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I think she’s loose
enough to take us on.

Nah! Twist it in a bit more.
We don’t  want to get stuck
in her tight little arse. we
don’t want to have to cut
‘er open now, do we?

She’ll have to last all
night for the lads.

Look at that!  The
queer little bitch is
still alive.  She be
a devil’s spawn!

Now, time to give
the slut some
serious buggering!

ArgHH!

Early dawn, the raiders have had their fill
and were ready to move to the next village.
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My Lord, some of
the bitches are
still alive. what’s
your command?

Time to make peace with
your heretic gods, bitch!

Too bad.  You wenches provided better sport
than the last five villages we visited.  None
of their sluts lasted till dawn.

Please, good sir!  You can do anything
you want with me. Just let me live!

You’re nothing more than
a spent cow. I’ve already
had all I wanted from
you, foolish wench…
Except for one thing…

This!

AAAIEEH!

Leave one alive
to tell of our
deeds.  You may
gut the rest
and leave them
for the wolves.
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aagh!

no, please!

Olaf, hold your
blade.  We’ll
spare this one.

It had to be the queer one!
your lucky day, wench...

Good for you that I was using
a short blade this time.

you gave me a good time,
wench. I will miss those
mounds of yours.

Hmm… aren’t we sup-
posed to leave one alive?

Shouldn’t we line them
all up or something?
The way the Romans did.
Make it more macabre.
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Feeling bet-
ter, wench?
This way you
won’t bleed
your guts out.
But if no one
finds you soon,
you’ll wish
I’d finished
you off.

We did leave
one alive.
No one said
for how long!

Help! Someone
help me!  Help!

Help, me…!

A miracle!  This one still lives.

Most probably
she’ll be dead
by noon.

Many hours later…

Vultures will start picking morsels from her cunt
in a little while.  Would have been a good show.

God has shown mercy upon this poor creature.
Cut her down quickly and take her to my tent.
Have the chief physician see to her injuries.

As you wish, my lady
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Nine days have passed since the plunder and destruction of Berthulia. The incident is spoken
of only in whispers among the soldiers escorting the young Baroness to Castle Aaschen.

The journey was long and arduous.  Charlemagne’s niece is tormented by doubts over her arranged
marriage to the mighty King of Aashen, a noted warrior king, recently allied with the Franks.

How is the
girl, Manuel?

But I’m afraid she will suffer greatly from
the injuries to her most private parts, es-
pecially if she performs her marital duties.

Marital duties?

Umh?  It is best
your husband
explain such
matters.

HA! HA! HA!  Good one Manuel.
You dodged an arrow there.

Despite the terrible injuries, I’d say
she’s doing remarkably well, m’lady.
She’s young and quick to heal.

She’s now fit
enough to travel.

Yes, Captain.

Baroness… We should proceed
with haste to Castle Aashen.
It is dangerous to stay in the
open like this.  I’m sure the
King of Aashen is already
concerned for your safety.
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The old soldier is right.  This is a God
forsaken country, infested by devil worship.
The King of Aashen may have embraced Chris-
tianity, but what of the ignorant common folk?

I must return to
my carriage.
Please watch
over her, Abbott.

The Baroness is too kind…
I’m sure her place in
heaven is quite secure.

I wonder how many men you
have satisfied with that body
of yours, girl.  What lustful
thoughts you conjure up!

With such a sinful
body, you deserve
God’s ire.

Only a pure, chaste and ugly
woman can ever truly be violated.
Surely you are neither.
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noo!!!

to be continued

Who are you? What
are you doing to me?

Shut up,
you sinner.

I’m a holy man and I am
consecrating your body for
your new life in Christendom.

But I don’t under-
stand… Pray and
leave me alone!

The way of the Lord is
not easy to unders-
tand, my child.

I’m a Minister of God
and you must obey me.

Please don’t.
It hurts!

Hush, my child. You wouldn’t want
to anger God now, would you?

No… i don’t want
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OLD BERNARD’S PONYGIRL
THORN
Episode 10 Previous in Fansadox 9 & 11 to 18

Mr Farmer hardly slept that night.  He had something on his mind.  He was thinking about his
new pony, Dripping Cunt.  Again and again he pictured her magnificent breasts, still young and
somehow immature, but at the same time firm and full, deliciously swelling, set off by two pink,
tubular nipples that always seemed to be erect.  He saw her slender waist, her long, strong legs,
her decisive buttocks, and the white shine on her satiny skin…

Just before dawn, when Mr Farmer was still in bed, he heard Old Bernard start up his car. He
glanced at his watch.  Six o’clock and he already had a throbbing, aching hard-on.  It was driving
him crazy.  He stood up and without bothering to shave rushed straight to the stable and opened
the hatch on the sewer.  Two eyes, that seemed to him as big as soup plates, looked up in terror.
They seemed to be floating in the shit.

The stink from the pit was so bad that Mr Farmer was caught by a sudden nausea.  He threw up
over the new pony’s anguished face.   Wendy had been there all night, up to her ears in rotten
water, her mouth wide open, her jaws forced apart by the huge ring
that fitted over her teeth.

Farmer pulled hard on the rope that he’d tied to the girl’s ankle
the previous evening.  The big eyes disappeared under the shit.  It
was only for a few seconds, but it seemed eternity to the girl.

Wendy came out of the pit, suspended by one ankle, swinging
slowly like a pendulum, writhing and twisting like an eel on a fish
hook…

MR FARMER’S STORY
The thick layer of sewage ran off her body onto the ground.  The
new pony was beginning to look white again…  It made my hard-
on ache to see the vomit and
the shit oozing out of her
lovely lips, through the ring
in her mouth…

I directed the pressure
hose onto her feet and then
gradually down over her
body.  I played it over her
crutch for a long time, and
in her cunt and in her ass,
and on her tits, her face, her
hair, inside her mouth…  I
soaped her down well with
a painter’s brush and
rubbed a foam up all over
her body with a horse
brush.

I had to do it half a dozen
times to get rid of all the
smell.

"Your Master will be
away for a couple of days,"
I said as I groped at her
fleshy buttocks.  I got my©

2
0
0
3
  

w
w

w
.d

o
fa

n
ta

sy
.c

o
m

http://www.dofantasy.com/english/USAFC01TortureBrothel.htm
http://www.dofantasy.com/english/USAFC03RomanCircus.htm
http://www.dofantasy.com/english/USAFC01TortureBrothel.htm
http://www.dofantasy.com/english/USAFC03RomanCircus.htm


tongue right up into her cunt and up her ass
too…  It tasted good!

She did not appear to be cheered up by the
news that I was leaving, or even by my licking.

"There, there, don’t cry.. it’s only a couple of
days," I said ironically, as I stuck my erection
into her throat.  Lovely
stuff, especially if you’re
still licking and sucking
between a big pair of
thighs…

"Mrs Farmer and I will …
LICK … be sure you …
SLUUURP … have all you
need."

I was so horny that I
could only put it in her
throat a couple of times
before I shot my load.  It
was a good cum, rich and
full.  It blew my mind!

The new pony was still
swinging by one ankle,
crying quietly.  It wasn’t
shit coming out of her
mouth now, it was good
thick spunk…

At last her breath smelt
good!

I cut the rope round her
ankle and she slumped to
the ground.  I was lucky, I
just managed to grab her
head at the last moment
and she only hurt her
shoulder on the ground.

It was light now and
there was no time to be lost.
I put my arm round her
waist to hold her steady
and I stuck a pony’s tail up
her ass.  Dripping Cunt

howled pitifully.  She still is very sensitive
round the back passage…

"Time to build up your strength, pony…"
I pulled her over to the trough by the hair and

stuck her face in the thick mixture of rotten fish,
fresh pig muck and farmer’s pee – home-made,
the pee – and encouraged her to eat.

"Come on, eat it all up.  If not, you’re a dead
pony."  I put my hand on her throat.

She struggled at first, but she soon worked
out she couldn’t get away from the other hand,
on her hair.  She sobbed a bit, and then she
started eating up the shit…

I had another hard-on.  It just turned me on,
treating her like that, I just lost control…

I pushed her face into the muck again and
again, holding her under the chin and by the
hair.  Her face was covered in the smelly paste.
I’m not sure, but I think she threw up a couple
of times and I had to pull her head back and I
stuck some of the food into her mouth, some of
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the more solid bits that
were floating around…

I had to hose her down
again.  Her hair was
straight and blonde and
sexy, and it was handy too
for holding her head still or
for cleaning my dick on
after I bum-fucked her, but
it was a fucking pain to get
that hair clean believe you
me.  I’ll tell Mr Bernard to
shave her head, but I don’t
suppose he’ll want to.

It was a hell of a job
getting that ring over her
teeth, so I didn’t want to
have to take it out again.  I
left it in and I used the
punishment bit on her.  It’s
a T-shaped bit that goes
through the ring.  The
straight bit goes down the
throat and you use the cross
bar to tie the reins on…

I pulled on the bridle,
forcing the pony’s head
back.  Dripping Cunt
understood immediately.
That thing in her throat
could go down to her
stomach…

"Time to do some work,
pony."

I kicked her out of the
stables.  The poor thing
went as quick as she could, but the way her leg
was tied made it difficult…

It was a bright, sunny morning.  Sweat was
pouring off my new pony from the physical
effort and her skin looked lovely shining in the
sunlight.  She was clearly not used to physical
labour, but her shapely legs didn’t look weak
at all.  They pulled very well.  I remember how
it made me excited to see her thighs and her
calves straining from the effort, and her
muscular buttocks drove me crazy as they
jogged up and down, decked out in all the gear.
I enjoyed looking at the way her arms were tied
back behind her back too.

I led my new pony on very short reins, forcing
her head back so that the bottom of the T went
deep into her throat.  I worked on her with the
whip, terrifying her, hitting her skin that was
already sensitive because of the sun.  Sometimes
I cracked the whip inches away from her… and
sometimes I whipped her with all my strength

on her buttocks, on her waist and on her legs.
The trouble was, I was whipping myself up

into a dangerous state!  I had to control myself
or I’d kill her and the boss wouldn’t like that at
all.  I knew that Mr Bernard was keeping that
satisfaction for himself…

There’s nothing like a good wank when
you’re getting too horny.  And Dripping Cunt
would do the honours…

"Come here and fuck me, pony," I ordered,
sitting down in the shade of an oak tree.

I had to whip her three times, once on the
calves and then again on the hips and finally
around the waist, curling it round her and
pulling her to me.

"No, not on your knees.  You’re going to work
on my dick with your legs wide apart, squatting
down this time.  I want a good view of your
cunt, so remember to hold your legs wide open
all the time…"

That first contact was a dream.  I don’t know
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if it was her sweat or what, but the truth is that
Dripping Cunt lived up to her name.  Her pussy
was well oiled, no doubt about that!  She took
me in with one gulp, squeezing my dick in a
way that just blew my mind!

It was Paradise.  I could feel it getting through
to me again.  She was just too sexy…

Before it was too late, I grabbed her nipples
by the bells and stopped her with a sharp tug.

"Easy, pony, easy now…"
She obeyed, panting, the saliva running out

of the sides of her mouth.
Her superb breasts and legs
were trembling all over.  In
fact, her whole body was
trembling all over…

Still holding her by the
nipples, I guided her head
down, very slowly.  Her
mons veneris, clearly
exposed now it was shaved,
swelled around her lovely
cunt lips that were working
their way up and down my
penis.  Ah, if those lips
could speak!

I gasped and looked in
amazement at the damp
love juice they left behind
them.

I nearly came looking at
it.  My head was spinning
and I could hear myself
grunting and groaning…

I took two big handfuls of
her boobs and dug my nails
into them.  I twisted them
and turned them round and
round… They were sub-
lime, soft but firm, big and
floppy but holding up well,
wobbling and settling back
into place with a life of their
own every time she came
near the tip and let herself
down again…

I pulled them up just for
the pleasure of seeing how
they fell, quivering, provoking me, inviting
me…

My pony’s pussy gave me over an hour of
ecstasy, until I couldn’t hold it back any more,
until her legs, shaking with cramp, could not
respond even when I pulled hard on her
nipples…

"Empty me, pony!" I said, slapping her tits
hard and finally letting go of her now bleeding

nipples.
I don’t know where she got the strength from,

but Dripping Cunt suddenly started pumping
up and down my dick.  I suppose she just
wanted to finish the session…

I couldn’t help it.  I roared.
"AAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHH!!!"
It all went black but I knew I was jerking and

throwing my arms around like a madman…
But the working day wasn’t over for this pony

yet.  There was plenty of land to plough.  There

were still seven hours to sunset.  As soon as I
got my breath back, I tied the pony to the plough
and made her start ploughing again…

In a few minutes I had this terrible hard-on
again and I just couldn’t take my eyes off her
jerking butt.  I loved the red welts all over it,
and her waist that was all red from the rubbing
of the leather straps.  I also liked the way her
cute little anus was closing tight onto the tail
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I’d stuck in it…
I wasn’t too sure my new

pony was going to stand the
first day’s work.  I thought
she might faint before
sunset.  What I did know
was that I would have to
rape her two or three times
before then to keep my
sanity!   I’d brought a couple
of sandwiches to build my
strength up, and I made
myself at home in the shade
of a tree.  My pony ploug-
hed on, afraid of the whip…

I’d bring her into the
shade when she finishes and
I’d give it to her good and
hard up the asshole.  Then
I’d make her lick my dick
clean.  And after that I’d
hang her up by the ankles
and give her a real
whipping this time!  It
would be a long, sadistic
session.  Something for the
pony’s tits and cunt to
remember all her life…

Something for the man who
held the whip-hand to
remember too!  

NEW FANSADOX COLLECTION
Fed up with reading ‘to be continued’?
Try this, new from Fansadox.
Complete, self-contained comics
by your favorite artists
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let me see now…

all you youngsters
are horny as hell.
i bet you’ll love this!

you’re my slave forever
now, so better get used
to having your little
cunt stuffed.

nice huh! you really
like it, don’t you?

All characters are 18 years old or older

…yeah!  this’ll
do just fine

Previous chapter in Fansandox 20
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!!?

CLICK HERE FOR A COMPLETE CATALOGUE

you just hang here juicing
up for me while i take care
of your little friend, ok?

how about you, bitch? wouldn’t you
like something big inside you too?

NNNNNGGGGGG!!!

see? it fits
like a glove.

mmmm … mmmg what’s that? you want to
eat my cock, or what?
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PLSSS...

Noooo...

CLICK HERE FOR A COMPLETE CATALOGUE

sure bitch! but you’d
better be good at it,
‘cause i really hate
sloppy cocksuckers

open that mouth wide,
you cockteaser!

what?  get suckin’, you
whore!  a slave never
says no to her master!!

Noooo!!!

gulp!
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ARGGGGGGH!!!

PLSSS...

NNNN...

CLICK HERE FOR A COMPLETE CATALOGUE

that’s more like it.  if
you do a good job your
master will fuck your
asshole for you later!

damn you, you dirty
whore! you shouldn’t
have done that!  that
was a big mistake!

nooooo!!!
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what?  what
are you doing?

CLICK HERE FOR A COMPLETE CATALOGUE

ok… you like it
rough, do you?

i’m gonna teach you
some manners, you
wet cunt!

you’ll learn how a
sex slave treats her
lord adn master.

Noooo!!!
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to be continued

aaiiiighhh!

you better obey, or
you’ll be damn sorry!

you’re not so cocky now, eh,
bitch?  you’re in for a bad time,
slave…  i’m gonna train you the
hard way, i’m telling you now!

aaaghh! … it hurts!  please... leave me
alone... i’ll be good ... huh ...huh...

too late, bitch!
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ALL THE CHARACTERS IN THIS STORY ARE 18 YEARS OLD OR OLDER

Maternal Blackmail
Episode 5 Some days later, Miriam Dupond was not enjoying her enforced honeymoon with

the repulsive Pablito...  The young man’s lust just got stronger, and so did his
cruel sexual sadism.  Miriam, still in chains, was more dead than alive now...

PAUL

leave me alone, please.
i need to get some sleep...

we’ve hardly started, kid.
see how hard my dick is?

and mummy’s come
down to take a photo...
.

say cheese, now!

i’m coming! ugh!...feel that,
you slut? ugh! feel me cum?

arggghhhhhhh!

jeez, this place stinks! oh, good afternoon, gentlemen.  you’ve come
for the package for the governor, eh?  i
was expecting you, it’s all ready.  come in...

over here, in the bassement.
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CLICK HERE FOR A COMPLETE CATALOGUE

right ahead, gents.  take no notice of them.
they’ve just got married and he can’t stop
playing games!  boys will be boys, eh?

help!  get me out of here,
please!  they’ve kidnapped me...

here she is.  clothes and all!

thank you for your
trouble, ma’am.

out you come, you, slut!

who are you?  you’re hurting me!

shut it, or i’ll put
a bullet through
your little clit.

bye, sweetie.  be good, and don’t
make the governor angry!  i’m
giving you some photos of your
sister with my son.  let your
mother see them.  tell her your
sister’s having the time of her life!
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you heard the lady.  you’re
gonna be a good girl, right?

yes...yes...you’r ...choking me!

just look at my boy.  i call him tarzan!
can’t stop, all day, bang, bang, bang...!

we could all do that with a chick
like this one tied to the bed, ma’am.miriam! miriam, they’re

taking me away! walk and cut the crap,
kid.  we’re late!

sexy top.  what’s
it covering up?

open those legs, or the
gun’ll shoot off into you...

please, where are we
going?  are you
going to kill me?

depends on you, kid.
where?  we’re gonna
visit your mother.

now push with your
cunt.  fuck the gun!
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leave off, morales,.
we’re nearly there.

in the courtyard of the penitentiary, the female
prisoners have been standing in the scorching sun

...but only madame dupond is naked.
she’s also chained and gagged!

finally, the prison authorities arrive...

that’s the foreign slut i told you
about, pater. i keep her shut in.  real
nympho.  bad example for the others.

later...
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CLICK HERE FOR A COMPLETE CATALOGUE

you should learn to control this body
of yours, you slut.  use it only for
procreation, a christian duty!

they’ll bring you to the chapel tonight for
confession.  just the two of us, get it?  confes-
sional secret, of course... you’ll tell me all, right?

all yours, gov.  go careful now,
she’s a bit of a fighter i reckon...

mummy!  are you alright?

what’s this?

mmmm.... very interesting.  your twin
sister’s a slut.  got your mother’s
sex genes!  hope you got the same!
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yes, dear... please dear... give me the
vibrator... i want to show you how i
come. i want to make you randy, dear.

CLICK HERE FOR A COMPLETE CATALOGUE

meanwhile, in the basement of corrientes
street, the party goes on...

no, please... i’ll do
it... i’ll do it...
don’t whip me...
anymore... please...

oh, you’re a real dirty one,
you are!  it’s just running
out of you!  ok.  here you go.
give it a good suck first!

yes, dear, i’ll give
it a good suck.

it’s nice, dear.  yes, i’m going
to cum for you ... yes...

that’s better.  now
ask me for it like
i told you.  and
call me dear.

easy wasn’t it?
we’re gonna get on
just fine, i can see.

you’ve gotta earn it, kid.  play with your
pussy till i see the juice coming out.

yes, dear.  i’ll play
with my pussy...

ok, you slut!  put
it right up your
cunt, will you?

tell me what it’s like, slut.
are you gonna cum for me?
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that’s enough, you whore!  get on that bed
and spread those legs!  i’ll teach you a
lesson... you shouldn’t cum in front of your
boyfriend like that!  you should wait for him!

meanwhile, in an abandoned wing of the
mosquito marsh penal colony, mother
and daughter are held in separate cages...

let me take this off you.

arrrghh!!!

leave her alone, you slut. you don’t
want your daughter to see what a
whore her mother is, do you?

you’re gonna suck pater’s cock as
an act of penitence for your sins!

you filthy bastards!
i won’t do it!

in that case, i’ll put a bullet in your daughter’s knee.
i can break lots of bones without killing her.

right, you bitch, cut the crap
and get sucking on this dick!

you’re not a priest
but a pervert

do a good job, poor
sinner. god is merciful if
it’s a good blow job...
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oh, ain’t that cute!  she’s trembling!
does my dick turn you on?  do you
wet when you see a uniform?

it makes me sick.
you and pater
make me sick!

i hope you’ve inherited your
mother’s mouth technique.
can you hear her slurping?

oh, yeah, she’s giving
him a big one there!

this whore does the
best blow jobs in
the whole prison!

mummy!  they’re filthy pigs!
they’ve got no right to make you....

take your top off.  i wanna see what
you’ve got underneath.  strip right off,
i wanna see it all, tits, cunt, the lot...

drop your pants too.  i was getting tired of
your mother’s cunt.  if you play your cards
right, you can take over her job...  so far, things
are looking good for you, and me!  ha! ha! ha!
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OK you
high-class

assholes, get
ready.  You’re going

to Rome, to the
slave market!
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This is the hardest of fates!  We did
what we could.  but with all the
men gone to the war we couldn’t

do better...

There are just a few of us
left now. All the rest were
put to the sword... we’re

slaves now. The worst kind
of slaves...

ARGGHHHH
  NOOOOOOOO!!

Walk, you slut.  And hold
your tits up!  Show them like
you were in the slave market.
Ha! Ha! Ha!  you’ll be there

quite soon!
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The journey was long and arduous.
Finally, the slaves arrived at the
Emperor’s Palace.  He has first pick...

The Imperial Slavemaster chooses
the three most beautiful slaves.

Take these three to
the Emperor’s room.

The slaves’ hearts were heavy and the wait was long...
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At night...

I am a
noblewoman

and a soldier.  I am
entitled to better

treatment!  I’m
not a slave!

Soldier?
You sure got
a slave’s tits,

girl!
Let me have a

good look at you.
Yes... You’re worthy of

the Emperor’s Dick!
I’ll make you the Queen

of my sexslaves,
noblewoman!

And this
will be your

throne

No...

please...

get up,
slave. you’re

gonna be
used
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Over here, slut!
I’m gonna teach you
how Rome treats its

slaves.

NOOOOOOOOOOOO,
let me go, you

bastard!

NO!  You
can’t rape me!

I promised myself
to a man before

God!

The man’s
dead and I can’t see
no gods here.  I can
only see a big, juicy

noblewoman’s
cunt!

I’m gonna fuck
you day and night, you

big bitch. Till I get tired
of you and throw you

to the dogs!

NOOOOOO....

STOP!!!!!!!

You’re mine
slave, and I’m

gonna bang the
ass off you!
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You have
dishonored me
before God!

Kill me!

ARGGHHHH...

NOOOOO!!!

  stop!!!

You’re hurting
me... please, stop!

It hurts!
OOOOOOH!!!

No... I’m
not killing
your noble

cunt!

Did you
promise him
your other

hole, too, you
wet slut?

 2003  www.dofantasy.com
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Dionisius, string
this one up by the wrists and

flog her.  Fifty of the best, tits
and cunt, with the bullwhip.

      Then throw her
        in a cage...

...till I need
her again.  And

bring me the next
one!

Move your
ass, and stick your big tits

right out, foreign woman.  I’ll
flog the skin off them.  You’re not
going to meet the Emperor again.

I’m gonna keep those tits
all for myself!

 2003  www.dofantasy.com
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HER BIGGEST FANS
A Geoff Merrick Classic.  Ilustrations ARIES

Roberta Winter was blissfully happy as she walked
along the country road. She was away from the
madding crowd in L.A. and loved the blissful
tranquility of filming in rural Canada. It made her a
little less careful than usual as she wandered away from
the location shoot.

After all, she was one of the sweetest, prettiest,
serenely sexy young actresses in the world‘only five
foot, four inches and a hundred and three pounds, but
with a face, and body that even superstars who made
twice her income would kill for.

Her chest was not only 34D, but her breasts were so
round and firm they made people think she was at least
two inches fuller. Basically a small sex package, her
waist was an incredible 22 inches, and her hips a slim
thirty-three. Her rear was just right: small, round, tight,
and a perfect handful. She knew that many of her fans
wanted to see her naked, but that wasn't going to
happen‘despite what some of her more obsessed letter
writers whined.

She marveled at their desire: even if they saw her in
theis denim miniskirt, hiking boots, ankle socks, plaid
shirt (open but knotted at her waist) and
deep u-necked ribbed t-shirt, all they would
see was her shape. No matter. She was just
over a knoll from the entire crew. One call
from the assistant director and she'd go
back. And even if she did as little as stub
her toe, one small cry from her would bring
them all running.

Her last rational thought was: what could
possibly go wrong here in these tranquil
woods? Then a hand clamped over her
delicious young mouth.

If a starlet is attacked in the woods and
there's no one there to see it, does she make
a sound?

Another hand twisted in her short brown
hair. Others grabbed her wrists and
wrapped around her waist. Before she fully
knew what was happening, she was
dragged over a further crest and shoved
down behind a huge, gnarled tree.

Within seconds, it was a different Roberta.
Her clear, glorious hazel eyes were
blindfolded with a thick rag. Coarse rope
bit into her wrists crossed behind her, which
lay half on her flannel shirt and half on her
denim miniskirt. Her elbows were also
crossed and painfully cinched, thrusting her
glowing chest out.

That chest was housed in the bulging t-
shirt, which could now be plainly seen amid
the binding ropes since her flannel shirt had
been ripped open. Her hiking shoes were
off, but her thick socks were still on her
crossed and bound ankles. The rope sunk

into he smooth, silky flesh above and below her bent
knees.

Someone grabbed her hair again, tore off the cloth
blindfold, and pushed her head back toward the glen
where the crew readied the movie's next shot. She heard
a mean female voice hiss "Why don’t you say something
to them, bitch?"

Roberta tried to call out, to scream, but the thick cloth
between her soft red lips and perfect white teeth‹
holding in a horrid doggy toy between her tongue and
palette‹ ruined any words and reduced any volume.
"Hunh...." she attempted in fear and despair. "Eunh!"

But then the woman who gripped her hair put her
other muscular hand across Roberta’s lovely mouth and
sealed it tight, laughing softly and sadistically. "You’re
going to have to do better than that, bitch!" she gloated.
Then she threw the tiny, shapely brunette onto her face
on the matted leaves.

Her eyes tearing, Roberta again could only see the
hulking shadows of her captors before the blindfold was
slapped over her big, beautiful, widening eyes and
knotted tightly around her head. "Love your short hair,"
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she heard her tormentor sneer. "Perfect for gags and
blindfolds... it’s like you wanted to be abducted...bitch!"

Roberta was terrified, yet still somehow sure that any
second someone would show up to rescue her. These
insane attackers would run away and the stunning
nightmare would be over. But in the next few moments,
they simply untied her legs, put her hiking shoes back
on (untied), strapped a studded dog collar around her
slim throat and yanked her up by a leash.

Her captors were wearing ski-masks. She stood
blindfolded before the four of them‹ three men and one
woman‹ shivering in the gathering afternoon gloom.

"Man, she’s a tiny thing, ain’t she?" said one.
"Yeah," said another. "But even sexier in person, eh?"
"Shut up," snapped the woman, yanking on the leash.

"Come on, bitch."
Then, incredibly, they simply walked away, two men

behind her, and another leading the way. The woman,
of course, tended to Roberta‹ yanking up her denim
skirt until her entire shapely legs and delicate panties
were revealed, and pulling at her shirts until both of
her bulging breasts were fully exposed.

"God, you’re a slut," the woman whispered with envy
as she dragged the gagged, blindfolded girl along. And
with each step, her muffled bleats, swallowed up by
the leaves and pine needles, grew more and more
distant.

The film crew realized she was missing at about the

same moment an unknowing park ranger came upon
the three men in the mountain's gathering sunset
gloom.

"Hey guys," he said, "what are you doing here at this
hour?" "Nothing, sir," said one of the men with a
casualness which bespoke familiarity. "Just hiking."

The woman sniggered. She had clamped onto Roberta
like a deer tick as soon as they saw the ranger’s shadow
approaching — dragging the blindfolded, oblivious
little girl behind a wide, old tree trunk, away from the
park ranger’s view.

One stringy, strong hand was clamped tightly over
Roberta’s already gagged mouth; the other arm
clamped around Roberta’s beautiful little body, just
below her heaving breasts, and her legs wrapped
around Roberta’s thighs and shins‹ keeping the
gorgeous, writhing little starlet locked into place.

Roberta tried to break free, scream, run, or even fall,
all her muscles stretched taut, sweat pouring down her
shining, exposed skin, every tendon on her neck and
face bulging. It was no use. All she did was quiver in
place, her young, strong breasts threatening to explode
out of her straining t-shirt.

"Okay," she heard the ranger say. "Just checking. Be
careful out here, will you, guys? It’s getting dark."

"You bet," she heard a man replay. "Thanks, sir."
Roberta groaned in horror, hearing the footsteps

moving away. Her female captor giggled, then stuck
her snake-like tongue into Roberta’s ear.

The park ranger shook his head as he
walked away. Even he should be heading
home soon. The only reason he was still out
there was because of that film shoot‘but that
was hundreds of yards away. These guys
weren't even close to disturbing the
production. Little did he know as he reported
in that the four had reached their destination:
a deserted cabin in an obscure part of the
park.

They threw Roberta onto the wooden,
stained bed inside ‘ and took turns.

They had pulled off her socks and shoes,
tied her spread-eagled, tore open her shirt
completely, bunched her skirt around her
waist, then cut and pulled off her panties.

The men took a second to admire the
breasts only youth, health, and luck-of-the-
genes could produce‹ perfectly proportioned
mounds with wonderfully circular aureoles
and pink nibs‹ before setting upon her.

The woman wiped Roberta’s brow with it
as the men climbed on.

They gripped her hips and jammed their
cocks inside before grabbing her tits and
laying atop her.

The woman gripped Roberta’s head, then
leaned down until her mouth was right next
to the girl’s ear. "You will not bite or I will
break a bottle in your ass. You will not bite
or then we will take you out to the lake and
fuck you while you drown. Understand?"

She didn’t wait for a reaction. Instead, she
carefully untied Roberta’s gag and removed
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the doggy toy from the beauty’s exhausted mouth. Even
so, she still gripped Roberta’s head by the hair and chin.

"Okay, boys," she said, and, before Roberta could even
gasp, her rapist’s tongue was jammed down her throat.

She gagged, writhed, heaved, and made tight,
yanking fists...but she didn’t bite.

When a tongue wasn’t there, the woman’s hand or a
sodden cloth was. When a tongue wasn’t there pushing
her head deep into the soiled mattress, the woman held
Roberta’s head up, so she could see the disgusting men
grinding her breasts and ramming their unwashed
cocks into her luxuriously satin snatch.

They reared up and came into her...once, twice, three
times...then again...four, five, and six.

Only then did they flop around Roberta’s weeping,
comatose form‹ idly playing with her tits, diddling her
crotch, and letting the woman force her to clean off their
cocks with her slobbering tongue.

Finally they untied her from the bed, retied her wrists
behind her, tied her ankles to her thighs, then tied her
neck to her knees. Only then did they lean her over, tits
down. One man lay beneath her head, directing his cock
into her flaccid mouth. One kneeled behind her,
jamming his cock up her ass. The other
rested as the woman pinched and
stabbed Roberta’s nipples with her
fingernails, while making sure her
working mouth, gulping throat and
arching back were smooth with sweat
and cum.

By the time it was over and the sun
was rising, Roberta wasn't even aware
that the four had left. She sat slumped
in a thick, rough, heavy wooden chair.
Her bare arms were wrenched behind
her, wrists crossed and bound to the
second slat. Her bare legs were wide,
knees and ankles bound to the chair
legs and chair leg slats. Her bare feet
barely touched the dirty cabin floor.

The small, dirty, torn, sleeveless, u-
necked t-shirt was all she wore. It
barely covered her aureoles as her bare
breasts hung beneath the ribbed
cotton, and its hem barely covered her
soiled beaver.

Drool poured down her chin and
splattered the shirt waist. For, in her
mouth, was a pony’s bridle, only so
thick that her mouth was forced open
to its widest aperture and her smooth,
sweet lips were drawn all the way
back‹ looking like sensual rubber
bands.

Thin brown straps were tightly and
perfectly affixed all over her head and
neck, reminding the tormented girl of
her captor’s words..."love your
hairdo...perfect for gags...." Yes, there
was little hair to get in the way of the
equipment.

She was alone, fuck-fatigued,
moaning, in the gathering sunrise

coming through the high, small windows of the
cabin...but not for long.

She didn’t hear him or see him until heavier,
stronger fingers grabbed her short hair and yanked
her head back. She blinked up, her own beautiful
eyes wide, into the coarsened face of a huge, pock-
marked bearded man,

He was huge: at least six-feet-six and more than
two hundred and fifty pounds. He wore a biker’s
classic regalia: t-shirt, leather vest, and black jeans
with boots.

"I’ve been waitin’ for you, darling," he rasped.
Then he let his other hand slowly fall until his
fingers moved under the t-shirt and touched her left
tit.

Roberta started to sob and cry, her head twisting
in his grip and her lovely eyes closing, but he
completely ignored her reaction. He started
indolently fiddling her hanging orb while staring
down at her beautiful (even when distended) face.

"I been watchin’ you," he continued. "I'm your
biggest fan."

Roberta continued to cry, but started straining in
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stuffed in her mouth, not with the man’s knotted
handkerchief holding it in, not with the sleeve of her
flannel shirt tied tightly around that, and not with his
huge, heavily muscled hand clamped tightly over that
as well.

She screamed once more, only her cry ended in a raw
grunt and gasp as he pushed the huge log of his penis
into her tiny tight cunt yet again.

Her arms were tied top to bottom in the small of her
back as she lay naked in the dirt beneath the cabin. He
had staked her ankles wide in the ground. He lay atop
her now, keeping her quiet and silently fucking her as
the sheriff’s men searched just above them...the only
thing separating rescuers from violated victim a simple
span of two-inch floor boarding.

"Aw, she ain’t here," complained the deputy. "I told
you, sarge, she probably twisted her ankle or somethin’
on the trail. The others’ll find her. Or mabbe she went
home. You know how those Hollywood people are."

Roberta tried to call out "no" and shake her head, but
the big biker simply tightened his grip on her mouth
and shoved his huge cock up to the hilt again. She
choked, her eyes screwing shut and her sexy little body
jerking.

"Yeah," said the sheriff’s man. "I guess you’re right."
Roberta tried to get her breath to shout "no" again,

pulling at the ropes and opening her eyes wide, but
just then the deputy stepped on the board directly over
her, and a small cascade of dust fell directly into her
face.

Roberta tried to shake her head, blinking furiously,
her screech turning into a tortured croak. Her captor
almost laughed, but, instead, he put both hands over
her mouth, reared up until the top of his head almost
touched the bottom of the floor boards and started
thrusting like a piston.

her bonds as his kneading became rougher and more
insistent.

"You had no guards, like nobody up here would know
who the hell you were. But I got news for you, darling."
At this, he leaned down closer to her sobbing face. "Even
if you weren’t famous, you’d still be my bitch."

Roberta tried to tear herself out of the chair,
screeching. Saliva splashed out of her mouth, choking
her.

The man still hardly reacted at all. He twisted her tit
and stood straight again. "Yep," he said. "You that
purty."

He waited until Roberta collapsed in the chair before
he quickly gripped the neck of the t-shirt and tore it
from her. Then he froze. She did too. Because they both
heard voices from outside. "Here!" came a voice from
the woods. "Here’s a shack."

Before she knew what was happening, she was out
of the chair and being dragged toward a rear window.
She tried to scream but the bridle and his choking,
tearing handsreduced the screeches to grunts.

Two men in local constabulary uniforms came
running through the trees. It was almost mid-morning
and they had been looking for Roberta most of the night.

"Do you really think she’d be in there?" came a
complaining voice.

"It’s worth a look!" The sheriff’s man burst in to the
cabin, only to be disappointed.

The deputy came in after him, needing his flashlight
to illuminate the gloom somewhat. All they saw was a
rotten old bed and a broken chair on its side. "Not here,"
the sheriff’s man said disappointedly. They shuffled
around the cabin, kicking at the garbage.

Roberta heard them above her, her wide eyes
pinballing around in their sockets. She screamed at them
again, but they couldn’t hear her... not with the t-shirt
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Roberta’s eyes nearly crossed before her eyelids
fluttered and shut. She made a strange, continuous,
gurgling-gargling sound as her streaked, yet still
stunningly sexy, body shook as if the ground had magic
fingers. She just managed to hear the boots of the
policemen moving toward the cabin door.

"Just a couple more seconds...." she heard her rapist
whisper.

Despite the pain, she opened her eyes, looking at him
in shocked disbelief as her body was pushed again and
again by his plunging. Her fear grew even greater as
he merely smiled benignly down at her and kept
ramming.

"Well, I gotta spurt before they leave, don’t I?" he
whispered to her.

Roberta shrieked, kicked, and writhed just out of
sight‹ staked out in the middle of the ground in the
center of the area beneath the house‹ as the officers
walked away. Had they just kneeled down they would
have seen her...but they didn’t.

The sheriff’s man turned and looked back at the
house‹ just at the moment the big biker started to
shudder, pushing his log all the way in the luscious
little girl and doing a push-up off her sealed mouth.

The officer had a glancing thought about the area
beneath the house‹ just as the rapist’s cock was
engorged and started to billow with blood‹ but how
could a movie star wind up underneath a shack like
this? If she could do that, she could crawl into the
place instead.

The sheriff’s man shrugged and turned
away...just as Roberta’s ravisher shot a thick
blanket of gooey semen deep inside her straining,
bound body.

After the men had disappeared from sight, the
forest was silent. Then the quiet afternoon in the
Canadian woods was interrupted by a strange
rustling noise. It happened once, then again a few
seconds later, then again. Suddenly the top of
Roberta’s head started appearing from under the
lip of the cabin.

A few seconds later, there was another rustling,
and Roberta’s face appeared: eyes screwed shut,
forehead creased in agony, gags adhered over her
luscious mouth and sweet lower face. Then her
naked body slid a few inches more through the
dirt and fallen leaves.

Only when her mauled, shaking tits appeared
did the truth start to become apparent.

Roberta’s sexy little body moved again, the
man’s head appearing. Her arms were still tightly
tied behind her, in the curve of her back, but her
legs were untied. They did her no good, however,
since her nearly eighteen hour ordeal had rendered
them useless.

Her repulsive rapist was pushing her out from
under the cabin using only his cock...in her cunt.

Roberta was pushed out a few more inches on
her back, the truth finally exposed to the diffused
sunlight: his big, engorged hard-on, hidden almost
completely inside her, her vaginal lips stretched
out, straining to take it all in, her cunt hair moist,
dewy, dark and dirty.

He thrust his hips again, pushing her all the way out
into the yard. She groaned and cringed in spite of
herself, feeling the sunlight on her skin. She nearly bent
one leg, her head going back, and then he did the
impossible.

He stood up.
Her hips jerked upward as he swept his feet under

him, and then, before she knew what was happening,
he rose.

Roberta’s eyes snapped open as if she had just
dropped over the first rise of a rollercoaster. She felt
her torso surging up, and then, to her shocked disbelief,
she felt her legs leaving the ground. She started to
shriek, but then the ride was over.

He stood, holding her a foot and a half off the ground
by only his impaling pole.

Roberta’s cry turned into a despairing rattle, then
wracking sobs, as she sunk down completely on his
meat shaft, hanging off him as if leaning out a window.
Her eyes shut again, her gag like mummy bandages, as
they both stood naked in full daylight.

He smiled at her perfect, youthful, female form, and
felt his power.

She groaned in agony, floating yet anchored, sexual
alarms exploding in her head.

Yet that was not the worst. The worst came, eternities
later, when he carefully, almost tenderly, took her by
her bound upper arms...and started to move her up and
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down on his erection like a sex toy.
Roberta’s eyes snapped open, staring at his smug,

satisfied face. She cried out in torment to him, shaking
her head no, but he merely nodded back and kept
masturbating himself with her.

Then she had to stop shaking her head, only having
the strength to let it fall back, her breasts quivering, as
the alarms inside her became even louder and more
shrill. She tried to scrunch down, she tried to fall off
him, but he was too strong and his erection was too
big. He slid her up and down six, seven, eight inches,
leaving plenty to spare, as his cock just kept getting
thicker, warmer, and wetter.

Roberta felt it coming. Worse, she felt herself coming‹
the amazing position finally unleashing a repugnant
release.

Her knees started to bend, her legs started to kick,
her torso started to flop around in a desperate last-ditch
attempt to avoid the coming explosion.

But he held her...and moved her...and the sexual
tsunami grew in strength.

Roberta threw her head back and screamed into the
gag. Her rapist grabbed her upper arms in a spasm and
shoved her down like a detonator. His cry was a guttural
bellow of a beast as he thrust his own hips up to lock
into hers.

Then they came.
Roberta jerked repeatedly in place, her legs achingly

reaching for the ground, and her tightly packed torso
twisting in his iron grip. He just fired and fired and
fired cum inside her, coating her vaginal walls like
whipped cream.

Finally the fireballs died down. Roberta longed for
unconsciousness, but it would not come. Instead she
had to face her rapist, still impaled on his cock.

She went crazy, but even that didn’t help. The big
ugly man merely grabbed the back of her shaking head
and forced her contorting face against his shoulder. He
wrapped his other arm around her jerking torso, and
held her kicking, spasming body tightly against his hard
bulk; even then refusing to remove her from his cock.
In fact, he held her on it even more tightly.

Only then did he turn toward the cabin and slowly
mount the steps‹ Roberta’s swinging legs and pointed
toes just missing the rotting wood surface. Locking the
hysterical beauty to him that way, he brought his
despoiled, repeatedly violated prize out of the light.

Now all he had to do was make sure this monstrous
miscarriage of justice was never discovered....

That wouldn't be easy. The film company had opened
the bank vault to flood the town with searchers. Not a
path was unwatched. In fact, virtually all the patrols
were out, combing every inch of the town for any sign
of the famous Roberta Winter.

So it was no surprise that only the sheriff and his
deputy were standing outside the small station house
when the motorcycle went by.

"Whoa!" the deputy called from the parking lot to the
sheriff, who was sitting on the steps. "Did you see that?"

"What?"
"That bike! What a beauty!"
"Was he speeding?"

"Him? Them. And no, I don’t think so...cutting it
pretty close, but...I don’t know."

"Should we go after them?
"Geez, I don’t know. They were playing it safe...all

leather outfits... helmets.`"
"So what were you shouting for?" complained the

sheriff’s man, turning away. "We're looking for a
missing actress, not two joyriders!" He was depressed
that they still hadn’t found the missing tinseltown
princess.

The deputy’s mind was taken off their failure by the
sight of the bike. "You shoulda seen it, man. Huge,
powerful...now that’s what I call a real machine!"

The sheriff’s man shook his head. "If your description
is accurate, you couldn’t afford something like that
anyway...."

"Not on my salary," the deputy agreed, looking back
down the narrow road, lined with trees, in the misty,
gray, afternoon. "Had to be at least $7000...."

His brow furrowed... did he imagine it...or was the
girl rider sitting in front of the guy? She was certainly
hugging him tightly...even had her arms under his
leather jacket...but was she hugging him with her back
to his front?

There was no question the second rider was a girl.
Although her legs were swathed in laced-up leather,
and her boots were tight on the rider’s stirrups, her
black top left no doubt as to her sex ‹  that thing looked
like leather but it had to be rubber (and thin rubber at
that!) the way it molded her great tits and trim torso.

The deputy shrugged and turned away as the biker
drove Roberta out of town, literally before their eyes.

She was, indeed, sitting in front of him, her tightly
packed little body pressed against his. Her arms were
wrenched behind her, wrapping his torso under his big,
loose jacket, where no one could see that the handcuffs
which were connecting her wrists were attached to a
metal ring in his thick leather belt.

Beneath the helmet, with the one-way visor
completely covering her famous visage, Roberta was
gagged even more stringently than before. A big red
ball was all the way in her mouth. Thick, wide tape
completely covered her lower face, and expertly
wrapped second-skin ace bandage covered that.

The leather boots were covered in straps‹ some for
show...and some to bind her shapely, long legs to the
bike. And, he had, indeed, encased her struggling shape
in black, dully shining, form-fitting polyrubberized
leather, which had been a joy in and of itself.

Only what no other person could possibly notice was
the way the brown leather laces on her upper legs
knotted tightly together with the ones on his
thighs...holding her affixed to his lap.

And what no one could see, even if they stuck their
heads an inch away, was the small hole in the bottom
of her rubber/leather pants...and that his fly was open....

With every bump...with every surge of speed...with
every turn...in full view of every other vehicle and every
passing pedestrian...the biker fucked bound, secretly
struggling, gagged, silently screaming, little Roberta up
the ass.... 
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this one was
another reason.
take a look.  19
and a sex-bomb!

i was
surprised
you and
rose split
up.  at our
age...

now take
a peep...

Jesus
christ!

it’s a different
kind of relation-
ship, get me?

she doesn’t cook
supper.  she don’t
iron no shirts.
but she does plenty
of other tricks.

i had my reasons.  sex was
one, and sex was another.
no action with rose.  didn’t
want any either.
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  i cum down
 here a lot!
again and again!
  ha! ha! ha!

as my mas-
ter wishes

faster! fuck
 yourself
  faster!

yes ... yes...
my master

she wasn’t so
cooperative.  i had
to buy a bullwhip!

i Just whip
her on
sundays now.
turns me on!

guess you’d
like to see
the other
room...  c’mon
 let’s go.

 spread those
legs, slave! show
the man your
 carrot trick!

 see how she
plays games for
 her master?

better than
rose, eh?  and
she runs on
carrots!

holy
crap!
i gotta
hand it
to you!
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i remember you
were into asians.
 i got a little
surprise for you
  in here.

ever whip a woman?
i mean, a real whippin’?

you mean
i can...?

 help yourself.
whip her wherever
  you like!

wow, she’s
all tits and
 slits!

oh christ
man, this is
doing me a
lot of good!

 you’re doing a good
Job.  she’s feeling that.
  you’re hurting her.

Just 18,
high class.
geisha...

i was eating her cunt
when you came.  she’s
sensitive, nice taste...

no...  only in my head!
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this one is a
fresh one. it’s
her second day.
new fuck-toy.
real special!
these blacks
can’t get
enough of it!

we’ll have to
check out the
theory, eh? Jeez, this is

my wildest
dream come
true!  makes
me feel like
a southern
landowner!
that means
cunt-owner!

what d’you think?
brown sugar, big,
big tits, wide
mouth and all
fucking day
drooling for her
white master!

i’d bite
them nips
off here
 and now!

you see?  it’s
dripping out of
her!  these
black bitches
oil their
pistons alright!
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hot as hell, and gagging
for more!  shit, i can’t get
my finger in it’s so tight

keep your mind
on the Job, you
slut, and get
that throat
ready!

i’ll help
you! ... ugh!
... suck dick,
you dirty
slut!

lick it!

boy, that was
some asshole!

i Just
filled her
black
bowels with
white cum!

this one isn’t trained
yet... lot of work
 still to do!
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several hours later...

nice harem,
man!  it’s a
sadist’s dream
come true!

you only live once,
and this sure
beats filling a
tissue!  i’m gonna
fill all the big,
Juicy cunts i can
from now on!

man... i’m really
impressed!
what d’you pay
for the cunts?

less than you’d think. an
airline ticket at the most.
central europe, africa, far
east, no dollars, no eat...

they’re all smart girls, looking to
hook a rich westerner.  have a look
at the catalogue.  Just choose the
one that gives you the best hard-on!

end

oops!
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now see what you’ve done bitch!!!
jumping and wiggling around until
you feel off your chair!!  just beca-
use of a little shock to you cunt!

that must hurt!
want me to turn
it off, hmmm?

sorry cunt! i’m busy!!
maybe after i’ve raped
your girlfriend you can
suck her off my dick!
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c’m0n cunt!! i’m
gonna fuck your
pussy full! uuh!

that’s right bitch! mmm!

yes you do, slut!!

you love being fucked
full of big cock, hmmm?
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ugh!!ugh!!ugh!!ugh!! you see, pig!! we didn’t miss the
party!! it’s just begun!! doesn’t
she look sexy, hanging there
naked, getting fucked hard? you
wan’t more dick, fucking pig?

come here! we
have a better
game for you!!
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there pig!

don’t fall off! ha! ha!

you like guns,
cop slut?

you like my big hot cock better,
don’t you fucking pig?  we’ll see
when it’s up your ass!! ha! ha! ha!


20

03
  

w
w

w
.d

of
an

ta
sy

.c
om

CLICK HERE FOR A COMPLETE CATALOGUE

http://www.dofantasy.com/english/USAFC01TortureBrothel.htm
http://www.dofantasy.com/english/USAFC03RomanCircus.htm
http://www.dofantasy.com/english/TOPUSA.htm
http://www.dofantasy.com/english/USAFC01TortureBrothel.htm
http://www.dofantasy.com/english/USAFC03RomanCircus.htm


pig!! you’ve gotten your nasty pussy
all over my nice shiny gun!! i’m going
to have to punish you, fucking cunt!!

ah yes,
piano wire
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heh heh heh! you’re
going to love my new
toys, fucking pig!

y..yes...sir... slurpp!!!

now blondie!  it’s time to do
something useful!  lick, bitch!!!

to be continued
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