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PROLOGUE
 
“You know what’s expected.”
“But—”
“No.” Xan stopped setting up his tray, putting his hands on his hips. “Do I need to tie you down?”
“No, Master. I’ll be good.” Her eyes darted across the room, looking toward his lab.
“I know where you want to go, but you’ll have to behave first or the privilege will be taken away. What would take away your visitation, girl?”
She pulled her lip between her small white teeth. “Moving my hands from above my head. Uhm…I need to keep my legs splayed open for your procedures and be very still.”
“Yes.” He nodded toward her solemnly, raising his eyebrows in warning. “Or you could cause injury, but more than that, you’d be a sad girl for the rest of the day, waiting for visitation tomorrow.”
Her heart dropped. She had to see the test tube—needed – to see it. The thought of waiting another day made tears threaten to fall. “I’ll be good.”
“I know you always believe you will be, but you have a way of dashing even your own hopes in that regard…often. What else?” He methodically placed his tools and swabs just the way he liked them, waiting for her answer.
“I need to have a respectful attitude, guarding my tone and words.”
“You seem to know the words, but there’s a disconnect with your actions. Isn’t so, bad girl.” His dark eyebrows knitted above eyes so dark the pupils couldn’t be seen. He’d been drilling the rules into her for months now and she knew how to repeat them in rote form.
“I don’t think so.” She blinked innocently up at him. Whenever possible, she reinforced she tried and was, indeed, a good girl. Always convey your desire to be obedient to your captor.
Turning his head, he addressed his nurse. “Ganza, I’d like to hear your opinion on the matter of Miss Blythe’s attitude and respect in regard to obedience to the rules.”
The very large woman stepped forward, the fabric on her crisp black dress and white apron whispering as she walked, her hand sweeping over her hair caught up in a severe bun on the back of her head. “It’s been my experience that Blythe is fiery and sassy. Some days her attitude and demeanor seems beyond repair, but when she puts her mind to it, she is as sweet as a kitten, Sir.”
“Indeed, and just as cuddly as one, too, but your observation is sound as always, Ganza. Thank you.” He gave his faithful employee a slight bow before wagging his finger toward Blythe. “I suggest you still that sassy tongue, or I may have to put it to good use. I have ways of keeping an open mouth occupied.”
Blythe’s hips squirmed on the metal table, her arousal climbing. Although she’d never admit it to him, sucking his cock—or even thinking about it—had become a great source of pleasure. The length and girth of a Pra’kirian cock was something to behold. Initially, it’d been more than she thought she’d ever adjust to, but, over time, she loved nothing more than displaying her affection to his penis. “It doesn’t appear to be a serious threat to her, Sir.” Ganza tried—unsuccessfully—to hide a grin.
He shot a glare at the nurse. “Oh, but it is. She likes to think she’ll enjoy it, but I have ways to turn even the most pleasurable of events into something resembling punishment. Isn’t that right, my dear?”
 “Yes, Master.” Her captor definitely knew his way around punishment, and, even on a good day, his sadistic mind and methods could turn her into a compliant submissive.
“Let’s proceed. I believe my girl is ready for her thorough examination.”
Reaching for the tube in the warmer, he squeezed a liberal amount of sticky goo onto her belly. Her hips swiveled again. “Don’t get too excited. We’re not playing. I need to view your organs and take some samples this morning.”
“Will you be injecting me with that pain stuff?”
Xan sighed loudly. “I swear you do it to piss me off. The inhibitor. Words have meaning, and you are educated and intelligent enough to retain the formal names for my instruments and medicines by now.”
She pulled her lip between her teeth, wanting to only skate on the edge of disobedience. “Are you going to give me the inhibitor, Master?”
When Xan depressed the green button on the overhead light, and in response a cabinet on the far wall loudly creaked open a flat square disk about twelve inches by twelve inches slid from the metal compartment, floating toward the table then hovered over her body. He positioned it over her midsection.
“It’s not necessary until I’ve decided what samples I need today. When the time comes, yes, of course, you’ll receive the inhibitor. Now, lie still.”
“I don’t like this thing. It scares me.”
“As you’ve said before. It’s really of no concern to me how you feel about my equipment. It is noisy, that’s all. You’re a big girl and can handle noise. What you can’t handle is the punishment for misbehavior. Yes?” He narrowed his eyes toward her in warning.
“Yes, Sir.”
Xan slipped the large protective goggles over her eyes. “Ready?”
“Yes, Master.”
He depressed a button on the side of the disk, and instantly a probe became visible extending until it made contact with her now slippery skin. The machine reminded her of an ultrasound on Earth, but this one emitted a loud snapping sound as well as blinding flashes of light. Dr. Xan Breckett swore it was more accurate than ultrasound or x-ray, giving the doctors a clear and accurate picture of not only the organs externally and internally, but it also gave them snapshot pictures of the cell structures of each organ.
Within seconds of contact, the crackling jolts of light had her jumping. Her hands shifted, moving as low as her breasts before she caught herself and quickly moved them back to the metal bar at the head of the bed. The desire to protect herself was difficult to override.
The procedure wasn’t exactly painful, per se, but her skin twitched involuntarily at the impulses. She found the whole thing … distressing and unnerving.
Ganza and her master stared at the image floating in the air near her but turned enough she couldn’t see it. “It looks like there may be some cell formation in the liver.”
“Is that normal, Sir?”
“I’m not sure. It may be for humans, but for Pra’kirians it’d be a huge issue. I’ll take some samples, and we’ll keep an eye on it.” His forefinger and thumb enlarged the screen, concentrating deeply on the image, he furrowed his eyebrows and narrowed eyes.
“M-Master? Am I…is there a problem?”
“Are you supposed to be speaking, little girl?” He didn’t even glance her way, continuing to stroke and swipe at the screen floating eyelevel for him.
“N-no, but—”
“But nothing. You know the rules. I’ll address this later.” He brushed his hand over the image, quickly walked toward her, and depressed the button on the disk, causing the probe to retract back into the narrow box. “Your curiosity always gets you spanked. Will you never learn?”
“Is something wrong? You know why I’m worried.”
His face softened— briefly. Shuttering his eyes, and taking a deep breath before opening them again, he stroked her cheek lightly. “Yes, I know why, Blythe. But even if it’s a good reason, what is the rule?”
“I’m not to speak or question what you are doing. I’m to trust you.”
“Is it that difficult to obey? Really?” He pinched her chin between his fingers.
“Ow.” She whispered it, not wanting to call attention to how much it actually hurt his strength was obviously more than he realized. “I just…yes, I guess so.”
Grabbing a sterile cloth from a dispenser, he wiped the lubricant off her belly then pushed the scanner up and away from the table. “Roll over. Let’s take care of this.”
Hesitantly, she rolled over, her bottom trembling and clenching in anticipation.
“Soften your cheeks.”
She relaxed her backside, and almost immediately his large, thick, and heavy hand loudly slapped her flesh, covering the whole of her bottom. It always amazed her how large he was—everywhere. She’d tried to explain his hand was just as painful and large as a paddle, not that he really cared or took into consideration her feelings on the matter. 
It only took a couple of swats before she was crying out and rocking on her hips to avoid his heavy blows. Just as she began to whimper, coming close to her limit, he halted her punishment. “You’ll lie still for the rest of this procedure, or we’ll be having a much more lengthy and serious discussion. Oh, and let’s not forget you will forgo your visitation today. Is that clear enough for you, slave?”
“Yes, Master.” Pulling in a shaky breath, she did her best to calm her frazzled nerves. She hated this machine and would find herself much more relaxed with the inhibitor.
“Ganza, let’s give her the inhibitor while she has her backside exposed.”
The cold swipe of alcohol brushed across her freshly spanked bottom before the plunger pressed into her soft flesh. The first thing noticed was the dissipation of pain in her backside.
Xan gently guided her to lie on her back once again. “Extractor, please.”
Ganza placed the instrument into his hand, and the cold probe rested against Blythe’s belly. Pressure could be felt, but, after the injection, no pain.
What continually surprised her was when the procedure would be done, there would be the absence of blood, incision, or even a puncture wound where the extractor took cells and tissue from an organ. Blythe desperately wanted to learn their methods, in the hope of sharing it with the medical community on Earth. So far, she’d been kept in the dark on the technology, but she’d continue to be diligent. During her education in anthropology, she’d studied not only the culture of the inhabitants of other planets, but also the technology and medicine of their societies. In most cultures, those two fields, as well as others, were tied to their culture.
“There. That’ll be it for today.” He handed the probe to Ganza. “Inhibitor, please.” She traded apparatus with him, the nurse taking the probe, along with some trays to the lab, putting the samples into the tubes before placing them in the cryo-freezer.
After rolling her up onto her hip, he injected her right cheek again. The sting of her spanking the first thing she noticed.
“Except for speaking out of turn, you were a very good girl today. Knees up, spread yourself wide, girl.”
Blythe grinned at him, quickly raising her knees up, letting them drop to the side, the lips of her pussy slipping open. The air brushing along her clit had it throbbing and pulsing under the hood.
The air whooshed from the cushion as Xan sat directly in front of her sex, inhaling deeply, his sense of smell as an alien was extremely sensitive. “The smell of your hot groin has me twitching, girl.”
She arched her back, her sex clenching, and her juices gushing to her entrance.
His tongue plunged into her dark depths, thrusting into her narrow channel. Raising her hips, she slid along the length of nose. “Oh goodness!”
Xan growled deep in his chest, and she chuckled at his jealousy rising to the surface. He flicked along her labia, fluttering in a circular pattern around her clit. She thrashed her head in frustration as she climbed toward orgasm.
He pulled away, nipping and nibbling along the sensitive skin between her pussy and her thighs, teasing her with his mouth. She was so close, and yet he aggravatingly stayed away from anything that would tip her over into her release.
Reaching forward, she grabbed his head with both hands and pulled him to her center, doing her best to come—on her terms.
“Bad girl. Hands!”
He glared at her so intensely, she forgot to breathe. “Yes, Master.” She’d more than likely pay for that later—in one of his evil methods requiring no punishment of her bottom, yet just as painful and more humiliating. Many times she’d beg for an old fashioned discipline session, wanting to avoid the objectification he subjected her to.
He slipped a finger into her anus, lightly stroking and jiggling it in the sensitive hole. Leaning forward, keeping his dark-as-coal eyes on her, he slid his pointy tongue up the seam of her sex, not missing any area, slowly pulling the hardened nub into his mouth, laving and sucking on it tightly while thrusting his fingers deeper into her anus.
Her heels pressed onto the cold metal table, her back arching, her neck lengthening while low, growls emanating from deep within her chest erupted from her throat as her orgasm overtook her body. Her whole body spasmed, the sound of her screams reverberating off the cold marble walls of his lab.
Her heart raced, and her body vibrated with aftershocks, her arousal still thrumming through every inch of her, her skin tingling.
Xan jammed the fingers of his other hand into her sex, stroking her G-spot, while he still stroked her dark channel. Her hips left the table, and she shouted with her second orgasm.
Blythe shuddered and trembled with every ripple of her womb, still clenching and twinging with her release. “Dear God.” With her eyes still closed, she licked her lips, body listless, the tremors waning. “This may be a good time to take some data.”
Her Master chuckled, lightly patting her sticky sex. “I give the orders around here, slave.”
She peeped one eye open at him, worried he may actually be angry, only to see a barely contained grin under his dark, thin moustache, the dimple in his cheek oddly matching the dimple in his chin. Closing her eyes again, she felt her body coming under control again.
Blythe had been a good girl, which meant she’d be allowed visitation as he called it. How her life had changed in just a few months, and now not only was she happy as a slave and ward, but she had something to look forward to.
 



CHAPTER ONE
 
Amshal sat on the beach watching his great-great-great-grandchildren paddling around and splashing each other in the shallow water near the shore. The summer had been warmer than most, and for whatever reason the Council of Nine, the superior ruling party of their planet Pra’kir, had been busier than ever. The nine members were the most respected and senior of judges, they’d worked their way to the highest level of power, governing the planet and its citizens, ruling on the most important cases.
He’d been in his position for sixty-seven years, and at a hundred and fifty-eight, he lived the good life with a mansion on the coast, basking in the sunshine with his family, enjoying his down time, and making memories.
His great-great-great granddaughter, Sabi, played in the bright white sand, toddling to the water with her little pink pail then filling it with the ocean water to drench the scorched sand she had piled into a mound, calling it a house for her dollies only to have it evaporate as quickly as she poured it. But with the perseverance of youth she continued trudging back and forth, sloshing water with her unsteady gait.
Arzela, his faithful wife of a hundred and thirty years, sat beside him, enjoying the escapades of their grandchildren and great-great-great-grandchildren as well. A good wife, supportive and kind, but probably more than that—patient. Being partnered with a Council of Nine judge wasn’t an easy task. Although the citizens of Pra’kir would argue the point, they did work hard, with long hours and their time off interrupted with many phone calls and confidential meetings.
The years prior to his promotion had been filled with angst and the politics of rising to his current status. But through it all, Arzela had raised their children, and now she coordinated weekend get-togethers like this one with the family, for food and fun on the water. It made the grueling hours and years of trouble worth it to watch them playing in the sand and water—happy and without any discomfort or uneasiness.
Sabi stopped traipsing with her water pail, dropping it carelessly into the sand, staring at the sky. “Poppy what is that up there?” She pointed her small index finger to an orange object in the azure sky.
He stood from his squat chair in the white sand, quickly walking toward her, unable to tear his eyes from the flaming object hurtling toward their shore at a frightening speed. The indiscernible article left debris and black plumes of smoke, marring the picturesque view.
“I don’t know, Sabi.” He scooped her up into his arms, yelling to the citizens and family surrounding him. “Run! Something is crashing. Everyone, run! Now!” He handed his grand-daughter to his oldest son and ran to get Arzela.
“Amshal, what is going on.” Her dark eyes were wide with fear, and he needed to keep calm for her—for everyone.
“I don’t know, but we need to move away from the shore.” Grabbing her arm just above the elbow, he started to run, wishing for the hundredth time of late he was forty years younger. He really needed to renew his membership at the club and work on his paunchy belly.
“Run! Move, everyone, while you still can!” he shouted over his shoulder, scanning the landscape to be sure his family had all moved away from the shore.
He paused, looking once again at the sky. The elongated contraption was breaking up, pieces falling into their ocean, flames and explosions could be heard as it burst into a million pieces, littering the sky with black, white, and orange flaming articles that sizzled when they hit the water, but also burst into flames, some exploding when they hit the sand and cliff rocks.
The larger piece of the ship careened at an alarming rate toward them. He swore he could see faces in the windows, faces covered with bubbled helmets, small fists pounding on the glass, mouths wide open, yelling, he had no doubt, profanities and pleas to Na for mercy. His heart skipped a beat at the agony and despair on their faces, But quickly his heart changed and those emotions became replaced with a righteous anger at the audacity of these people to come crashing to their shores, with weapons and ammunition obviously shooting at them. After all, the loud blasts and destruction had to be proof of their intention to destroy their planet.
Something large detonated, water and fish bursting into the air, covering the white sand and scattered lawn chairs and blankets with fish particles, blazing metal scorching everything in its path.
“Run! Everyone, climb the rocks. Get to the houses!” He shouted as loudly as he could. He turned back to his family, breathing heavily, panting and trudging up the steep incline toward his house.
Amshal ran toward the cluster of homes, the residences of his friends and children, hoping they would be spared from the attack on their coastal community.
His mind raced as he dragged his weary and breathless wife up the rocks to safety wondering if an unknown enemy was terrorizing their planet. Could this be a takeover of some sort? A coup? Maybe in all their missions to space they had upset a planet and this was their revenge?
As the beach guests ran away from the scene, police and military ran toward the chaos. Explosions reverberated, shaking the ground. A monitor bug whizzed past him to record the actions of the alien craft crashing into the water. But what concerned Amshal now, was the bug directly in front of him, recording his harried and frantic departure. It would be on a loop to the news, showing live video of his belly jiggling over his striped trunks, his red face and heaving chest.
Just as he made it to the road to his house, he saw Rowth’s vehicle racing along the track toward the malls near the beach. He’d question the general magistrate after this bedlam ended to find out what and who had smashed into their beautiful shore, destroying it.
At a safe distance now, he looked down into the sea of police and rescue vehicles, the normally placid, pristine beach covered in dead fish and oceanic life, as well as stretchers and workers tending to the injured. Vehicles raced toward the mall with other bodies. Were any of those on the stretchers the aliens? If there were any deaths, as awful as it sounded he hoped it was the intruders bent on destroying Pra’kir. Their idyllic community didn’t need anyone intent on destroying them.
“Amshal, I want to go home.” His sweet wife, tears tracking down her cheeks, nestled into his chest.
 “Yes, my dear. We’re going home.”
“Poppy, carry me.” His little great-granddaughter, Sabi, tugged on the leg of his trunks, stretching her chubby arms up to him. His eyes filled with tears. How close had he come to losing his newest grandbaby? Clutching her to his chest, he kissed her soft cheek, thankful to the God of Na his family had been spared.
Everyone hugged each other. the largest piece had landed in the water and the inhabitants were swimming toward shore and running toward the mall. The police and rescue workers guarding and dragging them to an area away from the citizens of Pra’kir. One of the intruders had been put on a gurney, and although they didn’t cover the being with a blanket, signaling it had expired, it didn’t move or seem conscious at all, making Amshal wonder if it was near death or actually expired and they didn’t want to alarm anyone with the morbidity.
He hoped these aliens lived. He wanted to meet them face to face and judge for himself if they were remorseful or what their intent had been with their invasion on a calm sunny day on Endermere. 
These people would pay. If they weren’t dead already, they would be. He’d see to it.
 



CHAPTER TWO
 
Amshal filed into the room with the other judges. Each wearing the long shiny silver robes with bright blue piping at the edges. The men were all white-haired and wizened with their age and experiences. Each one was respected for their years of service to Pra’kir as judges and lawyers. 
All nine had shown up, which was unusual for them—typically, due to prior commitments or conflicts of interest, they would have four or five, but, with some nudging, the Council of Nine was fully present. They sat at the large U-shaped table, with the defendant’s box and the General Magistrate’s table in the middle. General Rowth had entered the room before them and was already seated obviously prepared with his files before him and his hands casually linked in his lap, waiting for them to enter.
The hearing and sentencing of the five women who had crashed into their shores, destroying homes, fish, wildlife, and killing an Endermere citizen needed the full judgment and repercussions of the Council, and it had taken only a few phone calls to remind the wise, old men it was their duty to not only be visible to all citizens but to assure the sentencing went off without a problem.
All five of the prisoners filed in after the judges were seated. The five women were dressed in the prison-yellow one-piece jumpsuits, each shackled and chained, and one of them, the heavier one, had a full metal face mask. He’d heard she was a biter and had become quite a hazard to the guards—or anyone, for that matter, who had crossed her path.
The smaller of the women had been rumored to be an escape artist and they had her hands and feet shackled.
The men quietly stared at these five women, and he knew many of them felt like he did about the situation. They were angry and disgusted with many questions on their intent and … well, the stupidity of crashing into their planet with no forewarning. Yet, due to their seemingly young age and status as women, they found themselves at odds with the desire for revenge. The men in Endermere were kind. They took care of their children and women, protecting them—so their instinct was to assure their needs and welfare were met.
Councilman Breen addressed Rowth, “How do you find these five women?”
“I find them guilty of all charges,” the Magistrate responded with his deep voice, loud and clear.
Amshal had never been fond of Rowth but couldn’t find fault with him professionally per se. He’d always done what was required and been aboveboard in all his deals. Rational, meticulous, and orderly is how he’d describe him, but, in dealing with his employees, he tended to lack empathy and wasn’t always compassionate. The judge assumed that was probably due to his rational nature and need for order and discipline, but his sympathy was lacking at best.
Breen continue, “Let the record show the aforementioned criminals have been found guilty in the eyes of our city-state’s first general magistrate, a law-abiding citizen who has proven his honor and loyalty to the state through his legal prowess and deeds, a man who is their superior in every way.”
“So noted,” the remaining eight councilmen intoned.
“Let the sentencing begin.” Breen dropped his tablet back on the table and looked at each of his fellow councilmen in turn. “What are we supposed to do with these creatures?”
“Jail, of course,” one of the judges on the far side of the table said.
Amshal laughed shaking his head. What a ridiculous thought. “They’d be killed immediately. They’ve been plastered on every monitor in every house. They wouldn’t survive a day there.”
The lunacy of the idea had him baffled. He didn’t want to see them beaten to death, especially as women. And small women at that—easily a foot if not two feet shorter than their own women. If they were going to sentence them to death, it’d be done decently—and quietly—with an injection. The very idea of letting these small, frail creatures be torn limb from limb in the jail seemed beyond cruel.
Rowth spoke up. “I have an idea of what we can do with them.”
Shocked out of his reverie, Amshal stared at the normally stoic man. He’d never spoken out of turn in all the years they worked together, and to speak during sentencing was a blatant disregard for protocol of the Council.
The councilmen looked at each other, dumbfounded. “Denied. You are not allowed to participate in sentencing.”
“I think we should hear him out—we have no idea what we’re doing.” The councilman at the far side of the table spoke up.
Scoffing loudly, Amshal picked up his communicator to see if Arzela had sent him a note. As someone who’d spend over a hundred years in the legal arena, he could barely contain his anger at the deviation from the normal course of the proceedings.
Rowth’s voice droned, interrupting his thoughts. “I believe our minefield caused the damage to their ship when they unwittingly wandered too close, and our discarded garbage ultimately led to their crash.”
“Then they shouldn’t have wandered too close,” Amshal grumbled.
Rowth let that go unargued. Instead, he continued on to his next point. “And how were they greeted? By screaming pedestrians and two field officers who opened fire on them.”
Amshal drummed his age-spotted finger against the table. “They brought weapons to our world.”
Cancy startled beside him. “Were weapons actually found?”
“No,” Rowth told them. “No evidence of weapons was found, either on them or at the crash sites.”
“The ocean exploded!” Amshal shot back. “You’ll have to forgive me, General Magistrate, but you were not there. You didn’t see what happened, but I did. I was on that beach. My great great-granddaughter was on that beach.”
Amshal had not slept a full night since the accident. Over and over, his mind replayed the scene, grabbing his great-great-granddaughter from the shore, watching the debris and ship fall into the ocean, wondering over and over what would have happened if Sabi hadn’t noticed the orange blazing article in the sky when she had. Would they have all perished? How many of the citizens of Endermere would have been injured that day?
Dang it. These aliens needed to pay for their egregious sins!
“I suggest we foster them out, like the Mekron. They’re still children—all of them are under thirty-five.”
Breen blinked at Rowth,. “They put children into space?”
“It appears so.”
“But, these women have skills and know technology. First, we were invaded by the Mekron, now these beings. The Mekron, due to their illness could not be a benefit to us, but these women may.” Rowth sat quietly, waiting for each councilman to digest what he’d said.
Amshal nodded. Rowth made very good points.
Councilman Breen leaned back in his chair. “So, you’re suggesting we keep these women in high-security clearance families and study and watch them, learning their skills and trades to further our own technology in return?”
Rowth grinned slightly. “Yes, that’s my thinking, Sir.”
“They would need to be separated. Together they would be a risk and more than likely escape, but if we keep them one per household, they’d bond with their captors. Keeping them in a subservient, slave and ward status would establish the appropriate dynamic.”
“Agreed.” Rowth turned his gaze onto each councilman, obviously trying to gauge their reaction to the proposal.
“And you’d be taking one of them, am I to assume?” Breen raised his eyebrows at Rowth.
“Yes, the sickliest one. If I’m going to propose this to other military men, I need to take one in myself. I would like to make one deviation to this, if you all decide this is the way we’re proceeding, I’d like to have one of the women, Blythe Wainwright—the biter—brought to Dr. Xan Breckett who, as you know, has a military background as well. It is our hope he may find out medically why she is inclined to use her teeth when communicating.
“Agreed.”
Breen looked to his fellow judges. “These women are definitely juveniles, and therefore are the responsibility of their parents, or in this case, the fostering system to train them on how to live successfully in our society.
“A motion for leniency has been requested,” Councilman Breen called as he retook his place at the head of the table. “How say you all?”
As one, the Council of Nine intoned, “Agreed.”



CHAPTER THREE
 
Blythe Wainwright felt her heart gallop with anxiety, her breath shallow. The bullet car sped down the track, not helping her stress level—at all. It flew along the outer rail, traveling out of town toward her new home, the view of the blue-green ocean, cliffs surrounding the water, dotted with brick mansions blurred with the excessive speed. She wondered how fast the bullet was moving but couldn’t read the dials with the foreign language.
Although she was whizzing by, the scenery was stunning, reminding her of New Orleans back on Terra. Endermere had the same bustle of restaurants, shops, and tourists. Maybe the planet of Pra’kir she and her friends had crashed upon would become someplace they’d call home.
Endermere.
Even the name sounded pretty, but with a harsh edge to it. Looking out the window she wondered for the hundredth time since crashing—Will I be happy here?
The large man driving—if that’s what you call zipping at a velocity that made her head hurt—had called himself Billex, saying he worked in the “good doctor’s” house. Once she’d heard her new foster family was actually a single, rich man—and an ex-military doctor at that— she’d assumed she’d be living in one of the brick and stone mansions lining the winding cliff roads of Endermere.
But, the houses dwindled, the view turning more and more into country roads dotted with older mansions.
Well, this must be my new neighborhood. Sighing loudly, Blythe wondered how her friends from the spaceship had fared.
Their spacecraft crashing into Endermere had not been planned, regardless of how the news media apparently had been portraying it. Listening to the judges today had been enlightening. Their fear and…the deaths. Blythe winced, feeling sad about the loss of life, but anger roiled within her.
Instead of being treated as professionals, revered and respected for their intelligence and skills, she and her shipmates had been treated as criminals, put in handcuffs and chains. The uncontrollable anger within her boiled over—several times a days—and exhibited itself in biting, clawing, and fighting anyone and everyone in her path.
Leaving a good impression usually wasn’t a concern. As a sociologist, she in particular, understood the importance of conveying accurately the mannerisms and social norms of humans, and being self-aware she had no doubt almost everyone meeting her thought the human race was rabid.
 
Billex maneuvered the vehicle at a much slower pace between close-set trees leading toward the house. Although the day had been cloudy and it was now nearing dusk, in the distance she could see what resembled an old Victorian on Terra. The mansion had a large, rounded downstairs parlor, with an adjoined full front porch running the full width of the house with rounded turrets on the second and third stories. The deep burgundy siding with black shutters gave it an ominous feel, and Blythe wondered at the people inside who wanted their guests to feel uncomfortable, greeted by the darkness as they came up the drive.
The late afternoon sun cast elongated shadows from the turrets, darkening the already deeply shaded porch.
“Is this where the doctor and his family live?”
Billex gave her a cursory glance, distracted with the vehicle. “Yes, it is. But he has no family, Blythe. You’re his first and only ward.”
Well maybe she’d lucked out after all. She at least didn’t have to deal with any orders, restrictions, or bullying from anyone else.
He pulled the car to an abrupt stop right at the front steps and pressed a button, The vehicle slowly descended, bumping loudly onto the concrete sidewalk, the doors opening on their own.
Blythe tilted her head, looking up at the house she’d be calling home. A shiver ran through her body, goose bumps rising on her skin. Dried fall leaves swirled in the air and on the ground...
And, once again, she thought how similar Endermere was to Earth. The chill in the air made her wonder if they received snow here or if this would be as cold as it got, similar to living in the southern part of the United States on Earth.
Billex exited, his large frame rounding the front of the vehicle, maintaining eye contact with her, opening the hatch-like door, he jutted his huge hand out to her, a silent command for her to exit the vehicle as well. She tentatively put her hand into his palm, amazed at the difference in size. The men here were just enormous. Billex was bald, his too large head looking dwarfed by his bulky mass. The large barrel chest, along with his height, had her cowering, marveling that his upper arm had to be the size of her thigh.
Unfolding herself from the vehicle, she stood next to him, coming only to the center of his chest. Looking up, she swallowed loudly.
“If you can conduct yourself like a nice young lady and refrain from biting for more than a few minutes, I’m sure Doc will take that mask off. I’m betting you’re right pretty without it, too.” He wrapped an arm around her waist, jostling her gently in warning. “Behave!”
They trudged up the stone steps to a heavy, wooden black arched door. The porch was filled with dead, dry old leaves from the numerous trees surrounding the property.
Blythe quickly looked around to see if there were any houses nearby. None in sight. That didn’t bode well for her. If she were to run, the prospect of finding haven in a neighbor’s abode didn’t seem to be an option. She didn’t care. She must run. Run anywhere…somewhere. Anything would be safer….than this. This house did not look safe—in the least.
“You’ll not be running from here, girl. Trust me.” Billex wagged his finger near her nose. “And if you do, you won’t be doing it again. You can trust me on that, too.”
The heavy wooden door creaked open, and Billex pushed her through the entryway with a hand to the small of her back.
Her eyes took a minute to adjust to the dark foyer. tall candelabra were lit among the shadows, as well as sconces on the walls. It was as if the owner was trying to mimic an old Victorian house.
She quickly blinked, trying her very best to quicken the transition.
“I love watching you humans adjust from dark to light. It’s really a hindrance in your makeup, if you ask me. Maybe Doc can fix that.”
She’d be darned if anyone was going to mess with her eyes. She lunged forward, snapping her teeth at him.
Billex narrowed his eyes, before stalking straight for her, and before she could back away from the angry beast, he snatched her arm almost out of its socket, turning her sideways, swatting her backside several times—hard.
Blythe shouted, dancing in a circle hoping to get away from that hand the size of a pizza paddle, to no avail. It was over quickly, and she swiped angrily at the tears that came unbidden. The unbearable sting, only from the man’s hand, had her warring to not rub her offended, angry posterior.
“I see my naughty ward is here and has already earned herself a spanking.”
Blythe turned to see a very tall—and very handsome—man standing at the top of the staircase. If possible, he was taller than Billex. His body was lean, but muscular, not as bulky as his driver. At his furrowed eyebrows and jaw clenching tightly, a tic noticeable even from a distance, she felt her heart quicken. He’s angry. The doctor tsked loudly, his shoes stomping heavily as he came down the gleaming wooden staircase to stand before her.
She barely came to the middle of his chest, her gaze skittering up to his dark eyes burrowing into her. His eyes were so black, she couldn’t even see the pupils. Although he appeared to be middle-aged, with a few gray hairs at his temples, she found him more attractive than she’d normally would have if she’d met him on Earth. Most men his age did nothing for her, but he had her stomach fluttering—and she couldn’t tell if it was from fear from the mere size of him or if it was something more.
His large hand pushed a shock of black curls back from the middle of his forehead, The thick hair unruly and appeared a bit unkempt, which didn’t seem to fit with his refined and fastidious appearance.
His face didn’t break into a smile or even a glimmer of friendliness. In a woman it would be called a resting jerk face, but in men it was considered authoritarian, stern, unyielding—regardless it made her uncomfortable.
He stepped up to her, standing much too close, invading her personal space, but she refused to step back. Blythe never retreated and never showed fear—even if her insides and mind were screaming for her to wave a white flag in surrender. If—or when—she finally surrendered, it was with a great deal of sweat and fighting, and the resultant submission was usually accompanied with a great deal of tears and anger.
She’d been that way since she was a little girl, and no matter how diligently teachers, parents, and the military tried to hinder this trait, she remained a feisty. These days a pretty subdued—but a fighter nonetheless.
She kept her gaze on his chiseled features: a stern straight nose, narrowed black eyes with a hint of a five o’clock shadow and pencil moustache that should have had her questioning her decision to stand nose-to-chest with this giant, but she glared back, trying her very best to match his austere expression.
“What did you do, naughty girl, to provoke Billex to paddle your bottom? Mmmm? He’s a very even-tempered man—unlike myself.” When she hesitated for a bit too long, he leaned closer to her. “Speak, girl.” His rumbling voice vibrated through her—her clit and body trembled.
“I-I snapped my teeth at him.” She hated that her voice quivered, but his height and dark countenance had set her nerves on edge.
He clasped his large hands behind him, walking slowly around her as he spoke. “I see. I’m Dr. Xan Breckett. My friends call me Doc or Xan—you, however, will call me Master. Clear?” He stood in front of her again, looking down his hooked nose at her.
“Yes, Sir—Master.”
“Good girl.” He tapped his large forefinger on the little barred opening in front of her teeth. “I think it’s time to take this off, now.”
“Sir, I wouldn’t, if I were you. She was quite a hazard at the prison. They were barely able to manage her with it on.” Billex shook his head solemnly.
“She should be able to choose whether she’ll behave or not.”
 



CHAPTER FOUR
 
Xan slid the metal mask off her face, the cool air brushing against her sweat and drool-covered face. The relief had her closing her eyes momentarily. She reached up, running her fingers through her auburn red hair, untangling the knots she’d accumulated with the entire trauma and fighting with guards at the detention center. She desperately needed to wash and brush it.
Her captor stood looking at her, his eyes roaming slowly up and down her body. Assessing and measuring. Tallying, she had no doubt, the positives and negatives about her—like one would do at a slave market.
Blythe lunged forward, sinking her teeth into the meaty part of his hand just below his thumb, not intending to release him anytime soon, either. The vile chemical taste filled her mouth just as it had with the guards at the jail. The blood of these aliens on Pra’kir didn’t have the coppery metallic taste of humans, but bitter sulfur that made her gag reflex kick in. She struggled to hold back, not wanting to vomit like she had with a prison guard.
She’d never been one to bite—not even as a child—and had no recollection of ever committing such an act before, but since coming to Endermere, she’d bitten more people than ever before. Desperate times call for desperate measures. She’d never felt this vulnerable…or alone. It was the only way she’d found to protect herself.
Xan pulled something out of his pocket, pressing metal prongs into her neck and shouting, “Behave! Level Two!”
Blythe’s body stiffened, the searing jolt coursing from her neck to her toes, she convulsed, her teeth freeing his hand immediately. Once the shock ended, she growled, bending over, putting her hands on her knees, catching her breath. “Oh my goodness. Oh my goodness.” All the muscles in her body were so tense and tight, she had to concentrate to unclench.
Xan snapped the collar around her neck, the prongs cold on her skin. Her hands went up to it, feeling the thick cloth with her fingers, gliding along the length until bumping up against the prongs only to hear a jingle.
“That was a shock collar, my dear…and, as you’ve noticed, a bell to keep track of your movements. When a naughty pet…or woman…misbehaves, I depress this button.” He showed her the remote. “Or, even better, we can shock them with a voice command. I have this one programmed to shock with the words stop, again, or now.” He rubbed her back lightly, “And, I also have a weaker, warning shock for behave. I’ll probably add words just for you, pet. It’s effective, yes?”
She slowly straightened. “Yes. It is.” She wouldn’t react now, needing to let her body recuperate. But, when she did? He’d be sorry.
“Yes, Master.” He corrected her. “Say it.” He rubbed at the bleeding bite mark on his hand.
Blythe narrowed her eyes. How dare he. Apparently the good doctor needed to learn she wouldn’t be someone who would succumb to his edicts, at least not without one heck of a fight. She and her friends may have crashed onto their planet, causing loss of life and destroying their coastal properties, but she’d be darned if she’d continue to be treated as a criminal...and more importantly, a misbehaving animal. It was one thing to call someone Sir, but to call them Master. She took a step toward him, her intention to bite him—hard.
Xan shouted, “Now!”
The electric shock ran through her body once again, causing all her extremities to shiver. A yelp escaped from her, hoping in desperation to rip it off, both hands grabbing at the collar
“Obedience, girl. You’ll be required to obey me in all matters. Call me Master.” With a smug smirk, he had the audacity to wink at her.
“Forget you!” Blythe spat the answer. She’d be darned if she’d buckle under this easily, and most definitely he’d have a fight on his hands if he thought he’d train her like an animal. She gnashed her teeth on air, growling at him.
Xan shook his head, quietly clucking his tongue at her. “I wouldn’t do that, pet. But the choice on how we proceed is up to you.” He turned looking at his tall assistant. “Billex, it appears I’ll have to go to the next level. Please bring me the insertable with the removable core.”
“Yes, Doc.” Billex lumbered up the dark staircase, slowly disappearing out of sight.
Craning his neck, Xan shouted after him. “Oh, Billex, bring me the large oak paddle, too.”
“Yes, Sir.”
Xan roughly grabbed her by the upper arm, dragging her into an old-fashioned parlor. The room was dark, with only a small lamp providing light. He sat in the armless chair in his rounded parlor facing the expansive porch she’d seen while climbing the steps to the mansion. He stood her between his knees, but even sitting he was taller than she was, requiring her to look up at him.
Blythe felt unsure, and his unnatural calmness gave her no comfort. His grip her arm tightened, his other hand resting on her hip—a little too comfortably.
“Let’s get these clothes off. You’ll have no need of them while you stay here.” Reaching around her, he quickly undid the zipper on the back of her suit, dragging it down from her left shoulder. “Don’t you dare bite me, again. You’re going to be suffering the consequences of one bite and an attempt. Trust me when I say you don’t want to deal with the comeuppance for two bites in addition to an attempt.”
She didn’t like the sound of that at all. Clutching the yellow jumpsuit tightly in her hands, she refused to let go. She’d be cursed if she’d let him bare her.
Squeezing her tiny, tightly clenched fists, he flicked both her hands out of his way, tugging on the material, the whole suit puddling at her ankles, leaving her in only her birthday suit.
Staring intently at her breasts, the man actually licked his lips before sliding his gaze down to her sex.
Xan inhaled deeply, shuttering his eyes with a barely concealed moan. “You have no hair on your pussy. Do you shave or wax?” He eased his finger along the tightly pressed seam of her sex, stretching it open before slipping it along her labia.
Blythe gasped, trying to pull away, but the grip he still had on her upper arm prevented her from moving.
“Don’t make me shock you again, little one. You—along with your pretty pussy—are mine now, to do with as I please. And right now? I wish to slide my finger through your juices, smelling and tasting you. You’re my new toy, and since I like to play with all my toys, I wish to play with you.”
She opened her mouth—not sure if she wanted to answer his question or to bite him, but as God was her witness, he’d suffer dearly before she allowed herself to become his toy.
“Behave! Level 2.”
The shock running through her neck and down to her feet had her quaking. She gritted her teeth, clenching tightly. With every shock, her nerve endings became raw. There were five quick pulses, each one making her stiffen.
“I’m sorry, -Sir—Master.”
With a nod of his head, he commanded with a clear, loud voice, “Warning. Stop.”
She loudly exhaled, taking in a deep breath, adrenalin rushing through her veins. And, strangely, her clit had begun to throb. Dear God. Not in response to this, not here, and most definitely not now! It wouldn’t be the first time her body had reacted to pain in a sexual manner, but she didn’t need him noticing the side of her that enjoyed a bit of torture and the struggle.
He inhaled deeply, letting his gaze drop to her pussy. “I’m going to ask the question again, now that I believe you’ll be a good girl. So do you have no hair on your pussy? Or did you shave it?”
It galled her to answer it, but it frightened her more to think of receiving another shock. “I had the hair on my sex permanently lasered. I have no hair there.”
With a slight shake of his head, he murmured. “’Tis a pity.” His cool hand petted her bare sex. He appeared disappointed, before ordering, “Step out of your clothes. It’s time we got on with your punishment.”
“M-my punishment?” She struggled to swallow past the lump growing in her throat.
“We punish in this house. My house—and now yours.” He stated this in a matter-of-fact manner. “When you bite or disobey orders, there will be discipline. Harsh and swift. The collar is just one of the methods I employ. There are many, many more. If you keep misbehaving, you’ll find yourself introduced to all of them tonight.”
Billex came through the door, holding a large silver butt plug in his one hand and a large oak paddle. The round wooden implement was much bigger than any paddle on Earth. Blythe had no doubt it would easily cover the backside of a woman in Endermere. But, for her? This thing would encompass her thighs as well, ensuring a good paddling would be dealt.
“Here you go, Xan.” Billex placed the items on the table with the lamp before pinning Blyth with a stern stare. “I knew you’d get yourself paddled, but who knew it’d be this soon? I warned you, girl, now you’re going to get a taste of your future here.”
In spite of her bravado, she gave the paddle a long, hard look, shivering more from fear than the temperature of the room.
“I think our little pet is seeing that exact thing, Billex. Thank you. That’ll be all for now. I’ll communicate if I need any further assistance. It shouldn’t take me too long to get things in order here.”
“Okay, Doc.” He closed the large dark door behind him, cloaking the room in almost complete silence again, the ticking of the clock on the mantle the only sound.
She stared at the items on the table. She’d seen butt plugs online, had even worn one years ago, but not one this size.
Picking up the plug, he turned the shiny metal in front of her. “This? This is going to be another form of discipline for you. It’s similar to your collar—they came as a set. After inserting this into your bottom hole, you’ll get dual shocks—to your neck and your anus.”
He then pulled on a circular handle at the flange, pulling the inner core out, leaving the center hollow. “And this little hole.” He tapped the opening. “This can be filled with ice or warm water—whichever strikes my fancy that day, giving you an added punishment, similar to what is known as an enema.” He pushed metal rod back in, locking it in place filling the channel.
She blinked furiously at him, leaning forward to spit out her response to this vile piece of equipment. “You must be nuts! What kind of effing lunatic are you? They put me with a crazy man.” Pivoting, she attempted to flee the room.
Xan shouted, “Stop! Level Two!”
She froze midstep, her body quaking from yet another electric shock. As soon as it ended, Blythe went into a full-fledged tantrum, stomping her feet, hands clenched into fists, growling in frustration.
“That’s it.” He picked her up by the waist, tossing her easily over his lap, his hard knees knocking the air out of her. He wrapped an arm around her midsection holding her tightly, her outer arm pinned tightly to her body. Blythe was totally immobile.
“This punishment stops when I say. Not you. You’ll be punished—harshly. Now, tell me why you’re being disciplined, girl.” He fumbled at the table, and peeked over her shoulder, watching him pull a bottle of lube from a drawer in the table, squeezing out a generous dollop onto his fingers.
She struggled on his hips, doing her best to wrangle herself from his restraint. “You’re going to care more about why you’re bleeding soon, and not about what I’ve done. Trust me.”
“Threatening.” He shook his head before pulling her buttocks apart, pressing the cold lube up against her dusky hole. “We’ll add that sin to your list.” His arm covered most of her back keeping her restrained on his lap, his elbow between her shoulder blades. He pressed the tip of the silver toy to the pucker, pushing insistently, forcing the tight ring of muscle to relent.
Blythe clenched her cheeks, raising her legs, attempting—in vain—to cover her bottom with her bare feet.
Xan pinched one of her cheeks hard enough she screeched loudly. “Legs down.” He covered her legs with one of his own, leaving her completely restrained and immobile.
“You need to push back, girl. Let this plug in—we’re not stopping until you relent. As I said, punishment continues regardless of your actions.” He lifted his left leg higher, effectively jack-knifing her over his thigh, pressing the plug farther into her body.
The burning in her anus intensified with his persistent press on the intruder. Blythe groaned in surrender, losing a battle she’d tried her best to win.
“Behavior such as yours is never tolerated in this house. You’ll find yourself punished every single time.” He patted her bottom before lightly stroking the skin. “You’ll have a bruise from my pinch by morning—along with many others—you’ve earned with your misbehavior.”
 



CHAPTER FIVE
 
Blythe stiffened. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d been spanked—as a child, no doubt, many, many years ago and over silly things she had no remembrance of. She vowed she’d take the paddling silently. This would be her new home, and she needed to adjust. And, well, she had bitten him…and drawn blood. If anything deserved an old-fashioned, over-the-knee spanking, it would be biting a person in authority.
The first swat of his hand cracked loudly in the quiet parlor.
I need to get off this humongous man’s lap and get the heck out of here.
She kicked and clawed, flailing her arms as his dinner-plate-sized hand crashed repeatedly on her tender backside.
“Biting is not allowed. You will be shocked and spanked. Every. Time.”
Anguish overshadowed all other emotions. She had to get away from here. The thought of living with someone who not only believed in corporal punishment but was also cruel and …well, inhuman... just wasn’t an option for her. Escape was the only option that made sense.
Desperate times called for desperate measures. She leaned forward, twisting her head and bit his leg—hard. She gagged on the taste of the sulfuric blood, breathing through her nose, ignoring the twitch of her gag reflex in the back of her throat.
“Stop!” Xan shouted the command simultaneously with a strike to her buttocks shoving her forward on his lap.
Then the lightning bolt shock coursing through her anus had her screeching while the muscles in her neck constricted against the jolt from her pet collar. “Ohhhh!”
“What kind of stubborn woman are you? You’re naked over my lap with a red, spanked bottom, and you choose to bite me again? Have you taken leave of your senses?” He paused and then said, “Again!”
The charge flowed through her body again. She convulsed only for a few seconds before collapsing over his lap, sobbing quietly. As much as she hated the collar, she loathed the plug more. It had made her little pucker so sore, she swore it hurt to breathe.
“Now we’ll move to the paddle for defiance. You purposefully defied the rules, knowing the consequences.” He picked up the gleaming flat oak paddle. When he pressed it against her abused flesh, it covered the whole of her bottom—and then some. With no warning, he proceeded to slam the wood onto her bottom with a staccato rhythm.,
The burning sting reverberated through her muscles, the tendrils of pain snaking down her legs. She bucked her hips on his thighs, doing her best to sway and wiggle away from the brutal blows from the unforgiving wood, but as tightly restrained as she was, the paddle landed firmly on her posterior without skipping a beat. Her hair clung to her tear-drenched face, and without the ability to even claw at his leg or cover her inflamed flesh, she’d begun to feel she’d lost this battle.
Her body stiffened with the punishing sting. She’d moved past the panic he’d never stop and submitted completely, limp and sobbing.
“I despise a defiant brat even more than a liar.” The thick wood crashed twice more to accentuate his disdain before he let go of her arm, leaving her to wallow in self-pity and control her sobs.
Although she felt compelled to rub the angry burn in her buttocks, she instinctually knew it wouldn’t be accepted well. Instead, she ran her fingers along the ridges of the braided rug under his chair, staring at the swirling pattern of brown, cream, and rose.
Xan pulled roughly on her outer arm and shoulder. “Stand up.” He kept his hands on her until her quivering legs steadied once again, able to hold her weight.
“Go to the cabinet.” His extremely long index finger pointed at a rich brown armoire.
Blythe stared at it before returning her gaze back to him. He nodded silently, his lips thinned.
She walked with mincing steps, the skin on her hind end feeling tight and almost numb. She stopped in front of the gleaming wood, placing a shaky hand on the brass knob, faltering before pulling it open.
Blythe inhaled loudly. It was filled to the brim with implements. Some hung from hooks, lined perfectly by size, others were ensconced in velvet, lying neatly beside rods, straps, belts, and other sundry items.
I’m in way over my head here. This man must be a sadist—a psychopath and sadist.
“It is my hope to use most of these implements during your stay. And, from the looks of things, it’ll be sooner rather than later. Poor girl.” He tsked, an evil smirk curving his full lips, and then he had the audacity to wink at her.
She narrowed her eyes at him, her heart racing, and the anger rising once again.
“Ah-ah. Before you get riled, you may want to rethink your reaction.” He paused, letting the gravity of her plight sink in.
She withheld her reaction, knowing it wouldn’t be wise.
“Please bring me the small cane—it’s only about twelve inches long. Hanging near the far right.”
She stared at the varying lengths of bamboo, rattan, and birch, fingering the smooth lengths lined by size along the back wall.
“Keep going—yes. Over there on the far right. I want the one with the red mark on the handle. Ahhhh, yes, that’s the one.”
She picked it up, running the palm of her hand along the smooth wood. It didn’t seem fearsome, but the gleam in his eye and his evil grin spoke otherwise. His sadistic delight had her insides roiling, her steps slowing in her march back to him.
Xan’s dark eyes watched her intensely, like a lion with his prey. When she was close enough, he took the rod from her, pulling her naked body to stand toe-to-toe with him. “From now on, since biting is an issue for you, the shock to both your neck and anus will be phase one of your punishment. Phase two will be the oak paddle.” He nodded at the vile implement. “Phase three will be this rod—spanking your little pucker along with three lashes of the same rod over your paddled bottom.”
“I-I need to leave this house. I th-think I’ll need to contact the magistrate and the Council of Nine to move me to another house. D-do I have an advocate, Sir?”
His large, beautiful mouth curved into a full smile. “Advocate? Is that what you said?”
She nodded, his face blurring through her watery gaze.
He laughed a low, almost sinister chuckle. “My dear pet, you’ll find you have no advocate. I’m the only voice you’ll have from now on. I’ll meet your needs and, in turn, demand your obedience in all things. Your wants and desires are really of no consequence to me. You see, you’ve been given to me as a gift, and I understand at this moment you may not see me as a gift, but someday, girl, hopefully sooner rather than later, you’ll come to see me in this light. But, until then, you’ll receive no reprieve from my training regimen for you.”
His finger swiped at a tear on her cheek, and he brought the watery evidence of her sadness to his lips. “Nothing is sweeter than the salty tears of a submissive. I’ll take delight in your misery because it satisfies a longing in me.”
For the first time, her plight became crystal clear. This was her punishment for crashing into Endermere, and he was the gift she’d been given instead of death.
Death would’ve been kinder.
She pulled in a shaky breath, staring into the dark depths of her captor’s eyes, hoping to discover mercy or kindness there…and finding none.
Xan leaned forward his eyebrows furrowed, speaking in a low growl of warning. “You have no rights, prisoner. You crashed into our town and destroyed our beaches, killing people. Our kindness as a planet has placed you in my house, and my status as a respected doctor for our community that has placed you in this respectable household.”
“But—”
He put his hand up to halt her. “No, you listen. Your wishes and desires are no longer of concern to me, the Magistrate, or the Council of Nine. You’ll be punished severely, used as a sex toy, and you’re here to meet my every need. You’ll learn obedience is rewarded.” He stroked his cool long knuckles along the side of her face, and she forced herself to not cringe at his touch.
“Good girls are happier, no doubt. But, whether you’re an unhappy bad girl or not is totally up to you. Just know I don’t care— my only desire is your obedience.”
She may have been spared the death penalty or whatever fate would have awaited her in prison, but she’d been placed into a house with a sadistic psychopath who believed in punishing women with a cabinet full of implements.
I may have been better off with the death penalty. I’m not the submitting type.
“I see you’re contemplating your plight—no worries, my pet. You’ll have all night to nurse your sore bottom—and other places—mulling over how to change your ways. You’ll comply one way or another. Most days at our house, you’ll be used completely and harshly and put to bed with your sex dripping.”
She swallowed loudly, a small sob escaping, several large tears tracking down her cheeks.
“It’s been a long day for you, my poor little pet. Let’s get on with this last bit of your punishment so you can take a bath and eat a good meal before we seal our contract. I want you in bed at a reasonable hour.”
Seal their contract? Oh goodness!
He turned her around, his hands unnaturally cool on her bare skin, pressing between her shoulder blades. “Bend over.”
She resisted presenting her bottom, especially standing this close to him, but his strength made her attempt futile. His hand soothed her inflamed tissue, easing the sting. “You have some beautiful purple bruises showing up on this very pink hind end. Very pretty. I’ll like seeing your bottom this way, I think.”
With no warning he tugged harshly at her plug and pulled it out roughly, the metal clinking on the table near her. “Yes. That little hole is very red. That punishment plug will be very effective.” He pressed his wide digit into her.
“Ohhhh. Ohhhh, nooo!”
“Burns, doesn’t it, pet?”
“Yes, Master.” It bothered her to call anyone Master, but she couldn’t imagine any additional punishment—not today at least.
“Good girl. Now, wrap your arms around your knees, clasping your elbows.”
Xan fumbled with something on the table and she peeked around her arms to see him holding the small rod. He braced the small of her back and before she could wonder what was next, he had lashed the crack of her bottom. The cane felt like a bee sting right on the tight ring of muscle.
Unable to rise due to the heft of his large hand on her back, she danced on her tiptoes, shrieking.
“You have two more sets—one for each bite since you left the detention center today and one for threatening me with a bite.”
The small cane hit the small area blow after blow, and she cried until her throat was raw.
Xan paused, giving her a momentary reprieve between sets. He stroked his finger along the spanked area. His cold, clammy skin felt unnaturally pleasant.
He swished the whippy stick through the air behind her before striking the divide several more times. She heaved, gasping for air between sobs.
And although she didn’t think it was possible, the pain increased when the tip of the metal plug once again pressed against her injured little bottom hole. “Oh, Master. Please.”
“You beg so prettily, my pet. I’m going to love hearing that delicate voice beg her Master for mercy, and do you know why?”
“No, Master.”
He leaned close to her ear, his warm breath tickling the small hairs. “Because I like being able to say no, and watch your tears slide down your cheeks.”
And with no concern for her pleas or tears, he pushed the large plug back into her bottom with one harsh thrust. Bile rose to the back of her throat, but she swallowed it down, not wanting to show him any sign of weakness. He may have won the battle today, but she’d try again…maybe tomorrow.
 



CHAPTER SIX
 
Still bent in half, she watched her tears puddle onto the carpet, leaving a dark brown patch, her poor bottom and anus throbbing.
“Stand up.” With a hand on her elbow, he steadied her.
She straightened slowly, the tight ring of muscle excruciatingly sore, flexing around the flange of the butt plug, causing her to gasp out loud. She snuck her hands around to gingerly touch her bottom.
“Normally, you’d have to ask permission before touching your backside or you’d be sent directly to the corner to stand with your red buttocks on display. But, today, I’ll forgo that bit of punishment.” He leaned back in the chair, arms crossed over his chest watching her massage the inflamed flesh.
Her eyes roamed over his body. His tailored dress shirt hugged his muscled stomach and chest, the sleeves bunching around his large biceps, hairy forearms visible below the rolled-up sleeves. She licked her lips, her mouth watering instinctually at the sight of the prominent bulge in his pants.
Her punishment had aroused him. Xan obviously was very well endowed.
After gawking at his cock, every ridge clearly seen through the light dress pants, she let her eyes meet his again, only to realize he’d been watching her closely and he smiled smugly at her, pleased with her reaction.
“All in due time, my pet. Patience.” He stood and shamelessly readjusted himself before snapping his fingers. “Come.” Xan walked out of the parlor toward the staircase, assuming she’d follow.
She blinked back at him, contemplating holding her ground, but since she couldn’t tame the fire in her backside, she decided she’d follow him obediently.
“Good choice, girl. Behaving would be in your best interests at this point. I’m sure your bum thanks you.” With a wave of his long arm, he motioned for her to walk up the stairs in front of him.
You’d think after getting spanked and having her anus caned, the prospect of climbing the stairs in front of him wouldn’t seem so daunting, but she blushed with embarrassment.
Blythe had barely climbed two stairs when he halted her. “Wait. Hold still.”
With no hesitation she stopped, wanting to be obedient, but when he grasped the ring on the plug and tugged gently, she jumped and shouted.
“Keep going, little one. My grip on the plug ensures that cute red bottom stays close enough while you walk up the staircase so I can watch it wobble and wiggle.”
That’s when the revelation hit her.
This is how it’s going to be—forever.
She’d be his entertainment, doing whatever he wanted, whenever he wanted. Sure, she had a choice.
Or did she?
“Oh goodness!” She came out of her reverie when the plug twisted in her bottom.
“I can’t watch that plump bottom jiggle when you’re standing still. You’ve really got a gorgeous rear, Blythe.”
Goodness, how she hated that he was seeing her rear climb the stairs.
Xan shouted up the stairs. “Ganza. It is time.”
They had barely made it to the landing when a door swung open and a heavy, older woman, dressed in a starched white dress came bustling out. Her hair was more gray than brown, pulled back into a severe bun, not a hair out of place. “I’ll get her squared away, Sir.”
“Dinner isn’t for an hour yet. Take your time. They didn’t take care of her in prison from the looks of her.”
“Wait.” Blythe turned away from the woman shuffling her with a hand to her back toward a bathroom. “Wha…what’s going on?”
“This is Ganza. She’ll be bathing you, preparing you for dinner and our festivities later.” He raised his forefinger, wagging it toward her. “You’ll treat her with respect and obey her. If you don’t, she’ll punish you and then you’ll be punished by me later. Are we clear about expectations?”
“I’ve been bathing myself for twenty-eight years. I don’t need…this woman preparing me for anything.”
“But you do.” He growled his answer, obviously frustrated with her insolence. Closing the distance between them, he invaded her personal space. “Again, pet, your wants and desires mean nothing to me. I wish for you to be bathed by Ganza. She’s thorough, and I’ll be assured you meet my expectations. So far, you’re not off to a good start at the Breckett household. I suggest you adjust your attitude, or I’ll be doing it for you.”
Blythe gawped at him, opening and closing her mouth a couple of times, wanting to give a flippant response but not daring.
 
“Let’s leave you with a reminder before I go.” He reached around her and smacked her hind end so hard her eyes filled with unbidden tears, her lip quivering. “Ah, yes. That seemed to do the trick. Did you see, Ganza?” He turned to the nurse “I’m thinking she’ll be easier to handle now.”
“Yes, Sir. I have a sturdy hand, as you know, and I’ll be sure to employ it as necessary.”
Xan threw his head back, laughing, and Blythe couldn’t help but think how it transformed his normal good looks into someone who was stunning. However, she suspected a smiling Xan was a rarity and had begun to suspect her days of joviality were over as well.
 
***
Xan had barely left her view when Blythe was unceremoniously shoved into the large bathroom. gleaming accessories and fixtures were present from the floor to the ceiling. A picture window almost the width of one wall offered a perfect view of the backyard and woods behind the house. The sun was setting, casting long shadows of the trees onto the house and along the bathroom walls.
Ganza waved her hand over a sensor, shutting the water off in the tub, before sitting on the commode and pulling Blythe to stand in front of her. Her plump fingers roughly spread Blythe’s labia. “You have no hair?”
Backing up a couple of steps, she covered her sex. “I had it lasered. It’s gone.” Blythe blushed, embarrassed beyond belief to have this woman handling her so crudely. “I know how to wash myself!”
Yanking her back to stand in front of her, Ganza narrowed her eyes. “You’ll fix your tone, missy. The Master says I’ll be taking care of your body and many other pleasantries while you’re here. You’ll do well to remember I’m allowed to employ whatever measures I deem necessary to get the job done, too.” Ganza slapped her outer thigh. “Open. Spread your legs.”
Growling, Blythe lunged toward Ganza, snapping her teeth in warning. What choice did she have? None, really. This was her only defense. The next step would be an actual bite.
“Stop! Level three!”
The thunderous roar of her Master along with his pounding footsteps on the hardwood floors in the hallway occurred at the same time as the electrical shock coursing through the plug and her neck. The strength and length of this jolt the strongest yet.
Blythe convulsed and, when the current finally stopped, her bladder released, wetting her and the floor around her. “Oh, no!” She sobbed, crossing and pressing her thighs together, frantically clenching to stop the flow—unsuccessfully.
Both Ganza and Xan watched her with quiet disdain while her hopelessness and the puddle at her feet increased. She had begun to cry inconsolably, humiliated beyond measure.
After a moment, Ganza scurried to a cupboard, carrying fluffy towels over to the mess she’d made. Xan grasped her arms, gently walking her away from the untidiness on the white tile. “Back up slowly, baby. It’s okay. It happens. Do you see what your stubborn disobedience has caused?”
“Yes, Sir—M-Master.” She sobbed dejectedly, covering her face with both hands. “I just w-want to take a bath by myself.”
Xan pulled her hands down, stooping to look her in the eye. “I know, pet. But it’s not about your wants, remember? You’ve been told Ganza will bathe you, and bathe you she will. How red your bottom gets before you sit in the water is your choice alone.”
She wanted to argue. Wanted to fight. However, exhaustion had her nodding in surrender.
“Good girls do as they’re told.” He stroked his knuckles on the side of her face. “You’re going to be quite a sore girl at this rate. You need to obey.” He exhaled loudly, reaching up for a bath brush hanging on the wall. “I’m going to be generous this time. You’ll receive only two swats for each cheek. When your bath is done, you’ll have a penance waiting for you downstairs since these couple of swats aren’t enough for attempting to bite my employee.”
He turned her sideways, swatting each cheek twice, just as he promised. And although he made it sound like the two swats were an example of his generosity, she couldn’t figure out how to stop her feet from dancing on the floor, the pain surpassing her anticipation of the pain.
Replacing the brush on the wall, he pointed at her. “You will behave for your bath!” Then, addressing Ganza, he said, “She’ll wear her collar and plug for the duration of the bath. Feel free to use any of the commands. She’ll be learning the hard way it seems.”
“Yes, Sir.” Ganza grasped her shoulders, her grip punishing. “Now, let’s carry on where we were before you decided to be rude. Spread your thighs.”
Blythe’s quickly looked over her shoulder, she exhaled loudly, feeling relieved Xan had left the area completely. If she was to be violated, at least having him absent made it easier. She spread her legs shoulder-width apart and closed her eyes as the woman shoved her meaty fingers into her sex.
“Oh, Sir will be happy. I can fit three fingers into your cunny. Let’s see how deep you are—he’s a big man and you women from Earth appear to be made for smaller men. The men here are larger…much larger.” Opening the towel cupboard, she pulled out a gleaming silver dildo. “Doesn’t seem you need any lube. Your body abundantly supplies you.” The woman winked at her before shoving the dildo into her.
The length and breadth took her breath away, her eyes rolling upward with the sensations.
“You’re liking the Master’s cock, are you, girl?” Ganza worked the toy along the slick, sensitive areas, holding the toy so her thumb brushed against Blythe’s clit on the upward thrusts.
Her hips jerked, thrusting with arousal, the moist sounds of sex filling the thick humid air, along with her spicy scent. Moaning loudly, she clenched around the metal intruder, hugging it tightly, cocooning it in her warmth, climbing toward orgasm, her mouth opening, eyelids fluttering with the ecstasy. When Ganza inserted her finger into her anus, Blythe screeched with her orgasm, milking the dildo, her juices gushing around the toy, leaking out of her sex and coating her thighs.
The nurse’s voice broke into her orgasm-induced haze. “Master will be more than satisfied with his new ward. You’re a very sexual woman, aren’t you?” Ganza’s cheeks were flushed, her chest heaved, and she fanned herself with her hands. “It seems your fire stays on a simmer, ma’am. To be honest with you, it makes a woman jealous, it does.”
Ganza extracted the toy, tossing it into the nearby sink scrubbing it with soap and water. The loss of the toy had Blythe moaning, her hips thrusting, clenching on air. With a raspy voice, she asked, “You’ve mentioned the M-master, and wanting to be sure he fit inside me…what do you mean?” She suspected, but needed to hear it from the woman.
Ganza stopped washing the dildo, vertical creases appearing between her brows. “Why you, of course. What else would it mean?”
Her heart skipped a beat. The tightness in her chest making it difficult to breath, she put a hand to her throat. “B-but, he can’t…it’s not allowed. Is it?”
The toy clattered noisily in the sink as the woman let it go to throw her head back in laughter, clutching her stomach. “Of course it’s allowed. My girl, wake up. You’re a ward—in a foster family. You’ve been sent here instead of the death penalty—they did you a favor. But make no mistake, this is not a vacation. You’re here at the whim and fancy of the Master. You’re his ward. You belong to him, you serve him, you honor and obey him, and your only job is to meet all his demands and wishes. You is one of those.”
Blythe sat on the rounded edge of the tub, the cool porcelain a comfort to the still-stinging burn on her backside.
She’d be required to mess Xan.
How can this be?
In jail she had heard the guards saying the people of Endermere were known to be kind and caring, having taken in even the Mekron. A sickly species no other planet would take, and the people of Endermere not only took them in but put them into a fostering system—the same one she was in. Did they do the same with that species?
Is this a sexually deviant planet?
She prided herself on knowing the customs, religion, and social traits of a society. Having obtained her doctorate in anthropology, it was her job to know the culture and evolution of planets and their species. How had she missed knowing Pra’kir forcibly had sex with their wards and prisoners under the guise of fostering them?
“I…but, I don’t want…how can this be? Do the Nine know wards are subjected to this treatment?”
Ganza dried the toy and placed it back into the cupboard. “Of course they do, my dear. I’m surprised you seem so astounded by the turn of events. Is it really this foreign to you?” She snapped her fingers. “Up. In the tub. Bend over, gripping the edges, and don’t move your hands.”
Blythe felt her face scrunch up. “Yes, it is a shock.”
What in the name of torture is going to happen now?
The water was still warm, but no longer steamy. she stepped into the tub bent over and grabbed the rim with both hands, waiting for the next violation.
But when the woman unscrewed the core to her plug, the tugging aggravated the sensitive tissue, still inflamed from the caning the day before she stiffened. “Oh, no.”
“Stop your whining. The way you’ve been behaving is deplorable. You’ll become accustomed to these rituals in no time.” The nurse retrieved a funnel and drinking glass from the cupboard, turning and then walking briskly back to the tub.
“W-wait…what are you doing? What is that for?”
The plug jostled in her bottom, and Blythe watched between her legs as the nurse filled the cup with the soapy bath water. “I’m putting this water into your rectum. We’ll need to clean you out before tonight. The Master likes unbelievable woman’s jerk—and may decide—to take yours. We want you clean and ready for him.” She tsked. “Looks like I’ll need to bleach your little hole. It’s kind of dusky. The Master prefers a pretty pink. We’ll get you all cleaned up and ready.”
“What the heck?” Blythe tried to stand, but the woman’s heavy hand pressed on the small of her back.
“Do you want another spanking, in particular a spanking while you’re forced to hold the soapy water? I’ve been spanked while holding enema water, girl, and, trust me, it’s not something you want to sign up for. If I were you, I’d quiet down and submit. Which will it be—a spanking holding your water, or submission?”
The woman stood with her hands on her hips, and Blythe watched her dump the water from the cup back into the tub, placing her hands on her hips, waiting for Blythe’s reply.
Although Blythe was a grown woman and wanted to shred this woman to pieces with every vile insult and swear word she could think of, instead she stomped her foot—hard—in the water, sloshing suds over the edge onto the floor.
“Oh so now you’re going to have a tantrum, like a small spoiled child? Should I shock you, girl, and then spank you?”
“No, ma’am.” Blythe pulled in a shaky breath, her voice quivering. “I’ll behave and take the water…with no spanking.”
“Good girl. See? That wasn’t so hard. You’ve had a rough afternoon, judging by your poor little backside. And you still have a penance awaiting you.” Ganza refilled the cup with water, funneling the liquid into her bottomhole..
“Ohhhh!” Hoping it would relieve her discomfort, Blythe removed her hand from the edge, rubbing her lower belly. 
With an edge of warning, Ganza growled. “Hand back on the tub. I won’t say it again. You’ll be shocked the next time.”
Her trembling hand gripped the cold porcelain, and she wanted nothing more than this process to be over quickly. The plug jiggled, the reddened tight ring of muscle throbbing with the renewed attention. Unable to hold it back, she mewled, choking on a sob.
“There. The core is back in. That will help keep the water in until I let you release it. Let me see how quickly you respond to attention to your clitoris.”
Blythe jumped when the woman’s finger eased between her labia, stroking her nub.
Like a flip of a switch, just a touch to the little bundle of nerves and her pussy squeezed, her clit throbbing. Blythe would have thought with the enema in progress and threat of being messed later by her new Master, the last thing her body would do was react to sexual stimuli.
“While I’m in this area, I’m going to lather up your pussy, making you nice and clean.” Ganza’s slippery, sudsy fingers slid along the seam of her sex, pressing from her taint to her mound.
Blythe’s hips jerked in response, her knuckles turning white she gripped the tub so tightly. “I-I need to go. Please. I have to go to the bathroom.”
“Not quite yet. You’re very sexual, aren’t you, girl?” The woman’s large fingers slipped into her pussy, skating along her G-spot.
“Oh…Oh goodness. Shoot!” Blythe tumbled into an orgasm. A growl erupting from her throat, her teeth clenched while her body trembled and shook with each spasm. Her bowels cramped tightly, and her cries of pleasure soon turned to cries of pain.
“Very responsive. Master will be pleased.” A warm cloth scraped abrasively along her sensitive flesh. If anything, the added fullness from the water, as well as the anal plug, may have actually increased her reaction. Much to her embarrassment—not that she’d divulge it to anyone—she swore she would have a second orgasm if a moist tongue touched her sex or a faint breeze fluttered over her clit.
“Time to let you release that soapy water, girl. Up.” Ganza guided Blythe out of the tub, hurriedly shuffling her to the commode. “Hands on the seat while I pull that plug out. You’ll clench tightly. Don’t let any of this fluid hit my clean floor, or we’re having words. Clear?”
“Yes, Ma’am. Oh goodness, hurry!” Still sniffling, swiping at her tears, Blythe squeezed her sphincter muscles, straining to not let any water slip out, sweat breaking out on her brow.
“Sit. When you’re done, clean up with the wash cloth in the tub and come to the bedroom.” She nodded toward a closed door across the hall. “I’ll be waiting for you over there.”
 
***
Blythe took the moist, soft cloth, cleaning herself. Her poor bottom. Walking over to a mirror, she gasped at the red and light purple marks covering her backside. Bending over, she spread her cheeks, her little pucker red and inflamed from all the negative attention today.
She left the bathroom, lightly rubbing her hind end, and pushed the slightly open door to the room she’d been directed toward, a light buzz sounded and the door quickly opened on its own.
Ganza stood near the bed, pointing to the fluffy towel. “Lie on that, on your back, please.”
“O-okay.” Blythe had a bad feeling about this. Once on her back, she pulled her knees up, keeping them tightly closed, the heels of her feet pressed up against her buttocks.
Pressing her hand on Blythe’s knees, Ganza barked out, “Knees on your chest, I want your cheeks spread and your little hole exposed completely.”
“Wh-why?” she stuttered no longer caring or able to hide her fear and wariness.
“Why? Is that what you just asked me?” Ganza shook her head. “Push that bottom out, knees pressed. Now, girl.”
She did as required, thighs trembling.
Ganza pulled out a small brush and what appeared to be a penlight. When the nurse pressed a blue button on the side of the narrow cylinder, a nozzle popped out. Ganza then depressed the red button just below the blue one, dispensing what sounded like compressed air.
“This will feel cold.” She proceeded to line up the gadget with Blythe’s anus.
“What the heck? Heck, no!” Dropping her feet to the towel, she quickly covered her bottom with the heels.
“We’re bleaching your pucker, girl. Master likes it a pretty pink like I told you before. You’ll cooperate one way or another. Knees. Chest.” She slapped both outer thighs sharply. “It’s just a spray. I’ll rub it in with a soft brush, wait a few minutes, and it’ll be a beautiful pink rosebud. All this fuss is just silly…and from a big girl like yourself. “
She hated feeling foolish, and the woman’s words cut to her core. After everything she’d been through today, bleaching wouldn’t be painful. She brought her knees up, exposing her anus to the woman. The cool mist spread liberally over the area. The temperature difference made her shift uncomfortably.
“Stay still and let this work in.” Ganza took the soft-bristled brush and scrubbed the area, assuring the bleach was incorporated fully. “Your pussy is dripping again. Amazing.” The woman stared intently at her sex.
Moaning in embarrassment, she shuttered her eyes, resting her head against her knees, hoping to hide the blush that had risen to her face and neck.
“Such a beauty…the Master did well for himself. He’s a very lucky man. You’re the first ward he’s chosen. And to get this? A woman who is beautiful, hyper-sexual, and intelligent. Now, if he can get you to behave and submit to his authority, you’ll be a perfect ward…and maybe more.”
Goodness! I hope not. The last thing I need is to be more than a prisoner.
She couldn’t imagine anything worse. Adjusting to the titles of prisoner and ward would be a daunting task, one she wasn’t sure she could succeed at—and wasn’t sure she wanted to be successful at, either.
“Time’s up. I’ll just wipe away the excess, leaving the remainder of the bleach to finish its work. One more thing. Spread your cheeks with your hands and push out, so I can insert your plug again.” She wagged a finger at Blythe. “And do not fight me or complain. Until Master decides, that plug will be staying in—it’s part of your correction process and training. So, open up. Push.”
She didn’t want to accept the plug, but the thought of more anal caning was more than she could handle. She bore down, feeling the tight ring of muscle open.
“That’s a girl. You opened up beautifully. Good girl,” she cooed and lightly patted her hip as a reward.
And for whatever reason, the gesture softened Blythe. It had been a long day with many intrusive, painful measures taken, but to have this woman—a large, stern woman she barely knew—coo and pat her like a fractious animal, soothed her spirit. She relaxed into the insertable, her body easily accepting it, closing comfortably around the neck of the flange.
“That’s how good girls behave, Blythe. We’ll be doing things like this every day. It’ll be easier for me, and for you, if you submit to them and not fight every procedure. Now, sit up and let me brush your hair before dinner.”
“Am I going to have some clothes?” She hoped so. She’d begun to feel chilly and wasn’t accustomed to being naked all day.
“No, my dear. Xan feels it’ll help with your training to remain nude. He wants you available to him –in all ways. Keeping you out of your element and sexually exposed will force you into a submissive position quicker.”
Mongrel!
“Don’t make that face. It doesn’t become you.” The brush caught on tangles, jerking her head back. “You’ll see, in time, he’s not a bad man. Just stern and demanding. He knows what he wants, and he expects obedience implicitly.”
She abruptly stood, turning to look at Blythe from head to toe, then extending her hand, palm up. “Come along, girl. Time for your penance and some much-needed dinner. He likes curvy women, and I’m sure he’ll do his best to keep your belly and rear just as plump as they are now—maybe adding a few pounds. You’ll never be sent to bed with no dinner, little one.” Ganza winked at her. A light buzz of the sensor sounded, the door whooshing open as they approached.
 



CHAPTER SEVEN
 
Xan poured himself a drink and quickly gulped it down before filling the crystal tumbler again with the amber liquid. Blythe was more of a struggle than he’d been told. The biting and raging had been an issue in jail, but he’d thought in different surroundings, it would dissipate. Her feistiness appeared to know no bounds. Not that it worried or bothered him. He’d never lost a battle, and this one would be no different.
Walking over to the small living room table, he picked up the cane he’d carelessly discarded after he’d punished her little pucker. He slid his hand along the smooth wood, nodding to himself, thinking once again how much he loved the feel of a cane in his hand, the silky smoothness, hard and solid, bending only a bit., not unlike the Master wielding it.
Remembering how Blythe’s cheeks quivered, her trembling hands holding her freshly spanked cheeks open, his cock rose, hardening. The lines had quickly risen on the surface of her buttocks, the reddish purple tramlines even more arousing than he’d remembered them from previous canings he’d administered.
Punishing a woman—his woman—had been something Xan loved even as a young man, but with age he’d learned the deeper nuances of subjugating a woman, keeping her under his control. A woman with a sore, striped rear tended to be more compliant and malleable, one who would service his needs and desires—no matter how deviant—immediately. And if she didn’t respond in a timely manner, well then, he’d mete out more severe punishment. Either situation was a win-win for him.
Standing in front of his large stone fireplace, staring down at the hot embers and flames, he thought how much he’d enjoy training a pet—and prisoner. Although many saw him as stern and exacting, which he was in many respects, he also took care of what belonged to him. Possessions and property were to be treasured. They were to be cared for with food, water, bedding, and, when necessary, clothing. His pet wouldn’t be wearing any, though. Not until he’d used and marked every inch of her curvy, luscious body. But he’d tend to his slave’s needs more than his employees.
First, however, he’d have to instill a healthy respect in her. She’d learn to avoid and fear the correction of the collar and rod. He didn’t want her petrified. A wariness that would elicit obedience was his goal. Already, he’d spanked, paddled, and caned that big bottom of hers. She’d be wearing and feeling the evidence of his displeasure for days, and if she misbehaved again, she’d quickly learn he had little concern for how sore her rear would be at the end of yet another correction.
He required complete obedience and submission. Nothing less.
He lengthened behind his dress pants and quickly readjusted himself, wanting nothing more than to plunge his cock into her hot groin from behind, kneading and plumping her bountiful buttocks. When he’d watched the plug stretching her bottom hole, it had taken every ounce of strength to not toss the intruder aside and prove to her she was his. That only his cock would fill her and plow into the dark depths of her rear. He wondered yet again if he’d be the first to take her jerk. He could only hope.
His pet would learn to submit. The easy way or the hard way. And, once she did, she’d reap the bounty of his giving nature. But, until then, it appeared his new ward would be difficult, and the challenge excited him more than he’d ever imagined.
 



CHAPTER EIGHT
 
Blythe walked next to the nurse with mincing steps, gasping with every movement down the stairs, the plug rubbing against the tender, caned, irritated, and bleached anus. Her poor little jerk just ached.
“Good girls who don’t bite don’t have to worry about the pain you’re having.”
She glared back at the woman, but when Ganza abruptly stopped on the stairs, her lips thinning, Blythe quickly fixed her face, smiling sweetly at the nurse.
The large woman pushed on the heavy wooden door to the den. Xan stood in front of the fireplace, his hands clasped behind him. The muscles in his shoulders bunched under his tailored dress shirt. The broad expanse of his back tapered to a narrow waist with a thin dress belt, and his tight rear filled out the pants. The man had a gorgeous backside.
He turned slowly, staring intently but not moving. A large erection bulged in his pants, and Blythe swore her mouth watered. It’d been a while since she’d been with a man, but this was ridiculous. She’d never reacted sexually to a stranger—, not on this level.
When they made direct eye contact, he smiled devilishly at her. “Are you liking the view, my pet? I can smell your desire over here.” He cleared his throat, sauntering toward her and directing his conversation to Ganza. “How did my pet behave during her bath?”
“She’s a good girl. After your spanking, she behaved beautifully. She accepted the dildo—not the full length, but that’s to be expected. In time she’ll accept your full length, Sir.” Ganza stated matter-of-factly with no concern to Blythe’s embarrassment.
“No doubt. I’m glad to hear tonight’s festivities will go forward without a hitch.” He stood toe to toe with Blythe. “First, we’ll be dealing with your penance for snapping your teeth at Ganza.” His one hand gripped her shoulder, the other hand going to the anal plug then propelling her forward with a shove to the handle.
He stopped her in front of a rug in the corner with writing on it. Of course, she couldn’t read Pra’kirian, even though the translator in her ear changed his language to her, it was unable to do the same with writing. 
“It says,” Xan whispered in her ear, “Why were you a bad girl?”
He reached into his pocket, extracting and sprinkling what appeared to resemble raw rice onto the rug. “Kneel.”
Blythe awkwardly dropped to her knees, harder than she’d planned.
“You’ll become better at that.”
The rice dug into her soft skin, still moist from her bath. She shifted, hoping to find a less painful position. 
“You’ve noticed your punishment, I see. It hurts and will hurt worse as your time in the corner increases. You’ll think about your behavior and will answer the question written on your time out rug when you’re given permission to stand again.”
Blythe leaned back, resting her bottom on her heels.
“Oh, no. You’ll place your weight fully on your knees, arms clasped behind your back, each hand grasping the opposite elbow.”
Pulling in a shaky breath, she rose, holding her back and head straight, doing as she was told. Her knees screamed with pain already. She only hoped he’d keep the time to a minimum, or she’d be in tears—soon.
Xan and Ganza moved away, talking at a distance. She tried listening to the whispering on the opposite side of the room, not able to make it all out. “Seemed surprised…copious amounts…very sexual…not used to our men…very lucky…yes, the biting…wouldn’t be prudent…she’ll learn…the plug seems to work…severe caning…part of the contract…my property.”
The pieces of conversation she did hear weren’t comforting. Part of the contract. That one upset her the most. She’d be forced to have sex with a man she didn’t know…hell, a man she didn’t even like. Yes, he was attractive, but being taken—ward or not—didn’t seem right.
His footsteps on the hardwood floors made her jump. Out of the corner of her eyes, she watched him walk Ganza to the door. The rolled-up cuffs on his white dress shirt fit tightly over the corded muscles of his arms. The power in those arms and hands had her quivering in the corner.
“I’ll need your assistance with the experiment and her medical exam tomorrow. Ten o’clock.”
“I’ll be there, Sir. Should I prepare her for the exam?”
Glancing over at Blythe, he said, “I’ll need you to bathe her in the morning. But I don’t want anything tampering with her natural fluids.”
“As you wish. See you tomorrow.”
“Tomorrow, Ganza.”
The lock snicked as the heavy door shut. She’d hoped he’d come over and relieve her from her punishment, but instead he pointed at the corner with a silent command for her to turn around. He sat in a chair by the fireplace, swiping his finger across an electronic pad to read.
She shifted slightly, her knees throbbing. This day had been distressing, and this penance, as he called it, threatened to catapult her into tears.
Why were you a bad girl?
She hated that phrase. She wasn’t a bad girl. Not really. She may be impulsive, or mouthy, but to be labeled bad? No. People usually saw her as a good girl. Energetic, sassy, intelligent, independent, and kind, yes, but not someone who did things to be mean or spiteful.
However, since coming to Pra’kir, she’d been violent: biting, gnashing, and just…well, out of control and could see where these traits put her in a negative light.
“Come here, pet.”
She braced both hands on the wall and rose. Her knees felt raw, but there wasn’t a speck of blood. She reached down to brush off the rice grains.
“No. Leave it be. I’ll clean you. Come here.” He put aside his reader, uncrossing his long legs, the bulge still present, just not as prominent.
She walked up to him, head held high. She’d show no fear to this man. It was embarrassing enough she’d been spanked and had broken down into tears, sobbing in front of him. She’d hold onto her self-respect and perseverance for as long as possible.
“This is a good punishment for girls who’ve received too many spankings for one day, and it’s humbling and painful. I have many methods to make you behave, girl.” He brushed the rice off her knees, catching the grains in his hand and depositing them back into his pocket.
Once finished, he lightly rubbed her knees, clucking and shaking his head before leaning back in his chair, his knees bracing her thighs, steadying her. He cupped his face with his thumb and forefinger, eyes narrowed, watching her closely.
What he was looking for? She had no idea, shifting on her feet, uncomfortable at the length of time he continued to stare at her.
“Why were you a bad girl?” His gravelly voice rumbled over her, sparking her clit, bringing it to life.
“I’m not a bad girl.”
“Master,” he corrected.
“I’m not a bad girl, Master.” She kept her eyes focused on him, not diverting them in fear. She’d be darned before that happened.
Both his eyebrows arched. “From what I’ve seen today, I can’t agree.”
She couldn’t argue his logic; she really hadn’t shown him otherwise. She quietly nodded.
“Why were you a bad girl?”
“I was afraid.” She dropped her gaze to her clasped hands in front of her.
“And, in the process, made it worse, causing yourself more pain and fear. You’ll learn to listen, pet. You’re mine. You’ll do as I say, when I say it, or you’ll do it with a sore bottom. It’s better to submit to my requests—the first time.”
“Yes, Master.”
“Very nice.” He cupped her pussy, the breadth of his hand forcing her to widen her thighs.
She tried backing up, only to have his knees pin her in place.
“Stay still.” His middle finger eased between her labia, stroking from her clit to dip into her sex. “So wet, girl. Ganza is right. You appear to make a copious amount of juice. I’ll be able to forget you whenever I desire.”
Knowing she had nothing to gain by keeping silent, she took a deep breath. “M-Master, are you…are you allowed to mess me?”
Pulling his finger from her pussy, he made a show of sucking it loudly, while inhaling deeply. “Allowed? Is that what you just asked?”
“Yes.”
“It’s not only allowed, it’s expected. I’m to use you for any pleasure, or task I deem necessary. It is imperative we idiot often to seal our partnership. You’ll be under me, in more ways than one, for the duration of your stay.”
Her heart raced, her stomach roiled, threatening to toss its contents. “How long am I staying…Master?”
“It’s up to me. I can toss you back to them in a day or keep you forever.” He sucked her hardened nipple into his mouth, the tug on her womb making her hips thrust forward against her will. “So responsive,” he whispered after he let her breast pop from his mouth, laving the areola dry. “Is it dawning on you, girl, that you’ve basically lost all rights and privileges? I must meet your basic needs for food, water, and shelter only, the rest is discretionary.” He flicked his wrist.
The gravity of her situation hit her like a ton of bricks. She truly was his ward, prisoner, and his captive for as long as he desired.
This could be forever.
Her bottom was black and blue; her little pucker red and sore; she’d been spanked, paddled, and shocked, all within a few hours. How would she survive this?
Xan blurred in her watery gaze, the tears catching on her lashes before tracking down her cheeks. Her plight seemed hopeless.
“Ohhhh, pet. Don’t cry. You’ll be cherished here, as long as you’re a good girl. It’s been a rough day for you—and will continue to be—until you learn how to obey and submit.” He patted her sore bottom lightly, giving her the first warm smile she’d seen since she entered his domain.
Instead of being comforted by his kindness, she broke into sobs, gasping and hiccupping. “But, I’m n-not a g-good girl. I d-don’t always l-listen.”
“Oh, poor girl.” He quietly chuckled, and it quickly turned into laughter.
Shocked, she caught her sobs, swiping at her tears, watching the man laugh until he had tears in his eyes, also. Then she became angry, gritting her teeth, fighting off the urge to bite the tip of his nose. But, the dull, throbbing ache in her bottom had her rethinking that.
“Your honesty is refreshing.” He held his belly, still chuckling. “Don’t worry, pet. I’ll help you with your listening skills. You’ll be a good girl in no time.”
He reached out cupping her right breast. “Speaking of which…” He gently backed her up so he could stand, “Bend over, hands on the chair.”
“Wh-why? I didn’t… Are you going to spank me?” She couldn’t help but cup her backside in her hands, her skin still warm to the touch.
“No. Just do as you’re told.” He nodded toward the chair.
Against her instincts, she bent over as instructed, watching him open a drawer in the implement cabinet and extract a long, fluffy white thing. He stroked his hands over the length, standing next to her.
“This is your tail. I’ll be tying it to your plug. Most days you’ll have the plug in, and anytime that I add this tail, you’ll walk on your hands and knees, and many times you’ll also have a leash—either attached to the collar on your neck or the ring on your plug.”
Blythe groaned, her neck heating with embarrassment. She’d give him some trouble for this, but she was worn out.
He tapped the inside of her ankle. “Spread your legs, elbows on the cushion.”
She obeyed, her rear yawning open, the cool air in the room brushing across her anus.
“Good girl.” He tugged at the plug, tying the tail to the ring.
The soft white fur brushed against her upper thighs. She’d been reduced to a pet. No wonder he called her that.
“On your hands and knees. We’ll go to the dining room now for dinner. You must be famished after all the activities today.” He stood waiting for her to comply.
She couldn’t move. Couldn’t fathom how she’d just submit without a fight—verbal or physical—to crawling on the floor with a tail in her bottom. It had to be the worst form of objectification she could think of. She had to defend herself against it—fight it with what little energy she had left for the day.
When she did not drop to her hands and knees, Xan extracted a long brown leather strap half inch in width, and about three feet in length from the drawer by the chair where he also kept the dreaded hairbrush.
“I see you need incentive. Now! Level 2!” The shock immediately vibrated through her neck and little bottom hole.
“Ohhhh!” Once her body stopped trembling, she bent her knees, dropping her forehead to the chair, sobbing—but still not moving.
“Again! Level 3!”
The current on this one, similar to when she’d had Level 3 in the bathroom, had made her crumple in pain. Thankfully her bladder was empty, or she had no doubt she would have lost control again.
Xan immediately blistered her rear with the whippy leather leash. Lash after lash struck her bottom and upper thighs.
Screeching she leapt up, dancing on her toes. “I’ll do it! I’ll do it!” she shouted over and over, prancing and crying.
“Then proceed!”
She harshly fell to her knees on the hardwood floors, not caring about the bruises she might incur.
“You’re a stubborn little thing, aren’t you?”
The leash snapped into her plug, the muscles there prickling with the added aggravation.
“This requires your obedience, little one. You’ll move with me, or I’ll shock you. I won’t have you hurting yourself with your blasted mulish behavior.” He stood by her side, the leash wrapping around her hip.
Blythe may have been stubborn and independent, but she wasn’t stupid. She crawled in step with him, the tail swishing along her backside and pussy.
“Good girl,” he murmured as he walked down the corridor, bringing her into a decadently decorated dining room. A chandelier with gleaming crystal was the focal point of the room, it hung from the ceiling over the long, dark wood table. What appeared to be gold, trimmed the plates at each chair, making her wonder if other guests were come. She hoped not. Ornately decorated dishes held steaming foods that weren’t recognizable to her. The drinking glasses were a translucent ruby. She’d never seen a table set so beautifully. 
Although unsure, the smells that assailed her nose, were heavenly. She barely ate while in prison, and her mouth watered just looking at the mountainous bowls before her. 
Once he sat at the table, she started to rise, wondering which one was her place setting among the dozen of plates at the table, confused, she wondered how she should proceed, or if she should proceed at all.. Until he cleared his throat and said with no emotion. “Stay, girl. You’ll be eating right where you’re sitting.”
Wait…What?
“On the floor?”
“Most nights you’ll sit with me at the table. But, tonight, due to your rebelliousness, causing you to wear a tail, you’ll eat on the floor.”
After taking her leather leash off, he pressed a button on the underside of the table. “Dinner may be served. Please bring my ward’s food first.”
He wagged his finger at her. “You’ll behave. No temper tantrums. You’ve had enough stress and punishments for one day. Agreed?”
As much as she wanted to have a fit, she needed food more, and her rear had indeed had enough attention for one day. “Agreed, Master.”
The door opened and a young girl, near her age, brought two bowls and placed them in front of her on the floor. One held a broth, the other what appeared to be a potato hash of sorts. She fought the urge to flip the dishes, but the smell had her licking it, and she decided she’d fight tomorrow.
“After dinner, we’ll go upstairs to my room and seal our arrangement.”
 



CHAPTER NINE
 
Xan quietly watched Blythe in his peripheral vision. Poor girl. She gasped for air between loud gulps of food, her face buried in the mashed dinner. He’d have a talk with the person in charge of the jail about this matter in the morning. His teeth hurt from gritting them in anger over the injustice of it all.
Didn’t they take her mask off to eat—at all?
His woman and slave deserved to be cared for better than this. For obvious reasons, their community was enraged with the crash landing of their spacecraft, destroying their beautiful waterside and beaches, but that didn’t mean they should be denied food and water.
He stopped eating to watch her slurping the broth loudly.
“My poor girl. Come here, pet.” He grabbed his napkin off the table, dipping it into his water glass.
Her eyes wide, pert lip sandwiched between her little white teeth, she walked on her knees toward him, food smeared from the bridge of her nose down to her chin. The recently drunk water mixed with the food particles on her chin, the messy goo sluicing down her neck and dribbling between her pointed breasts.
“Didn’t they take your mask off to feed you, girl?” He swiped at her face with the cloth until her nose shone with her cleanliness.
“No, Sir. They told me people who bite weren’t allowed to eat.” She dropped her gaze to the floor.
Tilting her chin up, he stared into her green eyes. “That won’t happen here. Ever. You’ll always be fed and cared for—but that also means you’ll be corrected, harshly, for any misdeeds. But you’ll never go without food again. Trust me on this.”
She nodded, blinking quickly to dispel the brightening of her eyes with tears.
“Look at what you’ve done to my new toys.” He tsked loudly, dipping another napkin in the water, diligently cleaning the slime from between her breasts, taking care to lift each heavy globe and wipe it clean, not leaving a centimeter untouched. Tossing aside the rag, he lightly thumbed each pebbled point, the light brush of her nipples sending tremors directly to his cock, which jerked wildly behind his clothing.
He needed to stop playing with her. He had all evening to plunder her, to explore all of her body. But right now? He needed to make sure she had her basic needs met.
Reaching for the bowl of creamy, thick pudding-like substance that had some sort of berries in it, he scooped up a heaping spoonful, cooing to her. “Open.”
She didn’t hesitate, her mouth closing on the deliciousness of the smooth dessert. Her eyes closed briefly, savoring the taste. He could only imagine the same look with his cock filling her mouth.
It was then that a low moan rose from her throat, unable to hold back the murmur of ecstasy.
He swore he almost dropped the glass dish, forgoing her nutritional needs and diving straight to his carnal desires. He cleared his throat. “Are you enjoying it, pet?”
“Yes, Master.” Seeing the spoon coming closer, she opened her mouth again and enveloped the spoon, her plump lips tightly pursed. They continued in this manner until the dish was empty.
“Do you feel full, or would you like more?” He wasn’t sure if he wanted the answer to be yes or no, wanting to get upstairs but also enjoying his first evening with a pet kneeling by his side.
“I feel full, Master.” Blythe smiled briefly.
“Good. Now, we’ll get on with meeting my needs, as well.” He pushed back his chair and snapped her leash onto the collar. “Come, pet. It’s time you were trained in the bedroom.”
 



CHAPTER TEN
 
She waited as he spoke to the thermostat. “Turn the heat up. 
A fireplace immediately turned on, and air rushed through the four vents near each corner of the room. She hadn’t taken the time to look around the last time she’d been in her Master’s room. The walls were the same white stone that were in the main rooms downstairs. It didn’t seem there was anything resembling it on Earth. It was cold, but smooth, appearing like sheet rock, but the texture softer. 
The room had been decorated in deep blue, almost black with bright white accents. She rubbed her arms briskly, her skin still goose-bumped and cold to the touch, probably more from nerves than the temperature, but she appreciated him turning up the heat nonetheless.
But his keen dark eyes narrowed, watching her, with a look of … What is that look? Concern.
He stalked toward her. Although easily eight feet tall, his movements were graceful. “You won’t be cold for long. I’ll take care of that.”
She shivered.
“There’s no sense in making this more difficult than it has to be. You’ve had sex before, and you’ll come to like this part of our arrangement, I have no doubt.” He flicked his finger on her pebbled nipple, watching her breast wobble, a smile curving the edge of his lips. “On the bed. Face down, rear up.” He pointed toward the large bed occupying the center of the gigantic bedroom. It was a four poster bed, with a high head board and footboard, with a bright white fabric covered bench at the foot. It was ridiculously high, and she had to crawl to get onto it.
She reached out brushing her hand along the soft black bedspread. The fabric was unlike anything on Earth, softer than acrylic fleece or velvet.
“You like it?”
She pivoted. “I do. It’s so soft.”
“I’ll make sure you have one for your room. Up on the bed, pet.”
He methodically unbuttoned and unzipped his clothes, taking them off piece by piece. She stood, mesmerized by the erotic reveal of his muscled body, and although she wanted to bite him and rip his eyes out, the man had a body sculpted by the gods. His shoulders and biceps bulged, rippling with the movement of pulling each arm of the long-sleeved shirt. His abdominals were beautifully sectioned—taut and lean.
She wanted to do nothing more than run the tip of her tongue along each section, seeking each ridge and bump. He gracefully slipped his pants and underwear off, the material puddling at his feet. His cock had to be the hugest thing she’d ever seen. —It matched his height, but jutted straight out, jerking in rhythm to his heartbeat.
Her clit throbbed, her slick sheath clenching on air. She’d never been a size whore, finding large cocks bouncing against the mouth of her womb tended to hurt more than please. But this cock?
The length and girth of him had her almost wanting to feel him.
The veins bulged and had her mouth watering. Swallowing loudly, she wondered if the veins running along his arms would feel the same on her tongue as the veins on his cock.
Would they dip and give when she pressed against them?
As she noticed his devilish smirk, he sauntered in her direction. “What are you thinking about, pet? Hmmmm?”
“N-Nothing. I just…I was looking.” She backed up onto the bed. The ache in her bottom and the tug on her tail had her gasping out loud before lying on her back obediently.
“I noticed. I think you like what you see, eh?” Xan focused on her white tail peeping between her bent and open legs. “I love your tail, girl.”
She stared at him silently.
Patting her hip, he said with a bit of an edge, “Up on your knees, as I asked.”
Her heart raced, she quickly rolled over onto her hands and knees. Blythe groaned aloud, dropping her face to the soft material. She had no idea when she’d begun to cry, but her tears soaked the fabric under her.
When she’d started her anthropology studies with the dream of exploring other planets, learning about their culture and lifestyles, she hadn’t envisioned herself being forced to have sex with an eight foot tall, hugely hung and muscled alien. She hadn’t envisioned being treated as a minor, becoming a ward to an alien, submitting to punishments, sexual favors, and heaven knows what other horrors awaited her on Pra’kir.
She wondered if she’d ever make it back to Terra. Would she see her family and coworkers again?
It had always been a risk. The space academy trained students for situations such as these, giving them techniques to survive mentally and emotionally. Prepare and practice. To escape and formulate a plan, one must stay calm and adapt. Animals and humans alike cannot sleep, eat or drink unless they’re calm. Adapt to your surroundings. Obey the demands of your captors. Once the captive appeared amiable and compliant, the kidnappers would also relax, giving up information or leaving holes in their security.
She’d never anticipated employing the techniques would be so difficult. Willing herself to adapt and become calm wasn’t a task easily attained. Pulling in a quivery breath, she shuttered her eyes, relaxing her stomach muscles.
The bed dipped behind her, the plug jostling within her. Her eyes open, her body stiffening. “Are you taking it out?”
“Eyes forward.” He continued to tug on the plug and tail. 
She dropped her forehead onto the mattress again. For a fleeting moment, she wondered why he was taking out the tail. Would he be replacing it …with himself? He plucked it out, tossing it onto a nearby nightstand.
He fingered the area, slipping easily in and out of her anus, pumping deeper with each thrust. The finger left, and the pause lasted long enough she wondered if she should break his command and peek at what he was doing.
It was then she felt the broad—too broad—head of his cock pressing insistently against her little pucker. “Oh goodness! Xan… Master! It hurts, Master. You’re too…it’s too b-big.” She swore she was ripping. Her forehead beaded with sweat, the pain too much.
“You’ll adjust, pet. We’ll practice like this every night. This, along with the plugs, will prepare you to accept the entirety of me into your little donkey. We’ll take it slow. I have no desire to damage your sweet little hole. I can’t enjoy what’s been broken, can I? I’m just sticking the tip in tonight. We’ll get you used to that first.”
Annoyingly and painfully, he pulled out, immediately re-entering her little hole—over and over. She grunted with each shove into her.
Oh goodness. When is he stopping?
“Master…I need…can we stop?” It galled her to call him Master.
“I decide what we’re doing. Not you.” He continued rhythmically pushing in and out of her anus, forcing the muscles to ease, to accept the girth of him.
She fought the urge to pivot and bite him then rush for a door to escape.
But…escape to where?
And it was night. Night was never a good time to escape. She needed to leave during the day…she needed a plan.
Prepare and Practice. Stay Calm and Adapt.
The first steps drilled into her head. She’d plan—calmly and with a level head.
The head of his cock popped out yet again, and she groaned loudly at the relief she felt.
“That’s enough practice for today. Your little hole is red from its punishment anyway. I don’t want to inflame it any more than it already is. It wouldn’t be so sore if you’d just behave and keep those teeth where they belong.” He patted her hip lightly. “Roll over onto your back, girl.”
Relief flooded her body, her pucker throbbing from the unsolicited attention. However, now on her back, Xan seemed too close and formidable. She rolled over onto her belly again, scrabbling across the bed, escaping to – anywhere but here.
His cold, clammy hand grabbed her ankle and dragged her backward. She screeched, clawing futilely against the soft material, clutching clumps of it in her fists to thwart his efforts.
He pinned her onto her back once again, restraining her hands over her head. Nostrils flaring, lips thinned, his determination evident, he wouldn’t stop.
She had to fight. Had to claw, bite, and kick. How else would she live through this? She’d look back, knowing she valiantly fought him. Even if she lost—ended up sealing this arrangement as he said—she could take comfort in the fact it had happened against her will.
He straddled her hips, his rear resting upon her thighs rendering her immobile. She tried bucking her hips, but her efforts didn’t even have his body moving in the slightest.
His nostrils flared, his breathing labored, and a celebratory feeling ran through her. At least she’d given him a struggle. Taking her sexually wouldn’t be a placid event—not this time at least, whenever possible, she’d give him trouble.
Xan shifted on her hips, situating himself between her legs, his cock now lined up against the seam of her labia, slipping between them, gliding through her juices, bumping her clit.
Her clit jumped, her hips jerking in response.
He grinned, winking at her. “You like it, pet.”
She spat at him, growling and lunging, snapping her teeth toward his face.
“Stop, Level 2!”
The collar shocked her neck, the tendons constricting, her head tossing back, quivering. She felt thankful the anal plug had been taken out—at least she didn’t have to contend with that assault.
“Bad girl!” His smoldering black eyes glared back, his breath puffing through his nostrils. She’d definitely poked the bear. “Shall I shock you again, or are you going to keep those teeth to yourself? Maybe I should blister your backside before I forget you.”
He shifted, opening a drawer to extract a huge pine paddle. The thickness had her holding her breath.
That will kill me.
She shook her head vigorously. “N-no. Please, no, Master.”
“We’ll keep it right here. Your behavior will tell me to use it or not.” He placed it close enough it never left her view.
She had struggled enough. Here very survival would hinge upon knowing when to fight and when to surrender. As much as she wanted to go all ninja warrior on him, she knew it could force him to kill her or send her back to jail—which would ultimately end with her death there. She needed to be smart, needed to stay cool. Her point had been made. Now she needed to succumb, let him have his way.
His cock pressed against her sex, slipping into her sheath. “You’re so tight.” He gritted his teeth, closing his eyes briefly. “And wet. You like this, girl.”
She fought spitting at him again. If her body had made any juice, it certainly wasn’t from pleasure or liking any of his actions. Idiot. She’d never had any control over her body—did anyone?
He pushed into her until his cock bumped the mouth of her womb. She grunted in response.
“Ganza was right. I fit nicely into you, girl.”
He stilled inside her, letting her body adjust and dang if her sex didn’t start pulsing, contracting around his hardness. Her hips swiveling under his, his pubic bone pressing against her mound, urging her toward a sexual response—against her will.
On cue, he gently pressed and prodded his cock inside her, angling himself so he slid along her G-spot.
She arched her back, suppressing any sexual reaction to the best of her ability, forcing her hips to still, regardless of his actions.
He muttered under his breath, “So stubborn.” Shaking his head, his emotions shifted, the tic in his jaw evident, he thrust harshly—painfully into her pussy. The skin-on-skin slapping filled the quiet space.
The punishing length of him had her sex screaming in pain. Willing herself to get through this without a shout or sob, she had bit her lip through most of it to assist her in keeping silent, but she’d been unable to prevent the tears from leaking down her face into her hair and ears.
He plowed into her harshly with unrelenting thrusts until he shouted, his warm seed filling her, spurt after spurt.
It was then that she cried.
Pregnancy.
Would her birth control keep her from becoming pregnant with an alien’s child? Would the STD vaccination given to all travelers to other planets protect her from any disease he may have from this one?
He slid out of her, rolling onto his back and bringing her with him so she lay on top of his body. His softening, sticky cock, pulsing and throbbing, pressed against her soft belly.
She swiped at her tears, not wanting him to see her weakness.
Clearing his throat, he pressed her head against his chest, the thumping of his heart under her ear. “Tonight was more mechanical than normal—to seal our contract, a formality. I’m a skilled lover. You’ll be taken care of better than this in the future.”
She didn’t respond or move. In her mind, that statement required no response. His seed slowly dripped from her, no doubt onto his body. She squirmed just enough to feel her skin glide along the juices.
“Lie still. I like feeling my come sluice from your little body. Soon you’ll sleep in your own bed. Enjoy my warmth while you can.” His large hand rested casually on her rear, covering most of both buttocks.
At least she’d have a respite—her own bed—someplace to be away from him and all of this.
“Blythe? Wake up, Blythe.” His deep voice rolled into her subconscious. She’d apparently fallen asleep. The day had been grueling and very long. For someone who hadn’t been punished before, she’d suffered several punishments along with his sexual foray. He held her elbow, helping her off the bed. Her skin was moist, her thighs and sex sticky with his semen.
“Normally, you’ll sleep in your own room, but tonight, and maybe longer, I want to keep an eye on you.” He walked her over to the far corner of the room, but still within eyeshot of his bed. “You’ll sleep on this bed, on the floor. I have a blanket and pillow for you. It even has an adjustable air mattress.”
It looked like the bed her parents had for their dog—just larger—and next to it was an even larger dog crate.
“Ah, yes. You’re seeing your other bed now.”
“My b-bed?”
“Yes. Of course. It seems a bit harsh, even for me, to put you in your crate tonight. But you’ll be comfortable in there when the time comes. The bed is heated, and I have made sure it fits your dimensions. I had it specially made for you.” He smiled proudly at her.
“Well, isn’t that just wonderful. Am I supposed to be pleased…thankful even?”
His eyebrows knitted, his eyes narrowing. Taking a step toward her, he stood dangerously close. “Yes, you are, as a matter of fact. I could have you sleeping in the shed out back. Keep that in mind. I’ve gone to great lengths to assure your comfort, but if you’re unappreciative, I can make your life a living prison, pet!”
She swallowed.
Avoid insulting your captor.
She needed to backpedal on this. “I’m sorry, Master.” She dropped her gaze to the floor.
He tilted her chin up, watching her eyes intently. “It’s been a long day, and you’ve had a lot to digest in a short time. You’re forgiven.” He stroked the side of her face softly. Then, abruptly, he dropped his hand. “Do you need to use the bathroom before you sleep?”
“Yes, Sir…Master.”
“I like hearing you say that. In time, you’ll become comfortable with saying it. Come. The facilities are this way.” He walked toward a large room off the bedroom. Upon entering, a soft-pink light came on. Just enough to light the room at night.
He pointed toward the commode. “Go ahead.”
She stood in front of it, waiting for him to exit the room, blinking at him silently.
“Oh. I’m not leaving, girl. You’ll do your business in front of me.” He leaned against the doorframe, crossing his arms on his broad, hairless chest.
Her eyes dropped to his cock, now flaccid, still larger than most men’s on Earth hard. It twitched, elongating. “My cock likes you looking at it. You may be unaware, but you even licked your lips while staring. All in due time, my girl. You’ll have your chance to suck me off…once I trust you.”
“I-I didn’t lick my lips at all!”
“Oh but you did. Now, hurry. Go to the bathroom.” He spun his finger in a circle pointing to the toilet.
“But I need you to leave.”
Exhaling loudly, he pushed off the doorframe and stalked toward her, dropping his voice. “You’ll sit and do your business now. Or I’ll paddle your backside and then you can go to the bathroom. Choice is yours.” He looked at the clock on the wall. “You have three seconds. One. Two.”
She dropped her rear quickly onto the hard cold toilet—it wasn’t forgiving against her sore bottom. She did her business quickly, her face warm with her blush of embarrassment.
“No need to be embarrassed, pet. You’ll become accustomed to voiding in front of me.”
Goodness, they didn’t train me for this at the university.
Searching for toilet paper, she shouted with surprise when water and then forced air washed and dried her bum. The whole process was hands free.
This way, pet.” With a hand to her bottom, he guided her back to the room, pulling the blanket off the large oval dog bed. “Lie down.”
“Thank you, Sir.” She knelt, crawling into the bed and had to admit it felt like heaven. She’d indeed sleep well here.
The sound of metal-on-metal clinked near her ear. He’d clipped her leash to the collar. “I’ll be chaining you to the wall. I’m taking no chances, not until you’ve earned my trust.”
She wasn’t sure she had the energy to escape tonight anyway. Tomorrow maybe…or next week. Tonight she needed to sleep, let her body recuperate from the assault and assorted punishments of the day.
 



CHAPTER ELEVEN
 
Blythe woke up to Ganza shouting. “Up, girl! Time for your bath. Master says.”
“Who the heck cares what Master wants.” She’d rolled over on her very warm and cozy bed, tossing the covers over her head, hoping to blot out the noisy, intrusive woman.
A rush of cool air preceded the harsh crack of Ganza’s hand on her still-sore bottom. “I said up with you! If you don’t get up, I’ll be calling Billex to assist me.”
Well, that woke her up quick. She darted out of bed. Although she was sure Billex must have redeeming qualities—somewhere—her initial impression of him had her giving him a wide berth, and the last thing she needed was an angry Billex being summoned to assist Ganza.
“It’s nice to know the threat of Billex has you moving, I’ll be working on demanding the same respect for myself. Now, into the bathroom with you.” She shoved Blythe none too kindly into the sterile, completely white bathroom. Gone was the pleasingly pink light. The switch was left in the off position while Ganza apparently favored the blindingly bright blue-white bulbs dotting the ceiling.
“Goodness!” She shielded her eyes. “Are you planning on doing surgery in this room?”
“No, that’s done in a different room.”
Blythe dropped her arm from her eyes, blinking at the woman.
“Not now, girl. Get your rear in the shower so I can wash you up. The doctor is waiting for you.”
Blythe grabbed onto the doors of the shower, stopping the large woman from propelling her into the multiple sprays of water. “Wait…what? Waiting for me…why is he…is he going to… Why?”
“You have a lot of questions. I’m not in a talkative mood today. Get your rear in the shower.” Ganza pried her hands from the door, unceremoniously shoving her into the glass-doored shower stall big enough for ten people. Cool brown tile lined it from floor to ceiling, all the fixtures and handles gold. It gleamed—like everything else in the bathroom.
Funny that the shower was gold and brown when the rest of the bathroom was steel and blue. She wondered at the logic. From what little she knew of Xan, that detail wouldn’t have been lost on him. Therefore, it was done on purpose.
With the press of a button, the shower spurted soap from wall sockets, coating her with a green, flowery-smelling goo, and with the press of lathered the soap on Blythe’s slickened body. It was then that the water shut off and the matronly older woman entered the shower, her meaty hands working the soap into Blythe’s body.
Blythe slapped Ganza’s hands away, biting out a response. “Why are you in here? I can do this myself! I don’t need you touching me or helping me.”
Ganza reached up, grabbing an abnormally long wooden-handled bath brush. The older woman swung her around, pressing her up against the tile wall, her nipples peaking at the cold. Blythe watched from the periphery of her vision, while the older woman paddled the living prison out of her still bruised and sore rear.
 Blythe screamed, desperately fighting to get away—all to no avail.
“When I tell you to stand still, you will stand still. When I’ve been instructed to bathe the ward, it means I’m to wash her—myself! With no assistance from the brat.” Ganza focused the rest of her swats on Blythe’s upper thighs. “As a ward in this house, you have no say. You do as you’re told. And you will never slap me again. Do. You. Understand?”
The last three swats were to the crest of her bottom and were harder than the rest. Blythe couldn’t even draw enough air to speak, and to be honest.
Ganza let go of her back and replaced the brush in its spot on the wall near the shower, watching her do her spanking dance.
Blythe held her bottom in both hands, sobbing pitifully and loudly. She spun in a circle, shifting from foot to foot, bending over in hopes stretching the muscles in her buttocks would somehow alleviate the pain. But nothing much helped.
“Enough! Stand still and stop your crying, girl!” Ganza stood with her hands on her hips, her lips thinned, teeth clenched.
Blythe immediately stifled her sobs, hiccupping behind her tightly sealed lips, tears still tracking down her cheeks, and she stilled her feet, standing stock still.
“It appears I’ve gained your respect, haven’t I, bad girl?”
“Y-Yes, ma’am.”
“Shall we continue with your bath?” She raised both eyebrows, waiting for Blythe’s response.
“Y-Yes, ma’am.”
Tears dripped off her chin unbidden, her body racked with hiccups and gasps for air. Blythe swore she’d be a good girl for the rest of the day—hell, maybe for the week. Her rear felt torn up. She brought her hands up to see if she was bleeding. Nope. Blood free.
The deep chuckle from Ganza had her confused.
“You thought I drew blood on your backside?”
Blythe nodded solemnly.
“I’ve been at this far too long to make such a rookie mistake. I’ve paddled many a girl’s bottom in my time on Pra’kir, and yours is no different, just smaller. It’s two cheeks attached to two legs, part of my chore. Like a skilled surgeon or bridge builder, I know my trade. I know how much strength to use with each implement. You won’t find any blood or scars from me, my girl. A bruise or temporary mar on your delicate skin, yes. That makes for the perfect discipline session. Just enough of a mark to remind you every time you sit, move, or brush against something that your Ganza expects obedience.”
“Yes, ma’am.”
“I think you’ll be reminded of this bath for a couple of days—it may even make your appointment with the good doctor a pleasant one—for both of you.” The large woman nodded to herself. “Yep, that’s why people hire Ganza. She’s good at what she does, and she can make even the most disobedient, bratty woman behave. You’ll be a well-behaved ward and slave when I’m done with your training.”
She roughly washed Blythe. Sudsing her breasts, she plucked at the nipples harshly. She rubbed each arm, her torso and belly, not missing a spot. When she continued her downward march to Blythe’s pussy, she slipped her large finger into her slit, dragging her soapy digit along her seam, cleaning the inner ruffles of her sex. She then dipped her finger into her, pushing obscenely far, twirling her finger along the sensitive areas.
Blythe clenched instinctively around the meaty finger; her hips moved of their own volition.
“We ain’t here to play, girl. I’m cleaning you, and I like to do a thorough job of it, as you can see. But playing with your pussy is his job, not mine.” She paused, lips curling into a smile as she made eye contact with Blythe. “Although I do have to say, with someone as responsive as yourself, I think I’d find fingering you—and more—to be a pleasurable experience.”
Even after the beating she’d just received, Blythe had to fight the urge to bite or spit at the woman.
Instead, she stood placidly and smiled sweetly.
Ganza pulled on Blythe’s arm. Standing her over a drain in the center of the stall, she pressed a green button, and water shot straight up from it, hitting her on the feet.
“Spread your legs.”
Blythe did as asked and the water hit her vagina with such a force, she took a step back.
“Stay still, and bend your knees.” To encourage her obedience, Ganza slapped the back of both knees sharply.
To say she felt foolish in this position was an understatement. The water shot into her channel with the force of a fire hose, giving her the equivalent of a douche. Her thighs shook, more from nerves and tension than actual pain.
Pressing the button on top again, the water immediately stopped, and Blythe stayed in position, squatting obscenely, until given further instruction.
“Okay. Up.” Ganza twisted a dial, and an almost too warm air blew from all the nozzles that had previously sprayed water, drying her body instantly.
“Time for your plug. Bend over.”
“Oh. Are we…do I need to wear that again?” Blythe hoped the woman would relent.
“Of course. You’ll be wearing this every day. It’s part of your routine. Trust me, soon you’ll feel empty without it. Besides, Master intends it as part of your punishment.” She snapped her fingers, pointing toward the floor.
Blythe bent over, wrapping her arms around her knees, her legs spread. After her altercation with the bath brush she didn’t wish to push Ganza any further. She had a long day ahead of her yet.
“Look at this poor bottom.” Ganza clucked, brutally rubbing the sore cheeks. The small metal plug pressed against her anus. “Open for it, girl.”
Blythe bore down, the plug slipping easily into her, the ring of muscle constricting on the small neck.
“Up. Let me do your hair, getting up on the top of your head and then it will be time for your breakfast. The doctor has been waiting for your examination long enough. Hurry.” She shooed her out of the room with a none-too-gentle push between her shoulder blades.
 



CHAPTER TWELVE
 
Xan lined his tools on the tray just the way he liked them. Only a sheet awaited Blythe on the table. A gown wouldn’t be necessary. He’d keep her unclothed—like he had for the duration of her stay thus far.
His cock twitched just thinking about her curvy, naked form. He loved a lush rear and generous breasts, but when he’d requested her as his ward, he’d done so with absolutely no knowledge of her body type. The gods of Na had definitely been looking out for him that day.
Watching her curled up on her bed this morning just before dawn, grimacing, her eyelids fluttering with her dreams, had tugged at his heart. He knew he’d been rough with her the day before, knew she’d more than likely been dreaming—having nightmares—of the punishments she’d received.
When she quickly tossed the covers off, flipping onto her side, her backside facing him, he cringed at the state of her bottom. She bore bruises and red stripes from his belt, and she almost assuredly would incur even more discipline today.
Her stubborn demeanor, refusing to submit, was the problem. Heck, if he could get her to stop biting at this point, he’d consider it his first victory with Blythe. He’d told the wardens he wanted the prisoner with the most spunk, someone with a sturdy disposition, not one given to hysteria.
For the task at hand, he wanted someone emotionally and mentally stable, along with a strong body. Studying this new species, collecting genome data, would entail weeks and weeks of examinations and calculations.
From observing Brinley in the hospital, he had come to the conclusion humans were inefficient and on many levels exhibited weaknesses the inhabitants of Endermere didn’t have, but these humans had one thing that set them apart. And it was that one thing Xan hoped would change his life—Something that would give him the accolades he strove for..
And the key to all of this, Blythe.
He’d keep her in the dark, though, at least for a while. As a scientist who studied people and cultures, the last thing he wanted was her snooping into his study or ruining any of the data and procedures he’d carefully put into place for such a time as this.
Rowth wouldn’t approve—none of them would. Xan didn’t care. Although he was aware he needed permission not only from the hospital but the Nine for this experiment, he’d learned an adage years ago that served him well.
It is better to apologize than to walk around looking for favor.
He would apologize later, accept the penalty if any was given, and move forward with the astounding data.
The one detail he hadn’t taken into account was the distraction one Miss Blythe would become. He needed to focus on his research, while still taking her in hand, training her to become the submissive he hoped would be not only his personal partner, but also his medical assistant.
Ganza had been a faithful and competent friend and colleague, a masterful nurse. She’d worked alongside him for many years, helping him grow, supporting his ventures, tweaking his knowledge when necessary. But the woman was edging closer to a hundred years old and really needed to retire. She’d agreed to assist him on his current—and most important—research project, and readily accepted the role of assistant, helping him train his new ward. She knew his likes—professionally and, well, even sexually—and had assured him his new girl would be meeting his needs by the end of this project.
He stood, stretching and arching his back. He was stiff from sitting for so long on the metal stool, making last minute changes to his data with a laptop resting on top of a shelf that had become a makeshift desk attached to a far wall. Xan thought again he needed to make a regular office area in his medical room. He was no longer a green intern able to sit hunched over a one-foot-wide metal, wall mount desk. A comfortable chair and wooden desk seemed to make more sense at this age.
Walking up to a large monitor, he swiped his hand across the screen—the several camera views in his house popped up. Searching, he found what he was looking for. 
My girl. 
She was eating her breakfast in the kitchen with Ganza supervising. He tapped the small box with the view of the kitchen, and it filled the width of his screen.
Blythe’s skin was pink, warmed by her shower this morning. He wondered if she’d given Ganza any trouble. If so, there would be evidence of it on her posterior. His cock hardened, thinking of those freshly spanked cheeks. He loved nothing more than a paddled bottom, reddened by his own hand, the buttocks wobbling with each blow, the flutter kicks of the girl’s feet, and the bucking of her hips bouncing pleasingly on his lap.
The benefits of owning a ward. And pet.
He hadn’t planned on using a collar, leash, or even a tail for that matter on Blythe. He’d always had a penchant for pet play, though it wasn’t a necessary part of his sex life. But when he discovered she’d been biting the guards, and they had a face mask on her, he instantly knew she’d respond—as an animal would—to a shock collar. The electrical charge coursing through her body and anus simultaneously took the bite out of an aggressive woman.
Until she’d been corrected enough times to be cured of that bad behavior, she’d wear both the collar and the anal plug. He’d not have a ward of his acting like an animal…unless he deemed it necessary for his own sexual pleasure, of course.
The benefits of owning a pet.
Watching her crawl with a tail had aroused him even more than he’d ever anticipated. He could get used to walking her in that manner—a riding crop or cane in his hand, spurring her along. Corrections, when deemed necessary, would be administered easily on a naked, bent backside. Yes, he could easily grow accustomed to a lifestyle such as this.
His attention returned to the monitors. His pet’s nipples were stiff, her areola pebbled—the room must be cold. He tapped the screen, adjusting the heat in the room.
Her gaze skittered up to meet Ganza’s, quickly dropping again to continue eating her griddled fish with eegle fruit jam. The crinkling of her nose spoke to her dislike of their food. It would be an adjustment, apparently. Blythe squirmed on her chair, her hand coming down to rest on the seat, more than likely taking the weight off her bottom.
She’s been spanked.
He smiled to himself. A reason to discipline his ward this morning. Having a slave meant he could, and would, correct her even if she’d done nothing wrong. It was his right and privilege to do so. But, when a situation arose, such as misbehaving for the nurse, he’d march through the door of opportunity, paddling her with no remorse.
She needed to learn she had to mind Billex and Ganza. As part of his staff and his friends, they had earned and deserved her respect. If she didn’t give it willingly, she’d learn the hard way.
He ran his hand over his cock behind his silky dress pants, adjusting himself. He still needed to perform a medical procedure before he could harass her. Shaking his head, he wondered how he’d succeed with that feat.
Although, watching her through the monitor, he determined Blythe seemed subdued today. Almost compliant. If so, they’d sail through the procedure, collecting specimens, and then his cock would find relief inside the warm pussy of his ward.
 



CHAPTER THIRTEEN
 
After descending to the basement, the marble stairs cold on her feet, Blythe couldn’t control her shivering . Fear. The area downstairs gleamed like the bathroom upstairs. Sterile. Clean. Gleaming metal, like stainless steel, with bright lights everywhere.
With a hand pressed to her back, Ganza guided Blythe to an expansive room that took up more than half of the basement. A surgical table was the focal point. Shelves along each wall contained glass and stainless jars, some filled with fluid, others with indiscernible goo and what appeared to be organs. On the far side, a narrow shelf substituting as a desk was cluttered with papers, a laptop, and numerous cups of vitamin floxmylarnan juice, and a white plaque saying Xan’s office.
Xan immediately stood up, reminding her again how tall he was, his long strides making short work of the distance between them. “Morning, pet.” He lightly stroked her cheek, pushing her hair aside.
“Good morning, M-Master.” She stumbled over that word every time, finding it so difficult. She did her best to keep her tone and attitude subservient.
“Did you sleep well?”
“Yes, Master. I m-must have been tired.” Surprisingly, she’d slept better than she had in weeks, and she had no doubt she could easily fall back asleep now, even though she’d only been up a couple hours.
“That’s what I like to hear. I want my girl to be comfortable.” He slid his hands down her neck, cupping a breast in each hand, squeezing and kneading them gently. “But, it appeared from watching you through my monitor that you didn’t like your breakfast very much. It must be difficult getting used to different foods. I need you to be honest with me, pet, and tell me when there are foods you find delectable, like the pudding last night. I want you to feel cared for. It’s my goal to be as attentive as possible to your needs.”
Blythe had seen glimmers of kindness from Xan, like at dinner last night when he cleaned her face, but this display of caring and affection left her feeling unbalanced, unsure of how to react. “Uhm, I liked the purple stuff this morning. It was like a jam.”
“Ah, yes. That’s eegl jam.” He turned to Ganza. “Make sure cook knows to give her a little bowl of that with every meal.
She sighed with relief. The food had been so unsavory she’d begun to think she’d become a waif while residing here. What she wouldn’t give for a burger and french fries. At least she could cover the food with the jam like children covered vegetables with ketchup.
“Does that change in diet make you happy, Blythe?” He brushed the pad of his large, cool thumb across her bottom lip.
“Yes, Master. Th-thank you.”
“Of course. I want my girl happy. That is, except when she’s been naughty. Speaking of which…” He directed his gaze toward Ganza. “How was her bath?”
“Well, Sir, I’d like to say uneventful, but, with your ward, it seems nothing can go as planned.” She shot a disgusted glare at Blythe, shaking her head. “She gave me a bit of a fight, but with some incentive, she gave up, and I won. The rest of the bath was quiet and pleasant, as well as her breakfast.”
“Turn around.” Xan’s dark eyes practically smoldered. Her throat tightened, and she found it difficult to swallow past the lump in her throat. “Now, girl!”
Blythe pivoted on her shaky legs, trembling now from the cold basement and fear. His hands cupped her buttocks, squeezing them roughly, and she rose onto her tiptoes, quietly gasping.
“It’s sore, yes?”
“Yes, Master.” Her voice trembled, and it galled her. He didn’t deserve to see her fear. She reserved that for people she trusted and loved. This situation—this man and this woman and this surgical room—all of it had her feeling like she was part of a horror movie. She could no longer conceal the terror.
“What exactly did she do?” His fingers pressed and pinched different areas of her backside, she assumed areas that were bruised or welted.
“I was trying to lather her up, Sir. And when I slipped down to wash her pussy, she pushed at me, slapping and hitting my hands. I’ll never tolerate a ward striking me. Ever.”
Blythe watched as a smug smirk came to Ganza’s face, and although she couldn’t see his face behind her, his breathing increased, the deep exhales from his nose tickling the hairs on the back of her neck, enough so that she wished she’d left her hair down.
“She is not sore enough.” He growled the sentence, dragging her by the elbow toward the metal surgical table.
She tripped, struggling to keep up with him.
“Facedown on the table. Ganza strap her in.”
“B-but—” Blythe shook her head at him, backing away from the table only as far as his arm would allow it.
Ganza interrupted. “Sir, as you can see? I did paddle her pretty intensely, and I do believe she’s learned her lesson.”
He wagged his finger under Blythe’s nose. “Don’t you shake your head at me and say no. Facedown on the table. Now.” He then turned toward Ganza. “No ward of mine will lay a finger upon my staff and friends. I’ll not tolerate such disrespect.”
Blythe slid onto the table, the cold metal hurting her skin. She pressed her face against the surface, watching Xan stand in front of her. His narrowed gaze smoldered under his furrowed eyebrows, his jaw working in anger.
Once she was fully restrained—arms and legs—he undid his belt, not taking his eyes off her. “You’ll not touch one of my staff again, girl.” The leather slapped against the fabric loops, her body clenching. He doubled it over, palming the buckle.
After he moved out of sight, she waited for what seemed like an eternity for the first lash to strike. The leather whipped her bruised and inflamed tissue, and she shouted in pain, her fist balled up, tugging at the leather restraints.
Xan repeatedly struck her bottom, hitting her in an irregular pattern, leaving her unable to anticipate the next strike. The punishing blows of his belt felt relentless. Her chest tightened, and she struggled to breathe, her sobs mingling with her gasps for air. She screamed, pleading for mercy, pleading for it to end. But his arm continued to swing, her tears soaking the table under her face.
He stopped. He was no longer whipping her, but she continued to wail, pleading incessantly for it to stop. Finally, the knowledge t it had ended, helped her relax.
In a voice raspy from all her screaming, she continued to repeat, “I’m sorry. So sorry.”
He wove his belt back on. Leaning forward, he said, “Did you learn a lesson, pet?”
Hiccupping enough she didn’t trust herself to answer coherently, she vigorously nodded.
“Ganza, undo her restraints.” With his hands crossed behind his back, he watched intently. Once the last buckle had been undone, he grasped Blythe’s upper arm lightly. “Get up. It’s time to show your remorse.”
Her bottom scraped along the table, choking out a sob, her eyes immediately filling with tears again. She looked to Xan’s face, hoping to see pity or concern there. Instead, she found a steely stare, his huge arm lugging her off the table.
“Apologize to Ganza. On your knees.” His rumbling voice ran through her. She shivered in response, nodding silently to him.
“Yes, Master.” She shuffled toward the nurse, her bottom on fire. Clumsily, she dropped to her knees, her kneecaps pounding on the marbled floor. Blythe looked up at the stern woman, remorse and self-pity washing over her. “I’m so s-sorry—”
“What are you sorry for, girl?” Xan barked.
Blythe jumped, the stern edge of his voice making her tremble anew. “I-I’m sorry I pushed and struck you. I won’t do it again. I p-promise.” The last two words came out between choking sobs.
“I’m sure you won’t, girlie. I accept your apology, and we’ll start fresh. You’ll be a good girl, I have no doubt.” Ganza ran her knuckles down her cheek, taking pity on Blythe.
“She needs to start being a good girl all the time. Her little donkey can’t take much more, and I’m sure she won’t like the other punishments she’ll receive instead of a spanking, either.” He shrugged into his white lab coat, quirking an eyebrow at Blythe in warning.
“Let’s move forward with our scheduled appointment. Enough time has been wasted on the misbehaving woman.” Xan patted the table. “On your back, this time. Ganza, strap her in, feet in the stirrups please.”
“I-I don’t…the stirrups?”
“You’re already questioning and back talking?” Xan raised his eyebrows. “Is your rump needing more attention?” His hands went, once again, to the buckle on his belt.
Her clit jumped, her backside clenching. “Oh! No, Master.” She backed her hot little bottom up to the freezing cold table, sliding onto it, gritting her teeth against the agonizing pain on the unforgiving surface.
He murmured, pulling the tray of tools closer. “That’s what I thought.”
Blythe hesitantly looked over at the tray of utensils, her discomfort rising. Some were familiar—clamps, scalpel, tweezers, long swabs. But others were downright frightening. The large hypodermic needle inserted into a long metal handle with several buttons on it had her most afraid.
Blythe had spent many years in hospitals as a child. Diagnosed with leukemia at the age of nine, she had learned to abhor needles and medical procedures.
The cold leather straps tightened at her ankles. She tried jerking away from them, not wanting to be restrained, but a hard slap to her outer thigh had her stilling.
“You’ll learn to refrain from your instinct to fight, girl. I’ll not condone it. Hear?” His lips thinned under his moustache.
She found his black eyes and dark scruff on his face intriguing. Even his stern demeanor had her curious. Blythe couldn’t explain it, but she sensed that just under the surface of that rough exterior was a man who was loving and caring, and then she’d find herself planning how to escape from this Victorian mansion and find her friends, not caring in the least about any hidden caring or emotions Xan may have.
“You’ll feel no pain. I’m sadistic but not to that level. I have no desire to hurt you—unless it’s my hand blistering your backside. I’ll be shutting your translator off; the medical experiment I’ll be conducting is very secretive, and I can’t take a chance of you understanding anything that we’re discussing.” Pulling the hypodermic apparatus into view, he depressed a few buttons, obviously each containing a different medication.
“But I don’t like not knowing. Please, Master may I listen?”
“No. My decisions aren’t up for debate, girl.” He hesitated, watching her face closely. “Would you like something to ease your nerves a little? It won’t knock you out. It’ll take the edge off. You seem a little tense.”
She nodded silently.
He smiled at her, depressing a purple button on the handle before injecting the long needle into her arm with a sharp pinch.
She winced, smiling weakly at him before feeling slightly intoxicated, her vision blurring a bit, and limbs becoming heavy. Yes, this was exactly what she needed.
“Ganza, you reviewed the notes I gave you? You’re prepared for today’s procedure?”
“Yes, Sir. As always, Sir.”
“Blythe, please scootch your bottom down to the edge of the table. More…more. That’s it. Good girl.” He turned toward his assistant. “Shut off her translator, please.”
 
***
Xan pulled his rolling stool up to the foot of the table, twisting the light to shine brightly on her vaginal area. He cringed, looking at the bruised, rounded cheeks. Her little donkey would be sore for days from the recent attention. He’d have to find other measures to discipline her for the next few days.
That’ll be no problem.
Although, he preferred to spank, loving the feel of the soft flesh wobbling and warming under his hand, or the pleasing crack and jarring of flesh under a paddle or belt, he was not averse to using plugs, corner-time, enemas, or whatever other punishments he had in his arsenal.
He ran his finger along a wide red swath across her lower left buttock. She clenched as much as the stirrups would allow. He growled in disapproval, and she quickly relaxed them again. It appeared she’d be more work than even he had anticipated.
Strong-willed didn’t even begin to describe this girl’s makeup. But most intelligent women were. They knew what they wanted and had enough reasoning to know how to get it—or how to manipulate their way to their goal.
His girl? His girl would yield to him in all things. Whether she learned the easy way or the hard way mattered very little to him.
Now to test that the communicator wasn’t functioning, he’d ask a question that would upset her. “When was the last time she was bathed, Ganza? She has a stench on her.” He waited a brief moment, peeping around her legs to check her facial expression.
She stared at the ceiling wide-eyed— calm, no sign of anger…or distress.
“It appears the translator has been cancelled, and our patient is calm maybe even a little subdued. We should enjoy the reprieve, Ganza. I’m thinking this is unusual. At least we know we can have a rest whenever necessary.”
“She is a wild one, Sir. Are all the women from the spacecraft like this?” Ganza sprayed his hands with a spray sealant—making them not only sterile but protected from any cuts or scrapes which would leave him open for transmission of diseases or the mixing of their blood.
“They’re more spirited than our women from Pra’kir, no doubt, but I think, even by their standards, she has to be more stubborn and fiery than most.” He reached for the speculum, his fingers gently spread her labia, and, as expected, she jumped, her knees knocking together. Releasing her labia, he lightly patted her hip, reaching up to pry her legs open again, tapping the inside of her thigh in admonition to keep them open.
He eased her puffy lips open, the vulva shiny with her juices, pushing the metal duck-billed instrument into her channel, locking it in the open position, then adjusting the light, he then reached for the next implement.
Ganza slapped the pain inhibitor into his hand and sprayed it liberally inside her, taking no chance she’d experience any pain. He tested the area with the tines of a gadget, observing no facial reaction from his very lethargic and peaceful patient.
Now, to find the eggs he needed from her ovaries. He’d take as many viable specimens as possible.
Shoot! What is that?
“Scope please.” His hand stayed extended, palm up, waiting for Ganza to place it firmly there. He snaked the probe up to her ovaries. The thermal viewer and extractor positioned perfectly, locked into place, he turned to stare at the monitor.
“There’s…are they missing, Sir?” Ganza’s lilting, questioning voice to his right mirrored what he was thinking.
“It appears so.” He wanted to throw something and have a fit like a two-year-old, but knew it would serve no purpose. “She appears to be sterile. From what, I have no idea. I’ll have to interrogate her a bit.”
He picked up the cryotissue extractor, inserting it carefully, watching the monitor to find the pinkest, most viable tissue in her. He snipped a couple of pieces, carefully placing each into its own test tube. “Please freeze these for possible use later.”
She smiled back, winking. “As you wish, Sir.”
Her buxom, matronly form bustled out the room, the test tubes safely nestled into a tray, to be placed them in a locked section of the freezer.
He pulled the extractor and speculum from Blythe, pushing the tray away. Rising from the stool, he inserted his finger into her cervix, checking for fibroids or tumors. The area appeared to be normal. Extracting his fingers, he then probed her anus with his forefinger, finding the area also checked out as normal and free of polyps.
Her large green eyes followed his every move, watching his facial expressions closely. He turned the communicator back on. “I’m going to do a quick body check, girl.” He figured he’d enjoy the tranquility of his ward while examining her treasures all in the name of medical research.
Xan would enjoy his new endeavor. a creature landing unexpectedly on his planet, giving him the opportunity to research and document the medical differences between their species and the one lying on the table before him. Only Dr. Eldon Campria, the Surgeon General of Pra’kir, had experienced this with his astonishing medical research and data on the Mekron. Now, Xan would also have the chance to rise in stature, maybe even attaining the title of surgeon general as well. It was probably more of a dream than reality, but he’d become taken with the idea, nonetheless.
His hands plumped her breasts, the tissue soft and pliable, squeezing the pointed nipples between his thumb and forefinger, pulling upward until the globes elongated, her soft gasp causing his cock to lengthen.
“Nice reaction, girl.” He dipped his finger into her core; her juices pooled at the entrance. “It seems not only does spanking increase your arousal, but breast manipulation as well. Interesting…is this normal for you?”
Her cheeks flushed pink, and she shuttered her eyes, apparently embarrassed by his question. “Yes, Master.”
“I’ll keep it in mind.” He winked at her, the blush deepening to her neck. “You skin turns pink when you’re embarrassed. I’ve never seen that before. It’s very curious and yet, so arousing. It seems inventing ways to make this occur will become a new goal for me.”
Her palpated her belly and organs, noting some were smaller and others larger than the Pra’kirians. Further scans and samples would need to be taken to compare and assess the functions of each organ. Yes, he’d be conducting extensive medical tests on his new slave.
“You’ve been a very good girl throughout these procedures. Let’s give you a reward.” Dipping his fingers into her sex, the heel of his hand pressed against her mound, grinding over her clit.
Her back arched her eyes closing, thrusting her hips in rhythm with his stroking. She dropped her knees to the sides, opening her sex to his ministrations. The muscles in her belly quivered; her hands clenched into fists, gripping the sides of the table.
“Oh goodness! Oh goodness!”
He wondered again, who this God was that she spoke of as she was ready to orgasm. His teeth clenched in anger, the very foreign feeling of jealousy rippling through him. It made no sense, but he had an overwhelming urge to choke this man named God, just for being so important to his slave she shouted his name during her ecstasy. They would definitely be talking about who this man was.
She shouted with her release, her juices squirting over his hand, drenching it and filling the air with her spicy scent.
He inhaled deeply, her essence like an elixir to him. “Beautiful, my girl. You come apart spectacularly, I love nothing more than watching all your emotions in your facial expressions. You’re very animated. Has anyone told you that?”
“No, Master.”
He leaned forward, kissing her lips gently. “Just beautiful.” He stared into the depths of her green eyes, wondering again in this short amount of time if he’d begun to have feelings for her that ran deeper than he’d anticipated. “Sit up when you’re ready. I’ll wash up, and we’ll go upstairs for some lunch before we talk.”
Xan went to the sink to wash the spray gloves off his hands with the special soap to dissolve them.
Her wide, green eyes watching him closely. Blythe would be a good girl, after her training, and a great assistant. He couldn’t let his guard down with her just yet. She was too new, and he suspected she’d require a firm hand for a while.
Once she’d grown accustomed to his house and rules, falling into his patterns and routines, he’d ease off, showing her a different side—but he’d never be an easy master. It wasn’t who he was at all. He expected and desired obedience—immediate and with no back talk. He’d squash her rebellious nature, fostering her intelligence and quick thinking. Those were qualities he liked in a woman. 
His woman.
But, for now, he needed to question her history and break the news to her about her infertility.
 
 



CHAPTER FOURTEEN
 
They’d barely finished lunch, and Blythe had been sent to his bedroom and told to sit on his bed, waiting for him.
Taking notice of his implement closet had her anxiety rising, her belly flipping in trepidation. She’d behaved during her exam—the medication helping immensely--but his mood had been somber upon leaving the medical room. After they had returned upstairs for lunch, he’d asked how she felt, among other medical questions about being dizzy, nauseous, etc. The normal doctor questions, but something in his eyes communicated something was off. He’d seemed distant, and she’d looked up from her soup to find him staring off, deep in thought.
At his heavy footfalls on the wooden stairs, her heart galloped in her chest. Would he be giving her another beating? It wasn’t dark yet. Would he harass her in the middle of the day? Her pussy still ached from the invasion of his large cock just twelve hours ago. Blythe couldn’t imagine she’d be able to hold back her cries if he entered her sex harshly this soon.
The door swung open, his tall frame filling the doorway. She held her breath, looking to his hands first, relieved there was no implement.
“In retrospect, I should’ve put you in the corner. It always benefits a Master to have his slave reflecting on her behavior, wondering if there’s an impending punishment.” The lock snicked as he quietly closed the door, standing in front of her with his hands behind his back, staring down at her with no show of emotion.
“Am I being punished, M-Master?” She could barely swallow past the lump in her throat.
He shook his head, murmuring, “Not right now, girl. Do you think you should be?
“No, si—Master. I’ve done nothing wrong.”
“Yet,” he mumbled, sitting on the bed next to her. “We’ve a few things to discuss before carrying on.” He shifted, placing his bent knee on the bed, to face her completely. “Tell me a bit of your medical history as a child.”
“Why?”
He closed his eyes, dropping his head. “Must you question everything? Can’t you just answer the question?”
“S-sure.” She furrowed her eyebrows at him. “I had the normal illnesses. Cold, stomach bugs, chicken pox. But—” She bit her lip, playing with her fingernails, not wanting to look him in the eye.
“I have a feeling it’s the but I’m interested in.”
“I had leukemia at nine. I spent the better part of fifteen months in and out of hospitals, chemotherapy, blood transfusions, and pneumonia. They thought I may not make it.” Her eyes filled with tears. 
Will I ever be able to talk about this without crying? Ever?
He tilted her face up with a finger to her chin. “It must’ve been very scary as a little girl.” He paused, clearing his throat. “I have something I need to share with you, my pet. There’s no easy way to say it.”
Her chest constricted, cutting off her air. It’s back! She just knew that’s what he’d say. She’d been fearing that event for most of her life.
“You have no eggs in your ovaries. You’re sterile, my dear.”
“Oh, thank goodness!” She pulled in a shaky breath, closing her eyes with gratitude and relief. No Cancer! “Do I have leukemia again?” She couldn’t relax until she heard his answer.
“Your tissue and cells appear to be normal. I don’t know what cancer is or leukemia, but I can assure you your cells are fine.”
She exhaled the breath she didn’t realize she’d been holding. “As for being sterile, they told me years ago I’d never have children. I worried my cancer had returned.”
“You knew?” His eyebrows shot up, his eyes wide with shock.
She smiled to herself, watching him exhale loudly, obviously relieved she knew already.
“Yes. Were you worried about telling me? Is that why you were upset at lunch?”
He shook his head. “Yes. Well, no…maybe. I didn’t relish the idea of telling you.”
“Oh.” She traced her finger on the pattern woven into his bedspread. “Does that mean you’ll be sending me to another foster family?” Even to her ears her voice sounded small and afraid. He may not be a great Master, but she feared someone else may treat her worse.
“Have you decided I’m not a bad Master after all, even while sitting on a bruised hind end?”
She shifted uncomfortably on the bedspread. The soft velvet felt like burlap, and she didn’t wish to be hasty with her decision and pronouncement of his character…not just yet at least.
“I may withhold my opinion on that for the time being, but if you have plans and I cannot fulfill them, I’ll understand if you have to send me to another house. I would like…can I…would you just assure me my next family would treat me well, Master?” A tear slid off the end of her nose, landing in her lap. She swiped at it with the back of her hand, giving him a cursory glance, not sure if he’d reject her plea.
“I’m not giving up on you, girl. You’re my ward, my woman. You’ll not be sent from this household. I don’t give up on people that easily. I believe with some training and firm discipline, you’ll become a valued assistant and family member. All of this will be in due time, of course.”
She wished to avoid his firm discipline, but also knew his high standards and regimented lifestyle would demand she comply precisely and submissively. Traits that didn’t come easy to her. She nodded silently, more to herself than to him. Lifting her gaze back to his dark, stern countenance, she said, “I understand.”
“When you were on Earth, did you ever plan on having children by adoption, or had you planned to be childless?”
“I had always dreamed of having a child. I love children. But being alive trumped that and I had resolved if I ever had a husband who wished to have children, we’d adopt. If I didn’t marry and instead, focused on my career, I’d remain childless.” She shrugged, hoping she looked nonchalant. Sharing her feelings with him had become unnerving.
Xan studied her face, and then he hastily stood up, clapping his hands together loudly. “In the corner. I want you to reflect upon your day, ready to answer any questions when it’s over.”
“Wha? Why? I didn’t—”
“Always with the back talk. Do as you’re told.” He pointed to a corner on the far side of his room.
She stood facing the corner quietly, not sure what to do with her hands.
“Hands on your head, and nose touching the corner.”
She leaned forward pressing her nose into the seam, her posture obscenely pushing her bottom out, her elbows leaning on each wall. Even though she knew she’d done nothing wrong. Well nothing since he belted her for striking the nurse.
She shifted, her juices pooling along the tight seam of her sex. He’d been so angry, she hoped she’d avoid upsetting him to that length again. The repeated slapping of leather on her flesh was a something she’d dodge completely in the future, if at all possible. Her body shivered involuntarily.
“Well, you’ll be telling me what caused that shiver.”
She shifted minutely, to peep at him from the corner of her eye.
Holding a tumbler of amber liquid, he pointed his finger from around the glass at her. “I swear to the Na, girl, you’ll end up over my knee again today. Keep that blasted nose in the corner, or else!”
She spun her head to face forward, doing as she was told, her buttocks clenching in fear. His deep voice vibrated through her core setting her clit thrumming. She ran through the activities of her morning, her examination—what she remembered of it—lunch, being sent to his room, and the talk that preceded her corner time. She couldn’t remember anything she’d done wrong.
“Come here, pet.”
She turned to find him sitting quietly on the edge of the bed, his emptied glass sitting on the nightstand next to a carafe of the same amber fluid. She dragged her heels, until she stood a safe distance from him.
With a slight shake of his head, he reached out pulling her to stand between his knees. “Were you thinking?”
“Yes, Master.”
“And? What was the verdict? Were you a good girl today or a bad girl?” He quirked an eyebrow at her.
“I… I guess I was a bad girl. But the spankings made me …a good girl?”
His eyes narrowed. “Is that a question? Are you asking me? Or telling me?”
“I’m not sure, Master.”
“Do you think a spanking makes you a good girl once again?”
“I was always told it did.”
“Or is a spanking just payment for a wrongful deed? A penalty for your sins? Serving a penalty doesn’t always mean one’s character is redeemed, you know?” He tilted his head, waiting for her answer.
She regarded him quietly, feeling a bit panicked, and she wanted the perfect answer…one that would keep her rear safe. “I’m difficult some days…maybe many days. But I’m a good girl. And today...I had…my bottom has been…I’m pretty confident I’ll be a good girl the rest of the day, Master.”
“I’ll reserve judgment, the day is young yet. But, looking at your little donkey, I’d assume that being a good girl would be top priority.” He pushed back farther onto the bed, patting his right thigh. “Lie over my lap.”
She stared at his dark dress pants and the contours of the hard thigh visible through the cloth. Swallowing, she complied. Once she was there, he adjusted her until her bottom was centered over his lap. The snap of a lid opening had her craning to see what he’d opened. Xan squeezed out a generous dollop of white cream then worked it onto her sore buttocks.
“I’m doing this for my benefit, girl. Not yours. I need your rear to heal quickly, so I can continue with your training. It’d help immensely if you’d figure out how to do as you’re told—the first time. Rest assured, you’ll always receive a good beating regardless of the state of your rear, but my goal is to keep any markings to a minimum. This cream will help.” He massaged it in, working it with his long fingers.
The muscles and tissue ached under his expert hands, but the medicated lotion did its job, quickly relieving the pain and burn.
“Don’t get used to this. More often than not, I like seeing the marks of a good blistering on a bad girl.” He pinched harshly she assumed to prove his point. Blythe sucked in air through her teeth, stiffening in response. “That’ll do for now. Kneel on the bed like you did last night.”
“But it’s daylight.”
Sighing loudly, Xan slapped her right buttocks. “Behave. Warning! Move, pet!”
The warning signal raced through her collar and butt plug, just a warning twinge. She scrabbled into position, quickly. The bedspread felt cool under her blushing face, the embarrassment of having her rear exposed in such a way without the cover of night.
Xan tugged at the removable core of her plug, unscrewing it from the main part. The tink of ice had her bracing.
He put ice into the hole?
Her bowels constricted immediately with the extreme cold, cramping uncomfortably.
“Hurts, doesn’t it, pet?”
The ping of ice against the metal in her bottom hole had her groaning. Not being able to see or know what he put into the open plug made it worse in her mind. The persistent roiling made her nauseous, sweat beading on her brow.
“Yes, Master.”
“You see, girl, I don’t have to lash or paddle that broad bottom of yours. I have many other tools in my chest, but since this isn’t a punishment, we’ll stop for now. I just wanted to play with your little pucker before we continue with your practice.”
He pulled out the plug, and she couldn’t restrain the grunt with its release. The snap of another lid, and he worked cold lube into her puckered hole, spreading her with his fingers. The wiry hair on his thighs brushed against her, his hard cock lined up along the crevice of her labia and buttocks, pumping through the divide.
She fought against any reaction at all, not wanting to respond to his intrusion, but her clit throbbed, straining from under its hood with every glide of his penis. Her hips swiveled, pressing back against him.
He pushed the enormous head of his cock into her anus. The burn had tears brimming in her eyes. Biting her lip, she held back any moan or noise, willing herself to open her anus to his cock. The metallic taste of blood hit her tongue.
It’ll be over soon.
Xan pumped, pressing insistently. “Just a bit more, girl. You’ve taken almost half.”
She just knew she’d rip. If she hadn’t already. He slid in and out of her over and over. Although she couldn’t say he was rough, he certainly seemed to have no concern for the level of pain, a callous disregard that she had begun to cry aloud with each thrust, and no concern that her hands were fisted, white-knuckled gripping the bedspread for dear life.
With no end in sight, the alien impaled her, forcing her to endure and accept him. His fingers bit into her hips, squeezing the bruised flesh, adding to the torture.
“Please, Master.”
“And please me it does, my pet. If only you could see that little hole stretching for me.” He eased out of her. “Shouldn’t be long. You’ll take the whole of me, soon. Stay.”
Xan climbed off the bed, leaving her with her bottom still obscenely spread for him while he went to the bathroom, running water in the sink. She didn’t dare move, lying quietly staring at the huge plug he’d carelessly tossed within her view.
I have to escape. I have to get out of here.
He entered the room, his hard cock hard. jutting from him like a sword. The man was huge. no wonder she felt like she’d been torn in two. It bounced with his lumbering steps toward her. He grinned maniacally at her, sealing in her mind what was next.
“Goodness, I love your soft body. So many curves and pillowed areas.” He grasped her left breast, squeezing it so harshly, she gasped out loud. “One of these days I’m going to harass these belly, but not today. Today I want that hot groin of yours weeping around my cock.”
He shoved his fingers into her, rubbing along the slickened areas. “Wet, as always. You drip with need most of the day, it seems. Don’t worry, pet, my cock is always ready too. We were made for each other.
Could it be she was meant for this planet? Could she actually be mated to a Pra’kir alien? Not to be maudlin, but had her fate been written in the stars?
He entered her slowly. His body shook with sexual tension, slowly impaling her He shoved up to the hilt, hitting the mouth of her womb, filling the whole of her. He stilled, his penis twitching within her, her sheath pulsing and she squeezing him.
Blythe moaned, her eyes rolling back. Her pussy milking his length, her clit throbbing, she swayed her hips, relishing his cock sliding within her.
He pounded into her with much more abandon than he’d exhibited the night before. The slapping of his hips against her sore rear, spurring her excitement, she climbed to an earth-shattering orgasm.
Xan pummeled the opening to her womb over and over. The pain, the fullness, the rhythmic smacking of flesh, her clit pulsing and straining, she rocked on her knees and elbows, slamming her rear into his hips.
She mewled with need, her pussy clenching, constricting, until she teetered over the edge, screaming with her orgasm. She clamped onto him so tightly, her body trembled, convulsing with each spasm.
Xan stiffened, lengthening impossibly within her, slamming his cock with one final thrust before growling with his own release. His hot seed spilled into her, tumbling her into another orgasm.
She rose up onto her hands and knees, her back arching, and she shouted, jerking her hips in response, her pussy pumping him dry.
His barely restrained grunts bordered on shouts of pain with each wrench of his cock.
The contractions, although slower, continued, her body twitching and shuddering.
“Idiot. I’m hardening again, girl.”
She couldn’t tell if he was pleased or not, and she didn’t care. Her dripping groin and throbbing clit had also started their ascent to another orgasm.
He slipped from her, flipping her onto her back, his cock, glistening with their mingled juices, bobbing toward her. Xan situated himself between her legs, lining up with her slit, penetrating her. This time he didn’t go slowly. He hammered himself into her, thrusting harshly, battering her soft, slick groin.
She sighed loudly, arching her back, her neck lengthening.. He deliciously filled her, spreading her open almost uncomfortably—almost.
He angled his hips, his cock, skating along her G-spot. She keened, squirming so he’d slide where she needed him most. Her hands gripped the swell of his buttock, squeezing each cheek, pulling her legs up to push him in deeper.
His deep voice rumbled in her ear. “Hands over your head. Grip the rails on the headboard. Do not move them.”
Reluctantly, she did as he asked, staring into those dark, mysterious eyes, clutching the wooden rails tightly.
He smirked at her before dipping his head to suck on a tightened nipple, pulling so roughly on it she moaned, pushing her breast up, her hips rolling with her arousal.
With slow, calculation, he started rhythmically swaying and grinding his pelvis, his heavy ball sac slapping against her.
She wanted to run her hands through his dark hair, sliding down to grip his shoulders, digging her nails into the flesh. Instead, not wanting to incur any wrath from her stern Master, she slid her hands along the rails.
His nostrils flared and, rising up onto his hands, he battered her already sore pussy. She matched him move for move, her hips slamming his, their sweat-covered skin slapping noisily.
He came first, spurt after spurt of his semen coating her. With a shout, she pressed her feet into the bed, her hips rising, lifting him up from the mattress. She clenched him so tightly, the strain on the muscles of her bruised rear reminded her of the punishments this morning, delightfully adding to her satisfaction. She released the headboard, her body collapsing, exhausted, onto the bed.
She vaguely remembered his semi-erect, sticky cock slipping from her and his body slumping next to her, panting loudly. Effortlessly he pulled her to lay on top of him, her head against his chest, the beating of his heart calming her. His fingers lightly brushed along her back and bottom, stroking her gently.
Picking her head up, she looked at him tentatively. She never knew how to approach him or how to maneuver in this new slave status she suddenly had obtained. “Should I go lie down on my pet bed?”
He furrowed his brows. Had her request confused him?
“No. Not this time. Now, go to sleep, or I’ll change my mind.” He slapped her bottom playfully, but it stung enough she dropped her head on his shoulder, willing herself to fall asleep quickly.
 



CHAPTER FIFTEEN
 
Xan and Blythe had only been together for three weeks. Not long by any measure, but enough time they had slipped into a pattern. He usually arose before her, leaving her in her pet bed, chained to the wall, or sleeping soundly in his bed. He’d then sit in his office reading email, doing his record keeping, or studying medical research.
He’d watch Blythe eating breakfast from his monitors in the office or the medical room, knowing as soon as she’d finish, Ganza would take her upstairs for a shower. Some days she behaved, and others she’d be paddled by him after he found out she’d needed discipline from Ganza.
He looked at his records and papers, shaking his head. Compiling the genetic data and findings consumed him most days. He loved statistics and running comparison graphs and charts. Twenty-five years had gone by since Dr. Eldon Campria had shared his findings on the Mekron with the medical society and citizens of Pra’kir.
The sickly race the Pra’kirians had taken into their care wasn’t really worth all the money and effort, in his opinion and that of most of the government officials. They made them comfortable with no heroic measures assuring their comfort in the dying process. But this race, the ones from the planet Earth, or Terra as Blythe called it, appeared to be a sturdy, healthy species. They didn’t live anywhere near as long as the Pra’kirians, but their vitality and intelligence appeared to surpass them.
Xan felt invigorated with his research, imagining himself in the position of surgeon general. After all, Dr. Campria had filled those shoes for years, and as he approached a hundred and retirement and a replacement seemed imminent.
Sitting back in his chair, twirling a pencil between his teeth, he thought about sex with Blythe. She didn’t fight him as much anymore, and most nights she screamed with pleasure, responding easily to him. He hoped it was a trend that would continue, and felt maybe they had passed some of the initial transition and rough spots. He wasn’t an easy person to live with, a fact his ward/slave would agree with wholeheartedly, no doubt.
As far as Pra’kirian men went, overall, he was loyal and devoted. She had begun to see his soft side as he revealed it a little at a time. He’d still keep a tight leash on her, watching her every move. The last thing he needed was for her to escape or tamper with his medical equipment or any confidential files on his tablet
He rose, walking to the counter to put away the sterile tools from yesterday’s medical exam on Blythe, cataloging they were all accounted for.
He enjoyed giving her exams for no reason—just to watch her squirm, restraining her with both feet strapped into the stirrups, keeping her sex open for his finger or cock.
All tools were where they belonged, except one. The hypodermic needle and the medication base. He opened the cupboards, drawers, and the sanitizing machine, searching. It was nowhere to be found. He’d have to check with Ganza. She must have put it somewhere different, and he was just overlooking it.
He locked all the cabinets, swiping his hand over his tablet, turning the lights off, locking the door after one more quick glance around the room.
 
***
She waited a few minutes in the dark closet, opening the door slowly, tiptoeing to the clear glass door, and looking down the hallway before checking one last time that the instrument was securely hidden.
Blythe had entered his medical office, slipping away before her morning shower. She took advantage of an opportunity when Ganza ended up in a closet searching for an outfit for Blythe to wear that “would please the Master.” Now that she was further into her training, certain forms of attire were allowed. 
She had no way of knowing Xan would be going to his office this quickly. He usually went later. Although in retrospect, she should have been assumed when he referenced the evening before that he’d be cataloging items in the morning.
Once she heard him walking down the hallway toward the office, she’d quickly hidden in a closet on the far side, hoping he had nothing in there that needed to be accounted for.
Before he had entered, she’d found the hypodermic needle and base from the drawer he usually placed it. Having watched Xan closely while he performed procedures upon her, she’d observed that pressing this particular button ejected a sterile needle from the syringe. Pressing the button, she watched the sharp piece of metal extend. She brushed the tip of her finger over the end, testing its sharpness. The needle returned into the syringe once the button was pressed again. 
Since she had left the room before being given an outfit to wear, she pushed the silver instrument into her vagina. Blythe had played with ben-wa balls strengthening her pelvic floor enough to keep the instrument safely hidden.
This tool would help her escape. It was the last item she required before leaving. She didn’t know to where she’d go once she crossed the threshold, but at least she’d be leaving the house—and she’d take the rest step by step. She missed her friends and desperately wanted to find them. A couple of weeks prior, Rowth had contacted Xan, saying he needed to have some blood drawn from Brinley. Blythe swore her heart had stopped beating when she heard Xan say her friend’s name. As soon as he’d left, she ran to the window watching his car rise and connect to the railway system then make a sharp right out of his property. She watched his vehicle until it could no longer be seen. She’d take the same route and hope to find her shipmates .
But, right now? She needed to get back to her room and hide the instrument. Doing all of this with no detection would be a struggle.
Bending her knees a little, she inserted her forefinger, bumping against the hard metal. She gave it another little shove upward, clenching tightly onto the now warm, slick metal.
Quickly righting herself, she opened the door, creeping down the hallway.
Empty. No one in sight.
Slinking stealthily down the hall, she peeped around doorways and corners. She’d barely made it to the end of the hall, hovering at the top of the staircase, when she heard the commotion on the first floor.
“What do you mean you don’t know where she is?” Master’s voice boomed, his shoes pounding on the tile floor, as he stalked toward the foyer from the back of the house.
“She was right there, Sir. I went to the closet to pick an outfit for her to wear, and when I turned around, she was gone, sir.” Ganza’s voice was high-pitched.
“By Na, she’s just a slip of a thing. She couldn’t have gotten very far. If she’s gone, so help me God, you’ll be retiring early!” His dark, angry countenance glared at his staff before rounding the staircase and he was just starting to climb, when he saw Blythe at the top of the stairs.
“You!” He pointed his finger at her, and then toward the floor in front of him. “Get down here, immediately.”
Blythe shook her head. “N-no.” She spoke in a quiet, firm tone, suppressing her fear.
“Wrong answer!” He bounded up the stairs two and three at a time, not taking his eyes off her for a moment.
With a small screech, Blythe ran with her thighs pressed tightly together, not wanting to lose the hidden tool on the floor in front of him.
Just outside his bedroom, his hand snatched her by the upper arm, dragging her unceremoniously to the center of his room, leaving her shivering in fear before him.
“Where in the infernal hell were you?” he shouted, a vein bulging on his forehead.
“I went to use a bathroom down the hall.” It sounded weak even to her.
His eyes narrowed, taking a threatening step toward her, growling, “Why?”
“B-because I needed to use the facilities and, well, I wanted privacy.”
“You have no privacy! As my pet, you do as you’re told.” He put his hands on his hips, tossing his head back and closing his eyes briefly, before opening them again to glare at her. “You’ll be punished for this. I can’t blister your rear for as long as I’d prefer due to the bruising of your beating this week, so you’ll be receiving another punishment. One you’ll despise. I’m betting you’ll be wishing for a spanking before it is done, too!”
“Oh, no.” She backed up a couple of steps. She couldn’t tolerate another whipping. She just…couldn’t. But he didn’t care—it was written all over his face. The tic in his jaw and the twitching of his hand at his side were indicators of a man who would do as he pleased. “What is the other punishment, Master?”
“You’ll receive twenty with my belt, which may still be too much for your rear. And then, since you wanted to use the facilities with privacy—you’ll be stripped of any privacy. You’ll be required to urinate outside while wearing a leash—for a week. You will not wander around this house unsupervised again, young lady.”
“Out…outside?”
“Oh yes, my girl. Do you think you’ll be wishing for a blistering instead? Tough decision, isn’t it?”
She nodded back at him, her eyes brimming with tears, blinking them quickly away, the evidence of her remorse, tracking down her cheeks and drenching her neck. 
The nurse brusquely entered the room. Xan addressed her sharply, “Ganza, will you please draw Blythe a bath? She’ll need to soak after this. And then we’ll be discussing your involvement in this fiasco also.” Nodding, Ganza moved to the bathroom. He stalked toward his closet. “I need to find my wide belt.”
As soon as he disappeared, Blythe strained, pushing out the tool, depressing the button, she ejected a new sterile needle, and then pressed the purple button twice. With a racing heart, she hid behind the closet door, waiting for him to exit.
She willed herself to slow her breathing. Calm. Breath deep.
“You won’t be disappearing after this. I’m going to tear your—”
She depressed the needle into his neck.
His head turned, staring at her wide-eyed, dropping the belt to the floor. “Whhaaa…what did you do? How did you get that?”
He stumbled across the room, sitting drunkenly on the edge of the bed, desperately trying to keep himself in the upright position.
“It’s the sedative you gave me during my procedure. I doubled the dosage.” She picked up the belt and shook it in front of him. “And this? You can shove this up your rear!” She tossed it at him.
He fell onto his back on the bed. The belt landed in the middle of his chest.
“Sleep well, jerk.”
Blythe snuck into the bathroom, Ganza was bent over, swishing her hand in the water. She pressed the needle into Ganza’s neck also.
With a shout, the nurse rose, grasping her neck, her mouth agape. “Where is Master?”
“Sleeping on the bed. You’ll be asleep soon also.” She eased the woman to the floor, shutting the faucet off.
She ran to her room, grabbing the bag of clothes, supplies, and what little food she squirreled away. She had no time to worry about the non-essential items. Food, water, and clothes for warmth are what mattered now. Donning a sweatshirt and sweatpants she’d found of Xan’s, she quickly laced up a pair of his sneakers. They were definitely too big, ridiculously so, but she didn’t have much of a choice.
Ganza! She has shoes.
Blythe ran back to the bathroom, stripped the shoes off the old woman, and replaced Xan’s with Ganza’s. They’d still be too big, but much smaller than Xan’s.
She snatched a blanket from a side chair in his room for warmth. She had no idea where she’d end up—she may sleep under the stars and the blanket could literally save her life. Ideally, she’d find a house nearby and stay there.
Both her captors were asleep, and if luck was on her side, they would stay that way for a while.
 
***
She’d been planning this escape for three weeks, stashing away these awful wafer nutrient rich things, which were nowhere near as good as a cracker. But she would need the nutrients, so she’d been hiding them every day. She had these sweet lumps, again vitamin-filled, that kind of resembled a cookie. And although she hated them almost as much as the fish squares for breakfast, she brought the nutrient shakes and some food pills – anything she could get her hands on. Once she crossed the threshold and stood on the porch, fear struck her hard.
She had no idea where she’d run to, or who may see her. The goal was to stay hidden, away from the people of Endermere. She’d seen her image, and those of her shipmates, on the news often enough to know she’d be easily recognizable and turned over quickly to the authorities. She must find a way to Brinley’s and beg for mercy. Approaching Council of Nine or the police would be a dead end, and more than likely they’d return her to Xan.
The thought petrified her. His reaction to her leaving would be frightening at best, and to be returned would mean a punishment of epic proportions. He took submission and obedience to a whole new level. It was something she wasn’t familiar with, and watching his need to control and dominate her had been a study all by itself.
She shivered. Returning would not be an option.
Home.
She needed to go home, with her friends.
She ran through the overgrown land near Xan’s house. She didn’t really care where to, or how long it took. She just needed to get as far away as possible from that house, that man, and his rules.
 
***
The door creaked loudly. She peered inside, seeing nothing she shouted, “Hello?”
After receiving no response, she slipped into the dusty, apparently abandoned cabin. On Earth they’d call it a hunting cabin. Was it a retreat? A writer’s cabin?
Regardless, she needed shelter and warmth, and this place would meet both requirements. She dropped her bag onto a wobbly table in the middle of the room.. Putting her hand on the back of a wooden chair, testing it, she decided the chair was just as wobbly as the table but sturdy enough to hold her weight. She dropped into it, looking around.
Cobwebs filled the corners of the ceiling, and a fine white dust covered everything horizontal. She’d have to take a broom and cloth to everything, but, first, she needed a fire.
She had no axe or saw to cut anything, but she hoped to find enough wood on the ground to take the chill out of the little cabin.
She studied the room, noting a small stove, fridge, and pantry. When she opened the refrigerator door, the light came on.
Someone powers this place?
The hair on her neck rose. Who? She wouldn’t be able to stay here. She’d have to find new shelter tomorrow. Whoever owned this could come back. She scanned the ceiling, not seeing anything resembling a camera, but it could be concealed in the thick cobwebs. Off the kitchen area, there was a small room with a tiny bed, dresser, and a closet. Like everything else in the cabin, the bed was covered in dust, but it would do. She only needed a place to sleep until her new adventure tomorrow.
 



CHAPTER SIXTEEN
 
Xan had been pacing and raging for a while now. Probably too long. How had he slipped this badly? She’d been gathering enough supplies to fill a bag? How had he missed her taking an instrument?
He had stopped scrolling through his monitors every morning, that’s how.
When she’d first arrived, Xan had faithfully reviewed the activities of the day before on each camera in the house, watching for any questionable movement or situation then asking her about her actions later. But after a couple weeks of no concern, he’d become lackadaisical, had decided she had adjusted and become comfortable enough with her surroundings he didn’t need to worry.
How wrong I was!
He watched her shoving the medication rod into her vagina then sneaking down the hall. Unlocking the door! She’d found his spare key. When had he shown her its location?
Pounding the desk, he slumped into his desk chair. He had watched her make her way down the driveway then turn right and run through the brush into the fields.
He’d called the nearest neighbors and warned them his ward had decided to run off. Both of them laughed. They assured him they knew this little adventure would go nowhere. She’d be returned to his home in no time.
However, he wasn’t so sure. Blythe was smart and resourceful. Look at what she’d accomplished in three weeks’ time.
His ward was more than capable of successfully escaping. He needed to think, and he needed to do it fast. If the authorities or the Nine found out, his chances of promotion or even of keeping his ward would be destroyed.
I can’t lose her.
“That’s it!” He quickly searched his laptop, tapping loudly, his heart racing. He opened a new screen, zooming the lens, adjust the focus. “And there she is.”
On the screen, Blythe cut wood outside his cabin. He switched cameras, looking around the inside. There was her bag. She’d already started a small fire for warmth.
Good girl.
Leaning back, he watched his naughty girl do what was necessary for her well-being. An odd sense of pride filled him. The knowledge that she could handle any situation, knowing that she had the sensibilities to survive on her own, had him smiling with a new found respect for her strength and ingenuity.
Then anger rose to the surface, battling with pride. It was his job to keep her safe, and he had kept her safe. He’d assured she was fed, warm, protected…and loved. As much as he knew how to show love, at least. And weren’t those deeds proof he loved her. Wasn’t that what a Master did for his slave? They protected them, meeting all their needs.
Sure, part of being a Master was ensuring she obeyed and followed instructions, and administering harsh, swift punishment when necessary to guide her in the right direction. He wasn’t an easy dominant. He didn’t tolerate the behaviors many of his friends did. He expected more from his submissive…his partner.
“How long have you known, Sir? Are you going after her?”
Xan looked up at Billex, grinning “I’ll let her stay there overnight, and we’ll retrieve her tomorrow before she gets herself into real trouble. She’ll be a sorry girl.” He ground his teeth.
“I suspect she will be. Is there anything you need me to do, Sir?” Billex stood in his dark suit, his hands folded comfortably in front of him. He was a good employee. Xan had relied on him for years and would have never been able to run this house and his career without him.
“Just be ready to assist me in the morning when we pick her rear up. And make sure your communicator is on, tonight, so if I need you, you’ll know. If she starts to move, we’ll have to respond immediately. I can’t take the chance she’ll go to the authorities.”
Billex’s eyebrows furrowed. “Why not just fetch her now, Sir?”
Running his finger lightly over his moustache, he watched the monitors for a moment before responding. “I think I’d like her to think for a bit in complete seclusion. I suspect it’ll be good for her to feel alone, worried, and unsure. Sometimes people come to astounding realizations, and often profound emotions rise to the surface, while battling loneliness and fear. I suspect she may need some time to sort out what she really feels and thinks about things, and why not have it occur at my retreat in the woods?”
“Very wise, Sir.” He shook his head, chuckling. “If she even remotely suspected the severity of her return punishment, she’d run toward Endermere all night.”
“But, you see, that’s where she slipped in her planning. Her emotions and impulsivity had her discounting the consequences of her actions, and instead she’s decided to enjoy my retreat while feeling free from my constraints.” He drummed his fingers on the hard wood of his desk. “Soon enough, my bad girl will be regretting her little escapade. Very soon.”
“Indeed, Sir.” He dipped his head toward Xan. “I’ll leave you to your planning.”
 



CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
 
Blythe curled up under the blanket she’d brought from the Master’s bedroom. Pulling the soft plush fabric to her nose, she sniffed deeply. It smelled of him—leather, cologne, and man. Her clit throbbed. Did the very smell of him arouse her now? Was this a blasted mating call of some sort?
She missed the sound of him sleeping nearby, the steady, rhythmic rise and fall of his chest, along with his soft snore. His strong, muscled arms casually wrapped around her body, on those rare nights she slept overnight in his bed, his hand cupping a breast as she nodded off.
That’s over now. I’ve escaped and will find my shipmates and we’ll get the heck out of here!
She flipped over to her side, pushing the blanket to cover her ear, willing herself to rest. Her stomach growled. She put a hand on her belly, pressing inward, hoping to thwart it. She’d had a handful of cookies, a lukewarm lump of cheese, and something else resembling pepperoni. Not the best dinner, but she’d consumed dairy, carbs, and protein.
Back at Master’s house, he’d probably had a hot dinner with those starchy lumps and something similar to gravy, with meat and fresh-baked bread. Cook, who knew Master’s penchant for sweets, would have made a dessert for them.
Tonight, sitting on her wobbly chair at the similarly wobbly table, she missed kneeling at Master’s feet, opening her mouth obediently to receive whatever he decided her next bite should be. He would push her long hair off her shoulders, or he’d brush his knuckles softly over her face. He touched her in some fashion after every bite of food. He called them her reward for being such a good pet. A squeeze of a breast, the flick of her nipple—Blythe had begun to crave those rewards.
Sitting in the cold, dusty little cabin at her lonely table, her nipples ached for his rough, callused fingers, and her clit strained from under its hood, waiting for his feathery touch. Instead, she swallowed her nutritional, but not overly pleasing, dinner and readied for bed, hungry for food and for sexual gratification.
Stockholm syndrome.
It had to be. How, in just a month of being with someone did he become so integral that she missed him after on a few hours? How did she bond to Xan this quickly? Especially a man who had treated her so poorly some days? She’d been beaten, severely on many occasions, violated, and treated as a pet. Daily.
These weren’t situations to miss. And she didn’t…or did she?
No. She didn’t miss the corrections, as he called them. They were to be avoided at all costs. But did the corrections outweigh her Master’s care and concern for her?
At least her Master had shielded her from the angry Endermere citizens still enraged with the intruders who had crashed onto their beautiful shores. He’d taken her into his house and under his training when no one else would.
He kept her warm, fed, and clean, and when she behaved as he desired, her Master made sure she received affection, too. He cuddled her on his lap while he read. Xan would spend hours lazily feeding her decadent desserts and odd fruits she’d never seen on Earth. Later, after holding her for hours, her Master stroked and sucked her clit until she nearly fainted from the multiple orgasms, and, if she’d been a particularly good girl that day, he’d let her sleep in his bed until morning, safely encased in his arms.
Protected.
In this foreign place, an unknown planet, he was her safe haven. Xan had become someone who interceded on her behalf. Yes, he was a harsh disciplinarian with strict rules, but his caring exceeded the punishments. The large, hulking man protected her, sheltering her from a society that wanted her dead. He not only felt different, he caressed and cared for her daily, assuring that she was warm, fed, well-rested, and happy. That didn’t mean he didn’t have stringent rules, but it meant that as long as she obeyed and stayed within the boundaries of his care and love, she’d be his cherished pet, his good girl, his woman. 
Blythe didn’t have to worry about anything while at his house. The concerns of life melted away in his arms. The only thought on the forefront of her mind was to please her Master, mind his rules, serve him, and be his faithful pet and slave. 
Blythe flopped onto her back, frustrated. She needed sleep. 
And I need an orgasm.
She’d been denied masturbation for so long. Her Master had assured her the penalty would be one she’d regret for a weeks. Her pussy belonged to him and, as his slave, it was her duty to tell him when she was in need of one, or she was to wait until he rewarded her with an orgasm…or several at a time, if he deemed her worthy.
Slipping her hand into her pants, she eased her middle finger between the seam of her sex, gliding along the slippery, puffy lips, dipping her finger into her channel, wiggling it inside while the heel of her hand pressed on her mound. Her back arched, she ground into her hand, thrusting deeper, adding another finger her juices dripping, coating her hand. Increasing her rhythm, her sex milked her fingers. She tossed her head back, her eyes rolling, and her clit brushing against the slick, moist palm. Keening with her ascent, Blythe groaned, stiffening, her buttocks tightening with her release, the violent aftershocks jerking her hips.
She moaned with each thrust, repeating “Oh goodness. Oh goodness,” until the spasms became mild tremors. She flopped her hands to either side, closing her eyes, muttering in the dark, silent room. “Goodness! That was necessary.”
Maybe now I can focus on what is required!
She needed to get Master out of her mind. She had plans, and they did not include him.
She rolled over onto her belly, trying desperately to become comfortable. Blythe had grown used to sleeping and being naked for weeks now. Her clothes chafed her, making any position uncomfortable. But, finally, she felt sleep taking over, her thinking becoming hazy..
Her last thought before blessed slumber: I miss my collar. I wish I was in my heated pet bed.
 



CHAPTER EIGHTEEN
 
“We need to arrive at the cabin before dawn. She’s afraid of the dark and won’t leave until daylight. Do we have everything? Her collar, her large plug? Handcuffs, rope? Medication instrument?” Xan watched Billex open the container he’d just placed in the back of the vehicle, sorting through the things he’d packed.
“Yes, Sir. They’re all here.” He snapped the lid back on, closing the trunk. “And you were right, Sir. She stayed all night. When I checked the monitor this morning she was still asleep.”
“I know my pet, Billex. The thought of walking in the dark would be too overwhelming for her.” He tapped the band on his arm, checking the time. “The sun will be rising in four minutes. We’ll be there before she can leave.”
The men strapped themselves into the bucket seats. Xan flicked the switches and dials, and the engine whirred to life. Frost covered the windshield for only a moment before warmth from the heated window evaporated it.
His hands froze on the wheel. “Did we bring blankets and a heated jacket? My girl will be cold? She’s always cold.”
“Yes, Sir. I thought the same thing.” He smiled at Xan. “It’s nice to see you with someone, Sir. She’s a good girl…some days.”
“Today isn’t one of them. But, yes, I’ll be glad to have my girl home.” He pulled back on the handle, and the vehicle rose to hover over the ground. Following the GPS program that had been downloaded years ago to his cabin, the vehicle connected to the rails, traveling along the familiar route. Virtually silent, the vehicle sped over his land, the brown dead grass covered in spots with snow. The sun peeped over the horizon as they landed within feet of the cabin.
“Follow my lead. Have the shock wand ready, and I’ll snap her collar on immediately.” Xan nodded at his friend and assistant and shoved at the door. It refused to budge. Locked. He swiped his hand over the recognition pad. The door swung open.
“The heck?” Blythe tossed her bag over her shoulder and charged toward them. She must be trying to plow through them, knowing once she was outside she could attempt an escape. She wouldn’t succeed, of course, but her determination was admirable.
“Grab her!” Xan lunged toward her, just missing her arm.
She ducked, crouching close to the ground to run around them.
Billex placed the rod along her midsection and depressed the button.
With a loud groan, bordering on a screech, Blythe fell onto the dusty floor with a thud, landing on her belly.
Xan snapped her collar on. “What a perfect position.” He slapped her bottom several times—hard, his hand keeping her from rolling over. Her legs thrummed into the hardwood. “That’s just a warm up for your punishment when we get home. What were you thinking?”
“Forget you!”
“Stop! Level Three!”
Blythe’s body stiffened. The electrical shocks ran through her, her body convulsing. And as had happened previously, she lost control of her bladder, her gray sweat pants darkening with her urine.
“Ohhhh!” The poor girl’s face scrunched. Throwing her hands up, she sobbed pitifully.
His heart aching, he wanted to do nothing more than scoop her up, holding and rocking her. But she needed his consistency, he knew this to his bones. She responded to his discipline, it steadied her. He’d become a buoy for her—when all else made no sense—his structure and rules with the built in reward and punishment structure strengthened her.
Her doe eyes looked at him pleadingly. He knew she would want to hear him say good girl or my pet. Her face softened, her mouth curving into a smile. 
Xan knew she needed those words today, too. But, first, she needed punishment. Needed to know he couldn’t protect her when she ran away, couldn’t keep her from harm if she wasn’t under his wing. She’d learn the hard way today that actions have consequences and that a Master will never allow his slave to put herself in danger.
“Come, pet. We’ll get you out of these clothes. My girl is happiest naked, anyway Standing her up, he first took off his sweatshirt she was wearing and then his jersey underneath. Her nipples pebbled in the cold room. Both his hands cupped and squeezed her lush breasts. He had missed holding his girls. Tonight, he’d make up for lost time.
“We’ll be discussing how you stole my things, bad girl. It will not be tolerated. There will be a lash for every item taken without my permission. That leaves you answering for many things, girl, doesn’t it?
Her green eyes scanning his face, she choked out a sob. “Yes, Master.”
He shook his head disgustedly. “Such a bad girl.”
She sniffled, keeping her head down, swiping at her tears and dripping nose while he moved to her sweatpants.
Xan untied the string at the waist of his sweat pants she was also wearing, and because they were a couple of sizes too big they quickly puddled at her feet, the heavy material drenched. “Step out of those.”
She pulled her feet out and stood gloriously naked. Her round, soft belly had his cock twitching. Nothing excited him more than her curves, feeling her fleshy body under him, those plump thighs squeezing him.
Reaching around her, he clutched her round rear before slapping it again, the smack echoing in the cabin. The sunrise cast an amber hue in the room, as well as upon her pleasing form, making him want to harass her right there on the floor.
But Billex is here.
He cleared his throat, noticing her gaze had dropped to the growing bulge in his pants. He murmured in her ear after snatching her elbow. “You won’t be getting my cock until your rear has been blistered, bad girl. You’ll see what happens to a bad pet I call mine.”
Her cheeks pinkened with her blush. Blinking at him, she echoed, “Mine?”
Do I see hope? Does my Blythe want to be owned by me?
“You’ll wish you weren’t mine when I’m done with you today. I don’t think you’re prepared for the consequences you’ve earned.” Before she could respond, he dragged her out the door, leaving Billex to pick up her belongings.
He swiped his hand over the panel on the vehicle and the trunk opened. “I know it is cold out here. This will go quickly if you behave. If you don’t, then you’ll freeze. Choice is always yours, pet.
Pressing his hand between her shoulder blades, he bent her over, her breasts resting on the floor of the trunk. Her bottom was pink, with the red outline of his fingers showing in some places.
Billex lumbered out of the cabin with his arms full of clothes and supplies.
Looking over his shoulder, Xan said, “Billex, thank you for gathering those. Can you hand me her plug and tail, please.”
She growled, deep in her throat. Obviously, she wasn’t pleased. Good.
“Quiet. No back talk.” He pushed down on the small of her back, her bottom spreading. “Now ,open for your tail.”
“It’s not—” 
He dropped the metal plug with a thud next to her then slapped her bottom furiously. He took satisfaction in knowing that the pain in her bottom would be harsher.
Dancing on her toes, she repeated, “I’m sorry. I’m sorry.”
“Are you? Because your behavior says otherwise. Spread your legs and open your jerk for this plug, or I swear I’ll give you an enema when we get home. Try me.”
Her little pucker opened, pulsing and winking at him with every squeeze of her sphincter. He had no doubt the fear running through her body had her clenching often. She readily accepted the plug he slipped into place. “Good pet.”
He tied the tail to the flange then ran his fingers through the fine, soft white fur. “Stay still.” He backed away, saying loudly, “Behave. Level Two!”
Tremors overtook her body, not as intense this time, but enough that her knees gave way, the weight of her body supported by the trunk alone. Her bottom swayed, the flesh wobbling pleasantly. He swore his cock would claw its way out of his pants at this rate.
The shock abruptly ended, followed by her quiet cries.
“That and your red rear should keep your quiet on the way home, and then, for the duration of the ride, you can ponder what your punishment is going to be like if this is just the warmup. You’d do well to fear it, girl.”
Jerking her upright, he walked her to the front passenger seat so he could keep a close eye on her. Billex climbed into the back, shock wand at the ready. Good man.
“You’ll behave and keep your mouth shut for the short trip home. Billex has the wand poised and ready for any misbehavior on your part. If I were you, I’d do my best to not piss him off.”
“I’m sorry, Master.” Her lips quivered, silent tears tracking down her cheeks.
“It’s too late for that, my dear. But we’ll discuss your actions and remorse in great detail today, and maybe…just maybe, I’ll accept your apology later. The day is young. We’ll see.”
 



CHAPTER NINETEEN
 
Blythe stood in his office, as instructed, waiting for him to return. Her knees shook, her belly flipping. She’d had enough of his beatings to know this would be severe, and although he’d never broken skin, the bruises and ache in her muscles often had her sore for days.
On the ride home, he’d said to her, “You didn’t even take the time to think about my reaction. How I would feel when I realized you were gone? How worried I would be. Did it occur to you that you could have, with your lack of knowledge, killed Ganza and me? Your impulsive behavior put not only yourself at risk but also us. Your actions will reap severe consequences. Did you think about any of that? What would happen if I hadn’t caught you?”
The tic in his jaw and the angry thin line of his lips had her so frightened, she had just shaken her in head in reply.
And he was right. She hadn’t thought of the consequences. As a child, she’d been told she needed to plan her actions better. People, wise people, planned not only the steps they wished to take, but they also took into account the consequences.
Once again, she’d planned and had her supplies and steps figured out. She even knew her desired end result. But, she’d neglected to take into account her Master would find her, would re-capture her then punish her severely.
She clenched her buttocks, hearing his footsteps on the stairs. Holding her breath, she stared at the huge wooden door, expectantly. Like every door in the house, it swung open silently, all hinges greased.
He came into the room, his eyebrow knitted, jaw clenched. He went to his cabinet, extracting what he needed, dropping a paddle and hairbrush with a loud clatter onto his desk before his hands went to the buckle on his belt then paused. “Come here, pet. Crawl.”
She dropped to her knees, gracefully, as she’d been trained then got onto all fours, her breasts dangling, her nipples furling, the plump flesh bumping with her arms as she crawled toward him. She stopped in front of him, head down, staring at his shiny, black dress shoes.
“Up on your knees. Eyes on me.”
Blythe rose, clasping her elbows behind her as she’d also been trained, looking into those cold black eyes, hoping for—but not finding—mercy.
He stared, his hand twitching at his side—those tells were never a good sign for her bottom.
“Take my belt off, fold it, and kiss it. Then hand it to me.”
She swallowed. He wanted her to touch it? She clenched her bottom hole. A shiver running through her body, she stared at the dreaded implement he loved so much.
“I suggest you obey, girl. Quickly.”
“Y-yes, Master.” Although she tried to control it, her fingers shook, making the task even more difficult than she anticipated. She slipped the leather tail through the silver buckle.
It’s his thin dress belt. I hate this one.
She’d been punished with both his thick, wide strap and the thin, whippy dress one he wore today. Though she didn’t favor either, the bite of the thin one made it hard to control her movements and reactions.
After pulling the metal post from the hole, she pulled the buckle away. The jingle of the tooth hitting the metal made her clit throb.
Why does this arouse me?
“I see your eyebrows furrowing. Stop thinking and just do it.” He spoke barely above a whisper, but the rasp in his voice and the jut of his cock behind the thin fabric said he was aroused by this, too.
Grasping the buckle in her right hand, she pulled, the leather free from the loops on his pants. Using her left hand she grasped the rest of the length, gathering it in a folded-over manner. Taking a deep breath, she brought it to her lips and kissed the cool leather. She lifted her gaze to meet his, offering the evil belt to him in both hands. “For you, Master.”
“You can be such a good girl when you want to be.” He took the belt from her and let his hand fall to his side. He slapping it against his leg. “On your hands and knees again. Turn your bottom toward me.”
Hesitantly, she turned, her heart racing, waiting for the lash.
“We’re going to deal with the stealing now.” He flipped her tail onto her back, giving it a yank before letting it go.
Blythe gasped. Her rectum tightened.
“Recite for me what you stole from my house for your little escapade.” He tapped the leather on her bottom in warning. She knew if she forgot even one item he’d cataloged—and she had no doubt he had a list on his desk—he’d lash her for leaving an item out.
She couldn’t think. Her mind blurred. Worry and fear gripping her, stealing her thoughts and voice.
He tapped his shoe on the floor. The intensity and rhythm of the tapping increased.
“Um…your shirt, sweatshirt, sweatpants…a bag…flashlight, blanket…cookies, cheese…that meat stuff…a light.” Her throat attempted to work around the growing lump. Think! “Um…that’s it…I think…M-Master.”
Repeated swaths of burning pain, like fire, swept across the broadest part of her buttocks. She tried to crawl away from him, only to find he’d taken hold of her tail, keeping her in place by the sheer screaming pain of the plug in her pucker.
“You forgot Ganza’s shoes!” Each word was accentuated with a blistering smack of the belt.
“Yes!”
“You forgot the medication instrument and my jacket!”
The leather whipped the underside of her bottom and upper thighs. She danced on her knees, frantically trying to escape his wrath and only held back by the sphincter muscles straining against the plug.
“You stole money and the keys to my medical room and cabin!”
The only satisfaction she had at this point was how winded he’d become from the exertion of beating her rear. It was, however, small consolation for the pain and no doubt escalating marks on her backside.
She no longer heard the whacks of leather on her skin, but the pain continued to mushroom. Dropping her head to the floor, she wept openly, commiserating on her pathetic situation and the foolishness of thinking she could escape.
The belt clinked behind her, and through her hiccups, she felt relief her whipping had ended, but she knew him well enough to understand her punishment was far from over.
“In the corner with you. We’ll discuss your other punishments when your time is up.”
She crawled, her tears wetting the floor, her knees getting damp from them. Once in the corner, Blythe knelt, grasping her elbows behind her, her belly touching the walls as required. She knelt on her rug. The rug he loved to place her on, the one that made her cry every time she read it.
Why were you a bad girl?
She choked out a sob. Why?
Why were you a bad girl?
His heavy footfalls stopped at her side. She didn’t dare look, but, in her peripheral vision, his dark, pointy dress shoes came into view.
Pinching each nipple harshly, pulling on them, elongating her breasts, he murmured, “I missed my belly. You keep those nipples against the wall or I’ll spank your rear again. Hear?”
“Yes, Master.”
“You say that so pretty. Why were you such a bad girl?” He tsked loudly, walking away.
The whisper of fabric and the whoosh of the cushion from his weight let her know he sat behind his desk.
My punishment log.
Her Master liked documenting everything, every spanking and punishment she’d earned, delighting in reading them aloud to her in the evening.
She wished she could take a peek at it—if she could read their language—have a bit of knowledge of what was in store for her, but maybe not knowing would be better.
Her eyelids felt heavy. She hadn’t slept well in that dark, secluded cabin and had spent most of her night wishing she hadn’t left and was lying safely in his arms, protected and warm. Now, with one punishment past, her adrenalin easing, she wanted nothing more than sleep. But her Master wouldn’t be relenting for a while yet. Not after what she’d done.
 



CHAPTER TWENTY
 
Marking down her punishments in her punishment log had become a source of great pride, and he enjoyed even more reading them out loud to her, while her cheeks blushed with embarrassment.
Watching her submit to something so humiliating, especially given her rebellious nature, spoke of the level of training she’d received in such a short time.
It hadn’t been easy forcing her to comply with his rules, but the reward had been greater than with someone who passively responded. However, today, she’d incurred a punishment that had him worried. He wanted her to understand the severity of her actions, wanted her to fear ever doing something even remotely close to it again.
But the fear of going too far, of pushing her away, had him reconsidering…even questioning himself.
Xan wasn’t used to that. He’d spent most of his life following his gut reaction, never doubting his actions. If he messed up or made a wrong move, he’d just readjust and come back to surpass his initial goals.
But this woman—this lovely, curvaceous, tiny woman—she’d turned his world upside down. He suddenly questioned everything he did, not wanting to go too far. Not that he’d ever let her know. But losing her wasn’t an option anymore. She was…his. He wanted anyone who found her—whether he was dead or alive—to know she belonged to Xan Breckett.
Her rear was already bruised, and it seemed only highlighted by sharp contrast with the white tail. It was the reason he started with the belt. He wanted to get the bulk of the bruises done in the beginning. Besides, it started her punishment on a very serious note, conveying how the rest of the session would continue.
He adjusted the length of his cock—again. With the worst case of sarr sac he’d had in years, he really needed to harass her—and soon.
Rising from his chair, he rounded his desk to sit on the corner. “Come here, bad girl.”
She stiffened, backing away from the corner to crawl toward him on her hands and knees. Her breasts swayed, bouncing and bumping against each other.
Impossibly, he lengthened even more within the constriction of his clothing. He whispered, “I swear by Na, I want to do nothing more than forget you.”
When she was within arm’s reach, each hand seized a plump breast, pillowing them, envisioning his cock pounding the plentiful flesh. Her small, rosebud mouth only inches from his hard penis wasn’t helping his plight at all. He quickly dropped her breasts, needing to focus.
“Time to talk about privacy, my pet.”
Adorably, her eyebrows knitted before straightening.
“You lied to Ganza and myself, saying you needed privacy. But after thinking about it, I suspect that is an issue for you. Am I correct?”
“Yes, Master.”
“And you broke into my medical room and stole my medication wand. I’ve already punished you for stealing. I’m talking about breaking into my office…and invading my privacy as well. You did that, correct?” He raised his eyebrows, waiting for her response.
“Yes, Master.”
He stood from the corner, walking across the room to look out a window at the backyard. “You see, I have an ingenious correction for that. You desire privacy, to the point of breaking not only my rules, but the law to obtain it…so the logical penalty is losing all privacy.” He turned around his hands laced behind his back, stalking toward the petrified girl with the wide eyes, her throat visibly working as she swallowed.
“You’ll be voiding your bladder outside…on a leash. As a real pet, until I’ve decided you’ve earned the privilege of using the bathroom in the house again.”
“B-but…can you do that?” Her tone suggested defiance, but her watery gaze said something different.
“Poor girl. You have no idea the things I can and will do to you. You are mine. The Council of Nine gave you to me. You would’ve been killed, cremated, and tossed into the sea long ago if I hadn’t volunteered to take you as my ward and slave.”
Her mouth opened slowly. “You…you volunteered…for me?” “Yes, pet. I chose you. I like an intelligent woman with a spark, not easily subdued. You have that by the bucket load.” He tilted her chin up, kissing her nose. “I chose you. Wanted you.”
He barely heard her whisper, “I’m sorry. I’ve been a disappointment.”
Did she believe that?
“My dear, I’m upset and quite angry at the moment with your reckless and irresponsible behavior, but I’m in no way disappointed or regretful of my choice. You may doubt your ability to submit, to become my slave, but I have no qualms about your ability. Or mine in training you, for that matter.”
Her eyes brightened through her tears, but she didn’t respond. But he knew it would work out. He’d believe for both of them.
“Come. Before your next punishment, I’ll bring you outside to void.” He snapped the leather leash onto her collar, giving it a gentle tug. “You’ll stay on your hands and knees.”
“Won’t Cook and Billex see?” She pulled her head back, almost jerking the length of leather out of his hand.
He raised his eyebrows in surprise. “Are you really doing this right now? You’ll crawl and do as I say, regardless of who is around. If you require further training on obeying in front of others, you won’t like how I do it. I suggest you comply before I add that to your punishments.”
She quickly dropped her head and stared at the floor then crawled, albeit slowly, toward him.
Smart girl.
As she had voiced and feared, both Billex and Cook were talking in the kitchen when they entered. Xan announced their presence loudly. “The bad girl has to urinate outside until she earns back the right to privacy. Don’t mind us. Carry on.” Looking over his shoulder, he noted her face was red, the blush creeping down her neck to her chest. Xan had no doubt having her hair as a veil comforted her immensely.
The late fall day had warmed nicely. He walked her to the side of his property, near some neatly trimmed bushes then snapped a twig from one of them and stripped its leaves. “I’ll have this little switch ready for your naughty bum, so I suggest you abide quickly to my orders. Yes?”
“Yes, Master.”
“Up on your haunches, jerk pointing straight down, knees up. You’ll piss in this position, legs wide open. Nothing hidden from your Master. Nothing.”
She choked out a sob, shaking her head. She didn’t dare say no out loud, but even a nonverbal negative response wouldn’t be tolerated by him.
He flicked the twig quickly, snapping her backside, leaving red lines with every swipe. “Yes! Do it now!”
The incentive worked, and she didn’t delay getting into position.
“Hold your tail off the ground. And, stop that infernal crying and relieve yourself.”
He stood quietly watching her. Her pink lips glistened with her arousal. It excited him that she responded so easily to his domination, that her body literally dripped with need.
Her hiccups began to grate on his nerves. He growled, “If necessary, I’ll beat the piss out of you.” He paused letting that sink in. “Is that what you want?”
She sobbed. “Nooooo, Master.”
“Then piss! We’re not leaving until the deed is done.”
She closed her eyes, stilling her cries, and within seconds, the hiss of her urine could be heard.
“Keep your tail up.” Waiting patiently until she’d finished, he gently held her by the elbows. Helping her trembling legs to straighten, he walked her away from the area. Rubbing her back he said, “You did it—my sweet pet. It’ll be easier every time. Now, back on your knees. You have a paddle waiting for you inside.”
 



CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE
 
Blythe lay on the bed, hiccups racking her body. He’d paddled her mercilessly upon re-entry to the office. That one had been for the act of medicating them, putting their lives in danger. Gingerly, she let her fingertips graze over her welted, sore rear. She couldn’t tolerate any more. She just couldn’t. But he’d sent her up here with no sign of clemency, telling her to lie face down on the bed, and that he’d be up shortly.
She tried valiantly to halt her crying, but her body and emotions seemed to need the release. She’d actually missed him, wanted to be back at his house—safe, warm, and cared for. But after this…she wondered at her level of sanity.
And now she’d be forced to use the backyard like the family dog?
His shoes fell heavily on the wooden stairs. Her body trembled. Clutching the bedspread in her fists, she fought off the urge to run…anywhere. Would he actually punish her again?
The door clicked shut. “Blythe?”
She picked her head up, turning to look him in the eye—but focused on his empty hands.
“No more spankings. You’ve had enough, for now, girl, though we’re far from done. But I won’t be disciplining your backside anymore today…or any day soon either.” He sat on the bed next to her, opening the nightstand to pull out a tube of the healing lotion he’d used on her before. It had been wonderful, soothing the pain and reducing the intensity of the bruising and marks.
“Yes, Master.”
“I take care of what is mine. I’m not sorry for your blistering today, my pet. But, I don’t want you suffering, either. I believe the lesson has been learned.” He cool fingers worked the ointment into her bottom.
Sucking in air through her teeth, Blythe knew the pain of rubbing it in would be worth it. She exhaled, her shivery breath ending on another hiccup racking her chest.
“My poor pet,” Master cooed.
Blythe closed her eyes, resting on her arms, relaxing into his ministrations, remembering how afraid she’d been at the cabin alone…and hungry. Remembered how she longed to be in this bed—his bed—feeling his arms around her. She may have been severely punished, and deservedly so, but she felt calm, protected, and almost…glad? Glad to be back at his house.
As if he’d read her mind, he questioned softly, “Are you sorry I found you?”
“No, Master.”
“I know you’re unhappy right now, but the spankings are necessary. I can’t have you do this again. Ever. I was so worried until I checked my camera for the cabin and saw you there. The relief I felt, you can’t even imagine.”
She leaned up on a hip to look at him closely. He genuinely meant it. There was no anger, sarcasm, or mirth present. Just honest caring. “I just… I thought if I could get home, back to Terra, I’d find everyone I love. I miss my family and my friends. I don’t even know where my shipmates are. I had to try.”
He nodded, his eyes misting. “I never anticipated falling for you. An assistant was all I expected, and a good slave, after some training, but I never in a million years thought I’d fall in love.”
Does he mean that?
He cleared his throat, tossing the ointment back into the dressers, and abruptly stood. “On your back, pet. Lace your hands behind your head. Knees up.”
She’d become familiar with this position. He liked her pussy spread wide for him.
Is he going to punish me there?
She clenched with worry.
“What was that for?”
She stared back at him, not responding.
“Pet?” He dragged out the word in warning.
“I wondered if you were going to spank my pussy?”
He shook his head, smiling. “Not tonight. I have other plans for your hot groin.” He slipped his clothes off, taking off his white dress shirt first. His tanned chest came into view, the muscles rippling in his shoulders and biceps rippling. Her eyes followed the thin line of hair dipping inside his pants. He slowly unbuckled his belt, and although she knew it wasn’t necessary, he pulled the length from his pants—fast. The ker-schlap of the leather whipping against the cloth loops had her hips swiveling, tightly squeezing her buttocks and little hole.
“That’s the response I was hoping for. Is your groin dripping, girl?”
“Goodness. Yes, Master.” Her hips thrust upward. She shifted her body, her labia giving her clit a quick rub.
Having undone his zipper and button, his pants and boxers whispered down his legs, puddling at his feet. He pointed his finger directly at her. 
“You rub that clit again, and I’ll spank your little pussy, regardless of the fact that I said I wouldn’t. You keep those pretty pink ruffles and little nub exposed to me.”
“Yes, Sir.” She opened her legs, the moist lips of her sex opening, air brushing along the sensitive flesh, her womb clenched tightly. A quiet gasp escaped her lips.
Now free from the restraint of his boxers, his cock sprang up, jutting forward, bouncing in front of her. “You’re dripping onto my sheets, girl.” He slid facedown across the bed, pulling each of her legs over his shoulders, then cupping a jerk cheek with each hand.
Blythe swore the pain from her bottom shot straight to her sex, but when he circled her clit with his tongue, her feet pressed into the bed, her hips rising, and she then slid her sex along his nose. She ground along his face until those large hands left her buttocks gripping her hips, holding her still.
“Ohhhh God!” She growled with frustration at being held immobile, her back arching and her neck lengthening.
He chuckled into her pussy, the vibration traveling along the tissue,. Licking and poking with the tip of his tongue, he missed not a spot. She struggled against his tight hold, gasping and moaning with each swipe of his expert mouth.
He pulled away, blowing lightly on the bundle of nerves, and she screeched in response, gripping his hair, desperately attempting to force his face back to her pussy.
“Girl! If you know what’s good for your little donkey, you’ll put those hands back in place.” His dark eyes peeped above her mound, pinning her with a stern glare under furrowed brows.
Her sex clenched and before she could comply, an orgasm overcame her, teeth gritting while spasm after spasm shook her body.
“I wasn’t even licking or touching you. You just came on your own?”
Between breathy pants, she laughed. “It was…the threat…the rumble of …your voice.”
He whistled low, murmuring, “Well, incredible.”
With her eyes closed, she felt the bed dip under his movement and heard him pad to the adjoining bathroom. The door opened and closed, water running. He returned and opened the nightstand drawer then and closed it.
“We have one more punishment in this room tonight, pet.”
Her eyes flew open, finding him standing with his cock jutting in front of him, holding the impossibly large dildo modeled after him in his hand, lube in the other. “We’re inserting this into your bottom. You’ll be taking the whole of me tonight.”
 



CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO
 
Xan knelt on the bed, twirling his finger toward Blythe. “Roll over. Get your rear up.”
“Oh!” Her voice quivered, but she rolled over obediently. The marks and bruises on her bottom were serious. The cream would lessen the visibility of many of them by morning, but it didn’t alleviate the guilt washing over him.
She’d taken almost the complete length of him with their nightly practice, but this would be the first time she’d receive it all and for punishment. Her ability to handle it or having an orgasm was of no concern to him. He wouldn’t injure or damage her in any way, of course, but her arousal wouldn’t be of significance. This had to do with his satisfaction, and would be an act to re-establish their roles.
As the dominant Master, he required she put his needs above her own. Misbehavior took her out of his good graces, creating an imbalance in their power dynamic. Defiance on her part meant she still wanted control, wanting to manipulate him, topping from the bottom. Obedience was rewarded; defiance incurred punishment.
A slave who had broken the rules was not allowed to come. Even though she had come on her own without any touch or assistance on his part—had gone off like a firecracker.
She is full of surprises.
She eyed the dildo, pale and trembling. She should trust him more. He already knew she would receive it with minimal exertion or he wouldn’t be doing it.
But, she doesn’t know that.
It was a good thing for her to have a healthy fear of him. He needed her to trust him, but knowing he’d do things that frightened her, pushing her limits, would help her trust him implicitly.
“Rear up, girl. You know the routine by now.” He slapped the outside of her thigh. Her insolence knew no bounds.
She pulled her hips up, widening her legs as trained.
“Pull your cheeks apart and keep them spread.”
Her long slender finger spread open her red bottom. Her little hole opened slightly for him. After lubing the dildo, he pressed the head easily into her. “Push back, girl. Open for me.”
The first two thirds slipped in easily—the size she’d been accepting of him. Now to get the rest into her. He added more lube to her hole, putting a large dollop on the dildo. He pumped the hard plastic in and out of her, pushing it deeper into her dark channel. “Almost there, pet.”
“I can’t. We have to stop. I’ll…I’m going to rip.”
“You’re not even close to ripping. And, no, we’re not stopping. Push back and quit whining.” Reaching under her, he stroked her clit, gliding along the copious juices coating her labia, dipping the tip of his finger into her sex, stroking along the soft tissue. The tight ring of muscle thinned around the girth of the insertable, her keening taking on a higher pitch than he liked.
He continued to press down on the cock, while stroking her clit.
Her breathing increased, her breasts wobbling with the activity, jostling against his upper arm, causing his cock to jerk in response, pre-cum beading on the tip. “Push. Harder!”
Blythe strained, pushing her hips back and with a shout that resembled resembling a long growl, the last of the dildo disappeared, the pink pucker closing around the neck of the toy.
“Good girl.”
Her face relaxed against the sheets, sweat beading on her brow. She released her grip on the bedspread and shook her hands lightly.
“On your back. I want to come inside you before I take your rear.”
His balls ached, and if he didn’t come soon, he’d never last in her rear. He’d been wanting to harass her since he’d stripped her at the cabin. Between the two paddlings, her voiding outside, and all the other activities, he felt like a gentle breeze would have him going off.
Trying desperately to hide his smile, he listened to her groaning with each exaggerated slow move, the dildo obviously uncomfortably jostling with every shift of her body. She looked adorable, moving at a sloth’s pace to recline on her back.
“I’m growing impatient with your deliberate slowness. If you don’t pick up the pace, I’ll find something to help you hop to it.”
“It hurts!” she whined, pouting at him.
Is she trying to manipulate me for sympathy?
And this is why he had hesitated in displaying his love for her. He didn’t want her to think she could sway his decisions by using his feelings against him.
“Pouting is cured with a hairbrush. Have you ever heard that before?”
Her eyes widened, and she shook her head.
“Let me get mine.” He moved toward the edge of the bed to retrieve his hairbrush from the bathroom.
She flopped onto her back immediately. She closed her eyes, holding her belly. The large intrusion must be cramping her intestines.
He positioned himself between her legs, sitting on his heels, waiting for her eyes to flutter open. “New rule. If I move to retrieve an implement, or start unbuckling my belt, it will be used whether you decide to quickly comply or not. You will respond before a threat is made, clear?”
“Yes, Master.”
Lining his mess up to her, he slipped into her hot, moist groin. Her hot sheath pulsing around him, squeezing tightly.
His balls drew up close. He pumped into her, increasing his pace, his cock lengthening.
Blythe grunted with each impale.
“I’m coming, girl.” The slapping of their skin echoed off the walls of his room, his body slamming against her. The familiar tingle in base of his spine preceded his shout, his cock spurting his seed into her. Slipping from her to rest on his haunches, he stared at her bright pink pussy, now dripping with his semen.
“I missed your hot groin, girl.”
“I missed a lot of things here.” Her voice sounded small, wistful.
“Like what, my pet?” He was anxious to hear what ran through her head during her time of loneliness.
Squirming, she averted her eyes. With a hand to her chin, he pulled her to him, and she stuttered out her answer, “I missed feeling your arms around me. I missed my pet bed.” She looked over at her bed up against the wall. “I missed feeling safe and protected. I missed you.” Her cheeks blushed at the admission. “I think I realized I love you, too, Master.”
He swallowed past the lump in his throat, his chest constricting.
She loves me? After everything I’ve done to her?
“Do you still feel that way? Even after your punishments today?”
She nodded, tears brimming in her eyes, dampening her long lashes.
He reached out, pulling a long strand of her red hair, twirling it between his fingers. “I’ll do my best to love and care for you the way you deserve. You’ll be my cherished pet…my slave.” Springing the curl from his finger, he stared at her quietly before whispering, “But you do know part of that care means I’ll punish you for misbehavior, right, my pet?”
Biting her lip, she nodded.
Rising from the bed, he cleared his throat. “Then roll onto your belly. Rear up.”
She swiped at her tears and rolled over the pulled her knees up until her broad bottom spread before him, the peach colored flange peeking between her well-spanked cheeks. He tapped the end, pressing it up against the tight whorl.
“Are you ready? Push back.”
She sighed into the blankets, but when he pulled on the dildo, it slipped easily out. “Good girl.”
He carried the toy to the bathroom and left it on the floor of the shower then stood in the doorway to the bathroom, staring at his woman, still in position, her breasts dangling under her, her little hole gaping open, calling to him.
How did I get so lucky?
His cock, rigid again, bounced in front of him, just as eager, apparently, to get on with the. Grasping her hips, he pulled her closer to the edge of the bed and reached around her hips to slap her breasts. Each jiggled and wobbled with his sharp smacks. The pale peach skin turned pink under his punishing swats, her nipples hard as steel. He tweaked them, pulling down on them roughly, stretching the globes.
Her hips jerked in response, pushing her bottom back, rubbing against his cock. Her wet lips smacked and slid along him.
This woman kept him painfully rigid most of the day. He’d chosen the voracious one.
He slid his cock through her slit, bumping against her clit, coating it liberally with her juices. “I doubt you’ll want to come from anal tonight, but in case you feel the urge? You’re forbidden from coming—at all. This is for me. I won’t damage you, I promise. But your satisfaction and arousal are of no concern to me. I’m your dominant. Your Master. You answer to me, doing as ordered. Running away is no longer an option. You’ve learned that, hopefully.”
“But—”
“No! No coming. Period!” Grabbing the lube, he generously coated his cock, dropping a large dollop onto her bottomhole, working it into her channel with first two and then three fingers.
“I’m… Master?”
“Yes, pet?”
“I’m afraid. What if—” Her voice trembled, her last word caught on a sob.
“Shhhh.” He stroked the small of her back, lightly. “Listen to me, girl. Are you listening?”
“Yes, Master.”
“You’ve taken easily two thirds of me before. And just now you took the whole of me in the form of the dildo, right?” He stroked her bruised rear, sliding up to her back, soothing her.
“Yes.”
“I’ll not take you further than you can go. You’ll just have to trust me on this.”
She pulled in a deep breath.
He stilled, the room deafening with its silence, while he waited for her to reason this through, to accept his dominance. That’s what this was about…power and control. She needed to give up this last vestige, to stop trying to manipulate or influence his behavior. “Are we ready, my dear?”
“Y-Yes, Master.”
He pressed the tip of his cock to her tight whorl, restraining the need to pound into her, taking her to the hilt with one thrust. Gritting his teeth, closing his eyes briefly, he, too, took a deep breath, steadying himself for the task ahead.
Slowly he pushed himself in, stroking and brushing his fingers along her hips, murmuring platitudes, easing her worry. He eased slowly from her dark channel, pushing farther each time.
“That’s a girl. Push back.”
She whined, opening wide for him—the muscles thinning to accept him. He prodded, thrusting against the resistance, until he entered her completely, his groin pressing against her. Stilling, he let her body adjust.
“It’s in, baby. You’re holding the whole of me inside you.”
“I…I am?”
“You are.” He smiled, hearing the shock and pride in those two words. “I’m going to pump into you, now. And remember, you will not come. That’s a pleasure only good girls experience, and you, pet, weren’t a good girl, were you?”
“No, Master. I’m sorry.” Her quiet cries tugged at his heart strings, but he couldn’t relent. Wouldn’t relent. If she wished for a reward, it required submission—ideally, complete submission.
“Relax against the movement. Keep yourself open and relaxed, girl.” He slowly thrust into her, his hands holding her buttocks open. Watching his girth, spreading her thin, the muscle stretching, pulling tightly over him. The pucker gone from her little hole.
“Will you run away again, pet?”
“No, Master!”
His hand dipped into her, circling her clit, keeping her arousal at bay, but allowing just enough to diminish the discomfort. Her panting increased, her hips slapping against his groin, pushing herself over his length.
Pulling away from the tight nub, he slapped her breast hard. “Who’s your Master, girl?”
“You, Sir.” Gasping and the stiffening, she responded to his slap just as he had hoped—abating her arousal. Her breathing returned to normal.
“Mine! You’re mine!” Pounding her mercilessly, his cock hardened even more, his balls drawing up until he hammered her groin one last time, shouting, seeing stars behind his eyes, the growl continuing with every spurt of his seed into her bottom. His hips continued to pump, and he faintly became aware of her cries. “Pet?”
No answer.
“Blythe.” His word was spoken with warning. “What is wrong?”
“I’m sorry. So sorry.”
He pulled his cock from her and lay on the bed, pulling her into his arms. “Are you okay? Are you hurt?”
“No. I’m just sorry I was bad and ran away.” Her tears wet his neck and chest.
“I know. It’s all forgiven.” He kissed her brow gently.
“And I d-didn’t get to come, too.” She cried anew.
He couldn’t help but chuckle. “No worries, pet. Next time, we’ll make sure you come, too.”
She nodded into his chest, her sweet-smelling hair brushing his chin.
“I have one more thing I’d like to do with you.”
She pulled back to look at his face, her brows knitted in confusion.
“I’ve hesitated doing it, but I’d really like it if you’ll agree.”
“Okay.” She lengthened the word.
“I was so worried when you ran away. You have no idea—”
“I’m sor—” 
Putting a finger to her pretty pink lips, he said, “Shhhh. Let me get this out before interrupting again.
“I kept thinking, what if someone finds her? Will they know who she belongs to? Will they just give her to another fostering family?”
His throat tightened remembering his fear and anxiety.
“I want to mark you, to make it known to anyone who finds you that you belong to me. That you are mine.”
“Mark me?” Her green eyes darkened, her white teeth worrying her lip.
“Yes.” He pulled her lip out, running his finger along the velvet softness. “I’d like to have my initials tattooed onto you…a mark that says you belong to me. But it would be hidden—only showing to you and I, but, if necessary, proving who owns you.”
He waited for her reaction. Would she be disgusted? Angry? Had he gone too far with ownership…wanting to brand his woman, marking her as the slave of an alien?
“Where?”
“On your labia. It would please me immensely.”
She blinked, staring at him, her pulse fluttering in her neck. “It would hurt…a lot.”
He nodded back. “I’d lessen it with some pain medication, but yes. I’d like it to be a penance, a labor of love…a sacrifice of sorts.”
He watched her closely. Would she be disgusted? She stared at the ceiling, blinking silently. She bit her lip, looking out the window for a bit.
Then, turning back to him, she nodded. “Okay.” She smiled weakly.
He squeezed her tightly into his embrace. Pride overwhelmed him. His slave, his girl, accepted wearing his mark.
“I’d like to do this now, before you lose your nerve.”
Her throat worked to swallow. “It’s probably a good idea.”
 



CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE
 
“You need to void before the tattoo, pet.” Xan snapped the leash into place on the round metal ring of her collar. Blythe crawled past his staff, her head held high this time, her tail brushing along her thighs.
Once outside, he picked a spot near the back of the house. Grasping a twig, he said, “Do I need a switch for your naughty little donkey, this time?”
“No, I’ll pee on my own.”
“We’ll see. Won’t we?” He watched her get into position. Her knees bent, her soft belly and plump breasts pillowing around her legs, her pussy, prominently displayed in contrast to the white thighs framing it.
She closed her eyes, willing herself to urinate in this exposed and embarrassing position…and it pleased him more than she’d ever know. Her quiet submission allowed him to view the most private of acts.
The liquid bubbled from between her lips, flowing in a steady stream from her body to the cold, hard ground, rolling downhill to puddle behind her.
He murmured once she’d completed her task, “You’re such a good girl.” Leaning down, he kissed her on the nose, lightly jerking on her collar. “Time for your tattoo, my dear.”
***
He strapped her feet into the stirrups, patting the inside of her thigh as a nonverbal to open wide for him. “I’m going to rub an anesthetic on your labia before giving you a shot to numb it more. As we agreed, pet, I’ll not be erasing all feeling, only dulling it. It pleases me to think of you sacrificing yourself for me.”
She nodded.
“I need to hear that you agree, girl.” He waited for verbal consent.
“Yes, Master.”
“Good girl.” He swabbed her still red labia with the anesthetic lotion, the sensitive tissue inflamed from the plentiful and strenuous sexual activity of the afternoon. He blew on the damp ointment, and once it was dry, he injected the area with a minimal amount of numbing agent.
Taking the plastic cartridge and popping it into the opening on the tattoo gun, he snapped the lid closed then tested it on the sterile paper on the tray. The ink came out in a steady stream, just as he wanted. Stretching her lip taut with the thumb and forefinger of his other hand, he poised the needle above the area. “Are you ready, pet?”
“Yes, Master.” Her body stiffened, her eyes widening. 
“Don’t hold your breath. Breathe normally. If the pain becomes intolerable, let me know, and we’ll take a break, but I’d really like to have you breathe deeply, exhaling slowly and loudly. It will help you deal with the pain.”
In obedience, she slowly exhaled, and then took a deep breath in again, pushing it out incrementally. Tentatively she reached out, grasping his hand and squeezing it. 
“You can be such a good girl. You’re making me so proud with this. And now you’ll be mine…marked by me, with my initials, as my property. For life.” His throat tightened and he swallowed past the lump rising, signaling tears. 
You need to focus, Xan. 
“Ready?” 
“Ready, Master.”
He pressed the needle into the fragile skin, the pillowed labia, flattening under his persistent pressure. Focusing he adjusted his fingers on her lips, assuring he didn’t use a heavy hand in this situation. He didn’t want the tattoo to “blow out,” resembling an ink blot instead of his initials. 
While being trained in tattooing, finding the balance between a light and heavy touch had been a skill that had taken time. Like most things in life, if there is too much pressure or authority, the result is an explosive, unrecognizable mess—a blotch on a page or a life destroyed, or in this instance, a blowout of ink on the skin. 
But, if the pressure is too light, sensitive, or too kind, the tattoo wouldn’t hold up to the elements of life, and wouldn’t leave an indelible mark. People, situations, and yes, tattoos need just the right pressure. Enough discipline and authority to keep the person (or ink) within the boundaries of the art form,, and enough sensitivity and compassion to mold and design the person (or tattoo) into a beautiful symbol and work of art that will please those who see it and come in contact with it for a lifetime. 
He had decided to do his initials in his own cursive writing—if it was legal for documents, it would be legal for his slave. He pressed the needle into the plump tissue, making the taller diagonal line for the X. As normal, the adrenalin along with an appropriate level of anticipation and anxiety masked the level of pain, and she breathed easily through the first letter. He actually wondered if he gave her too much numbing ointment. 
He paused, shutting the tattoo gun off, wanting to check on her status. 
“How are you doing, girl?” 
“I’m doing well. It hurts, but I think I can do this.” She beamed at him a full smile spreading on her face, those deep green eyes warming him. He swore he’d do just about anything to bring that smile to her face. 
As he’d told her on that first day, good girls are rewarded. He loved nothing more than giving her a treat for her obedience, or bring her to orgasm—over and over and over—until she shook with ecstasy, unable to even lift an arm in her sated state. Yes, in his house—good girls received very special rewards.

“You may find that each letter hurts more as your adrenalin dissipates, pet. If it becomes too much, you let me know and I’ll talk you through it. But, in my experience with you, my girl is tough, you’ll do fine. You’re making me proud. 
Her cheeks turned pink with her blush and she brushed her knuckles along his cheek. He never in a million years thought he’d allow such sweet affection to be displayed on him, but now that he’d experienced it with Blythe, he couldn’t imagine living life alone. Ever again. 
Kissing her hand he returned it back to her chest. We’ll be moving to the next letter. Ready?” 
“What letter is it? You have a middle name?” Her eyebrows rose in surprise. Did she think that Pra’kirians didn’t have middle names also? 
“My middle name is Taren. Xan Taren Breckett.” 
“It’s a very official name. A good name for a Judge on the Council of Nine.” She stared at him with a look of – what is that? Awe. Can’t be. But it became quickly replaced with a twinkling in her eyes that signaled mischief. “Now I know what name you were called when you were in trouble as a child.” 
“If you think you can handle the consequences of calling me that, you can try. You’ll only do it once.” 
Her long slender neck worked to swallow. “Maybe not.” 
“Choice is always yours, girl.” He turned the tattoo gun back on. “I’ll do the letter T and then we’ll take a break.” 
He pressed the needle into the skin making the horizontal line first. It was when he began the vertical line that her legs trembled. She breathed at a much quicker pace, but didn’t stop to hold it in either. If the tremors moved to her core, they’d have to stop. Xan continued making the letter focused on the task at hand. 
Picking his head up, he noticed her chest had stopped rising and falling. “Pet, you need to breathe. You’re holding it in.”
“It hurts.”
“I know, baby. You’re such a good girl. Breathe…again…again.” He pressed the needle to the plump lip, noting her hot little groin had dripped down her perineum, leaving a wet spot on the paper under her bottom. His girl reacted sexually to almost everything.
I am a lucky man.
She exhaled loudly and rhythmically, doing her best to endure the pain. His cock twitched when he noticed her clit had hardened, peeping out from under its hood.
And she’s all mine.
“Ohhhh, I need…can we stop?”
He pulled the gun away from her, looking between her legs, her face barely visible above her breasts, nipples erect and hard. Tears streamed down her face.
“We’re almost done, and you’re doing so well, I can’t tell you how proud I am of you. I never thought I’d ever have a woman who would do this for me—my slave, my pet, my girl. You’ve made me so pleased today, my dear.”
“You say we’re almost done?” An edge of desperation laced her voice and she reached out to clasp his hand. 
Shutting off the gun, he placed it on the tray, and took her hand kissing the top and palm, trailing kisses up to her neck, before placing gentle kisses on her lips and face. “My pet. I only have the letter B left. That’s it, sweetheart. You got this. Deep breath. You can do this.”
“Yes.” She pulled in a deep breath, nodding toward him.
Picking up the tattoo gun again, he carefully and steadily engraved the upper and lower curves, keeping her skin stretched tight.
She keened loudly, expelling a sob at the last bit.
“It’s over, baby.” He tossed the tattoo gun onto the tray, resting his hand on her cool belly, calming the shuddering. “Shhhh. You’re such a brave girl.” He kissed her gently.
“D-does it look n-nice?”
“It does.” He smiled down at her. “Would you like to see?”
She nodded, smiling back at him.
He placed a mirror near the tattoo, tilting it until she could see it clearly.
“I like it. You did it in purple. How did you know?” Her eyes widened.
“You mumbled in your sleep one night that you wanted a shirt in purple because it was your favorite color.” He felt his cheeks heat. He felt deeply embarrassed admitting he’d remembered such a small detail, but to bring that smile to her face made it worth the humiliation.
“Awwww.” She beamed back at him.
“You tell anyone that story and I’ll paddle your bottom raw. Got it?” He pointed a finger at her, putting the mirror back. Depressing the button on the medical instrument, he injected the area with the rest of the painkiller.
“It doesn’t hurt any longer. Oh goodness. Thank you.”
“You are very welcome, Blythe. Let’s get you to bed. Our bed. You can sleep in your pet bed tomorrow. I need to hold my girl tonight.”
 



CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR
 
“Wake up, pet.” Blythe couldn’t even open both eyes at once, peeping at him, one eye at a time, until she gave up, closing them again. 
Xan placed soft kisses all over her face. “Come on, sweets.” His cool finger tenderly touched the sensitive, inflamed tissue around her tattoo, stretching her labia this way and that.
Blythe stiffened, remembering her tattoo. Anticipating excruciating pain, she held her breath until his examination was completed.
He rose from the bed, taking his gloves off. “I’ll be showering you myself, today. I want to keep a close eye on that, treating it with ointments and medication. I swear, I’m filled with pride every time I look at it.
Pulling her to stand near the bed, he slipped her arms into a plush, fur-lined sweatshirt, zipped it up tightly, and pulled the hood over her head.
“What are you doing? Ganza dresses me sometimes, but you never want clothes on me.” At first she felt shocked, then a niggling of insecurity and anger rose. Had he grown tired of her body? “I’m sorry.” The tickling in her nose signaled tears. She blinked hard, forcing them back.
His eyebrows furrowed, halting the tying of her hood. “You’re sorry for what?”
“For being fat. You’re covering my body for a reason.”
He narrowed his gaze. “Now, you listen here, I’m going to give you a warning. Are you listening?”
“Yes, Sir.”
“Master,” he growled in frustration.
“Yes, Master.”
“You are forbidden to call yourself fat. I love these lush breasts and the curve of your bottom. An alien as big as me wouldn’t be happy with a sickly twig of a woman. You’ll never be allowed to lose weight—ever.” Grasping a buttock in each hand, he pulled her tightly to his groin, grinding his hard cock against her soft belly. “—All of this delicious body—is mine.”
He pulled away, his cock jutting upward inside his pants. He ran his hands over her covered arms. “And, I put this sweatshirt on you because it’s freezing outside, and I don’t want you getting hypothermia while pissing in the frosty grass out back.”
She dropped her head, groaning loudly, wondering how long she’d be required to do this. He kept her body flushed with fluid, her bladder screaming for relief every hour to two hours all night long. She’d fought the process, feeling the sting of a switch more than once in the quiet dark of the night, her screeching echoing off the trees and house.
He snapped his fingers, pointing toward the floor.
She knelt obediently on all fours, watching his gorgeous rear walking her toward the back door. The muscled curve of his rear filled his pants, and she wanted to bite it. Blythe wondered if he ever wore casual clothes, or did her lover always dress up.
As he entered the kitchen, with her in tow, he addressed his assistant. “Ganza, I’ll be bathing my pet today, but will need your assistance later when I receive a guest into our home. Billex, good morning.”
“Good morning, Sir.” Billex nodded at her Master, smirking at Blythe once again crawling to the backyard, obviously delighting in her dilemma.
Ganza smiled as they passed. “As you wish, Sir. I’ll be available when required.”
The door slammed shut behind her. The grass was cold and wet on both her hands and knees. He walked her near the bushes again, finding a patch she hadn’t used already.
“Assume the position, girl. And hurry.”
She crouched over, hugging her legs, doing her best to keep warm, her body shivering. His eyes were riveted on her pussy, but she knew to keep herself wide open. Last night, she’d tried closing her thighs to hinder his view, and he’d switched her bottom until she screamed, pissing on the ground during his relentless lashing of her poor backside.
If he wished to stare at her groin, she’d keep her legs spread, closing her eyes against his gawking, concentrating on the flow of her urine. In her mind, she could see her urine traveling down to her bladder, the urge intensifying, and then the resultant release of the muscles, the trickle of piss whispering from her body.
“Good girl.” 
She opened her eyes to see his smiling face looking down at her, a faint dimple showing on his cheek. 
“You may have earned back the use of the bathroom.”
She crawled through the yard, hoping this would be her last trip to void out back.
“What lesson have you learned from this chastisement?”
“To hide nothing from my Master. Everything is to be open to him.” It sounded rote, but she not only knew it, she felt it to her core. And, she knew he’d be pleased she remembered it.
He stopped walking, pivoting to face her. “Well done! I’ll say it again, pet. When you want to be and you put your mind to it, you’re such a good girl.”
Pride filled her chest. She couldn’t help herself. She beamed back at him. His pleasure and words of affirmation meant more than anything these days.
 
***
He’d put Blythe into her crate in his office. She lay dozing quietly, covered with a blanket. It amazed him how sometimes the most chaotic and intense situations in life could be the very thing that turned a relationship or situation around.
Blythe running away had almost given him a heart attack, but sealed his devotion to her. He knew without a shred of doubt she’d been made for him, his partner, his pet. Nothing mattered anymore—not his career, not his medical research, even attaining the title of surgeon general had dimmed in comparison to losing her.
And, on the flip side, she had run away, wanting only freedom and departure not only from him but also his planet. But once left on her own, she’d decided she not only needed his protection but also craved his dominance and guidance, missing him, his home, and his rules.
Although he had punished her—pretty severely—and she deserved every bit of it in his opinion, she had settled into it, declaring her love for him, her devotion, and the fact she no longer desired to leave him or his planet.
The fact that she’d agreed to wear his initials as a tattoo on her labia had him shaking his head. He’d imagined marking a woman—his woman—for years, but underneath had always felt it would be something never spoken aloud and never attained. The surprise when she nodded, giving her consent, sacrificing her flesh for him… It had bowled him over.
He raked a hand through his hair. Now to deal with his next predicament. He paced on the carpet in front of his fireplace, worry gripping his heart.
Amshal, the oldest member of the Council of Nine, had called him this morning, bright and early, requesting a meeting.
Can he have heard about Blythe running off? Will he take her away and place her in another home?
She slept so peacefully. Her chest rose rhythmically, her eyes fluttering with her dreams. He wouldn’t let him take her away. They’d declared their love for each other. He’d plead for mercy if necessary.
Billex rapped on the wooden door. “Sir, Amshal Thanius is here to see you.”
Striding to the door, Xan found the Amshal, stooped over from his one hundred fifty-eight years, smiling up at him. “Dr. Breckett, how are you this fine day?”
“I’m well, Your Honor. Come in.” He swung his arm wide for his guest to enter. Addressing Billex, he said, “Tell Ganza, I’ll need her to bring Blythe upstairs for a nap in a few minutes.”
“Yes, Sir.”
Shutting the door, Xan turned, finding his guest staring at the crate, observing Xan’s pet sleeping. “Uh, that’s Blythe Wainwright. You remember her—”
“I know exactly who she is—she’s one of the women who crashed on our shores. The reason my old, paunchy body has been splashed all over the monitors in everyone’s homes, running for dear life. She’s the biting brat we let you foster.” With a cursory glance over his shoulder, he said. “How’s that going, by the way? The biting.”
“We’ve had some rough patches. She’s stubborn, Sir. It’s taken…er…some stern discipline to bring her to the point where she voluntarily crawled into this crate to nap today.”
Amshal chuckled quietly, shaking his head. “I have no doubt. The vigor of youth—both of you. I’m afraid I don’t have the energy for such a woman any longer.” He leaned forward and gently picked up her blanket to peep at her rear. Whistling low, he dropped it back onto her bruised bottom. “I’m assuming that was the penalty for running away this week?”
Xan couldn’t hold back the shock and worry.
Amshal heard.
“You know about that?”
Amshal flicked his wrist at Xan. “Don’t worry. Only a couple of us have heard. She was spotted by a flight monitor running through the fields.”
Dang monitor bugs. They kept surveillance of the land, thousands of them. Scouring the ground for thieves, runaways, and any other illicit behaviors warranting action by the police or Council.
Amshal responded, “I squashed it quickly for you. Any scrutiny has been dispelled with destruction of the video. You’re safe, Doctor.”
“Thank you, Sir. I appreciate it.”
“She deserved a black-and-blue bottom. Don’t you feel guilty about punishing her so severely. She needs to know how serious and devastating it could’ve been for her if others had seen this—like Breen or Rowth. You could have lost her, you know?”
“I’m well aware.” Xan cleared his throat, a blush rising to his cheeks. “Actually, I thought that was the reason for your visit today.”
“Oh no. I have good news for you. Well…I think it’s good news. We’ll see what you think.”
A gentle knock on the door, interrupted them.
“Come in.” Xan shouted.
“You called me, Sir?” Ganza peeped around the door.
His girl’s eyes slowly opened, startling and holding her blanket to her chest when she saw a stranger at her crate. “Master?”
“I’m here, pet.” He wrapped his arm around the old man. “This is Amshal Thanius, from the Council of Nine. He came to visit me and found you sleeping in your crate. We’ve been talking about what a bad girl you’ve been.
Her eyes widened. Xan knew it was probably a little cruel—well, probably evil—to worry her so but knew the lesson would be far-reaching. “One of Endermere’s millions of monitor bugs caught you running through the fields between the house and our cabin.”
“Am I…are you here to arrest me?” Her green eyes were wide with worry.
“No, my dear. I’m not here to arrest you. But if someone else had seen that video, you could very well be awaiting death in a jail cell. It was foolish to do what you did.” Amshal wagged a finger at her.
“I’m sorry, Sir.” She looked from Amshal to Xan, her eyebrows knitted.
Amshal continued. “I’ve destroyed the video, and you’re safe. But I told Dr. Breckett you’re a very lucky girl since all you ended up with was a bruised backside. It could’ve been much, much worse for you.”
“Yes, Sir.”
Xan helped her climb out of the crate. “Stand straight, arms behind you, girl. Present for our guest.”
She pulled her hands from hiding her pussy, clasping them as she’d been trained.
Such a good girl.
Except for the slight quiver in her chin, it wasn’t obvious she had any reservation about being naked before the councilman. She held her head high, her back straight, staring ahead.
“Good girl.” Xan stroked her face lightly with his forefinger.
“Your Master blistered your backside pretty good, didn’t he, girl?” Amshal sauntered around her, pausing briefly behind her. “Did you only receive bruises? Or did you also receive a good lesson with those bruises?”
“I’ve learned my lesson, Sir.”
“Good. Glad to hear it. Are you happy here, Blythe?” The wise, white-haired man appeared younger than his age. He stared into her eyes, watching her reaction closely, missing nothing in her nonverbal behavior.
“Yes, Sir. Very.” She smiled at Xan before returning her attention back to Amshal. 
Stepping back, Amshal pointed toward her sex. “I see you’re wear his initials on your pussy. Were you forced to wear Xan’s mark, or did you willingly take his mark willingly?”
“I took his mark of my own accord.” She dropped her eyes and took a peek at her tattoo.
“You’re a lucky man, Xan.”
“I am, Sir. Thank you.” He turned to his assistant. “Ganza, please take my girl to my bed for a nap.” And then, addressing Blythe. “And, you be a good girl, going directly to sleep. Sweet dreams, my pet.”
With a hand to her buttocks, he gave her a gentle shove to join Ganza. The two men watched her leave the room, the lock engaging upon their departure.
“She’ll be a good partner to you, Xan, and you to her, no doubt. I’m glad the fostering system worked for the two of you.”
“Me too, Sir.” He pointed to a chair. Amshal sat down and Xan sat opposite him. “I’m sure you had other business when you set up this meeting today. What do you need to discuss with me, Councilman?”
Amshal laced his trembling hands together in his lap. “As you know, I’m the oldest member on the Council. I’ve been part of the Nine for almost seventy years now. I originally thought I’d stay on until I died in my chambers or on my way to work.” He paused, his cloudy blue eyes looking out the window. “But this spaceship from Terra crashing into the shores of Endermere, and the disagreement with my colleagues over what to do with the women, has taken a toll on me. It has made me see how fragile life is and how long I’ve lived. I don’t have much time. My days are limited.”
Xan shook his head. “Sir, you’re healthy and spry for your age. You have many, many years ahead of you.”
With another dismissive wave, he shook his head. “I’ve heard all of that before, son. But, I came close to losing my great-great-great-granddaughter that day. Death doesn’t take into account how old you are or how healthy you are. It sneaks in like a thief, boy. I don’t want my last days to be in that stuffy courtroom with those old men. I want to be with my family and grandchildren, laughing on the beach or cooking in my kitchen.”
“I understand, Sir. I do.” Xan dropped his gaze to the floor before facing Amshal again. “Excuse me for saying so, Sir, but what does any of this have to do with me?”
“You like getting to the point. I like that in a man.” Taking a deep breath, he began. “You know, when a member of the Council leaves, it is that person’s job to find a replacement. Of course, it has to be voted upon by the Nine, but usually, unless the choice is abominable, they agree, allowing the new member in with no problem. I’d like to recommend you be instated to the Council of Nine as our newest judge.”
Xan swore his heart stopped beating, and when it began again, it hammered within his chest, blood rushing in his ears. “B-but I’m not even a lawyer. Rowth is supposed to be next in line for the Council.”
“I don’t like him. He’s never been kind to you, always degrading you in front of us…and others. Your ability to maintain your professional attitude, taking the high ground and maintaining your ethical and moral internal compass, those are the traits of a Council member, at least the member I want replacing me. Besides, with all the research and genome date from your slave, you deserve higher recognition than surgeon general, and this way Dr. Campria keeps his position until he’s ready to retire.”
Xan knew he shouldn’t care, but he felt bad for Rowth. He’d be livid. And what Amshal said was true. Rowth did degrade him in front of others, but, in particular, he relished taking any and all limelight away from Xan in front of the Council of Nine.
“So do you accept, Doctor?”
Xan stuttered. “Y-yes, Sir. I…this is…I would love to accept your generous offer, Sir. Th-thank you.”
Chuckling, Amshal shook his hand. “Welcome aboard, son. You’ll be so glad you did. There’s no greater job on the planet. And don’t you worry about anything. I’ll call Rowth today and break the bad news to him. He’ll have further chances with other members retiring, but, today, for my position, you are the best man for the job.”
“I’m stunned. I never in my wildest dreams thought I’d receive a position on the Council. Thank you, Amshal.”
Abruptly standing, Amshal reached out to shake Xan’s hand again. “I won’t keep you any longer. There will be paperwork, phone calls, and many more meetings. We’ll be spending a lot of time together before I leave. You get back to your pet. Enjoy her son. Life goes by quicker than you imagine. You don’t want any regrets when you reach my age.”
“Good advice, Sir. I accept it wholeheartedly.”
Xan walked him to the door and leaned against the cold wood, staring into space, stunned. With no fanfare, no medical breakthrough, and no medals of honor, the job had been placed into his lap.
A shiver of anxiety ran through him, thinking about Rowth’s reaction—it’d be angry, no doubt. Hopefully, Rowth would take time off from work, allowing himself to adjust to the news.
Feeling almost giddy, he ran up the stairs two at a time to tell Blythe.
 



CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE
 
The next morning, he came from the shower into the bedroom to find her sitting cross-legged on the bed, her breasts plump and warm, and her nipples softened. She was tracing the pattern on the bedsheet with her finger.
“Pet? What’s wrong? What are you thinking about?” He slid onto the bed, and, with a finger to her chin, tilted her head up.
“Nothing.”
“Nuh-uh. That won’t fly. Again.” He dipped his chin in warning. “What is wrong? What are you thinking about?”
She hesitated, but only for a moment. “I…I’ve never worried about this before. Never had anyone I cared enough about. Do you…how do you…do you want children?” Her lashes were wet, her tears tracking silently down her face.
He grasped her hand, encasing it in his large one. “Do you wish you could have a baby?”
“I asked you first.” She smiled, her eyes crinkling with mischief.
“I’m your Master, girl. You answer my question first.”
She paused, looking down briefly. “Yes, I wish I could have a baby—for you and for me. I hate that cancer ruined that for me.” Her lip quivered, before she pulled it between her teeth, shaking her head.
“Hey. Hey.” He pulled his girl into his arms, cocooning her there, kissing the top of her head. My poor girl.
Rocking and swaying with her until her cries quieted, he pulled away, bending his head to look at her nose to nose. “What would you think if I told you I may have a solution?”
“What? Really?” She blew her nose with the tissue he handed her.
“Remember when we did your exam on your first day?”
“Yes.”
“Well, I took several tissue samples from your womb.” He held a hand up to prevent her from interrupting. “Let me continue. Our medical technology is more advanced than on Terra, and one of the things we’ve been able to do here is make viable eggs from tissue. So I’ve been experimenting with your tissue…and—”
“And what?” She bounced on her bottom with excitement, making him laugh out loud.
“And we have some viable eggs in test tubes, waiting for your approval and my semen.”
“But…my uterus might not be safe, or I may not be able to carry a baby.” He saw the worry burst through her short-lived elation.
“We have the medical means to grow an embryo outside the mother’s womb. You wouldn’t have to worry about that.” He watched her face brighten. “Is that a yes?”
“Can we do this? I mean, will the Council of Nine be upset? Do we have to get approval from anyone?” She held his hands so tightly they began to hurt.
“Well, since I’ll be part of the Council, they’ll be fine with it. We don’t need approval from anyone. We’re the only ones who will decide.” His heart hammered in his chest. He hadn’t realized how hopeful he’d become that she’d agree.
The thought of a little girl with strawberry blonde hair, or a little boy with black hair and blue eyes, warmed him. He’d never thought of himself as a person who loved children, neither hating nor loving them, but the prospect of sharing his life with her, and having children—a perfect blend of both of them, filling all the empty places he hadn’t known existed until meeting her—had him almost giddy.
“Is it yes or no, girl?”
“Yes! I’d love to have a baby with you. I can’t believe you did that for me. That you’ve been growing eggs all this time, hoping I’d agree.”
“I’ve known since the day you came into this house, gnashing your teeth at me, that you’d be the perfect pet—wearing my mark, and having my baby. My girl.”
 
To be continued…
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Her brow furrowed as she scowled at him. “Well, you know what, I don’t want you to spank me, not for pleasure, or anything else. Maybe I did, but I don’t anymore. You’re arrogant to think that every woman must want you. You’re arrogant, and you’re a jerk.” 
He listened to her angry tirade until she stopped. She was still glaring at him, and breathing hard, her nostrils flaring. Still, he found her insatiably attractive. He never would have thought he would enjoy being yelled at—indeed, no woman on his planet had ever dared—and maybe it was simply because he was thinking of spanking her pale, gorgeous rear again, but somehow, her little speech just made his cock harder. He had to have her. 
“Go get me a switch from that tree over there,” he instructed as he pointed. He was careful not to let his voice betray his feelings of desire. 
“Fine,” she snapped. She whirled around and took three steps toward the tree before spinning to face him again. “You know what? No. I will not. I’m tired of you acting like I’m some…some animal you have to tame! I will not be treated like this, and I am not going to fetch an implement for you to beat me with! If you want it, get it yourself!”
Binnix stepped toward her, his long legged strides closing the distance between them almost before she could realize what was happening. Then he captured her face between his hands, lifted her effortlessly, and kissed her. 
When he set her back down again the look on her face was positively dazed. 
“Get me the switch I asked you for, Sarai.”       
“I…what did you do to me?”
“I kissed you,” he replied matter-of-factly. 
“Was it…do you…was it magic?”
He chuckled softly. “It might have been for you.” 
“I…I feel so strange.”
“I can see that. Get me the switch now—don’t make me tell you again.” 
“Or what?” she asked. She didn’t sound defiant this time—all of the anger had melted out of her voice. She seemed merely curious and Binnix was happy to satisfy her curiosity. 
“Or I’ll whip your bottom to ribbons, my darling.”
She bit down on her bottom lip, looking at him with wide, limpid blue eyes before she nodded once. 
He was pleased that she’d chosen to obey, and just as thrilled to watch her walk away. How had he not noticed just how voluptuous her backside was? Her hips were wide, creating quite the eye-catching sight when she was viewed from behind. She had such a tiny waist, which made her rear stand out all the more. It was a beautiful sight anytime, though his favorite was when it was bare and over his knee. He was going to branch out, however—no pun intended—and see what he thought of it bare and bent over while she hugged a tree and waited for the lash of the switch. Though he couldn’t say for sure, he was nearly certain that he would find it just as pleasurable. 
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“Clothes off,” he said, releasing her wrists. She still wore one of the bright yellow prison jumpersuits normally worn by juvenile offenders, since the adult uniforms were too large.
She spun to face him, mouth agape. “Excuse me?”
“You heard me. Take off your prison uniform. For the initial conditioning, we’ll need you naked at all times. It enhances your sense of vulnerability and submission and helps establish our roles as your masters.”
“Idiot. That.”
He didn’t understand the command to harass that. Not only was she not being specific about what he was supposed to have casual relations with, but the only thing he was in a mood to mess was her. Unfortunately, he appeared more like she wanted to kick his teeth out, which was a blasted cute look on her.
Jakk closed in from the other direction. “If we have to help you undress, Mira, you will earn your first consequence.”
She bolted.
The little human ran straight for the door, moving faster than he would’ve expected. Jakk lunged forward, catching her around the waist, covering her mouth when she screamed. He carried her a few steps forward, offering her up for Gav’n to undress. She didn’t make it easy, wriggling and twisting like a wild animal, but he managed to work the prison suit off her while his brother held her flailing body. 
“And now your consequence.” Jakk used an emotionless tone, as if they always stripped young females and paddled their naked bottoms. His brother carried her to the settee and Gav’n followed, sitting next to Jakk, so Mira’s head fell in his lap when her bottom went over Jakk’s. He took control of Mira’s wrists while Jakk scissored one thigh over her kicking legs.
Mira opened her mouth as if to bite him, but his reflexes were quicker and he caught her by the hair and pulled her face away in time. “Ah ah, little human. Biting will earn you a second consequence.”
Jakk’s palm landed on her bare rear with a resounding crack and the little thing jerked. Gav’n watched as first shock, then fury scrawled across her features. The pink imprint of Jakk’s large hand bloomed on one of her cheeks. Jakk slapped her again, harder, on the other side. Jakk picked up the pace, spanking her rapidly on one cheek then the other, right where she sat.
“Ow! What is this? You can’t keep me here like this—ow!” 
Her resistance turned him on. Still holding her by the wrists and the hair, Gav’n leaned forward and spoke softly in her ear, making his voice as loving and gentle as he knew how. “Easy, Mira. It’s a spanking. To teach you to obey. That’s all that’s going on here.”
Her eyes swiveled to peer at him as best as they could with his hair-hold. They revealed betrayal. Her small, rounded breasts heaved as she panted with the pain and stress.
He shoved a pillow between her head and his lap and released her hair, massaging her scalp when her head fell to the pillow. To his satisfaction, she remained collapsed, as if she’d accepted her fate. He continued to massage her head while Jakk slapped away at her rapidly reddening rear. 
And a rather perfect rear it was. As was the rest of her. Pale ivory skin glowed with health, her slender body was built of lean muscle, legs long. She was certainly the most beautiful creature he’d ever had the fortune to disrobe. 
The pain must have set in, because Mira lifted her head again, tugging against his hold on her wrists and squirming. Of course, with the two of them holding her down, she wasn’t going anywhere. 
Jakk spanked her steadily for another full minute and then stopped, rubbing her pink buttocks. His mismatched eyes had darkened and Gav’n knew his brother must be as aroused as he was. Jakk drew in a deep breath, his palm roving over Mira’s punished rear in a caress now. “Do you smell that, Gav’n?” he asked thickly.
Gav’n inhaled through his nose. Feminine arousal. The delicious scent of Mira’s musk reached his nostrils. “I think Mira enjoyed her spanking as much as we liked giving it.”
Her head flew up, anger blazing in her eyes.
He laughed. “Your body can’t lie, little one.”
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He noticed her silence and it was enough to distract him from the news. “I sense you are unhappy.”
“You think?” Brinley asked caustically. “What could I possibly have to be unhappy ab—oh, wait.” She held up her bound wrists in emphasis. “Among many other reasons, this might have something to do with why.”
“That is a temporary security measure and one that will eventually be discarded.” He turned back to his news.
“When?”
“Just as soon as I can trust you. Five… perhaps ten years from now.”
Five or ten years? Her temper spiked again. “Maybe if I knew I was going to be treated fairly in a place that isn’t another prison, I’d be more willing to be trustworthy.”
He stared at her for so long she began checking the open stretch of rail ahead of them.
“Do you want me to drive?” she offered.
“No.”
“Then would you? One fiery crash per lifetime is enough for anybody.” She settled back in her seat, fidgeting with the cuffs, twisting her wrists until it felt as if the rough plastic edges were cutting into them. “Watch the road.”
“We aren’t going to crash, fiery or otherwise,” Rowth soothed again. “It’s all perfectly automated, and I’m not taking you to another prison. I’m taking you to my home.”
“Can I leave?” she demanded.
“No.”
“Then it’s a prison. Watch the road.”
“I don’t need to ‘watch the road’,” Rowth said, not quite rolling his eyes. “The shuttle can handle itself.”
“If that were true, it wouldn’t come with controls. If you can’t trust your own car, what hope do I have?”
“Why do I feel you are trying to start an argument with me?”
“Oh, I don’t know,” Brinley said, too busy clutching the handle to notice the warning in his frown. “Maybe because you drugged me, you’re holding me prisoner, and now you’re trying to scare the trash out of—watch the road! Oh my goodness, slow down!” Was it her imagination or did she really just feel the car come off the rails on that last corner? “You’re trying to kill me, you sadistic—”
“Watch your tone.” Releasing the controls, Rowth sat back in his seat far enough to face her fully. “You are fine. You are safe. But you might not be if you speak to me like that again. Let me explain something you seem not to have realized. I am the only person responsible for your current and future wellbeing, and there are consequences associated with trying to upset me for no good reason.”
“No good reason?” Letting go of the handle, Brinley shook her bound wrists at him. “Think about it carefully. No good reason?”
“Nobody upsets me,” Rowth replied. “Think about that carefully. Nobody. Not one person on the whole of this planet.”
She gave him a toothy, unamused smile. “Not anymore.”
“Do you want me to take you to the cellar first thing when we get home?” He said it as if it were a threat. “Because if you do, I have an old barrel that you may well find yourself stretched over before the night is out.”
Her smile vanished even as her eyebrows rose. “What, like stretched on a rack? What comes next, flogging? Waterboarding? Are you going to stick an anal pear up my rear and see how wide you can open it before I scream?”
His expression underwent the most subtle change, drifting from unreadable to cursed unreadable, but with a touch of approval. “So, your people have a precedent.”
“Only if you’re Torquemada.” When he only blinked at her, she grudgingly supplied, “He was a Grand Inquisitor several hundred years ago.”
“Inquisitor?”
“A religious torturer during the Spanish Inquisition.”
Shifting in his chair, Rowth put his hands back on the vehicle’s control stick. “My translator is having difficulties with much of what you say, but I am not your Torquemada. However, magistrates do often make inquiries, so I suppose that does make me an inquisitor of a sort.” He studied the rail ahead of them. “And I am rather grand.” She stared at him, silent in her incredulity, until he added, “You’d do well to keep that in mind, too, before you go deliberately seeking ways to prick my temper.” 
“I don’t know what I was thinking,” she deadpanned.
He shrugged. “You’re an alien, a female, and incredibly young. For a short time, at least, I am willing to be both patient and stern while you learn how best to mold yourself to our ways and become a productive member of society.”
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“You know what’s expected.”
“But—”
“No.” Xan stopped setting up his tray, putting his hands on his hips, exasperated with his girl. “Do I need to tie you down?”
“No, Master. I’ll be good.” Her eyes darted around the room, looking toward his lab.
“I know where you want to go, but you’ll have to behave first, or the privilege will be taken away. What would take away your visitation, girl?” 
She pulled her lip between her small white teeth. “Moving my hands from above my head. Uhm…I need to keep my legs splayed open for your procedures and be very still.” 
“Yes.” He nodded toward her solemnly, raising his eyebrows in warning. “Or you could cause injury, but more than that you’d be a sad girl for the rest of the day, waiting for visitation tomorrow.” 
Her heart dropped, she had to see the test tube—needed – to see it. The thought of waiting another day made tears threaten to fall. “I’ll be good.” 
“I know you always believe you will be, but you have a way of dashing even your hopes in that regard…often. What else?” He methodically places his tools and swabs just the way he liked them, waiting for her answer. 
“I need to have a respectful attitude, guarding my tone and words.” 
“You seem to know the words, but there’s a disconnect with your actions. Isn’t that so, bad girl.” His dark eyebrows were knit above the eyes so dark that the pupils couldn’t be seen. He’d been drilling the rules into her for months now—and her rear—and she knew how to repeat them in rote form. 
 “I don’t think so.” She blinked innocently up at him. Whenever possible she reinforced that she tried and that she was indeed a good girl. Always convey your desire to be obedient to your captor. 
Turning his head, he addressed their nurse, “Ganza, I’d like to hear your opinion on the matter of Miss Blythe’s attitude and respect regarding obedience to the rules.” 
The very large woman stepped forward, the fabric on her crisp black dress and white apron whispering as she walked, her hand sweeping over her hair caught up in a severe bun on the back of her head. “It’s been my experience that Blythe is fiery and sassy, some days it seems beyond repair, but when she puts her mind to it, she is as sweet as a kitten, Sir.” 
“Indeed, and just as cuddly as one too, but your observation is sound. As always, Ganza. Thank you.” He gave his faithful employee a slight bow before wagging his finger toward Blythe. “I suggest you still that sassy tongue, or I may have to put it to good use. I have ways of keeping an open mouth occupied.” 
Blythe’s hips squirmed on the metal table, her arousal climbing. Although she’d never admit it to him, sucking his cock – or even thinking about it – had become a great source of pleasure. The length and girth of a Pra’kirian cock was something to behold. Initially, it’d been more than she thought she’d ever adjust to, but over time, she loved nothing more than displaying her love for it. 
“It doesn’t appear to be a serious threat to her, Sir.” Ganza tried—unsuccessfully—to hide a grin. 
He shot a glare at the nurse, watching her quickly fix her face. “Oh, but it is. She likes to think she’ll enjoy it, but I have ways to turn even the most pleasurable of events into something that resembles punishment. Isn’t that right, my dear?” 
Blythe’s eyes widened. “Yes, Master.” Her captor knew his way around punishment, and even on a good day his sadistic mind and methods could turn her into a compliant submissive. 
“Let’s proceed. I believe my girl is ready for her thorough examination.”
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“Are you comfortable?”
The voice came from in front of her somewhere, and she leaned forward, wanting to connect with something, someone solid. “I’m sorry?”
“You need not apologize, merely answer.” An older man, she thought, from the gravelly tone. Perhaps someone who could give her information, if not free her or loosen her bonds.
“I…my arms ache, and I’m frightened.” Much as she hated to admit any weakness, she saw no option. “I wish I could see where we travel.” She stopped, waited, but for a long moment no response came, and she feared it would not. 
“You were quite distraught,” he finally said. “My instructions are to do nothing to upset you again for fear you might harm yourself. “
“Harm? I’ve never harmed myself in my life.” Despite the shooting pains in her shoulders and elbows, she strained to think. “I might have eaten too much chocolate from time to time…”
“This is not about food.” They took a turn and, in her awkward position, Lily slid onto the floor. 
“Oh, ouch.”
A quick stop, and she was lifted by her aching arm back to the seat. “Why do you keep doing these things to yourself? The doctors will be very displeased if you break another bone.”
“I have no idea what you’re talking about.” The whine in her voice could be attributed to pain and humiliation, but somehow the knowledge didn’t make her like it any less. “Why would I cause myself pain?” She received no answer, and moments passed while she braced her feet on the floor and tried not to tumble onto the flooring again.
Everyone said space caused time disorientation but she’d never found it to be true. Blindfold her, though, take away her sight, and she didn’t know if she’d been riding along for a day or a week. Or whatever they called time on this planet. If they were so concerned about keeping her from harm, they might consider cutting off the blood flow to her 
She tried to stretch her awareness through her body, looking for…what did a broken bone feel like, anyway? “What bone did I break?”
“Between the terrible condition in which you arrived, and your attempted escape, a better question might be what bone did you not break?” 
That was not the same voice. This one was younger, deeper, and smoother. Like warm caramel over ice cream on a hot afternoon. She shivered. “You’re not the guy who was driving me.”
“No.” A muttered curse followed this and a hand gripped her arm.
Lily whimpered.
“What was someone thinking sending you bound like this. Hold on.” More cursing 
How do I know he’s cursing? For that matter, how do I know what they are saying? She searched her memory but found nothing from her ejection after the crash until she awoke in her present mode of transportation. 
“This is going to hurt. But I am afraid you might lose an arm if I don’t release you now. Hand me the knife from my kit. Okay, little girl, bend forward a bit.” She complied, eager for feeling to return with her rapidly numbing fingertips. “Don’t move.” 
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