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THE CONSIGNMENT By Baron Von Ronsa 

INTRODUCTION 

I have recently found my way into cyberspace and have now spent several weeks surfing the Internet. I have also been browsing news groups in search of sites carrying bondage material. As a result, I have read many of the stories available for free download and found a great many of them to be very good. I found many of these stories to have a well-planned content, written with a professionalism, which I admit I had not expected. My only regret is that in almost all cases, I believe that the tales are fantasy. Now, I do not imply that such fantasy is of no value. My teenage years were filled with the dreams that I have seen played out in the illusory bondage art of such masters as Dolcett and Bishop. The great difference for me is that my bondage dreams did not remain as such, to be played out only in my mind. At age forty-two I have had ‘hands on’ experience in the very real business of human bondage and have been able to transfer many of my fantasies into real life. 

After a period of deep deliberation on the dangers of exposing myself and my past life to open debate, and perhaps to legal action, I have decided that I will today sit down and begin to write this factual narrative. Before doing so, I should point out that my English teacher at school gave me few merit marks for my work in her class, so you will have to take my offerings as they are given, glossing over any glaring errors of language usage. I will be telling the story in my own words. 

I guess that I should start by giving you an outline of my life. My name is Ron Sangster. I was born in Liverpool, England, and educated only up to age fifteen, leaving school without any academic qualifications whatsoever. I think I must always have been a bondage freak, and believe that my earliest encounter with the genre was at age ten, watching a black and white movie called The Man In The Iron Mask. Or was it playing Cowboys and Indians with that pig-tailed girl who loved to be caught by we Braves, and bound helpless to our tree-cum-totem pole? I stayed and watched the iron-masked prisoner suffer his torments through three performances. Miss Pigtails joined in our games for weeks that grew into months, then years. To get more quickly to the meat of my story before you all lose interest, I will gloss over a great deal of my life, and how I got to be where and what I am. Suffice to say that I travelled the world with the help of the Military and learned a great deal of what it takes to make our globe turn smoothly. I learned that for the most part one had to work at making money. Manual labour was not necessary, but one needed a formula for getting those who had the cash to part with it. Now, I have never found a rich man or rich woman for that matter, who didn’t want to spend their wealth on something. I was lucky enough to hit on that something that a select few of these people wanted to buy. 

I am, for all intents and purposes, a slaver. 

There are of course many forms of slavery. I have no connection with white slavery rings or forceful prostitution in which one sells a woman to a brothel keeper who then forces her to spend most of her days prone, earning money for his coffers. I do not provide workers for slave labour although a market for that still exists. What my partners and I do is acquire and prepare, to order, certain persons to fulfil a role dictated by an individual who has the means to pay for such a service. Our product can be of either sex but is mostly female, probably because the majority of those who can afford our wares are male, and sexuality plays more than a small part in such dealings. I might add that it would be most unusual for us to acquire a subject and pass her/him on to a buyer without first having them spend some time with us. The preparation for their new lives can involve far more than the mere donning of chains. 


1 BUT NOT THE BEGINNING 

I open my narrative at a point when our trade is already well established. Our base of operations is located in northern Germany, in a castle. Its external appearance makes it seem at first glance to be a relic of the middle ages. In fact, it is only some fifty years old, and therefore it’s internal aspects and connections to utilities are quite modern. This Schloss sits almost at the top of a quite steep hill and lies three miles from the nearest village. Security is maintained by a computer linked camera system in conjunction with heat and motion sensors, infrared beams, and assorted other bits of high-tech equipment, linked to the alarm system. 

Our group numbers five, including myself. My second in command is John Trent, our medico is Maria Manning, and the muscle of the team are sisters, Tina and Paula, who until recently earned their bread as a professional wrestling team working under the name “The Twin Tigresses.” John is, like me, a bondage freak, and while I handle the business side of our arrangement his forté is the creation of a wondrous assortment of fiendish devices, products of his own evilly inventive imagination. Many of these are attached to and encumber the bodies of our visitors, some for life, after they have passed through our hands. I leave John plenty of time to enjoy his work. 

Maria was a medical student who was forced to drop out during her final year, after a messy clandestine affair with one of her teachers. Tina and Paula (they refuse a surname) joined us after I was able to get them out of a rather dangerous predicament in the Middle East. A rich Arab had made a pass at them during a holiday and they responded by using their well-honed professional skills to cause him a great deal of discomfort, and he, enraged and having lost face, paid to have them killed. A customer of ours intervened and I was able not only to smuggle them out of the country but also to persuade them to join our then growing enterprise. 

Nowadays, almost all our business comes from our many previously satisfied customers and their recommendations to others of like mind. 1 start the body of my tale now, using the result of one such recommendation by a Malayan customer to his Chinese business friend, a certain Mr Lau, who owns and lives upon a fifty square mile island somewhere in the Malacca Straits off the Malayan mainland. We were asked to acquire and prepare to his many specifications a certain eighteen year old Asian girl. Mr Lau had met this girl at an Embassy Ball in Kuala Lumpur and became immediately and totally besotted with her. She was the daughter of a ‘contract’ medical doctor, and it was to the father that Mr Lau first made his feelings known. The doctor, being an enlightened professional who had been educated in the West, would have nothing to do with involving his daughter in any match that might be against her wishes, and so informed Mr Lau that he must approach the girl directly to declare his intentions. Now Mr Lau, although fifty, fat, and balding, is a millionaire scores of times over and had thought therefore that he stood a good chance of being accepted by the girl and paid court to her in all sincerity. With the arrogance of her youth and beauty she not only declined his proposals, but also foolishly laughed in his face, then mixed invective with her scorn. Within a month the doctor’s contract had been mysteriously and prematurely terminated, forcing he and his family to leave the country and move back to England. 

This is the point at which our team entered their lives. 

We maintain a house near Dover, England, which we use as a base for our forays in that country. I spent four days there planning the abduction of the girl called Geeta, and then the rest of the group joined me when the plan was set. We approached the girl’s home at 3 a.m. on a Thursday morning when we knew her parents would be absent, expecting to be in and out of her bedroom in under two minutes. The plan was flawed, however, for instead of one sleeping eighteen-year-old, we opened the door to find two sisters watching nighttime TV from the bed. We had now been seen and therefore could not postpone our action and daring not leave a witness, Maria was required to administer two anaesthetic injections instead of one. Our transport to Dover that night carried six instead of five. Our extra guest was called Sujata and was, at nineteen years of age, the elder of the two sisters. As we stripped the unconscious pair for a cursory medical inspection prior to shipment, I could not help but notice how the sisters differed. Geeta had a slight, wispy build that gave her a more youthful appearance than the older Sujata who, in contrast, was taller and had a more shapely, beautifully boned figure many men must have admired. Perhaps Mr Lau had made the wrong choice. Maria ran a well-honed hand and eye over both of the girls and pronounced them fit to travel, then John went off to prepare a second container for our unexpected addition whilst Tina and Paula opened up what was to be Geeta’s transport packaging. These cases are to my own design and building specifications, consisting of a heavily constructed wooden crate into which a padded chair has been installed. Geeta was placed, still out cold, into her seat then secured at her ankles, thighs, waist, wrists, and neck by thick, adjustable, padded wooden bars that were slotted into the interior frame of the crate then screwed down. 

We next employed an idea of John’s that always ensures our cargo can have no contact with the outside world should consciousness return during the journey. Maria fed a naso-tracheal breathing tube up Geeta’s nose and into her airway, then a clear polythene hood was pulled down over her head and secured with tape at the neck, leaving the open end of the breathing tube to hang down upon her chest between the gently rising and falling mounds of her burgeoning femininity. I placed two hemispheres of a clear Perspex on either side of her head, then slotted them together so that the whole resembled an upturned fish bowl, at which point Maria handed me a spray can containing a polyurethane foam in liquid form. I inserted its long nozzle into a small hole at the top of the Perspex sphere and injected the product. Upon its release the chemical quickly expanded, filling the helmet with a brownish goo that speedily solidified, thus enclosing the girl’s head completely in a solid polyurethane ball so that now no audible sound could realistically pass through this isolating mass in either direction. 

When the process had been repeated with Sujata, the fronts and tops of both crates were screwed down and in under an hour our freight had been made ready for shipping. The consignment was handed over to our agent early that morning, then we returned to our base by the next cross-channel ferry and spent the remainder of the day and evening relaxing before our packages were delivered. After that, we’d have to give our full attention to our new guests for the whole of their stay with us. Immediately upon my return home I got on the phone to a valued customer, Sheikh Ben Akran. In minutes he was speaking to me from his Sheikhdom in Saudi Arabia, where besides maintaining a thriving harem, he also ran a large stable of very special ponies. As soon as I’d laid eyes on the lithe nineteen year old Sujata, I’d thought of him. “And you say she has a dusky skin?” he asked after I told him of our unexpected prize. “You have always chosen well for me my friend,” he went on, “I will of course trust to your judgement. Let me have her details when you know them and I will send over what is needed.” 


2 THE PROCESSING BEGINS 

Friday dawned cold but cloudless, although March winds were beginning to sway the already budding trees and hedgerows. We all busied ourselves around the Schloss getting things ready for our new arrivals until just after 11:00 when the shipper’s truck pulled up at the gates and the driver announced his arrival on the phone link. By 11:30 both crates had been unloaded and manhandled to our main work area. We removed the fronts and found Geeta still unconscious whereas Sujata showed that she was fully awake within her mobile prison by frantic movements of fingers and toes. We prefer to transfer our stock from transport container to workshop, then prepare and fit them with their initial restraints without having to contend with their fearful struggles, and so to this end, both girls were given a second smaller shot of sedative from Maria’s hypo. 

As Geeta was already out cold she was our obvious starting point. The two sections of the helmet covering her head were removed to reveal the spherical polyurethane silencer and from that point it was only a moment’s work using both hands to break the ball apart and clear away the pieces. Her inner hood came off next, it’s purpose having been served by protecting Geeta’s hair and skin from the pressurised chemical as it set. Maria removed the breathing tube whilst Tina and Paula unscrewed the wooden batons holding Geeta to her seat. By now Sujata was again unconscious and the twins next moved across to uncrate her. John and I lifted Geeta from her packaging and carried her to a specially adapted chair, which was part of a complete dental station that had been converted for our highly specialised use. The leather straps fitted to it were used to re-secure Geeta at ankle, thigh, waist and wrist, and finally at upper arm and neck. John busied himself at the top end of the chair examining Geeta’s mouth. It was my task to clean and sanitise with antiseptic wipes those areas of the girl’s body which were to receive our initial ministrations. I started with her genital area and worked slowly and carefully up to her breasts, face, and head. 

Maria meanwhile moved to a drawer in one of the many desks and cabinets lining the workshop walls, returning with a stainless steel dish covered by a white cloth. I moved a stool close to Geeta’s chair and Maria put the dish onto a small stand fixed to it then mounted her stool. The cover of the dish was removed to reveal two modern piercing guns and a collection of the special surgical steel studs they employed. Maria set to work while I swabbed for her and reloaded each gun. She quickly made twelve piercings in the outer labia of our subject’s delicate genitals, resulting in a vertical row of six studs neatly affixed along each fleshy petal. Maria then moved to Geeta’s upper torso where she made a single lateral piercing deeply through the base of each of her nipples. Although unconscious, Geeta’s body responded with strong twitches as each stud was lodged into her flesh at these most sensitively nerved spots. 

John had finished Geeta’s dental examination and was busy at the worktable. He returned carrying two rubber balloons, a large steel syringe, and a dish full of freshly mixed plaster. The syringe was filled from the dish and he then injected a measured amount of plaster into one of the balloons. I held Geeta’s jaw open as John inserted the flaccid, partially filled sack into her mouth; deftly adjusting it’s position as he laid it onto her lower palate. He lifted the girl’s tongue and laid it atop the balloon then pumped the remaining plaster into the second balloon. This too he inserted into Geeta’s mouth, atop the first, thus sandwiching her tongue. John spent nearly a minute adjusting the positions and when he gauged everything to be correct he gently closed the girl’s jaw, forcing the excess plaster to ooze from the necks of the balloons out onto her chin and upper chest. He held her jaw shut, consulting his wristwatch whilst I swabbed away the overflow before it dried. This particular mixture set quickly and John was soon hurrying to a corner of the workshop peeling the now unwanted balloons from the plaster casts of her mouth. I remained with Maria and continued to assist her with the piercing work. 

Mr Lau had not only been spurned by the girl he desired so much, but was also grievously insulted and in his rage decided that although he still wanted her for his own, he had no wish to be assailed by her scathing voice and vitriolic comments. Initially he had requested that Geeta’s tongue be removed, but I’d persuaded him that we had far more interesting and punitive ways of rendering Geeta silent. John had been working on a new idea for just this purpose, and after explaining its finer points to Mr Lau, he had agreed to its use. As it was John’s design, I left him to implement its application for this first time. The piercing guns clattered into the steel dish and Maria stood back to check her work. I noted that both lobes of each ear now sported surgical steel studs, as did both the sides of Geeta’s nose and also her septum. Six of these large and invasive posts also pierced the girl’s tongue. There was a requirement for Geeta to receive further piercings, but these could wait for another day. Maria next loaded the dental drill with an abrasive bit and proceeded to bore a single, one-thirtieth of an inch diameter hole, straight through each of the girl’s two central upper and lower front teeth, following John’s precise instructions. Changing tool heads, she then ground away a quarter round portion of each of these four teeth where they met at the front and centre. Shuddering at the sound of the drill and its abrasive bit, I left her to this task and crossed the workshop to see how the twins were getting on with the older sister. I found Sujata laying face up on a white-topped work table. Tina had just finished cleaning her off with the antiseptic wipes and Paula was busy taking incredibly detailed measurements of the girl and entering the resulting figures into a book. I was again struck by Sujata’s graceful beauty and her height. After completing the measuring, Paula opened a cupboard in the workbench and withdrew a large box of leather straps. I watched with interest as the twins sized and laid out the various belts that they were going to use in fashioning a simple harness to be fitted to Sujata’s torso. They started with a five inch wide padded collar and once this was fixed around her neck, a two-inch wide strap was buckled to it and passed down her front, between her full and firm breasts. Next an eight-inch wide belt tightly cinched in her already slender waist and a longitudinal front strap was then attached to her new waist belt. A similar one was connected to the collar at the back and brought down to be buckled to the cinch at her back. On the lower front and centre of the cinch a narrower strap passed between her legs and was drawn up tight to its rear, anchoring the whole assembly to her body. The twins next added a head harness constructed of six three-quarter inch wide straps that were riveted to a metal ring. All were attached to a wider band, which passed around the girl’s head below her ears. Affixed to this at the front was a pad of hard leather that was easily inserted into the still unconscious Sujata’s mouth. The head harness was then joined by four straps to her wide collar. Cuffs for wrists and ankles completed our unexpected guest’s ensemble. 

The entire harness and the cuffs were fitted at various places with metal clips, rings, and buckles and Tina utilised a few of these to join the ankle cuffs together and fix Sujata’s wrists cuffs to the front of her waist belt. Paula handed me the book of measurements, then helped Tina to lift the unconscious girl from the bench and carry her to one of four small, barred cells at the farthest end of the workshop. These are suitable only for short term holding purposes, being only four feet square and resting directly on the room’s wooden floor. They have no furniture whatsoever, for we have better appointed long term accommodation for our charges in the cellars of the building, although these are rarely used. I watched Sujata being secured within the cell then went off to phone Ben Akran again and pass over the many measurements that the twins had taken. It was by now time for us to have a belated lunch break, and John, Maria, and Paula joined me soon after the phone call, leaving only Tina to watch over our newest arrivals. 

Paula had a short lunch break and returned to the workshop to relieve Tina. By the time she joined us, John was also excusing himself, eager to get back to his work. I suppose that we were all on a high at this, the beginning of a new project, and anxious to get on with our own apportioned tasks. I was determined to enjoy my lunch for I had no specific part to play in the afternoon’s labours except to keep a watching brief, offer such assistance as might be required, and make myself available if and when our captives awoke from their drugged sleep. It always fell to me to enlighten our newest acquisitions as to their predicament and future, both immediate and long- term. Maria was always by my side at these times, ready with a hypo full of sedative should it be required. It often was. 

Maria and I waited for Tina to finish her break before we rejoined the others. John was busy again at his workbench in the corner while Paula rummaged through cupboards and drawers, gathering together various items in a wicker hamper at her feet. I joined Maria at Geeta’s side as she rechecked all the piercing and dental work of the morning, hovering there for a moment until she nodded to me that all was well. I then crossed to where we’d secured Sujata to find she was still sleeping soundly. I left Paula to watch over her and joined Tina who was helping John at the workbench. She was holding steady one of two six-inch cubes of plaster that John was carefully sawing in half. When both were similarly bisected, all four pieces were laid on the bench, cut sides uppermost. 

These were John’s moulds of the casts he’d made of Geeta’s mouth. He had some difficulty in extracting one piece of the original from within its section, but it’s inversion, coupled with a gentle tap from a wooden mallet, did the trick. John next used an assortment of blades and files to make adjustments to the sections and drilled various holes, then re-erected the cubes by fitting the respective halves back together and binding them with adhesive tape. 1 would have stayed to watch the work progress, but Paula called to me when she noticed Sujata stirring. 

Tina had finished her rummaging and was now busy preparing a similar version of Geeta’s chair, only one without a dental station, to accept the awakening Sujata. Quick as a flash they unlocked the cell gate, and before Sujata could even focus her eyes she was carried to the chair and strapped in at the waist. The twins stood at either side controlling her struggling form while I positioned myself in front, watching the girl’s wild, fear-widened eyes searching her alien surroundings for some familiar sight. I kept silent, clinically observing her tackle the abject fear she must have felt as she 

recalled her last waking hour in Geeta’s bedroom and the ensuing struggle before she lost her consciousness, along with her freedom. She could not see the body harness she wore as the high collar prevented her from bending her head forward, but I knew she could feel it, and the head hamness. 

The chair was turned so that she could not see her sister, no matter how frenziedly she twisted her head from side to side. She struggled frantically to raise herself, kicking violently even though her ankles were joined as one, but she was no match for the strong hands that held her down. I stood well clear so her struggles were to no effect. Sujata thrashed about for fully five minutes, her gaze flashing to and from the twins and myself. I observed with interest her curvaceous, sweat-covered breasts heaving and shuddering from the exertion of her useless battle, as it was always my practise to wait for this struggle to be spent before attempting communication. When she finally dropped back into the chair and calmed down I began. “Hello Sujata,” I said softly. “No doubt you have noticed the rather large and cumbersome gag we have placed in your mouth.” My words were immediately followed by more struggling, but this time it subsided quickly as she noted that I stood silent and showed no interest in her agitation. 

“You will have to learn quickly, Sujata, that your struggling will avail you naught,” I continued. “After today it will likely bring swift punishment. 1 should add that the gag will not be removed until I’'m satisfied that you are calm enough not to yell and scream.” I paused and waited for what this time was only barely perceptible movement. 

„Good,” I added, although I was ready for my next words to be followed with a renewal of the fight. “Before I remove the gag and let you ask questions, I have to tell you a few things. You obviously know by now that this is not your home. The only persons who know of your presence here are the members of my team in this room. You are many miles from England and your family and you will almost certainly never see them again.” 

Now all of our previous guests, without exception, on being so enlightened have straightway renewed their struggles for freedom with double their previous strength. Almost all needed to be sedated. However, this dark-skinned beauty threw me completely. Her eyes closed tightly and the tears welled up, but she made no struggle. She sank back into the chair and drew her legs up, trying to assume a foetal position. I waited for a moment then shrugged my shoulders at Maria who stood ready with loaded hypo behind the chair. After a few moments Sujata opened her now reddened eyes and looked straight at me. She seemed to be willing me to reassure her, or perhaps to tell her that this was all a dream. Yet I could not. 

“Okay Sujata, we’re going to remove your gag, but be assured that any outburst will ensure it’s swift replacement.” Tina unfastened the buckles holding the leather pad in place and drew it clear. “Please, where is my sister? Is she all right? s she at home?” I had guessed that her first thoughts would be for Geeta’s welfare. “Slowly now,” I replied, “one question at a time. Geeta is here, not too far away from you. She is unconscious but otherwise unharmed. You may get to see her later, if you behave yourself.” This served to bring back Sujata’s tears, this time with her loud sobbing quite audible. Maria went over to check that Geeta was indeed still dead to the world and had not been woken by her sister’s outburst. 

“But why have you done this to us? We have done you no harm, have we? Are you holding us to ransom? Is that it? Our family has very little—" I stopped her in mid-sentence. “I’ve already told you that you will not be returning to your family.” I watched as the tears welled again and toyed with telling her that her sister had initially been our only prey, but thought better of it. ““You must now put all thoughts of your previous existence from your mind, Sujata. From this day on, both you and your sister begin new lives. You will each be owned by a Master who will take utter control of your life, to do with as he pleases.” I watched her jaw slowly drop at my words, yet still there seemed no fight in her. “In short, Sujata, you are here to be prepared for a life of slavery, servitude, and possession.” 

“This cannot be!” she exclaimed at last. “You must kill me! I could not live so. I cannot be without my family, without Geeta.” She paused, momentarily lost for words, and then screamed out, “What have you done with Geeta?!!” 

I motioned Paula to replace the gag. Sujata was enraged, not hysterical, and really there was no need of a sedative as the twins could easily handle her until she became resigned to her fate. But it was always my intention to replace the gag after this session and indeed Sujata was destined to speak very few more words whilst in our care. She would almost always be gagged or silenced by some means or other from this day forward. I encouraged the belief that by staying calm, she could delay the gag’s replacement and it usually helped in handling our female acquisitions at this difficult, very early stage. 

“Listen carefully Sujata,” I said. “We have a great deal of work to do to get you ready for your new life and there is nothing you can do to alter these plans for your future. I have already said there is no going back, and you will find your stay with us much easier to bear when you eventually accept that.” I left her then in the twin’s capable hands. 

Geeta was still unconscious as I passed her chair, but I noticed that she’d had an accident and urinated in her sleep. Maria was cleaning her up and replacing the seat panel of the chair with a sanitised spare. Before we bedded these girls down for their first night, they would be toiletted and washed in situ. I rejoined John, just as he was separating the halves of his two moulds once again. Within each now sat a smoothly shaped, solid white object made of plastic resin. He extracted these and wiped away traces of plaster that still clung to them, then placed one piece on top of the other. Joined like this they formed roughly the shape and size of a small pear. He still had much work to do and I was eager to watch. One of the forms, the piece that was moulded to lie under Geeta’s tongue on her lower palate, was quite shallow. An indentation in its shape was clearly discernible and John pointed out that the surface of that area was now built up with many rows of shallow, forward-inclined edges, like the face of a rasp. He taped the two sections tightly together, then measured and marked off nine crosses on the base of the lower piece. I held the piece to the bench top as he drilled small holes at the marks, right through the lower and into the upper section. As he again separated the two halves, I passed him nine thin, surgical steel pins from an open container on the table. After dressing each of the drilled cavities in the lower piece with a touch of epoxy adhesive, he located these pins in their holes then pushed them home until only about three-quarters of an inch of each remained protruding from the top side. Six of the pins were set through the area on which Geeta’s tongue would lie. John checked the fit of the two halves and again separated them. His attentions now turned to the upper section alone. I helped him to secure this into a vice, using pieces of softwood to protect the resin’s smooth finish from the metal jaws, then he marked the block and drilled a three-eighths inch diameter hole straight through it from narrow to wide end. The diameter of the drilling was then increased at this wide end, to about three-quarters of an inch and for about the same depth. I was watching so intently that I was startled when Maria tapped my shoulder. She pointed at her wristwatch. 

“Time for tea Ron?” she asked. 

I’d lost track of time and was surprised to find that it was fast approaching 5 p.m., and so turned to see how Tina and Paula were doing with Sujata. They were still busy. 

“How about I bring us some coffee and we can have our meal later, after we’ve put the girls to bed?” The question was aimed at Maria, but we all nodded an acceptance of the idea. “Okay, but I'll make the coffee Ron’ Maria replied. “You know that yours is always too weak.” I nodded and conceded with a smile, for I much preferred to stay and watch John work anyhow. Maria’s coffee did taste better. 

John was near the end of his construction. He cleared the resin swarf from the drilling, and placed both pieces in a dish of antiseptic solution for a moment, then dried them off and coated them all over with antiseptic cream. “All ready Ron,” he beamed as he went over to check out Geeta’s mouth and Maria’s work, nodding approval on both counts. 

Maria returned with the coffee as if on cue. Geeta was still out cold and that was how we wanted her until the next steps were completed. I pulled a table up beside her chair and placed the coffee on it, together with some biscuits that Maria had thoughtfully also brought along. We all gathered around to enjoy a short break and Tina asked when I expected Sheikh Ben Akran’s courier to arrive. 

“It only takes him a few days to get the stuff ready, and it’s usually delivered within the first week,” I replied. “A lot can be done before he even gets the measurements. I know he starts his people working as soon as I give him notification of a new acquisition.” 

We all gathered around Geeta with our drinks as John started working on her. He first removed the temporary studs that Maria had inserted in the girl’s tongue. After swabbing her mouth with antiseptic, he laid the slimmer half of the pear-shaped device onto her lower palate. Her tongue was gently drawn forward, and without too much trouble, he located its six piercings onto the steel pins fixed in the resin mould. He eased it down until all of the thin pins had penetrated fully, now protruding through the tongue’s upper surface for a distance of some three-eighths of an inch in gleaming readiness for what was to follow. Maria stood ready with a finger full of antiseptic cream to coat these and the wounds a last time. John now dressed the six holes in the top half of the silencer device with epoxy glue and I held Geeta’s jaw open as wide as possible so that he could insert and locate it. The placement of the upper half was not without difficulty, but his patience paid off when on the third attempt, the object and the fingers of his right hand slid into the girl’s opened mouth. He nimbly located the drillings in the upper piece to the nine pins, six of which protruded from Geeta’s tongue, then withdrew his fingers and exerted a little pressure below her jaw with his left hand. The two pieces mated as one, completely filling her mouth. Her tongue had become a permanent captive of the resin gagging block, held within it by the transfixing steel pins and painfully prevented of nearly all movement by the internal, forward facing serration’s lining the interior of the cavity. He continued closing the jaw until Geeta’s upper and lower teeth came together. 

Maria placed a leather strap around the girl’s head, under her chin, then pulled up tightly so that her jaw was held closed for John to continue his work. She inserted a small bit into the dental drill, started it up, and passed it to him. He carefully located the bit in each of the holes previously drilled through her four front teeth and bored into the resin now behind them. From his tin he produced another four of the long steel pins. He coated these with the epoxy glue then pushed them home through the holes in the teeth and back into their mounting cavities within the structure of the resin block. These pins were slightly shorter than the combined length of the holes in Geeta’s teeth and those in the gag pad, and so protruded from the inner resin base to three-quarters of the way through each tooth. 

Maria became busy mixing an amalgam whilst John opened a pack that contained sterile dental tools. Then both worked together filling in the holes in Geeta’s teeth. These were soon finished and polished in a very professional manner and only a very close inspection would show that any openings had ever been made. When it set, the porcelain amalgam would very effectively hide and hold the pins within her teeth so that the now concealed structures of white resin, in combination with the glued-in-place retaining pins, would keep her jaw tightly and permanently closed. This in turn would guarantee that the two halves of the gag would remain securely mated, resulting in total immobilisation of her tongue. The fillings would have to be removed and the steel pins broken away before Geeta could be freed from her enforced silence. With her lips naturally closed, there was no hint of the terrible restrictive device now locked within her mouth and when John parted her lips, we saw that even from a short distance, the only thing out of place was the dark circular hole at the centre of her front teeth. Geeta now chose a most opportune moment to rejoin the land of the living. She seemed quite calm as she moved her gaze slowly and almost mechanically around the faces that peered down at her. As we withdrew one by one from her field of vision she drank in the room from wall to ceiling, almost as a surveyor would, seeking fault in its structure. She returned her gaze to John and obviously tried to speak. Panic set in when she realised that was not possible. Next, she tried to reach up and discover what was preventing her jaw from answering her brain’s command. When her hands would not answer she looked down as best she could and saw that she was naked and strapped to the seat. Her eyes dilated fearfully as the muffled sound of wild screams hissed from her flared nostrils. It was obvious that she could now feel her tongue imprisoned by the six steel pins piercing it and the forward facing serration’s pressing inescapably into its sensitive lower surface. Her throat bulged and surged as she tried to move her tongue against its intentionally painful restraints and more thin, keening screams issued from her nose while she continued to struggle against this extremely intimate restriction, one that she could not get at. If she remained quiescent, the restraining pins through the muscle would not hurt her too much; but the sharp rasp like edges cutting into the lower surface would always be painful. It quickly became obvious that a mild sedative was in order and Maria rapidly administered it. Geeta struggled violently for a few seconds more and almost managed to break away the fixing of the strap holding her right wrist to the chair. The straps themselves were of heavy leather, each with two buckles, but obviously the pins fixing them to the wooden arms of the chair were not so secure. Tina held Geeta’s flailing arm until I hammered home some nails to secure the strap, and the limb was once more immobilised. We waited for the sedative to work into her system and relax her. It took only seconds. As she sank back with her eyes still open but seeing little, John passed the final piece of his project to Maria, this being a fourteen-inch long, narrow diameter tube connected at one end to a stainless steel union. 

“Can you hear me Geeta?” Maria almost shouted at the girl, at the same time pinching her cheek to gain her attention. “You have to listen and do as I ask now! If you understand, nod your head.” At first there was no reaction. Maria slapped the same cheek and repeated her command. This time the stunned girl nodded slowly, just once. Maria located the end of the tube in the hole in Geeta’s teeth, then twisted and pushed it with great difficulty through the interior bore in John’s device. 

After only an inch or so had been inserted it seemed as though it had hit a snag and would go no further. For a moment I feared it would all come to nothing, but Maria extracted the tubing and after smearing it with some of the antiseptic cream, tried again. This time it went in much easier and when Maria judged that the tube was through the resin and slightly beyond she spoke again to Geeta. 

“You will feel something in your throat now. You must swallow this or it will choke you. Do you understand, Geeta?” 

This time the terrified girl nodded without any further prompting, already beginning to try and swallow the tube. Maria twisted and fed it down her throat. Geeta dutifully gulped, swallowing the slippery hosing until only the steel end piece remained on view. John took over again, delicately smearing adhesive around the fitting before pushing it home. The narrow rim at the end now rested tightly against Geeta’s teeth and John held it firmly in place until the adhesive cured. It would bond firmly into the teeth and into the resin gag-pad it had become a part of and be completely irremovable. John picked up a further length of flexible tube with a steel union attached at one end; this designed to mate with the fitting now fixed into Geeta’s mouth. John joined the two, pushing inwards gently, until with an audible click the pieces forming the joint of the union locked themselves together. 

With only a slight twist the extension came free and was laid to one side. The tubing lengths and linking union were the route by which Geeta would receive all of her future sustenance. This arrangement would cause her no dietary problems for her choice and intake of all foods and liquids would be totally controlled by Mr Lau. Furthering his desire to control and punish her, the device would deprive her of the means of tasting anything ever again. That might or might not be a disadvantage, considering her new home. Anyway, I was pleased to see this first step towards Geeta’s reassignment completed; although we still had a long way to go before she would be ready for her delivery into Mr Lau’s care. Unfortunately for her, the price she would pay for her past arrogance was to be painfully high. 

It was left to Maria to get Geeta ready for her first night with us while I went to check on how Sujata was coming along. Tina and Paula had left her alone but secure whilst they also watched John as he completed the sealing of Geeta’s mouth. Tonight Sujata would also remain strapped to her chair. She was calm and obviously deep in thought when I approached. 

“Okay Sujata, you’ve behaved for us and so I’m going to let you reassure yourself that Geeta is unharmed before we bed you down for the night.” 1 waited for some reaction but there was none. It was as though she‘d not heard me speak. “Later tomorrow you will be moving out of this room and it may be some time before you see your sister again. The length of that time may well depend upon your future behaviour. Is that understood?” A slow but steady nod followed by tears was my reply. In truth Sujata would never see Geeta again. After she had been re-located tomorrow, her sister would be present only in her mind. I wanted her memories to include the sight of an apparently unharmed, unchanged Geeta. 

From the corner of my eye I’d been watching Maria and saw that she had completed Geeta’s ablutions and covered her up to the neck with a blanket, ready for the night. I slowly spun Sujata’s chair so that she faced her sister. There were more tears for a moment and then she turned her head and looked up at me. Whatever request her gagged mouth wanted to voice, I would go no further than to allow her this short glimpse. I walked from the room leaving Tina to return Sujata’s chair to its original orientation. 

There remained just one more task for Maria that evening. It was Sujata’s turn to feel the momentary stabbing pain of the piercing equipment caused. For the older sister though, only five piercing were needed. We required Sujata’s nose to be pierced in the same three places as her sister’s, and although a piercing was also needed through each ear lobe, Sujata’s ears had already sported two small rings at her capture. We’d left this jewellery beside Geeta’s bed on our departure and Maria noted that she must have been used to suspending heavier jewellery from her ears, for her piercings already had been stretched enough to accept two of our own stainless steel rings of fully one-eighth of an inch thickness. These were duly set in place. 

The final two piercings were deep lateral shots through both her nipples. 

During the evening meal we discussed our plans for our captives. Because of what they were about to undergo, I wanted a 24-hour cover of the girls to remain in effect for the time being. Tina volunteered to take the first shift, which would last all night. So long as the girls did not encounter any extreme problems or medical emergencies, Tina would have little to do and would therefore be able to get at least some sleep in an armchair before morning. When I retired I was happy that all was so far going to plan. Tomorrow morning would see the arrival of our Mr Sapona. He was a surgeon who Maria had found for us and he’d played a part in many of our previous undertakings. His skills were a godsend, given the extraordinary nature of some of the surgical procedures our clients wished to have carried out upon their new possessions. He would perform his duties in a day, stay overnight as a guest, and then check his work and brief Maria on the aftercare required before he departed the following morning. 

I didn’t know Maria’s connection with this medic, but I did know she had the hots for him. She attended his operations as nurse and her devotion to ensuring that his needs were met went far beyond that task in my view. I had quizzed her once about her feelings for him, only to have her rebuff my questions by saying that I was imagining things. 

Apart from everything else, I had some admin tasks to complete for the next day, as already our newest commission was in the planning stages. I pondered whether I should have attempted to place Sujata with Mr Lau so that the sisters could stay together. But recalling her lithe and beautiful body, I knew I’d made the right decision. I believed Ben Akran would agree. I went to bed making a mental note to have all the straps on the chairs checked before the week was out, and slept the sleep of angels. Saturday dawned misty but promised more bright spring weather later on. When I got down to breakfast John and Maria had already eaten and gone off to the workshop. Tina was eating with Paula, talking over Sujata’s training. “I thought you’d be in bed by now Tina?” I queried. 

“Well, I had a quiet night,” she replied. “Sujata sobbed for an hour or two off and on, but Geeta slept right through until about a half hour ago.” Tina certainly seemed fresh enough. I had a coffee, but ate only cereal, feeling too much anticipation for a full meal. 

By the time I appeared in the workshop Maria was busy preparing Geeta’s first tube-ingested meal. It consisted of rolled oats and vegetable pieces that had been boiled up then liquefied. This bland but wholesome diet now filled a drip feed bag hanging from a nearby stand and attached by a tube to a small, special purpose pump. From its output side, the extension tube was now linked via the mouthpiece union to Geeta’s stomach tube. “Just in time Ron,” Maria said at my arrival. “Watch this.” She pressed a button on the device and it emitted a noise not unlike escaping gas. The food bag began to collapse as its contents were quickly transferred into the tube, through the machine, and towards Geeta’s mouth. The small electric pump, controlled by Maria, governed the rate of Geeta’s feeding. But Maria stopped the flow before the food actually reached Geeta’s lips. 

“She doesn’t even need to swallow,” Maria stated with a smug smile, “the food is passed directly into her stomach.” “Well, go on then!” I prompted. 

“Ah! Ah!” Maria waved a finger. “No food for our little bird this morning.” She waited for my brow to unknit until it dawned on me why the meal was being withheld. It was “Nil By Mouth” until Mr Sapona had worked his artistry. Maria removed the extension tube from between Geeta’s lips and pushed the wheeled feeding stand aside. Geeta’s eyes remained clenched tightly whilst all this was going on. Her face was streaked with tears but she apparently didn’t hear our voices nor become aware of our presence. Like her sister, she seemed stoically calm. John had been busy in a cupboard and now returned with a tray containing an assortment of stainless steel rings. “These check out,” he commented, “they’re all sized properly.” 

Maria cleaned inside the girl’s lips with a wet cloth then started to swab all of the piercings she’d made the day before, liberally applying a cream around the studs in Geeta’s genitals and nipples. Maria then removed the piercings one by one, replacing each with a thick steel ring from the tray. Even with all this going on Geeta’s eyes remained tightly closed and her body hardly moved. These rings were one-sixteenth of an inch in thickness, purposely double the diameter of the studs they replaced. They appeared to cause considerable discomfort to Geeta, for great hissing and moaning issued through her newly pierced nose while Maria completed her work. John placed something new on the tray alongside the freshly removed studs. It was an egg shaped ring with a D-profile and when Maria picked it up it filled her palm. She turned it over, flat side uppermost, to reveal six, equally- spaced, short and quite thick posts projecting upwards from each longer side. Maria spread Geeta’s pierced labia open, then gently laid the ring within the girl’s freshly pierced sex lips so that it rested snugly against the portal to her inner sex. The oval shaped ring was formed to a slight curve so that its rounded side followed the intimate contour of Geeta’s body, embracing it with the more narrow end positioned lowest and pointing back between her thighs. In this position, each of the posts lay adjacent to one of the twelve rings that were now resident within her flesh. But these posts were not there to carry the rings, for eventually they would occupy that sensitive, pierced flesh. Each morning the diameter of the rings would be increased until the piercings were of a size able to accept the ovoid’s thick pins, and this would be only the beginning. Maria returned the egg-shaped ring to the tray, and then John took it to an autoclave and popped it in. The used piercing studs were consigned to the waste bin. 

From the corner of my eye, I watched Paula remove Sujata’s gag and heard her warn, “If you make any attempt to speak or cry out, the gag goes back and the food goes in the bin. Got it?” The meal was a spoon-fed copy of Geeta’s, although both the diet and method of feeding would change as her training progressed. After this first meal, Sujata would be released from the confines of the chair and walked from the workshop via a courtyard to her new quarters. With Tina’s decision not to take time off for rest I was no longer required to assist with the move and so I turned to Maria. 

“I’ll take over here Maria. Shouldn’t you be tidying up to meet Dr Sapona?” I smiled as I spoke. 

“I’ve told you Ron Sangster,” she bristled, “that there is nothing between Mr Sapona and I. Nothing at all.” 

“Okay, okay. I give in!” I held up my hands in mock capitulation. *I promise I won’t mention it again.” 

She glared at me, but all the same went away to prepare for his arrival. I watched as the twins freed Sujata from her seat, and, keeping her facing away from us, Tina then led her from the workshop. I left John to watch over Geeta and made my way by another route to join the trio. Sujata’s new home was about the same size as our workshop although it was more spacious as there was only one small workbench and cupboard in the room. Along the opposite wall three stalls had been built and standing in front of them was a bale of straw. In the centre of the room was a stout wooden post that ran from the stone floor to the ceiling. Tina stopped Sujata at the first stall while Paula followed the pair into the stable area, carrying the wicker hamper she’d filled the day before in the workshop. Tina opened the half door and steered Sujata inside the enclosure, empty save for the straw covering its floor. Paula put down her load and went to the single cupboard. 

“Today is the day your rudimentary training begins, Sujata,” I started. “When you finish here, you’ll be shipped off to your new Master and by then you should be ready to begin your training in earnest under his command. You will become a most welcome fresh addition to his pseudo-equine stock.” I watched her brain working on my words. “To put it another way Sujata, you’re going to become a pony; a human, female, pony in a large stable made up of others such as you.” 

Upon hearing that, she swooned away into a dead faint, collapsing to the straw of the stall. It was to be expected, but given her earlier stoicism I had thought that she, though shocked, would react quite differently. The twins decided that this was probably the best moment to outfit their charge with the balance of her training gear. Paula drew from the basket a pair of knee length boots made from coarse brown leather. However, this footwear had no heel attached. A row of lacing at the back of each boot ran from the knee opening, down beyond the ankle, and along the sole of the boot, to end near the toe. The cuffs were removed from Sujata’s ankles and her feet were quickly manoeuvred into these boots, then the twins began lacing from the top, eventually tying the cords off at the bottom of their lacing slits, under her feet. Down the front of each boot a pocket had been sewn into the leather and flat, spring steel battens were now inserted into the open tops of these and pushed fully to the tips of the toes, forcing Sujata’s feet down into a ballet-like posture so that her soles faced rearwards. 

Next out of Paula’s basket came a pair of polished oak replicas of pony hooves. Each hoof was for the moment in two halves, held loosely together by four bolts then Tina produced a wrench and loosened them even more. The hooves had been hand-carved and engineered to accept the first three inches of the toes of the special boots, so that when fully fitted and tightened the flowing lines of the carved wood made the hooves appear to be natural extensions of the boots. They seemed somewhat oversized for the boots, even though the flat base area was only five inches in diameter, but this was a deliberate design to aid the untrained wearer to more easily keep her balance. Once she was proficient at moving about on these bizarre appendages, this set would be replaced in succession by others with smaller and smaller footprints; until she was able to walk with apparent ease on hooves having only a three-inch diameter base. 

Sujata’s new footwear came with a matching pair of elbow length gloves fashioned in the same coarse leather and these were already complete with a much smaller pair of hooves permanently attached. The wrist cuffs now came off and Sujata’s hands were loaded into the gloves until her fingers had to curl within the hollowed wood. A similar lacing arrangement fastened the glove securely in place. Sewn into the leather on the inside edge of each 

of the gloves’ wrist sections were small steel rings attached to a steel bar some fourteen inches long. Tina lifted the still unconscious girl from the floor and Paula slapped both of her cheeks in turn to recall her to awareness, then once she came awake they set her upright on her new footwear. The hooves and shaped boots added just under a foot to Sujata’s already adequate height, so that she now towered over her two minders. 

With the end of the short faint, Sujata’s brain re-absorbed the knowledge of her predicament and tears started to flow once more. Tina suddenly released her grip and Sujata teetered forward. She attempted to put her right leg out to stop the fall; but even for that split second her left leg, with it’s altered geometry, was unable to compensate for the weight shift and she fell straight into my arms. More tears flowed. 

“Don’t worry Sujata,” I said. “You’ll have lots of falls at first, just like a young foal learning to walk around her first paddock. But in time you’ll become as foot-sure as though you’d been born with hooves instead of feet.” 

I allowed the twins to lift her weight from me and left them to their endeavours. It was time for me to return to our living quarters to await the arrival of the surgeon. Our operating theatre had been made sterile in readiness and although it was just a small tiled room adjacent to the main workshop, it was completely equipped in all respects for the surgery that was so often required. The majority of the procedures were carried out under a local anaesthetic; but when a general was needed, like today, Mr Sapona acted as his own anaesthetist, with Maria keeping an eye on the dials, switches, and gas mixtures. Sapona was always made aware of our requirements beforehand and he arrived with the instruments he would need to complete his assignments. By the time I reached the drawing room he was already there, ensconced in my favourite armchair with the ever attentive Maria pouring him coffee whilst he instructed her on his requirements for the day’s session. I welcomed him and poured a coffee for myself. “Good morning Sangster. You're keeping well I presume?” I hated this way of his calling everyone by his or her surname. 

“Yes Mr Sapona. I trust all is in order for today’s programme?” I stressed 

the ‘Mr’ perhaps too much but he seemed not to notice. “Yes indeed! Maria is up to speed as well now and I expect no complications.” For Maria it was first names now I noted. On the previous visit it had been just plain ‘Manning.’ 

“I will leave you both then to make what preparations you will,” I said, bowing slightly. “I must go and check on our patient. Please excuse me.” 

I don’t ever watch Sapona working. I’m afraid that not withstanding my chosen profession and it’s implications, I have little interest in the ins and outs of the surgical deed. Iadmit to being squeamish where such things are concerned for my interest lies only in the results of the surgeon’s blade. When I arrived in the workshop I found John sitting beside Geeta’s chair, gently running his fingers through her long, jet-black hair. He put a finger to his lips as I approached. Geeta was sleeping and her breathing was deep, but not laboured. Could this be the John I knew? Had he soothed this young girl into the arms of Morpheus with the hands that so meticulously fashioned the engine of her terror? He stood slowly and backed away from the chair. 

“I was a bit worried about her.” He said in a whisper, “She was drawing breath in huge sighs and then opening her eyes wide all the time and trying to get her tongue loose, I guess. She was out of it Ron. I slapped her face gently until she came around and then she began to sob really heavily. She leaned her head towards my side of the chair and it seemed as if she wanted me to console her. I just thought it was best for now.” He waited for my response. 

“No problem John.” I said. “I think Maria will be waking her soon though to give her the pre-med.” “No, she’s already done that Ron. Just before that Sapona character arrived.” “Fine,” I said with a shrug, ““although the Doc always likes his patient to be awake when he administers the full anaesthetic. There is no reason why she shouldn’t sleep for now, though. She’ll need all her strength after the operation.” 

Mr Sapona specialised as an orthopaedic surgeon, but could turn his hand to most things medical, and this was the reason we used him. The procedures he was to perform on Geeta were a first for us, and in this context, also for him. When Geeta had so insultingly turned down Mr Lau’s proposal, she little realised that she had foregone a future as a pampered and honoured wife, to become, cruelly, nothing more than a female plaything, subject to his every sadistic desire. Whether, after the proposed marriage, she might still have had to undergo such ordeals as his whims required would never be known. She had, at any rate, unwittingly chosen the stony path, and the knife that our surgeon was about to wield was just one step along the painful road to her terrifying future. 


3 COLLARS AND A BRIDLE 

By lunchtime that day all was prepared. Geeta was given the anaesthetic whilst still strapped into her chair, and as she was unable to speak at all, Maria counted to twenty for her, then made sure she was unconscious by lightly scratching her palm with a hypo needle. I assisted in moving her into the operating theatre, then stood by outside making notes in preparation for a future commission, whilst the operation took place. Mr Sapona had two separate procedures to carry out, the greater of these taking him almost ninety minutes to complete. He moved on to the final portion after only a moment’s respite and the whole thing was over in just under two hours. “No problems at all,” Mr Sapona assured me, peeling off the surgical gloves and rubbing his hands together. “Maria knows what signs to look for during the healing process and I have briefed her fully about the dressings required.” 

Maria had told me only just before the operation that Sapona wanted to leave that night as he had urgent business in another country. I was most definitely not happy about this. We paid him for his skill and his time. To us, our patient was his most immediate business. But Maria assured me that if anything were to go wrong she would contact him and he could be back at the Schloss within four hours. She told me that she was quite capable of coping for that interval, and so I reluctantly agreed Ior we would certainly have need of his skills again. To lose him would mean a long and careful search for a replacement and in any case he was adamant and had packed his kit. He departed for the local airport before John and I sat down for an afternoon break. Maria stayed with Geeta until I rejoined her with a tray some twenty minutes later. She’d erected cot sides and a headboard on the operating table. 

“How long will she be out?” I asked. “Hard to tell really,” Maria replied. “Depends upon her body’s reaction to the anaesthetic. Could be an hour, could be five. It’s best to let her come out of it without any interference. Waking her before her system is ready could do more harm than good.” “There’s no hurry Maria,” I said nodding acceptance. “I just want to ensure we’re ready to restrain her when she does come ‘round.” 

There were mounts fitted to the scrubbed wooden table for the attachment of restraining straps, although these had not yet been deployed. Geeta was breathing quite normally and now wore a rigid surgical collar with high sides and back, together with a frontal piece that rested on her breastbone. The collar was to support her neck and restrict all movement of her head to zero. Sapona had, quite literally, broken her neck by dislocating the joints in the first three vertebrae, and the collar had been adjusted to keep these joints separated to maintain the dislocation without any extra strain. The results of his other, lengthier surgery were hidden beneath the white sheet covering the sleeping young woman. John joined us ten minutes later and I asked him to fit the restraining straps to the table and secure Geeta whilst I took a tray of coffee to the twins and checked on Sujata’s progress. 

I entered the stable just as Sujata was receiving a heavy whack from a willow wand in Paula’s right hand. Judging by the red weals on her buttocks and the copious tears, I judged it was but one of many. Sujata stood upon her new hooves; but her knees were bent and the bar joining her fore hooves rested on the wooden upright, half-supporting her. “Okay Sujata! Let’s try it again. Straighten - up - and - away - from - the - post!!” 

These last seven words were shouted, and each was punctuated by a further stroke of the willow. Paula sported a wicked smile. Tina held the end of a long horsewhip under Sujata’s chin, forcing the springy leather-covered rod upwards, urging the girl away from the support of the post. Sujata attempted to comply, but managed only a half step to her left before again falling forward to seek the post’s support. 

“Okay Paula. Give it a rest and come get this coffee,” I called. Sujata turned at the sound of my voice, and in shifting her weight so suddenly, fell backwards to the floor in a heap then lay there crying and wailing while kicking her hoofed feet against their short hobble and attempting to paw the bridle and gag away from her face with her hoofed and stiffly gloved hands. The twins left her lying there and took the coffee tray from me. 

“It’s not working too well Ron,” Tina said. “We’ll have to get the Zimmer frame out of mothballs I think.” Sujata remained curled up on the floor with her gloved arms trying uselessly to cover her face. She still wore the head harness and gag from the morning, and would do so for a while yet. Then other sterner measures would be employed to bring her into her new found role. 

“I"d hoped not to. You know I’'m against it.” I pondered over employing the Zimmer frame for a minute, then sighed. “I suppose if we must, we must.” 

“I’ll fetch it after we have this break,” said Paula. “If we can just get her moving a few steps without falling, it might give her some confidence and we can try again without it.” 

Our Zimmer frame was in fact an extended version of the normal walking aid fitted with small wheels and the horse woman’s waist belt and wrists could be fixed to it with short straps. It certainly got our trainees moving quickly enough, but they also grew dependent on its support, sometimes to the extent that it was difficult to withdraw it from the training regime at a later stage. I stayed long enough to see the frame’s arrival and Sujata’s introduction to it, then watched her take ten slow, faltering, and awkward steps, each accompanied by a light whack from Paula’s willow. The phone on the wall rang, breaking my concentration. 

“Maria says Geeta is coming ‘round and should be fully conscious shortly.” It was John’s voice at the other end. “Are you nearly finished over there?” 

“Yes,” I replied, “I’ll be along in a minute.” I had a few more words for the twins before I left. “You might as well get her used to the bit at the same 

time as she’s using that - that crutch,” I suggested. “Try to wean her off the damned thing at the earliest opportunity. I’m sure you’ll both enjoy the training better yourselves anyway, the more forceful urging your trainee requires.” 

They each smiled, Tina nodding for them both. After all, what fun was there in watching a docile mount meekly comply with everything required of it? I was on my way out of the stable area when I remembered something else and tumed on my heel and shouted back to them. 

“And don’t forget to keep those nasal piercings clean and change the studs for the rings tonight!” When I got back to what was now the recovery suite cum sick bay, Geeta was fully conscious and a terrible moaning was escaping her nose, despite John’s sealing of her mouth and the intrusive throat tube. He’d strapped her body firmly to the table with thick wide straps across her shoulders, her chest just below the breasts, her waist, and her hips. Her upper arms were similarly clamped down and her wrists were now attached to a heavy-duty waist belt, similar to the one Sujata wore. Two short straps held her cuffed ankles widely spread at the lower edge of the table and he had completed her bondage with a wide belt across her forehead. The sheet covering her had been removed and the surgeon’s work was plain to see despite the dressings. In the China of yesteryear, a mother would do almost anything to marry her daughter into a well-to-do family. For some strange reason the Chinese female foot occupied the erotic status that the western world has lent to the breast. The Chinese male decreed that there was nothing more erotic in a woman than that she have unnaturally small feet, and so to this end the feet of many Chinese girls were bound tightly from a tender age so that the bones in the feet became misshapen. Generally, the Great toe was drawn up and bent over the foot whilst the other toes were similarly forced beneath the sole and the whole procedure was carried through until the foot was deformed to such an extent as to permit it to be dressed with shoes no longer than a few inches. These crippled feet were referred to as Golden Lilies. 

By the time of the Communist take-over of China, the practice had almost died out and the new “People’s Government” saw to it that the death was final. It became illegal for mothers to start or continue the practice, but Mr Lau remembered with great reverence his own grandparents. They’d brought him up after his father died and his mother had abandoned him to return to her own family. His grandmother was of a very high birth, and as such she had suffered the agony of having her feet bound. Despite government edicts, like many other older women, she refused to undergo the painful process of having her feet ‘unbound’, even unto the moment of her death. The young Lau loved his grandparents and through this love he learned and respected the old ways. But it was impossible to turn back the clock. To begin the binding of Geeta’s feet at this late stage of development would cause very great pain and would not produce the effect Mr Lau desired, so the surgeon’s knife had done the deed. Mr Lau would not have to wait many years for his Golden Lilies. Maria noted my appraisal of Geeta’s feet. 

“Mr Sapona has removed all of the Metatarsal bones, in addition to the cuboid and cuneiform. It’s the sort of thing that he could be called upon to do in cases of severe frostbite or gas gangrene.” Her matter of fact description still went over my head, but I was well aware of the results of the operation. Geeta’s feet, even with the dressings, were now less that half their original length. There would be little difficulty in binding them within the tiny kid leather booties and incredible outer shoes that Mr Lau had supplied. Geeta’s eyes were suddenly wide open. Although conscious, she seemed to have little pain and the pitiful groans no longer issued forth. Maria had fitted her with a catheter to release her urinary outflow and relieve us of the problem of a soiled table. 

“When will she be able to eat something?” I asked. “Best leave it until tomorrow, Ron,” Maria answered. “I’ll put her on a glucose drip for now to keep up her energy.” 

I was anxious for her to recover her strength as soon as was practicable. I wanted to get on with the complex work yet to be done on her. I was also 

getting a little worried about John’s attention, for he was soothing her again, this time with the back of his hand caressing her cheek. The last thing I wanted was my right hand man going soft on the girl. I needed John’s undivided and unbiased attention to the job at hand. 

“I’ll stay with her tonight,” Maria offered. “I’d rather you didn’t,” I replied. Before John could volunteer I added, “I really want both of you at your best over the next week.” Maria nodded and John shrugged his shoulders. “Paula can take tonight and if necessary Tina can carry on with Sujata’s training on a one-to-one basis tomorrow.” 

I decided I would have a word with John this evening when I could get him alone. Best to nip in the bud anything that was growing awry. Maria set up the intravenous feed and I sent John off to warn Paula about her night’s watch, I'd made up my mind to have a talk with Geeta, but noticed that she was again looking drowsy and so I went instead into the workshop. There I busied myself with checking to ensure that what we would require for tomorrow was ready on hand. I ended up sitting deep in thought in the chair that Sujata had occupied. By the time Geeta was ready to leave us, her incisions would be sufficiently healed to allow her to put some weight upon her reshaped feet, but moving about unaided would be entirely out of the question. She would be a virtual cripple for a long time to come. This, Mr Lau had informed me, was the norm for Chinese women whose feet had been bound. His Grandmother, like all of her contemporaries, rarely left the family house. On the few occasions when she did, it was usually by sedan chair and latterly rickshaw. 

Geeta would have servants assigned to care for her in Mr Lau’s house and it would be their task to transport her to wherever Mr Lau desired. Even if Geeta could endeavour to overcome the consequence of her operations through the passage of time and the natural healing process, there were other very severe restrictions to her freedom of movement that had yet to be applied to the unfortunate young woman. Maria broke into my relaxation time to inform me that tea was ready. The twins had finished Sujata’s first day and secured her within her stall. Paula 

was already on station with Geeta and Tina would relieve her later before a final check that Sujata was secure and safe for the night. The four of us enjoyed our meal with some wine, then afterwards Maria volunteered to clear the table, as Tina had gone to relieve Paula and I was left alone with John. 

„Can I have a word John?” I began. “It’s okay. I know what you are going to say Ron. I’'m getting too involved with Geeta, right?” He leaned back in his chair, stroking his chin without waiting for my continued reply. “It’s just that I feel she’s been put through a lot in such a short time, without any real idea why. She may slip over the edge if she doesn’t have some explanation soon.” This took me by surprise. “It isn’t my place to speak to her,” he continued, “you usually do all that. But you seem somehow reluctant to do so in her case. She needs to know what’s going on, even if it’s something she doesn’t really want to hear.” “I suppose it might look that way John,” I replied, “but really, it’s picking the right time. I was going to have a talk with her when she regained consciousness this afternoon, but when the time seemed right, she was close to dropping off to sleep again.” I still thought John was hiding something, but it seemed proper to reassure him. “You’re right though. I'll do it first thing in the morning after Maria’s given her some food.” John smiled, a little like a child who’d got away with a prank, I thought. At about eight that night I accompanied Tina to Sujata’s stall where the girl sat with her knees drawn up to her chest, a chain attached to the side of her leather collar. The chain was merely clipped to an iron ring set in the heavy wood partition, securing her loosely within the stall. Without access to her fingers, toes, or teeth, locks were superfluous. Her ankle cuffs were once again clipped together and a third short chain from her ankles was joined to the bar connecting her wrists. It was only a foot long and so she would be forced to spend the night in her current position, legs drawn up, and wrist bar passing through her folded legs. “Are you okay Sujata?” I asked. The willow had done sterling work that day. I received a subdued but clear nod from the girl. Tina checked her hamessing and chains before we both returned to the living quarters. I took a last look in on Geeta and Paula, then retired early, taking Mr Lau’s folder with me. I and the others had read and re-read it many times but I knew that we could not afford to make any mistakes with Geeta, for she was our bread and butter. Like all of her protégés she was also our future. She would be the advertisement that could bring us continuing success. 

The morning sun streaming through my window accompanied by the faint but pleasing sound of bells from the distant village church woke me quite early on Sunday. I rose and made some toast and coffee, added two cups to the tray, then made my way to the sick bay. Paula was fast asleep in a chair, but Geeta seemed to awaken on my arrival, although I’d made no noise. Her eyes followed me to where I laid the tray down on a bench. The cups rattled as I placed the tray and Paula woke with a yawn then leaned over Geeta to check her. 

“How’s she been?” I asked. 

“Not too bad Ron,” Paula replied. “I was almost asleep about midnight when she started making noises and crying, then after a moment or two she went quiet again. She just stared up at the ceiling for about a half-hour or so after that then dropped off to sleep. Since then, not a peep.” 

I checked the urine bag attached to the catheter and noted that it would soon need emptying, as it was three quarters filled. I checked my watch and confirmed that it was still not yet 7 a.m. “Sun woke me,” Maria offered entering the room as reply to my raised eyebrows. “And I smelled the coffee as well.” She was holding an empty cup in her fingers and smiling. It seemed that Geeta was to be well attended that morning. Maria took over disconnecting of the catheter while I poured her a coffee. “How has she been?”” Maria asked. Paula repeated what she’d told me while Maria nodded her head. “Okay I’ll finish this coffee and go and warm up her meal.” “No, you stay here,” I said. “I’ll go and do it. Is it in the main ‘fridge?” I asked as I backed from the room. 

“Yes,” Maria replied. “It’s already bagged. Just needs warming up in a pan of water.” I found Tina standing in the kitchen doorway yawning. 

“There’s a pot of coffee in the OR,” I told her. 

“I’ve just put another on,” she replied through her yawn. I located the bags of food and soon had a pan simmering on the stove. The feeding stand and machinery were already in place and connected to Geeta’s mouth when I got back. With the tubing going directly into her stomach there was no need for us to sit her up to ingest her food. Nevertheless, Maria had raised the top half of the table and locked it at about 30 degrees. The strap still held her forehead and shoulders down firmly and in addition Maria had placed a raised framework between the sheet and Geeta’s legs so that she’d not be able to see the results of Sapona’s work. It took only a minute or so to fix the food bag to the stand, then the pump speedily transferred the contents to Geeta’s stomach, leaving the bag and tubes almost clean of the mix. She next poured a measured amount of water into the bag and pumped that into her also, at the same time cleaning the equipment. The whole process took about ten minutes to complete, and from now on Geeta would be fed and watered this way three times per day with her special food mixture. After Maria had cleared the feeding kit away and swabbed Geeta’s face, I pulled up a stool and sat where the girl could see me. “Good Moming Geeta,” I began. “My name is Ron, and I’m afraid I have some rather bad news for you young lady. I think you may have guessed by now that this isn’t a hospital.” I’d rehearsed my speech in bed, chopping and changing it a hundred times, but in the end it remained much the same. As if on cue Maria and Paula backed away from the table. Maria loading a hypo, ready if needed. Geeta remained calm but her brow grew more knotted with my every word. “You have got yourself into a rather nasty pickle, Geeta. Do you recall meeting a man named Lau?” I saw her arms tense beneath the sheet. It was obvious that she remembered her erstwhile suitor. “Well Geeta, Mr Lau is the one who has put you in our care. I’m afraid he was most upset with your treatment of him in Malaya. You really should not have said all the nasty things that you did, for you insulted him terribly. But, his feelings are such that he still requires you to join him on his island.” I paused between each sentence waiting for her to lose the control she so closely held on to. “As you wouldn’t accompany him of your own free will, he has paid us to collect and deliver you.” Her shoulders were now beginning to shake, but I motioned Maria to stay back. “The problem for you is that he no longer wants you as his wife. We have been commissioned by Mr Lau to prepare you to spend the rest of your life as his captive female toy, or plaything if you prefer, and to this end, you have already received and experienced some of the many adornments and restrictions that you will be required to bear from this point forward. You will find they are permanent and non-removable additions to your body. Mr Lau may require yet others once he has you in his personal possession, and he may decide to punish you even more than is currently the case.” 

At this last sentence she screwed her eyes up tightly and wailing screams of denial of her fate hissed from her nostrils. I nodded to Maria and she stepped quickly forward. As I pulled back the sheet, she quickly slipped the needle into the girl’s arm. The straps were strong and withstood her enormous hysterical struggles, but Paula and I held her shoulders so that no damage would be done to the dislocated bones in her neck. If the spinal cord were severed, it would be the end of the road for Geeta. In under a minute her body relaxed and her breathing became shallow. The deed was done - and how. 

Within the hour Geeta was ready for the next stage of her ordeal, Maria having changed the surgical dressings on the foot amputations and pronounced that all was well. The table was returned to its horizontal position and locked before Tina replaced Paula on station and John joined us. Geeta was only barely conscious by now as a result of Maria’s last injection, for it would be important that she make no sudden move during my next task. 

I removed the straps securing her forehead and shoulders, then it took all 

four of us to lift and manoeuvre her onto a wooden frame placed beneath her neck and shoulders. It raised her upper body some six inches from the table and was constructed so as to rest a yoke at one end on the outer curves of her shoulders. This was secured with two wide straps passing under her armpits. The other end was shaped as an open bottomed V, which captured the sides of her head between padded jaws. When I was sure that both ends of the apparatus were securely fixed, I turned a knurled wheel on the wooden base, and with a barely perceptible movement the device expanded, carrying both ends in opposite directions. I continued to rotate the wheel until there was just a hint of slackness in the surgical collar then nodded for Maria to carefully remove it. I had earlier placed a large cardboard box containing all the necessary items required for the next stage beneath the operating table and when Geeta was free of the surgical collar I withdrew two halves of a three-quarter inch thick, oval-shaped, ornate collar. The almost impenetrable metal was a stainless steel alloy and quite weighty, but it had been polished to a very high, silvery finish. Ilaid one section against each of Geeta’s shoulders and after a little manoeuvring mated the halves with only a slight pressure that produced a small ‘klunk’ as they locked together. Beautifully worked engraving masked the irregular joints, and there was no locking mechanism visible for it was built into the metal body of the collar, thus being completely and utterly impenetrable. There seemed no way short of destruction to facilitate the collar’s removal from its bearer, for if the maker ever meant the thing to be released, I had failed to find a means of so doing. The heavy collar was formed with a five inch wide skirting that covered and rested on Geeta’s shoulders, shaped to follow the contour of her upper chest and back, and reminiscent of ancient Egyptian fashion. Six large swivelling D-rings were set into holes on thick, short posts mounted on the skirting, one at each side, two on the front, and two facing rearward. The extension of the collar up onto her neck was brief, only equivalent to it’s thickness and terminating in the form of a three-quarter inch thick ring, six and one- half inches from edge to edge, thus hugging the base of Geeta’s throat quite snugly. In the middle of the width of this ring was a slightly raised, square formed ridge, placed there to aid in easily centring the next additions. From the box, I selected six silvery rings which matched the profile of the collar extension, noting again that ornate markings hid the joints, and that almost no effort was required to open each of these into two hinged-together crescents. One side of their profiles had a matching circular groove to accept the ridge on the collar extension and the other its own locating ridge. Tina was the only one of the group who had not seen this package on its arrival from Mr Lau and so I passed her the ring to examine. She spent several moments trying to decipher the engraving, which appeared to be a mixture of graphics and lettering, before she returned it to me. I laid all six rings on the side table where it could be discerned that they were, in fact, three slightly different sized pairs. I picked one up from the largest set and pulled at opposite sides to open it. A half-inch stud protruded at one end of the ring profile, matching a drilling in the opposite mating end. I could open and close the ring a thousand times, and it would remain as it was, unlocked. Yet I knew from Mr Lau’s instructions that these rings were designed to be permanently self-locking and all I needed to do to activate this irreversible lock was to rotate the stud through ninety degrees. This I did, and thus aitered the orientation of two small posts on either side of it. Now when the ring halves were again mated, the stud would lock the two halves together irrevocably. Only destruction would open any of them again. I passed the open ring around Geeta’s neck and closed it until a lesser ‘click’ signified it had locked, permanently. I positioned the ring against the edge of the collar then took from my shirt pocket three intricately shaped brass posts. These fitted into the holes drilled right through the ring and mated with others in the collar piece, locking it into place flush with the upper surface. It and the collar had been become one. 

One ring of each remaining set followed the first and both were likewise secured. The profile diameter was the same, but the internal girth was tapered so that it was one-quarter of an inch less than the one beneath it, this also being true of the largest ring and collar extension. The stepped decrease 

meant that the ring furthest from her shoulders had an external width of only five and one-half inches and an internal width of four inches. It was intentionally designed to be an extremely close and uncomfortable, almost strangling, fit. I glanced at Geeta and Maria from time to time during this fitting to confirm all was still well. There was an occasional, barely perceptible shiver from her and Maria seemed a little perturbed. 

The next thing to be fitted was the upper section of the collar. Again in two halves, this part was fitted and locked onto the unfortunate young woman in an identical manner to the lower portion of the punitive device. It too had a shaped skirting, providing support for the head up to a level with the top of Geeta’s ears at the back with the front being fluted to form a shelf upon which her chin rested. Only four of the D-rings adorned it, one at the front, one at the back, and one on either side. I fitted the three remaining neck rings to this piece of the collar in a mirror image of the first three, so that now the top and bottom pieces of the whole structure rested against each other at the middle of Geeta’s neck. I asked John to hold the bottom section firmly to Geeta’s shoulders, whilst I held the top half tightly up against her chin. This showed that there was still a gap of approximately one-half inch between the two parts of the collar. There was more to do, but I pulled back from the table to take a short rest. Maria moved in and checked Geeta’s pulse rate then mopped the girl’s now sweating brow. “Can we delay this awhile Ron?” she asked. “Not really. I’ll be finished in a few more minutes then she can be all yours for the rest of the day. Is there a problem?” “Might be. She’s looking a bit feverish.” “Well I don’t know about her, but I’'m sweating myself,” I said then turned to John. “Can you check on the heating, please? Hopefully, it’s set too high.” Then again to Maria, “I’ll carry straight on now, and get this finished quickly.” I did a quick check to ensure that there had been no movement of consequence from Geeta whilst we’d chatted, then bent to the box again. The piece that I withdrew this time was in two separate halves. Although it’s internal width matched the smallest pair of rings, there the similarity ended. This one had a profile some three inches wide. The semi-circular portions consisted of five interlocked sections; each constructed of an upper and a lower half. These two-piece sections were spring-loaded and with the ring halves flat on the table, I showed the others that sufficient hand pressure could depress the springs and reduce the height of the complete unit to only one inch. 

Once more I turned my attention to the knurled wheel on the wooden base. I dared only open the device very slowly, even though a full turn of the wheel increased the separation of the two central rings clamping her throat by less than one sixteenth of an inch. I stopped after every full turn and counted silently to twenty whilst I checked Geeta for any untoward reaction. When I judged the increased length to be just over an inch, I passed a five- sectioned half to Maria. She held the right end and I the left, then we compressed each portion in turn, fitting the inner edges between the two separated central rings so that they mated into the locating ridges and grooves. As soon as all of the pieces were properly seated, the two halves of the device precisely located with each other, their joint almost invisible. I marvelled at the engineering that produced this whole punishing restraint collar. Either the builder had designed the thing from scratch, or the transfer of design idea to fabrication had been flawless. Each piece, once joined to the next, flowed together to give the appearance of a single construction. Such precision only added to the beauty and diabolical effectiveness of the bizarre restraint gear. 

From my pocket, I drew four clips that temporarily joined the two halves of the expanding ring securely together. The spring equipped central ring was not fully compressed, probably open to about half its full height, and so about one and one-half inches wide. Its pressure would hold the collar fully erect and thus Geeta’s head would be firmly held on its plinth-like top skirting, preventing any movement that might damage the delicate spinal cord. It would also promote elasticity in the muscle and flesh of the neck, thus in turn providing for the addition of further rings to the structure, either singly or in pairs. 

The box beneath the table contained an additional two sets of rings, and Mr Lau expected that I would probably make use of at least one of these during Geeta’s stay. I was not aware if additional rings existed beyond those I held, but if these four were the total, their use alone would add three more inches to Geeta’s already stretched neck. When I tried to picture her after the addition of only two more rings, I found it difficult to imagine. 

Maria was left to- nurse Geeta and I headed back to the workshop carrying the almost empty cardboard box. 

“When John comes back tell him I’ll be with Sujata,” I said to Maria. “I need to talk to him about our next commission.” I beckoned Tina to follow me at the same time. 

As soon as we were both out of earshot I laid the box down and extracted the four silvery rings, then spoke softly to Tina. “I think John’s getting a little too soft on Geeta.” She nodded slowly to show me that she’d already come to the same conclusion. “I was thinking of sending him off to Dusseldorf to look over our next acquisition. Trouble is,” I said, “if he thinks I’m doing it for that reason he’ll get all uppity. How do you fancy a day or two in the big city?” 

“I"d love it, but I don’t see how that will help.” she replied. 

“Ah yes, but if you were to say I asked you to cover the job, and you feel you need someone else along this first time...” Tina grasped the plot and beamed. “Sometimes I wonder where you’re coming from Ron. All this to save John from a sulking session.” “There’s another reason,” I added, “but I’ll talk with you about it some other time.” The conspiracy was agreed, and both Tina and I headed off to Sujata’s stable. Paula had gone straight from her breakfast to get a little sleep. This meant that it was now nine o’clock and our trainee pony had not yet been fed or watered. Today she was going to learn more of the not-so-nice things that her future role required. When we arrived we found her huddled at the back 

of her stall. John met us there and Tina jumped straight in. 

“Will you tell John, please?” 

“I haven’t asked him yet,” I muttered. 

“Haven’t asked me what?” John asked. The trap was set. 

“I’ve asked Tina to take two days in Dusseldorf to look over our next job. She feels a bit anxious and said she’ll prefer it if you tag along.” He fell for it hook line and sinker. 

“Sure!” he beamed. “You’ll see there’s nothing to it, really. Just do a bit of following and take loads of notes. Maybe a bit of breaking and entering to check out the lay of the land.” 

“Great!” Tina replied. “Do you want to leave tonight?” He shrugged his shoulders and looked beyond us into Sujata’s stable. “Looks like your pony has made a bit of mess, I’ll fetch the hose.” 

John hosed down the stall and stable before turning the jet on Sujata herself. The water was cold and she was visibly shocked, but it did its job. Tina towelled her down and directed her to sit on the new straw she’d laid in the stall. It was time for Sujata’s second shock of the day. “Something nice and new for you today!” Tina said brightly. She began removing the head harness. “Don’t forget! The rules are still the same: No talking when the gag comes off.” 

I passed Tina a brush from the wicker hamper and at the same time took out the ‘something new” and held it behind my back. Sujata made not a sound. The hair brushing took quite a while, but it could not be hurried. If I'd had my way, I'd have had Sujata’s head shaved on arrival, but Ben Akran expected his new stock to arrive well groomed, including a full head of hair - the longer the better. 

When Tina was almost finished I motioned John to take up position on the left and at my signal he and Tina grabbed hold of Sujata’s shoulders. Without her really seeing what I held, I slipped the polished black leather bridle over her head. The steel T that would serve as a bit was pushed into her unprepared mouth and the straps holding it cinched up tight. This also had the effect of tightening the bridle around her head. A rubber pad at the end of the metal bit was forced back between her teeth. In only a matter of seconds she had once more been rendered speechless. “This is your first real bridle Sujata,” I stated. “It certainly won’t be your last. The bit in your mouth is just a flat piece of metal. It’ll serve its purpose, for the moment, in controlling you. But there are other types of bits that will bring you considerable discomfort and pain should this one not prove effective.” Sujata moved the steel around her mouth as best she could, feeling its size and manner. ‘“Your next big problem Sujata, is this.” I continued and pointed to two deep metal dishes. One was half filled with water, to which a touch of milk had been added. The other held the same food she’d breakfasted on the previous day. “As a horse, you’ll have to feed yourself from today on, without hands. The best tip I can give you is to eat, then drink, in that order. Make sure that when you’ve had your fill of food there’s still enough depth of water for you to drink and clear the food residue from your face.” She looked up at me with unbelieving eyes. “Yes Sujata. That’s the way it is, and the bit stays in at all times from now on, meals included.” 

John and I left Tina to see Sujata through her first animal meal and then she would spend the remainder of the day moving about on her hooves. I hoped that some of that activity would be unaided and would call back in the afternoon to check on her progress. It was nearing time for a break, as all of us save John had risen and breakfasted early. His help was required to lift Geeta whilst Maria loosened off then slipped the wooden expansion device from beneath her collared neck. 

When we reached the operating room, Maria was busy with a tray of rings one-tenth inch in thickness, working on the daily up sizing of Geeta’s piercings. Naturally, she was fully awake to endure this painful and trying process, Maria having once more secured her forehead and shoulders with the leather straps. 

“What’s the prognosis Doc?” I inquired, moving over to the yoke device. “It’s okay Ron. If it was a fever it’s gone now. You were probably right about the heating.” 

I twisted the wheel on the wooden expander slowly to ease the pressure back onto the expansion ring which compressed a little as it took over the work of maintaining the elongation of Geeta’s neck, then I leant across and undid the buckles to release her head and shoulders. John and I lifted her clear of the wooden brace whilst Maria slid it clear. The completeness of support that the collar provided meant that we’d now have no problem in moving Geeta about. It’s striking appearance made it seem that Geeta’s neck had been made much longer than the one inch or so it had really gained. There was no rush to move her, and the work of the next few days could be carried out with her in her present prone position. Our break stretched into lunchtime and beyond. John relieved Maria for a time and I in turn gave him some free time to pack for his reconnaissance trip with Tina. When Paula rejoined us at about two o’clock, I appraised her of Tina’s forthcoming short absence. Paula took it as a stamp of approval of my confidence in her to handle Sujata alone. A taxi collected John and Tina at four o’clock to deliver them to the station so that they could catch a train that would get them into Dusseldorf by eight that evening, allowing them to begin their work the following morning. Their subject was the wife of a high profile government Minister and so I knew that her disappearance would provoke a massive search operation by the German Police and perhaps even Interpol. However, our ability to kidnap her successfully would be made considerably easier by the co-operation of her husband, as he was our paymaster for this commission. 

After a light tea I went down to see how Geeta was faring. Her shoulders were once more connected to the tabletop; this time with light chains locked to the side mounted D-rings on the shoulder skirt and rings in the sides of her bed. Her forehead now needed no restraint, thanks to the rigidity of the collar and its pressure against her chin. Its confines limited her head movement to barely an inch right or left, and about the same up and down, and she’d have to strain mightily to move even that much. She had tear- stained eyes but was not crying at that moment, seeming to be calm. Her furrowed brow showed she was far from coming to terms with her fate, and the comments I’d made earlier about how she was only just beginning her journey into Mr Lau’s adornments. I stood over her and spoke quietly. 

“I guess we’d better sort out some means of communication, Geeta.” She looked straight at me but gave no sign that she had heard. “I know you can hear me young lady, and you must want to know more details of your predicament. Blink three times if you understand.” Still she made no attempt to communicate. “It’s fine by me if you don’t want me to carry on explaining. There’s really no benefit to me in this, but I thought that you might like to know a little of what will be required of you.” I made as if to move away and she quickly answered with three distinct blinks. “Okay then. That being agreed, I’ll give you some background information. You probably already hate me for being the bad guy who’s brought you to this. Am I right?” I waited but there was no response. 

“I can understand that of course, as we’re the ones holding you here and doing these things to you. But the two main parties in this are really yourself and Mr Lau.” I moved around to the other side of the table and Geeta’s eyes followed me every step of the way. “How you feel about us is of no importance. We neither love you nor hate you. We’re only intermediaries who have an agreement with Mr Lau to prepare and deliver you to him. If he’d not employed us for this task, he’d have found someone else. Your anger might be more rightfully directed towards him. Although fixed and silenced the way you are, and with what’s to come, you’ll not be able to do anything about it.” 

Tears again welled in Geeta’s eyes as her hidden throat surged against its metal encasement and her tongue tugged painfully against the interior pins and points that secured and punished it whenever she tried to speak or scream. “That’s all for today Geeta. We’ll talk some more tomorrow,” I ended not wanting to flood her mind with too much information all at once. 

Maria had been checking out the dressings on Geeta’s feet then covered her with a blanket rigged up the feeding device to give the girl her last meal of the day. Paula had gone to settle Sujata for the night. 1°d agreed to take the night watch for her that night and next as there was still much work to do with Geeta and it was best that Maria and Paula be available for the whole of the day to look after their charges. Maria stayed to feed Geeta and I relieved her at around seven o’clock, then settled into an armchair beside the table to read some of the newspapers I’d bought, hoping to catch up on the world outside our thick walls. At about three in the morning I awoke from my upright slumber to find Geeta sobbing violently and rhythmically clenching and unclenching her fists. I checked the securing straps and leant over her. “Try to get some rest Geeta. You’ve been through a lot in the past couple of days, and there are many more quite hard times yet to come. You’ll get through them better if you get your strength back.” 

My words seemed to have no effect, but there was little else I could do short of sedation and that wasn’t on the cards at this juncture. She’d have to ride out her fears and pains unaided somehow. As I was now wide-awake I decided to go look in on Sujata. I did so as quietly as I could and entered the stable without waking her. It was pleasing to see no sign of the walking aid and I noticed that Tina had laid out the next smaller size of hoof fittings. This could only mean that not only was Sujata now able to get around unaided, but that she was managing to do so without too many problems. I’d allocated three days of the schedule to get her this far, and it appeared she’d made it in two. By the time I returned to my armchair, Geeta had fallen asleep once more and I soon joined her. 


4 A RING, A BALL, AND A CORSET 

Maria woke me with coffee at about 7 a.m. I briefed her on the night’s almost unbroken passing then headed for my bed where I slept through until almost lunchtime when I was awakened by the phone ringing in the hall. By the time I dragged myself out of bed and pulled on a dressing gown the ringing had stopped, so I went down to the kitchen and put on some fresh coffee, helping myself to two slices of cold toast that had been left over from breakfast. While the coffee percolated I went through the day’s nail and shortly thereafter Paula joined me, her face wreathed in smiles. Tina phoned from Dusseldorf and said they arrived okay, and guess what?” 

I was still far too sleepy to even try, but her question was purely rhetorical. “The courier arrived about an hour ago with Sujata’s stuffl” She was like a child at Christmas, waiting for her parent’s permission to open the presents. We’d all seen the contents of Ben Akran’s parcels before, and they were a wonder to behold. However, I had no intentions of rushing to unpack these marvellous items before I had woken properly, and had at least two cups of coffee inside me. “Okay Paula. Why don’t you take them to the stable and I’ll be across after I’ve had a coffee? We’ll have a sneak preview, but the stuff stays in the boxes until it’s time.”” I knew she wouldn’t dream of opening the packages without me being there. “Is she walking yet in those size two hooves that Tina left out?” “Yes Ron. She fell once, but I think it was just a slip. I reckon if I push her with the twos for the rest of today and tomorrow, we might be able to miss out the size one and use the final size on Wednesday.” 

I could accept that Sujata was progressing fast, but I suspected that Paula’s rush to get to the final hoof size was to more quickly see her charge arrayed in the Sheikh’s finest. Nonetheless, if Sujata were up to it, I’d be only too pleased to go along with Paula. It would be nice to be able to deliver to Ben Akran ahead of schedule, and would certainly do no harm, provided Sujata was fully ready. Paula rushed off back to the stables via the gatehouse and I finished my coffee and opened the mail. It consisted of a cheque in payment of a previous account and, of more interest, a hint of a further commission. I decided to make Maria and Geeta my first call of the day, but Paula’s enthusiasm had rubbed off on me and I was keen to see if Sujata’s progression was all she had hinted at. I wasn’t disappointed. 

When I reached the stable, the two large parcels sat unopened on the table. Paula had gone straight back to the job at hand. Next door, Sujata was trotting in a tight circle at the end of a lunge rein affixed to her bridle and looped around the post, some three yards distant. Paula had forsaken the willow for a long horsewhip, and Sujata felt its lick each time her circling brought her within reach. “Head high! Head high, Sujata!” Paula called out. “How many times do you need telling girl!” Sujata’s arms were bent at the elbows and she held their hoofed ends up and level with the pierced tips of her bobbling breasts. The bar no longer joined her wrists, nor was any other attachment used to maintain their position. In only two days of training, the twins had taught Sujata how they expected her upper limbs to be carried and the willow and whip had speeded and enforced her compliance. “Walk on!” Paula called out when she noticed my arrival. Sujata dropped from the trot to a walk and her trainer put down the whip to join me at the table, remaining standing and watching her charge with one eye while holding the other on me as I sliced away the wrappings of the packages. At last the contents of both boxes were now open to view. No matter how many times I unpacked these parcels, I couldn’t cease marvelling at the workmanship that went into the manufacture of their contents. Although all of these deliveries contained the same collection of items, in the same basic design, and often the same colour, I never tired of admiring the maker’s artistry. 

After we’d both had a good look I dropped the boxes into the open wicker basket and closed its lid. Sujata would soon enough see and experience what her new owner had sent. I left Paula to her work, took one handle of the heavily laden basket and dragged it from the stable to the tack room next door then made my way to the sick bay to carry on with my work. 

I arrived in time to see Maria changing the rings that Geeta wore in her piercings, now moving to eight gauge sized ones. The replacements this time had forced the piercings closer to their final required size. Too, I noticed that the dressings had been removed from her feet and the incisions looked good now that the bruising had subsided. There seemed nothing amiss. 

“Healing nicely,” Maria offered. “Should be alright for your attentions tomorrow, Ron.” But the feet were not my immediate interest. 

“No hurry,” I began. “What about there?” I gestured to where Maria had just changed the last of the twelve rings at Geeta’s vaginal opening. 

“Well, these are the same thickness as pins of the fitting, so you should be okay there tomorrow as well.” That wasn’t what I wanted to hear. 

“If they're the same gauge, what’s the problem in fitting her with it now?” “No real problem Ron,” Maria jumped back at me, “but I’d rather make sure that there’s no bruising or inflammation caused by this latest stretching before you do anything permanent.” 

“Okay. Sorry,” I said contritely. “Guess I wasn’t thinking Maria. We’ll leave it until tomorrow as you suggest.” 

“I was going to do some more piercing then as well, so we can make a full day of it,” Maria suggested. “You can still get it done before John gets back. That’s what you want, isn’t it?”” She’d read my mind as usual. Part of what was planned would cause Geeta considerable pain. I didn’t want John around for that and had hoped to rush the process, covering most of it today, but tomorrow was still okay. 

“Yes. That’s right,” I replied. “Anyway, I want you to look in on Sujata, if you will. She’s progressed very quickly under the twins and I want to make sure she hasn’t suffered - health wise, that is. I’'m sure she’s suffered in other ways, if you know what I mean.” Maria did know, of course, and we exchanged a smile. She did her check on Sujata just before lunch and came back with Paula in tow. 

“Nothing wrong there,” she confirmed. “Fit as a fiddle and getting fitter, that one.” This time the smiles were exchanged with Paula. “You know Ron, both of these girls are damned strong. I wonder if it’s something in the genes, or is it in all those Asian spices and stuff they eat?” 

“Whatever it is,” I replied, “if Sujata is ready to ship early, and Ben Akran is happy with her, she could be the first of a long line of the same bloodline.” 

The Sheikh was not the only stable owner in the Saudi area and repeat orders were always welcome at our gates. I spent the afternoon between watching Sujata trot around in circles and helping Maria give Geeta a bed bath. After an early evening meal, I settled down to some good music on the hi-fi until it was time for me to once again take up my station for the night with Geeta. I slept in the armchair right through without interruption, until Maria woke me with coffee and toast. Upstairs I washed and shaved, drank more coffee and readied myself for the day ahead. It was Tuesday and my reconnaissance team would be back from Dusseldorfin the evening. I wanted to complete work on Geeta’s genital area before then. 

When I got to the sick bay Maria had already laid out the kit I required. There were three separate tools on the table, together with the oval ring that would soon be mounted, its pins replacing the twelve steel circlets in her vaginal lips. There were also several other items. Geeta’s forehead and shoulders were once more pinned securely to the table with the leather straps in addition to the securing chains, and then Maria removed the rings from the girl’s nipples. 

I took up a tool resembling a pair of pliers with a single short prong projecting out from each of its jaws, then opened it fully. On one of these I placed a three-quarter inch long surgical steel tube with a diameter only slightly greater than that of the quarter inch thick rings it was to replace. I inserted it into the deeply set piercings of the young woman’s left nipple without too much difficulty, so that its ends protruded a fraction either side of the sensitive flesh it now transfixed. I closed the jaws of the tool to the point were both the fitted prongs were within the tube and the jaws were closed finger tight, then locked them in position and drew upon a lever which applied the requisite pressure to close the tool fully. 

As the jaws were forced together, both ends of the steel tube splayed outwards like the bell of a trumpet and when the tool was removed the tube remained as a permanent lining for the piercing, impossible to remove. I repeated the operation on Geeta’s right nipple then also on the piercings through either side of her nose. Maria replaced the ring in the nasal septum with one of an even greater thickness and diameter. I fitted two heavy rings through the lined nipple piercing, though these were not a final fitting, but merely for effect. 

It was now time to move down to Geeta’s vagina. Whilst I’d worked on Geeta’s nipples, Maria had removed the twelve labial rings and laid the egg-shaped ovoid in place within her outer labia. I had only to gently lift them and one by one locate the twelve piercings onto the short thick pins projecting up from the flattened surface of the ovoid. Maria held out a second ring, one that matched the first in size and curvature. This second ring also had a D-shaped profile; the flat side being home to twelve drillings that matched the pins in the already fitted ring. I carefully mated the two rings, then squeezed them together with my fingers as far as they would go, the twelve pins reaching constrictions in the drillings that housed them. The gap between the two ovoids was now just under half an inch, with the flesh of Geeta’s outer labia skewered and sandwiched between them, but still quite loosely so. Now came the painful part of the process. The tool required for this job was, again, pliers-like in origin. But this one’s jaws were curved and shaped to grip the two ovoid rings, the handles being much extended to allow greater leverage in closing its jaws. In using it to squeeze the two ovoids together, the pins of the inner ring would be forced deeply into the constrictions and thus become permanently locked into the outer portion. Further pressure would flatten their tips and make removal of the device a very difficult proposition. When the process was completed, the distance between the two rings would then be less than one quarter of an inch. There was bound to be a lot of pain involved in such a procedure and so I had warned Paula that I wanted her to be available to assist in this part of the operation. I now called her on the phone and told her we were ready. 

She would need a few minutes to secure Sujata in her stall before coming over and so I busied myself examining the many other components that had come with this pair of ovoid rings. I picked up a small, hollow, silvery finished, stainless steel ball. Geeta would wear this as a very intimate piece of personal, also irremovable, jewellery before the day was out. The sphere was built of four sections shaped like the skin of an orange that had been quartered into equal parts. These sections were hinged together at the bottom within a small metal cup, to which was mounted a sturdy steel ring. The top corners of the segments were turned back upon a strong, spring steel ring, leaving a circular opening of less than one-quarter of an inch. A groove was cut into each of the thick-walled four sections at about midpoint, and the third tool was for this area. It’s four-pointed jaws fit into the openings in each section and when the handles were closed together, they would force the jaws open, at the same time opening the top of the ball, much like a rose spreading it’s petals. Temporarily, I laid the small sphere aside as Paula ran breathlessly into the room. I cautioned both women to hold Geeta’s pelvic region securely while I positioned the long-handled tool at the mid-section on one side of the ovoid rings, then worked as quickly as possible, applying a strong pressure to the six areas of the device in turn, then repeated the process two more times. At one point, I thought that Geeta might break her own jaw or shatter her teeth in a bid to release the screams trapped inside her, even though we had a hint of the titanic discomfort she was suffering from the noises trumpeting through her pierced nose. Maria and Paula needed all their strength to hold her lower torso still whilst I worked, as she heaved wildly for what seemed like an eternity, even after I'd completed the job and released the tool. Obviously, the completed device that now kept her vaginal entrance permanently dilated continued to cause her great pain, but perhaps even worse was her certain knowledge that she could not now, or ever again, use her own body to seal or conceal her sex from any kind of intrusion. It also followed that not only would she be unable to close off her own sex, she would also be unable to open it further. These two realisations would likely bring Geeta great mental anguish to accompany her physical suffering, as Mr Lau had of course intended. 

It was just as well that John had missed this operation, for even I had wondered half way through if we’d gone too far. Still, the deed was done now, according to Mr Lau’s instructions. Soon Geeta’s pain would subside to become only a dull ache and finally just a continual low level discomfort. My resolve was that if such a painful process were ever required again, I would administer a local anaesthetic, if nothing else. Geeta might well suffer greater pain at Mr Lau’s behest, and so it was just as well for her to learn, under our hands, the true meaning of this sensation. Too much pain can do more than leave a mental scar, for I knew from my combat experience that the shock of its reception could kill, and I wanted no part in the snuffing out of any life’s candles. On top of this, selfishly, would be the ensuing total loss of our commission. 

Paula shook her head when it was over and left us silently to return to her horsewoman. I guessed that Sujata might have an easier day of it now, at least in comparison to her sister’s suffering. Maria and I walked slowly to our living quarters, deciding no harm would come of having an hour’s break before continuing. I made the coffee, or at least made a valiant attempt to come up with something resembling coffee. “Well, I hope Lau thinks it was worth it,” Maria muttered, thumbing through the pages of the file on Geeta. 

„Okay Maria, we both knew beforehand that it was going to be pretty painful. In retrospect I think a jab would have been a good idea, but it was too late once I'd started, wasn’t it?” 

“Sorry Ron. I’m not blaming you, really.” She put the file down. “I don’t know. Maybe I’'m getting too involved these days.” Nothing more was said. We both had two cups of my rather insipid brew whilst I read the second mail of the day as Maria left to check on Geeta again. There was nothing of interest or importance in the mail, nor anything to occupy my mind besides Geeta’s continuing conversion into an object for Mr Lau’s pleasure, so I followed Maria back to the sick bay. Geeta was breathing heavily and her eyes were streaming with tears, but there was not as much bruising as I’d expected. Still, there was a great deal of angry redness around the labial flesh locked and sandwiched between the ovoid rings. I decided against any more work on the device for the moment, but now took a 12-inch length of nylon thread from the table and made a loop in it. 

Holding the nylon in my left hand and using my right fingers to locate Geeta’s clitoris, once found, I caressed it until I could get the loop over and behind this tiny pearl of tender flesh. Understandably, Geeta tried to arch her back and pull away from the intrusive motions of my teasing and taunting fingers, but thanks to the chains and straps already securing her to the tabletop, escape was not an option. Maria gingerly placed her finger against the loop as I pulled it closed, drawing the flesh together at the base so that her sensitive little nub stood out like a small, beckoning pea. I picked up the tool, already loaded with the silvery stainless steel ball, and squeezed the handles together. The four segments slowly parted against their strong spring as I carefully and slowly guided the opened metal flower over her clitoris, much like an astronaut docking his craft. Maria held the thread painfully tight and when I was sure that Geeta’s tender bud was fully inside the spread silvered petals, I gradually released the pressure, allowing the sprung sections of the sphere to close around the base of the Geeta’s now throbbing nubbin. A small click sounded as the ball locked itself tightly in place. 

When I had freed the nylon noose, I released the tool then pulled gently at the ring attached to the silvery ball. The closed petals held extremely tight around their sensitive inner prisoner and so closed off access to that singular source of Geeta’s sexual pleasure. It was locked away from her own, or indeed any other, prying fingers and should it be desired, the ball and ring combination could also be used as a means of tethering and controlling her with extreme ease. I leant back to allow Maria to load the gun for my second round of piercing. When she was ready, I embedded a row of six studs around and close to the edge of each of Geeta’s ears. I placed another through the knobs of gristle called the tragus, in front of the canal of each ear. Ten studs in five groups of two were next added to both her top and bottom lips, then a final one deeply impaled the knot of tissue that formed her navel. I watched Geeta twitch as each metal post made its puncture in her flesh. When her navel was pierced, another whistling scream hissed from her flared, metal-dressed nose and she bounced wildly against the leather and chain securing her to the table. When I was done, I decided to leave Geeta in Maria’s care for the rest of the day. It was time to check once more on Sujata’s progress and so I joined Paula at her work in the stable area and stayed until lunchtime. By then, I had to agree with Paula that Sujata really was surpassing all of our expectations, trotting in circles now around the training post as though she’d been born to it. She changed from trot to walk and back to trot at Paula’s voice command, although the whip was still used occasionally. It was no longer needed to ensure compliance with every word of command. Over lunch I gave Paula the OK to try her charge with the final, smallest hoof fittings for the boots, telling her not to push too hard, and to hold back on the punishment if Sujata found it overly difficult to balance on the much reduced size. It was expected that she would fall, and more than once, but if she could handle the changeover within the next 24 hours without too much difficulty, I was prepared to call Ben Akran and rearrange her pick-up date. I relieved Maria for lunch and whilst with Geeta I answered a phone call from Tina. 

“Can you fix the taxi to meet the train at half past nine tonight?” she asked. “We got through it okay here and I think you’ll be happy with what we have.” 

“I’m sure I will,” I replied. “How did you two get on together?” “Fine,” said John, who had taken over the phone. “I just stood back and watched Tina go ahead with it. I wasn’t really needed, but then you knew that, didn’t you Ron?” 

The question really required no answer. I thought I’'d been clever in getting John away from the Schloss, but either he’d played along with me all the time, or had seen through my ploy at some point during the two days he and Tina were away. Of, course, there was also the possibility that he was guessing. Whichever, it was now immaterial as my purpose had been served. The redness of the flesh surrounding Geeta’s sex was now considerably less angry than only a few hours before. Her body was already adapting itself. I was of a mind to recommence my work in that area after lunch, but had second thoughts whilst at the table, reminding myself that there were other tasks that might also be completed today. There was no real hurry to finish any single part of the preparation, so long as the whole was ready on time. 

When Maria rejoined me, I briefed her on what I had planned for the afternoon. Paula accompanied her on the pretext of offering to help for a half-hour if needed, but I believed her real reason in attending was to see how Geeta had faired. Indeed, Paula eyebrows raised when she caught sight of Geeta’s shining, metal-encased clitoris and she couldn’t resist fingering the metal sphere that enclosed the young woman'’s pinkness so tightly. She even tugged gently on the ring, watching Geeta shiver with reaction to the intimate manipulation and incredibly personal tensioning it forced her to experience. No doubt she immediately realised that if pulled upon, she would suffer horrible pain. At least it took her mind briefly away from the surrounding fiery flesh. The metal sphere was there for three reasons: one, to prevent her from attaining any sexual release from the manipulation of her clitoris; two, to be used as a means of disciplining and causing her discomfort or pain; and three, as a means of cruelly leashing or tethering her. One had to assume that Mr Lau’s anger and desire for vengeance was all consuming. 

Maria set up Geeta’s feeding equipment whilst I went next door to collect the requisites of the next phase. I was only gone for a few minutes, but in that time the girl had been fed and Paula was already busy disconnecting and removing the apparatus. Geeta’s food was no longer heated before she received it, and each day the diet was being subtly altered. Less oats and vegetables were included, but some cooked tapioca and rice were added in replacement. The percentage of the new ingredients was being increased only a little each day, so as not to upset Geeta’s digestive system too much. The final desired mix was formulated to produce a steady, daily, body weight increase and it would be continued until Geeta’s vital statistics were in line with those set down in Mr Lau’s directives. 

This afternoon’s travail would involve, firstly, the fitting of a rather special foundation garment to Mr Lau’s future plaything. As with everything ordered and provided by him, this was no ordinary corset. It was made of the same alloy as the collar and burnished to a high silvery finish, but instead of solid plate, it was constructed in an open, diamond-shaped latticework. These diamonds measured approximately an inch high and three-quarters of an inch across, with the entire garment consisting of three rigid pieces: a back, a left front piece, and a right front piece. The back was joined to the front pieces with small integral hinges at the top and bottom of each side, as the three dimensional curves of the corset made it impossible to employ full- length hinges. The rear section reached from an inch below Geeta’s armpit flesh, down to her buttocks holding each separately and snugly. The front likewise cupped her silken breasts with substantial room to spare though still following their contour, while below it reached down to within a few inches of the labial fixture she was now fitted with. The bizarre foundation garment was smoothly shaped after the fashion of an hour glass, and Geeta’s form easily fit within it’s upper and lower extremes, but the sharp inward curvature required me to firmly compress her soft abdomen to squeeze it into the confines of the corset’s very stringent waist section. Paula and Maria raised Geeta’s torso and I slipped the contrivance beneath her. Next, I removed the cuffs holding her wrists to the front of her belt and Maria and Paula grasped the girl’s arms and held them out from the table and away from her body. The belt came off quickly. 

Geeta now lay easily in the opened corset, stretched out and ready. I took great care when closing over the two front pieces of the assembly so as not to pinch any flesh in the side joints. Maria had previously measured the external girth of the thing around the waist part and declared it to be twenty six inches and so by a very rough estimate involving what little I remembered of a certain Pythagorean theory, that would make the internal waist measurement about twenty four and a bit inches. A tool had been created and packed with the corset to draw the two halves of the latticework together at the front and temporarily hold them in place. It was not needed, for the fit was such that Paula was able to hold the two halves closed together with just one hand. Now came the clever part of the construction. The lengthways edges of the two front pieces were shaped as a zigzag, ending with a row of complete diamond shapes. With the two front sides mated, there appeared to be no joint. The method of connecting the interlocking silver diamonds was ingenious. Within the hollowed out metal of the edges, along both side joints and the single one at the front and centre, a series of small sliding pins had been lodged, the topmost of these projecting a quarter inch above the upper edges of the construction. Six spring clips had been provided to temporarily hold the two halves together and I quickly fitted these so that Paula could remove her hand. I took up a small triangular shaped device and, using it’s two clamps, fixed it between the halves at the front so that a flat projection was rested on and firmly fixed against the top edging. A bolt with it’s threaded end, machined to a point, was already located in the flat of the tool and rested precisely in the central depression of the projecting pin. Six halfturns with a ratchet spanner forced the pin into and flush with its seating. Once again the designer’s or constructor’s ingenuity and skill were made apparent to us, for as this pin was forced down, it moved against a whole row of similar pins with which it was matched. Each pin was driven downwards, thereby mating with it’s paired sleeve locking fixture on the other piece of the corset body, presenting an indiscernible locked joint. The connecting of the pieces could doubtless have been achieved by some cheaper, easier method. But to my mind the artistry and resulting beauty involved in the manner chosen was beyond price, or ease of implementation. We repeated the process on both the left and right side joins, thereby locking the entire garment into a firm state of rigidity. 

I have already noted that this metal girdle wrapped Geeta’s torso from under arm to her hips, but it did however leave the tips of her breasts exposed via openings of some two inches in diameter. One other opening had also been made, a two inch circle directly over her pierced navel, and the lower front edge, as mentioned previously, was curved upwards to clear the ovoid ring around her labia by an inch or so. The top of corset pressed close into her armpits, then around the back and front, following the lower curves of the skirt of her collar with a line of exposed flesh only a half-inch wide. There was one additional piece of metalwork yet to be applied to Geeta’s waist, it being in sharp contrast to the apparently lightweight latticework of the corset. This was a five-inch wide belt of the same metal alloy, fully one- half'inch thick and weighing nearly fifteen pounds. This belt was constructed of approximately fifty interlinked pieces and it’s inner surface had, raised from it, three rows of diamond shaped protrusions. These diamond shapes were designed to mate precisely into the latticework around the waist area of the corset, making it utterly impossible to move the belt in any direction whatsoever. Similar to the other parts of her silvery collar and corset, the belt’s fastening, at the back, had its lock built into the two ends with no visible, external means of releasing the mechanism. Once the joint closed, the belt became an inescapable restraint. So that it might be used as an additional means of restraint at this time, John fitted short chains to each side of the belt and anchored them to the bench on either side of Geeta’s waist. 

I carefully positioned the belt then moved the ends together. As they connected to each other we heard two small, distinct clicks as it locked around her waist. 

The belt had, of course, been manufactured as part of the whole set. Once it had been fitted over the metal corsetry and locked in place, it could not be moved even a fraction up, down, or around the circumference of its latticework base. It was like everything else, fitted to stay. Also, like the collar, the belt carried a surfeit of stout D-rings and was engraved with the same designs as the collar. Geeta would soon find that these beautifully fashioned items were only portions of the many components of a costume that would adorn, restrict, and transform her into merely another item of Mr Lau’s beloved property. 

Paula stood back and nodded her approval of the work so far before she left us to return to the stables. Maria fixed a temporary binding for Geeta’s wrists that was fastened through a ring set into the table above her head. Provided her ankles were secured, she would not be going anywhere, even if she had the strength and will to do so. Indeed her legs and ankles were well secured now, being spread as far apart as was possible then locked in place. Maria ensured Geeta was made as comfortable as was practicable, given her new garment and her other adornments. Only two tasks remained for this afternoon and for both of these I could sit back and watch, only rendering assistance as Maria required. The first task was simply to cut free the bulk of Geeta’s long hair, then shave her scalp smooth. Maria accomplished this without my assistance in just fifteen minutes, making use of scissors, an electric hair trimmer, and finally, a wet shave. Geeta knew what was happening to her, but she made no attempt to struggle and delay the procedure. She didn’t even shed any more tears, but just displayed a total resignation to this, her immediate fate. 

The second task required similar care from Maria, and my assistance. At the foot of the table lay the pair of kid leather booties Mr Lau had provided. I released Geeta’s right ankle from its securing straps and held it firmly in both hands. A row of twelve black, self-dissolving stitches marked the extremes of her abbreviated foot. Maria turned the bootie inside out along almost half its length, then eased the toe end over Geeta’s foot. She jerked her leg, attempting to withdraw from the sensation as her still tender flesh touched the soft leather. What pain she felt, if any, I could not know and so held firm until her struggle eased. Maria quickly wrapped the remains of the bootie around her heel and ankle. Small lacing holes were provided at the rear of the booties but Maria had removed the laces, as this was to be only a trial fitting. Once the surgeon’s stitches had dissolved and the ends were removed, the kid leather booties would become a permanent entrapment for Geeta’s feet, as would the special shoes that Mr Lau had provided. After both had been tried on, they were removed and placed to one side. 

Ensuring that Geeta was properly secured to the table took only a minute, this being accomplished by means of two light chains, locked one to each of the D-rings on the sides of her belt, and thence to rings on the edges of the table. As before, another similarly arranged set held her collar. It was time for me to leave her for the day, and a glance at her rapidly recovering labial flesh confirmed that it would be fit for our further attentions tomorrow. Our work was back on schedule and so I left Maria to watch over Geeta, then once again joined Paula at the stable. Sujata was still circling the post to which she was tethered, but this time she was walking only hesitantly on her newly fitted tiny hooves. Paula flicked the whip, occasionally making contact, but Sujata was obviously not troubled by its caress. 

“I had a heck of a job getting her upright at first,” Paula stated, “and I almost gave up and resigned myself to using the mid-size ones after all. Still, there she is! And I’m not even pushing her yet.” “Best to let her find her own feet,” I replied, then smiled with Paula at my own unintentional whimsy. “You know what I mean Paula.” I then turned to the still circling Sujata. “We’re all impressed with your progress Sujata!” I called out. “There will be a special treat for you tomorrow if you carry on like this.” I playfully slapped her naked flank as she pranced past. 

She jumped, shying away from my touch. Turning her head against the tension of the lunge rein, she glared at me. But the rein instantly re-asserted 

its authority, jerking firmly at her bridle and bit, effectively forcing her to turn to the front once more and continue her pretty prancing. We dined late that evening so that the meal would still be fit for Tina and John, should they want something to eat after their journey. I would have been happy to wait until the following morning for their report, but I expected that Tina would be keen to give me the details upon her return. I wasn’t wrong. As soon as they arrived, Tina declined to eat, thrusting her file of papers into my hand. Admittedly, it made interesting reading. 

Frau Helena Rutger had married her now famous husband after a whirlwind romance at Oxford University eleven years ago. She was the daughter of a Scottish solicitor, and her husband-to-be the son of a German furniture manufacturer. Frau Rutger soon saw the potential of her husband’s proposed political career, and beside her love and devotion, she would be happy to play the dutiful wife and hostess. After following her man to Germany, she quickly mastered the language and became a great aid to his climb up the governmental ladder. 

Herr Minister Rutger still cared for his wife and would have been happy to continue with their marriage had she not found out about an affair he’d been pursuing for the past three years. She had threatened to leave him and expose his indiscretions to the German press unless he ended his extramarital goings on. Herr Rutger had no wish to do so, and knew that even should he try to comply, his mistress would probably use the same threats to retain him. 

Pushed into a corner, Rutger had poured out his troubles to an old friend, who was, by chance, a confidant of ours. After first talking to us, the mutual acquaintance had enlightened the Minister as to our suitability to resolve his dilemma. Once the seed of the idea had been planted all that remained for Herr Rutger was to choose which of his two women to keep, and which to entrust to our care. Sadly for the English expatriate, it was no contest. It was never intimated to Herr Rutger that his wife would be permanently removed, as in no longer living, though he undoubtedly thought that would be the case. We would have other plans for his extremely desirable ‘ex.’ 

Tina’s folder was filled with photographs and hand drawn plans of the Rutgers’s apartments in Dusseldorf, and Herr Minister had provided a detailed list of their singular, planned movements over the next 10 days. He’d impressed upon Tina that time was of the essence, informing her that he had begged his Helena to allow him a short respite to break off his affair cleanly. She’d agreed, but would not wait indefinitely. That night I perused the provided documents in bed. It appeared that our best chance would be the early hours of the following Saturday morning. On the coming Thursday, Frau Rutger was due to attend a formal ball with her husband, then he would travel alone to Bonn on Friday morning to spend two days in closed conference with other government ministers. Husband and wife would thus be seen happily cavorting together on the one day, and Herr Rutger would have a watertight alibi for the weekend. Helena would attend a health spa on the Friday to officially open a newly built wing, and so would be seen to be in circulation after her husband’s departure. If we took her late that night, she would not be missed until her servants arrived on Saturday. We would leave behind a totally untraceable ransom demand, and once it was known that the German Police were on the case and at the house, we’d follow it up with an equally untraceable phone call. 

Unfortunately for Frau Rutger, there would be no further contact from what the authorities might believe was a terrorist group. She would disappear from her husband’s life and become yet another pawn in our chess game. I had not yet found a future role for the woman who otherwise one day may have become Germany’s First Lady, but I was sure we would be able to safely place her somewhere within the community of our large client pool. There was also her resale price to be considered, making this commission possibly a doubly profitable one for us. 

The plan was thus loaded into my brain, to be played with and altered as necessary. I should then have had a satisfying and restful night’s sleep, but this was not to be. 


5 MASKS, HELMETS, AND HARNESSING 

My night’s sleep was ruined when I was awakened just after 3 a.m. by the insistent buzzing of an alarm on my bedside table. A loud knock on the door was followed immediately by a bright light from the landing, framing John’s silhouette. A glance at the single flashing red light in a row of six on the alarm console told me that a security point had been breached. I depressed the lighted diode and the alarm buzzer stopped. 

“It’s the door from the stable to the courtyard,” John blurted out as I swung my feet to the floor and into my slippers. “Tina’s already on the way.” I pressed the five unlighted diodes on the console to test them, and was pleased to find that all were working properly, confirming that only the one infrared beam had been broken and thus the entire system activated. By the time I’d donned a dressing gown and followed John onto the landing, Maria had joined us. 

“It must be Sujata,” John called to our medico as we raced down the stairs. 

We headed for the courtyard via dining room and kitchen. By the time we reached the open cobbled area, we found Paula in the process of restraining a spread-eagled, weeping Sujata, with Tina standing guard. 

“Maria will you go and check on Geeta please?” I asked our breathless nurse. Paula had been on watch beside Geeta that night, but had rushed to the courtyard when the alarm activated. Maria nodded and headed back towards the kitchen door while I ushered John into the stable and watched as the twins brought Sujata to her feet. Taking an arm each, the twins half pushed and half carried her back into the stable behind John. I followed, and on the way stopped to check the heavy mortise lock of the door. It had been forced from the inside, and lying behind the door was the implement used, Sujata’s now battered and misshapen steel water dish. When I entered the stable proper, Paula held Sujata pinned with her back to the training post. Tina went around behind and grasped our would-be escapee’s naked arms to secure her. Sujata still wore her boots and their small, fitted hooves, but nothing else. The hoofed gloves, the bit and bridle, and the straps that had made up her body harness all lay on the stone floor within the stall. I picked up the gloves and noted that whilst one had been completely unlaced, chafed remnants of the leather lace still remained attached to the other. It had been abraded down its full length and this was obviously how Sujata had initially freed one limb, in order to divest herself of everything else. Fibres of the leather lace were also visible on the wooden sidewall of the stall. 

I also noted one of Sujata’s recently fitted rings lying on the floor. I turned to check her face and saw that she now only had the single ring fixed into her septum. Both of her other nasal decorations had been removed, as had our own heavy replacement earrings. A quick search of the surrounding floor produced one of them, but the other three were nowhere near. It mattered little. Tina would soon re-dress those empty holes with newer, thicker, and more secure rings. The two in my hand were one-fifth of an inch thick, and so the replacements would likely be nearer one-quarter inch, the final size required. “She made the mistake of breaking out into the yard before attempting to remove her boots,” Tina said. 

I was thankful she had and noticed that the lacing of one of the boots was already half undone. I mentally kicked myself. We really had only ourselves to blame for this attempt at escape and had been so sure that Sujata had no way of freeing her hands that we’d neglected to properly secure her in the stall. Although the security system had alerted us to her escape attempt, if she’d removed the boots before breaking out of the stable, she might have made it a good deal further than she had. She’d not have been able to exit the Schloss, but armed perhaps with her steel dish, she might have been able to cause us much trouble during even a brief period of free movement within our living quarters and beyond. Long before she could have made good an escape, she’d have been recaptured and subdued. But the damage she might have rendered in that time did not bear thinking about. “What do you want us to do with her Ron?” Tina asked. “Shall we take her over to the workshop and put her into one of the small cells?”” I thought for a moment. “No, keep her here. No reason why the training schedule should be interrupted is there?” 

Tina looked at Paula and both shrugged. “Get her groomed and kitted out again. And make sure this time that she can’t undress herself. In the morning she can spend a couple of hours non- stop circling that post, then another couple doing the same on the courtyard cobbles.” 

“Will do,” Tina replied. 

“Sorry about this Ron,” Paula offered, feeling responsible for the escape attempt. “We’re all to blame,” I replied. “We were too complacent, but we can learn from Sujata’s little rebellion, and so will she. By tomorrow night she’ll be too tired to try anything again, and too sore to sit.” I nodded towards the table. “You can take bets on that!” Paula replied as she walked towards the horsewhip I'd indicated. 

I bumped into Maria as John and I left the stable. “Geeta slept through it all,” she said. 

“Fine. We may as well go back to bed and leave the twins to settle everything down again. They can sleep through the morning.” I turned to John. “Can you see to Sujata until lunchtime?” I asked. 

“Sure thing,” he replied, “it’s been a while since I did any horse work.” 

John decided to stay up, as he’d slept for an hour or so on the train from Dusseldorf. “I’ll have a drink and watch some TV, then wake you both at eight. That be okay?” 

I checked my watch and saw that it was still not quite three-thirty. Maria and I returned upstairs and I managed to get at least a few hours sleep. True to his word John woke me at eight with a steaming cup of coffee then sat on the edge of the bed as I pulled myself upright to attack the welcome cup. 

“I believe Geeta had a bad time of it yesterday,” he said. “Paula been telling tales?” He nodded, smiling in reply. “Yes John,” I replied, acknowledging his question. “It was worse than I had expected, to be truthful. I’ve told Maria that should we have to do anything like this at some time in the future, I’d use a local anaesthetic.” John rose and headed for the door. 

“By the way,” he added, “Tina has already started on Sujata’s heavy training schedule. She insisted on getting on with it. Paula went back to look after Geeta when they’d sorted Sujata out, so she’s going to get some sleep when Maria relieves her. Tina said she’ll stay up, so I’ll just watch and stand ready in case I’m needed.” With this last John went off to rouse Maria. My remarks on Geeta’s troubles of the previous day had drawn little reaction from him and so I resolved to quiz Paula when I saw her next. Had John been overly interested in Geeta’s condition after I retired? If he’d examined the girl with more than a passing interest on the progress made I wanted to know about it. 

The smell of frying bacon roused me from my thoughts. I got up, showered, and dressed quickly, then found that all save Paula had beaten me to the breakfast table. Tina asked me for my thoughts on her reconnaissance work. “Quite brilliant Tina,” I replied. “You seem to have covered all the options.” I spoke through a mouth busily crunching toast. “Did you have any ideas on the how of it?” 

“I was thinking we could perhaps take her out on her way home from that ‘spa’ thing on the Friday.” She planted an elbow on the table and rested her chin in the open hand with her fingers covering her mouth. I’d been taught that this was a body language sign to show that she’d said all she was going to and was opening the debate to all comers. 

“In daylight?” questioned John. Tina faced him then me. She was waiting for my comment. 

“John’s right, Tina,” I said, “it’s always better to wait until your subject is at home and feeling secure. Even better if she’s asleep and probably completely off guard.” 

“Like with Geeta?”” Maria added, smiling. “Okay, so the plan didn’t roll through properly with Geeta, but our thirty- five year old is hardly likely to be up watching TV in the early hours, given her schedule of appearances as a Minister’s wife.” 

“So you reckon the Friday night then?” re-joined Tina. “Will we all be going along?” 

Tina knew that someone would have to stay behind to guard and care for Geeta and Sujata. “I think Maria should miss out this time. What do you say Maria?” 

“Fine by me.” Maria shrugged her shoulders. “No reason you can’t administer a knockout jab yourself Ron.” She seemed to pout a little at the thought of being left out of the trip, but she was professional enough to know that someone must stay, and she was probably best fitted to look after the welfare of the girls in our absence. 

“Okay. That’s settled then. The four of us will go down early Friday and set it up.” I turned to John. “Will you get hold of a van and get it prepared?” “Will do. Do you want anything loaded and ready?” he asked. “No. We can sort that on Friday morning.” 

Time was moving on and I was anxious that this Rutger job did not take 

over our present schedule. Today was Wednesday and I had a lot to get on with, before travelling afield. “I’m going down to relieve Paula now, anyone else coming?” I asked as I headed for the door. “Be with you in a minute Ron,” Maria replied. “Just getting some food for Geeta.” 

I had only a few minutes alone with Paula before Maria joined us, but it was time enough to find out that John had not even visited Geeta’s bedside during the early hours while I slept. Paula confirmed that she’d briefed him on what had transpired during the previous couple of days over a snack in the kitchen. He’d not badgered her for the information; she’d offered it unbidden. 

Paula went up for breakfast and some sleep, then Maria arrived and fed Geeta her bland but nourishing breakfast. I went next door to collect the equipment needed for the day’s business. The fleshy surround of Geeta’s sex was now almost back to its normal dusky colour and so the gleaming, silvery, oval ring was ready for our further attentions. The device that now bound the flesh of her sex and kept it permanently dilated was not merely a decoration, but part of a greater punitive and controlling contrivance. This now permanent fixture would act merely as a base from which we would proceed. I brought a small black leather suitcase into the sick bay and laid it open on the floor beside Geeta’s table. Its inside was filled with a plastic foam base covered in black velvet. Set into the foam were twenty different objects, most of them of stainless steel. There was a set of seven phallic manifestations of differing shapes, lengths, and widths; the largest of these made of white ivory. Lying next to these was a curved base plate onto which the phalli could be fixed, and alongside this base was yet another oval, C-profiled ring. 

I took out the smallest and thinnest of the steel phalli and mounted it firmly onto the base with a twisting action, then showed the assembly to Geeta. She first exhibited a look of puzzlement, then her eyes quickly widened and she began a furious struggle against her bonds when her brain registered its shape and undoubted future location. 

“It’s no use struggling Geeta,” I stated. “You know what this is, and you know its application. I’m aware that you’re a virgin, but you didn’t hope to keep your sex inviolate from Mr Lau, did you?”’ I waited to see if her frantic struggles would subside but they did not. “IfI were you, I’d be grateful that Maria here is going to be the one to broach your maidenhead. Or would you rather I did it?” I passed the thing to Maria and she appeared at Geeta’s head. 

“Listen, young lady. This can be very painful, or involve just a few moments of discomfort. You can have it either way, so which is it to be?” 

As she spoke, Maria was warming the steel shaft between the palms of her hands. Geeta’s struggles subsided somewhat, but not completely. Maria spoke again. “Geeta you're fixed down securely here, and we can do just what we want.” Then she turned to me, “Show her the biggest one Ron.” 

I lifted the enormous ivory phallus from its housing in the case and brought itup to Geeta’s eyes. Her struggles slowly stopped to be replaced by welling tears. Maria crossed to the sink and ran hot water over the steel phallus then tested its temperature once or twice before she was satisfied and grabbed a wad of tissues before returning to the table. I took one tissue and gently began to soak up Geeta’s tears while Maria ran the tips of her fingers tantalisingly across the crease between Geeta’s legs and vagina. She moved them gradually to the inner sex lips, brushing across the silver-skinned, encased clitoris and soon Geeta’s pelvis began to rise and fall in time with Maria’s stroking; though her eyes seemed to say she was fighting the sensations. Maria moved the now warm steel shaft to its appointed rendezvous with Geeta’s unwillingly eager flesh as the girl’s pelvis almost bucked to meet its gleaming nemesis. She played with the chained down young woman some more, until she knew that Geeta must be ready, almost screaming, to be deflowered. 

I expected Maria to ease the invading metal inside the girl’s body slowly and gently, then wondered if, whilst she played and teased Geeta, she herself was becoming aroused. Was Mr Sapona playing a part in this act also? Whatever, with one deep thrust, the job was done. Maria withdrew the shaft and towelled up what was a surprisingly small amount of virginal blood then applied an antiseptic cream to the steel phallus, and slowly re- inserted it. Again Geeta’s body bucked and shivered at its invasion of her body but now Maria began to move the shaft in and out, stimulating Geeta further, watching with a smirk of amusement as the young woman’s widespread thighs quivered and shuddered against their bonds. “Better stop there Maria,” I scolded, laying my hand over hers and easing the phallus fully home while she smiled evilly. 

“No harm in that Ron. The cream will do nothing but good.” 

I wagged a playful finger, for there was no way that Maria’s movement of the shaft was intended or designed to spread the antiseptic cream within. We were not here to bring Geeta to sexual fulfilment, but quite the opposite. The base fixed to the shaft now lay snugly against the ovoid ring mounted to Geeta’s flesh. I took the third ring from the case and fitted its C-shaped profile over and around the edge of phallus base and the flesh-mounted ring. It clipped easily into place, holding the two together like the sealing ring on an industrial steel drum. Fitted into the uppermost curve of this ring was a tiny barrel lock. It’s key was the same that opened and closed the leather case. 

I squeezed both ends of the C together and depressed the barrel to shorten the ring’s girth, thus enclosing within it the affixed ring and the base plate with its attached inner component. The small steel shaft was now securely locked inside it’s scabbard of newly awakened and now yearning flesh, being quite the neatest and most unobtrusive chastity device I have ever seen. In the leather case, with the other six penile objects, was a bounty of additional fittings for the thing sealing her sex, most of them punitive in design and intent. 

I quickly arrayed everything needed for the next job, but it would take some time to complete in its intricacy. Maria prepared to replace the stud in Geeta’s navel with an up-sized ring, and once more increase the size of her septum ring. I decided to get some air and see how Tina was getting on with Sujata’s first outside session. Upon reaching the courtyard door, I stopped dead in my tracks, as the fair weather of the past few days had broken, and the courtyard cobbles were now shining in the wet. It was raining quite hard and I’d expected to find the yard empty, but much to Sujata’s obvious annoyance the weather had not deterred Tina who, clad in a bright yellow poncho, stood in the centre clutching the horsewhip in her left hand and the long lunge rein in her right. Sujata no longer held her arms high and proud, as she was worked faster and faster around the slippery cobbles on her tiny hoofed feet. At almost every other step, the whip lashed at her flanks while Tina goaded her on and on in her circling. I stood for five minutes watching Mistress and filly, observing Sujata slipping and falling several times in that short period. On each occasion Tina rushed over and dragged her cruelly and quickly to her feet by the reins connected to her bit, her whip ever finding its mark. Whilst I stood there watching the spectacle I wondered if Sujata’s speedy progress of the past few days had been to please and seduce us into a sense of false security whilst she planned her break out. She must have worked away at the lace of her gloved arm on the wood of the stall for some hours, careful not to break through the leather strip too soon, but to weaken it in readiness for her attempt at escape from her fate. Her miserable and seemingly pointless journeying around the cold wet courtyard would soon be at an end, and I resolved that during the coming afternoon she would indeed receive the treat I'd promised her. I was anxious to see her reaction to Ben Akran’s gifts, as some of the horsewomen that had passed through our hands quite surprised us with their reception of these wondrous things. I returned to Maria and Geeta to find that John had joined them. “Rain too heavy for you John?” I joked. “Hey listen,” he replied, “if you think I’'m getting anywhere near that whip of Tina’s with her in that mood, you better think again!” We all laughed and I was happy that some of the tension between us had been relieved. 

Maria was obviously ready and waiting for me to get on with the job at hand, and so I returned to the operating room and sat at Geeta’s left and she at the right while John hovered at her head. From the cardboard box I now withdrew the object of our current attention. I held in my left hand a balled- up mesh of more silvery metal. With my right hand, I took hold of a part of the mesh and opened it out. It was not unlike a piece of medieval chain mail, though instead of linked rings, it was constructed of small X-shaped pieces joined at their four tips to other like shapes to form a latticework sheet that was a malleable copy of the solid corset. It approximated an oblong of about eight inches wide by eighteen inches in length, but the edges weren’t straight. These, plus the inclusion of many different sizes of X-shapes, varied the dimensions of the whole. Here and there various shaped openings were a part of the fabrication. To the casual observer the object’s use would not be obvious. 

Maria unbuckled the strap binding Geeta’s forehead, then released the chains from the collar and I lifted her head and laid a portion of this new item beneath it. Now it’s purpose could be more easily discerned. With the remaining section of the latticework laid flat on the table above Geeta’s head it could be seen that the shaped, narrowly rimmed openings matched her eyes, nose, ears, and mouth. How this now flat structure would finally be contoured and fitted as a mask-cum-helmet could not, however, be even guessed at by the uninformed. I carefully lifted the furthest edge of the thing, drew it up over Geeta’s face then down and under her chin. Maria helped me smooth it across the girl’s skin, lining up the open areas with her eyes, nose, and mouth. Close scrutiny would have shown that all of the X-shapes were made of hollow metal tubing and the now-visible outer face of the pieces were mounted with tiny silver representations of leaves, flowers, birds, butterflies, and many different Chinese pictographs. Maria crossed to an autoclave on the far wall and returned carrying a surgical tray covered by a white cloth. She laid the tray behind Geeta’s head and uncovered the contents, these being five semi- circular suturing needles, already threaded with lengths of fine, stainless steel wire. Lying beside them was a pair of needle-nosed surgical pliers with which the needles could be gripped, and a reel wound with yards more of the wire. Maria stood over Geeta, holding up one of the readied sutures. 

“Okay Geeta. It’s time for me to do a little sewing,” she said seriously. “I’m going to be fixing lots of tiny stitches into your face. Obviously they’ll hurt. The less you move, the steadier my hand will be and the quicker the job will get done, so hold still. After the first half dozen stitches or so, you’ll find that you can hardly feel the needle.” 

Geeta began to shake her head as best she could within the confines of her high and restricting collar, fear and loathing of what was to be done to her beautiful features evident in her eyes while more tears began to flow. I motioned John to hold her head still from his end of the table while I folded the latticework back towards her scalp, being careful not to alter the positioning. 

“Listen Geeta! No matter what you do now, these stitches will be inserted,” I stated. “It’s going to be a long job, and the more you delay its completion, the more you delay the end of the discomfort.” John held tight to the sides of her head even after her struggle subsided. Maria fitted the first suture needle into the jaws of the surgical pliers and grasped the flesh at the centre of Geeta’s now shaved-away left eyebrow. With the fingers of her free hand she drew up about a quarter of an inch of flesh then carefully inserted the needle. Geeta, quite naturally, bucked strongly at the puncturing of her flesh and tried to break free of John’s hold. I added my hands to the task of holding her head still and Maria quickly twisted the needle through the flesh and underlying muscle until its point exited, causing another sudden movement from Geeta. A wild hissing wail exhausted from her flaring, steel ring endowed nostrils, and yet more tears flowed from the corners of her staring, fear dilated eyes. 

The needle was next passed through a hole in the joint of two pieces of the X-masking, and the steel wire was pulled in tightly and knotted, thus tying the edge of the eye cut-out to Geeta’s brow. Maria removed the remaining length of wire from the needle and straightened it before threading it through the hollow of the X-piece and pulling it out of the other end, three quarters of an inch closer to the centre line of Geeta’s face. The wire was again threaded into the needle and another stitch was made through the quivering young woman'’s eyebrow. 

As the needle made each new paired puncture, Geeta’s struggles progressively lessened until there was barely any reaction at all. After the latticework had been attached in seven places, only a small length of wire remained and so the end in the second prepared needle was fed in the opposite direction through the next X, then joined with a knot to the first. This knot was drawn into the hollow tube and an apparently seamless length of wire was available to continue the stitching. 

By the time the entire width of the mask had been tacked from ear to ear, Geeta’s fight had died and she now just braced herself for each new piercing of her skin. I left John holding her head, thus allowing me to help by sanitising the used needles and re-threading them with fresh wire from the bobbin. The other edge pieces forming the eye openings were next stitched in place around the flesh marked by the rise of the skull’s eye sockets. Now that I was able to hold the latticework of pieces in the correct position, Maria was able to speed up her stitching and I lost count of their number after some twenty-five had been made. She worked now from the bridge of Geeta’s nose, outward and down, until after just twenty minutes the mask was attached to, and covered, most of the face. Maria pushed Geeta’s cheeks upward and outwards to ensure that the sections of the thing moved freely with her facial flesh and muscles. As the process continued, I swabbed each completed stitch with an antiseptic wipe. They were to be as permanent as all of her other piercings and it was imperative that they healed cleanly. Although the removal of a small portion of the mask was not impossible, it would be messy, and our skills for rejoining the sections were almost non- existent. The removal of the whole thing because of a poisoned wound would be a major calamity. It took just over two hours to complete the attachment of the facial part of the confining mask and when it was done, only half an inch of free flesh was visible around Geeta’s lips and the base of her nose, exposing the piercings made in both. Her eye sockets were also free of the mesh and Maria now stitched the lower edge of the mask into the flesh beneath the girl’s chin, joining the side pieces seamlessly together at the same time. When this portion was finished, the stitches were invisible and the sides and lower edge lay neatly and naturally against her skin. I checked my watch and was just about to announce a break when Paula appeared at the door complete with a loaded tray. “Have you got time for a break?” she asked, and then, catching sight of Maria’s completed work exclaimed, “My God Ron! That looks out of this world!” 

She placed the tray down on a bench without taking her eyes off Geeta and hurried across to the table. “Holy hell!” she continued, “I thought that the mask would look a mess, what with all that stitching tacking it to her face. There’s hardly any blood or bruising and I can’t see any of the stitches at all. It looks as if it’s been poured on!” “So you reckon it passes inspection then?” I said, mildly taunting her. “It’s brilliant!” she enthused. “It’ll really look like the drawing in the file when it’s done. When will you be finished?” she asked Maria. 

“Oh you’re aware that this is my masterpiece then?” Maria mocked. She hesitated before directing her reply to Paula’s question, looking in my direction. 

“I was going to leave the rest until after lunch. What do you reckon Ron?” “Fine Maria. I didn’t think we’d get this far by lunch anyway,” I replied. We again secured Geeta’s forehead and collar, then, leaving Maria on watch, took up the food tray and returned to the living quarters to finish our break. “You missed Tina in full flow this moming,” I said to Paula en route. 

“I caught twenty minutes of it through the upstairs box-room window,” she replied. “The crack of that whip was what woke me.” After we sat down to coffee and biscuits, it dawned on me what she’d said. “And what were you doing in the box-room anyway Paula?” I asked. 

“Just looking at those photographs of the other fillies we’ve had, completely harnessed and liveried. I was trying to picture how Sujata will look in hers.” 

“I reckon that by about four o’clock this afternoon you’ll see. Do you think she’ll be up to it by then?” I asked. “Don’t see why not,” she replied. “By the time Tina was finished out there this morning Sujata looked ready for nothing except a rest, but I’'m sure she’ll not get much of that. Anyway, the more subdued the better, I"d have thought.” We were still smiling when Tina joined us a few moments later. 

“Okay, what joke did I miss?”” she asked. “Nothing really,” I replied, “we were just commenting on how Sujata was reacting to your ministrations this morning. I was telling Paula that I reckon we should introduce her to the contents of Ben Akran’s boxes later this afternoon.” 

“Huh? I was coming to ask you if you fancied setting it all up now.” Tina pulled her face into a mock frown. 

“Nope. Maria and I have to finish the day’s work on Geeta first, and I think our nurse too, would like to watch Sujata being arrayed in all her finery, as well you know.” “Fine, this afternoon it is then.” Tina nodded, and then to John she said, “Don’t forget your camera ‘Lord Snowdon.’” I finished off the moring going over our file on Helena Rutger, and sneaking a look at the photographs up in the box-room myself, finding it difficult to imagine Sujata’s dusky skin in place of the white of those pictured in these photographs. It was odd that most of our previous pseudo equine stock had been Caucasian. We ran no colour bar, and many of the world’s races had been represented by those who’d passed through our doors, but Geeta and Sujata were our first Indian girls and Sujata would be our first non-white pony girl. 

After lunch, John helped me to release and turn Geeta on her table. We re- fastened only her waist and ankles then used some pillows to support her head to see what was being done behind her back, but Paula’s quick reactions, sharp command to remain still, and strong arms prevented this. We waited whilst Tina continued the brushing of Sujata’s torrent of glistening long black hair and when she’d finished, it was then formed it into a thick and lustrous pony tail, it’s base at the crown of her head where a sturdy rubber band was used to temporarily bind the hank of hair together. Tina nodded to signify that she was ready and Sujata saw, albeit briefly, the first of her new pony tack. 

Her first piece of new livery was a high and deep collar, similar in structure to the one she had worn over the past days. This one however was a total departure both in design and finish. The padded black leather of it’s construction gleamed like burnished metal, even in the dim light of the stable, for the saddlers who had worked this hide were craftsmen of the highest order. The top grade leather was hand-tooled with Arabic lettering, prancing stallions, equine heads, and countless other beautiful depiction’s, all inlaid with a rich white which precisely matched the bold double rows of hand stitching used in its construction. 

The collar also carried six stout, one inch diameter, chromed rings, attached in two rows of three down each side with a further, larger, ring at the front, all being anchored with thick leather strips stitched and riveted to the main hide. Beside the chrome rings, studs of the same metal were fixed into the leather along the lines of stitching and in other groups to form patterns with their shapes. The collar was also deeper than our training one, and once finally and fully secured around Sujata’s neck, would force her head up and back. Held this way, her vision to the front would be much restricted. For the moment, the very close-spaced lacing that would secure the collar was not drawn in tightly, still fitting only loosely, allowing Sujata to view some of our work as it progressed. The main reason for the slackness of the lacing would soon become clear. The next of Ben Akran’s presents to be fitted to Sujata were the replacements for our rough leather boots and here again the Arab artisans had excelled. The thick leather of these boots needed no metal supports to supplement their inherent strength. With this particular set, the fitted hooves were made Py of solid ebony instead of plain hardwood, and they’d been polished to brilliance unsurpassed. The attachment of ebony to leather was seamless. I held these boots up so that Sujata could see them and even she must have been in awe of the saddler’s workmanship. They were the ultimate of such trappings, right down to the highly polished steel of the shoes fitted to the small oval bases of the hooves. These boots were full thigh length and, unlike ours, they were laced up the front, from hoof to top with the eyes to take the laces built into internally stitched strips of leather. When we’d encased both of Sujata’s legs in them and drawn the laces closed, the outer leather edges were pulled together to conceal the stringent lacing within. A portion at the knee contained an integral pad and flexible section permitting the wearer to bend these joints with ease, for she would undoubtedly be required to kneel. When Sujata was allowed to lower her hoofed feet to the floor after they’d been fully laced within the leather, the clatter of her new metal shoes on the stone provoked a violent involuntary shivering from her, but this quickly passed. Paula removed her gag, in preparation for what was soon to come. 

“P-p-please Mr Ron?” Sujata quavered tearfully, turning to look into my eyes, “Please! Do not do this to m-m-me?” 

This was the only time we’d heard Sujata’s voice since her first day, other than her wordless sobs and wails. She had taken the trouble to learn my name and even though she had freed herself from bit and bridle for her escape, she’d made no attempt to speak out during her recapture. Paula raised a hand to slap the side of her face for this disregard of the rules, but I motioned to stay her. Interpreting my actions as permission for her to continue, Sujata did just that. “I will do anything you say, but please! Do not turn me into this - this horse thing.” Tears were now in full flow, as she shivered within the beginning pieces of her harness and new persona. “Calm down Sujata,” I said softly. “All the training to which you have been subjected cannot just be written off. It’s conclusion can only lead you on to a freshly dressed theatre stage as you must know. Once fully readied for the part, you will see that your new role is your only way forward.” I paused as she shook her head slightly to dislodge her tears. It would be one of the last times that she would be able to move her head of her own volition. “Remember, you will not be alone under your future Master’s care, but one of many others who, just like you, were afraid for their futures at this point.” “But I will never get used to it Mr Ron!” she burbled, her shoulders shaking with pitiful sobs. “This food you are giving me is horrible! I now eat it only to live. If you will not release me, I will not eat or drink and then I will die, and you will have to find some other to take my place.” I placed my finger on her lips to stop her tirade, but she continued. “If you will release Geeta and me from this nightmare, I promise we will stay and look after you and love you and do anything you ask of us.” 

The idea momentarily sparked some nice visions, but the girl had no hope of successfully pleading her own or Geeta’s case. 

“If you refuse your food Sujata, you will just be forcibly fed. That, I can promise you, is not a nice way to eat. Have you ever seen a goose fattened by force-feeding? After that you might even be better off dead, but the result would still be the same. These trappings,” I gestured at the collar and boots, “will mark you as a real, human, female pony; and a pony you shall become, regardless of how you might feel about it.” I took away my finger and she remained silent, tears still trickling down her cheeks. *I want to hear no more from you Sujata. I can have the gag brought back if need be, or you can stay silent of your own volition and allow us to proceed with your harnessing. The choice is yours.” She nodded slowly and turned her eyes away from me. 

The twins lifted her from the stool and released the chain cinch, but left her hands cuffed behind her, then Tina used her foot to get Sujata to spread her legs. Her next piece was an integrated, deeply constricting, and controlling body harness, quite unlike the simple one the girls had built of single straps. It was similar to ours in having a wide and thick belt but was shaped after the fashion of a boxer’s prize belt, although it fastened at the rear with laces, not strap and buckle. Stitched and riveted to the lower edge at the front was a wide, short strap that descended to just above her sex, where its end was attached to a slightly flattened figure of eight shape made from a half inch diameter stainless bar. This had been designed to fit comfortably between her legs, exposing both vagina and rectum fully, both orifices being framed within the openings. A pair of thinner straps were stitched and riveted to it at the rear, and these we now drew into the creases under her buttocks and buckled tightly to the belt at each side just aft of her hips, thus pulling up and cupping her nether cheeks vulnerably and invitingly. The figure eight piece meant that the strap need not ever be removed for Sujata to complete her toilet. The next part of her body harness to be fitted then adjusted was a wide strap that was stitched to the top of the belt at the front, passing up between Sujata’s breasts. At the mid-point of the valley between these delightfully large hummocks of femininity it divided into two narrower straps, these passing over her shoulders then crossing between her shoulder blades before they connected to the belt at the back in a like fashion to the lower body straps. Pockets of leather had been stitched and riveted along these straps and many of the one-inch diameter steel rings also adorned them. The belt also carried at least a half dozen of these substantial restraint rings. 

Sujata might now be expecting that we would enclose her arms in the same sort of leather gloves she had worn for the past few days. This was not to be. Only a very few of Ben Akran’s ponies had a need for forelimbs, and our instructions stated that Sujata was not to become one of these. Paula quickly released the handcuffs from Sujata’s wrists then firmly grasped each one from behind as she drew them together over her spine. She temporarily re-bound them with a leather strap so that the hands were together, palms facing outward, and I fed a cord through this wrist strap up to one of the lower collar rings and pulled it through, slowly drawing Sujata’s wrists further and further up her back. Paula assisted in this raising action, nodding for me to stop only when Sujata’s fingertips were level with the collar’s bottom edge. More importantly, her forearms had been drawn close enough together so that Paula could now bind her elbows even more securely with another strap. 

This was always very painful at first for our equine recruits and Sujata hissed and groaned wordlessly at the inescapable pressures that were brought to bear. Joints and muscles were being forced into positions that they could normally never attain. I saw that Sujata was desperately resisting the urge to cry out and so I held my finger again to her lips as she stoically stifled her cries. Paula now removed the wrist strap, in readiness for the next of the Sheikh’s permanent-wear leather wonders. This is what is known as an elbow glove, but this particular design was fashioned to take in and fully secure both hands and arms in the painful configuration that Sujata had been forced to assume. The ‘back prayer’ posture is an incredibly uncomfortable one to have to endure. After having been in it for half a day or so the pony girl so confined soon begins to lose all feeling in her arms and they become totally useless appendages. In a trice we’d pulled it down over Sujata’s pinioned limbs. 

The glove included a streamlined section that took all ten digits, separately, into a stiffened end piece where the end of the glove was equipped with two short leather straps. We quickly threaded them through each of the collar’s lower rings then doubled them back to their buckles on the rigid glove. Around the wrist joints there was a thick, three-inch wide strap and Paula drew this extremely tight. Its end slipped into a slot, ready to be permanently stitched in place, so Sujata’s wrists and lower arms were fully immobilised. This action was not without its cost though, for Sujata gave a low moan of pain when it was so cruelly tightened. The upper straps were not yet fully adjusted to the still loose collar for the moment, but just enough to hold her arms in position. The lower end of the glove was furnished with two flaps of leather that passed one inside and one outside of her now linked elbows. The strap binding Sujata’s elbows was left in place, but tightened yet again, eliciting further moans from her. We then employed the side straps and buckles fitted to the two flaps to secure them to each other in order to keep the arm binder firmly in place. Other integral straps along the sides hung waiting to further restrain her already useless arms. A pair on each side, halfway along her upper arms was next tightened, drawing them tightly against the sides and back of her upper body, literally welding them in place. 

Of course, this rig forced Sujata to stick out her chest, displaying her substantial breasts in a fashion that she, as a demure young woman, would never ever do consciously. Now though, with this arrangement, she could do nothing at all to stop herself from the brazen display. Too, it increased her vulnerability and her awareness of this increased state, which was another of Ben Akran’s requirements. 

From the front it now appeared that our horsewoman had lost her arms. In effect, that was precisely what had happened. Unless she was ever chosen to become one of the Sheikh’s special horsewomen, she would probably never even see them again, let alone be able to use them. 

It was now time for Sujata to be introduced to the next part of her fixed livery. We had learnt from previous occasions that it was best not to allow our neophyte fillies to see this most individual, confining, and depersonalising of items prior to its fitting. One filly had seen hers sitting on this same table prior to it being applied to her, and we’d found it necessary to momentarily postpone the process whilst the twins fought her hysterical, screaming struggles to avoid her fate. Eventually, we’d had to administer a sedative before we could fit the device that so unalterably defined her new and permanent role in life. 

Sujata was again seated upon the stool, her tightly booted legs shifting nervously, their steel shoes clattering and scraping on the stone flooring. 

Whilst the twins grasped her enclosed and immobilised arms tightly, John and I positioned ourselves behind her. We held between us an awesome leather helmet. It took only split seconds to bring this product of the saddler’s art down over Sujata’s face then pull it’s thick hemispherical halves around the curvature of her head. Whilst John and I kept firm hold of the helmet, Maria came to the front and helped us to position it accurately. The Sheikh demanded all of his human horses to be imprisoned within distinctive helmets such as this one. Constructed of a heavy hide, it had been annealed, cut, stitched, and riveted to shape so as to enclose Sujata’s whole head, save for six chrome-trimmed openings. The leather had been worked so well, that for all it’s thickness and rigidity, it had the shape and look of the head to be enclosed. A small portion at the lower front had been cut away to reveal the tip of the pony’s nose, her whole mouth, and most of her chin. Two widely separated narrow slits were provided for vision, both slightly thinner than the coin slots on a vending machine. Now, it must be remembered that Sujata’s collar already impaired her field of vision without this helmet, but from this point forward it would be far worse for her, for the vision slits were not cut horizontally into the leather, but vertically. 

As soon as Sujata realised that she was to become a prisoner of this helmet, and that she would have absolutely no means of ever escaping from it, she began to scream hysterically. Paula was ready for this reaction and quickly stuffed a thick pad of cloth into her open mouth, then slapped on a wide piece of tape to retain it. With four of us subduing her, Sujata’s begging, muffled pleading and desperate struggles availed her naught. Maria was already drawing her long ponytail through the chrome-rimmed circular opening at the smooth and shiny crown of the helmet. This aperture was designed so that once the woman’s hair had been pulled through, it could then be closed very tightly, clamping the hank of hair as it was locked. This was also the point where the back-of-the-helmet joint started, and a leather lace hung from one side in readiness. Maria passed it through the twelve pairs of eyeholes before jerking it tight. As she did, the entire helmet seemed to shrink, sucking down to a crushingly firm contact with Sujata’s entire face and head. 

As Maria continued to tug on the helmet’s lacing, John and I eased Sujata’s ears out through the D shaped openings provided for them, allowing them to project beyond the confines of the strict leather encasement of the rest of her head. The bottom of the helmet was, in effect, a long, more flexible leather tube that extended down almost to the base of Sujata’s neck and it now nestled inside the very strict, but still loosely laced posture collar. Maria knotted off the helmet’s lacing and cut off the excess at each end. Even though with some difficulty she might still be able to see her sister horse women, she would find that they too all wore this same type of restrictive and isolating helmet. So equipped, there was virtually no possibility of any real eye contact amongst the horse women in Ben Akran’s stables. The blank, expressionless face that she now presented to the world would conceal and constantly discipline her. Without a hope of release, she would eventually, albeit reluctantly, settle into her new role. 

I moved around to the front of the still struggling and hysterically screaming young woman to view this headgear and what made it so individual to her. Carved deeply into the leather of the imposing helmet between the widely spaced narrow eye slits was the name “Sujata,” in English, while above, across the forehead section, the name was repeated in much larger Arabic characters. The tooling here was filled out not in the uniform white, but in brilliant gold. 

Sheikh Ban Akran treasured his mares and fillies. Each piece of Sujata’s livery was decorated in the same style and with the same designs, matching that worn by his many other horsewomen. Although what Sujata wore when she left here was hers alone. His stable staff would see to it that she was always turned out impeccably like her stable mates, for it was their job to groom her, and to care for and polish the leather and metal of her tack. Having to wear and display it to best effect was Sujata’s job. Our training regime served only to give the new pseudo-ponies the ability and confidence to carry themselves successfully on two hooves rather than on flat or supported feet. 

Our next function was to familiarise the neophyte filly with the trappings of her new existence. Upon delivery into Ben Akran’s staff’s hands, she would then be subjected to endless and often painful training in her new role. At first, her lessons would be designed to ensure that, as an individual horsewoman, she knew her place and the behaviour that was required of her. Then later, after she’d been broken to her new life, she would join the general population of other horsewomen and be trained with them, perhaps to become part of a team. Within a year of entering the Sheikh’s stables, Sujata would become, to all intents and purposes, the equine being that her hamessing demanded and her new look portrayed. From this point forward she would never again be treated as a sentient, feeling, intelligent human female. Instead, she would be always regarded as only a beautiful animal, one that had to be properly controlled and cared for. Sujata would never be permitted to communicate with words again, even with her sister fillies and mares, for she would always be bitted with the most formidable of mouth and speech control devices, remaining utterly incommunicado 24 hours a day, 7 days a week, 365 days a year: for the rest of her life. Certainly the bits she would be required to wear would be changed occasionally, dependant upon her Master’s or his staff’s desire to train and/ or discipline her, but any freedom from the punishing, speech-eliminating devices would only be of scant seconds duration. Sujata would not be completely silenced, for she would still be able to make whinnies and other inarticulate sounds to indicate her feelings and sensations, but as an animal now, that was all she would ever be permitted. 

“Ready Ron?” John’s voice snapped me out of my deep and wandering thoughts. Sujata’s helmet had been fully fitted and laced up, but there was still work to perform before we could declare our task finished. “Sorry all,” I replied. “Yes, let’s get on with it. I was miles away.” 

Sujata had calmed now to the point that she was no longer fighting the hands that held her, only her helmeted head twisting slightly from side to side as she despairingly tried to get used to her impeded vision. Maria addressed the newly created horsewoman. “Sujata! You must hold still now, I’m going to adjust some of your facial jewellery. If you move while I’m doing it, it will hurt a lot, so stay very still.” 

I returned to the table whilst she then began to remove Sujata’s ear and nose rings and got their replacements ready, together with the tools needed to fit them. To begin with, each of Sujata’s enlarged piercings had to be lined in the same manner as Geeta’s nipple piercings. We’d not been as patient with Sujata when increasing the daily change of ring thickness, for whilst the hole in Sujata’s septum was kept at one quarter-inch, the other four had been forced open to three-eighths of an inch in diameter. It had been possible to use a hand tool to insert and set the smaller linings in Geeta’s piercings, but these greater thickness fittings called for a different method. The tool to be employed had the same jaws as the hand tool but with a larger size extrusion to fit the greater diameter tubes. It also differed in construction beyond the jaws. Instead of handles, there were stout metal abutments that were arched to a hinge at their extreme ends, and transfixed at the centre upon a large jackscrew. Sujata was once again held in check whilst I inserted the first surgical steel tube within her nose, thence through her pierced septum. She yelled blue murder behind her gag and struggled mindlessly whilst we worked for she knew what was to come. Paula slapped her hard twice on her vulnerably presented buttocks. Although this subdued her for a moment, she soon started again and it was thanks to the twins’ strength that her struggles did not hinder us in continuing our labours. 

John inserted two short, hooked metal rods into the piercings on either side of Sujata’s septum then used them to lever the outer nostrils up and away from the protruding ends of the septum tube, allowing her to breathe through her nose whilst I worked. I carefully offered up the open jaws of the tool to the steel that would form the lining for the septum piercing, then twisted the handle of the screw to close the tool onto it. Once in place, it was only a moment’s work to further twist the screw and close the jaws until they turned the tube’s ends to form a perfect fluted edging. I changed the heads on the tool for those that matched the larger fittings of the remaining four piercings and these too were soon lined and edged in the same fashion. The main part of our task was now complete. Many harness pieces still lay upon the table, but all of these remaining accoutrements were designed to be removable. All of the equipment that we had just fitted was permanent, including the heavy helmet. Sujata would only ever be released from its confines for one of four reasons. Firstly, a life or death medical situation that could only be resolved by the removal of some part of it. Secondly, to repair some damage or wearing out of part of the tack. Thirdly, the possibility always remained that at the whim of her Master she might be removed from the stables, but this was highly unlikely, although it remained a dim possibility. The final and only other chance of release was not to be contemplated, it being her death in service. So final was this fitting, that when Sujata arrived at her new home, the stables of Sheikh Ben Akran, and it was confirmed that her livery was properly sized, the leather laces would be replaced with thin yet extremely strong, multi-stranded wire ones. These would then be tightened as much as possible and welded closed. Then the edges of the outer leather that now merely concealed the lacing, would be stitched firmly and tightly together using the same strong white thread that was used in the rest of the stitching by the same artisans who had produced it. The buckles used to secure the straps to the rear of the harness and the ones for her arm enclosure would also be removed. The strapping would be cut to size, then also stitched and riveted to her cinch. 

Maria only now drew in the collar lacing. I took Sujata’s helmeted head and eased it back as the collar was fully tightened. With quick jerks on the strong leather cord, the lacing of the outer collar slid easily through its grommeted holes, tightening gradually until the edges met at the back of Sujata’s neck. This had several immediate results. It locked the oppressive helmet securely onto Sujata’s head; it forced her head up and into the proud, raised posture that Ben Akran demanded of his horse women; and it brought home to Sujata just how restrictive her new vision capabilities actually were. More muffled screaming came from behind the cloth gag pad as her predicament sank in. When we’d finished, the twins lifted the shuddering and weeping Sujata from the stool and held her upright whilst John took three flash photographs of her front, side, and rear profile, then he hurried off to his darkroom to develop and print the shots. There would be more of these pictorial records of Sujata taken before she left us. The gleaming black of the leatherwear and its white markings blended with Sujata’s skin colouring and her now proud posture to produce an image that can barely be described. I could easily see why these oil-rich desert potentates paid huge sums to own these pseudo-animals, and I could already picture Sujata being raced about the open air enclosures at Ben Akran’s palaces at the ends of controlling reins. Whether she would trained as a single pony to draw one of the many sulkies that the Sheikh possessed, or harnessed as a member of a team of fillies matched in strength and skill to haul around heavier vehicles, this girl had in her what Ben Akran wanted. One could be sure his stable hands and trainers would draw it out of her whether she desired it or not. It only remained for me now to assist the twins in completing Sujata’s harnessing, then she would be returned to the stable area to continue her training. Imprisoned now within her new and permanent costume. She would have to get used to the steel-shod hooves and all of the restrictions imposed by her new helmet as well as having to overcome the loss of her hands and arms as balance aids. Her self-confidence had also to be regained, and was but another step along the path she now was required to tread. She had already mastered the hardest part of her role reassignment and must now just make adjustments to the new skills she’d learned. Sujata was returned to the stool. Paula stood behind and held her head firmly whilst I passed to Tina the first of the items from the table, a simple over-harness of three straps. One went up and over each shoulder, attached to and supporting a longer one that girded her chest below her trembling breasts. The girth strap passed over her leather wrapped arms and shoulder blades at the rear and where the two shoulder straps joined the chest band, a four foot length of thick, braided leather was clipped, acting as a controlling lunge rein to her body hamess. It terminated with a large thick ring to which other reins or leashes could be attached. Now it was time for the bit she would wear until presented to Ben Akran. 

Paula had to again restrain the horsewoman very forcibly when she heard the clink of metal on metal, heralding this next item’s application. Sujata sensed at once that this was the replacement for the bit that had occupied her mouth so far and that had hindered her eating and speech over the past days. When she caught a glimpse through the tiny eye slits of her new helmet, of what it was I held, her suspicions were confirmed, but she could hardly believe that she would be forced to wear it. Gone was the simple T-bar she had worn before. It was to be replaced by what resembled the working end of a large, mouth-filling serving spoon; 

this mounted in the middle of a chrome bar some four inches long. Large spirals of rigid steel were affixed at right angles to each end of this bar and dangling rings at the centre of the shaft allowed additional fastening. Two short lengths of light chain were attached at their centre links to each of the spirals and at the ends of the chains were small, strongly sprung fastening clips. I held the spoon bit before the eye slits so that Sujata could see the short pointed spikes on it’s surface. This was the side that would face upwards in her mouth, towards her palate. Tina suddenly ripped off the tape and drew out the temporary cloth gag. A wailing scream of terror and negation filled the room when Sujata realised that she was to wear this horrific device in short order. 

Tina squeezed the sides of Sujata’s nose so that, taken by surprise, she was forced to open her mouth if she wanted to keep on breathing. She inhaled deeply for another scream, but I was prepared, and pushed the bit deeply into her mouth. Tina released her hold on Sujata’s nose and immediately grasped the shorter end of each chain. With a quick one-two, the spring clips were passed through the metal-dressed holes in her outer nostrils, as the other ends were connected in the same way to her earlobes. Our filly’s incipient scream turned into a gurgling wail as the horrendous bit slipped into her wide-open mouth, reaching far back over her tongue. 

With the outer ends of the mouth bar grasped delicately in each of my hands, I tried, slowly, to draw the horrendous device out of Sujata’s mouth, gently pulling it to the furthest extent that the chains and their stretched, fleshy anchors would allow. It may have moved a quarter of an inch. There was no possible way that Sujata would be able to dislodge or escape this punitive bit. I released the steely controller and it sank deeply into her mouth again, locating itself automatically. Sujata tried to scream and speak for a short time, obviously attempting to beg us to remove the punishing bit from her, but it was there to stay. All that emerged from her mouth and collared throat was a heart-rending series of despairing whinnies and wails. When these trailed off she tried to chew on the obdurate steel bar between her teeth, only to find that it was impenetrable. Obviously, the mouth spoon projecting so far back over her tongue was a constant irritant, and she worked her jaw, trying to escape or at least find a comfortable accommodation for it. But even this was not permitted, thanks to the secure and ultimately painful attachments to her flesh. Two ends of a long rein were then passed through the uppermost chrome rings on each side of the collar and clipped to the end rings of the spirals on either end of the bit’s mouth bar. I gave a gentle draw on the reins, rotating the spirals and thus twisting the painful, mouth-filling spoon up into the roof of Sujata’s mouth. This forced her to throw her head back even further than the collar already demanded, shocked with the sensation of the mouth spoon’s painful impression and eliciting another series of despairing wails of discomfort from the harnessed young woman. Her booted feet and legs thrashed in rebellion against this oppressive control and her upper body writhed against its severe restrictions. Yes, this bit would control as it was meant to. The final control measure now followed. A long, light leading rein was clipped through the only remaining piercing, the one in Sujata’s septum. It’s first test brought the desired result when Tina grasped it, then slowly lifted it above her head. Sujata’s nose followed, and in a trice she had resumed standing warily on her small, steel shod, hoofed feet, dancing and whinnying in distress. Tina lowered her raised arm then used this leash to make our new horsewoman walk around to the side of the table. Gagged sobs seeped from around the terrifying bit that controlled Sujata so easily as her shoulders heaved against their stringent bindings while she continued to attempt to escape her harnessing. She was halted, then Paula, on the other side of the table took control of the nose leash. Pull the leash none too gently, Paula forced Sujata to bend across width of the table. Tina stood ready behind Sujata should she lose her footing, but the girl automatically adjusted one leg’s position to steady herself. 

There now remained one final indignity to be heaped upon the suffering Sujata. In my hand I held a thirty-inch long swatch of human hair that matched perfectly the colour and thick texture of her own tresses. This tail was mounted on the upper part of a specially made flesh coloured fitting, very much like an L-shape. The lower arm of the L was a long, thick, plastic butt plug with a deeply grooved end just above a small base plate that would rest against and cover her sphincter. The device was manufactured so that the tail would project behind her, from the base of her spine, looking as though she had grown it naturally. At the same time, once inserted, she was made to feel the constant shifting of the deeply plunging butt plug far up inside her body. Paula passed the nose rein under the table to Tina, then joined her twin at Sujata’s side. They spread her legs and held her firmly, for this newest horsewoman could not know what was coming. Sujata tensed herself though, knowing that she was not being held at the table without reason. The butt plug had already been liberally smeared with Maria’s antiseptic cream, but even so Sujata screamed through the bit and tried frantically to pull away from the table when she felt the cold plastic begin to press against her steel encircled rectum. I thought she would drag free of her nose rein and damage herself, so violent were her struggles, but she could do nothing to prevent this invasion of her body as I twisted and pushed the tail’s large mounting plug into her. It slipped in relatively easily and her sphincter muscles closed tightly around the narrowness of the deep groove just above the base, locking it into her body, inside the steel encirclement. Sujata’s sobs echoed around the tack room as Tina loosely buckled a strap that extended from the base of the tail to the centre back of her cinch, completing the process. She then lifted Sujata to stand upright once more. 

Another benefit of this arrangement was the fact that a crupper strap could now be used on Sujata, its end loop hooked around the base of the tail and tightened to the desired tension. It wouldn’t extract the butt plug from her body, but when sufficient tension was placed on the crupper, it would make her constantly aware of the angling of the internal portion, and she’d not be able to escape or alleviate her discomfort in any way. 

Paula led Sujata around by her nose rein, her steel shoes clattering across the stone floor as the now complete horse woman was taken back to her stable. She stopped briefly in front of each of us so that we could inspect the final result of all of our work. When she came to me, I minutely inspected the harnessing, then carefully looked over the helmeted head facing me. 

The face was utterly blank and without expression, as intended. Then I tried to look into the vision slits. At first I could see nothing through them, but a second’s concentration revealed, barely, only a small part of Sujata’s staring, tear brimming eye. I retreated only six inches from the leather face and her eyes completely disappeared from view. She was totally isolated within her helmet and mask. A bit-strangled sob escaped Sujata’s throat as she was drawn away. I stared after the tightly harnessed and firmly controlled young woman, watching in fascination as her hips swayed back and forth, walking gracefully upon her newly hoofed and shod feet. Her delightfully harnessed buttocks shivered and rolled wonderfully under the swinging, gleaming tail, accentuating her gait and teasing the eyes of us all. 

As she was drawn from the room, the long reins still connected to her bit suddenly caught on an opened drawer, dragging her head down and to the side. She screamed shrilly as the disciplining mouth filler was forced against the roof of her mouth, and again as her nose leash sprang tight. I watched in fascination as she hysterically attempted to escape her situation. Bent over to the drag of the hooked reins, she danced on her hooves and writhed frantically against her harness in a desperate attempted to jerk herself free, tossing her head as much as she could away from the painful sensations of the punishing bit and her nose rein. Tina strolled over and casually unhooked the reins from the drawer, and then Paula led her weeping captive out the door. Sujata would spend a few more hours today circling the post in the stable, securely attached to it by her lunge rein. From now on she would never be free of a rein or a leash, always the tethered and controlled animal. She’d have plenty of time to think about her future, but her resignation to it was not necessary, nor expected at this early stage. I had other things on my mind and other work to do, but my first chore was to call Ben Akran. “What is wrong, Ron?"" he sounded very anxious. “Is there a problem with the dusky Sujata?” It had taken me about an hour to locate him and he had replied to my call from a phone in one of his private aircraft. 

“Nothing at all, your Highness,” I replied. “I just called to ask if you would be ready to collect your new horse woman a little earlier than planned.” 

“So she 1s giving you trouble and you want me to take her from your hand early Ron? That is no problem, I assure you.” He was quite genuine in his offer. 

“No, sir. On the contrary your Highness. I have just now fitted her in your wonderful livery.” I paused for just a moment for effect. “She will be ready for you in all respects by next Sunday morning.” “Really so, Ron my friend? Is she truly ready so early?”” he happily inquired. 

“I promise that she is Ben Akran. You know that should she fail to please you in any way, you are free to return her to me without payment.” He never would of course, for he would take this as a sign of his own failure. “Is she really as beautiful as you say Ron?” he continued. “I will send my people to arrive with you on the Sunday at your lunch time, if that is alright for you? I am anxious now to receive this new addition to my stables.” 

“She will make a worthy addition to your stock. And yes, Sunday afternoon is fine, your Highness,” I replied. We exchanged some further niceties and Ben Akran ended the phone call. 

During our evening meal, Maria volunteered her services for the night watch over Geeta. Tomorrow I would leave Sujata to the twins, for it would be the last day in a while that I would be able to give Geeta my undivided attention. Friday moming we would leave for Dusseldorf and thereafter we would be entertaining three guests under our roof until Sujata left us on Sunday. I was hoping to make Saturday the day for finalising the major work required on Geeta. There would still remain some minor tasks to complete and we planned her hand-over to Mr Lau’s agents to take place one week from today. I would not bring forward this date, for I hoped to see some increase in her body weight before she left us. I also wanted to be satisfied that no health problems were apparent as a result of our ministrations. Tina looked after the so-called bedding down of Sujata that night, taking her into her usual stall and holding her facing the back wall. The newly harnessed horse woman was to be more securely tethered than ever before within her stall by her Mistress, who was determined that she would not again, while in our care, get the chance to escape. Sturdy, adjustable cross tie straps were clipped to the rings on the side of her cinch then tightened until she was centred in the middle of the floor. 

Next, Tina clipped lighter cross-tie straps to the end rings of the mouth bar, holding her head still also, then she connected her booted ankles with a twelve inch long set of standard horse hobbles, passing their central strap through a deeply set floor ring. The final fastening was a Y rein, clipped to the ends of the spiral fittings then led out in front of Sujata and clipped to a ring placed high up on the blank concrete wall in front of her. When Tina tightened it, this rein arrangement forced Sujata to keep her head up and to remain silent or suffer the almost unbearable attentions of her bit. It was a punishing and strict bondage and she was only receiving an inkling of what she could expect in her new role. Without a qualm, Tina fully fastened the quietly weeping young woman, then left her to sleep, if sleep could be managed. Retiring early, I again took the Rutger file to bed with me. Thankfully there were no disturbances that night to interrupt my thoughts or slumbers. 


6 LEGS, ARMS, FEET, AND EXERCISE. 

Thursday arrived accompanied by more rain, this time blown about the courtyard by strong winds. Tina came down to breakfast with a long face, for she’d wanted to take Sujata out into the courtyard again for a change of routine from the endless circling within the stable area. Last evening she’d suggested that we could replace the dishes used for feeding our fillies with a trough and auto-feed system fitted directly onto the rear wall of each of the stalls. I'd seen such an arrangement when I paid a visit to Sheikh Akran’s stables in the past and agreed that she could plan the installation for some time next week after Sujata had departed. We would order the equipment from a stable furnishing company and if we found we weren’t competent to plumb it in ourselves, we would arrange for a local contractor to fit it. John relieved Maria for her breakfast and I joined him in the sick bay after Maria had eaten, quizzing her about Geeta’s condition. “She was restless most of the night Ron” Maria reported, “but we both got plenty of sleep. I’ve given her breakfast and checked over my tailoring. It all looks okay.” 

Geeta was still out when I arrived and John was sitting off to one side reading the sports pages of one of yesterday’s papers. I left the girl asleep, and went once more to the workshop to prepare the day’s quota of materials, then worked alone for fifteen minutes before returning to the sick bay empty- handed. Geeta was now ready to move from her table bed back into the workshop and so I'd erected a special support frame that would be the location for the next stage of her preparation. 

The frame was constructed in the main from steel tubing not unlike general 

scaffolding units and the fittings used to join the sections into the required configuration were also similar to those employed to erect such scaffolding. The structure consisted of a wheeled base some ten feet long and six feet wide that supported two uprights. Suspended between these posts was an oblong frame of the same tubing, attached at it’s mid-point by two swivel joints. These were adjustable upwards and downwards upon the two supports and the rotational fittings could be locked into any position within their 360 degree swing. Numerous sliding, locking sleeves with sturdy rings attached waited expectantly on all sides, and would be used to suspend, support, and restrain Geeta. 

I’d intended seeking the twin’s assistance in moving her, but Maria had insisted that she needed no sleep and the three of us should be enough to cope. It was time for me to speak to Geeta again whilst we awaited Maria’s return. “Good Morning Geeta,” 1 began. She was now wide-awake but quite still. I had a look at Maria’s stitching and was pleasantly surprised to find no bruising or other signs of trauma to the pierced skin. “We’ve arranged a change of scenery for you today, and when our nurse gets back we’ll be moving you next door.” Geeta screwed up her eyes, wary of the coming change of location. I noted that as her face muscles pulled and pushed to alter her facial expression, so the many links of the helmet’s face portion moved too. This appeared to cause her considerable discomfort. Maria arrived at this point and I wondered how she’d found time to shower and change into the clean uniform she wore. John and I freed Geeta from the straps and chains holding her on the table. “We’re going to sit you upright now Geeta. We’ll do it nice and slow but you will have to help us. Is that clear?” 

She remembered the agreed winking signal and was able to nod her head a fraction. John and I lifted her head and corseted body upright whilst Maria pressed her thighs down. When she was sitting erect Maria swung her legs around, then slowly bent her knees until her feet were barely clear of the floor. We had no need to rush the move, knowing that her joints must be quite stiff from lack of use. 

John and I clasped our hands and arms beneath her thighs and against her back, then lifted her from the table. Already the weight of metal she wore was quite apparent and I was sorry I’d not utilised the twins’ strength to assist with this carry. Maria followed behind in case her help was needed to support Geeta’s head and neck. It was not. 

I’d already set and locked the framework into a horizontal position and placed a collapsible table within its bounds. It took only a minute to transport the girl into the workshop and lay her carefully upon the wood top. Now it was time for her to be attached within the frame so that the table could be moved clear. But before we did, we moved the sleeve and ring assemblies along the sides and ends until they were correctly positioned, then locked them into place by tightening their doubled setscrews. A box containing twenty or so stout helical coiled springs with hooks at both ends had already been laid out and John helped me to hang these from the various rings around the framework, then each of us took a spool of nylon cord and a knife. We worked on opposite sides of the again prone young woman, attaching short lengths of looped cord to various pairs of rings set in Geeta’s growing metal encasement. When we’d finished adding these to her collar and the sides of the heavy belt, we passed the free ends of the cords through the swinging hooks of the springs then pulled them tight in pairs until they were stretched out far enough for us to be able to snap the hooks themselves to the rings on the metal adomments imprisoning her. Geeta still wore the leather ankle cuffs that had been used to fasten her legs to the operating table and I fitted a similar pair to her wrists before removing the metal ones and fixing them via the springs, to the frame. The ankle pair was adjusted to keep her legs straight out. Geeta’s body was almost lifted clear of the table by the time we were done. Maria supported her mesh-encased head as John and I next cranked up the frame’s connections on the uprights, so after raising it, the frame still locked horizontally. Although the weight stretched the springs further, we needed only to raise the frame some seven inches to bring her torso and head completely clear of the tabletop. With Maria still supporting Geeta’s head, I raised her legs whilst John began to withdraw the table. Her elbows still caught and rubbed along the wood so John raised first the left and then the right side of the frame another two inches before removing the table then folding it flat to the floor. The next task was to slowly swivel the frame to an almost vertical position and this I left to John to complete. 

With the frame locked in its new orientation, John and I again worked as a pair, with Geeta hung spread-eagled for our further attentions. Maria pushed a trolley containing the next work pieces near to the left side of the frame within my reach. On this trolley lay the case containing further attachments for the labial ring, and four more articles built of the same silvery latticework as the corset Geeta already wore. Two of these were to encircle her legs, and the remaining two, her arms. 

All were built in two hinged halves that locked in the same intricate way as the body foundation garment, but they differed in that there was some elasticity to this metal and it was obvious that movement, but only a little, might be made at the knee and elbow joints. I utilised the same tool to complete their locking in place. John held the leg portions together for me, and in minutes almost all of Geeta’s lower limbs were swathed in Mr Lau’s restrictive silvery lattices. We fixed further cuffs above her knees and then also hooked these via springs to the frame. The latticework arm coverings came next, fixed to her limbs in a like manner, though here there were extra extrusions that passed across her shoulders and beneath the edges of her collar to meet at front and back. Here they were joined to each other by means of small clips and the top edge of the corset. Extra cuffs were once again added for further support. 

Whilst we worked, Maria had been busy removing the remnants of the stitches in Geeta’s modified feet. When she was done, she coated each with an antiseptic gel, as the time had come for Geeta’s feet to be placed within the kid leather hosiery Mr Lau had provided. The lacing was made of the same supple, soft leather and would lie flat along the bottom of the modified foot when the outer shoes were fitted. 

These sat on a side bench wrapped in the tissue that had protected them during their long journey to us. I’d unwrapped them on arrival, and we’d all marvelled at the concept and execution of their manufacture before they were returned to their packaging. Geeta was, of course, unable to see them. I gestured to Maria and she picked them up and inspected them again then returned them to the trolley with a shiver. I have to admit that already having read through Mr Lau’s instructions many times, I was not surprised by the appearance of this footwear. What had surprised us all though was the material used in their manufacture. 

One might expect that Mr Lau would require the use of his beloved silvery finished metal, and if not that, then a stout leather for the making of this footwear. Not so. The outer coverings were richly embroidered silk, but these concealed from view a pair of perfectly matched, hand-crafted shoes of camphor wood. Each shoe had been carved from a single block of wood, but they were not clogs, as this might lead one to think, but something much more elaborate and confining. After the carver had completed his task, the wood’s thickness was just over one-quarter of an inch. With extremely careful cutting, the shoe had then been divided into three sections, left and right upper sides, and a sole piece. The two pieces of the upper were held together by means of tiny dowels and even without the use of an adhesive, the fit was such that a deal of wriggling and careful manipulation was needed to separate them. A foul smelling adhesive had been provided with the shoes and thankfully only a little was needed to dress the dowel pockets and the edge facings of the halves before Maria and I reassembled both sets of uppers around Geeta’s ankles. 

There seemed too little space left within the shoes after they had been glued together and pulled down over the tops of Geeta’s now foreshortened feet, yet we still had the sole pieces to fit. These needed neither dowel nor glue for fitting, as they’d been chamfered to mate with the base opening of the upper and thus enclose Geeta’s ‘Golden Lilies’ completely. A narrow abutment around the sole’s front and sides was matched to a channel cut in the mated wooden uppers. Only a mild pressure was needed to engage the ridges into their grooves, but the amount of force required grew slightly greater as the sole piece was forced further and further back along the uppers. At last, with a subtle wood-on-wood click, these sole pieces snapped securely closed onto the uppers, rejoining the three pieces together as one. The grain pattern of the wood now matched perfectly once more, only a hair’s breadth seam indicated that the shoe’s pieces had once been separated. I had previously measured the length of this camphor wood footwear and noted that the shoes were four and one-quarter inches from heel to toe, if toe there had been, and now Geeta’s feet were locked into them. 

I was surprised that she made no attempt to struggle whilst we fitted these strange shoes for I was sure that her feet must be cramped and already hurting within the snug confines of their wooden imprisonments. I knew she was awake and aware, for she’d struggled somewhat whilst I fitted the metal lattice works onto her legs. Maria pulled the bright multi-coloured silk coverings for the shoes over the wood, fastening them neatly at the back with delicate silk ties. If one did not know the true underlying nature of these shoes, they would appear to be made up solely of the embroidered silk, so well did the coverings fit. No wood was visible, yet the material used in their construction could be guessed at by those with a keen nose, for they would catch the faint but sweet smell of camphor. My next task of the morning was to measure the depth of the sprung ring at the centre point of Geeta’s collar. It may be recalled that this ring was only one inch deep when fully compressed, but could be increased to three inches. When first fitted, the depth had been about one and one-half inches. Each additional ring added three-quarters of an inch and therefore a minimum of a one-inch increase was required of the sprung ring, to enable the insertion of a further one. I used a pair of callipers to check the depth and was surprised to find it was now almost two inches when checked against a rule. 

I showed the callipers and rule to Maria who, after raising her eyebrows, went over to collect the additional ring required. I followed and returned carrying the wooden stretching device we’d used to first fit the collar, then laid it on the trolley. As I adjusted the position, John lowered the horizontal frame and we placed the yoke over her shoulders and the other portion about her metal mesh-imprisoned face. This time John operated the wheel to separate the two halves until the first sign of movement was apparent in the sprung ring. I used a small screwdriver to lever the fixing clips off, then John and Maria carefully took the two halves and drew them clear when I signalled. The newest ring was added to the lower section and fixed with the dowel pins in the same way as the others had been. Having observed how this device worked the first time, John and Maria compressed the two sections of the sprung ring and refitted it between the collar halves. I replaced the locking clips and Mr Lau had one less piece to fit himself. The increase in the length of Geeta’s neck since the collar was first fitted had not been readily apparent, but with this additional ring it most certainly was. Sapona had assured us that no harm would befall Geeta as a result of this elongation process provided it was not rushed. Even should the collar be removed at a later date, provided the task was completed with care, the girl’s neck would almost at once reassume it’s original proportions and the dislocated bones would re-seat. The only danger was in any sudden twisting of the neck (almost impossible within this collar), or the careless removal of the structure by the untrained, and then any damage to the spinal cord would be irreparable. Removal, though, appeared not to be an option in Mr Lau’s plans for Geeta. In any event, all of this would be explained to Mr Lau’s assistants when they came to fetch his prize. John slackened the stretching device and I helped him raise the frame so that the trolley could be pulled clear once again. I then opened the case of accessories for the labial ring set and lifted out the next size up of the steel penile shafts, handing it to John. 

“I’m off to brew us some coffee,” I said. “Get Maria to show you how to change this, will you John?” I hoped that Maria would merely advise rather than actually demonstrate by replacing the phallus herself. I could not be sure what her wide grin inferred as I left the room. When I returned fifteen minutes later Maria was placing the phallus they’d extracted into the autoclave while John was giving the enormous ivory one a close inspection. They both drank two cups of my inferior coffee before we once again approached the silently weeping Geeta to continue our day’s work. As one might expect, her upper and forearms were next to be dressed in the silvery lattice. Once this was completed, we’d be running well ahead of schedule again. There was still some work required before she would be ready for handing over to Mr Lau but we were far so ahead that there was no need to rush. I decided that Geeta could now have a day or so of “rest” without us adding further encumbrances to her. She was in far better condition than was to be expected at this juncture and so there would be no harm in allowing her to regain yet more strength. We agreed that letting Geeta feel her feet touch the floor again might also be a good thing, provided that only a little weight was brought to bear. John and I removed the lower cross bar of the frame then tilted it the ninety degrees required to place Geeta upright once more. We each released the leg spreading tethers, but left her ankles linked after shortening the hobble to some three inches, then slowly cranked the frame down until the soles of her newly affixed shoes just touched the floor. She descended a little more until some weight was upon them, although there was enough unused tension in the springs supporting her to allow her to bend her knees a little in order to apply less pressure if she wasn’t up to it. 

“Let me know if you’re too uncomfortable Geeta,” I said. “I can also lower you a little more if you wish. We’ll leave you for a while as you are, so if you’re uncomfortable, blink now to let me know.” She made no move. “So you’re okay for now then?” I asked again. She made the slightest of forward nods and once more I was amazed at the strength of character and her stoic acceptance of the horrendous situation she found herself in. 

“I’m going to pack some kit into the van,” John said. “Anything you want loaded?” 

“No thanks. I'll pack a toilet kit tonight. Pointless taking a change of clothes we’ll be back within twenty hours,” I said confidently, then turning to Maria I added, “have you set up the knock-out shot?” 

“Not yet. Best to keep the drug in the refrigerator until as late as possible. "1l set it up while I'm sitting with Geeta tonight.” When John left to do his packing I asked Maria who had changed Geeta’s phallus in my absence. 

“Why, John of course,” she answered with a grin. “But I'll bet Geeta wished that it had been me. Don’t you Geeta?” She turned to face the girl, only to find that Geeta had closed her eyes to the question. 

I now had time to slip into the stable and watch more pony training, at least for an hour or so before lunch. The rain had stopped and the wind eased off slightly when I crossed the courtyard and slipped quietly into the room. I was initially seen only by the flashing harnessed Sujata, but of course, she couldn’t indicate in any manner that she had seen me, thanks to her helmet and the obtrusive bit. Paula was absent and Tina sat on a tall stool with her back to the stable door. Surprisingly, all of Sujata’s reins were neatly coiled and hooked to her harness behind her and so she was not tethered at all. Instead of circling the central post, she trotted around in a figure-of-eight on the stone floor with the post being at the centre of one of the two connected circles she described and the seated Tina within the other. 

The rhythmic one-two, clip-clop ringing of the metal shoes against the stone, the jingling of rings against metal harness fixtures, and the creak of leather rubbing on leather was music to my ears, to say nothing of watching the thick rich tail streaming out behind her as she trotted around. If ever I'd seen one, here was a horsewoman ready in all respects for her new life and further training at the hands of a Rein Master. Less than 24 hours after being outfitted and incarcerated in her restrictive livery, she was not just up, but parading herself around the stable as though she had spent half her life in the role. Even with the very severe sight restriction that the helmet enforced, she did not put a foot wrong and seemed almost to be on rails. There was virtually no variation from the route of her repetitive circling and crossing. After I'd stood and observed Sujata for a few minutes Tina spotted me when she turned her head to watch the horse woman pass behind her. “Walk on now!” she called out. 

Sujata missed a step, but then changed to a walking pace on the next. I remained where I was and stared fascinated, with my arms crossed and a smile on my lips, at the nineteen year old who had been forced into this equine role, which she now seemed to embrace so naturally. Tina knew of course that her charge would not please just me, and rose from the stool, moving across to stand beside me. Every fourth or fifth step Sujata took was accompanied by a loud snorting as she inhaled and exhaled deeply though the steel bit to regain her breath and slow her pulse rate. 

“She’s really something else, isn’t she Ron?” Tina asked. “She’s either trying real hard to please, or she’s beginning to actually like what’s happening to her.” With this last comment Tina shook her head slowly from side to side almost in disbelief at Sujata’s rapid adaptation and progress, and I noted that there were only a few red marks across the girl’s buttocks and flanks. We’d trained other girls who had indeed begun to enjoy their new role, if not immediately then shortly thereafter. I know of two women, not connected to our trade, who would probably come at once to orgasm at the very thought of being put to such use. These women would truly enjoy being trapped within such a full harnessing, their heads sealed within their master’s oppressive helmet, then bitted and reined, to be controlled severely and completely. I knew however, as did Tina, that Sujata was not such a woman. If she were trying to please, to ingratiate herself to the point were my heart would soften, her attempt was doomed to failure. How could I now extract her from her impending life-long enslavement? She was, without doubt, the finest, most beautiful, and most capable filly yet to grace our small stable. Paula entered behind us. 

“Rain’s stopped out there,” she announced, I think for Tina’s benefit. She then added, “I found John. He’ll be over in about fifteen minutes.” I looked to Tina for clarification. 

“I thought he’d like to get some action shots of Sujata,” she explained. “I could see it brightening up out there and I want to give Sujata some space and fresh air to trot in.” 

“Fine by me,” I said, shrugging my shoulders. “You obviously don’t need me here at all.” They both laughed. “You might consider bringing out a table and a couple of benches and we could have lunch al fresco,” Paula suggested. 

“Not for me, thanks,” I replied. “Still a bit cool out there. Might be alright if you’re working up a sweat I suppose.” I gestured towards Sujata still walking her figure-of-eight. “Just watch she doesn’t catch cold.” When I got back to the dining room to prepare lunch, John was replacing the film in his camera. He showed me the three prints he’d made of last night’s shoot. The light had not been very good, but still the leatherwear and its chrome embellishments were shown to good effect. Tina was right, the results would be much better from the forthcoming exterior pictures. “How come these are so dark?” I asked. 

“I was trying a new type of film,” he replied. “It isn’t as good, and it was kind of dull out anyway. Tina’s bringing Sujata out - I raised my hand to stop him. 

“I know. I’ve just spoken to the twins. You haven’t seen Sujata working out yet have you?” 

“Not yet,” he replied. “Good progress?” “You’d better believe it! Just for a moment I was tempted to put Ben Akran off and hold onto this little Asian filly for myself.” 

I was rarely tempted to cancel out on deals, and although there had been occasions, business sense had always prevailed. Sujata was the closest yet. Had Ben Akran not been the customer, the dusky skinned beauty might well have got her wish to stay, but not of course in the role she wanted. I watched through the window as Paula laid out the table and a bench, then fought with the courtyard breezes to keep the tablecloth in its place. John took a tray of sandwiches and three cans of beer out to the yard, just as Tina brought Sujata into the daylight on a strangely configured long lunge rein. 

As Sujata’s designated trainer, Tina had decided that the new horse woman was to begin to learn of some of the varieties of ways she could be controlled by her harness, bit, and bridling. Sujata pranced daintily along behind Tina, pulled forth it seemed almost willingly, but certainly unable to resist, by the reins to the spirals of her bit. Since they were not at the moment threaded through the rings of her collar, they pulled straight out in front, rather than downwards and back, and this forced the mouth spoon to rotate downwards onto her tongue, rather than up into the palate. I could see Sujata trying to twist her head and neck to escape this happening each time the reins tightened, for with the unpleasant compression of her tongue, it was forced slightly back into her throat, seeming to choke her. It must have been terrifying, for she rapidly danced forward to ease any tension on her controlling lines. Tina though, had allowed some of her innate cruelty to surface and had modified the horsewoman’s reins. 

From the spiralled bit, the reins led out in front of her blank, leather-masked face to a ring equipped fitting that brought them together about a foot from her head, but allowed them to separate again. A light leather strap had been clipped to her septum ring, then brought forward to the one on the fitting, and locked to it. Tina had adjusted this length until it was a fraction shorter than the rein lengths. Now when these were pulled, she first felt a burning tension on her nose and then the mouth spoon compressed her tongue. It was an awesome and cruelly effective arrangement. Sujata pranced snorting, sobbing, and whinnying pitiably along behind her Mistress, her shoulders and upper body writhing against their harnessing to try and escape the constant torment. At the tips of her pert and firmly outstanding nipples, Tina had affixed small yet quite weighty, swinging silver bells. The tinkling providing a rhythm as her breasts rose and fell in time with her pace. A long shiny shaft had also been clipped to her nipple rings. From two central rings of this bar, light chains led up to her collar and the central ring of the cinch, so that now as she pranced along, her naturally bouncing breasts not only rang her bells to mark her pace, but also surged painfully against their vertically fastened chains. Sujata tried to fling her head away from the horridly restrictive and controlling reins and the intense sensations she was being subjected her to, but of course she couldn’t escape any of it. She would just have to learn to endure, as an animal must, whatever it was that was that her Master, or in this case, her Rein Mistress decreed. 

Once Tina had Sujata positioned to her satisfaction in the courtyard, she walked over to her and rearranged her reins to something marginally less uncomfortable. The septum line was released and she re-fed the control reins through the collar rings. These were coiled and then clipped to harness rings, although there was still some small amount of slack left in them, at least enough to keep her constantly aware by their swinging weight that they were indeed still attached and could be used to control her in a second. Tina took the long lunge rein that had been hooked to her belt and clipped it to a ring on the side of Sujata’s cinch, then let its slithery, well oiled length fall. She walked to a large steel ring set deeply into the cobbles and clipped the other end to it while at the same time withdrawing her horsewhip from its holster. 

As this was happening, Sujata had remained standing quiescent, forced by her helmet and harnessing to stare straight ahead while she attempted, still, to get used to the horribly controlling bit in her mouth. Suddenly, Tina’s whip hissed through the air, cracking like a rifle shot over Sujata’s head. The horsewoman jumped with surprised shock at the sound and turned quickly on her steel shoes to face Tina. “Begin circling! Keep that lunge rein tight at all times! First I want one circuit at a walk and then the next three at the trot,” Tina commanded. “Begin ... NOW!” 

The whip whistled again snapping its leather-tasselled tip accurately across both of Sujata’s quivering, vulnerably presented buttocks. A bit-stifled combination of scream and whinny warbled from the distant horse woman and she immediately began to move as she’d been instructed, first outwards until the strap to her cinch fairly hummed with tension, then around in a circle. Tina went over to the table, sat down, and began to eat as unconcernedly as though she was at an outdoors café on the Champs Elysees. Nevertheless, she kept one eye fixed upon the circling Sujata. 

I was about to make my way back to the workshop with some lunch for Maria, when I was stopped dead in my tracks. With a sharply shouted command, Tina halted Sujata near the lunch table, then stood after picking up a sandwich from the tray and walked over to the snorting filly. I thought at first that she was about to tease her charge by eating in front of her, but she surprised me by breaking off a small piece and slipping it into Sujata’s steel filled mouth with her forefinger. Sujata at first tried to pull her head back from Tina’s invasive digit, but upon tasting the morsel, she moved forward onto it. I resolved to speak with Tina later and ask her not to repeat this action, for it would be up to her new Master to feed her tid-bits, and only at his whim. It was not for us to train her to expect them. 


7 AQUISITION, ADORNEMENT, AND A NEW SKIN 

Friday’s dawn was almost summery, as the dry and warmer Thursday afternoon had augured. After a good breakfast and last minute packing, I checked with Maria to see that all was still okay. She’d visited Sujata, who for the moment remained tethered as severely as usual in her stall, then come to report to me that all was well. In an hour or so Tina would bring her out and for most of the day she would be hitched outside the stable to exercise, provided the weather held. She was more than happy with Geeta’s progress and indicated that she expected to have an uneventful 24 hours during our absence. 

She then handed me the case containing the all-important, readied hypodermic. We said our goodbyes and within an hour John was propelling a rather aged van at breakneck speed down the German autobahn towards Dusseldorf. After abreak for lunch en route we arrived at the city’s outskirts at 15:00 and parked the vehicle in a multi-story garage opposite the main airport then hailed a taxi. 

My German, thanks to my Army of the Rhine service, is quite good and we were soon dropped at the gates of a hospital just around the corner from our intended acquisition’s building. John and the twins headed for a small café, whilst I made for the apartments. True to the reconnaissance party’s info, there was a board advertising a vacant unit and the security doorman was soon showing me around the entire place. He took great pride in showing me everything from roof gardens to cellar storage and mechanical rooms and needed no prompting to tell me about the other prominent residents who would become my neighbours, should I take up the vacancy. He was at pains to point out their various positions in society and before the tour was over had confirmed that Herr Minister Rutger would be absent for the weekend. Apparently, Frau Rutger came and went at all hours of the day. 

Discreet observation confirmed that if we made entry via a seldom used cellar door, we would gain access to all of the apartments via a rear staircase, without passing the security station or tripping a single alarm, as Tina’s report had intimated. I rejoined the others for coffee and indicated that everything was set for action. 

Midnight found us seated in a darkened cinema in the railway station watching “Kreigstern,” a German dubbed “Star Wars.” We watched the film through then took a taxi back to the parking garage where we talked through the plan three more times before starting the van and moving out. After carefully touring around the apartment block area as a last reconnaissance, we drove into the hospital car park to await the appointed hour. 

At 03:00, Tina, John, and I alighted and made our way to the back of Frau Rutger’s building. Paula stayed with the van and at 03:30 she would drive past the building and look for John’s coded torch flash. If she didn’t see him, she’d follow a circuitous route so as to return fifteen minutes later. She’d do this four times in all, and if after one hour she saw none of us reappear, would park the van back in the hospital lot and wait for us at the airport until 07:00. If none of us put in an appearance by then she would assume that something drastic had happened and would phone Maria then return to base by train. 

John cleanly picked the lock to the cellar door and right on schedule, at 03:15, we stood outside the Rutger apartment. Five minutes later I’d injected the sedative into a sleepily out-flung arm, then flashed a light briefly into Frau Rutger’s terrified face to confirm her identity. Tina’s strength and speed with the gag helped John silence her short-lived screaming struggles, and on the button at 03:25 Tina and I proceeded silently back the way we had come, this time carrying a rather bulky rolled up carpet. At its core was a bound and gagged Frau Rutger, wearing like all of our new prisoners, the clear Perspex, foam-filled dome about her head and neck. John had gone ahead to give the signal to Paula, and like clockwork the major part of the abduction was complete by 03:35. John and I took turns at the wheel and we drove almost non-stop, arriving at our retreat just after 08:45. After parking the van in the inner courtyard then moving the rolled carpet inside, Maria was left to open it and check the woman over whilst we went off to breakfast. I cooked whilst John listened to the main news on the radio, following the bulletins for an hour over our meal, waiting for the story to break. I was confident that all had gone smoothly and we’d not been compromised, but my confidence twitched when I watched Maria through the kitchen window stride purposefully towards the house. She was shaking her head as though in disbelief, and I began to feel sick to the stomach. Had I overdone the sedatives? There was obviously something amiss. John saw me watching Maria. “What’s up?” he whispered so that the twins didn’t hear. 

“I don’t know yet, but it doesn’t look too good, does it?” 

Maria entered the kitchen looking straight up towards the ceiling. “You’re not going to like this, team,” she said. My heart jumped. “Is she alright Maria?” I asked. *“What the hell is up?” Maria was now looking straight at me and shaking her head once more. 

“Oh, sorry! She’s in perfect health. I’ve just seen your Frau Rutger, but she hasn’t seen me yet though, thanks to the shot. The major problem is that when she does, she’ll be able to put a name to my face.” “How come?” John interjected. I waited. Maria was obviously going to enlighten us. 

“Your Frau Rutger was plain Helena Byers back in a certain girl’s school in Cheltenham, where I was her Class Prefect.” 

“That could pose a problem or two,” I said pensively, “but it doesn’t really give us any mountains to climb, does it?” “There’s more Ron.” Maria was again shaking her head. “It could be good news, or bad.” She waited for me to speak again but I gestured with my hands that she had the floor. “Well way back in those heady school days, Helena Byers was quite a girl for love affairs.” 

John looked quizzically at me. 

“Go on Maria. Do tell us more,” I said. 

“Well, I did say it was a girl’s school, Ron. Therefore, available male contacts were few and far between. Our Helena satisfied her sexual urges in the arms of her classmates.” 

“She wouldn’t be the first young girl to experiment at boarding school, nor the first lesbian we’ve seen pass through our gates. So what?” 

“Then how about the first submissive lesbian Ron?” Maria asked with raised eyebrows and hands on hips. “I don’t know if Herr Rutger was aware of his wife’s past liaisons. Did he mention to you any strange tastes she might have?” 

I just shook my head. This was all a bit much to take in so early in the day. 

“Ron, when I knew Helena Rutger, she was forever breaking the school rules and being dragged before the Board of Governors. Four times to my recollection, she was just this far from expulsion.” Maria used her thumb and forefinger to display a minute gap. “Only her father’s good name and money saved her time and time again.” 

Maria’s revelations would require lots of thought and discussion, but I’d heard nothing earth shattering. We could find ways of ensuring our nurse’s anonymity, and besides, Helena Rutger’s sexual proclivities might prove interesting. After resolving to each think on the subject and have a group discussion later in the evening, I asked Tina if she and Paula would take over the job of getting our new quest settled in. I wanted Maria on hand during the continuing adornment of Geeta. After breakfast was finished the twins went off to their appointment with our latest acquisition and we remaining three set off to do more work on poor Geeta. Maria had already fed the girl before our return, then laid out the remaining X mesh items to be fitted to her arms to complete the ensemble. Whilst I took care of this fitting, Maria assisted John in finalising the metal envelopment of Mr Lau’s property. The upper and lower leg coverings had yet to be joined into one unbroken length, and we would do this by using a fine wire threaded through the hollow X pieces to match the main structures. In moments we had spread her legs again and fastened them, then by carefully interweaving these wires, the girls knees were soon also wrapped within the mesh. For the moment, this permitted her to bend her knee joints, but only after we’d released her legs, of course. Next, the upper edges of the boot- like leg coverings were joined to the lower edge of the corset in a like manner, and a similar knitting of the mesh joined the whole of the boots and corset to the edges of Geeta’s metal labial covering Maria now began the process of inserting a very specialised butt plug. Of course she lubricated the awesome thing quite liberally and then applied another thick layer to Geeta’s behind. When Maria touched her there at first, Geeta quivered like a plucked harp string and a wail of horror and dismay hissed from her flaring nostrils while her hands and fingers clenched and unclenched at the ends of her stretched arms. “I’m sorry, Geeta,” Maria spoke as soothingly as she could, “but you’ll have to wear this device from now on. You shouldn’t really be too upset by it, for it will simply relieve you of all need to control your bowel movements. Once I’ve got it fully seated inside you, then you’ll be all s¢t for whatever Mr Lau might decide to put into you, be it a daily enema to assist your bowel evacuations, or punishment enemas, if that’s how he decides to torture you. No more worries for you on that score, right?” 

The butt plug was a widely girthed device with a strangely shaped set of grooves and flanges at its base. Its widely tapered, deeply glistening black shape, hi-lighted with the chromed contact strips down its length and around the inner surfaces of the flanges, was a formidable piece of technology. It was hollow of course, yet it contained within its smooth and flexible length, not one but two channels: the smaller used for the forced entry of washing/ enema water, and the other larger one, for the evacuation of bodily waste. 

Getting the base part of the device into Geeta’s body was going to be a trial, no matter what method was used. Maria retrieved a rectal speculum from a drawer, ripped off the plastic envelope and inserted it slowly yet forcefully until it’s entire length was inside the quivering, hiss-screaming young woman. With a gentle squeeze of the handles it began to separate, enlarging the orifice hugely. Geeta screamed even more shrilly through her nose, bouncing and writhing on her suspending springs, but the curved surfaces of the device continued to force her open even further. 

At last Maria was satisfied. She took the already lubricated phallus-like plug and slowly inserted it. I think that Geeta must have fainted at this point from the horrendous sensations, for she made no further movement as Maria slowly twisted and gently pushed the full length between the jacked- open jaws of the speculum, until the first of the slightly flexible cupped flanges was inside. The curving shape and flexibility of the butt plug would allow the easy insertion of all of the large phalli that Mr Lau had supplied, and although they might hurt when they first entered her body, perhaps she would soon become accustomed to being doubly plugged. 

Maria then began the process of slowly sliding the speculum from the young woman, until at last with an almost audible tightening, her sphincter slipped closed between the two flanges, gripping the much smaller in diameter, grooved collar of the device. The outer base flange of the butt plug was all that was now visible of the monster contained within her lower bowel. Maria twisted a locking collar that brought the two cupped flanges slowly and firmly together, trapping her anal sphincter muscle ring securely between their rimmed edges. Geeta would now never be able to expel the huge, hollowed monster buried within her backside. As with the chastity device, another C-profiled ring and a matching disk was fitted over the entire visible base, leaving three holes in its face for the insertion of the pressure fixture for her enemas, the exhaust hose union, and an electrical jack. Silvery caps snapped into these, their delicately engraved surfaces blending with the surrounding mesh. Around the edges of the C ring were small holes and Maria began to wire the ring to the mesh covering, joining the base plate first to the lower edges of the buttock cupping corset. 

That took care of the solid waste problem and now there remained only the delicate process of fitting Geeta with a urinary catheter. This device was of the expanding balloon type that could inject and remove fluids and it too came with a permanently mounting base plate. She quivered and screamed again as it was very gently but inexorably fitted into her body and the internal balloon inflated. Maria threaded a fine chain through the ring at the base of the clitoral cup then pulled it slowly out until the chain hung, waiting. 

“Watch this,” I requested of the crew. I grasped the clitoral chain gently, then slowly began to increase the tension on it. The ball encasing the centre of her sensory universe began to pull strongly and painfully upon the captured nubbin of sensitive flesh, tensioning it. Hissing wails emerged from Geeta’s flared nostrils as the tension increased then remained constant. But I decided to demonstrate the other aspect of this deeply personal means of tethering. Taking the end of the chain, I again gently pulled upon it until it was almost rigid, then gently strummed it with my fingers. 

The sudden unceasing sensual vibration forced upon the girl’s drawn-out clitoris must have been a supreme shock to the sexually uninitiated young woman. Immediately, more hisses issued from her flaring, metal-dressed nose, these changing to small pitiable whinings as she felt for the first, and perhaps the last time, the incredible sensations that stimulation of her clitoris could bring. I released my grip after some three minutes of strumming the chain, leaving it to swing wildly for a moment between her lattice covered legs. 

“What do you think of that part?” I asked with a grim smile. “My God!” Maria gasped. “It must be awful for her, almost as bad as a rape!” 

The rest of them stood and nodded in agreement, and I watched as all of the women present unthinkingly clenched their thighs together and shivered. We worked for a total of almost three hours to fully affix the metal mesh at the sides and rear, and then to join the rectal base plate to the back section of the labial device. At the front it too was integrated to the corset and we sat back to look at our handiwork. The mesh and her metal garments now covered almost all of Geeta’s naked flesh. 

At last the deed was done. 

Whilst we sat contemplating, John began carefully applying thick grease- like paste, to areas of the solid metal collar, belt and labial device where these items joined the mesh. My final task of the moming was to wheel out a small trolley on which was fixed four lead-acid car batteries. They were arranged in pairs and linked in series, to produce two units with an output of 24 volts each. Leads from one pair ended in two small tubes that I filled with an electrolytic gel then fitted one over each forefinger of Geeta’s hands. Her body thus played host to a direct flow of the battery voltage back to it’s own earth. Although she felt nothing, she was now an element of the live electric circuit. Having made these connections to her fingers, I broke the circuit at the negative battery terminal while John continued to apply a liberal coating of the greasy paste to Geeta’s wrists before we went off to our lunch break. 

Tina was already preparing a light snack and Paula joined us a few minutes later. She’d been to check on Sujata and reported that all was well. Our new arrival had been transferred to one of the lower holding cells, and although she’d stirred a little, she’d not yet woken fully. After lunch John had some preparation work to do before we could continue work on Geeta, so I decided to pay Frau Rutger a visit and see her condition for myself. I asked Paula to accompany me and suggested to Tina that she might exercise Sujata for a final hour or two. Her departure tomorrow would be preceded by a morning of quiet contemplation as she remained fastened securely within her stall, followed by a sedative jab administered at lunchtime. 

I found Helena Rutger still fast asleep on the narrow wooden bench in the holding cell. There was no point in a rude awakening so Tina stationed herself nearby and I went off to join John. I found him ready in all respects for our afternoon’s work. Two further wires now led from the battery trolley, their ends immersed in a large black pot on the floor. It held about two gallons of a clear liquid with room for much more. John held a bucket containing a metallic powder, not unlike iron filings, then slowly began to pour it onto the liquid, mixing it all the while with a wooden spatula. The liquid and the powder, if kept apart, held no magic. When mixed, a catalytic reaction bonded them together to form a creamy liquid not unlike quicksilver, but with a higher viscosity and a slight charcoal tint. Geeta was now reintegrated in the electrical circuit and John and I took up one-inch paintbrushes and began to coat the silvery mesh surface of Geeta’s body with the mixture. 

As each brush load was applied, it flowed evenly over and around the mesh to form a seamless second skin. We rapidly completed the first, second, and third thin laminations of the compound, observing each subsequent coating merge smoothly with it’s predecessor to form a complete covering approximately one-quarter inch thick. By occasionally rotating the frame, we were able to apply the coverage of the whole of the meshed area in just over an hour. Although the mesh itself was still visible, it now lay embedded deep within the charcoal-coloured layer so that each diamond shape was filled with this manufactured skin. Where the mesh had been attached to the collar and all of the other solid metal encumberments that Geeta now carried, the compound had flowed and adhered thereon to seal all of these items securely. 

We now had time to sit and relax whilst the mixture cured to produce the desired effect, a pliable overlay on Geeta’s skin. With John testing the surface by application of thermometer and finger tip, it was determined after a about twenty minutes that the catalytic action was complete and now the girl’s whole torso and all four limbs, save a few still-to-be dealt with parts, were sealed within this shimmering body glove. Maria joined us and we set to the task of removing the paste applied that morning with a surgical solvent. The paste’s role was now finished, having prevented the mixture from flowing to where it was not needed, and once it was removed we stood back again to admire our work. Geeta now lay reclined at a forty-five degrees from the vertical, her shining form glistening brightly in the flood lights overhead. 

This was not the end of it, for John knelt and disconnected the earth wire that led from Geeta’s fingers to the battery. The next step in the process would, in itself, take a further half-hour. I went off to the kitchen to prepare some drinks and left John and Maria to stand and marvel at Geeta’s nearly thorough transformation. When I returned some ten minutes later I could already see the change that the cessation of the low voltage current had produced. The slight charcoal tinge seemed to be fading to leave a brighter silver colour and John was again using his fingertip to test, at first gingerly, an area of Geeta’s left arm. When the half-hour was almost up he rapped the surface with his knuckle and the resulting sound showed that the rubbery texture of the material had been converted. It was no longer just a sheath holding her in it’s sway, but an outer carapace which would not give or flex even a fraction. He released the springs that had held Geeta’s left arm outstretched from it’s hooks and although there was a slight movement as the remaining springs took up the extra weight, the arm remained rigidly outstretched. I stepped within the frame and circled Geeta’s waist with my arms, taking the weight of her body. There was no give or bending of the outer covering. She had become merely internal packing for the statue, with almost no way to communicate her feelings, sensations, or her very human femininity through the bizarre metallic likeness of her body. Her options and ability to make the outer world aware of herself were diminishing rapidly, and would continue to do so, until she was held utterly silent and immobilised. 

John re-attached the disconnected wrist support to the frame then reconnected the battery terminal. The 24-volt current would take much longer this time to cause a reaction. We’d tested this process and knew that we could expect to wait over two hours before the compound once more recovered its charcoal sheen and softened. I had no intention of waiting out this time at Geeta’s side for I wanted to visit Sujata to see how she was faring. I was about to head in that direction when the phone rang. Maria was closest and answered its call. 

“It’s Tina for you Ron,” she said proffering the receiver. Tina told me that Helena Rutger was stirring and I said I would pop downstairs immediately. I handed the phone back to Maria and headed for the door, but as Maria replaced the receiver it rang once again and I halted in mid-stride. It was Ben Akran this time. I was in great demand at the moment but I hoped that the Sheikh was not having problems or second thoughts about his new horsewoman. 

“I can call you back if you are busy Ron,” the Sheikh said. “No, that’s alright, you Highness. Is there a problem?” I blanked off the mouthpiece and asked John to go down and give Tina any help she might need. 

“There is not a problem at all,” the Sheikh replied. “I may have another customer for you, a friend of mine. But before I allow him to call and place his proposition I wish to check that it is within your wish.” 

I would never refuse a customer that Ben Akran felt able to recommend, but it was right and proper that he should check with me before giving out our contact number. 

“Most certainly your Highness,” I said, “I am always happy to make the acquaintances of your friends, even should they not lead to our mutual profit.” 

“Fine then! I will tell him to call you. I am now also confirming that my people will arrive with you at midday tomorrow for the collection of my Sujata. Please call me if there are any problems at that time.” 

The Sheikh’s men were always punctual and there had never been a problem, but I appreciated his concern and letting me know that everything was on track from his end. 

“I am sure all will go well my friend,” I replied. 

We said our goodbyes and I made my way downstairs to Frau Rutger. The caged woman still wore the pink silk nightgown, all that had protected her smooth skin from the roughness of the carpet that had concealed her departure from the Dusseldorf apartment house. From the paperwork I knew she was thirty-two years old, but she had looked after herself well and if she lost a little weight, she could pass for twenty something. All in all, a good-looking female specimen and I wondered what Herr Rutger’s other woman had that would seduce him away from Helena. 1 would have no problem placing this woman in some eastern potentate’s harem, should that become her fate. “Ich weiss nicht wer Sie sind!” the woman addressed me on arrival. 

“English, if you please Frau Rutger!” I replied peremptorily. “My German is fair, but it would be best if we conversed in a language we all understand with perfect clarity.” “As you wish!” she continued. “I don’t know who you are, or who you represent but I will warn you now that whatever your demands, neither my husband nor the German Government are likely to comply.” She obviously had more of a well-rehearsed speech to make but I decided to interject some basic facts. 

“My dear Mrs Rutger, or shall we just call you Helena?” It was not really a question, more a decision. “I think it’s best that you understand from the start that, contrary to your belief, you have not been kidnapped to be held either for financial or political ransom.” Her brows knitted and her head fell to one side, but she stayed silent. Was there, already tucked away at the back of her mind, the real reason for her present predicament? “You gave your husband an ultimatum, did you not?”” I continued, “It would appear that he was not prepared to accept either of the options you left him with, and so he arranged for us to remove you from the scene.” “I see,” she countered. “And just how long does my husband intend for you to hold me? However long it is, I can assure you and him that when I am freed, I will utterly ruin him. Even he cannot get away with such conduct. I will tell my story to every journalist who will listen!” “I fear not Helena,” I replied mildly. “I’m afraid that your future will preclude any such options being open to you. We will do whatever is necessary to ensure your compliance.” I waited for my words to sink in, and when I saw her look of defiance change to one of guarded fear I continued. “You need not fear that your life is in danger, Helena. Your present predicament will change, and not for the better in your eyes, but we will not kill you to achieve our end.” 

“So! You’re going to cut out my tongue - or - or even sever my hands to stop me?” Although shaken at my words and the confidence I oozed in saying them to her, defiance was still apparent in her voice. Her words were a statement she wanted me to deny. 

“I"ll let you ponder on the many ways we might employ to achieve our objective, Helena. We’ll let you stew here for a day, for, to be honest, we’ve not yet decided your future. Perhaps your behaviour the next time we meet will have some bearing on the matter.” 

I turned on my heel expecting a rush of complaint and a tirade of abuse as I left, but the only sounds were my own footsteps, followed by those of Tina and John, then the sound of the heavy steel portal closing and locking behind us. Once we were out of earshot, I passed some instructions to Tina. “Adjust the cameras so that we can see her every move Tina, and switch in the video recorder.” She nodded. “We’ll leave her a full 24 hours without contact and observe her actions and reactions. I want to know just what makes that woman tick. She seems too confident. What Maria has said about her submissive past just does not fit the present display.” 

“I agree,” John interjected. “If anything, she looks the Dominant to me at the moment.” Tina went off to the control room to set up the recording kit. 

John headed back to check on Geeta and the sound of steel on cobbles drew me towards the courtyard where I found Paula sitting astride a stool in the centre of the yard. With her favourite long-handled whip, she was trotting Sujata in a wide circle around her, holding bit-mounted lunge reins with her other hand and lazily passing them over her head with each circuit the horsewoman made. Almost no control was needed or being used, apparently, and once more I shook my head, marvelling at the speed with which the girl had succumbed to her changed condition and the painful, constant control of her new tack. Was she still playing along in the hope of a second opportunity to escape? If so, her final chance would be tonight, for once she’d been handed over to Ben Akran, her fate would truly be forever sealed. Not only would her bondage deepen and her harnessing become even more strict, demanding, and downright painful; but she would also be isolated in one of his many palace-cum-fortresses deep inside the vast desert of the Arabian peninsula. She’d not have a prayer of ever escaping. I checked my watch, noting that she had just over fifteen hours left with us, after which she would be out of our hands. When I returned to the workshop, Maria and John had just begun the task of removing Geeta from the frame within which she had resided these past days. A table had been placed beneath, and as John removed each hook and spring, she sank gently onto it. I lent a hand and it took only a few moments before the frame was pushed aside. Geeta’s outer shell was now fully pliable again. John and I lifted her from the table and carried this heavy burden to the work chair she’d previously occupied, slowly, gently. This time, we’d need only temporary bindings, for Maria had already removed the battery connections. John immediately used a short length of soft cord to temporarily hold Geeta’s knees together as I likewise bent then secured her lower arms to the chair’s arms. Maria and John then busied themselves at a workbench whilst I initiated removal of the ropes. For with the re-hardening of her outer shell, Geeta would be going nowhere, even if she had the inclination. 

Once again the restrictive suit she wore had become a rigid, though not brittle, cocoon and it was as though she’d been welded into the chair. Maria wheeled out the feeding trolley, then with the tubing looping from the pump to the union she held in her right hand, she gently parted the girl’s ring- punctured lips and plugged the shiny steel fitting into its mate between her front teeth. Geeta’s lips naturally closed around the hard steel encased within the amber latex tube, making it appear as though she was only sucking at it of her own volition. Of course, nothing was further from the truth, She sat there utterly motionless except for the occasional clenching of her fingers and the slow rolling of tears down her cheeks, under, around, and through the metal mesh encasing her face. Her long necked appearance was a bizarre one indeed, but it did have its beauty. Maria knelt down beside the chair then reached under it and freed a panel. This she removed, and then went to work opening the urine outflow and washout openings, the enema aperture, and finally the waste one. Taking the three hoses she’d pulled over with her, she quickly connected the washout Y hoses short arms to their respective fittings between Geeta’s legs and at her rump, then scuttled over to a cupboard and brought over the waste container. Both drain hoses plugged into its top and the smaller diameter Y-shaped hose other end was connected to the tap. Any solid or liquid outflow would trigger a short washout cycle. Maria stood, then pushed the waste catcher under the overhang of the chair. We’d now need only a few more hours of labour to finalise Geeta’s transformation. Again we were far ahead of schedule and so it was decided that our captive could be left in peace for a while after her feeding. We talked less than usual over our meal that evening perhaps. We had a big day before us and no doubt we were all preoccupied with our own thoughts as to Helena Rutger’s future, now that our Asian beauties were nearing the end of their stay at the Schloss. 

Tina and Paula went to settle Sujata down for her last night with us. Sparing no consideration for our filly, the twins secured her firmly on cross ties in the centre of her stall, as was her usual nighttime configuration. Sujata’s bit and nose ring were once again tensioned and locked to the blank wall in front of her and her steel shod feet restricted her to only small dancing steps at the limits of her hobbles. Naturally, as with all of our horsewomen, she’d not been told of her impending departure, but would only be so apprised just before receiving her sedative shot. I spent an hour or so after supper going over the video footage of Helena in her cell, but learned nothing. Most of her time seemed spent in deep concentration, seated on the bench with head resting on drawn up knees. She had more than once checked out the various components of her prison, seeking a weakness that might permit her escape, but unlike Sujata’s stall there were no weaknesses in our defences here. 

At eight o’clock our team sat down with a bottle of fine wine for a discussion on Helena’s fate. I began by just throwing the floor open to ideas. “I think we need to start by testing the waters here,” John began. “We are agreed Ron, are we not, that there seemed little of the submissive in the woman’s manner this afternoon?” Tina and I nodded agreement, but Maria looked perplexed at our findings. “Don’t question your own memory Maria,” I said. “Maybe the girl grew out of her adolescent traits and perhaps what we witnessed was a well- rehearsed act for just such an occasion.” John nodded agreement. “So, what if I show myself to her?”” Maria asked. “I could go and visit her, whip in hand, just to gauge the reaction.” 

“Bit early for you to put in an appearance I think.” said John. “How about Tina and Paula do that bit and you,” he meant Maria, “can view the results with us and put in your medical two penny worth.” 

“Sounds reasonable to me.” I put in. “I suppose, really then, that we must postpone any further discussion on the subject until we know what Helena’s preferred role is. I have a few ideas that might prove of interest, should it turn out that our girl is still a ‘Sub.” We might even be able to involve her in the decisions we take.” 

If Maria’s recollections were well founded, the possibilities were endless. I ended the discussion at that point whilst there was still good wine to imbibe. I mentioned to all about Ben Akran’s phone call and told them that I reckoned Geeta would be ready to leave us by next weekend. I'd make the call to arrange her travel, if all were agreed. Maria’s assent was the one I wanted, and she was happy to concur with my decision. 

I used the phone in the hall to make a call to a private house in Essen. I spoke to a factory stock controller called Jurgen. I used a prearranged phrase in German, “Ich bin Chinesen.” He replied in English, “I know you, when will it be convenient?” In English I replied, “Wednesday next would be okay.” He knew to interpret this as my ‘Ready to Collect’ date and would despatch Geeta’s special conveyance to arrive at the Schloss on Tuesday morning. 


8 ENDINGS AND BEGINNINGS 

There was a severe thunderstorm that night which disturbed all of our sleeping. Maria rose at its height and took up station next to Geeta’s chair, ready to calm her if required. Paula slept in the stable ready to likewise comfort the severely restricted Sujata. For my part, I sat up and watched Helena’s reaction on camera. Breakfast the next day was, of necessity, taken late and Maria attended hers already armed with her hypo. Just she and I would visit Sujata. I would talk and Maria would inject. “Good morning Sujata,” I began. “I have come to let you know that today is your last day with us. At lunchtime you will begin a journey of just a few hours to your new owner.” 

Our horsewoman fought her bindings frantically, and then in hysteria, at my dooming words, whinnying screams gurgled around her punishing bit and through her steel embellished nose. Somehow, I think she’d sensed that today would be different. Perhaps Paula had treated her differently in some way during yesterday’s outing. It mattered not, for Maria stepped up beside her tethered and harness-ensnared body then knelt and gave her the injection in a flushed and quivering buttock. Sujata continued her fighting and twisting against her cross-ties but of course it did her no good whatsoever. Two minutes later the sedative had taken effect and she stood quiescent, only her strained shoulders heaving a little against their tight harnessing as she writhed lethargically to escape. This was the first of two shots she would be given. Ours was merely a sedative to calm her in readiness for the move but the second, given by Ben Akran’s men, would render her unconscious for the journey. 

At 11:30, a large motorised horsebox drew up at our gates and John went down to guide the driver whilst he reversed into the courtyard. Two Arabs dressed in casual western jeans and T-shirts got out and lowered the rear ramp of the box to reveal two beautiful Arabian stallions. One was a quiet beast, but the second to be led out kicked and bucked like an unbroken mare. Ben Akran had imported these horses to Germany only days before on the pretext of receiving veterinary treatment and they were being re- exported today in one of the Sheikh’s freight aircraft. After the horses had been removed from the van, the two Arab’s set to work inside removing a section of the floor. I showed the driver into Sujata’s stable where he looked over her still securely harnessed form without comment, and then he quickly administered the drug that would knock her out for her journey into her new pseudo-equine life. She quivered and whinnied nervously after he’d completed the injection, but remained quiet as I released her various connections. He snapped a sturdy leather rein to the ring in her nose, its swinging weight making her whine with the pain. Perhaps she’d get used to the new and harsher treatment she’d receive at the hands of her new master and his staff. She made hardly any attempt to baulk her new handler as he lead her out, that is until her very limited field of vision came to include the long, coffin like box that was laid open on the lowered ramp of the vehicle. It was greatly oversized, but the shape was a give-away. There was no white shroud, but the two men were busy removing a dark grey plastic article from it that was obviously a body bag to the keen eye. Sujata was just beginning to struggle and trying to scream and pull away from this scene when the drug that had been administered began to take hold. She swayed drunkenly and I had to assist the driver to prevent her from falling to the cobbled yard. Sujata did not lose consciousness right away but was from then on unable to fight off her handlers. I have no doubt that there were tears shed inside her helmet, but they were useless, for they could elicit no sympathy from any of us. The driver took the wide straps that were handed to him and rapidly fixed them around Sujata’s legs at thigh, calf, and ankle and then she was carefully laid inside the opened bag and the zip was closed over her completely. There was ample provision for the ingress of air into the bag and the wooden casket into which it was now placed. The box itself was 4 A then stowed within the false floor of the horsebox. 

Sujata was probably already immersed in nightmares about her future life by the time the casket was lowered into its hiding place. This was the method that Ben Akran always used for the transportation of his pseudo- equine stock. He was a legitimate horse breeder well know in the “horsy” circles of Germany, for he was always buying, showing, and selling his stock. The veterinarian he employed was located only twenty-five miles from the airport and we were on a direct line betwixt the two so the co- ordination of effort worked well. The Customs officials at the airport had booked the two animals into the country and there had never been any problem with the export process. Barely fifteen minutes after the vehicle’s arrival I was shaking the driver’s hand and bidding them all goodbye. I rarely had any personal feelings when one of our girls left us and Sujata, like the others, had been only a transitory resident; but it was quite likely that I would be seeing her again during one of my visits to the Sheikh’s domain in any case. I phoned Ben Akran’s number but was answered by one of his aides. I informed the aide that the collection of the merchandise had gone without a hitch, but I was sure that the transport crew had themselves already advised their Sheikh on the status of his latest acquisition. 

Helena Rutger had been told that she would be left alone for twenty-four hours and I meant to hold to that time period even though I was anxious to see her reactions. I decided to give lunch a miss and sit for a while in the control room with the videos and live pictures of Helena who was now rhythmically pacing the small cell with arms crossed. This was not the body language of a submissive woman. She should be showing fear, or if not that, then at least mild apprehension. Although the “Sub” might unconsciously yearn for a situation such as this, the uncertainty of her immediate future and the severity of the impending domination was certain to cause some outward sign of disquiet. Perhaps the politician’s wife had shrugged off her childhood ways and grown to prefer the more normal life, or maybe she’d picked up the Teutonic dominance of her husband’s race. If Herr Rutger was a submissive lover as some men are, Helena could well have changed roles to please him, and learned to enjoy it. There was always the possilslity that Maria had been mistaken, but this I doubted. After the lunch break I felt there was too little time to give all my attentions to Geeta before our scene with Helena Rutger and so I only looked in on Mr Lau’s girl briefly, then joined John and Maria in clearing out the now vacant stable. It was important not to neglect these housekeeping functions for it might be only a few days before the stall would again be occupied. The time passed quickly. It seemed only minutes before Paula was stood before us, naked save for an ultra-short, black leather skirt. This was not the first time I’d seen one of the twins topless and would not be the last. Despite a wrestler’s muscular physique, both girls were excellent advertisements for the female sex. Their breasts, though not large, were full and firm and there was good reason for their lack of shame in showing off their well-honed bodies. In her left hand Paula held one end of a long length of stout chain. The other end attached to a steel collar that trailed noisily along the stone floor behind her. In her right hand she held an open padlock. She gave us a moment to drink in the sight before her sister made an entrance similarly, scantily, attired. Tina carried a plaited leather bullwhip. 

“Ready when you are Ron,” she said. 

“Well, that should do the trick alright!” John grinned. “Yes,” I added, “you’ll either scare her to death or give her an instant orgasm!” We all laughed and Maria led the way from the stable to the cellars. At the door to the room containing the cells, I held John and Maria back then motioned the twins across the threshold. Helena was standing with her back to us, but when she heard the sound of the chain and collar that Paula dragged, she turned instantly on her heel and backed into the corner of the small steel barred enclosure. 

“Is this a bloody game or what!!?” she shouted. “Just who the fuck are you and what do you think you’re going to do with that - that thing?” she addressed Paula and gestured to the collar. 

“Now, now, lover,” crooned Tina, “that’s no way to talk to your Mistress, is it? And you’ll be needing a Mistress once you're wearing this, won’t you 

Miss Byers?” 

“What - Who - How?” Helena’s brain was in hyper drive and it was obvious her tongue could not keep up. “That bastard Rutger couldn’t have told you - he never knew!” This confirmed Maria’s report and as the twins advanced on the cell Helena drew back again to the far corner. “Don’t come near me! I don’t know -1 - I - I n-n-need to think,” she whimpered. 

I was of a mind to end it there for we’d found what we wanted to know. Helena Byers had once been a submissive who preferred females. If Herr Rutger was unaware of this, then it seemed reasonable to assume Helena had not continued either practise, through design or lack of opportunity. I decided that I"d let our play continue. Helena could back no further as Tina produced the key to the cell door. She unlocked it, threw it open, then with a flash advanced on Helena, giving her a swift but gentle kick to the stomach which brought her to her knees, gasping in shock that someone should so assault her. As she dropped, Paula moved in with the collar and chain then quickly locked it snugly around her lovely neck. Tina stood to one side and leisurely uncoiled the bullwhip while Helena remained on her knees, still gasping, and now looking fearfully at the plaited leather coils laying evilly in wait on the flagstones beside her. When she’d recovered her breath she began sobbing, her hands rising fearfully to touch the weighty and firmly secured snug collar around her throat, unbelieving that she actually now wore it. The twins backed out of the cell, and then Paula dragged firmly on the chain leash to Helena’s neck. The Minister’s wife had little alternative but to follow on her hands and knees, but there was still no submission. When she fought the collar’s tug, grasping the chain and trying to pull it from Paula’s hands, Tina flexed a well practised wrist and brought the business end of the leather whip down hard across the kneeling woman’s vulnerable silk draped buttocks. Amazingly Helena did not scream. A sharp intake of breath was followed by the dropping of her hands from the chain, to hang by her sides with fists clenched. It was very obvious that Helena Rutger was fighting with her own most secret feelings. A part of her wanted to give in, to be mastered, conquered. But the other part she had shown to the world until just days ago told her to fight for her place. It seemed that, perhaps, her teenage memories of abandoned control and the results were capable of surfacing, and could draw her inexorably back to those first- learned passions. I turned to Maria whose silent smile needed no words to say, “I told you so!” and nodded. We spectators left the twins to their session. We would watch on camera as Helena’s hopeless fight against the girls and her own libido continued, for Tina and Paula would easily draw the woman into a web of her own making. The shame was that after the twin’s ministrations forced her back, even should she enjoy it, there would be no relief for her in lesbian sexual abandon. 

We watched from the comfort of armchairs as Tina tore away the expensive silk to render their captive naked. The more I saw of our Helena’s charms the more I liked. As I’ve previously remarked, she needed to lose a little weight. Perhaps we could give her a small fold from the chin and a thin carving of excess from her thighs if necessary, although I was fairly certain arigid diet would be enough to produce an excellent figure. I feel no shame in noting here that as I watched this woman being brought to heel, I felt my manhood rise, and stealing a glance at John’s crotch confirmed I was not alone in my arousal. What I didn’t see was that Maria too had noticed my body’s automatic reaction to the sight of the chained and beautiful woman. There, and then, I wanted Helena Rutger. I was certain she was capable of sexual arousal by a man, and now I knew that she could and would be submissive. The real question was; Could the former and latter exist as one? Would a Master fulfil her needs as a Mistress could? At dinner that night I broached the subject. “Anyone have any ideas yet about our latest acquisition?” 

“Why ask us Ron?” Maria countered me back with a mile wide smile on her face. “You certainly have some yourself don’t you?” Tina had been about to say something when Maria had rushed in this quick retort. 

“Tell us more then,” Tina now said. She looked first at me then at Maria, then back to me again. 

“I do have some thoughts, yes,” I said. Despite the beginnings of a smile on my lips I was trying to show t least some sort of disinterest. “But I want to hear all ideas here. We’'re a team are we not? Someone may have a better suggestion than mine.” 

“Look Ron,” Maria now said, “you cannot deny that Helena Rutger, nee Byers, is something very special, can you?” I was about to reply in the affirmative but did not get a chance. 

“She certainly is a looker,” John put in. “Well I for one would not mind keeping her here,” Maria continued. “I have one or two things to talk over with her and more than one wrong to right, but I feel no need for revenge, let me add. We were only schoolgirls but - well; it could prove interesting I think. If we can be sure that she has no way of ever using what she learns here, then it’s okay by me.” 

“Okay then,” I said. “Unless anyone has misgivings, we can keep Helena for the present and see what our ministrations produce.” I turned to John. “Whatever the final decision John, can you come up with a guaranteed, sure fire, no failure means of ensuring that she cannot get out of this building? I don’t want any electric collars that need radio waves or batteries. Something substantial that will make us all feel secure in our beds, okay?” “I have a few ideas, but I’ll sleep on them and see what gels.” John smiled, for I was sure he’d enjoy both the contemplation and the outcome of this goal. 

Tina spent that night with Geeta, but not until she and Paula had fed their new plaything a bowlI of tasteless and unappetising gruel then locked her naked into her cell once more. The chain she bore now was much shorter than her earlier leash and was locked to a ring high on the rear wall of the cell. Thering’s location permitted her to sit but prevented her from standing or lying down on the bench. I contemplated what Helena’s presence under our roof might mean, both pro and con before passing into a deep and dreamless sleep. When Geeta left us on Wednesday, Helena would then be our only guest in residence and 

we could all concentrate our efforts solely upon her. Too, there was also the possibility that contact with Ben Akran’s friend might prove fruitful. Whatever. I doubted that our hands would be idle for too long and it was certain that Helena Rutger would soon be wishing we had other projects to occupy our minds. Tomorrow was Monday and we would have Geeta’s transformation completed in all respects by the evening. Eighteen hours of rest under Maria’s watchful eye would follow before we readied her for her journey. When I woke to bright sunshine the next morning, although I felt refreshed, it seemed that the night had passed in minutes and not hours. At breakfast Tina reported that all was well with Geeta and when the meal was over I took my coffee into the control room and spent fifteen minutes rewinding and running the tape of Helena’s night at fast forward. She’d slept for the most part, kept kneeling on the bench, with her right shoulder leant against the side bars of the cell, but had woken often, albeit briefly. Only once had she tested the security of collar and chain, feeling the tight steel band clamped widely around her neck with tentative exploring fingers then tugging futilely on the chain. A small sob had escaped her lips then she’d eventually dozed off again. 

“Paula and yourself might as well continue where you left off yesterday with our new guest,” I said to Tina. “Maria and John and I will be busy for the best part of the day with Geeta.” I paused for effect. “It might be interesting to bring Helena in to see Geeta when we’re finished. What do you think?” “Probably no harm in it, but I think we best see how she performs for us today first, no?” 

I nodded then headed back to the kitchen with my empty cup, looking for a refill. 

When I got down to the workroom Maria and John were already busy. The battery terminals had been reconnected and once again Geeta’s outer shell was taking on its charcoal-tinted sheen. On the floor at the girl’s feet lay all that was needed for this final portion of her preparation. John picked up two matching silvery objects that he immediately split into separate pieces, each being the halves of a pair of solid plate units to enclose Geeta’s small hands, fingers and thumbs. They could not really be called gloves or mitts, for they would allow her no movement of her fingers or thumbs, holding every part of her hands immobile. Although they bore the profile and markings of a hand with fingers and thumbs, they were, in fact more spoon-like in real terms, the fingers and thumb cupped. John waited just a few more minutes for the area of covering at Geeta’s wrists to soften before carefully placing her right hand in the so- called glove. Geeta, resignedly, let him lay her hand into the bottom portion, and made no sound or movement of protest as he slowly and carefully lay the top portion of the form over her palm and wrist, even going so far as to wriggle her fingers into their separate slots. The usual self-locking and permanent joint clicked closed, sealing the halves tightly together and also to the lower arm lattices by means of an interior ring slipping into a deep groove. Geeta had now had the use of her hand completely removed. The fit of the glove was a very snug one, and she must have come to the sudden realisation that these gloves were never meant to be removed, for as soon as it closed, she clenched her left hand tightly into a ball. Wailing screams and sobbing hissed from her nose while her head twitched what little it could on the plinth of her collar in futile denial of what was to come. It took the three of us to prise the fingers of her left hand away from her palm and fit her with the other restrictive glove. All the while she screamed with the peculiar humming sobs that had become the only way she now had to make her feelings known. Ilooked into her mesh contained and imprisoned face and saw that her eyes were dilated with hysteria, tears flowing freely down her cheeks as her throat surged and bulged against the tight collar and she continued screaming her denial of her fate. Although her face contorted against the resistance of the mesh stitched into the flesh, there was no way for her to escape from its constantly disciplining restriction. 

Once we’d finished imprisoning her hands we got busy fitting Geeta with yet more encumbrances. The next pieces of her costume were a pair of quite unusual ankle cuffs. These were two large donuts of the silvery metal, joined together by a chain of some three inches long. The halves of these donuts were hinged apart for the moment, and were also permanently self- locking. Once closed, they would clasp her ankles and lower legs to a height of some four inches. Each donut’s diameter, or thickness if you prefer, was about the same as the height, some four inches; and so this gave an all-over cross section, when viewed from the front, of just under one foot if the joining chain was stretched out to its limit. Although they were obviously not built of solid metal, for I had weighed them, at almost four pounds each they would add greatly to poor Geeta’s load, to say nothing of restricting her even further than she already was. Geeta would be able to walk, but only with extremely short paces thanks to the three-inch long chain, and her ankles would be forever kept discreetly separated by the donuts surrounding them. A smaller pair of the same type of silver fetters soon snapped closed around the girl’s wrists, overlaying the already imprisoned joints and integrating the arm lattices and her mitts into a complete whole. Their lesser size hid the fact that they weighed the same as the ankle rings, and although these had no chain joining them, there were stout swivelling D-rings fitted to allow her Master to fasten her wrists and arms in any manner he might choose. 

When I looked up after the fitting of these cuffs, Maria stood holding over her own face one of the final pieces that Geeta would bear. It was a very special long oval mask that would complete the covering of her face, thus concealing her features and pleading eyes from the world and those who might see her. The features of this face were of a beautiful woman, delicately worked and engraved so as to be almost lifelike; the expression rendered into the steel, a serene one. It had also been endowed with a Mona Lisa-like smile pursing the lips, thus concealing the no doubt beseeching and contorted features that were soon to be forever locked under its metal covering. Vision openings of the mask consisted of only two, tiny pinholes in the centres of the shaped eye mouldings. The centre of the slightly parted lips widened to allow the insertion of her feeding and watering tube. Another larger opening at the nose shaping provided access to her nasal piercings. Two additional small cut outs at the wafer thin edge on the curved back sides of the mask would lie close around her ears. 

It was time now for Maria to remove all the studs and rings from the piercings she’d made in Geeta’s face and ear§ so that this, her final mask, could be attached. She began with the six studs around the edge of each ear, then removed the rings from the tragus and lobe. The studs in both upper and lower lips were next and the job was completed with the removal of the rings from each side of her nose and the larger one from the septum. John was by now ready for the next part of the job. In his hand he held two curved shapes of surgical steel that each bore six short pins. He peeled back Geeta’s lips then laid one each between upper and lower lips and gums. From the outside, he moved her lips back and forth until the pins slipped easily through the piercings made for them. Maria rubbed a coating of the antiseptic cream onto her palms, then smeared this around the still uncovered flesh of Geeta’s face. I took up the silver mask and positioned it, but John stilled my hand for a moment. With a heavy brow he looked one last time upon the dusky and fearfully pleading face fastened within the imprisoning metal mesh of the mask. He shook his head and turned away and now, and for the first time, I too was fearful of Geeta’s future. Her dilated eyes showed incredible fear of what was to come and I watched them dart back and forth, minutely examining the inner surface of the mask. Another prolonged series of shuddering screams hissed through her nose once again. In a pitiful denial of her fate, a torrent of tears flowed profusely down her contorted face as we prepared the final stages of her imprisonment and isolation from a world that she could never be a freely moving part of ever again. She had only a small inkling of what was to come. 

After taking one last look at her fear-widened, streaming eyes and her frantically contorted facial features straining against their fastenings into the steel mesh, I carefully lowered the shiny covering over her face. Maria took the young woman’s ears in her fingers and bunched the flesh forward whilst drawing them away from her head. The mask’s edge would go beyond and behind them and they would then protrude through their shaped openings. The most awkward part of the fitting process was now to locate the twelve pins protruding through the flesh of her lips into matching drillings in the mask’s underside. John worked by feel alone between skin and mask to position these, then slowly removed his fingers while I completed the fitting of the false face onto and firmly against her already steel mesh covered skin, I utilised the tool that had secured Geeta’s vaginal ring to her flesh; it being narrow enough to pass one of the jaws through the mouth opening and then be twisted to fit beneath the pin-bearing plates between her lips and gums. Just like the fitting of the vaginal surround, these plates had to be forced against the face mask so that their pins passed into the constrictions and thus locked her lips irrevocably into its structure. A humming hiss through her nostrils told us of Geeta’s pain as the pins were forced into place, further immobilising her face, for that was all she could do now to indicate her feelings. As soon as it was positioned Maria brought forth a pair of thin- nosed ringing pliers and began to lock the covering into the steel mesh helmet. This was accomplished by means of closing small spring steel rings through tiny holes drilled into the slightly rimmed circumference all around its edges and around filaments of the mesh helmet itself; thus clamping the terrible thing tightly against Geeta’s already imprisoned face. 

The small lumps of gristle known as the tragus, just in front of each ear canal, now stuck out through small cut-outs located close to the edge of the face plate designed for that purpose. They were the final places of attachment for the silvery facial covering. 

Now Geeta’s nose was to be dressed with its planned principal adornment. It was one of the finest examples of the metalworker’s art that I had ever seen. A gleaming circlet built from two highly detailed Chinese dragons, their tails entwined, their jaws both biting onto a short bar, to complete the ring. The markings of their scales had been picked out in fine black enamelling, and their deep red eyes were four tiny, matched rubies. I slid the plain bar from the dragons grasping jaws to break the circle and was then able to twist the curved torsos of these mythical beasts against each other. The tails thus separated to break this ring into its component parts, I placed one dragon down on the bench and motioned for John and Maria to  Geeta. 

I fed the pointed tail of the dragon I held into Geeta’s left nostril and through the septum piercing. With some deft twists and turns it emerged from the other nostril. I pushed on until the three inches or so of tail had completed its travel and the dragon’s hindquarters were butted against her nose. It took me three tries before I could once again marry the two spiralled tails. Shaped like a horseshoe and of similar size, the re-assembled object girdled her mouth with its twin heads hanging just below her chin. I replaced the short bar, but this was merely a temporary measure to keep the two steely creatures securely linked. I carefully fed the structure back through Geeta’s nose until the central point of the twisted tails was reached. Geeta had struggled against this insertion but she was firmly held. The room had again been filled with her moans and hissed screaming but they were to no avail. The ornate ring now filled her nostrils completely forcing them out into an Oriental splaying, able to breath only by way of numerous drillings that had been made in the bodies and tails of the dragons. Maria covered Geeta’s eyes and forehead with a thick, dark, dampened cloth and I lifted the device and folded it back onto the covering, exposing it’s underside in readiness for the next task. Maria covered the remaining area of Geeta’s face mask and collar as John moved behind me and inserted a plug into an electrical socket. He re-appeared with a hinged mask on his head, holding the business end of a wire-welding gun. Maria and I averted our gaze as John applied the gun to the metal beast’s tails. There were two short bursts of bright white light, accompanied by sizzling that sounded like bacon frying. Geeta may have felt a rush of heat as each weld was made, but she struggled more against the darkness that protected her eyes. Though there was more to this beautiful adornment it was now a permanent fixture. 

We continued to our final task of the moming. I picked up two more curved pieces of surgical steel, these being similar to the ones now located behind Geeta’s lips. This pair was also to be mounted by means of a row of six pins, to match the piercings around the edges of her ears and I positioned them behind the delicate shells then gently forced the pins through the piercings. Maria passed over one of a pair of delicate silver objects. These beautiful pieces were shaped to match and cover Geeta’s ears, save for the aural canal and lobe. The outer edges of each extended well beyond the curvature of her ears and were engraved and worked to the shape of six fine, overlapping feathers, like the delicate wing of a small bird, some three inches in length. 

I located the left side wing over her ear, and using the same tool, sandwiched it between the steel and silver. The curvature of the slightly flared wing followed the line of the mask’s edge until it’s tip brushed the metal mesh of the helmet further back on the side of her head. Once I’d completed my work, Maria moved in and fastened the tip of the longest feather to the mesh with another of the small rings, holding it slightly out and away. Geeta’s other ear was quickly given the same enhancement and we stood back to inspect the gleaming countenance now presented to us. 

John and I released her from the temporary bindings that held her to the chair, and eased her upright, to teeter upon her tiny feet. I wanted a photographic record of our work, and John had brought his camera with him. We half lifted, as she half walked, to the blank behind the chair. It had been my intention to lean her against this wall, for the photographs. Strangely, although her vision must be almost nil, when John’s camera appeared she lifted her metalled arms and stayed me. She stood just for those few moments erect, without prop or other aid, whilst John took four flash shots of her. 

She looked truly bizarre. Her extended neck, her face, everything! Other than her speaking her own name, and that was utterly impossible now, the girl once known as Geeta had disappeared completely, having become only a silvery, bizarre, metallic doll with a benignly smiling face. 

A quick glance at my watch told me we had time to rest before lunch. John helped me carry and set her back into the seat and he then set to disconnecting the battery terminal once more. He volunteered to stay until Geeta’s coating was once more a solid shell. Back in our living quarters Maria sat down with a newspaper whilst I ran my eyes over Mr Lau’s instruction file once more. I wanted to be sure that we had missed nothing, though that would be most unlikely. John joined us for lunch a half-hour later. I glanced several times at the monitor linked to the camera overlooking the Rutger woman’s cell. The door was locked and although I could see shadows of movement off camera, there was no action to watch. It was unusual for the twins to be late for a meal, but so was the interplay between them and Helena Rutger. 

John and I were just leaving to return to Geeta when the twins at last appeared. Both of their faces were wreathed in impish smiles. I was anxious to finish working on Geeta, but there was no real rush and I wanted her to get accustomed to her new fittings as much as possible. With the twins looking so mischievous, I couldn’t resist a delay. They each took a pace apart and revealed the reason for their smiles. Helena Rutger was completely unrecognisable, dressed from head to toe in green leather. I had, of course, seen all the items that now adored her before, but to say she wore them well would be a considerable understatement. 

Her legs and feet were encased in boots that reached from pointed toe to thigh top. How the twins had managed to get her walking in these pinnacles of the cobbler’s art in so short a time, I will never know. The heel of each boot was so high that its base was barely two inches from the pointed toe of the footwear. Almost the whole weight of Helena’s body rested on the ballerina-like toes with the heels helping but little in support and balance. The boots were linked together with straps at knee and ankle to make the task of walking more difficult and these restricted each pace to only twelve inches, toe to toe. A one-piece torso glove was laced almost seamlessly to the tops of the boots, reaching up over the fronts of her shoulders, around her throat, and cupping her chin. Helena’s progress was further hindered by the absence of her arms. As she approached, I could see that they were not secured behind her back, but the upper arms had been crushed into her sides with the forearms likewise bonded across the front of her body below her breasts. The green suit was actually a full length corset, drawn so tightly that her arms ceased to have a contour of their own, instead disappearing into the forced hourglass shape of her body. Poor Helena’s impediments did not end here. The suit collar that so beautifully encircled her neck was itself a part of a leather helmet that finalised the gleaming bottle green covering. Only two small holes edged with brass eyelets, below her nostrils, permitted her to draw breath. I would have liked to seen the woman’s reaction to this sudden change of wardrobe, but alas it seemed I'd have to wait. The twins, having shown off their prize, now tugged on a leash clipped to a ring set in the front of the wide leather collar and moved towards the courtyard, drawing their helpless charge to this airier space to practice walking while held in her new found bondage. 

John and I went about our business. I stood for a few moments in front of Geeta, once more taking in the transformation we had worked upon her. She now lay almost horizontal in the chair, and the casual observer would have been hard put to accept her present form as that of a living female. It was difficult for me to imagine what was in Mr Lau’s mind when he had laid down his terrible blueprint for the girl’s future. He wanted complete and utter control of her life, and the costume within which Geeta was now a permanent prisoner would satisfy his desire in spades. It was not only decorative and restrictive all at once, but was intimately punitive in design and intent and I’m sure that Mr Lau had every intention of demonstrating to Geeta just how horrendous were the impact of her earlier insults. She could not move, eat, see, or breathe without his nod and would quite literally depend on him for her very life, if indeed her currently encumbered existence could still be called life. 

Geeta’s only flesh still uncovered was her navel and a small area surrounding it, her ear lobes, and the pierced peaks of her young breasts. Shortly, these too would all be hidden beneath the weight of Mr Lau’s punishing, nay torturing hardware. We were about to begin when Maria popped her head around the door. 

“Phone for you Ron!” she chirped. “I think it’s that guy Ben Akran spoke to you about. Do you want it switched down here?” “No Maria, thanks. I’ll come up.” I said, then turning to John, “carry on as far as the three rings, then wait the rest until I get back please John.” He nodded and I left the workroom. 

“Good mornings Mr Sangster,” my caller started. “I am hope I have not called at an inopportune moment?”’ 

“Most certainly not Mar.?” “I am Salim, Ben Salim, Mr Sangster. Ben Akran has already spoken to you, I think about my situation.” 

“Indeed he has sir. How can I be of service?” I asked. 

“I think it would not be prudent for us to be discuss such things in the now time Mr Sangster. Enough for me to say I have seen the wonderful work you have done for my friend, and I think you and we might be well fitted together also.” “I see Ben Salim,” I replied. “Perhaps then we should meet at a suitable time for you and discuss our business.” 

“This is so and I have spoken to Ben Akran and he has said perhaps that you will visit both he and we if I do some arranging. Is this not possibly so?” I was about to reply when he jumped in again and added, “You would also bring your other peoples with you I am thinking, so then maybe you could begin some work at this time.” 

“Well, that may be possible Ben Salim, but I would need to know first what sort of task you might be planning for us.” Though I would of course enjoy a visit to Saudi, I was not prepared to move lock, stock, and barrel on just the possibility of some other work, even though this man was recommended by Ben Akran. *“Oh please Mr Sangster. I am too rushing for you, am I not? I can perhaps tell you that I am only recently become in charge of myself. That is to say I am now, after his death, my father’s heir and am Sultan.” He struggled badly with his English but I let him continue. “You see Mr Sangster, my friend, I am only lately returned from schooling when my father has died and Ben Akran is a friend of my father who is to help.” I was beginning to see some light now but how old was this new Sultan? “Now I have spoken to you perhaps it will be better for Ben Akran to also talk once again and make the required arrangements?”’ Ben Salim’s mastery of English was well below Ben Akran’s. I wondered what school he had attended and i whether he had really taken much of the teaching in. 

“That would be wise Ben Salim, I think.” I replied, “Shall I call him or will you speak to him yourself?” 

“I shall do this, sir,” he answered. From his manner now I sensed that he wanted to withdraw from the conversation as though he thought he had failed to explain himself. 

“Thank you, Your Highness,” I said, “It has been a pleasure to speak with you, and I look forward to our meeting and my being able to assist you.” I hoped these words would go some way in restoring his confidence and not cause alienation. 

When I returned to the workroom John sat back on a stool and crossed his arms while Maria stood with her back to me, rummaging through a cupboard. “More work?” John asked. 

“Possibly, but II’m not sure at the moment. Could mean some travelling though. Still got your sandals packed?” My question brought a broad smile to his face. Maria stopped what she was doing and turned to add her raised brows. 

“Saudi again?” she asked. 

“Slowly, slowly now.” I gestured with palms towards them. “I’m not sure yet. I don’t know if this will come to fruition. I may have frightened our new customer off, or at least he may have frightened himself off.” The smiles were now fading and shoulders slumped a little. “I think the guy isn’t too sure of himself. Perhaps I better explain.” I talked them though what had been said and added that I had an idea that our would-be customer might be a bit young for our sort of business. “So, what happens now?” John asked. I obviously had him hooked and he wasn’t going to let it rest there. “Well, I’ll wait for Ben Akran to call back and see what he has to say. That’s all I can do for now.” 

I was eager to carry on with Geeta’s final touches and finish as soon as possible and I had a feeling that if Ben Akran was close at hand, our new friend Ben Salim would be speaking to him even now. 

I inspected the rings that John had already fitted to Geeta’s navel and earlobes during my absence. These were all about one inch in diameter and one- eighth of an inch thick, being hinged and self-locking. At the moment all three lay open, waiting, but before they were all locked shut, small, silver saucer shapes that incorporated them had to be applied to Geeta. I fitted the first one, passing the open ring piercing her navel through an aperture at its centre, thus covering the remaining visible flesh of her abdomen. By pushing down and turning the saucer through 90 degrees, the ring slotted neatly into two grooves and held the disk in place. The next time that the body glove softened, the disk would sink slightly into the medium to become a part of it, like the other solid metal items of Geeta’s so-called adornments. Of course she was not aware of this, being able only to feel the uncomfortable tension and wonder what was being done to her. 

Maria produced two long lengths of quarter-inch linked, sturdy jewellery chain and I took them from her then threaded the end link of each chain onto the ring that pierced Geeta’s navel. John locked the ring and checked that it was secure. I next fitted the two remaining discs onto the visible flesh of her areola. These disks though were different from the navel one, in that they were deeply cupped and had a raised peak at their centres, together with a small rim around their edges. It required considerable tension to fit them, but I found this relatively easy. After all, it was not my nipples that were being placed under tension. Once everything was set I released the disks and they snapped their edges deeply down into the grooves that awaited them in the surrounds of the apertures at the tips of the corset’s breast cups. During this entire fitting process, a series of hissing, strangled screams issued from the blank silvery mask above as Geeta felt the inescapable burning tension on her tender breasts. I next fed the other ends of the navel-mounted chains through the linings transfixing each pierced nipple. They entered these linings, one from the left and one from the right, then exited towards the centre of her chest. 

I applied some tension to draw the links taut, then crossed the free lengths of the chains and led them up over her chin and through gaps Maria had already eased between her nasal adornment and the other piercings of her nose. I fed the chains, one through each piercing, and then led them across the silvery cheeks to her ears. There, I passed the free end through the piercing in her left tragus whilst John did the same at her right ear. We then checked their lengths and adjusted them until they were almost humming with tension. Each chain was then fed onto the opened rings in her earlobes, then these were locked and I quickly cut off the excess links. 

My next task was to secure the connection of Geeta’s twin dragons at their heads and thus complete this ornate ring she wore in her nose. I removed the short steel bar that had been a temporary join, and replaced it with yet another self-locking ring some two inches in diameter. I fed one end through the jaws of the left dragon and the other through the right. When the ring was joined and locked, two shoulders on it rested against the outside of each beast’s mouth and ensured it could not be rotated through its double mounting. 

This was vital, for this ring served not just as ornamentation, but was also a means of controlling Geeta’s breathing. I have already mentioned that drillings in the dragon’s tails and bodies allowed for the ingress of life giving air. The drilling terminated in the wide mouths of the creatures and matched similar openings in the new ring they carried. Positioned at plus and minus thirty degrees from the top of this ring were two knurled collars. They were purposefully stiff to turn, for they opened and closed the irises that were the final link in the chain of air passages that lead to Geeta’s lungs, and there could be no accidental closure of these openings. Now, only a gentle hissing through the holes in the dragons indicated that there was any kind of life concealed within. 

How must Geeta feel, I wondered, at being so utterly controlled and tortured, unable to say, move, or do anything to prevent this from happening, and continuing to happen? I had a hard time shrugging it off with a “So what?” attitude and looked pityingly at the serene silvery countenance that hid her from the world. 

There now remained one small task to complete that day. A flat, thick and quite heavy silver plate was clipped at its top corners to the links of the chains where they emerged from Geeta’s pierced nipples. The plate was finely engraved, just like the rest of the ensemble, but it also bore a series of Chinese pictographs picked out in gold leaf. Mr Lau’s documents told me that they translated as: “Geeta, beloved of Lau Ping.” There remained now only Geeta’s last minute preparation for travel, and that would not be completed until transport arrived the next day. Mr Lau would have his newest acquisition exactly as ordered and in good time as well. 

It now appeared that as we closed the door on her departure, a new one was to open. We had Helena Rutger, but we also had the possibility of new work from Saudi Arabia. I wasn’t too worried about the faltering start of our business relationship with Ben Salim, and felt certain that if Ben Akran had his finger in this pie, he would unearth some fruit for us beneath the crust. I did not have to wait long before my faith in him was justified. 

At 4 p.m., I sat down in the lounge to enjoy a pleasant blend of Assam tea and a cream cake. I had taken but one bite from the confection when the phone rang. 

“Hello my friend!” It was Ben Akran, almost singing in joyous tones. “My Sujata has arrived with me and she is all you promised Ron. How wonderful she looks! What glorious skin! She is so tall, so lithe. She is exquisite!” “I’m happy that she pleases you Ben Akran,” I rejoined. “Perhaps we can soon look for some more of her kind?” I had no current expectation of any such a contract, but it would not hurt to plant the seed. 

“All in good time Ron, all in good time. First, I must see how she takes to my stable. Perhaps I may even breed from her and then have no need of your services.” I was certain that he was attempting humour. If he was seriously thinking such thoughts, I might lose a good customer. “Let us now talk of Salim,” he continued, “I had hoped to be at his side when he 

called you my friend, but ah, the impetuosity of youth.” “Ben Akran, I wonder just how young your friend is?” I asked. “Is he perhaps too—" he cut me off. “Ron, if he is of an age to rule his land - you call it a Sheikhdom - then surely he is of an age to be called a man, am I not right?” 

I felt in danger now of antagonising Ben Akran and decided to tread gently. Of course, in his own land his own laws applied, and I had no reason to interfere in such things. Whilst I paused to ensure I used the correct words, my caller broke the ice that threatened to form between us. 

“There is no need to worry on this account Ron, I am having only fun with you. The boy has just turned eighteen. Unfortunately his father, who is now with Allah, was not of the ways we know. He kept many women, but not as my friends and I do, they were neither plaything nor concubine. This old Sultan had many strange ideas about his women. I know not why such was so, but know only that even Salim’s own mother was never seen by another man after the boy was born, until now. On his recall to the Sheikhdom, Salim saw for himself how the old man had treated his mother. Such was her plight and that of his father’s other women, that he hurried from their sight and to my side, to seek advice. You must see for yourself what can be done for the boy, but rest assured, he will have all of my help and you need not doubt him.” 

“I had no doubts whatsoever your Highness,” I said. “I have every faith in anyone that you would recommend, and know that you would not knowingly lead me into dangerous waters. I worried only over Ben Salim himself. In his call to me, I felt that he was perhaps unsure.” “Enough of our talk on this now,” Ben Akran commanded. “The boy is young and I realise that I will need to hold his hand for some time yet. Suffice to say he knows of my Palaces and playthings. He wants to have such for himself, and he has some very interesting ideas of his own on how to go about this. I have told him that you and I will help him in his resolve.” “Of course Ben Akran. I will be only too pleased to assist in any way that 

I can.” I paused now for effect. “Ben Salim spoke of my visiting him?” It was more question than quote. “But of course Ron. You will be my guest and you must bring along your four associates. We will have first a great feast and discuss Ben Salim’s needs, and then we will all travel to my desert palace for enjoyment.” “That sounds absolutely wonderful, Ben Akran...but I...that is we, will not be able to travel before the weekend.” Then as an afterthought I added, “I ask also for some accommodation for an extra traveller in our party. Your stables will do nicely for her.” “Ho-ho! Of course, Ron. You may bring who you wish. You have a new toy of your own, yes?” I told him briefly of our newest guest and we quickly agreed upon the travel arrangements. He would fix it for one of his aircraft to collect us from our local airfield on Saturday next, and would ring me back with a departure time when the flight details were confirmed. John had replenished my cup with fresh tea by the time I said my goodbye and replaced the receiver and was obvious in his eagerness to hear the other side of the phone conversation. Maria was just as excited when I filled in the blanks for them, but I cautioned that the travel of all five of us depended on our being ready to take Helena Rutger along. She’d need to somehow be spirited out of Germany, and if we did not leave her in Saudi Arabia, smuggled back in. 1didn’t wish to use one of our own crates for this. When we received our raw material in them, we ensured that the departure point was always a dead end so as to scotch any possible investigation by the Police or Customs, should things go amiss. Helena would have to accompany us and the nearest airfield was too close to home. An alternate mode of transport was called for. 

That evening I saw no more of Helena Rutger in her leathers. By the time that I was ready for bed, the monitor showed that she was tucked up naked once more in her cell. The steel collar and chain were again her only adornments. 


9 THE END PRODUCT. 

Rain lashed across the courtyard cobbles the next morning while I stood in a mackintosh beneath an umbrella and signed for the large wooden crate being craned off the delivery truck. It stood eight feet tall under the eaves of the stable where I’d had it positioned, was some ten feet long, and over seven feet wide. Stencilled along all four sides, in six-inch high black lettering were the words “Perkins Marine Diesel.” Various other markings including weights, dimensions, and engine ratings were likewise marked in smaller script. The box was obviously too large and heavy to be moved indoors and so we would have to work on it where it stood. The eaves would shelter us from the worst of the rain for the moment and the forecast promised some brightness later in the day. John and I began by removing six large coach bolts down the centre at one end. This was in fact built into two doors and the bolts served as their locking mechanism. Once removed, the doors swung effortlessly and silently outwards. Within, secured to a cast metal cradle, was an enormous engine that matched the external description precisely. 

Armed now with smaller spanners, John and I began to remove the bolts from around the flywheel end of the engine. There were seventeen in all, and each was extracted as effortlessly as the crate’s door bolts. We needed access to the engine crankcase. But instead of having to remove the flywheel and end plate, we merely had to remove one bolt from the flywheel boss and then rotate it a half turn. This permitted the flywheel and the mounting cover to swing out, revealing a hollow space that ran the full length of what was a dummy engine block. Neatly filling this hollow was a shining steel cylinder with two handles fitted to the end that faced us, it resting on two wooden rails which we extended to serve as a ramp on which to draw the cylinder from it’s heavy sheath and out onto the cobbles. Four castors under the slightly flattened tube base enabled us to push it across the courtyard and into the workshop area where Geeta lay. 

John and I turned the cylinder over to Maria whilst we went back outside to close up the crankcase and wooden doors, using just two bolts to secure the crate against the weather. When we returned inside, the twins and their charge had already joined Maria. Again they had dressed Helena for the day, this time not in leather but a chrysalis of white. They’d spent a great deal of time wrapping her into a passable copy of an Egyptian Mummy, leaving only her eyes free of the linen cloth. Thus wrapped, she had been loaded erect onto a two-wheeled hand truck and transported to the workshop. Paula pushed the trolley into a position so that Helena overlooked Geeta’s chair and could watch as Maria checked the battery poles now clipped to Geeta’s metal-gloved hands. 

There was no way that Helena could know that a live female lay encased in the silvery statue that occupied the chair before her, but it was obvious from her piercing and darting eyes that she had a shrewd idea. Tina was busily removing the feeding tube from the mouth opening of Geeta’s face mask and no one was speaking to Helena. John helped me undo the ten clasps that secured the two halves of the steel cylinder and when it was opened, we lifted the top away and placed it on a nearby bench. Upon seeing the inside of the cylinder, Helena now began to twist and struggle within her tight shroud. There was no mistaking the body shape set into the velvet covered foam insert. Helena had recognised that it was made to contain a human form and her mind had automatically linked her mummification with this casing. “Calm down Helena!” I commanded harshly. “Itisn’t for you. This time.” She ceased her struggles and looked me straight in the eye. “This is for Geeta here.” I gestured to the chair with my right hand. “Geeta is on her way to Malaysia to be with her new Master.” I knew that Geeta could hear me, though the pinholes in the mask would only allow her to see the room’s ceiling. “Geeta has been with us a couple of weeks now, and it’s a pity you weren’t here when she arrived.” I tapped my finger on the solid form. “Perhaps, if you’d watched her transformation into this, you might better understand your present predicament.” Helena again began to struggle shaking her head as best she could within the bandages, realising fully now that the shining, female shaped, bizarrely and obviously painfully decorated statue before her contained a living, feeling woman. Paula grasped the flesh on both sides of the mummy’s waist and gripped its looseness firmly in her hands. 

“Be still bitch!” she snarled. “Or I'll rip this flab right off your body!” There was obvious pain for Helena and she had already learnt that there was no escape from the twin’s ministrations and so she rapidly calmed down. “That’s better!” Paula continued, relaxing her grip a little. “Just listen to what you’re being told and you might learn something.” I took this as my cue to continue. 

“You can stop worrying for the moment Helena. We’ve decided not to send you away, for a while at least. Instead of the unknown, you can stay here with us.” I waited for a reaction but at that moment Helena’s eyes were on Maria. There seemed a moment of recognition and then she looked back toward me. 

“How do you feel about that?” I continued. There was an attempt to speak through the bandages but the twins had made sure that would fail and I"d not expected a reply anyway. Again Helena glanced at Maria and I could visualise her mind checking through its filing system to compare a picture of our medico against long stored memories. She appeared to find no match as yet. I caught Paula’s attention and gestured for her to take their plaything back to its quarters. We had work to do. Tina followed Paula and the trolley out of sight. Meanwhile, Maria checked the condition of Geeta’s encasement and discovered that it still needed some minutes before there would be sufficient pliability for us to continue our work, and so John busied himself pulling equipment from a cupboard off to the side of Geeta’s cylinder-shaped shipping case. When Maria finally nodded the okay, she bent down and disconnected all the hoses at unions, about a foot from their terminal connections to Geeta’s body. We three took hold then carried her to the cylinder, gently laying her in the wasp-waisted, hollowed-out shape in the lower half. This was to be a trial run for her final departure the following day. John now brought over a piece of the gear that he’d readied, this being a small pump fixed to two tanks. The smaller of the tanks contained washout water and solution and the other, larger one, was a waste receptacle. It was quickly and easily fixed into a set of brackets between Geeta’s thighs, then all of her hoses were plugged into the fittings on their respective tanks. The pump was battery-operated and would clear anything from Geeta that needed it, every four hours. 

Whilst John and I worked at this, Maria checked that Geeta was positioned properly in the cylinder half, and I busied myself sterilising the phallus I’d removed. I placed it in the case, then removed the next size up and slowly fitted it into the young woman’s body. When I did, a final hissing scream echoed eerily up from the immobile face of the silvery figure laying half embedded in black velvet as she felt it slip deeply up into her body. Newer and deeper channels were being opened, and for the first time she felt the phallus rubbing inside her against the flexible butt plug. She was made very uncomfortably aware of her double plugging, but her pitiful, attempted denial was of no use, for I snapped the lock of the sealing C-ring closed with finality, then likewise closed the case containing the rest of the Kit. This I placed in its slot at the lower end of the cylinder half, so that it would travel with Geeta, to be at Mr Lau’s disposal on arrival, as agreed. 

By the time I joined John and Maria for lunch, the rain had abated and the sun was trying to break through the grey cloud cover. Maria would feed Geeta at about 4 p.m. and then we would extract her from the travelling tube and sit her back in the chair for her last night with us. In the morning we would complete her final packing away process. If the weather turned for the better, I hoped to give Geeta a final slow walk in the fresh air and complete her final enclosure outside of the packing crate that would be her outer container. In the morning she’d be fed her last meal at our hands. The waste and washout tanks would be checked. Low-drain, silent running air circulation fans would be started and checked, then we would lift her into the cylinder and connect everything up once more. The top would be closed and locked and for us, Geeta would effectively cease to exist, except as a memory. 

I checked with Maria to see if she’d noticed Helena’s earlier appraisal of her. She had and was now quite happy that eventually Helena would recall their shared school days. After lunch I went down to the village to send a telegram to a Hong Kong bank and did some shopping, exchanging pleasantries with the locals before returning to the Schloss. The message would be passed to Mr Lau immediately and inform him of Geeta’s imminent departure so that he could liase with the crate’s carriers and track the shipment from the very beginning. When Geeta finally left us, we would cease to be responsible for her. 

I’d decided to spend some time with Helena before letting the twins put her to bed for the night and when I reached the cell area I was just in time to see Tina remove the last of the bandages from Helena’s legs. She was now lying naked on a cold, steel-topped table with her arms and legs spread- eagled, tied down with thin leather straps around each wrist and ankle, these drawn out thrummingly tight to the table legs. Helena had not noticed my arrival but Paula had and sauntered over to the doorway. “What have you planned for her?” I asked. “Well, nothing, really,” she replied, “I just thought she should spend some time looking at the ceiling and worrying about what might come next.” “I’ve been thinking a bit about our girl,” I said. “It’s time we started to do more than just introduce her to bondage and mark her with a whip.” Paula crossed her arms and put her head on one side. 

“This sounds like fun!” she smiled. Tina had by now finished her unwrapping and came over to join us. 

“What’ve you got in mind?” Paula asked. 

“Well, for a start, I want you to gag her and then start removing every last vestige of hair from her head and body, save her eyelashes. I’m going to go and get the piercing gun and some other bits and pieces and I’1l join you in a minute.” Twin smiles wreathed twin faces as I spoke. “If you want, you can go and get some tea when I get back,” I offered. “I’m not saying I don’t want you here, but you don’t have to stay if you want to get away.” “If you’re sure you don’t mind, we’ll stay.” Paula added, “Won’t we Tina?” Her sister was already nodding. I smiled as I turned to exit. 

By the time I got back with the kit I needed, Maria and John had joined the party. Talk about jungle drums! Paula had pulled her up to the end of the table so that her head hung freely over and Tina had already cut away most of Helena’s hair. A wad of cloth and a leather strip were serving as a gag and Maria was soaping up a shaving brush. 

“Don’t mind if we join in, do you Ron?”” John asked, knowing my reply. “I didn’t think you’d want to miss your tea,” I replied with a grin. I put my tray of bits on the floor and leaned over to speak to Helena. 

“Okay Helena! Time to make you part of the family,” I quipped. Her muffled reply was inaudible through her gag, as it should be. “Don’t worry too much about your hair, it will all grow back, if I decide to allow it. I noticed your ears are pierced Helena, but you’re not wearing any earrings.” I reached down to the tray and retrieved a thick steel ring, bringing it up in front of her eyes before continuing. “A slave girl must of course have earrings, and preferably ones that she doesn’t like, and cannot remove by herself. So! We’ll soon have you wearing a pair or two of these, but we’ll need to open up the holes a bit first, €h?” She tried to shake her head, crying out beneath the gag. John took hold of her ears and soon stopped the shaking. “Don’t worry Helena it won’t hurt too much, and what with all the other piercings we’re going to make in your flesh, you won’t know which hurts the most or where. 

“Nipples first I think, Helena.” 1 picked up the piercing gun and loaded it with a superbly sharpened thick-shafted steel stud. 

She squirmed beneath the many hands holding her down, screaming shrilly into her gag as I deeply pierced first her left nipple and then the right. Her large breasts and deep brown areola showed off the shiny steel wonderfully. Without further comment I moved directly to her labia and placed two of the same gauged studs in either side of the outer sex lips, halfway along their length, at mid-point. I put the gun down on the tray and returned my attentions to her breasts. I slowly removed the piercing studs and replaced them with steel rings twice the thickness, then did the same with her labia. I did her earlobes again and repeated the process, doubling up on the rings. 

Her body heaved, trying to buck away from my ministrations, despite the hands holding her down. In retrospect, it might have been better to secure her properly in the workroom and give her some kind of pain relief, but my mind was filled during those moments with a need to hurt her, to savage her body; and to mark her as mine. Never before have I known such feelings during the many piercings I have completed or watched. Her struggles spurred me on as I forced the studs and the rings into her flesh. Each one I fitted her with was another step in my intended domination and enslavement of Helena Rutger. 

As I drew away, Maria jumped in with a sterilising swab and got between the girl and me. She had sensed my building passion and was intent on stopping me from going too far. As Maria leant across her chest I saw Helena’s eyes widen. She had suddenly placed Maria. There could be no going back for her from this point, and to be truthful, I was very glad that she was now committed into my permanent care. 

After dinner that night I sat and watched Helena on the monitor. The removal of her body hair was total and she was more naked now than ever in her cell, for besides the collar and chain securing her, the only other coverings she had were the cuffs that kept her wrists behind her back. This was not a punitive restraint, but one that was imposed lest she tear at the ten heavy rings she now had to bear. Whilst I sat watching, the method of her movement to Saudi came to me. I would need to make another call to Ben Akran, but I was certain he would gladly lend his assistance to my plan. 

For the first night in a long while I did not sleep well, awakening in the early hours trying to push away a non-existent coffin lid that was descending towards me. With Geeta, perhaps we had gone too far. Could this have affected my treatment of Helena also? Next momning was once more bright and sunny and I rapidly shrugged of the night’s qualms and went down to breakfast with a spring in my step. I checked my watch and made my call to Ben Akran and was happy to find that he was only too willing to agree to my request. He did it without a second thought and at the same time confirmed that the aircraft would touch down at 11:00 Saturday, and would have a ‘wheels up’ time of 13:00. 

At 9:00 John went to the workroom and reconnected the battery trolley to Geeta’s fingers. At 9:30 the twins rolled the open container out to the courtyard and stood it in readiness to receive its passenger. Maria did a final check of the travelling packs, and then John and I helped Geeta to her feet for a final time. The journey into the bright sunlight of the courtyard went very slowly, as Geeta struggled to carry the weight she bore upon her foreshortened feet. She stopped for a moment some distance from the open container. John took this opportunity to remove the battery leads and push the trolley back into the building. Geeta turned her head oh so slowly to survey the hollow engine block and its crate. She looked across at Tina who was leaning on the open door of the container’s bed. I could not even hazard a guess at her thoughts as she stood there for that long moment. We could delay no longer, already, with the absence of the electrical charge, the strange covering was working its magic. John and I swept her from her feet and laid her into the container. Maria quickly connected her to the en route life support system, and so she was ready to go save for the actual closing up of the cylinder. We all took one last look down at the black surrounded, silvery female form and the serene mask that hid the straining, weeping, imprisoned face of the young woman underneath it. I felt a little happier when it dawned on me that even allowing for the external size increases to her measurements that were down to the bizarre additions to her frame, she had gained some weight already as a result of her diet. John and Maria flipped thick, wide and very sturdy leather straps mounted to the interior of the cylinder over her limbs, hips, waist, chest and neck, tightening them strongly against the rigid body glove, then swung over the top. When it came close to closing, a last high pitched hissing issued from beneath the silvery countenance, as Geeta screamed her final denial and begging pleas to us not to do this thing; but it was of no use, of course. The inner moulding of black, velvet covered foam rubber in the upper half of the cylinder settled into place and pressed her gently into the lower part of the body form. The top had closed as far is it would go on its own, but there still remained a two inch wide gap along its opened edge. It took three of us pressing down along the top to force the two edges together, and when this happened, I moved along, flipping closed and locking the latches securely. Inside the case, Geeta had been embedded between the two layers of foam rubber and was now enclosed in utter blackness. There were multiple air channels to the area over her nose and mouth, but they were designed so that no light ever penetrated to her staring eyes behind the silver mask. 

She was gone. 

“Well,” sighed John, “I guess that’s that.” 

He and I and the twins manoeuvred the heavy cylinder onto the spars then guided it into the engine block. Ten minutes later, both it and the packing case had been closed up tight. We’d just finished putting away the tools when the lorry showed up and it was quickly loaded onto the transport, then Geeta left us en route to Mr Lau and God alone knew what further torments. 

I did not visit Helena that day, leaving her to the twins and Maria, but I did make a point of discussing my movement plan for Helena with John to get him out of his funk over Geeta, and asked him to enlighten the others. I also needed him to make a small device and drew him an outline of what was required. I then spent the rest of the day going over the many records of our business, recalling the various slaves who’d passed through our doors. I was sure that the two Sheikhs would have their own ideas on how Ben Salim’s female court would be restructured, but it would do no harm for me to brush up on what we’d accomplihed in the past. 

My sleep that night was undisturbed, and if anything Thursday was brighter and warmer than Wednesday had been. After breakfast I took receipt of a carton and envelope from a courier and spent the rest of the moming packing my personal kit. Once lunch had been eaten, I went down to talk to Helena leaving John, Maria, and the twins the afternoon free to do their own packing. Helena was still naked in the cell and although she still, and always now, wore the steel collar, she was not attached to the wall, although the chain dangled, waiting, from its ring. Though still red, her piercings seemed to be healing well and did not appear to be bothering her too much. “Good afternoon Helena,” I began. She was not gagged, but declined to answer. She looked at me and then at the floor, much subdued. “Right. I’lI start Helena, and you just listen. You’ll certainly learn much more if you do.” Again, she remained silent and stared straight at the floor. “Do you want to talk about Maria?” I asked. Still no reaction. “Fine then. I know you’ve recognised her, but that doesn’t really matter now. You also know that I'm aware of your past. What I would like to know is if our treatment of you here has revived any of your schoolgirl passions?” She looked up at me now and seemed almost ready to talk. “You could make life a great deal easier for yourself if you let us know how you feel.” Apparently that did the trick. 

“What I and many other of my school friends did bears no relation to what you’re doing to me here.” I was going to break in, but let it ride. Helena continued. “We might have tied each other up, but it was playful.” “I know,” I said, “and you made love during and after. But you know how that submissive play enhanced your lovemaking. You must also know that the line between pain and pleasure is a thin one. Your submission was another’s domination. Not only did you want to give yourself; you needed to be taken. Am I right?” She closed her eyes and again lowered her head. “I have never felt pain like I have felt it here. I don’t know what I feel. IfI admit to what I think I feel, then what?” I don’t know if she wanted an answer there and then or not. 

“Let’s change tack a little,” I said. “What about the sexual part of all this? Does any of this make you horny? Do you still need a woman when you’re horny or does a man satisfy you?” She didn’t need to think about this. 

“Yes. It makes me horny sometimes. It did then, and it does now, but that was with another woman. I can make love to a man, and have, and I enjoy it, but I don’t associate it with the other, the tying up thing.” I wanted to interject but she continued. “The schoolgirl play was then. Sex with a man is now. I don’t crave bondage and a woman’s love anymore.” I stayed silent for a moment, now deciding it would be best for her to get out what she wanted before I spoke again. She seemed though to have finished. “Okay. Well here’s something to think on,” I said. “Tomorrow we’re all flying out to Saudi Arabia and you’re coming along with us, one way or another.” She looked up again now. “This customer of ours is an Arab Sheikh and we’ll be staying there a while I think. What you see will open your eyes.” She made no attempt to interrupt me as I went on. “Now, I intend to keep and mould you. You will give up everything, obviously, but as it is, you can never go back to your previous existence anyway. During this visit to Saudi you will come face to face with the only possible alternatives to staying with me. I will, for my part, ask the twins to go easy with the whip, but for the moment, that particular collar and the chain stay on you. Other additions to your wardrobe will follow in due course.” 

“No! No, no, no!!! Ican’t do this!” she yelled, very nearly breaking down. “It’s not.... H-h-h-ow can I-I-1....” The dam finally broke and she burst into great sobbing tears. The inner me wanted to enter the cell and comfort her, but the outer man turned on his heel and left her to struggle with her own mind and the portent of her uncertain future. 

Saturday at 8 a.m. all of us entered Helena’s cell. Over my arm I carried the black, all-concealing robes of a woman of strict Muslim upbringing while John followed carrying a wide, sturdy belt upon which he had mounted the small device I'd asked him to make. Paula brought along a ball gag, two pairs of sturdy leather cuffs, and a pair of open-toed sandals. 

“Good Morning Helena!”" I jovially greeted her. “Time to get you ready for your journey!” 

She backed into a corner of the cell, bent almost double by the short collar chain, then despite her frantic and despairing struggling, it took us only a few moments to fasten her wrists into the cuffs behind her back. John lifted the leather belt and showed her the metal box attached to it, then from his pocket took a radio remote control unit, and pushed up the single red lever onit’s face. Helena saw the short needle that stabbed almost an inch through a pre-cut hole in the belt. John pushed the lever down and the needle withdrew back into the metal box. 

“That, Helena,” I said, “is what is going to get you to behave yourself for us in public.” She looked to the belt and then to me. “When you get to the airport in a couple of hour’s time, you’ll be wearing these.” I held up the black robes. Paula was already fitting her with the ball gag. She didn’t struggle, seeming to accept that the gag was a must now. “John will walk behind, and if you make any move to attract attention or try to run away, he will use the remote to inject you with a lethal, quick-acting poison. I will pretend to be a doctor and insist on rushing you to hospital in my car. You will very quickly be dead, and never get to acquire a tan in the Saudi sunshine.” She might have been a manikin. There was no reaction at all to my words. John fastened the belt around her waist and positioned it so that the box was to the front. Paula secured her wrists to the belt, then wrapped and locked the short hobbled cuffs around her ankles. Now she would even walk with the scuttling, restricted gait that many Arabian women exhibited, and perhaps due to a like restriction. Tina left the chain leash to swing freely down Helena’s back from the steely, snug encirclement around her throat, keeping her constantly reminded of her subservience and controllability, then Maria helped me dress her in the voluminous and all-concealing robes. After pulling down the full head-encompassing veil and pinning it securely, she was left with only the thickly screened little window for her eyes. We slipped her feet into the sandals and our captive was ready. 

Our journey to the airport was uneventful and apart from a slight hesitation at one point between the departure lounge and the jet-way leading to the aircraft door, we got her aboard without incident. As a woman bearing a supposedly diplomatic passport, she by-passed the Security magnetometer and therefore her collar and other metal accoutrements went undetected. The full purdah of her robes meant, of course, that she was totally unrecognisable and completely self-contained, or so it would appear. I acted as her escorting male grasping her upper arm with one hand and handing her photoless passport to the Immigration official. This I did with not a little trepidation, but he just nodded her through, as I was hopeful he would. Officialdom worried only about incoming travellers, not those leaving. The fear of John’s belt device ensured Helena’s compliance and she would never know that the needle was fitted not to a hypo, but only to a small motor. The most lethal liquid it had seen was thin oil to ensure it’s smooth travel through the hole in the leather of the belt. Two hours later, as the aircraft banked to starboard over the Mediterranean, I spotted a freighter heading towards the Suez Canal and couldn’t help but wonder if Mr Lau’s Geeta was a part of it’s cargo. Would I come across her again if I undertook any more work for him? For the moment I had Helena, and the prospect of helping Ben Salim spend his oil revenue. 

Our next adventure was just over the horizon and my new slave could begin her life-long servitude by savouring the terrifying delights that Arab minds had to offer such as she. 

 

The End
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Set within the confines of a German schloss, a five-member team of slavers abducts specially selected victims and prepares them for a life of ownership by wealthy clients whose preferences are unbridied by financial or moral considerations. Follow the story of two beautiful Asian sisters who befall this unfortunate fate 

Having spurned the advances of Mr Lat; Geeta undergoes a series of rigorous piercings and body modifications in"order to become the permanently captive plaything of hernrejected suitor. 

Meanwhile, her sister Sujata is trained of her future life as the newest edition to Sheik Akran’s stable of exquisitely equine females. 
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