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Chapter I: Captive of the Pirates



Lori could hear the creaking
of the rigging on the old ship even before she was carried up the
steep stairs to the deck. The bright sunlight blinded her, made her
blink, and made her wish she could simply reach her hand up to
shade her eyes. That ability, however, was denied her by the ropes
tightly bound around her crossed wrists behind her back.

She was set upon her feet and
slowly the scene became visible to her as her eyes adapted. The
deck beneath her feet was rough cut wood but worn smooth by
thousands of feet that had trod upon its planks. There was a breeze
that ruffled the torn corner of her dress, threatening to tear it
more and expose the nicely shaped breast it barely concealed.
Somewhere overhead a gull cried out raucously. The thought passed
through her head that the bird sound meant they were somewhere near
land. Over her head the canvass sails strained at the lines, pushed
ever onward by the trade winds and, in turn, pushing the ancient
wood ship through the rolling waves.

But what she saw most was the
ragged collection of men standing around in a loose circle, eyes
all turned towards her. None made even a pretext of doing work; all
tasks had been pushed aside that they might see the show.

So many eyes upon her made
Lori stiffen her back to stand a little taller. Pride would not let
her shrink before the male gaze, not show fear even though it was
eating at her insides like a hungry rat. And even though such a
minor change of posture made her breasts strain against the single
layer of material still covering them.

Looking around, she saw a
hunger in these eyes, and not for food. These were men long at sea
and away from women. It would be unnatural were they not to gaze
lustfully upon a fair young maiden thrown into their midst, like so
much raw meat to wolves. Yet there was something more than just
sexual longing she immediately saw in their eyes. These men wanted
something more than just to satisfy their lust; they wanted
something to satisfy their sadistic natures and sate their desire
for feminine pain.

Beyond the hungry eyes, she
saw the Captain Blood standing regally on the poop deck, overseeing
the proceedings with a critical eye. His faded black coat was
adorned with a sword hung to one side and two pistols shoved into
the belt. His long black beard was touched with gray, and the
crescent shaped scar across his cheek was a slash of white against
his sun-tanned face. His eyes were dark and hard, the eyes of a man
who had seen much death and suffering, and given his hand to much
of it. Looking down at her standing between the two crewmen who had
brought her topside, a faint sneer twisted his lips into a cruel
smile.

“Have ye
nothing to say, wench, before punishment is passed upon you?” he
called out with a heavy Irish brogue that told of his native
land.

Stiffening even more, she
held her chin up and said, “I have done nothing to deserve
punishment!”

The Captain and most of the
crew laughed at the proclamation.

“Aye, lass,
and I’m as innocent as a new born babe!” The crew laughed louder at
that. “Ye have caused the death of one of our crewmates,” he went
on. “And for that you’ll be punished many times over. Beginning
with this day. Prepare her!”

She felt hands grab her arms
while other took the flap of soiled white linen dress and rip it
off her. The breast that was exposed to the bright sunlight brought
a gasp from the men. It was so perfect, so pleasingly curved and
firm as to make a man weep with joy.

She was held firmly while the
same hands ripped the rest of the dress from her body, leaving her
with only a white pair of pantaloons to cover her modesty. Her
hands twisted against the rope in useless protest against this
baring of her flesh. The firmness of those youthful mounds, the
narrow waist and swelling of hips were a treasure to behold.

“Bind her
in place,” came the order from above and those hands pushed her a
few feet forward until she was standing under a yardarm. A rope was
tied to her wrists and tossed over the beam. Eager hands pulled on
it, lifting her arms up behind her. At first she leaned forward as
her hands rose behind her, but as they elevated more, she found
herself beginning to straighten up again. It was not that she
wished to, it was that her arms were pulled so strongly upward that
her body was almost lifted from the deck. She was left standing on
tiptoes and moaning under the strain.

But that was not all. A rope
was tied around each ankle and threaded through railings on each
side of the ship. When those were pulled, she felt her feet move
farther and farther apart until they lost contact with the wood and
her entire weight was taken by her arms, a position that threatened
to rip her shoulders from their sockets. And that hurt most
uncomfortably.

Hands she could not see took
a grasp on the waistband of her underclothing and, with a sudden
jerk, ripped the cloth from her. Suddenly her most private place
was available for all to see. The golden curls at the junction of
the Vee of her legs did little to hide the treasure within, what
with her legs spread apart as they were.

She moaned and tried
uselessly to pull her legs together. She heard derisive words
called out, describing her sex in the crudest manner and suggesting
crude and disgusting things that could and should be done to it.
The least of them was a good, hard fucking.

With her head downturned, she
saw mostly weather darkened deck, but then a pair of legs came into
view. A big pair of male legs. Looking up the legs, passed the
loins, and bare belly and barrel-shaped chest, she found herself
gazing into a pair of eyes that set a cold shiver down her spine.
The man was huge! A mass of muscles and fat holding a whip, with
the hard, cold eyes of a predator.

“No...”
Lori moaned at the sight of that wicked braided leather instrument
of pain. It was long, almost six feet in length, hanging down from
his hand to stretch a third of its length out on the deck. She
could not take her eyes off that whip. Stories of men being cut to
ribbons by such a whip flashed through her mind, making her legs
grow week and almost making her wet herself in fear.
“No...”

The whispered plea was
ignored, if even heard. The giant walked around and out of her
sight, but she knew he was taking a position behind her where he
could direct the whip to its target. Her body tensed for the first
blow. How much would it hurt? she wondered. And was afraid – very
afraid – of the answer.

The shock of the first lash
across her bare bottom was like nothing else she had ever felt. Red
hot pain shot into her hips, tearing agonizingly across her nerves.
Her head jerked up and a cry escaped from her lips.

‘No!’ her
mind cried out. ‘This is not what I want! This is too much
pain!’

The burning on her ass had
only begun to diminish when the second cut landed over the same
area, and the shock sent Lori into spasms of agony. Her whole body
tensed and strained against the ropes. Then she fell back and
trembled as she whined, “No, please, no! Oh, that hurts so
much!”

Focused as she was on the
horrible pain in her ass, she did not know that the giant had
changed positions and was now on the other side of her. She learned
of it when another slash crossed her ass, laying a fresh streak of
red across the other two. This time it was a real scream that leapt
from the naked woman’s lips.

Slowly, methodically, he
placed another over the trio, forming a grid of swollen ridges, a
couple of which oozed blood to creep down her ass. Obeying the
Captain’s orders, he left her rear with only four strokes. Lacking
in numbers, they were, however, quite vicious and would make
sitting a painful experience for days to come.

Again, obeying the Captain’s
orders, he stood to one side and took aim at those lovely breasts
that were so delighting the crew as they bounced with each jerk of
her lovely body. The first cut came as a total surprise to the
bound woman. It was a slash across the tops of both breasts and
made her scream again. “Arrgghhh!” came her cry, a meaningless
sound of agony forced out through clenched teeth. “No! NO!”
followed.

The next stroke was delivered
underhand so that it struck the underside of those breasts and made
them bounce.

Shifting to the other side,
he placed another vivid red mark across the top of both breasts,
then another under them. Lori screamed at first but during the last
two only a whine came out. For a few moments it appeared that she
had fainted as she hung limp in her bonds. At a command from the
Captain, a bucket of seawater was tossed over her. Her head jerked
up, possibly because the salt water was none too gentle on the
wounds across her breasts and ass.

“Continue,”
he decreed and again the whip was used on the helpless and
suffering woman. This cut crossed her hips at just the level of her
cunt. He paused for her body to quiet down, and then delivered
another an inch higher than the first.

The man looked up to the poop
deck. A slight nod from Blood told him to continue.

He did. Four strokes in all,
across the front of her thighs, accompanied by sobs and gasps on
her part. Again he looked up and again received a node. Positioning
himself directly in front of her, he swung the whip underhanded and
directly up between her legs. This time the scream was cut short by
her losing consciousness. A woman can take only so much pain.

Another bucket of salt water
across the front of her body awoke her. Lori was gasping for air as
she looked upon the whip again. When she saw him flick the tip a
little, a warning no doubt, she began sobbing and crying over and
over, “No, no, no, no!”

The stiff leather was
extremely cruel to the soft flesh of her Venus Mons. The end of it
stuck against her anus, a surprisingly painful occurrence. Her head
was shaking back and forth, making her long golden hair imitate the
lashing of the whip.

Unaware that the Captain had
come down from his perch and was approaching, Lori continued to sob
and shed volumes of tear across her injured breasts and the deck.
She was only vaguely aware when he stood before her, enjoying the
injuries inflicted upon that lovely body by his order. His hand
went out and grabbed the patch of golden curls between her legs. A
finger rudely intruded into her sheath, making her grunt and glare
at him.

“As I
thought, wet!” he called out to the crew. “The wench is
ready!”

Without orders and with much
jostling and shoving, the crew formed two lines, one before her and
the other behind her. The Captain smiled and stood aside, waving a
hand invitingly to the men in line.

Eagerly the first approached
her. With her hanging with wide spread legs at just the right
height, it was easy for the men to drop their pants and guide their
rigid rods into her orifices. The first to enter grunted in delight
as he sank his shaft into a warm, wet, and wonderfully tight cunt.
A few moments later, another man did the same from the rear,
impaling her asshole with his prick. Lori moaned, mostly because
his body banging against her sore skin hurt. The prick inside her,
in both cavities, actually felt good. The Captain had been right,
she was hot and ready. The whipping might have been punishment, but
it had certainly had a useful effect upon her body.

Both men pounded away at her,
jerking her hanging body this way and that within the limits
allowed by the ropes. Both rammed home their prongs with vigor and
enthusiasm, accompanied by the catcalls and crude urging of their
crewmates. The one using her rear entrance finished first,
depositing his seed within and finally shrinking away to a limp
noodle. His place was quickly taken by the next man in line. When
the one in front had done his thing, another took his place.

All in all, the double
ravishing of Lori continued for a long time. At times it seemed as
if the line of crewmen was endless and this ravishment might go on
forever.

For her part, Lori was
overwhelmed by sensations. Her shoulders hurt something terribly.
Her hands were numb from the ropes, and her ankles were chaffed by
the ropes thereon. The pain from whipmarks all over her body merged
in with the feeling of male penises working away in both holes,
until she could not tell between them. It did not take long before
her battered and overly stimulated body responded with a massive
orgasm that made her tremble all over. Of course, the stimulation
continued and before too long God’s wonderful gift to womankind –
the multiple orgasm – came into place and she was off once again to
Neverland. The pain, the sexual heat, and the ecstasy all blended
together to overwhelmed the poor woman. Of course, some might call
her “lucky” rather than “poor”, but that depends on your point of
view.

From Lori’s point of view, it
was an intense and incredible experience.



Chapter II: Fantasies Inc.



“That
pirates program always gets them,” Shayla said as she watched
Monitor Two. On the screen, a woman was lying on a couch, eyes
closed, several electrodes attached to portions of her head and
three straps holding her body down. Were she asleep, one would say
that she was having a bad nightmare to judge by the twitching of
her limbs and frown on her face. At times that face was contorted
into a grimace of pain, at others a mask of intense sexual
ecstasy.

“Yeah, it
does. Which one is that?” Roger, seated before another monitor,
asked without taking his eyes from the screen he was intent
upon.

“The
whipping then gang rape one,” she said.

“Oh, yes!
That one.”

When he finished checking a
readout of vital signs across the bottom of the screen, he turned
to the woman.

“I’m still
surprised that women want to try that one,” he said as he reached
for a coffee cup. “It’s so violent.”

“John
really came up with a number there,” she agreed. “This client is
overriding the blocks and showing the emotions come through to the
surface. She’s twitching like she’s epileptic. You can see her
react to each whip blow.”

Roger made a face, put down
the lukewarm coffee, and slid his chair over before the monitor she
was watching. The woman on the screen, middle-aged, slightly
overweight, with baggy clothes and a poor hair-do, displayed slight
motions of the arms and legs, and expressions of pain on her face.
It was a good thing that the restraining straps were over her at
the chest, waist and just above the knees. They were not really
restraints in the sense of keeping her captive, but merely to keep
her from thrashing around too much should the strong emotions
override the program’s built-in safeguards. Intense emotions often
did that – especially on the sexual fantasy programs.

“Let’s see
what’s happening,” he muttered, and then began typing on the
keyboard. The scene blurred and switched from the dimly lit room to
bright sunshine on the deck of an ancient pirate ship. The scene
that this client, one Lori Anderson by name, was experiencing was
displayed in high definition color and sound. Shayla grimaced as
the whip bit into the hanging woman’s bare breasts. “Damn that
John,” she commented. “He really knows how to hurt a
girl!”

“The
catalog describes this as intense and painful,” he said. “Ah, here
comes the good part.”

The black bearded Captain had
just finished with his finger probing of the tortured wench and was
stepping back to allow his crew to have at her. Which they did with
alacrity.

For a few minutes neither of
them said a word as they watched and listened to what Lori was
experiencing. Only, the woman on the screen was not the middle-aged
housewife type who lay in the Experience Room number three. This
one was an incredibly beautiful blonde with the looks and body of a
Playboy centerfold. It was a body that was decorated with whipmarks
and currently being abuse both front and rear by horny, dirty,
ill-dressed but massively endowed seamen. She tossed her head
around, jerked her body and moaned a lot as the villains took
advantage of her helplessness. Those moans, however, slowly changed
from expressions of agony to those of pleasure. It was obvious to
the observers that this woman was rapidly building up to an orgasm
– or two.

“Is it true
that you were the model John used for the victim?” Roger
asked.

Shayla slapped him on the
shoulder. “In your dreams!”

“And
John’s. He really does have a crush on you, you know.”

“You can
both eat your hearts out. I reserve my body for the love of my
life.”

“You are
referring, of course, to the curvaceous and sexy Dawn.”

“Of
course.”

Glancing sideways at Shayla,
Roger sighed. She might not have been of the class of the tortured
woman on the screen (few were), but she turned many a man’s head
and filled out that tight dress very nicely. He would have jumped
at the chance to bed her down. Too bad she was hard-core
lesbian.

Reaching over his shoulder,
she tapped a key and the screen went back to real life. “Don’t you
have other clients to monitor?” she asked. “Instead of drooling
over the babes in the programs. They’re not real, you know.”

“I know.
But I can have fantasies too, can’t I?”

“Just so
long as they don’t include me.”

“Pity.”

She pushed his desk chair
away from the monitor she was suppose to be paying attention to,
and sat down to attend to her task.

“She’s
almost to the end,” she muttered, glancing at the time line icon.
When the program ended, it would be her job to bring the woman out
of the artificially created dream world and back to reality. She
would unbuckle the straps, removed the electrodes, and offer the
woman a cup of coffee. Or a brandy. And then comfort her and make
sure she was re-orientating to the real world smoothly. Most people
took a few minutes to adjust.

A few minutes later a soft
tone sounded and the bottom of the screen displayed: “Program
ended.”

As Shayla rose to go to see
to the client, Roger continued to monitor the three other current
clients. One, a retired banker, was lost in a treasure seeking
adventure in the jungles of Guatemala, fighting off poison dart
shooting natives and rescuing a very fair maiden they had been
planning to sacrifice to some primitive, blood-hungry god or
another. A younger man was busy pitching a no-hitter in the final
game of the World Series. And an older woman was being romanced in
the moonlight on a yacht by a handsome Frenchman. She would soon be
getting to the part where he makes mad, passionate love to her.

Lori Anderson was a little
disorientated when her eyes opened. For a bit she simply stared at
Shayla standing over her, unbuckling the straps over her body.
Then, recognition came and she said, “Oh, my, that was
something!”

“Are you
feeling well?” Shayla asked as she helped the woman to a sitting
position.

She put a hand to her breast
before she said, “I guess I’m okay. But I should be hurting all
over. Did you know what those pirates did to me?”

“I have an
idea,” Shayla admitted. “I know what is in some of the programs,
but I never had the courage to try any.”

“Well,
honey, it’s a trip! That pain was worse than passing kidney stones
and childbirth combined! I could feel the whip cutting my skin. And
those men...” She lapsed into silence at the memory of her body
being ravished. The memory must have been good because she shivered
all over but had a smile on her face.

“Would you
like some coffee? Or something else?”

“No, thanks
dearie. I’ll have some elderberry wine when I get home.” A pause
and then, “I can’t believe how real it was! I could hear the wind
and all those men taunting me and even the swish of the whip!” She
looked down at her hands. “I couldn’t feel a thing in my hands.
They hung me up by my hands, you know. Behind my back. It was
awful.”

“I don’t
know which program you selected, but they all are described fairly
well. If this program was too violent for you,” Shayla reminded
her, “we have many others that aren’t so... so strong.”

“That’s
okay, dearie. This is what I wanted to try. You see, ever since I
read a book about pirates when I was a child, I’ve wondered what it
would be like to be captured by them and then punished and taken.
Kind of a fantasy all my life, sort of.” She slowly slipped her
legs off the couch. “Well, now I know! Oh, my, do I!”

She seemed to be recovering
quite well. Reaching out, she put one hand on Shayla’s arm and
said, in a conspiratorial voice, “You know, I asked my husband to
tie me up when we made love. Barnard, bless his dear, cheating
heart, did, but it wasn’t the same as in my imagination. Besides, I
could get out. He wasn’t very good.

“Fortunately, he passed on. Had a heart attack. They told me it
was at his desk but I think it was in a motel room with his
secretary. He used to take her on business trips, you know. Well,
she was the one crying a lot at the funeral. Probably because he
didn’t leave her a thing in his will.” She chuckled.

They were almost at the front
door. “I plan to use his money to enjoy what’s left of my life.” As
she was leaving, she turned back to Shayla and asked, “Say, you
have one of those things about the Spanish Inquisition, don’t
you?”

“Several
programs. Will I see you again?”

“You bet
your sweet ass you will, dearie!”



Chapter III: The Fantasy Machine


“It was the
brainchild of Dr. Honre Camus at the University of Saint Saturnin.
He was doing research work into how the human brain records
perceptions. He found a way to introduce external stimuli directly
into the brain bypassing the normal senses. You didn’t have to see
an object, smell an odor, or touch a surface to feel that you had.
To the brain, there was no difference between experiencing the real
world through the normal senses and seeing it via his direct
electrical input.”

Roger Bates, founder and CEO
of Fantasies, Inc., was warming to his task. Before him sat a
rather pretty young woman, a reporter named Ellen Tremain,
listening to his every word and taking notes.

“It wasn’t
applying electrical current directly into the brain, but rather it
was a way of using EM waves to induce the stimulus, duplicating
exactly what the brain would receive from the optic nerve and other
sensory inputs. If these waves were modulated properly, you would
smell a rose, or feel a thorn prick, exactly as if you had a real
rose in your hand.

“I’m not
going too fast for you, am I?” he paused to ask.

“Not at
all. I have some science background,” she replied with a
smile.

“Well,
good. Several other researchers applied his principles to develop a
method of encoding normal human stimuli so that it can be fed into
the brain. Recently this reached a level where
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