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Chapter 1

 
Charlotte pulled her scarlet Triumph Thunderbird over to the side of the road and let it idle for a few moments between her leather-clad thighs.  

She raised her goggles and considered her first view of the small town of Gadhausen in the country of Salzstein, that lay in the heart of Europe, sharing boarders with Austria and Germany.  She had never visited Salzstein before, but then not many people had, as it was generally overshadowed by its much larger neighbours.  World War Two had changed that, of course, and Salzstein had suffered because of that proximity. However, ten years after the end of that terrible conflict, this part of the country at least looked tranquil enough.  
Gadhausen was situated on the river Einsrau, that wound its way through the middle of Salzstein and eventually feed into the mighty Danube. The town straddled the river, meandering along both banks, with a few spurs climbing up into shallower side valleys, its two halves joined by a venerable five-arched stone bridge.  
Charlotte drove onto the bridge and paused again on its crown while she popped open the case of her Zeiss 35 mm compact camera.  She snapped some pictures of the river and the town, with its jumble of mostly stone and timber houses, many painted in bright colours, with sharp-pitched roofs and heavy eaves.
The steep slopes of the valley rose above the river, thickly covered in dark pine forest, with a few incursions of pasture land and vineyards, to its ragged crest.  Just below this ridgeline rose the grey battlements, turrets and spires of two ancient castles.  On the Western bank was Grymwald, its windows sparkling with glazing and still evidently inhabited, while on the Eastern were the hollow sockets and crumbling remains of Kriegsberg. Both edifices seemed to brood over the town and the stretch of river they had once dominated. 
Consulting her map, Charlotte continued over the bridge and turned onto the riverside road, passing a church, a large garage and car showroom, an imposing civic building and a police station. Then she turned up into a smaller road on which was situated Zum Wilden Hirche - The Wild Deer.  It was a gasthaus, which was a kind of small hotel and tavern combined.  It was a three storey, half-timbered building with a red pantile roof and ornate fretworked eves and shutters, giving it an appealing if slightly gingerbread-house look. 
Charlotte parked on the hardstanding at the side of the gasthaus, beside an English car, distinct from the few continental-make cars she had seen on the roads that day. It was a new model Morris Oxford Traveller Series II, painted in Empire Green, with its characteristic three-door wagon body and wood trim.  As she unstrapped her baggage from her carry rack and panniers, Charlotte wondered if there was a fellow traveller from home already staying here. 

Standing behind the desk in the reception hall was a pale, fortyish, slender man, with thin, receding, buttery hair combed over, wire-rimmed specs and narrow pale blue critical eyes. The only colour about him was a button badge on his lapel showing a yellow sun rising on a blue ground over the red letters NTP.  

He eyed Charlotte’s biking leathers doubtfully, as though disapproving of seeing a woman in such a costume, and the powerful build beneath that they could not conceal. He asked suspiciously: ‘And how may I help you?’
‘I’m Charlotte Purcell,’ Charlotte said in her passable German.  ‘I made a telegraph reservation…’ 
He checked his appointment book. ‘Ah, yes, so you did, Fraulein Purcell,’ he acknowledged grudgingly.  He gave her a mechanical smile. ‘I am Max Schelling.  Welcome to the Wild Deer.  May I see your passport…’
She handed it over and he noted the details in his register. 
‘May I ask the reason for your visit to our country?’
‘I’m writing an article for a London newspaper about your upcoming independence celebrations and what political direction Salzstein might take afterwards.’
He frowned.  ‘I would have thought you would have done that best in Esberg?’  
Esberg was the capital of Salzstein.  
‘I’ve already been there. But I wanted to get out in the provinces to gather a broader range of attitudes and see something of the countryside at the same time,’ Charlotte explained.   
‘I see.  Well, I hope you enjoy your stay with us…’ 
She had known warmer welcomes. 
He showed her up to her room, which was small but clean and comfortable enough.  Its window gave a view out over the rooftops to the river.  There was access to a shared bathroom at the end of the hall, and she made use of it to freshen up.  
When she was done, she considered her face in the basin mirror.  She had bronzed skin, short dark blonde hair, a heart-shaped face, a slim and slightly beaked but not overlarge nose, deep keen blue eyes, a determined set of her chin, and a jawline emphasised by her strong neck.  Did she need some makeup to look more feminine?  No, they would have to take her as she was.
However, as a concession to convention, she changed out of her biking leathers, cap and boots and put on sandals and denims and a light jacket over her shirt.  Then she went down to the equivalent of the lounge bar.  
There was a middle-aged couple in one corner, a couple of businessmen, a commercial traveller type and a woman whom she suspected, from her dress of plaid skirt and jacket, to be English.  Has she come in the Morris outside?  She had her head bent over a notebook in which she was writing industriously, and there was a coffee pot and cup and a plate of pastries before her.  
Charlotte surreptitiously assessed her. 
She had long dark hair tied up in a practical bun, a square face, creamy skin, a high forehead, intelligent dark brown eyes, level brows, and a straight neat nose.  Although it was currently in repose, her mouth suggested that it might display amusement well.  It went with her good cheekbones and firm jaw.  She looked to be close to her own age and was apparently alone. Interesting, Charlotte thought. 
Fortunately, being abroad, social conventions were not so strict.  Charlotte got herself a cup of coffee from the bar and then went over to her table 
‘Excuse me, but you are English, aren’t you?  May I join you?’ 
The woman glanced up and gave her a quick appraising look.  Then she smiled. 
‘Of course.’  She stood and offered a hand.  ‘I’m Audrey Meredith.’  
Charlotte took it.  Her grip was cool and firm.  ‘Charlotte Purcell.’  
They both sat down.
Audrey was frowning in thought.  ‘You’re not C. E. Purcell, are you? Author of The Apeninne Way, Along the Barbary Coast and A Walk in the Pyrenees?’ 
‘That’s me,’ Charlotte admitted with a wry smile. ‘The publishers like to use only my initials on the cover in case the fact that I’m a woman might put potential buyers off.  They restrict that revelation to the inside flap of the dustjacket.  Some of my readers still haven’t twigged.’
‘Well I really enjoyed them. We’re in related lines of work, you might say.  I work for Tympson’s Travels. Now middle Europe is opening up at last, I’m researching potential new tour routes for all-inclusive holidays.’
‘Oh dear,’ Charlotte said with mock dismay.  ‘Are you going to fill the country up with English tourists? I like places unspoiled by coachfuls of trippers.’  
‘That’s your fault for writing all those books that make foreign parts seem so appealing,’ Audrey countered.  ‘Are you writing another one about Salzstein?’
‘Not this time. I’ve got a commission from the London Chronicle to write a feature on Salzstein and how it will manage as a sovereign nation again.’
‘Peacefully, I hope.  We can’t have another war.’
‘No,’ Charlotte agreed soberly. 
They both became conscious at much the same moment that they were being observed.  They turned about to see Max Schelling frowning at them from hallway.  
‘I believe mine host does not approve of us,’ Charlotte observed as he vanished again.  
‘I don’t think they’re used to seeing independent women in Salzstein, especially outside the bigger towns,’ Audrey said.  ‘I got here yesterday with a slow puncture and Schelling did not like to see me changing the tyre myself.  Women haven’t even got the vote here yet.’
‘Perhaps that will change after independence,’ Charlotte suggested.  ‘Until then, at least the scenery is lovely…’ 
The pretty blond, rosy-cheeked, and busty barmaid brought over a drink to the traveller at the table near them. As she bent over in her low-cut blouse, the depth of her cleavage showed appealing, catching Charlotte’s eye. Then she realized that Audrey was looking in the same direction.  
A thrill coursed through Charlotte.  Did they have similar tastes? 
‘Of course, traveling alone abroad isn’t always easy for a woman, but I like to walk my own path,’ Charlotte said carefully.
‘I don’t need a man to drive me around,’ Audrey agreed. 
‘Ploughing your own furrow, as it were,’ Charlotte suggested. 
Audrey’s lips twitched at the corners. ‘Quite.  In fact, I find being alone abroad can be very… liberating.’
‘Do you find the language barrier a problem?’
‘My French and German are quite good, and I can get by in Spanish and Italian,’ Audrey replied.
‘Parler vous Polari?’ Charlotte asked casually. 
Polari was the secret language of homosexuals that had grown out of the need to hide their true natures.
There was only the briefest hesitation. ‘Quite fluently,’ Audrey said.  
Both of them smiled in understanding.

* * *

It was quite natural that two English women, having met by chance and being alone in a foreign country and finding they had common interests, should share a table for dinner that evening.  

As they ate and talked, they shared trivial confidences at first, such as the fact that they both thought smoking was a filthy habit and that spirits were best avoided.  Then it became more personal. Charlotte was thirty-three and Audrey thirty-one; Audrey came from Oxford and Charlotte from Epsom; that both had lost their fathers in the war and both their mothers had remarried, but they did not get on with stepfathers, and that they had each left home as soon as possible to make their own way in the world.  But it hadn’t always been easy, and they sometimes felt they did not fit in.
And afterwards, going upstairs, it was also quite natural that Charlotte should stroke Audrey’s bottom and whisper in her ear, ‘I’ll come to your room at One.  Be hot and ready…’ 









Chapter 2

 
That night, Ilse Lubeck stood naked before her mistress, trembling both in fear and eager anticipation.  

Ilse was twenty, with a slender, almost gamine build.  She had pale skin and long blonde hair, framing a bright, slightly cherubic face. Her eyes were pale blue and set under fine blonde brows.  She had rounded cheeks, rosebud lips, a dimpled chin and a delicate nose.  Her small, high, pale round breasts were tipped by brown nipples that look large on them.  She had a slight waist with a round pop-up navel, slender hips, a small round bottom and slim legs.  A small, trimmed, fluffy spray of golden curls crowned the deep cleft between her naked labia lips.  
What were not natural attributes of her body were the heavy leather collar buckled about her neck and the soft yellow rubber tail that curled up from small of her back.  
Although it apparently sprouted from a spot just above the apex of the cleavage of her buttocks, the tail was held in place by a stainless-steel spring, shaped a little like an oversized hairgrip.  One tip connected with the pad on the base of the tail, while its stalk curved down between her bottom cheeks. The bend in the middle of the spring turned it into her anus so that the other stalk was buried in her rectum, with a rubber bead on its tip.  The spring has been tensioned to pinch its stalks tight together, so that it gripped her flesh firmly and held the tail in place.  
The tail wagged when she moved.  Not that she could move much at that moment. 
Ilse was spread out like a starfish at foot of a great four poster bed, with heavily carved dark oak posts, foot and headboards, supporting an embroidered canopy over it.  She stood on wooden brackets that had been extended out of the front of the bed base like small drawers, leaving a recess behind them for her toes to slip into, so that her knees were level with the top of the footboard.  Chains and straps about her wrists and the backs of her knees and ankles held her in place.  
Her mistress, dressed in a green silk nightgown, was kneeling on the end of the bed in front of her fondling and kissing and pinching her body and making Ilse’s head swim.  Beside her on the bed was a gag strap and a spanking paddle.  
‘You have been a naughty Puppy,’ her mistress said huskily as she kissed Ilse’s ear. 
‘Yes… yes, Mistress, I have,’ Ilse admitted breathlessly.
‘You know I’ve got to punish you.’ 
‘Yes, Mistress.  I deserve it,’ Ilse agreed.  
‘Until you cry and beg to make it up to me?’
Ilse shuddered.  ‘Yes, Mistress.’
‘But we don’t want you to make too much noise, do we?’
‘No, Mistress…’
Her mistress picked up the rubber gag strap and bound it about Ilse’s head, sliding its bit between her teeth.  She could bite on it and even speak about it, but it would help muffle her screams. 

Her mistress slipped off her gown, and Ilse’s stomach seemed to scoop out at the sight of her.

Her mistress some years older than Ilse, but she was still very beautiful.  She had a lean build, slightly olive skin and straight, side-parted, glossy brown bobbed hair. This framed an oval head; a straight, narrow, aristocratic nose; deep intelligent clear grey eyes; plucked narrow brows; a neat small mouth and a small firm chin. She had high-set, rounded breasts tipped with small brown pert nipples, a trim waist, good hips, a deep-cleft, a smooth-shaven Mound of Venus, full fleshy buttocks, and long shapely legs.   
She got off the bed and picked up the spanking paddle.  It had a thick, ribbed handle, tapering only halfway down its shaft to a whippy stalk and flat rubber blade. 
She walked around behind Ilse, stroking and patting her bare trembling body. She drew the paddle blade across her soft bottom cheeks.  Then she swung her arm back and swiped.
Smack! Crack! Thwack!
The blows made Ilse’s bottom flesh ripple and her tail wag and bob wildly.  She screamed about her gag even as her buttocks clenched and her hips jerked forward by reflex, trying to escape the pain.  But footboard pressed against her shins and braced her lower body.  Tears filled her eyes. There was no escape.   Not that she actually wanted to escape. This was what she truly, deeply wanted… 
After a dozen blows, her mistress paused to admire the pink blush on her bottom cheeks and the fresh heat radiating from them.  She stopped and kissed them tenderly.  Then she climbed back on to the bed and stood in front of Ilse.  She lifted her chin and looked into her tear-wet eyes.  She stroked Ilse’s breasts and hard nipples with the paddle blade.
‘These pretty things need to be punished as well,’ she said.
Ilse nodded.
The blade swished through the air and smacked into her soft mounds, flattening her pliant flesh. And Ilse jerked and twisted in her bonds and screamed about her gag and drooled happily, the saliva dripping off her chin and falling onto her blazing pink domes of flesh, then spattering under the paddle blows. 
After another dozen carefully places smacks, her mistress paused to examine her simmering mounds, now as pink as her bottom.  Yet despite the pain she had suffered, her nipples were erect as if begging for more.  Her mistress’s own nipples were now equally hard, she noticed.
‘Please… Mistress…’ Ilse gasped through her stretched lips ‘…let me show you how sorry I am… please… put it up me…’
Her mistress kissed her forehead.  ‘Well, since my Puppy begs so nicely…’ 
She reversed her grip on the spanking paddle and slid its handle up into Ilse’s cleft. She groaned as it filled her, stretching her tight sheath.  When she was fully plugged, still half of the handle remained outside of her, while the rest of the shaft and blade jutted out of her and pressed against the top of the bed. 
Her Mistress straddled the paddle shaft and knelt down over it, so that its ribs pressed into her own cleft, parting her soft naked sex lips.  She hugged Ilse to her so that their breasts mashed together and kissed her gagged lips. And she began to rock back and forth and grind her body against her with growing passion, their juices streaming out about the blade handle as it rasped between them, until with shudders and sobs, they both climaxed. 
This was so wrong and yet so right, Ilse thought deliriously.  At moments like this she could almost forget how deceitful she was being to her wonderful mistress.  If the truth came out, would she ever be forgiven?









Chapter 3

 
Audrey waited nervously in her room, staring at her travel clock on the bedside table as the hand seemed to creep towards One.  Other sounds in the gasthaus had faded away some time ago as the rest of the guests had gone to sleep.  Now there was just her and perhaps (she desperately hoped) one other.

She was going to go to bed with a woman she had only known a few hours!  Wasn’t that foolish and even dangerous? And yet it didn’t feel that way.  In that short space of time they had made a deep connection.  They were both intelligent, independent women who felt an attraction for their own sex and had the courage to admit it.  It didn’t matter what society might think. This felt right!  Her stomach fluttered again as if she had swallowed a bucket of butterflies.  All right: it actually felt terrifying, but in a good way… 
There came a soft knock on the door.
Audrey sprang over to it	and opened it silently.  Charlotte, clad in a sensible blue towelling robe, slipped inside.
As soon as the door was closed again, Charlotte took her in her arms and kissed her passionately.  With a thrill, Audrey responded.  The kiss went on for a long time.  Charlotte tasted fresh and Audrey was acutely aware of the scent of her body and the hardness of her nipples pressing into her own breasts and the power of her arms. 

Oh gosh, she was strong!

At last their lips separated, and they looked into each-others happily flushed faces.  This was going to be wonderful, Audrey thought.

‘Take that off,’ Charlotte said, fingering the collar of Audrey’s robe.  
Nervously, Audrey pulled off her bathrobe and stood before her lover-to-be stark naked.
She had what some called a horse-riders physique, with good wide shoulders, broad hips and strong legs.  Those shoulders carried her full rounded breasts well, with their dark pink stand up nipples. Their weight emphasised her tight waist with its well-defined navel, and her deep-cleft pale fleshy buttocks. A thick dark bush of pubic hair crowned the apex of her thighs.  
‘Very nice,’ Charlotte said, looking her up and down with approval and giving Audrey a thrill of delight. Then she slipped off her own robe.  
Audrey had realized Charlotte was thickset, but not what a remarkable physique she had. There was no spare flesh on her.  She had wide, strong shoulders, muscular but shapely arms, a trim waist and a deep chest.  From this rose jutting, almost conical, breasts, as though they had been squeezed outwards by the muscles beneath them, which were capped with brown nipples.  She had very well-developed thighs and calves and strongly rounded but shapely buttocks.  Her pubic mound had been shaven smooth and naked, exposing the deep cleft of her vulva.  
And yet it was somehow all perfectly sleek and feminine.  The similarity of a name caused the popular image of a male body-builder to spring to Audrey’s mind. Charlotte was a female Charles Atlas!
‘Oh… you look… amazing!’ she sighed.
Charlotte took hold of a length of Audrey’s hair and twisted it about her fist, gently but firmly pulling her closer and tilting her head back.  Her other hand slid between Audrey’s thighs and her fingers probed her cleft, making Audrey gasp.
‘In the bedroom I like to be the one on top,’ she said.  ‘Will you be my good little woman for tonight?’
Audrey felt herself going weak at the knees.  She was so masterful! ‘Y… Yes… Charlotte.’  
Charlotte let go of her hair and gave her a push. ‘Then let’s see you on your back on the bed with your legs wide!’
Audrey scrambled to obey, lying back on her bed, pulling her knees up and then parting her thighs wide in invitation. She felt a hot surge of intimate juices flowing out of her engorging cleft into her pubic hair, even as her nipples stood up like thimbles and throbbed fit to burst.
Charlotte knelt on the bed and lowered herself down on top of her.  She caught hold of Audrey’s wrists and held her down firmly while she kissed her again with fierce, insistent passion.  Their hot breasts mashed together while their wet pussy mounds rubbed.  Charlotte began to grind Audrey under her powerful body.  It was bit like being under a man, but so much better! 
Charlotte’s kisses became frantic.  The bed frame creaked with the power of her thrusts. Hot lust filled their loins. Their rising clitoral buds touched and ignited…
Orgasmic fireworks burst in Audrey’s brain and she basked in their light as they seared though her body.
Temporarily drained, they clung together; sweaty and soiled but very content, recovering their strength. That had been so intense, Audrey thought.  She had never responded to another woman like that.  Perhaps this was the start of something wonderful. 

* * *

The grey light of dawn was hardly showing about the window curtains when the door of their room burst open.

Charlotte jerked her head up off Audrey’s warm breasts on which it had been pillowed, only to be dazzled by a brilliant white flash of light. 
‘Grab them!’ a man shouted.

Boots thudded on the floor and suddenly men in police uniforms were dragging them out of bed still dazed and confused and unable to cover themselves.  There was another brilliant flash of light.  
Max Schelling lowered his camera and smiled. ‘I knew what you were from the start, you filthy, perverted creatures!’ he said triumphantly.









Chapter 4

 
It was not just the waxing pre-dawn light that roused Ilse, but the faint babble of voices and the intermittent banging of doors.  In the still morning air sounds travelled a long way in the valley of the Einsrau, and these had entered through the French Windows of the bedroom’s outer balcony, which had been left ajar.  

Ilse frowned in annoyance, not wanting to be woken early when she had been so comfortable.  She still felt a tingle in her breasts and bottom from her beating of the night before, but it was a happy tingle and she had been sleeping deeply in her mistress’s arms, with her collar chained to her bedhead.  It reminded her that she belonged…
Her mistress stirred.  The unaccustomed noise had woken her as well.  
‘What is the time?’ she wondered sleepily, looking at her bedside clock.  ‘Too early!  Who is making all that noise down there?  Take a look, Ilse…’
Ilse slipped out of the bed and shuffled across the floor on her hands and knees.  Her tail was still plugged in and it wagged over her pale bottom as her hips rolled and her breasts jiggled under her.  A length of chain rattled along the floor after her.  She had an extension leash on which allowed her to fetch things about the room for her mistress while still being secured.   
Ilse pushed open the window and shuffled out onto the balcony, shivering in the cool morning air.  The valley was laid out before her, still filled with wisps of grey mist and shadows, with the town seemingly at her feet.  She peered through its railings.
‘There are a lot of lights on, Mistress,’ she reported.  ‘Some people seem to be shouting.  I think others have been woken up by them and are complaining.’
‘Use the binoculars,’ her mistress commanded. 
There was a pair hung up by the window.  Her mistress always said she liked to keep an eagle-eye on goings on in Gadhausen.  Feeling privileged to handle them, Ilse took them up and focussed on the streets below.
‘There are people leaving The Wild Deer… I see some policemen… and a couple with blankets over them… they may be women… they’re being taken to the police station… and there are a few other men going about quickly knocking on doors… there are more lights going on…’
Her mistress pulled on her chain, dragging her back into the room and over to the bed once more.  She pulled out the plug that held Ilse’s rubber tail in place, and then unbuckled her collar.
‘Be a Good Puppy and get dressed and go down there and find out exactly what’s happening,’ she instructed her.









Chapter 5

 
In the police station, Audrey and Charlotte; naked, handcuffed and gagged, stood before the desk of Lieutenant Wittenberg, chief officer for the Gadhausen and District area.  The women were swaying and shivering in acute embarrassment, fear and confusion, but they were being held firmly in their place by an unterwachtmeister (a constable), and a rottmeister (a corporal) whose hands were wandering over their bare bottoms.  Schelling, with his camera in one hand and a bundle in the other, was standing to one side, smiling in a supercilious manner as he revelled in Audrey and Charlotte’s discomfiture.

Wittenberg, a slender man perhaps in his mid-thirties with cropped dark hair, was looking somewhat dishevelled as if he had recently been roused from his bed. He was being briefed by wachtmeister Gerhard, the equivalent of a sergeant, who had been the senior arresting officer.  Gerhard was a stout, grizzled, greying, middle-aged veteran, with a seen-it-all-before manner.  
‘Alerted by Mr Schelling that two of his foreign female guests were behaving in a manner contrary to the law, I attended the scene with Corporal Blumner and Constable Kemp,’ Gerhard explained.  ‘Entering the room indicated we found the two women naked together in the same bed and arrested them.  They gave every sign of having participated in sexual congress.  Mr Schelling had his camera and took photographs as evidence of the scene of the crime.’
Schelling held up his camera again.  ‘You will see them as soon as I get them developed, Lieutenant.’  
Wittenberg sighed. ‘Couldn’t this have waited until later in the day, Sergeant?’ he wondered wearily.
‘A serious matter, Sir. What with them being foreign women.  Mr Schelling wants them to be charged with disgracing the morals of his respectable establishment and being a threat to the stability of society.’
Wittenberg looked doubtful. ‘You could have let them dress before you brought them here.’

‘Their state of undress was part of the evidence against them, Sir. That is how we found them together. Besides, I wanted to get them out of the Wild Deer as soon as possible to prevent further disturbance to the other guests.’
‘And are the gags really necessary?’
‘They were making a lot of noise, Sir, by which I mean protestations against their arrest, as we brought them here and it seemed judicious to silence them to prevent further breach of the peace.  And I thought they might bite.’ 

‘Well, let’s see what they have to say for themselves now…’

The policemen loosened the women’s gags, which were rubber bars strung on leather straps, and let them hang about their necks. 
‘This is an outrageous way to treat us!’ Audrey said, struggling to keep her voice steady and letting righteous indignation override her fear and acute embarrassment at her exposure. ‘I thought this was a civilised country. Whatever you think we’ve done you can give us our clothes back right now.’
‘And whatever he says, we weren’t doing anybody any harm,’ Charlotte added, glaring at Schelling.
Schelling responded fiercely. ‘You were engaged in an unnatural act contrary to our laws and thereby insulting the good name of my establishment.’  He tapped his camera. ‘I have the proof here… and here!’ He held up the bundle he had been carrying and let it unfold. It was a sheet from their bed.  It was stained with their intimate juices. 
‘Do you deny this?’ Wittenberg asked.
Audrey and Charlotte exchange troubled glances.  What could they say? Then Audrey took a deep breath. ‘No, we don’t deny it.’
Schelling and Gerhard looked triumphant. 
Wittenberg said, ‘As you have admitted your guilt, there is no need for this case to go to court. To avoid any further unpleasantness, you’ll both be deported immediately.’
Audrey and Charlotte looked at each other in dismay.
Gerhard was not happy either. ‘They should be punished properly, Sir.’
‘I demand that they are subjected to verbesserung!’ Schelling said.
That meant “correction”.
‘I think we can be lenient in this case,’ Wittenberg said. ‘Soon Salzstein will be a sovereign nation again. Let us call it a gesture of friendship to another that was once our enemy.’
‘Immorality is immorality,’ Schelling persisted.  ‘It must be seen to be punished. We cannot let our women followed their example. I will take this matter to the Burghermaster himself…’
Just then there was a commotion outside the front doors of the police station. They were flung dramatically open and a man strode in at the head of a gang of half a dozen others. Some appeared unshaven and looked as if they might have dressed in a hurry, but they were all wearing NTP badges like Schelling’s.
‘What are you doing here, Mr Hermann?’ Wittenberg demanded, looking none too pleased at this sudden intrusion.
Hermann’s gaze had fixed on Audrey and Charlotte with both fascination and distaste. His gaze was very penetrating.  He was of a sturdy build with thick wavy dark blonde hair, bright blue eyes, a wide almost sensuous mouth and flashing white teeth. He held his head with his chin thrust out aggressively and radiated with some burning inner purpose.
‘I’m here as a concerned citizen to see that justice is done to these women,’ he replied haughtily, strutting around Audrey and Charlotte looking them up and down intently.  
Even as they quailed under his gaze, Audrey thought: how did he find out about us so quickly?
‘They are being dealt with properly,’ Wittenberg assured him.  
‘The Lieutenant wishes to deport them without taking any further action,’ Schelling interposed quickly.
‘How can that be justified?’ Hermann demanded. ‘This kind of immoral behaviour by foreigners will corrupt our country. They must abide by our rules. They need to be taken out to the posts and then put to the shaft as we would any of our women who needed to be chastised.’
Charlotte and Audrey looked at each other in despair. That did not sound good.
‘I think you know my feelings about such barbaric punishments, Hermann,’ Wittenberg said, struggling to maintain his composure. ‘Now take your men with you and leave now!’
But even as he spoke, there was a fresh clamour from outside. Gerhard quickly went to the doors to check its cause and then reported back to Wittenberg. 
‘Quite a crowd gathering out there, Sir,’ he said. 
‘Is this the doing of your rabble-rousers, Hermann?’ Wittenberg asked angrily.
‘They are just concerned citizens, Lieutenant,’ Hermann retorted.  ‘I’m sure they would wish to know why you so keen to let these women escape the proper punishment for their crime!’
‘We don’t want this to turn nasty, Sir,’ Gerhard continued. ‘Perhaps it would be best if they were to get the usual punishment. Might defuse the situation.  And it is the law, after all…’
‘Yes, it’s what the people would expect of you,’ Schelling added.  ‘These women are not worth such concern.  If you’re worried about the future, show people that Salzstein will be a strong country when it is free again!’
‘Let us do what is necessary and I will tell the Burghermaster personally that you did your civic duty,’ Hermann said to Wittenberg, as if dangling a lure tantalisingly before him.
To their horror, Charlotte and Audrey saw Wittenberg’s resolve crumbling.  He gestured impatiently to Gerhard. ‘All right, Sergeant, get it done with quickly.  But ten lashes each, no more…’
‘Yes, Sir,’ Gerhard said.  ‘And how many shaftings?’
‘Three each.’
‘Six!’ Schelling demanded.  ‘This must be done properly!’
‘Very well… six,’ Wittenberg conceded.
‘What are you going to do to us?’ Charlotte cried in alarm.
‘You’ll find out soon enough, woman,’ Hermann said with a sneer.
Audrey and Charlotte were bustled out through a door into the back rooms of the police station, along a short corridor and then out through another door into the open again.
Illuminated by the pale dawn light, which was now filling the sky, they saw a small backyard enclosed by a high wall, with a set of double gates set in one side of it. Close to its back wall were fixed three stout wooden posts that might have been old telegraph poles.  Sets of cuffs and chains hung from their crowns. Halfway up the posts it appeared that offcuts from their lengths, about eighteen inches long, had been turned on their sides and bolted across them, so that their rounded sides projected outwards.  More offcuts fully two feet long lay across the fronts of the post bases, with cuffs screwed to their flat end faces. Jutting out of the wall close by the posts was what looked like a tiny porch roof of wooden shingles, under which hung an assortment of canes, lashes, straps and chains, and sinister phallic looking devices.
At the sight of the devices, Charlotte yelled, ‘You sick bastards!’ and began to struggle and kick so hard that, despite her cuffed hands, it took a policeman and a couple of the NTP men to drag her across the posts.  Audrey was too numbed by disbelief to resist.
They were secured facing the posts with their arms drawn up above their heads and their legs spread and ankles chained to the flats ends of the post offcuts fixed across their bases.  The smaller offcuts bolted to the middle of the posts now pressed into their hips and stomachs, pushing their hindquarters outward.  Suddenly they felt horrible exposed.
‘You can’t do this to us!’ Audrey wailed, struggling not to be sick with fear.
‘We can girl because it is our law!’ Gerhard said.  He went to the selection of implements hung on the wall and selected a lash, which he swished about through the air experimentally.  ‘Better stuff their mouths again, Kemp. We don’t want them biting their tongues…’
The constable pushed their gag bits back in as they squirmed in fear.
The other policeman was grinning, Hermann and his men were watching expectantly, and Schelling held his camera at the ready to record the next chapter of their humiliation. How could they treat them like this?  Did nobody care about them as people?
Gerhard positioned himself and stroked the lash thongs across their trembling buttocks. ‘This won’t break your pretty skin, but it will make it feel like it’s on fire!’ he told them.  Then he raised his arm…
‘Stop this now!’ said a new voice.
A lean, grey, long faced man in black clerical robes and a Parsons hat, with a large gold cross hanging on his chest, strode out the back door of the police station and across the yard towards them.
Audrey had never been so pleased in her life to see a priest before. At last, somebody with some moral sense was going to save them from this nightmare! 
‘Father Fischer, this is none of your business,’ Hermann said firmly.
The priest looked Audrey and Charlotte’s naked bodies up and down. Charlotte hoped for some display of sympathy or even revulsion, but there was no trace of surprise or embarrassment on his face. In fact, he did not seem at all disconcerted by their exposure.
‘On the contrary, whenever a sin has been committed, it is very much my business,’ Fischer said. ‘Has there been a proper hearing or judgement passed on them?’
‘They have admitted what they’ve done,’ Schelling said.  ‘It was an unnatural sexual act between them committed on a bed in my house!’ He held up his camera once again.  ‘I have the evidence in here!’

‘The Lieutenant has agreed to ten lashes and six shaftings for each of them, Father,’ Gerhard said. 

‘But they must be given a chance to atone to the church first, and beg forgiveness from the highest judge there is,’ Fischer declared solemnly. ‘Let them speak…’
Kemp pulled their gags back out again.
Fischer held up his cross.  ‘My children, do you beg God for forgiveness for your sin?’
Audrey and Charlotte looked at each other in desperation. Neither of them were religious and they didn’t like being called “children” in such a belittling manner or being told they had committed a “sin”. 
As politely she could in the bizarre circumstances, Audrey said, ‘I’m afraid we’re… not of your church, Father, and we don’t believe we’ve done anything wrong.’
His face hardened.  ‘Do you not repent for what you have done?’
‘Sorry, but we haven’t done anything worth repenting,’ Charlotte said firmly.
Fisher lowered his cross, looking grieved. ‘It seems you are lost souls.’ He turned to the Sergeant again. ‘Very well, punish them for their faithless harlotry to the full limits of the law. Then bring to me if they wish to atone!  Meanwhile, I shall write to their church in England to inform them of the moral state of their women!’
And he strode out of the yard back through the police station doors once again
Charlotte and Audrey stared at his retreating back in despair. He was going to tell the Archbishop of Canterbury what they had done? Who else would find out? 
‘No, you can’t do that!’ Audrey cried after him.
Hermann had seen the look on their faces. ‘Ah, so you don’t like the idea of your behaviour being spread abroad. Perhaps we should let some of the international press gathering in Esberg for the independence celebrations know about you, and how we deal with such behaviour. They will not feel so superior then.’
‘Yes!’ said Schelling. ‘Make an example of them. We’ll show them what the new Salzstein will be like!’
Audrey and Charlotte looked at each other in horror. If news of what they had done got out their reputations and livelihoods would be destroyed. This was becoming a living nightmare!
‘Can we get on with the lashing and screwing first, Gentlemen?’ Gerhard asked.
‘Yes, let us start as we mean to go on!’ Hermann agreed. 
Kemp pushed the gag bits back into Charlotte and Audrey’s mouths, stifling their shrieks of protest.
Gerhard raised his arm again and brought the lash down across Charlotte’s bare rump with a hiss and a crisp crack! 
Audrey saw her face contort in pain as she jerked and yelped as the thongs curled almost lovingly about the contours of her buttocks.  The blow only raised a shallow ripple in the soft sheath of flesh over her firm muscular buttocks, but a pink blush appeared almost instantly
Gerhard shifted position slightly and swung the lash across Audrey’s behind.  Her softer, fleshier cheeks rippled and shivered more deeply and then blazed pink.  Her instinctive response was to try to jerk away from this source of pain, but that only ground the fronts of her hips and her upper thighs more deeply against the heavy wooden brace bolted to the post.
Hiss, swish, crack! The lash swung back and forth between their helpless backsides, which jerked and squirmed and twisted under the onslaught.  And it was not just the outer curves of their posteriors that suffered. The pliant thongs curled up between them, smacking the tender insides of their thighs and even flicking against the soft cleft pouches of their pubic mounds. There was no escape from them or the pain they brought. They shrieked and bit on their gags and dribbled and tried to blink back the flow of hot tears from their eyes, as they desperately counted the strokes: One… Two… Three…
Finally, the last lash blow fell, and they hung sobbing against the posts, their bottoms now scarlet and burning with pain.  Schelling moved closer and took another snap of them.
‘I shall put a print of this on my wall as a warning to other female guests,’ he told them.
Surely this was the nadir of their humiliation. 
But then they found that their ordeal had only just begun.
Kemp and Blumner uncuffed their ankles from the spreader blocks and turned their limp and unresisting bodies around, the manacle chains of their wrist cuffs twisting about each other, so that they now faced outwards, and secured their ankles once again. Now the fronts of their naked bodies were exposed while the bracing blocks now pushed against the smalls of their backs, thrusting their hips forward.  Their thighs, spread by the blocks below them, gaped wide.
Through their stinging, tear-blurred eyes, they saw Schelling, Gerhard, Hermann and his men rubbing their hands into their groins and then unbuttoning their flies and pulling out stiffening penises.
Fresh horror filled them. Was that what “shaftings” meant! No, they couldn’t be going to do this!  What kind of insane country was this?
They snivelled and moaned and chomped on their bits and shook their heads frantically.
‘How do you think women like you were going to be corrected?’ Gerhard said. ‘We’re saving you from yourselves. You’ve got to learn that your female parts are made to please men’s shafts, not each other.  That’s the natural way of things. You should be grateful to us for putting you right. I’ll show you how much…’  He took a step forward.
‘Schelling should have first go, Sergeant,’ Hermann said. ‘It was his establishment that was insulted, after all. You and the rest will have your turn in due course…’  He nodded at Charlotte.  ‘You may need to have more than one go. I think that zugpferd will need a lot of work…’
Zugpferd was German for carthorse.
There were chuckles amongst the watching men.
The casual callousness of his words froze Audrey’s blood.  Gerhard hesitated and then nodded.  Schelling handed his camera to him.
Schelling stood before Audrey and took hold of her heavy breasts and cupped and squeezed them. Then he slapped them hard so that she yelped. Then he pinched her nipples and twisted and stretched them until she whimpered in pain. Hermann was doing the same to Charlotte’s breasts.
‘You are grateful, aren’t you?’ Schelling asked, staring deep into Audrey’s tear-filled eyes. ‘You know what you did was wrong.  You do want us to put you right, don’t you?’
Their breasts and nipples were being stretched and slapped and pinched. They were sobbing in pain and there was no escape.
‘Do what you want!’ she gurgled in feeble defiance about her bit.
The men freed their breasts and moved their hands down to hold the women about their waists, and their staining male shafts were rammed up hard into them.  Audrey and Charlotte gasped and sobbed as another layer of their dignity was stripped from them and they were plunged deeper into this terrifying state of degradation.  The men were plunging into them with delight, their faces contorted with masterful passion, revelling in their own mastery and their victims’ shame. Through blurry eyes the women saw the other men in the yard rubbing their cocks in anticipation of their turn. 
Six each!
Low morning sunlight was turning the peaks of the valley gold, but they felt as if they were still lost the darkest of nightmares. This could not be happening to them.  Would they never wake up…?
‘And just what is going on here?’ a commanding female voice demanded.









Chapter 6

 

A woman was striding across the yard, with Wittenberg trailing deferentially after her. 

She looked to be in her early forties with an aristocratic set to her features and brown bobbed hair. She was dressed in an expensive wine-red two peace tailored jacket and straight skirt, falling just below the knees, matching her mid-heeled pumps, gloves and jaunty Alpine hat.  She carried a furled red lace parasol that she was using like a walking cane, tapping its ferrule on the stone floor of the yard.  She was being followed by a younger man in a grey chauffer’s uniform
Startled by her sudden and clearly unexpected appearance, Hermann and Schelling had stopped in mid-thrust, with their penises still buried deep in Audrey and Charlotte’s unwilling vaginas.  Now they blushed and quickly yanked their dripping shafts out of them and hastily buttoned themselves up.  The rest of the men in the yard, suddenly looking shamefaced and embarrassed, did the same.

‘Don’t worry gentlemen,’ the woman in red said dismissively as she swept by them, ‘you have nothing I have not seen before, and certainly nothing of any interest to me now…’
She stopped in front of Audrey and Charlotte’s naked, splayed and dishevelled bodies and looked them up and down appraisingly, but also without any show of surprise or embarrassment.  She prodded them thoughtfully with the tip of her parasol, running its ferrule over their nipples and then down through the hot slippery clefts of their vulvas, making them flinch. Then she turned on her heel and fixed Wittenberg with a withering glance. 

‘And why was I not informed of their situation?’ she enquired.

‘I… I’m sorry Countess…’ Wittenberg stammered. ‘It has all happened so quickly… and it was early in the morning… I did not think you would be interested…’
‘Have you forgotten the law?’ She responded scathingly. ‘All crimes in Gadhausen involving women are to be put before the master of Grymwald for judgement and, if necessary, punishment.’

‘An outdated feudal tradition,’ said Hermann with distaste, apparently having recovered some of his composure.
‘But still written into law, Mr Hermann,’ the Countess retorted coldly.
‘For the Master of Greenwald,’ he said with emphasis. ‘A man…’
‘Or his appointed proxy,’ the Countess replied smoothly. ‘My husband deeded me all his rights before he left for the war, should he not return. You know the rest. It is my right and I choose to exercise it now.’
‘But these are two foreign women,’ Wittenberg said. ‘From England,’ he added as if to make this fact clear. ‘And there is no doubt about their guilt.’
‘It does not matter that they are foreign or guilty, I claim them. In fact, if they are foreign, it is my duty to do so for the sake of Salzstein’s international reputation.  We do not want a scandal concerning visitors to our country at a time when the eyes of the world are upon us, do we?’
Hermann clenched his teeth.  ‘We should not care what other countries think of us if our laws have been broken!  That is craven!’
‘No, it is responsible and pragmatic,’ the Countess said.
‘Foreign or not, they must be punished for what they’ve done, Countess,’ Gerhard said stubbornly. ‘That’s still the law!’
‘Sergeant: hold your tongue!’ Wittenberg snapped angrily. 
‘It’s all right Lieutenant,’ the Countess said soothingly. ‘The Sergeant is quite right. And I can assure him – and Mr Hermann and his associates – that they will be properly punished, but it will be done discreetly. I have all the necessary facilities in the castle.  And I will present them to you in due course so that you may assure yourselves that they have been appropriately dealt with – including you personally, Mr Hermann. I trust that would be satisfactory?’
Hermann glowered but said nothing.
‘I will have to keep their passports,’ Wittenberg said.
‘Of course,’ said the Countess. 
Gerhard pointed at Charlotte. ‘That one gave some of my men a lot of trouble and a few bruises… and they refused to repent for Father Fisher! He said he would complain to their Church.’
‘All of which I’m sure we can also put right in due course,’ said the Countess calmly. ‘Now, if there are no other objections…?’
Nobody else spoke.
Wittenberg looked relieved.  ‘Hand them over to the Countess’s care,’ he commanded Gerhard crisply. 
Scowling, Gerhard and his men freed Audrey and Charlotte.  They staggered away from the terrible posts, stiff and aching from their ordeal.  They looked at their unlikely saviour doubtfully.   Would they be better or worse off in her charge?
‘Albert: secure them,’ the Countess commanded.
The young chauffeur stepped forward holding a bundle of cuffs and chains in his hand. He cuffed their wrists behind them and then put choke-chains around their necks, of the sort used to control ill-disciplined dogs.  Their police issue gags were still in place.  He removed them and handed them over to Gerhard, and then put a different set in their place.
Through her daze and confusion, Audrey wondered how he had come so well-prepared. Unless such accessories were routinely carried by chauffeurs in Salzstein. Perhaps they were?
‘Kindly have their belongings sent up to the castle,’ the Countess asked Wittenberg.
He saluted.  ‘Certainly, My Lady,’ he said. 
Instead of returning through the police station, the Countess strode towards the side gate of the yard, with Albert leading Audrey and Charlotte after her. Wittenberg himself threw back its bolts and swung the doors open. Outside in a narrow alley was an imposing glossy black pre-war Mercedes-Benz touring car, with a family crest painted on its side in gold.

Albert opened the back door and Wittenberg handed the Countess inside and she settled on the green leather rear seat. Albert flipped down jump seats that were fitted to the backs of the front seats, and then pushed Audrey and Charlotte onto them. They winced as their sore buttocks kissed the cool leather. He hooked the ends of their leashes to rings set in the doorpost.  Then he closed the door and clambered into the driver’s seat and started the engine.
The last sight Audrey and Charlotte had of the police yard, as the big car pulled away, was of Hermann glowering at them in frustration through its gates. 









Chapter 7

 

It was little more than a minute’s drive up through the town to Castle Grymwald. Audrey and Charlotte spent it hunched down in their seats as they realized that they were riding bound and naked in a car travelling through a town that was just waking to a new day. 

The Countess smiled at their evident embarrassment. Then she asked. ‘Do you understand German?’  They nodded.  She continued.  ‘No doubt this is all very strange and disturbing for two well brought up English women such as you appear to be.  Yes, you have been punished and grossly humiliated, but do not give way to despair or self-loathing. You are not evil or bad, just different. However, there is more to come so you must learn to endure such treatment. Take heart: you may surprise yourselves…’
They stared at her in bewilderment.  What was she preparing them for?
The car left the last of the town buildings behind them and plunged into the forest. An ancient high stone wall cut through it above the town and apparently marked the lower boundary of castle’s grounds, which seemed to extend up the rest of the hillside.  Then the trees parted and Grymwald’s forbidding bulk rose before them, with spiky bartizans jutting up from the outer angles of its parapets. 
They passed through a heavy gateway set between twin turrets and under battlement walls, into a large courtyard enclosed on three sides by stone frontages. They were capped in the local fashion by steeply pitched roofs with heavy eaves.  Some were pierced by grand windows and balconies, softened with flower-filled window boxes. There were stables set in one corner of the court and garages next to them. A flight of steps led up to a massive iron bound oak door set under a big porch roof.
Albert parked the car at the foot of the steps and handed the Countess out. Then he unhooked Audrey and Charlotte’s leashes and handed them to the Countess. She led them up the steps.
The door was opened for them by the imposing figure of a stout middle-aged man in a butler’s uniform. He did not bat an eyelid at the sight of his employer leading two naked women on leashes after her.
‘Jellicoe: we have guests in need of correction,’ she informed him. ‘Their possessions will be sent up from the town. Please make the necessary arrangements.’
‘Yes, My Lady,’ he said, speaking in German but with a distinct English accent.
She led Audrey and Charlotte after her like dogs through a grand entrance hall.  It was hung with heavy gilt-framed paintings of hunting scenes and landscapes, interspersed by crossed pikes and shields.  They climbed a big curving flight of stairs and then along a broad hallway filled with more paintings and suits of armour. They went through another door into a shorter hall and then another door into a huge bathroom. 
Copper pipework and brass fittings gleamed at them. There was a big freestanding bath tub with a separate shower cubicle, heavy heated towel rails, a water closet, basin and bidet. Over these last fixtures ran an odd kind of rail or channel screwed to the wall at about chest height.
The Countess let them over to one end of the rail and used a key to open a padlock set across the open mouth of the rail channel. Into this she slipped what looked like heavy metal curtain rail gliders that were riveted to the handles of their chain leashes, and then locked the padlock again.  Clearly, the ends of their leashes could now slide along the channel giving them access to some of the fittings, but not the rest of the bathroom. Audrey and Charlotte’s eyes met in bewilderment. How many women had she secured like this before them? 
The Countess pulled out their gags and undid their handcuffs. As they gaped at her in bewilderment, she took off her jacket and hung it on a hook beside a white painted wicker chair that sat in one corner of the room. There was a spanking paddle hanging on a hook next to her jacket. She took it up and stroked it across her palm thoughtfully, then took her seat.
‘Wittenberg told me your names,’ she explained. ‘I am Helga Louise Gudrun von Grymwald, but for now perhaps you should simply call me “Mistress”, as you would a man with power over you “Master”.  You are, after all, here to be punished, and for your own good you had better not forget that.’
Audrey and Charlotte glanced at each other and bit their lips. This was all very bewildering and sinister, but for the moment they were in no position to object.  They just had to hope that she would be kinder to them than the men they had so far encountered today.
‘Do you understand?’ the Countess prompted.
‘Yes… Mistress,’ they said together.
‘Now, I’m sure you want to refresh themselves after your difficult morning,’ she continued briskly.  ‘And I certainly don’t want to handle soiled women.  Did Hermann and Schelling have time to spend themselves inside you? No matter. You might want to flush your passageways out anyway. There is the toilet and bidet. Don’t be shy about using them.  You have no secrets from me…’ As they hesitated, she swiped the paddle across her palm. ‘Or do I need to encourage you?’
‘No Mistress!’
They used the toilet and bidet to relieve themselves and then washed their passages out.  The flush of water inside them did feel good, although sitting on the seats made them wince. The Countess watched every detail of the process with disconcerting interest.
When they were done, the Countess suddenly said, ‘Stand up straight, clasp your hands behind your neck and spread your legs.’
Her voice carried such an assured tone of command that they both found themselves obeying immediately. She stood in front of them and looked them up and down, as if they were troops on parade.  Then she ran her fingers through Audrey’s lush pubic pelt.
‘In the interest of hygiene, considering what is to come, it would make sense to remove this. You will find the materials in that cabinet. Sit on the back of the basin with your legs wide. Charlotte can attend to you.  It looks like she already has experience at cropping that particular area…’
Feeling her stomach churning, Audrey sat on the big solid basin. There was enough space behind the taps to accommodate her bottom and thighs if she spread them wide, leaving her vulva hanging over the bowl.  From the Cabinet, Charlotte took out a safety razor, shaving brush and soap dish and a pair of scissors.
She held the scissors up at the ready, then for a moment she paused, looking into Audrey’s eyes questioningly. Audrey nodded.
Carefully, Charlotte snipped away the thickest hair and then soaped the remaining stubble and very carefully shaved it clean. Audrey winced at the touch of the razor on her sensitive flesh. She had never considered doing such a thing before.  It was so intimate and a little dangerous. Her nipples stood up at Charlotte’s touch while she felt a stirring in her loins and a surge of lubrication flowing between the now exposed lips of her inner labia.  A new flush burned her cheeks as she realized what a spectacle she was making of herself.
When Audrey’s vulva was perfectly smooth and naked, Charlotte, washed it clean. The Countess inspected the result carefully and nodded. ‘That is much better,’ she declared. ‘Far more practical. Now use the shower. Clean yourselves properly all over...’  She saw them hesitate again and frowned. ‘Will it be the first time you shower together?’
‘Yes Mistress,’ they said. 
She smiled. ‘And was last night your first time in bed together?’
They blushed. ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
‘Well, you’ve got a lot to get used to, so you had better learn to enjoy it. Go on!’
They slid their leashes along the channel to where it led into the deep shower stall set in a corner of the bathroom.  A glass panel closed off its outer side to contain the spray.  They climbed into it together. There was a shelf of soaps, flannels and scrubbing brushes.
The Countess repositioned her chair so that she could watch them. The spray of warm water flowed over them and foamed as they began to soap themselves down. Audrey shivered as she rubbed her now naked vulva. It felt shockingly exposed but also strangely sensuous.  She smiled foolishly at Charlotte.  She turned about and offered her back for scrubbing. Audrey did so, thrilling at the feel of those smooth sleek muscles under her hands. Then she turned herself to receive the same attention. They began to feel more at ease.
‘Is your misfortune that you have become involved in our politics at a sensitive time,’ the Countess said. ‘You were unlucky that Schelling caught you. No doubt he informed Hermann. He owns the local garage and several subsidiary concerns and has considerable influence locally.  But he has grander ambitions and is also the local NTP leader. That’s the Nuetagenpartie…’ she added in English: ‘…as you would say: The New Dawn Party. We have been governed by a coalition since the war, but after independence new political parties can contest national elections. NTP is not big in Esberg, but it has some following in the provinces. And Hermann wants to promote its manifesto by any means he can. Out here the biggest rival is the SFP: Salzstein Fortschrittspartie… the Salzstein Progress Party.  It is more liberal and centrist.  The NTP is the more aggressive contender. It wants to end foreign influence on our country and promote the restoration of “national pride” and enact strict laws about morals and “proper behaviour.”’
Audrey had never asked political questions of a stranger before whilst showering chained to a wall with her lesbian partner of only a few hours, but she nerved herself to speak. ‘Please, Mistress; do they believe in votes for women?’
Countess smiled coldly. ‘No. The SFP do, but if the NTP have their way, we are to be kept in our place in perpetuity. Hermann has been looking for excuse to promote himself as defender of the law and champion of national pride for some time. And then you gave him the opportunity. It was in his interest to overplay this incident to boost his profile.’
‘We were just two women sharing a bed for a night, Mistress,’ Charlotte said.
‘Yes, and that was a mistake. In France they might have dismissed your activity with a caution, but this is at heart a conservative country with strong traditions and religious morals, and you genuinely have given some people gross offence. Unluckily, you did it in Schelling’s gasthaus.  He is an acolyte of Hermann’s and probably knew he was looking for a cause celebre and so deliberately set about exposing you to the police in a dramatic fashion. And now you must be punished. But perhaps your reputations back in England might be spared. If it is handled properly, no one outside Gadhausen need ever know about you.’
‘We would prefer that, Mistress,’ Audrey said sincerely.
‘But have no doubt that you will genuinely suffer. I have the facilities in this castle to do that properly, and to demonstrate it to the town burghers. I take it, as you are both travelling alone, that you will not be missed for a week or so?’
They looked at each other and nodded. ‘We don’t think so, Mistress,’ Charlotte said.
‘Then if you demonstrate that you are contrite and “cured”, and that it was only a momentary aberration, then perhaps after that time, you can leave here with your reputations intact.’
They looked each other glumly.  Of course, they had no choice. ‘We’ll do it, Mistress,’ they said together.
They had finished washing themselves down. They turned off the water and stood before her fragrant, wet and dripping.
‘But first I need to know the truth: are you genuine lesbians?’ the Countess asked. ‘Do you really prefer women to men? Tell me if that was not a momentary aberration, but an expression of your deepest desires.’
They both took deep breaths, looking at each other almost shyly, trying to read their innermost thoughts.  How could they answer such a question after knowing each other for the less than a day? Then, somehow, they did know, and they spoke together. ‘We are… and we do… and we enjoyed it!’
‘Then show me.’
‘What, Mistress?’
‘Make love to each other. Here and now…’ She got off the chair and stood close to the shower stall. She flicked the spanking paddle across their wet bodies so that they squealed. ‘Kiss passionately, pleasure each other with your hands, bring yourself to orgasms… do it!’
They looked at each other again in bewilderment. Charlotte took the initiative. She embraced Audrey and kissed passionately, holding onto a fistful of her hair. Their wet breasts slithered against each other, sprouting hard nipples. Charlotte pushed Audrey against the wall of the shower and ran a hand down her body and drove her stiff fingers up into her now naked cleft and began to work them around.  Audrey gasped and then returned the embrace and kiss with equal passion. She slid her fingers down Charlotte’s back and clasped her strong buttocks and squeezed them.
Charlotte stopped kissing Audrey’s lips only to lower her head and kiss her breasts and then nibble on her nipples.  Audrey yelped and thrust her hand between Charlotte’s muscular thighs and found the slippery naked cleft of her vulva and made a cone with the tips of her fingers and slid them inside it.  They began to pump with their arms, driving their hands deeper into each other, twisting them as they did so, stretching and rippling their labia and rubbing their clitorises into straining erection.  Their vaginal passageways flowing with hot wet juices opened up to this frantic probing and they shuddered as wild surges of passion coursed through them.
They slid down onto the floor of the shower stall, drawing their leash chains taut. They rolled back and forth, rubbing and slithering over each other, their hard nipples gouging into slippery breast pillows, each trying to drive their hands deeper into the other’s secret passageways.  They sobbed and moaned and scrabbled about and suddenly their loins burst.

* * *

The next thing they knew, the Countess was pulling their heads up by their wet hair and was staring intently into their flushed faces.

‘Do feel ashamed of what you’ve just done?’ she demanded.

Dizzily, still filled with the blissful afterglow of their mutual orgasm, they shook their heads. ‘No…’ Audrey choked out.
‘It was…wonderful,’ Charlotte said she smiled foolishly at Audrey. ‘You were wonderful…’
‘So were you,’ Audrey replied.
The Countess smiled and nodded. ‘Yes, I can see you really are true lesbians.’ 
She let their heads drop, took up the spanking paddle and swiped it across their wet bodies again and again with smacks and slaps until they squealed and huddled up in pain. 
‘Then you had better learn to pretend that you are ashamed and that you are not lesbians,’ she warned them, ‘if you do not want your lives destroyed!’









Chapter 8

 
They were still hunched up and cowering in the shower pan, while the Countess calmly turned to a mirror and straightened her hair. Then she put her jacket back on. She turned back them.

‘I have not breakfasted yet,’ she said mildly. ‘Have you?’
Snivelling, confused and totally in awe of her, they shook their heads.
‘No, I don’t expect you’ve had the time. Well, as it is a fine morning we shall eat on the terrace.  Get up and dry yourselves off and tidy your hair.  There are combs on the shelf there…’
Hastily they obeyed, using the thick white towels that hung on the nearby rail, and then helping each other comb their hair. When they were done, the Countess inspected them again and then nodded. 
‘That’s much better. Now turn around and cross your wrists behind your backs…’
They obeyed, and she re-cuffed their hands behind them. Then she freed their leashes from the wall rail and let them back onto the main corridor. She took them down a different flight of stairs than the one they had ascended, and then out onto a wide terrace overlooking a well-tended formal garden. The fragrance of flowers filled the air and there were already butterflies flitting about and bees buzzing. The garden was situated on the other side of the main Castle buildings from the entrance courtyard and was enclosed by high walls; only overlooked by the bulk of the castle itself and the green wall of the forest as it crested the hilltop on one side. 
A table had been set out on the terrace and a pretty maid was waiting beside it ready to begin serving. At the sight of her, Audrey and Charlotte instinctively flinched and lowered their heads.
‘Don’t worry,’ the Countess reassured them, ‘my household staff are quite used to such sights and are totally discreet. You are not the first women I have corrected…’
The countess ate at the table, while Audrey and Charlotte knelt on mats and ate a mashed-up conglomerate of the meal from large stainless-steel bowls like the dogs.  With their hands cuffed behind them they had to hunch over and dip their heads and push their bottoms out to keep in balance. This meant exposing the deep clefts of their buttocks and the pouting clefts of their now identically hairless pudenda. The Countess watched them with amusement.  
‘You appreciated that this is a small part of your punishment,’ she said. ‘Now I can honestly tell the town burghers that I made you eat like animals, which is entirely in keeping with the beastly act that you committed.  I hope you are feeling suitably ashamed…’
With their faces buried in their bowls, Audrey and Charlotte exchanged quick sideways glances. It was hard to tell whether the Countess was sincere or mocking. And was she mocking them, or the whole concept of their punishment? Well, it was acutely embarrassing to have to eat like this, and yet they realized that they were so hungry that at that moment they did not care.  They gobbled down every last morsel and even licked their bowls clean.
When they were done and the pretty maid had cleared away the breakfast things, the Countess had them sit up straight facing her with their knees spread submissively wide.
‘Now, we must start your punishment regime. You need to be taught to love having phalluses inside you, whether they are of flesh or wood or rubber.  In Salzstein, they are the only acceptable means of female pleasure.’
Charlotte asked cautiously: ‘do you believe that, Mistress?’
‘It doesn’t matter what I believe, that is what the men of this town and the country believe. And now you’ll have to convince them that you believe it too…’
She led them down to the garden proper. There was a garden shed tucked away at the side of the house hidden behind some hedges. In front of it was a young, fresh-faced blonde man in a cloth cap and working clothes.
‘This is Hans,’ the Countess said. ‘He takes care of my gardens as his father once did. This is Miss Purcell, and this is Miss Meredith. They will be our guest for a few days.’
Hans grinned appreciatively at Audrey and Charlotte’s naked bodies while they blushed once again. 
‘Are the hobbyhorses ready?’ the Countess asked.
‘Yes, My Lady,’ he said.
He was in the process of cleaning and oiling two strange devices that did indeed look a little like traditional hobbyhorse toys but scaled up for adult use.  Wooden shafts six feet long ran down to a pair of sturdy wheels with a wooden step on top of them. A yard-long beam was bolted across the top of the shafts and extended out sideways, forming a “T”.  Mounted on hinges on the middle of the crossbars were pairs of silhouette horses’ heads cut out of plywood, with a large gap between them.  Halfway down the shaft and facing forward at an angle to it were thick wooden plugs on screw mounts that passed right through the shaft. Their heads were carved into the shape of penises.  Connected to the base wheels was a kind of crank mechanism which drove a rod that ran up through metal sleeves under the main shaft to a rubber phallus that jutted up next to the wooden ones.  The sets of phalluses were shiny with fresh grease and both horses were fitted with leather straps of different sizes.
Charlotte and Audrey cringed at the sight of the devices as they began to make out their purpose. Their stomachs began to knot up and they bit their lips to stifle futile protests.
The Countess saw their reactions and smiled. ‘Yes, they will be a good introduction to your re-education in the correct means of arousal. By the end of the day, you will know what it feels like to be properly plugged.’
Between her and Hans, Audrey and Charlotte were fitted on to the terrible devices.
The crossbars were laid over their shoulders, so that the main shafts ran down the backs. Their arms were freed from their cuffs and stretched out wide and their wrists were strapped to their ends. Their choke chain leashes were removed, and longer straps bolted to the head of the main shaft went about their necks. The pairs of plywood horsehead silhouettes were then hinged forward so that they swung down on either side of their heads. They were locked together with a long bolt sheathed with rubber that passed through holes in the silhouettes.  These were positioned on either side of their cheeks, and they had to open their mouths to let the bolt passed between them and then bite down upon it.
The plywood silhouettes now concealed their features from side view and limited their field of vision ahead of them.  There were eyeholes cut in the silhouettes, so they could see a little left and right.  But the overall effect was dehumanising. Presumably that was intentional.
Heavy straps bolted part way down the main shafts were buckled about their waists, keeping it in place.  The key ends of the wooden screw phalluses, which were now level with the buttocks, were turned, and their greased heads were screwed inwards, sliding up between the buttocks and penetrating the rectums. They gasped as they were filled, feeling tears pricking the backs of their eyes. Neither of them had ever had anything pushed inside them like this before.  The rubber phalluses connected to the crank rods running up from the wheels were then adjusted and slid up into their vaginas.  The women winced again. They felt huge as they jostled for space inside them with their wooden anal cousins.
Sliding sections of thinner struts running through channels cut in the main shafts and to which the wheels were fitted were then extended, lengthening the shafts, so that they had to bend over. Now they could not stand up straight and their bare breasts swayed slightly forwards, while the shafts extended behind them like tails. They were doubly impaled, exposed and humiliated. They chewed on the new bits in their mouths while the Countess walked around inspecting them.

‘Yes, they’ll do very well,’ she declared.  ‘Nobody could possibly say I was going easy on them. Now take a few steps…’

Nervously, they shuffled forward. The wheels on the trailing ends of the shafts turned and the crank rod pumped, driving the rubber phallus up into their vaginas and then sucking them halfway out of them again.

They whimpered and tried to clinch their thighs against their intrusion.
The Countess smiled.  ‘You won’t deny the power phalluses have over you now, will you? You are free to spend over them as often as you wish, as nature intended. Now load them up, Hans…’
He brought out several sandbags from the shed and laid them on the steps above the rear wheels of the hobbyhorses, holding them in place with more straps.
‘I couldn’t simply let you wander around like that, could I?’ the Countess said. ‘That would be too easy. This is meant to be a penance, after all…’

She showed them a stone-flagged path that ran around the perimeter of the walled garden, across in front of the terrace and then back to the shed again. 
‘You will keep walking around that until you are told to stop. Hans will keep an eye on your progress and keep you fed and watered. He has permission to use a bamboo on you if he sees you dawdling.  And he may have the use of your passages whenever he wants.’
Hans beamed cheerfully, while Audrey and Charlotte whimpered. 

* * *

Round and round the tranquil garden they went, dragging the terrible hobbyhorse frames on which they were so intimately impaled with them.  The wheels turned and the rubber phalluses pumped away in their vaginas. The fixed wooden phalluses plugged into their rectums did not pump, but they vibrated and jerked back and forth as the wheels rattled over the rough flag stones. 

There was not always room on the path for them to proceed side-by-side, so they took turns moving in single file. Audrey became transfixed by the sight of Charlotte’s muscular buttocks rolling about on either side of her hobbyhorse shaft in front of her.  By now they were glossy with sweat. She was in the same state. As the sun rose higher it was filling the enclosed garden with heat.  Sweat was dripping off the tips of her gently jiggling and swaying breasts.
Still even this shameful torment might have become monotonous, except for the passion the phalluses were driving into their loins.  It was impossible to ignore their relentless stimulation as they pumped and sucked away inside them.
Every so often, one of the women was suddenly be overwhelmed by an orgasmic surge and they would come to a halt, rocking and swaying, feeling their knees buckling as it tore through them and a little squirt of juices surged out around the phalluses.  When Audrey was overwhelmed like that, Charlotte stopped beside her, rubbing her bare flanks against her and offering her as much silent support as she could. 

But if they stayed still too long, Hans would leave his work and come along with his bamboo, flicking it across the bottoms and breasts.
‘Get a move on like good English Misses,’ he would chide them cheerfully. And they would have to stagger on again, but now dripping intimate juices from their groins.

* * *

Hans was dutiful, Charlotte had to say that for him. Every hour he let stand for five minutes in the shade tree in front of his shed while he pulled the bit bolts out from between their teeth and fed them water and wiped them down with a wet rag from a bucket. He held another bucket between their legs so they could pee into it, blushing profusely as they did so. Of course, there was a price to pay for this attention…

Hans took hold of Charlotte’s hair and dragged her into his shed, which smelt of potting compost, paraffin and old rope.  He shortened the adjustable shaft on the hobbyhorse so that she could stand up straight and ease her back. He pushed her against one wall and pulled the rubber phallus out of her dripping cleft. Undoing his flies, he plunged his own rampant shaft up into her in its place. 
Now in the course of one day she had wood, rubber and flesh phalluses inside her. Hans pounded away, flattening her bare breasts against his shirt and grinding her against the dusty woodwork.  All the time he grinned cheerfully at her face bizarrely sandwiched between the plywood silhouettes of a horse’s head.
‘Be a good hobbyhorse woman, Miss Purcell, and spend for me,’ he said.
Charlotte did not particularly like penises or have any desire for the bodies which they came attached to, but she could not resist responding to his. Perhaps that was natural at some instinctive level, or simply a matter of sympathy.  He was a healthy young man having fun with a helpless woman ten years older than himself.  She found it hard to blame him.  There was certainly no malice in him, unlike the men in the police yard. It was almost an innocent pleasure.
She saw his face contorting and felt his hot seed spurt inside her, and with a gasp and a shudder she climaxed once again.
When he was done with her, he used a garden hose to flush her out, for which she was very grateful and briefly felt a confused sense of gratitude. Then she was returned to the slog around the garden again.

* * *

The Countess took her luncheon out on the terrace, with a big garden parasol now sheltering her table.  She looked down on them plodding around the garden path with approval.  When she had finished, she took out a camera and came down to them.  Hans gave them another water break while she took a few pictures of their bound and sweating bodies and haggard, desperate faces.

‘That is proof to show to the burghers of how strict I am being with you,’ she said cheerfully. ‘You may also be pleased to know that I have spoken to Father Fischer on your behalf.  He is willing to forgo writing to your English church as long as you are properly punished for your sin and perform a personal act of penance for him at a time we shall arrange.  That way your reputations will be spared.’  
They felt a brief thrill of relief.  That was some small comfort.
‘Thank you, Mistress,’ they rasped.
Then Hans slid their bit bolts back between their teeth and they felt his bamboo flicking across their bare bottoms. 
‘On your way again, Ladies,’ he commanded  

* * *

Sometime around mid-afternoon, Audrey’s legs simply gave out and she collapsed. She had been drained by relentless exertion and several orgasms.

Hans came over and used the bamboo on her a few times, but she only twitched and moaned. He freed her from her hobbyhorse frame and slung her over his shoulder and carried her back to cool shade outside his shed and laid her on her back and strapped her wrists crossed over her head to a post in the ground.  He played the garden hose over until she coughed and spluttered and revived. Then he let her lay there.

‘She’ll be all right, Miss Purcell,’ he told a concerned Charlotte. ‘You keep on going, or I’ll have to use my bamboo on your bottom.’

With her greater strength and stamina, Charlotte managed another hour before she collapsed as well. Hans freed her from her hobbyhorse and laid her next to Audrey.
‘You did quite well for English Misses,’ he told them. 

Later the Countess came out to inspect them.  Their aching vaginas were still slowly dribbling out orgasmic juices and Hans’s sperm.

‘Have you enjoyed your day out in the fresh air and sunshine?’
Was she genuinely interested in the feelings or was she taunting them?

Feebly they shook their heads. 
‘Then it’s a good thing that you’re going somewhere cooler and darker for the night...’









Chapter 9

 
Cuffed and choke-chained once more, Charlotte and Audrey tottered along the halls of the castle being led by Jellicoe the Butler.  

‘I trust you won’t give me any trouble, Miss Purcell and Miss Meredith,’ he had said gravely in English when he taken charge of them. ‘You understand I’m only obeying the Countess’s orders…’

He was carrying a cane in case he had to impose his will upon them, but after their day in the garden in the hobbyhorses, they didn’t have the strength to give him any trouble.  They just want to lie down and sleep, but they were now living according to the Countess’s wishes and not their own, and apparently that was not yet on the schedule.

They came to a door opening onto a flight of steep stone stairs that led down to the cellars. At the bottom, Jellicoe led them along a passageway with white painted stone walls and a vaulted roof.  
They went through a heavy oak door into a large chamber brightly lit by electric lights. A dozen massive stone piers crossed the chamber in ranks, their capitals supporting vaults and arches above their heads, carrying the weight of the castle above them. A number of devices of wood and metal, some clearly very old, were propped up against the piers. Clusters of chains hung from the ceiling or down the walls, which were fitted with a variety of iron rings and brackets. 

Charlotte and Audrey shuddered at the sight of them.

Jellicoe led them over to a well-equipped workbench with a rack of torture implements setup next to it, which occupied one corner of the chamber. Beside the rack, looking totally out of place in such surroundings, was a modern washbasin, toilet and bidet. He hung the ends of the chains on a convenient hook on the wall.  

‘If you will bear with me for one moment, ladies…’ he said as he began to rummage through a box of assorted leather cuffs and collars. 
His mannered politeness was disconcerting.  It was almost impossible to carry on a normal conversation in the circumstances, but Audrey felt compelled to say something.

‘How… how did you get this job?’

‘I was in service before the war, Miss.  During the war I saw action here. When the undesirable influences were removed, I found I liked Salzstein. When I was demobbed, I stayed and looked for the type of work I knew.   It is a curious thing, but English butlers are quite highly valued here. Countess Helga is somewhat eccentric, but she is very fair employer and, I believe, an honourable person.’ He turned to look them up and down and permitted himself a small smile.  ‘And being in her service does have its perks…’ 

He had found the selection of cuffs and collars he was looking for.  Methodically, he then fitted them to Audrey and Charlotte’s necks, wrists and ankles.  They did not have locks. Their buckles were secured in place by rivets he hammered through their protruding leather tongues.  Each cuff had a single D-ring stitched to them, while the collars had four.  The leather was embossed with the Grymwald crest.
‘I hope they are not too tight or uncomfortable, Ladies, but you understand that you must be properly secured at all times.’
He spoke so smoothly and reasonably that they found themselves automatically nodding in agreement.
When he was finished, he took up his cane again. ‘Please step over here. You understand that I bear you no personal animosity, but I have been instructed to be strict with you. It is for your own good…’
There were two devices apparently waiting for them, that comprised of heavy boards set on wheels, each board being about three feet long by eighteen inches wide.  Pairs of boards of similar size were fixed vertically on the ends of the base boards. The tops of these boards were connected by pairs of iron rods set about waist high and separated by almost the width of the boards. They were hung with several sets of spring hooks. 

Audrey and Charlotte were made to stand on one side of the boards and bend over the tops of the pairs of rods.  The nearest one pressed into their hips and lower bellies, while their sternums rested on the further one. Their new collars were hooked to it.  Their arms were stretched out backwards and outwards, and their wrists were secured at the ends of the rear rods.  Straps were pulled over the middles of the rear rods across the smalls of the backs to hold them firmly in place. Jellicoe stooped and spread their feet and secured their ankle cuffs to the lower ends of the side boards. Now they were bent over at right angles from the hips, with their breasts dangling under them and their bottoms pushed out.

Jellicoe manoeuvred the frames until they were facing each other. 
‘The Mistress said it was important that you should look into each other’s faces and watch while you were each being disciplined,’ he explained.  ‘Of course, it will be painful, but I understand that it is for your ultimate good.’  He studied their outthrust buttocks for a moment, still blushing pink, and stroked them gently. ‘I see you will have already been thrashed once today. Was that at the police yard? I hope I will do so with more care…’
He went to the rack and came back with a cat-o-nine-tails. He drew it across their buttocks, and they realized that its thongs were made of rubber.
‘This will not break your skin, but it will inflict the necessary degree of pain.  Would you like something to bite on? Some ladies find that having a bit in their mouths is a useful distraction, quite apart from stifling any… ahem… unfortunate language, and of course it does prevent you inadvertently biting your lips or tongue…’

By now, Charlotte and Audrey were staring into each other’s faces in an agony of terrified expectation and bewilderment.  Jellicoe’s relentless politeness and perfect English manners were turning their ordeal into something utterly bizarre.
‘Yes… yes… please… give us something to bite on!’ Charlotte sobbed.
Jellicoe brought over a pair of rubber dog bones slung on loops of elastic cord, and carefully inserted them into their mouths, tucking their hair up neatly under the cords.  Then he opened his flies and exposed his stiff penis, which jutted well out from under his belly.  The women gulped at the size of it. 
‘This is something else Her Ladyship suggested was appropriate,’ he explained. ‘Since you are meant to learn how to appreciate the male member and satisfy its needs.  Shall we start with half a dozen strokes each?  And may I just say that it is a privilege to have such lovely and intelligent women such as yourselves to chastise…’

He swung the lash across Charlotte’s outthrust buttocks, its crack echoing back from the hard stone walls.  She screamed and bit on her rubber bone.  Her bottom was now even better presented for punishment than it had been in the police yard. The pliant thongs reached into all her most intimate nooks and crevices and left them burning.  Her body jerked and strained against her cuffs and straps, but there was no escape and all it did was to set her dangling breasts jiggling. As tears filled her, eyes she saw Audrey looking at her in an agony of despair.
Methodically, Jellicoe delivered the six blows, each one making his stiff penis wag, and then paused to feel the heat radiating out of her buttocks. 
‘I must compliment you, Miss Purcell, on the muscular development of your posterior.  It really is quite striking.  And is now perfectly off-set in blushing pink…’
In the dizzy depths of her pain filled mind, she felt she should thank him for the compliment.

Jellicoe moved around the frames and positioned himself behind and to one side of Audrey. 

‘I must reassure you that I consider your posterior is in no way inferior to Miss Purcell’s, Miss: just a little fleshier and I suspect more mobile…’ The lash swished and cracked against her buttocks, setting them shivering.  ‘Indeed, I was right,’ Jellicoe said with relish.
Carefully he delivered the remaining blows.  Now it was Charlotte’s turn to watch her friend’s face screwing up in pain and streaming with tears.

When he was done, he felt Audrey’s bottom over carefully. ‘Yes, in its own way it is also quite perfect…’ 

Then he stepped between them and carefully examined their tear-streaked faces. He pulled out a white handkerchief and delicately dabbed their eyes dry.  Then he changed his grip on the lash and positioned himself between them. Their eyes widened in horror. 
With a forearm swing he whipped the thongs up into Charlotte’s dangling breasts, and then with a quick backhand twist, he lashed Audrey’s heavier globes.  Back and forth he went, keeping their dangling breasts dancing and shivering and burning and turning from pink to scarlet. They sobbed and wailed and jerked on their bonds until the joints of their frames squeaked.
‘May I suggest that at this point that you might consider begging me to stop thrashing you, in exchange for taking my manhood inside you, which is the object of this exercise?’ Jellicoe suggested politely.

They nodded their heads frantically, forcing out the distorted words about their rubber gags: ‘yes… yes… please… have me… screw me!’

He stopped beating their breasts and moved round behind Charlotte and took hold of her hips and almost solemnly plunged his shaft into her cleft.  It was such a relief that she gasped and sighed and sucked on him with her sheath.  But it was all over too quickly for her to get any pleasure. Thrashing them must have excited him, because he spouted inside her after only a dozen thrusts. He gave himself a moment to recover and then pulled out of her, leaving her feeling strangely empty, and then moved round to Audrey’s behind and penetrated her. It took him a little longer to climax this time, but then he could take as long as he wanted with them. They were going nowhere. They were there to be used. After a couple of minutes, he gave a discreet grunt and spent himself inside her.

Jellicoe pulled out of her and went around to stand between them.  They looked at his softening penis that had been inside both of them and then up at his beaming face with their own bleary, dazed eyes, in which mingled hope and fear.  What would he do to them next?
Carefully, he took up hanks of their hair and wiped his soiled penis dry on them before tucking it away.
Of course, that put them in their place. 

‘Thank you, ladies, that was most pleasurable,’ he said.  ‘Now I must prepare you for the night…’

* * *

Jellicoe unfastened their sore and trembling bodies and took them off the frames and had them sit on the bidet to flush themselves out.  They were too overwhelmed to resist, and meekly allowed him to handle them. Then he led them over to another pair of devices.

These were tubular metal frames shaped rather like life-size crude stick figures of people. They had upright rings for heads and arms that jutted a little out from their sides and legs spread wide. Compliantly they allowed him to position them in them.

Their own still bare feet rested on small wooden foot rest set just above the floor. Under these rests were sets of small wheels set in line, allowing the frames to be moved about easily. Their new collars and cuffs were secured directly to the frame by more spring hooks, while heavy leather straps were bound across their chests, upper arms, waists, thighs and knees. The backs of their heads pressed into the upright rings.  Straps fastened to the sides of the rings were pulled across their foreheads, eyes and mouths, leaving them blind and dumb.
Forward curving horizontal bars set at the base of the stick figure spines, held their “hip” joints on the outsides of their thighs.  The leg struts then ran down on the outsides of their own legs to the wheeled foot rests, leaving the sore bottoms and aching groins exposed. Chains supported waste buckets that hung between their thighs.
Fitted into them, Audrey and Charlotte looked a little like pink gingerbread men. They also discovered a new degree of helplessness. Once confined, they could do little more than wiggle their fingers and toes. They were totally at the mercy of their captors.
‘I shall allow you a little time to rest and compose yourselves, ladies,’ Jellicoe told them. ‘I shall be back later…’
And they heard his footsteps crossing the chamber and then the door of the dungeon closing shut.

* * *

Charlotte and Audrey shivered in the cool air. They bit on the plugs on the insides of the gag straps that filled the mouths and tried to speak about them and give each other some comfort, but they could not form any intelligible words to exchange.  They were acutely aware of their aching bodies and what had been done to them.  After a while they peed into their waste buckets.  The trickles of water sounded very loud in the still silent chamber. Then there was nothing. Time dragged by. How helpless they were, how totally isolated. It was inhuman to treat them like this! Where was Jellicoe? How long had been gone?  An hour… two? Had they been forgotten down here? They needed to be tended! They started to struggle, making the iron frames squeak.  Please somebody help them…

* * *

The dungeon door opened and footsteps approached. Their blindfold straps were pulled off and they blinked as they stared into Jellicoe’s smooth, composed features.  

‘I have your supper, ladies,’ he informed them, holding up a covered metal pot.
He fed them a spoonful at a time of the same kind of mashed up concoction they had eaten for their breakfast on the terrace, which seemed a very long time ago now, but which tasted wonderful.  They gulped it down and actually felt pathetically grateful to him for his attention.
When they were done, he delicately dabbed their lips with a napkin. 
‘Now it is time for you to rest.  Of course, this is not the most comfortable of bedrooms, but I suggest that you do your best to sleep, as I understand the Countess had a very full programme planned for you tomorrow…’ 
He pulled over a pair of bowl-shaped radiant electric heaters and positioned them under their frames between their legs and a little behind them. He adjusted them so that they were angled upwards and facing inwards, so they pointed up at the bottoms.  He switched them on and their rings of coiled elements glowed orange.  They felt the heat on their bare flesh and the air about them beginning to warm.
Jellicoe bowed slightly. ‘Good night, ladies,’ he said courteously. Then he left the chamber, turning off the lights and locking the door behind him.
However, this time they were not blindfold or gagged. The straps still bound across their foreheads meant that they could only look straight ahead, but they could see each other dimly in the reflected glow of the electric fires.  For the first time during this nightmare day, they were alone and could talk freely.  
But they said nothing, simply staring at each other. They were both too independent and proud simply to give in to their feelings and break down in tears, which would have been excusable in the circumstances, and so those impulses were firmly suppressed.  There was so much to say, and yet for several moments they were left totally speechless, blinking foolishly into each other’s faces, eerily lit from below. 
Finally, Charlotte blurted out, ‘I…  I’m so very sorry I got you into all this. If I hadn’t been so forward… if I hadn’t come to your room…’ 

‘Nonsense!’ Audrey said firmly. ‘I went in to it with my eyes…’ she forced a chuckle ‘… and my legs, wide open.  I wanted it as much as you did.  This is the fault of stupid, prejudiced men, not us!  We were adults doing an adult thing. We were doing nobody any harm.’
‘It’s just a pity that the people living here don’t agree with you on that point, isn’t it?’ Charlotte said.
Audrey sighed.  ‘You’re right of course.

Now it was Charlotte’s turn to chuckle. ‘It was lovely, though, wasn’t it?’
‘Oh yes, it was wonderful!’ Audrey agreed.  Then she felt her cheeks burn.  ‘So was doing it in the shower again this morning, even though we had an audience.’
Charlotte felt a sudden surge of desire burn inside her.  ‘I just wish I could hold you and kiss you now! But it looks like we’ve got to wait for the Countess to give us permission for that.’
‘What do you make of her?’ Audrey asked.
‘Well, I think she’s preferable to Hermann or the policeman or Schelling.  On the other hand, all they had in the police yard were a few whipping posts, whereas it looks like she’s got a whole castle full of torture devices here.  And she’s not afraid to use them.’
‘Yes,’ Audrey agreed sarcastically, ‘she’s saved us from their clutches, only to treat us like her sex slaves and have her own men abuse us.’
‘But she says she has stopped that priest from writing to the Archbishop of Canterbury, or whoever, about us,’ Charlotte pointed out.
‘And does that give her the right to treat us like this and make us feel as if we should be grateful to her!?’
‘Not by British standards, maybe, but local customs, maybe she has done us a favour,’ Charlotte suggested. ‘Everybody around here seems to think treating women like this is perfectly normal. Even the police!’
‘It’s medieval! I had no idea that Salzstein’s society was, well, so perverted!’
‘I don’t suppose they’ve gone out of their way to advertise these funny little quirks of theirs abroad,’ Charlotte said dryly.
‘Well I don’t think I’ll be recommending Salzstein to Tympson’s for a new holiday destination,’ Audrey said decisively.
They both laughed at that. 
Then Charlotte said, ‘At least we’re still together.’ 
‘Yes,’ Audrey agreed, ‘but the accommodation leaves a lot to be desired!’









Chapter 10

 
It seemed impossible that they could possibly sleep strapped upright in those frames, and yet they must have done.  At some point in the night, sheer mental and physical exhaustion had claimed them and the next thing they knew, the chamber lights were on once more, and somebody was pinching and slapping their breasts to wake them.

Stiff and numb and still immobile, they blinked the sleep from their eyes and saw not Jellicoe, but the leaner younger features of Albert the chauffeur.
‘Good morning, ladies,’ he said brightly. ‘I’m looking after you today.’ He held up a metal pail. ‘I’ve got your breakfast here, but her Ladyship says you’ve got to get plenty of cock and learn to love it.  So, you’ve got to give me something before I feed you.’
‘Oh, please… just get on and s… screw us if you want,’ Charlotte said wearily.  ‘We can’t stop you, but don’t make a game of it.’

‘No, Miss, you’ve got to do this properly.  You’ve got to beg to pleasure me with your mouths.  Mundlichgeschlecht… you know what I mean?’

Charlotte felt sick. She knew some women did that kind of thing, but the thought of taking a man’s penis in her mouth was revolting.  ‘No, we can’t do that…’
Albert shrugged. ‘Then my instructions are to leave you here until you change your minds.’  He turned away and started towards the door. 

‘No - wait!’ Charlotte called after him.  ‘We’ll do it!’
‘We can’t,’ Audrey said in despair. 
‘Yes, we can, because we have no choice.  Do we?’ 

Audrey groaned. ‘No, I suppose we don’t, do we,’ she looked at Albert. ‘All right, I beg to… to have you in m… my mouth.’
‘You beg to please me with your mouth,’ Albert prompted.

‘I b… beg to please you with my mouth.’

‘Both of you,’ Albert said.

‘I beg to please you with my mouth,’ Charlotte said grimly.
‘That’s better,’ said Albert.
He moved around the frames, pulling at some latches, and they discovered that they hinged at their hip joints. He bent their upper bodies forward until they lay parallel with the ground, with their breasts hanging free.  There were springs bracing the hinges so that they bobbed up and down slightly.

Albert unbuttoned his trousers and freed yet another stiff penis for them to admire and serve.
He took hold of the sides of the now horizontal ring to which the back of Audrey’s head was strapped and stood up against it, so that it pressed against his waist belt, and rubbed the head of his penis up across her face.  She screwed up her eyes in disgust.

‘Open up, Miss…’ he commanded.  ‘And when I spend, you swallow it all down…’
With a sob she opened her mouth and his shaft slid inside.  She could taste his flesh! At least it seemed to be clean and washed. Wretchedly, she began to suck on it.  As she did so, he began to jerk the ring up and down, making use of the springing in the hinges of her frame.  He was impaling her mouth upon his shaft.  Would she choke if he tried to push it down her throat? 
Desperately, she sucked and licked at its head harder, trying to kindle some passion for it. She had to make him finish before then. She realized that her nipples were hard, not exactly from pleasure but from a sense of sexual intimacy.  His penis head was growing slipperier. It was leaking lubrication into her mouth.  She could taste it, and the scent filled her nostrils.  He was close to spending. He grasped her hair and grunted, and a jet of hot semen squirted into her mouth.  The taste was… indescribable… and she almost gagged on it. Then with an effort she swallowed it down. He sighed in satisfaction and patted and stroked the back of her head.
‘Now… Miss… you suck me clean…’

Almost lightheaded with relief, she licked and sucked at him until he was satisfied. Then he pulled his still hard shaft out of mouth and turned and immediately rubbed it across Charlotte’s face. She opened her mouth and he slid his shaft inside her…

* * *

When he was done with both of them, to his evident satisfaction, Albert straightened their frames up again. They caught sight of their flushed and shiny faces.  Charlotte forced a grin. Well, they had survived another ordeal.

Albert fed them by hand and then wiped them down with a cloth, combed their hair and even brushed their teeth. They could not help but appreciate that degree of attention. At least it seemed they would be kept fresh and presentable. Clearly the Countess had certain standards and her staff were expected to apply them. 

He clipped leashes to their collars and then carefully took them off the frames a few straps and hooks at a time, pulling their arms around behind their backs and clipping their wrists together before their legs were freed. When they were finally standing properly on their own two feet for the first time in hours, they swayed and moaned as they forced their stiff legs to bend.

Albert made them sit on the toilet to relieve themselves and then use the bidet to wash the groins clean.  They were acutely aware of his eyes watching every detail of this normally private process.  Jellicoe had done the same, of course, but with a slight air of detachment. They were more conscious of Albert as a virile younger man.  No, they were not attracted to him, but they were aware of the power he had over them.
When they were ready, he led them out of the dungeon room and along to the stairs and up to the ground floor of the castle.  He took them down a utilitarian corridor. They passed a maid carrying some cleaning things. She smiled coquettishly at Albert and hardly gave them a second glance.  They came to an outside door that opened on to a corner of the main courtyard. They blinked in the bright morning sunlight and took in the fresh reviving air.
They saw Charlotte’s motorbike and Audrey’s car under the car stand roof.
‘Your things were brought up here yesterday,’ Albert explained. ‘Your car is very strange looking, but your bike is good.  Don’t worry, they’ll be quite safe.  Your other luggage has been put in storage. There’s nothing you want, is there?’ He chuckled. ‘You won’t be needing any clothes for a while…’
He led them across the courtyard to the stable block. Its doors were open, displaying racks of harnesses on its inner walls, but no horses. And there was the Countess now dressed in riding clothes, with a riding crop slipped down one boot. She was standing beside what looked like a small dogcart, but with an oddly shape shaft.

She smiled brightly. ‘There you are. I hope you are rested. Did they give you any trouble, Albert?’
‘None, My Lady.’
‘I hope they sucked well.’
‘Very well, My Lady.

Charlotte and Audrey felt their cheeks burning once again. How could they discuss such things so openly? Was this the Salzstein way, or was it peculiar to the castle?
‘Help me harness them up…’
Polished black calf length boots were put on Audrey and Charlotte’s feet, the first footwear they had worn in over a day. The boots were thickly lined and felt surprisingly comfortable, and they had very solid heels.  But they clinked as they touched the flagstones of the yard. They had slim horse shoes fitted to their soles and metal studs on their heels!

Then they were put into leather harnesses with broad straps that went over their shoulders and then crossed between their breasts and shoulder blades and ran down to a broad heavy belt bound about their waists. It had clips on the back to which their wrists were secured.  Bridles shaped to fit female heads were strapped across their faces and buckled tight.  Rubber bits were forced between their teeth, gagging them once again. Charlotte felt a moment of panic as what seemed to be a web of leather enclosed her head, squeezing against her cheeks and pressing across her forehead and under her chin. She saw Audrey’s face being bound and squashed and pinched as well. It was dehumanising.  They were being turned into animals!

But it got even worse.

When they were tightly harnessed, they were stood in front of the small cart.  It had a single shaft extending out from its single seat that forked like a wishbone and then curved upwards.  Its two prongs, which were fitted with pairs of chains, then also forked and their tips were capped with rubber plugs. Only when they were made to stand astride them, did the women realize what they were for.
They shied away and shook their heads and whimpered. No, they could make them do this! The Countess’s riding crop smacked across their bare flanks, making them yelp.
‘None of that! You know this is for your own good. You must get used to having such things inside you.  The hobbyhorses should have prepared you. Now be good girls and let us harness you properly…’
The shafts were raised up between their legs and the rubber plugs were slipped up into their vaginas and rectums. They whimpered as they were plugged tightly. The forward plug was curved slightly like a huge hook.  The chains on the shafts were hooked onto their harness belts.

Reins were clipped to the cheek rings of their bridles. The Countess got into the cart and took up the ends of the reins and a whip.  She flicked the reins across their shoulders.

‘Trot…’ she commanded.

Charlotte and Audrey leaned forward to take the strain and the little cart rolled after them. Their metal-shod boots rang on the flag stones and their breasts jiggled.  The shaft chains attached to their belts took most of the load, which was then spread over their shoulders by the rest of their harness, but they were acutely conscious of the tugging of the twin plugs inside them.  They were pulling a cart with their most intimate parts!
‘Don’t think, just go where I direct you,’ the Countless told them.

They clip-clopped around the yard, make several circuits, with the Countess pulling on their reins to accustom them to being steered, and flicking their bare buttocks with her whip to chivvy them along.

‘Walk in step… in step!’ she instructed them.  ‘Now prance for me… like proud ponies… knees high…’
They pranced across the yard in step, setting their breasts bouncing now.  What a perverted spectacle they were making of themselves! But then that was the idea of their punishment.
‘That’s better… now we shall go outside…’
She turned them to the front gate of the castle, and they passed under its battlements and out through it onto the tarmac driveway that led up to it. Charlotte and Audrey felt a fresh pang of horror. Surely, she was not going to drive them out onto the public roads or through the town like this!
But she turned off the drive almost immediately onto a track that wound up into the forest that enclosed the castle.
The whip cracked across their buttocks as they strained to haul the cart over the rougher ground. The path wove its way between the great pine trees over beds of needles, which deadened the thudding of their feet and the rattle of the wheel rims as they panted along. The path levelled out and they picked up speed. Soon it seemed as if they were flying.  Through gaps in the trees they glimpsed the castle walls. They were running parallel to them. There were its back gardens. And then the path made a hairpin turn and they hauled it and their mistress up and round onto another level.
By now they were painting and dribbling about their bits and sweating furiously, with drips flying off their bouncing breasts. Swish, crack! The whip flicked across their straining buttocks. They whimpered and pulled harder. They glanced sideways at each other and saw a shared look of disbelief beneath the straps of their bridles. Their glossy breasts were heaving wildly, and they could feel the plugs on which they were impaled bumping and churning and yanking on their vaginas and rectums. Surely this could not be happening to them!

But it was. 
And then they began to be filled by a perverse thrill at their humiliating exposure.  It was so cruel and unfair, but it was also overwhelming. They had never known anything like it in their lives before. Their nipples were rock hard, and they could feel their loins unwillingly filling with primitive arousal and their juices running down their pumping thighs.
‘On, on… faster, faster!’ the Countess was crying at them, slashing her whip in a frenzy across their shiny buttocks.
The pain and the arousal seem to fuse inside them, and their loins burst!
Charlotte and Audrey stumbled to a stop, going down on their knees, panting for breath and clenching their thighs together as the spasms tore through them and their juices dripped out over the plugs onto the earth.  For long moments there was only the raw thrill burning through them and the acute awareness of every part of their aching bodies and the tight pinch of their harness and the presence of the other one sharing every moment of it.

When they could blink the sweat from their eyes and focus once again, the Countess was standing before them smiling. She had a flask of water in her hand.  She undid their bits and let them drink from it.
‘That was very well pulled for beginners,’ she said, patting and stroking them.  ‘You would make good girl-ponies.’
She spoke as if with the voice of experience, and for a moment, still feeling elated after their huge orgasms, they felt a strange thrill of joy at her words of approval.  Then they shook their heads to clear them of this nonsense. How many other women had pulled her special cart before them? Just what was she?









Chapter 11

 
They spent the afternoon in their dungeon room down in the cellars, but this time attended in person by the Countess.  They still felt weak and drained from the exertions as ponygirls, but they had no choice but to participate in a fresh ordeal.

Audrey and Charlotte stood facing each other on a square of rubber matting.  Loops of wire ropes hung from the ceiling and were hooked to their collars, giving them enough slack to move about the mat.  Electrical flexes had been coiled about the wire ropes and bare copper from these had been wound about their collars, crossing their inside faces so that they touched their flesh.  Apart from the ropes, they were not restrained. But they were still totally under the Countess’s control.
She was sitting to one side of the matting holding an electrical control box in her hand. She pressed a button on it and the women screamed in pain and sank to their knees, trying to claw at their collars which were now stabbing electric needles into their flesh.  They looked like badly controlled puppets.

She took her finger off the button and the pain vanished, leaving them trembling and twitching.
‘That is what will happen to you if you do not obey the commands,’ she said. ‘You know these lessons are for your own good. Now stand up again and this time, do what I tell you without hesitation.’
Sniffling, they obeyed.

‘Now, Audrey: Charlotte has committed the sin of lesbianism, and must be punished for it. Slap her cheeks hard!’
Whimpering, Audrey drew back her hand and slapped Charlotte quickly and lightly on both cheeks.  Then she screamed and clutched at her collar as the electric needles stabbed into her once again.
‘That was far too gentle!’ the Countess said scathingly. ‘Do it properly!’
Audrey stood straight again, wiping the tears from her eyes.
‘It’s all right,’ Charlotte said, trying to reassure her.  ‘I know you don’t want to, but we’ve got no choice.  Just do it, I can take it.’
With a sob, Audrey swung back her arm and slapped Charlotte hard enough to leave a scarlet mark her cheek.  Then she repeated it with her other hand on the other cheek.
‘Again!’ Countess commanded.
Charlotte slapped Audrey again.
‘And again!’
At the third pair of blows, Charlotte staggered slightly but then straightened up and smiled, wiping away her tears, even though her cheeks were blazing.
‘That’s better,’ the Countess said. ‘Now Charlotte: Audrey has also committed the sin of lesbianism and must be punished for it. Take hold of her nipples and twist and pinch them hard until she cries.’
Audrey braced herself and nodded. Charlotte reached out and took hold of Audrey’s nipples in her strong hands and lifted and twisted them and dug her thumbnails into them. Audrey whimpered and clenched her fists at her side and then hunched over in pain.  Charlotte was lifting her big pale breasts by her nipples which were stretching like rubber.  Audrey sobbed and tears trickled down her cheeks.
‘Enough!’ the Countess said.
Charlotte let go and embraced and kissed Audrey.  Then they screamed and clutched their freshly electrified collars.
‘I did not give you permission to comfort each other!’ the Countess said sharply. ‘This lesson has not yet finished.  Audrey: pick up that strap-on phallus and put it on.’
It was a device set out on a table beside the mat. It was a big black phallic shaped shaft of rubber, heavily ribbed, with a belt and a strap extending from its base pad.  It had already been greased. Gingerly, Audrey put it on, buckling the belt strap about her waist and then passing the other scrap between her legs and up through her groin and fixing it to the rear of the belt. Now the phallus jutted out in front of the. It wobbled as she moved. She realized there was spray of rubber prongs on the inside of its mounting pad which were gouging into her cleft.
‘Charlotte: go down on all fours, spread your knees and raise your bottom.’ She obeyed. ‘Audrey: kneel between Charlotte’s legs, take hold of her hips and push the phallus into her anus.  Fill her with it and pump away. Do not be gentle with her. She has committed the sin of lesbianism and deserves to suffer!’
Feeling sick, Audrey knelt between Charlotte’s muscular legs. She could see the tight pucker of her anus in the cleft of her buttocks.  Was it slightly bruised from its use as a mounting socket for pulling the pony trap earlier? Hers still ached. How intimate a sight it was, and how vulnerable it looked.
She took hold of Charlotte’s hips and guided the tip of the phallus into her sphincter and then forced herself to push its head against it harder and harder. The tight ring of muscle gave way and spread and stretched and the phallus slid inside Charlotte’s rectum.  Charlotte groaned in pain, but she held still. The whole length of the shaft slid up into her, its ribs popping as they went. It must be straightening out her entrails to fit!
Then she was fully inside Charlotte and felt a strange sensation of triumph.  The prongs on the inside of the phallus mounting pad were digging into her cleft, which was growing hot, wet and slippery. She could feel her clitoris standing up. How could she be enjoying this?
‘Now use her like a man would,’ the Countess commanded.
Audrey began thrusting with her hips, pumping the shaft in and out of Charlotte’s distended bottom hole. Charlotte began to grunt and then whimper and gasp. They were connected, even if it was through a slug of rubber.  If she was a man, would she do this to a woman?  Yes, if she loved her. But would she accept it? Maybe, for the same reason.  But it was not natural. Well, some people said lesbianism was not natural either. What matters was if it worked.
By now her hot breasts were heaving with her thrusts, tipped by rock hard nipples. She knew she was grinding Charlotte under and perhaps hurting her, but she did not care.  She deserved it, didn’t she? Charlotte was a lesbian and she was the one with the cock on, so she could do what she wanted…
Audrey’s loins burst and her juices sprayed out into the prongs of the phallus pad and then she collapsed over Charlotte’s raised haunches arched back.  She was sobbing with joy and despair with her eyes screwed up. What had she done? She could hear the Countess giving more orders.

‘Charlotte: stand up and pull yourself off Audrey’s phallus… My, what a pop it made coming out of you… she seems to be temporarily incapable… unstrap it from her…’ Audrey grief felt the phallus being removed from her.  ‘That’s better… now put on your phallus and have her in the same way… do not be kind with her…’ There was a sob of pain from Charlotte as she was shocked again.  ‘Audrey: tell Charlotte to be hard with you…’

‘Yes… yes, be hard,’ she moaned, temporarily wracked with guilt.  ‘I deserve it!
‘Present yourself…’
Audrey, burning with shame and confusion, hunched over and spread her knees and raised her bottom. Yes, she deserved to be hurt.  She had got carried away with a sense of power.  Was that what having a cock, even a rubber one, do to you?
Charlotte took hold of her hips and thrust her phallus into Audrey’s bottom. She shrieked as her sphincter was broached and stretched as the huge thing seemed to fill her insides.  Then Charlotte began to pump into her using the full force of her muscular body.
Audrey gasped and sobbed, feeling as if she was being pummelled into submission.  It was terrible but it was also exciting at the same time. It felt as if Charlotte was riding her. She was being used by her lover! Charlotte has said she enjoyed being on top. That was where she belonged. And Audrey belonged underneath her…
The thrill of that realisation was indescribable. It was so right. It was where she belonged… ahhh!
A second orgasm tore through her and she could hear Charlotte give a sob of delight as well as she also climaxed. That was as it should be! Their juices were pouring down their thighs and onto the rubber matting.  Now everything was right again.

Audrey became aware of the Countess’s feet as she walked around them as they hunched over, faces down on the mat in a huddled heap of hot, sweaty flesh.
‘I want to hear you say aloud that you have sinned,’ the Countess said. ‘That you were guilty of an unnatural act, but that now you are sorry for it.’

Feebly, they shook their heads. ‘No…’ they said huskily.  Then they screamed and convulsed together as their collars shocked them once more.
‘Then I will keep punishing you and you will keep suffering until you do,’ the Countess said simply.

* * *

That night, when they were secured in their frames and alone together in their dungeon once more, Audrey poured out the guilt that had been bottled up inside her.

‘I’m so sorry I hurt you with that bloody phallus thing!’ she exclaimed as soon as the dungeon door had closed behind Jellicoe. ‘It was as if I was acting like a man! Did I hurt you?’
‘I’m all right,’ Charlotte assured her. ‘Just a few bruises.  You’re not the only one. I got pretty carried away shoving mine up you when it was my turn. Is your bottom all right? I mean inside?’
‘Just a few bruises,’ Audrey admitted.  ‘But I’m worried this place is doing something to us!’
‘I know what it’s doing to us because I’ve been there when it was done,’ Charlotte said with a forced chuckle.
‘I mean deeper than that. Beyond the physical. It’s distorting our sense of right and wrong. Making us react strangely. I wouldn’t have thought it possible.  Maybe it’s because it’s been done so openly as if it’s “normal”’.  
Charlotte sighed. ‘I think I know what you mean. We should feel worse than we do about being treated like this.  And we really shouldn’t keep having those fantastic climaxes. Which everyone here also seems to think is all right. As though we are the ones out of step.’ She took a deep breath.  ‘I mean just looking at you spread out like that makes me want to have you.’
‘Me to,’ Audrey admitted.
For several moments they looked each other’s helpless naked bodies up and down and felt their nipples hardening and their vulvas beginning to engorge.  Their minds filled with strange fantasies… Then Audrey shook herself.

‘We’ve got to get away from here as soon as possible!’ she said urgently. ‘Before we’re permanently damaged.’
‘Which means making some kind of public declaration that what we did was sinful,’ Charlotte pointed out gravely.  ‘And that will be so hypocritical!  Like betraying every other woman who feels like we do.  The world won’t change and accept us for what we are if we lie about it.’ 
‘But we might have no choice,’ Audrey said bleakly.









Chapter 12

 
That same night in the castle, but somewhere high above Audrey and Charlotte, Ilse was in her Mistress’s bedroom spread out naked on her big bed, with her wrists and ankles cuffed to its corner posts.  

Countess Helga was riding on top of her in a steady rhythm, rubbing her hot, sweaty naked body across Ilse’s. They were joined by a big double-ended rubber phallus, that was a favourite tool of the Countess’s, and which both terrified and delighted Ilse.  It seemed to fill her small body completely.  But still her nipples stood up like thimbles and dug into her mistress’s hot breasts as they slithered across them.

Her mistress stopped thrusting for a moment to dip her head and nibble on those hard nipples as if they were cherries. Ilse yapped in a doglike fashion as she had been taught. The pain was sharp and exquisite and, as always, it seemed to tip Ilse over the edge.
A fierce surge of delight filled her, and her slender hips lifted, grinding against her mistress’s, even as she impaled herself deeper onto the phallus. That jerk was enough for the Countess as well, and a wonderful simultaneous orgasm caught them up in its whirlwind embrace. They gasped and shuddered their way through it until finally they lay still and happy as their spent juices soaked into a towelling-covered rubber mat under Ilse’s bottom.

Everything seemed perfect, but Ilse was troubled. She did not want to spoil the moment, but perhaps this was the best time, when she knew that her mistress was still infused by the afterglow of their lovemaking.

‘Please, Mistress, how much longer will it take you to deal with the two English women?’ she asked cautiously, trying to make it sound of casual interest to her.
‘They are being stubborn,’ the Countess said sleepily, half speaking into Ilse’s breasts on which her cheek now rested. ‘They can’t accept what they must do. A week more at least…’

‘Only, you are spending so much time playing with them, Mistress. You even used them to pull your cart. Why can’t you do that with me?’
‘Firstly, it is not play but necessity if they are to be spared far worse shame and embarrassment. Secondly, their sins are already public. With you I have to be more discreet outside the castle.  I don’t want to ruin your reputation!’
Ilse smiled awkwardly, and then came to the matter that worried her most. ‘I know they are educated women, Mistress. I thought you might be having more fun with them than me.  And you haven’t shown me to them yet like this.’ She took a deep breath. ‘I’m worried that you might be ashamed of me.  I know I’m not very clever…’
The Countess lifted her head and clasped Ilse by the chin and looked into her eyes in the dim night light of the bedroom.
‘I’m not ashamed of you at all, you silly girl,’ she assured her affectionately. ‘You will always be my favourite puppygirl. But I’m not sure how they would respond to meeting you and realising my private tastes. It might seem to lessen my authority over them. They need more breaking in. In fact, I will be taking them to Irmgard’s tomorrow to see what that does for them.’
‘Oh, yes.  I want to go as well!’ Ilse pleaded.
‘What did I just say about not showing you to them yet? You can have the day free. I’ll give you some money. Go into town and buy yourself a treat.’ 
‘Yes, Mistress… thank you, Mistress,’ Ilse said, feeling her deeper guilt returning.  She knew where she would have to go, and it was not to buy herself a treat.  Except that in a way it was… oh, her life was all so confusing!









Chapter 13

 
The next morning, after Albert had prepared Audrey and Charlotte, he took them out to the courtyard where the big Mercedes was waiting for them.  He opened up its boot.  It was empty apart from a bed of travelling rugs and a bundle of straps.

‘You’re going for a little ride,’ he said.
He used the straps to bind their knees and ankles together. Then he lifted them bodily into the boot and folded them up together on their sides, so that their heads were facing inwards into each other’s groins and their thighs were bent at right ankles and their lower legs were doubled up. He used more straps to bind their ankles to their wrists, so they could not straighten out.

The Countess appeared wearing her red two-piece ensemble and smiled down at them as they lay there packed as tightly as sardines.

‘We’re just taking a short drive to visit a very dear friend of mine, Irmgard Schwartzman, who runs a riding school, and who might be able to help in your case,’ she said brightly.

Then Albert shut the boot lid and they were plunged into darkness.

* * *

As near as they could estimate it, the journey took about half an hour. They were gagged so they couldn’t talk to help pass the time with speculations. But pressed together as intimately as they were, occasional jostled against each other by the motion of the car, they could tell they were each responding as their imaginations and dread ran riot.  Soon the boot was filled with the intimate perfume of female arousal.

Finally, the car came to a halt and the engine was turned off. They heard the Countess get out and then a chatter of voices. Then the boot was opened once more, and they blinked in the light.  

Albert freed their arm to ankle bindings and leg straps, and then lifted them out onto their feet.  He kept hold of their leashes. They looked around them to see they were in the yard of a stables, with several horses looking out of their boxes at them.  Although the space was enclosed, they shivered at this fresh sense of exposure.

The Countess was standing next to another elegant good-looking woman, perhaps in her early fifties and dressed in riding gear. Presumably she was Irmgard. 

‘And here are Audrey and Charlotte,’ the Countess said.  ‘Take a look at them.’
Irmgard walked around Audrey and Charlotte as they stood there trembling, and prodded and pinched and stroke them with total self-assurance. After a minute she said, ‘Yes very nice indeed.  A little older than I usually show them but still very desirable. Good solid English stock, especially this dark haired one.  The blonde is practically a pony in her own right, but very striking. What do you need doing to them?’
‘For their own good I need to break them down further.  Their natural inhibitions need to be weakened, so they are more pliable and can recognize the necessities of their situation.  They have to convince some staid burghers that they are sinners and they are truly sorry what they did. To do that they have to have more practice satisfying penises.’

‘I understand,’ said Irmgard. ‘I’m sure I can do something.  A few circuits of the ring should help. This way…’
She led them across the yard and through a doorway and down a wide hall.  They heard music playing. And then they passed through a second doorway into a large enclosed space.
It was an indoor arena with a sawdust floor. The music that heard was blaring out of loudspeakers. A few dozen men stood in the arena watching four horses parading around them along the perimeter of the ring.  The horses were being led by long tethers connected to their bridles which looped upwards to connect with a kind of closed track suspended from the ceiling, which must have contained some kind of powered drive system. 

Mounted on the horses were young naked women. 

Their arms were contained behind their backs in leather sleeves. Bells had been clipped to their nipples which jingled as their breasts bounced in time with the motion of the horses under them. They had gags in their mouths and their ankles appeared to be strapped into their stirrups. They sat up very stiffly in their saddles.  Numbers had been taped to their bare backs as if they were runners in a race.
As they circled round and round, the men in the middle flourished long handled whips that they flicked across their bare breasts and naked flanks, and even skimming across the horses’ haunches to smack onto their buttocks. The women yelped around their gags.  But the horses ignored all that and calmly trotted on.

Even as Audrey and Charlotte gaped at this bizarre sight, they realized that the men were not simply toying with the women. There was a man standing on a small wooden podium in the very centre of the ring with a notebook in his hand. He was constantly looking round at the spectators, and they in turn were holding up little numbered paddles. They were making bids!
The tempo of the music began to pick up and the horses trotted at a faster pace.  The mounted women were now moaning and squirming. As they passed right in front of Charlotte and Audrey they saw why. There were plugs rising from the slender saddles on which they sat that vanished between their legs and the clefts of their buttocks. They were riding while doubly impaled!
A dark-haired woman with full breasts was moaning and shaking her head and squirming her hips. Suddenly she jerked and sobbed and dribbled about her gag and then flopped about for a moment, only held in place by her cuffed ankles and the shafts in her groin.
There was a ragged chorus of cheers and laughter from the onlookers.  She had just climaxed.
‘A good girl, that one,’ Irmgard said conversationally to the Countess.  ‘She always fetches is a high price.’
The music stopped and the horses cantered to a halt.  The man on the podium pointed to those men who had bid the highest. Stable lads ran forward and unstrapped the women and lifted them off their tormenting saddles.  They saw the phalluses on which they were impaled sucking at their dripping orifices as they were pulled free.  The men stepped forward to claim them. Then they were led off to the far corner of the arena where there was a row of curtained booths.
Audrey and Charlotte looked to each other in dumb horror.
‘Now, let’s get your girls into the saddle,’ said Irmgard.
Audrey and Charlotte tried instinctively to pull away, but Albert had a tight grip of their leashes.

Cages in the corner of the arena were opened and two more naked women were pulled out of them. A man stuck numbers onto their backs. Irmgard called him over and he stuck more numbers on Audrey and Charlotte’s backs. Their wrists were uncuffed and their arms were then confined in leather binding sleeves like the other women.  Silver bells were clipped painfully onto their nipples. Albert released them into the custody of the stable lads, and they were led across to a pair of horses.
They were lifted up into the air with their legs spread and dropped down onto the small saddles. They yelped as the twin plugs, still warm and slippery with the juices of the previous rider, slipped up inside them.  Their feet were slipped into the stirrups and their ankle cuffs were clipped to spring hooks set on the ends of the stirrup leathers from which they hung. Instinctively they tugged at them, only to find that the leathers had been stiffened somehow and were quite rigid.  They would not fall out of their saddles.
They saw all the strange men’s eyes upon them: assessing and calculating what they were worth. They were now so high up and so exposed, with the plugs inside them that it redoubled their sense of humiliation.  They felt their cheeks burning.
All four fresh women were now mounted. The recorded music started up again and their horses obediently set off at a trot.

With their eyes wide in sick terror and biting on their gags, Audrey and Charlotte rocked about in their saddles.  Their breasts bounced and their nipple bells tinkled. They rounded the end of the arena where the Countess and Irmgard were watching them. The Countess actually waved cheerfully as they passed by. With every step, the twin plugs gouged and sucked within them.
Swish, crack!

The men in the ring began to swing their whips.  They swiped across bouncing breasts and straining thighs.  Women yelped and sobbed and twisted aside, but there was no escape.  The music picked up tempo and the horses trotted faster. By now their saddles were wet and slippery with their juices. The plugs inside them were crude and cruel and irresistible.

Audrey could feel the pressure building inside her. How could she respond like this? Or was it the only way to respond? She saw men in the arena staring at her and then holding up their little bidding paddles. A whip cracked across her big bouncing breasts and she shrieked.
Charlotte was mounted on the horse behind Audrey. Through her misty eyes she saw her fleshy buttocks rippling with every stride.  She felt herself growing hot and desperate. Was it shameful to come like this?  She saw the whip strike Audrey’s breasts and heard her shriek. A surge of anger filled her, and she wanted to punish the man who had inflicted pain on her lover. And then she wanted to be him to feel the power of inflicting such her pain.
Audrey felt her loins explode and her juices flowed out over her saddle. She convulsed and swayed and gurgled. She heard men cheering.
Following after her, Charlotte actually smelt the waft of Audrey’s discharge and it thrilled her beyond measure.  A whip cracked across her breasts, driving her bells into her bouncing globes. The pain seemed to be the trigger she needed.  She jerked frantically in her saddle, for a few seconds beyond all trivial cares and worries, and then she hung her head limply.
The music stopped and dizzily they realized that their ride of shame was over. They were pulled off their saddles. But their rectums and vaginas did not want to come, and they clung to the terrible wonderful saddle plugs until they were dragged free with wet sucking slurps.
Rubber legged, still semi-delirious with the shock of it all, they were half carried over to a pair of grinning men who looked them up and down with delight.  Then they took hold of them by their hair and dragged them across to the row of booths.  Here they were parted, but they each shared the same fate…

Inside were small hitching rails. They were thrown forward across them and straps were pulled over their backs. Their legs were pulled wide and their ankle cuffs were clipped to more hooks. Hard male hands slapped their buttocks to set them rippling. Then flies were ripped open. Their hips were grasped and penises were rammed up into their already dripping orifices.
The men pounded into them, making the hitching rails creak and their dangling breasts, still adorned with bells, sway and jingle.  They reached under them and clasped and squeezed them, driving the bells up into their soft flesh.  The men pounded even faster, and Audrey and Charlotte could only squeeze tight about them, imagining they were back in the saddle.  The men grunted and spurted their semen into them.  Then they laughed and pulled out of them and gave their hot bottoms a passing slap. Then they left the booths.
Just like that it was over. Juices and sperm dripped between their legs onto the sawdust. They felt soiled and wretched and horribly empty.
Stable lads came in and freed them. And then they were together again… 
They were walked alongside the ring while more naked women on horses were jiggling and jingling past. They were stood on a metal drain grating and they were bent over, and hoses were pushed up into them to flush them clean. Then they were given a drink of water and led back to where the Countess and Irmgard stood.

The Countess looked both of them deep in the eyes and then nodded. 

‘Yes, this is what they need. A good hard shock to their systems. They’re beginning to realize their true place at last.  But they need a bit more practice on the cock. May they ride a few more circuits?’
‘My dear,’ said Irmgard, ‘they can ride for me all day.’

And they did.









Chapter 14

 
Karl Hermann had his office at the back of his auto repair shop and showroom.  A panoramic window allowed him to look out over its forecourt and see his business grow. Next to his office was a store room lit only by a skylight. It was mostly occupied with tall utilitarian metal shelving stacks where old files, miscellaneous spare parts, little used tools, and odd items of furniture inevitably gathered. 

At that moment, it also contained Ilse Lubeck.

She was suspended naked against one of the shelving stacks from heavy straps bound about her wrists that stretched her arms up above her head. Her legs were pulled up and bent outward and held in place by chains about her knees and ankles, exposing her groin and the soft curves of her inner thighs.  A pair of chains dangled from the shelf above her head to form nooses that were bound about the roots of her breasts, pinching them tight and making them bulge outwards like mushroom caps.
Hermann, is his shirtsleeves, stood before her enthusiastically using a spanking paddle with a blade made from an old inner tube to beat her body. He flattened her pliant breasts down again and again and tanned her thighs and pubic mound. They stung and burned but the paddle did not cut her flesh and left only a light blush that would fade in a few hours. He was always careful not to leave any marks on her for the Countess to see that she could not account for.
Hermann’s flies were open and his stiff cock jutted out, bobbing and wagging with each stroke.  It seemed to dance before Ilse’s tear-filled eyes as she writhed in her bonds and screamed into the thick wad of cloth that gagged her.  How she loved and feared both it and him.
She had always been overawed by power, perhaps because she never had any of her own, and she was quite helpless in the face of the strong wills of both the Countess and Hermann.  She was their submissive plaything and quite happy to suffer for them.  Perhaps it was a kind of addiction, but she did not know much about such things.

In fact, she had fallen under Hermann’s power first. Before the Countess had ever claimed her and she had been homeless, she sometimes slept overnight in his garage, bartering submissive sex for food and shelter. And she kept coming back for more.  It was nice to be wanted for something she had, and to feel safe in the protection of powerful people. It was Hermann who had arranged for her to come to the notice of the Countess, and she had happily taken up a position as her “personal maid” in the castle.  To actually live in the castle of the ancient rulers of this stretch of the Einsrau was something almost beyond her wildest dreams. 
The Countess had taken a liking to her and turned her into her special puppygirl. Soon, she was her mistress in the castle, and Hermann was her master in the town.  It seemed to balance perfectly, and her pretty bottom never went without a spanking for long. And all she had to do in return, was to keep Hermann informed of doings in the castle and the Countess’s plans.

By now there was a hot liquid caldron of lust bubbling away in Ilse’s loins that was leaking a little, so that the soft blade of the spanking paddle was splattering her juices over her thighs.  Hermann saw this and paused his beating. He ran his fingers through the hot swollen lips of her vulva that gaped and dribbled desperately and smiled.
‘You’re such a terrible slut, aren’t you, Ilse?’ he said.

She nodded shamelessly. She was, she was!

‘Will you beg to have my cock inside you?’

She nodded frantically.
He took out her gag and her desperate words poured out. 
‘Please, Master, please, I want to up me… do it hard… make me squeal… I’ll be your perfect little sex pet… your puppygirl… please… uhhhhh!’
He taken hold of her slender thighs and rammed his shaft deep into her dripping cleft and pumped away inside her, grinding her slender body against the shelving rack, until that caldron in her loins burst…

* * *

Ilse still hung from the shelving, dripping sperm and juices from her aching cleft, but in her mind, she was floating somewhere warm and happy. 

And then came his usual questioning.

‘The two English women. How is the Countess treating them?

As usual she felt she had to be loyal to the Countess. ‘Oh… she’s been very cruel, Master. She spends a lot of time with them. She’s had her men see to them as well. They get plenty of shafting and beating, but it wasn’t enough. She actually said…’ she cleared her throat and did her imitation of the Countess’s refined voice that had grown out of her adoring fascination with her mistress’s every mannerism, ‘They need more breaking in… I’ll be taking them to Irmgard’s tomorrow to see what that does for them.’ She relapsed into her normal tones. ‘That where they are now, Master. I know what they do there. There are lots of men who pay to have fun with women. They’ll be screwed so many times…’

Hermann scowled in thought.

‘Well, she seems to be delivering what she promised, but knowing the Countess’s tastes, I wonder what else she wants from them.’
This touched on Ilse’s deepest fear. ‘You mean… she might want to have them for her lovers…like me?’

‘Perhaps. She might also want to spread her influence to other women who enjoy the same kind of perversions by bartering their services.  Or they might try to influence her with their foreign ways.  That could be wrong and dangerous.’
‘But… but what we do isn’t really wrong, is it, Master?’ Ilse asked, confused and fearful. 

Hermann laughed. ‘It’s not wrong when it’s only you, Ilse. Nobody cares what she does with a waif like you. But the foreign women are another thing entirely.  What happens to them might be important.’
‘But why does any of this matter, Master? Why can’t we all be happy as we are?’
He gave her a look that she knew meant that she had been hopelessly naive once again.
‘At the moment, Countess Helga is protected because of her rank and all that foolish antiquated deference it commands, and because she is discreet in exercising her perversions. But one day, one day very soon, perhaps, all that will change. I have plans ready. It just needs the right moment to put them into action. And then there’ll be a new order in Salzstein. And then you’ll be proud and grateful that you knew me!’
And Ilse gazed at him in wonder as she sensed the full power of his personality that made her feel so small, and she felt a fresh thrill of submissive love towards him.









Chapter 15

 
Following their ordeal at Irmgard’s Riding School, Audrey and Charlotte were given the next day off. 

In practice, this meant that in the morning they were taken out to a shady spot in the garden and their leashes were fixed to a stake in the ground and they were given a blanket to lie on and then they were left to themselves.  A maid brought them food at lunchtime and, when necessary, Hans led them over to his shed where they could squat over a bucket to relieve themselves.  But otherwise they were not expected to exercise or perform in any way. Most of the time they spent huddled together taking what comfort they could from each other’s bodies.
They had been totally devastated by their experience.  The physical legacy of aching limbs and bruised passageways was only part of it. They had been taken to the limits of their mental and emotional endurance and perhaps beyond. They were dazed and confused, hardly able to believe what they had done, and what had been done to them.

They had shed some tears the previous night while strapped into their frames in the seclusion of their dungeon. And they were not proud of that fact, but tears were a safety valve to vent their initial emotional response and get the worst of it out of their systems. They had felt a little better afterwards and even managed to sleep for a few hours.  Now, in the bright light of day, like the sensible, educated women they were, they were trying, calmly and rationally, to put it all into perspective. They must understand what had happened, and perhaps through that understanding they could learn to live with it. And so they discussed the previous day in low voices, sometimes struggling to maintain their composure, trying to make sense of their feelings. 
‘I always knew, as a matter of biology, that men had penises and what they were for,’ Audrey said, speaking carefully as if feeling her way through what she was trying to rationalize. ‘And I think I coped with Jellicoe’s and Albert’s and Hans’s quite well. I even managed to orgasm with them in me.’
‘Yes, we both did,’ Charlotte agreed. ‘I’ve been trying to think of that is a little victory. It showed we weren’t man-haters, or anything like that.’
‘But I never realized how shocking having one after another, all belonging to strangers, stuck up inside me could be,’ Audrey continued. ‘Almost like I was on a… a production line! Which was crude and cruel and brutal.  And yet… now I’m feeling a lot more respect for them. No, not “respect”, that’s not the right word… deference?  Awe? Possibly….’
‘Penises or men?’

Audrey forced a smile. ‘Well they usually go together, don’t they?  Although sometimes I wonder which one is in control. I’m trying to say that I feel a kind of appreciation for the power they have.  I mean they can put a part of themselves right up inside us. We can’t do that in the same way.’

‘I think I understand what you mean,’ Charlotte said. ‘Of course, we might have found that out earlier if the Countess hadn’t stopped what they planned to do to us in the police yard.’

‘She saved us from that only to take us to the riding school a few days later.  How cruel was that!’

‘I suppose you could say it was not quite same.  We were better prepared by then. We probably took it better than if it all happened an hour after they pulled us out of our bed.’
‘We took it better?’ Audrey said, with a tremor entering her voice. ‘You mean how we kept having orgasms again and again?’
‘Now you’re talking about the guilt,’ Charlotte said, as calmly as she could manage. 

‘You feel it too?’

‘Yes!’

Charlotte spelt out what they both found so hard to acknowledge. ‘You don’t mean the shame about all the humiliations we suffered, which we couldn’t do anything about, but how we responded to them?’ 
Audrey bit her lip and nodded.  

They saw the guilt she had spoke of lying deep in each other’s eyes, and it was worse than the physical pain and degradation. Mounted on horses or bent over the hitching rails in the booths, in the depths of their despair and misery, they had climaxed: and not once but several times!  How was that possible?
‘We’ll have to face it: this place has changed us,’ said Charlotte. ‘We’ll never be the same again.’
‘The Countess said she wanted us broken down,’ Audrey said in a whisper.  ‘Are we… broken?’ 
‘Not yet,’ said Charlotte.  ‘But we might be bending.’

* * *

In the early evening, Jellicoe came out into the garden to fetch them. They followed at his heels with a new and slightly fearful docility; afraid of what he planned to do to them. All he had to do was to take out his penis and he could push it up them in any way he wanted to, and they could not stop him, and they might lose control again and climax and climax…

But he did not take them down to the dungeon, but up to the big bathroom with the slave leash rail on its wall that they had used on their first day in the castle.

‘The Countess is having a small dinner party tonight and wishes you to attend, ladies,’ he explained. ‘You must make yourselves presentable.’
He watched approvingly as they showered and washed and dried and combed their hair.  As they did so they wondered: what kind of dinner party could they possibly attend?

It was only when they were done and stood before Jellicoe to be inspected, that Charlotte got up the courage to ask meekly, ‘Please, Sir what would we do at a dinner party like this?’
Jellicoe smiled. ‘You will provide the centrepiece.’

* * *

It was a big wood-panelled room, hung with oil paintings of bucolic country scenes. Jellicoe supervise the activities of the maids who serve the meal with quiet authority. There was a long wooden table in the middle of the room, which at this moment seated only four.

The Countess sat at the head of course, while opposite her at the other end was a plump balding, middle-aged man who was apparently Conrad Stendhal; the Mayor of Gadhausen.  To her left was the Joseph Gratz, a fiftyish, vigorous, red-cheeked man with bright blue eyes and the big white moustache. He was a baker and head of the local trade Guild. He wore an SFP button and exchanged a few frowns with Max Schelling, who sat opposite him. Schelling’s eyes flicking about suspiciously behind his glasses.
And between them all, serving as Jellicoe had said as the centrepiece, were Audrey and Charlotte.

They lay on their backs with their heads touching in the very centre of the table.  Their arms were spread a little out from their sides, and the rings of their cuffs were hooked to the heads of bolts drilled through its top. Their legs were spread a little wider and secured in the same way.  More bolts held down the side rings of their collars.  Additional leather straps were bound across their knees and stomachs.  Small hard green apples had been pushed into their mouths, serving as appropriate gags.
But this humiliating exposure was not as bad as the other devices on the table, that turned it into an implement of torture.
Long screw rods running through sleeves set in the table top extended from both ends and the sides of the table towards Audrey and Charlotte. The end ones drove big rubber plugs into their rectums and vaginas, one the side ones were connected to the control rods of sets of sprung clamps that were fastened about their breasts, on one side secured about Audrey’s left breast and Charlotte’s right, and on the other side the reverse. The insides of these clamps were lined with spikes. The ends of all the rods finished in little control wheels that lay within reach of each guest.
The guests could hardly take their eyes off the women. Countess Helga, however, behaved as though this was a perfectly normal accompaniment to a meal, and chatted politely as they dined. ‘I think Chef has surpassed himself tonight,’ she said as the dishes came and went. Gratz ate with gusto, Stendhal with care, and Max Schelling moodily.
Only when they were finished, did she call attention to Audrey and Charlotte.
‘Now, we all know you did not come here just dine, but to assure yourselves that I have been dealing with our English visitors as I promised.  You can see for yourself that they are not being spared from humiliation or discomfort.  By the way, I had Audrey’s Mound of Venus shaved, as I believe it makes her more vulnerable. Do you agree?’ 
Gratz nodded in a genial approval, while Stendhal said, ‘Yes, I see that.’
‘And now you can personally test their responses. If you would like to take hold of your control wheels…’ 
She had the wheel that controlled the shaft plugged into Audrey’s groin, while Stendhal was lined up with Charlotte’s crotch.  Gratz and Schelling had mastery over their breasts.
She began to turn her wheel and the screw rod extended further, pushing the twin plugs deeper up into Audrey’s vagina and rectum, making her lower belly bulge. Audrey whimpered and blinked away tears and bit on her apple gag. Stendhal was tormenting Charlotte’s groin in the same way. Gratz and Schelling were twisting their wheels, so that the clamps squeezed tight about the women’s breasts, making them bulge up unnaturally like sprouting mushrooms, while the spikes bit into their soft flesh.
The impaling plugs had reached their maximum penetration inside Audrey and Charlotte. But the wheels continue to turn. Little discs now began to rotate about the base of the plugs, dragging hard rubber prongs across their clefts. They sniffled even as their clefts grew noticeably wetter.  Despite their mistreatment, their nipples were standing up hard. 
‘As you can see, they are responding to the mastery and stimulation of men, while being taught that their orifices exist to be penetrated. But this is only to warm them up. Now let us spank them…’
Jellicoe moved around the table solemnly handing out long handled rubber bladed spanking paddles.
‘I hope you all know how to use these properly on women,’ the Countess said. Then she drew back her arm and swiped her paddle across the insides of Audrey’s thighs.
Following her lead, the other paddles rained down on the helpless bodies on the table.
Swish smack, they beat their thighs and stomachs and breasts and groins.  Soft flesh rippled and turned pink and then scarlet.  Audrey and Charlotte shrieked in pain and bit on their apple gags so that their teeth started to sink into them.  Drool ran out of the corners of their stretched mouths down their cheeks to mingle with their tears.  Gratz was chuckling while Schelling’s eyes gleamed as he began to enjoy himself.  The women’s bodies felt as if they were on fire will being skewered.
And then the terrible inverted response crept over them.  Their hard nipples were being beaten down again and again only to spring back up for more. Their stricken pudenda were already dribbling and now they began to squeeze ever harder on plugs impaling them. The smack of the spiky paddles beat their swollen clitorises down against their hard sides. It was agony… and it was ecstasy.
Their hips bucked frantically as orgasms overcame them, jerking and rattling their cuffs, straining their straps and churning the rubber plugs inside them.  Then they went limp while little pools of discharge formed on the table top under their buttocks.
Gratz broke into a brief flurry of applause.  ‘That was most amusing and instructive.  I did not think English women were so passionate. Thank you, Countess.’
‘You are welcome,’ said Helga. ‘Now let us see what they have to say for themselves.  I think you will find them much more contrite than last time.’ 
Jellicoe stepped forward and delicately pulled the gag apples from their mouths.
‘Are you sorry for what you did?’ the Countess asked.
‘Yes… yes… we so very sorry, Mistress,’ they croaked out.
‘And was it sinful of you?’
At that moment there was no concern in their minds about hypocrisy. ‘Yes… yes it was sinful.’ 
‘Do you know what your private parts are for?’
‘For men to use… for their pleasure… for their penises…’
‘And there you have it, Gentlemen,’ the Countess said. ‘I hope you’re satisfied. I will keep them a few days longer to complete their reparations, and then I think they can leave with justice served. And all without any international repercussions.’
‘Quite right,’ said Gratz.  ‘We don’t want any trouble now.’
‘I thank you for your efforts, Countess,’ Stendhal added.
‘I suppose it will have to do,’ Schelling said grudgingly.
The Countess escorted the three men out in person. Jellicoe set the maids clearing away the serving dishes from the side table. Audrey and Charlotte lay there; soiled, sore and miserable. The fight had been beaten out of them so easily. They had said what was expected to spare themselves. There had been no thought of defiance.
The Countess came back in and bent over the table and looked down into their flushed and woebegone faces. ‘I think they were all satisfied with your progress so far.’  She smiled. ‘Now, let’s go to my bed.  It’s big enough for all of us…’









Chapter 16

 

Barely half an hour later, Audrey and Charlotte were kneeling on the top of a huge bed in the Countess’s chambers, chained by their necks to its massive foot posts with their wrists cuffed behind them once more. The Countess was reclining on its pillows dressed in a silk robe.  There was a slender, bright-faced blonde naked girl kneeling in a big basket at the foot of the bed, secured by a long chain, who also seemed to have a rubber tail plugged into her bottom.

‘That’s Ilse, my own special puppygirl. She has a very skilful tongue. Isn’t she sweet?’ the Countess had said lightly by way of introduction, as she had secured Charlotte and Audrey to the bed.  Ilse had smiled nervously and blushed, while Charlotte and Audrey had goggled at her in amazement, still trying to come to terms with this sudden revelation.

Now the Countess was staring at Audrey and Charlotte with keen penetrating eyes.
‘As you will have gathered by now, I enjoy the intimate company of women.  I am not anti-man, but I prefer my own sex. It is not fair that in Salzstein, men can have unattached women as mistresses, but women can’t have them as well.  It is a very traditional and controlling culture. Over the generations I believe that this practice has incidentally bred a streak of sexual submissiveness in Salzstein women until they also accept, and even enjoy such treatment. Ilse is a perfect example.  She was a war orphan who I claimed by the same law I invoked with you, after she had committed some petty crime. But many men had had her before me…’ Ilse squirmed slightly awkwardly. ‘All this was done discreetly of course and is not talked about to non-natives.
‘But the war has changed the balance of power between the sexes.  So many men were lost that it has left women like me in positions of greater power.  Some people resent this. Hopefully, becoming a sovereign nation once again will help restore our sense of national pride and unity.  Meanwhile, I and my friends make the most of our new freedom. And why not? A generation of men has indulged their power and played their wargames and left most of Europe and many other parts of the world in ruins. Why should it not be our turn now?’
By now, Audrey had gathered her wits sufficiently to ask a burning question. ‘Mistress, how can you justify treating women as badly as your men have?’
The Countess smiled. ‘Do mean women in general or you two in particular?’
‘Both!’ Charlotte said forcefully.  ‘And your friends like Irmgard!’
The Countess spread her hands expressively. ‘We do it because it is enjoyable of course.  Mastering a pretty woman and having her serve you is a wonderful experience. And the right women handled in the right way enjoy serving us.  This is our nature.  Perhaps it has been bred into our ruling class as submission has to our slave women.  I’m sorry if it shocks you, but there it is.’
‘But it’s wrong!’ Audrey insisted.
‘It’s a matter of taste and nature,’ the Countess replied.  ‘As it is in your nature to love each other.  Just because it doesn’t fit with common conceptions of right or wrong, would you have that right taken from you?’
‘But we weren’t doing anybody any harm sharing a bed!’
‘Many people would disagree with you.’ 
‘But they’re ignorant and prejudiced and…’ 
‘And so their opinions and feelings don’t matter?  As they believed your feelings didn’t matter because you had committed a sin? Would you deny Ilse the pleasure of serving me, just because it doesn’t conform to your sense of right or wrong?’
Charlotte and Audrey were reduced to worried frowns and chewed lips as they tried to sort this out in their minds. Then Charlotte spoke up again.
‘But you did enjoy playing with us in your dungeon… doing all those revolting things.’
‘Yes. You’re a lovely pair to torment. And I was sure you would be safer and happier in my care than Hermann’s or Schelling’s, if they ever got their hands on you. But I also knew I had to be hard on you to be sure your feelings for each other were sincere.  And to bring you to the proper state where tonight you could convince the men that you have been purged of your wickedness… or at least, that you’re well on the way to being so. Of course, I know you cannot be “corrected” by anything I can do to you, but men still believe it.’
Audrey said anxiously. ‘But I think you have done something to us.  Yesterday… with all those men having us… it was disgusting and terrifying… yet we kept climaxing.’
‘And how do you know that wasn’t already in your natures?’ the Countess asked. ‘No, don’t say anymore for the moment, just let that thought stay with you.  Now, you are in a nice big bed. Why don’t you use it as intended? Make love to each other. It’s what you want to do, isn’t it? Head to tail… go on…’
They hesitated, suddenly blushing at this bold command.  Make love in front of two other women?
The Countess pulled out a slender cane from behind her pillow and flicked it across their breasts.
‘May I remind you that I am still you Mistress and can quite legally punish you for disobedience. Go on, show me how much you love each other...’
They looked at each other. What choice did they have? And then they thought simultaneously: what other choice did they want? 
This shuffled around and leaned forward and kissed passionately, feeling their hot breasts touching. The perfect thrill of it! Then they toppled over on this side, frantically bestowing kisses all over each other. Then the squirmed about with Audrey underneath and Charlotte on top, spreading their thighs and burying their faces in each other’s smooth clefts.  Their tongues slid inside them, finding the hot throbbing buds that were the centre of their passion.  They inhaled the scent of each other’s juices which made them dizzy, and then zapped and sucked and nibbled with a growing frenzy until…
Ohhhhhh!  It was perfect.

* * *

When they had fully recovered their senses again, their faces now shiny with each other’s juices, the Countess was flicking them with her cane. She undid her robe and opened it to reveal her lovely naked body. Then she spread her thighs. 

‘Now, it’s time you did your duty and pleasured to me…’
With their heads still full of simmering erotic thoughts, it was surprisingly easy to crawl up the bed and bend their heads over the Countess.  Charlotte buried her face in her groin and lapped and sucked at her naked mound, while Audrey kissed and nibbled on her breasts and nipples. The Countess took a fistful of their hair in each hand and pressed their faces harder against her body, instructing them as they laboured to please her.
‘Yes, that’s right…’ she sighed happily, ‘a little deeper…ohhhh…  a little more tongue… higher… uhhhh… more sucking… harder… harder… yes… ahaaaa!’

* * *

When they were done, the three of them lay on their backs with their legs apart.  Ilse scrambled up the bed and eagerly began licking them clean.

The Countess put an arm about Charlotte and Audrey’s shoulders and hugged them to her. 
‘You will be my good obedient pets for the next week or so, just like Ilse. Tomorrow, you will put on a show of contrition for the police because of the struggle that you put up in their yard, and possibly also because of the pleasure you denied them by coming with me. Of course, it’s not fair, but it is necessary. Remember that Lieutenant Wittenberg still has your passports. If you convince them that you are sorry for your aberration and have been converted back to “normality”, then you can leave all the sooner. It won’t be particularly pleasant, but you understand you have no choice. Do you promise to be good?’
‘We promise… Mistress,’ they said.









Chapter 17

 
Gadhausen’s police station had five small cells, each with utilitarian tiled floors and green gloss-painted walls, an integral shelf bed and toilet, and a small, high-set barred window.  There were some recessed lashing rings set in the walls, perhaps for the further restraint of prisoners, but otherwise they had no other furniture. 

Except for today in the cell at the end of the cell block corridor. 

A restraining dungeon Y-frame, loaned by the Countess, had been set up inside it.  It comprised principally of three timber beams formed into an inverted “Y”, which was mounted on a central post set on a low sturdy wheeled base, that allowed it to be tilted if necessary.  A variety of heavy leather straps were fitted to its sides which had been bound about Charlotte’s naked body. 

She was laid out on her back with her legs spread wide along the forks of the Y, which faced the cell door.  Her upper body rested on its main beam, with her arms pulled down under her and wrist cuffs hooked to a ring on its underside.  Heavy straps were bound across her knees and thighs, across her waist and above and below her breasts.  Her groin and the lower curves of her buttocks hung over the open fork of the Y.
Audrey looked down at her, feeling helpless lust, anguish and guilt in equal measure. The guilt was there because today, bizarrely, they were serving as their own keepers, and so she had personally strapped Charlotte onto the device.  By contrast, Audrey was merely tethered to the base of the frame by a long chain attached to her collar, which had enough slack to allow her to move about the frame, but to go no further than the cell door.  The same kind of tether also attached Charlotte to the frame, but hers was for the moment coiled up neatly and hung on a hook under the beam on which her head rested.
Also tucked away under the beam was a lunch basket, a water flask, a bucket, a jar of petroleum jelly, a cloth and sponge and large brass garden syringe with a long hose nozzle for flushing out. 
‘This is perverse and obscene!’ Audrey whispered.  ‘How did we agree to this?’
‘Because we had no choice,’ Charlotte reminded her.  
‘I can’t offer you to them like this… I… love you!’
‘Shhhh!  Don’t let them hear you talk like that.  We’re meant to be well on our way to being “cured”, remember.’
‘But offering you to them like this.  If they hurt you…’
‘They won’t.  I’m not going to fight them.  I just have to lie here and let them have their fun.  You’ve got to do the messier part. And its only for the first round.  You’ll have your turn later.  Now do what you’ve got to…’
‘Give ourselves to all those… those cocks out there, you mean?’
‘That’s no way talk about fine upstanding police officers,’ Charlotte said in a desperate attempt at humour.
Audrey stifled a laugh.  Then she went to the cell door, which had been left ajar while they readied themselves, and opened it wide and called out: ‘We’re ready now…’
In a few moments Lieutenant Wittenberg appeared. He smiled in appreciation at Charlotte’s naked vulva gaping open to him in offering.
Audrey went down on her knees in a submissive posture and spoke the words she had prepared in consultation with the Countess.  
‘Please, Sir, accept our apologies for our earlier behaviour. We did not mean to cause offence.  Now we have seen the error of our ways, we wish to offer you our bodies as a demonstration of our contrition and submission.  Please enjoy my friend, and I will tend you afterwards.’
‘Now this is how each should have been done,’ Wittenberg said, unbuttoning his flies and freeing his penis. ‘You have come to your senses and you are making your restitutions in a civilised, orderly manner.’
He stood between Charlotte’s spread legs, stroking her muscular thighs for a moment while his penis stiffened.  Audrey watched it swell in helpless fascination. Then he took hold of her hips to brace himself, and then rammed it up into her cleft. Charlotte gasped and Audrey winced, but she remained kneeling beside the frame.
Wittenberg thrust away inside Charlotte’s vagina with almost metronomic precision for little more than two minutes, setting the frame creaking.  Charlotte panted heavily, as if being caught up by lustful feelings.  Then he groaned and shuddered and spurted his seed out into her.  He rested for a moment and then pulled his shiny penis out of her.

Audrey gulped and then shuffled forward with a jingle of her chain and took it in her mouth and forced herself to lick it clean.  There was that powerful male scent again, but now spiced with something different. He let her work on him patiently, gently stroking and patting her hair. When she was done, he stepped back and buttoned himself up again.

‘Thank you, ladies,’ he said formally. ‘I hope this has helped you back to the path of decency and recent.’
‘Thank you, Lieutenant, it has,’ they both said meekly.
‘Sergeant Gerhard is waiting when you are ready for him…’
And then he left the cell.
As soon as he was gone, Audrey took a drink from the flask to wash her mouth out and then spat it out into the toilet. Then she bent over Charlottes bound body and hugged and kissed her and stroked her hair.  She looked flushed but perfectly in control.  
‘Are you all right?’ she asked anxiously.

‘It could have been worse,’ Charlotte said. ‘But don’t let anybody see you kissing me…’
Audrey took up the syringe and flushed Charlotte’s dripping vagina clean. 

‘He thought this was being civilised!’ she said in wonder.

‘If civilized means doing it in here and not in the yard with whips as well, then I won’t argue,’ Charlotte said.

Audrey finished washing Charlotte’s passage out and then dried it, and then couldn’t resist dipping her head and give it a quick kiss, which made Charlotte smile. Then she applied some petroleum jelly.
‘Did you feel it again?’ she asked hesitantly.  ‘That… that penis-awe?’
‘A bit, but he was too quick for it to build up to much.  Let’s hope they’re all like that.’
‘You’re ready,’ Audrey declared. 
‘Right, let’s get this whole thing over with as quickly as possible,’ Charlotte said.

Audrey went to the door and called out, ‘Sergeant Gerhardt, were ready for you now…’

Sergeant Gerhard entered the cell with a scowl and listened impatiently to Audrey repeating her little speech of contrition.
‘This isn’t what I call a proper punishment for what you two did,’ he said when she was done.  ‘We should have thrashed and screwed you until you fainted out in the yard the day we caught you. Then we would have kept you in here for a couple of days chained to the bed with all the real men in the town paying you visit until you begged us to stop and then begged us for more.  That would have put you right soon enough. But Countess can always twist people around her little finger, and you got off lightly!’

Through gritted teeth, Audrey said, ‘we have not got off lightly, Sergeant.  The Countess has been very strict with us and we have been severely punished. And now we are here offering ourselves to you as an apology.  But if you don’t want to enjoy what we are offering, then we can have the next man in…’ 
‘Oh, no, I’m going to have your right!’
He opened his flies and stood between Charlotte’s legs.  He fingered her slot and then the puckered orifice below it.
‘Any hole I want?’ he asked.
‘It’s your choice, Sergeant,’ Audrey said, struggling to speak calmly.
He pushed the head of his penis into Charlotte’s greased anus, stretching her sphincter wide.  She whimpered in pain. 
‘Am I hurting you, girl?’ he asked.
‘Y… yes… a little, Sergeant,’ Charlotte admitted.
‘Good.’
Then, instead of bracing himself on her hips, he leaned forward and took hold of her breasts and squeezed and twisted them until Charlotte yelped. Then he began to thrust into her with all the power of his bulky body.
The frame creaked and swayed.  Charlotte snivelled and gasped.
‘That’s right, you stupid English bitch,’ Gerhard growled.  ‘You learn what a proper man’s cock feels like.  That will make you forget about chasing pussy.’

Audrey bit her lip and clenched her fists and forced herself not to interfere. Just squirt out your semen and be done with it.
But Gerhard was in no hurry.  He was riding Charlotte at a steady place, laughing at the wretched expression on her face, slapping her cheeks and twisting her nipples.  Each thrust into her with his big penis was now making a kind of glopping sound. Charlotte’s pussy was dripping with juices that were lubricating his shaft as it plugged her rectum before falling from between her spread legs onto the floor, where Audrey gaped at them in horror.  

Still clutching her breasts with one hand, Gerhard reached down and ground his other thumb into the apex of her cleft, teasing her clitoris.  Charlotte cried out.  Gerhard laughed.

And then Gerhard gave a deep grunt and a final lunge and Charlotte shrieked and then went limp.
Gerhard grinned triumphantly down at her and gave her breasts a final slap, and then pulled out of her.  Feeling sick, Audrey opened her mouth.  Gerhard took hold of a fistful of hair at the back of her head and pulled her onto him, pushing in so deeply that she nearly choked.
‘That’s right, you suck me off good.  Can you taste your girlfriend on me?  Well you won’t taste it again after today.  Not after you’ve both had all of us up inside you.  That’ll teach you what’s right and proper to suck!’
He pulled his shaft out of her, wiped it dry on her hair, pushed her aside, buttoned up and strode out. 
With a sob, Audrey got to her feet, spat in the toilet bowl, and then bent over Charlotte.   
‘You had an orgasm with a man like that inside you!’ she exclaimed, not accusingly, just in surprise.

Charlotte opened her eyes.  ‘Yes… oh hell… I couldn’t help it.  Maybe it was for the best.  He has to believe we’re being taught how to love cocks.  And he used his with… authority.  I couldn’t fight it.  And then for a few moments it didn’t matter how it happened.  But, clean me up, please…’

Once again, Audrey flushed her out.  ‘Are you alright for the next one?’ she asked anxiously.
‘Yes.  Let’s get this over with!’ 

* * *

Throughout the morning, Charlotte was violated strictly according to descending rank and length of service. 

The Gadhausen police force comprised of Lieutenant Wittenberg, Sergeant Gerhard, and the equivalent ranks of two corporals and four constables.  Eight men in all.  Some were off duty or had nothing to do with their arrest, but they all came in specially.  Well, thought Audrey grimly, with two attractive naked English women on offer for a free shafting, they would, wouldn’t they?

When the last constable had had his turn with Charlotte, the first round of their act of atonement was complete.  They had a rest period agreed over lunchtime.  Audrey freed Charlotte from the rack and helped her stand upright. 

‘Oh hell,’ Charlotte exclaimed, ‘it hurts to close my legs!’ She sat down stiffly on the toilet.  

‘How do you feel?’ Audrey asked in concern.
‘I ache all the way up, but I’ll live.’
‘You took eight men inside you in one morning…’
‘You had to suck them off afterwards.’
Audrey blushed.  ‘I could taste you on them. That made it easier.’  She frowned, and then asked cautiously, ‘You climaxed again, didn’t you?’

‘Yes,’ Charlotte admitted.  ‘Between number six and seven.  Even with gaps between them, the need just built up.’ Then she tried to laugh.  ‘Maybe they are correcting us after all.’
Audrey frowned. ‘No, they’re just make us realize that life isn’t as simple as we thought. It’s not either or, man and a woman, but maybe some of both, perhaps with some unexpected accessories on the side.’  And she stroked the straps hanging off the Y-frame thoughtfully.

* * *

They ate the packed lunch considerately provided by the Countess.  It had a small bottle of wine in it that they consumed eagerly.  Then it was Audrey’s turn to be strapped down onto the Y-frame, with her naked cleft facing the cell door in carnal invitation.  As Charlotte bound the straps about her, she realized that her nipples were standing up and she was wet with anticipation.

‘Are you getting hot?’ Charlotte asked curiously, seeing the state of her.

‘A bit. I can’t help it.  Maybe it’s the feeling of you strapping me down which is… what’s that word… a bit kinky. But mostly, I’m terrified and I feel sick,’ Audrey admitted. ‘Doing it so calculatingly like this might seem kinder, but I think it’s giving me too long to think. Let’s just get it over with…’
Once again, Wittenberg was their first caller.  He examined Audrey appreciatively and then freed his swelling penis and thrust it inside her and reamed her out with his previous metronomic precision.  It set Audrey’s big breasts wobbling back and forth while she felt the excitement growing inside her. After he had ejaculated and withdrawn from Audrey’s clinging sheath, Charlotte licked him clean.
‘I appreciate your courage in facing up to the consequences of your crime, ladies,’ he said, when they were all done and he had buttoned up again. ‘I hope you will be able to put that aberration behind you very soon.’
Then he left the cell
‘I suppose you could say he’s a gentleman,’ Charlotte said, as she cleaned Audrey up.
Unfortunately, Sergeant Gerhard was still himself. 

He slapped and squeezed Audrey’s full pale breasts until she whimpered in pain, while he pumped his big penis, as hard as it had been when he had taken Charlotte that morning, into her vagina with punishing force.  As the frame squeaked and creaked, she sobbed and moaned in pain and humiliation and growing arousal.  She felt him erupt inside her, and with a sob she felt her own juices bursting forth.
Gerhard laughed as whipped his still dripping shaft out of her and rammed it down Charlotte’s throat.
‘You’re just hot sluts at heart,’ Gerhard said, as he pulled on Charlotte’s hair while she choked and squirmed in panic, struggling to breathe. ‘You never really wanted to be treated as anything else, did you?’
He pulled his penis out of her mouth and pushed her to the ground where she wheezed for breath.  He buttoned up and then left them chuckling contemptuously.
Charlotte scrabbled over to the toilet where she was sick.  Then she got to her feet and bent over Audrey stroked her hair. Audrey looked up at Charlotte through bleary eyes. 

‘Yes, I know, I had a spend while he was inside me.  Like you, I couldn’t stop it.’
Charlotte frowned and bit her lip. ‘Gerhard can’t be right, can he? It seems that the rougher they are with us, the better we respond to it. I can’t believe that.’
‘We’ll worry about that later,’ Audrey said. ‘Let’s just get through the rest of them first.’  She forced a wry smile. ‘I mean, let them get through us…’

It was a very long afternoon. 









Chapter 18

 
That evening, Audrey and Charlotte waited in their dungeon room for the Countess.

Although they had been allowed to wash and shower, they were still exhausted from their day in the police station, and their vagina’s, anal rings and rectums ached from the use they had endured.  And yet their state of arousal seemed to be undiminished.  This might have been due to the way they had been prepared by Jellicoe.

They hung within an upright rectangular frame face-to-face with their bodies pressed together, so that their hot breasts were squashed into fat pancakes.  Sandwiched inside, there hard nipples throbbed.   The arms were stretched up above their heads and their wrist cuffs were clipped to the crossbeam of the frame. There legs were stretched wide and their ankle cuffs were clipped to hooks screwed to the bottom ends of the frame posts. Their feet rested on inward-sloping wooden wedges.
Their naked vulvas were joined by a double ended and heavily ribbed phallus of thick rubber, that they sucked on helplessly. It had sprung clips fitted to its midsection that had been pinched about the thick naked lips of their naked labia, holding the phallus in place and them together. A short spring was hooked to their collar rings, holding their heads close. This forced him to stare into each other’s eyes. As they grew hotter and more aroused, they chewed and dribbled about their gags and squirmed against each other.
Memories of their day seemed to be melting away. This was all that mattered…
The Countess entered the dungeon, leading Ilse after her shuffling along on her hands and knees like a good puppy.
She walked around the Audrey and Charlotte’s frame, stroking and patting their bodies and giving their bottoms playful pinches.
‘Did you enjoy your day placating the police?’
They shook their heads.
‘Did the full force have you? All eight of them?’ 

They nodded.
‘But you didn’t enjoy having all of those strong, hard penises inside you?’

There was a briefest hesitation while they looked into each other’s eyes, and then they shook their heads again.

‘Well they seem to have imagined that you did, or at least that you accepted that was where they belonged. I have had a call from Lieutenant Wittenberg thanking me for my efforts in putting you on the straight and narrow path again, as you would say. I think they are satisfied that you now realize that your infatuation for each other was a mistake.  Now there is only Father Fischer to make your amends to.  Tomorrow you will have a day off. The next day we will take care of him.’ She stroked their bottoms again. ‘You didn’t get a single beating all day. You must be missing it.’  She stooped and undid Ilse’s leash.  ‘Ilse: bring me the medium spanking paddle…’
The puppy girl shuffled quickly across the chamber to the rack where the punishment implements hung and took up one in her teeth and came back with it and presented it to her mistress. She received a pat on the head that made her squirm with delight.

The Countess walked around the frame giving their exposed buttocks a good paddling from every angle, filling the chamber with a crisp crack of rubber on flesh. They of course shrieked and jerked about in their frame, grinding and bouncing off each other. Their breasts squished and slithered against each other, while their frantically jerking hips churned the double ended phallus inside them.  Its clips yanked and twisted on their labia, which kissed against each other again and again, even as their sheathes clenched tight behind them on the plug ends inside them, while their juices poured out about the bridge of the shaft and dripped from between their spread legs onto the base of the restraining frame.

‘Ilse: lick that up,’ the Countess commanded.
The puppygirl clambered onto the base of the frame and hunched down between the inverted V’s of Audrey and Charlotte’s spread legs, which formed a kind of fleshy arch above her.  She lifted her head and lapped their falling juices from their plugged clefts as they poured out of them.

By now their bottoms were a simmering shocking pink.  The heat from them seemed to seep through into their loins, which were filling frantically with their desperate last.  They were looking into each other’s sweaty faces through misty eyes, amazed at the sheer raw passion that was filling them.

And then with sobs of joy and despair, they climaxed.
Their naked bodies bounced and slithered off each other as a spray of love juices fell on Ilse’s eager face. And then they hung limp, panting heavily and only half conscious.
‘It’s a good thing the Lieutenant was not here to witness that,’ the Countess said reflectively, stroking their hot buttocks, ‘or else he might have counted today as a waste of his time.  I suspect that they were judging your apparent surrender to them as proof of your loss of interest in each other.  Or perhaps they were deceived by your increasing appreciation of the delights of bondage and corporal punishment? No matter, it shall remain our little secret. Now, have you seen the new accommodation I had Jellicoe arrange for you as a reward for your good behaviour?’

* * *

Ten minutes later, after they had prepared themselves for the night under the Countess’s watchful eye, Audrey and Charlotte were huddled up together inside their new cage.  It was just large enough to contain a single mattress on which they lay. They even had pillows and a blanket!  Illuminated by the glow of their electric heaters, they were in bed together at last where this nightmare had all begun.

After days of sleeping in their frames and only brief sallies into the Countess’s bed, this felt like luxury!
They hugged and kissed each other happily, ignoring their burning bottoms and aching groins.  They were still captives, but the least there was no danger of them being disturbed in the early hours by a zealous innkeeper and a squad of policemen!  They were all on the other side of thick castle walls.
‘I’m beginning to believe we might actually get through this insanity,’ Audrey said.
‘As long as we can fool Father Fischer as we did the police,’ Charlotte pointed out.
Audrey frown. ‘But did we fool them? In a way we did submit to them and to the… the power of their cocks. We spent ourselves all over them!’
‘But they didn’t break us. That’s the important thing,’ Charlotte said forcefully.

Audrey kissed her passionately. ‘No, of course they didn’t do that. In fact… I think I love you even more.’  She then giggled. ‘Listen to me: I said that out loud!’ She raised her voice. ‘I love Charlotte!’ she shouted and listened to the echoes ringing back at them. ‘There are not many places in England could do that.’ 
‘And even fewer places in Salzstein,’ Charlotte pointed out.  ‘As we found out, our kind aren’t exactly welcomed here.’
‘Except for the Countess and her friends.’
‘Except for exceptions like her,’ Charlotte agreed, ‘but it hasn’t exactly been comfortable living under her roof, has it?’
‘No, but on the other hand, think of how much sex we’ve had together.’
‘And even more sex with men.’
‘But we survived it. Maybe it was the price we had to pay to be together. Maybe it’s made what we feel for each other stronger. It’s tested and strengthened our feelings. I think it was worth it…’
Charlotte sighed and kissed her again. ‘It is if you say so,’ she conceded. ‘But you’re making it sound as though this has been a kind of mad adventure.’
‘Well, hasn’t it been?’
‘I suppose so.  But remember that it’s not over yet. And it’s changed as…’

Audrey’s face grew more serious. ‘I know what you mean. We do seem to be getting excited when men have been especially cruel to us, like were today.’
‘We each spent over the cock of a man we actively dislike who was treating us with contempt. That can’t be natural.’

‘Unless we do have a bit of masochism in us, that all this treatment has caused to reveal itself?’ Audrey suggested tentatively.

Charlotte looked glum.  ‘That’s an unpleasant thought.’

‘I don’t like it either, but it would explain how we’ve responded, and it would, in its way, be natural, because it would be something that we carry with us just as we are attracted to members of own sex,’ Audrey pointed out.  ‘We have just climaxed while we were tied up naked in a frame with our sexes plugged together while having our bottoms beaten, remember that.’

‘And just by chance we met up in a country that was secretly all set up to dish out the kind of treatment we never knew we wanted?’ Charlotte countered with a trace of sarcasm and voice. ‘No, I can’t believe that.’
‘But it’s not impossible. The other alternative is that submission and masochism can be instilled in a person by … what’s that word?  Yes: conditioning.  They haven’t stopped us feeling the way we do about each other, but they have taught us to respond to rough sexual treatment and bondage. We’ve even been made to punish each other, remember, and we did get a bit excited about that. Maybe these masochistic reactions merged with our feelings for each other and got inside us.  Now they go together.’
‘But after just a few days?’ Charlotte said incredulously.
‘Perhaps. I don’t know how long the process would normally take.  And they have been very intense days.’
Charlotte sighed. ‘Maybe… I don’t know…’ she yawned. ‘I’m too tired to get into deep waters like that. Let’s just sleep.’
‘Just sleep?’ Audrey asked, wriggling suggestively against Charlotte.

‘Audrey Meredith: you are insatiable!’ Charlotte declared. 
‘I’m sorry. Are you going to spank my bottom for it?’

Impossible as it seemed, Charlotte felt her desire rising once more. ‘I do believe I will…’
There followed a loving tussle within the confines of their cage that ended up with Audrey wrapped up in one of Charlotte’s strong arms while bent over her thighs with her bottom being spanked.  In the light of their heaters, Charlotte could see the ripples racing across Audrey’s soft bottom flesh and felt a fresh surge of desire.
‘Owww… eeeek… awwww…’ Audrey yelped, kicking and struggling. 
Charlotte turned Audrey over, pinned her wrists down and then forced her legs apart so that she could mount her, grinding their pubic clefts together and flattening her breasts down her own.  She was all hers!
And then Audrey gasped, ‘enjoying yourself having me like a brute of a man?’

Charlotte stopped grinding against Audrey’s lovely body as she struggled to restrain herself.  ‘No, no… this isn’t the same thing… we’re doing this because we both want to… for fun.’
‘The men who were having us seemed to be having fun as well. You like to be on top, like them. Dominating. And I got excited when I had to strap you down to that frame in the police cell.’ 
‘But we had to do it. We didn’t give our consent to it!’ 
‘Well, today at last, an unbiased observer might say we did. And we enjoyed parts of it.’

Charlotte groaned and rested her head on Audrey shoulder.  ‘What have they done to us?’

‘We’re still finding out,’ Audrey replied with a shrug.  ‘Exciting, isn’t it?’
‘The only consolation is that when we do get out of this mess, we can make sure no other lesbians ever set foot in Salzstein,’ Charlotte said grimly. ‘They’d never survive this kind of persecution.’
‘Unless they’re like us of course. We’re surviving it.  We’re even having a lot of orgasms, for whatever that’s worth.’
‘You know what I mean!’
There was a pause, and then Audrey said, ‘I wonder how many more of them there are back home who are like us?’









Chapter 19

 
The next day, Ilse crouched naked beside Helga’s garden chair as she watched Audrey and Charlotte working under Hans’s direction on some flower beds.  As the Countess had promised, they were being treated lightly so they could prepare for their visit to Father Fischer tomorrow. They wheeled barrows about between the beds and the compost heaps while only being restrained by light sets of slave chains.  Their hobbles jingled between their ankle cuffs, with their midsections suspended from slim chains and springs that ran up between their rolling buttock cheeks to where they were plugged into the women’s rectums.

But as long as they did what they were told, they were not being beaten.  Ilse even saw them smiling to each other a few times as if it was a bit of a game.  Was that right? Was the Countess going soft on them?

Later, Ilse saw Charlotte and Audrey being handed over into care of Albert, who soon had them washing and polishing the Mercedes.  Their breasts slithered across its glossy paintwork as they bent over it. Several times she saw them laughing as they splashed suds over each other. That didn’t look like strict treatment to her.  
And now she came to think of it, that spanking the Mistress had given them the previous night had been quite light as well.  And they’d been plugged together so really it had been more fun than punishment. But that was what you did with loving, dedicated slaves like her, not new ones like this pair.  Ilse thought she was meant to be strict with them so the town burghers would excuse their crime.

Was she going easy on them because they were foreigners, or because she had taken a liking to them? 

* * *

At lunchtime, while the countess sat at a table on the terrace, Ilse, Audrey and Charlotte all ate from bowls at her feet.  When they were done, the English women launched into an explanation of an incredible idea they had had. 

‘Organised lesbian tour parties coming from England to Gadhausen?’ the Countess said in surprise.  ‘That is the last thing I expected you to suggest.’
‘Yes, Mistress,’ Audrey said.  ‘I know it sounds strange, and we wouldn’t wish what happened to us on anybody else, but when we really thought about it, we wondered if other, more adventurous, women like us might like to come here to experience the best parts… for fun.  For example, for a fee, of course, they could play sex games with each other in dungeons. And maybe even ride about the estate as ponygirls.’  

‘The thing is, within these walls, they would actually be free to express themselves,’ Charlotte said.  She gave Audrey a sideways, loving glance. ‘And find out how much they really loved their partners.  Or perhaps find new ones if they hadn’t got any and test each other out.’ 
‘Of course, you couldn’t openly admit to who they were and why they were really here,’ Audrey continued.  ‘There would have to be some kind of innocent explanation. Perhaps they could be called “conferences” of special-interest clubs or societies, taking in another country at same time.’
‘And the town will also benefit from the extra tourism,’ Charlotte added.
‘And of course, some of them might need lessons in strictness from an experienced Mistress,’ Charlotte said knowing.
The Countess considered their proposal thoughtfully. ‘Well, it is a strange idea, but I suppose it might work. Intriguing.  Yes, I will think about it.’ 

Ilse was already thinking about it. And it frightened her…

* * *

That afternoon, the Countess was away on a purely social visit, leaving Audrey and Charlotte in the house under the supervision of Jellicoe’s watchful and appreciative eye. 

He had them yoked together with a wooden beam laid across their shoulders and clamped to their collars.  The middle of the beam balanced on a pair of wheels set in line, so they had to move in step to prevent it toppling over.  Its weight ensured that they kept their heads down and bare bottoms up. They had large hooks plugged into their rectums from which chains ran up their spines to rings screwed into the back of the yoke beam. The chains were tightened until their backs dipped under them.  
Jellicoe set them working their way along one of the castle’s long wooden-floored corridors, dragging buckets of soapy water along with them and mopping it by hand.  The breasts bobbed and swayed beneath them and their pouting clefts played peekaboo with their thighs as they shuffled along.

Ilse watched them labouring for a while. It was mildly uncomfortable, she conceded, but still not strict enough. Especially not for such dangerous people. But at least they were getting some attention. Right at that moment, she felt neglected.  With the Countess away, she had the afternoon off, so she took herself down into the town and along to Hermann’s garage.  He was always ready to take an interest in her…

* * *

Half an hour later, in the store room adjoining Karl’s office, Ilse was bent naked over the top of an old high stool.  Her ankles and knees were strapped to the outside of its legs on one side, while her wrists and forearms were stretched out down the length of the other pair of legs and also strapped tightly to them.  This left her bottom jutting out on one side of the seat top and her head and breasts overhanging the other.

Hermann was standing between her splayed thighs with his penis buried in her rectum.  It felt so deliciously tight and dangerous inside her, as if she was impaled upon it.  The pressure transmitted itself through the membranes separating her passageways into the root of her clitoris, which was hard and pressing against the very corner of the stool seat.  Here Hermann had thoughtfully taped an old nail brush, the bristles of which jabbed up into the head of her cleft.  As he pumped his manhood back and forth, she could feel her insides swelling and then sucking on it, while her clitoris was rasped back and forth in delight.  Every so often he bent across her back and reached down and took hold of her breasts and cupped and squeezed them and then stretched out her nipples until her eyes watered.
‘And how’s my lovely filthy girl doing today?’ he whispered in her ear.

She sobbed and shrieked happily into her gag.  This was the kind of attention she craved. 

Hermann grunted and pumped away inside her with sudden frantic desperation. His semen spouted inside her rectum even as her pussy seems to burst from within.
Afterwards, he remained lodged inside her, which she liked, resting across her back. She didn’t mind his weight. He was using her for his comfort. That was all that mattered.
And then he took out her gag and began his usual quizzing about goings-on in the castle, and how the Countess was treating her English guests. She spoke carefully, saying that the mistress was still being strict with them as she had agreed, but she also told him about the incredible scheme the two women had spoken about only a few hours ago, because that was their idea not the Countess’s, she had not yet agreed to.  Hermann listened incredulously.
‘They want to bring more of their kind to Gadhausen?’
‘That was what they said, Master. For the fun of it. They want them to be free in the castle.  They even want the Countess to show them all about being strict. And I’m worried that the Countess will… find herself a better pet and forget about me.’

Hermann patted her on the head and even kissed her cheek, with more than his customary degree of tenderness.
‘Don’t you worry. I won’t forget about you, my little slut. And I’ll make sure this disgusting thing never happens. Then all the Countess will have left with is you to play with.’
‘Can you do that, Master?’ 
‘Of course, I can. Haven’t I told you how important I’m going to be around here very soon?  All you have to do is keep me informed about everything that goes on in the castle and the Countess’s plans, especially involving the English women.’
Ilse’s heart filled with hope.  ‘Yes, Master. I will, Master.’









Chapter 20

 
The next morning, Audrey and Charlotte were taken out of the boot of the Mercedes after the short trip down from the castle, to find they were at the end of a gravel driveway at the back of the church.  

‘Remember,’ the Countess said,’ as Albert unstrapped their legs, ‘you are here to apologise to Father Fisher for being godless atheists and refusing to atone for your sinful act or beg forgiveness.  That wounded his pride and as well as offending his beliefs.  Now you must show proper contrition.  If you have to lie, then do it convincingly. Or else he might complain to the Council of Burghers.  And you need their complete agreement if you are to be freed. Do you understand?’

They nodded.
She touched the gag straps she had had fitted to them before they left the castle. ‘These will give you something to bite on and yet you will also be able to speak around them when the time comes. When you do, choose your words with care.’
The Countess led them in through a side door.  Inside they found Father Fisher waiting for them impatiently. He looked Audrey and Charlotte up and down with clear disapproval on his sour face. He did not waste time on pleasantries.
‘So, here they are at last, Countess. I would have thought I might have been allowed access to them sooner. They should have been on my flesh cross days ago. Do not give the devil more time to complete his work. However, you claim that in your care they have been corrected?’
Helga chose to ignore the inference that she was not up to the task.
‘Yes, here they are, Father,’ she said, smiling brightly as she handed him their leashes. ‘Now you can satisfy yourself that they are changed women.’
‘We shall see, Countess,’ he said darkly.
‘Be as strict as you like with them, they won’t disappoint you.’
Audrey and Charlotte felt their stomachs churning themselves up in knots in fear. And yet their nipples were pricking up, as if in anticipation.  The Countess saw this as well.
‘You see,’ she said, reaching out and giving their hard nubs of flesh light flicks with her fingers. ‘They are eager to be re-educated and made to see the light.  Even if they are not yet dedicated daughters of the church, you cannot refuse to help to put them onto the right path, can you?  I shall be back for them this afternoon…’
And she strode out of the church.

Fischer gave their leashes jerk as he led them down the passageway whose well-worn stone slabs chilled their bare feet, and into a back room, illuminated by a few small lancet windows.  There was an old battered pew and a side table and a large cupboard. The walls were fitted with tethering rings and there was some odd ironwork device mounted to a half column. But their attention was taken by the object in the middle of floor.
It was a square wooden frame measuring about six feet along each side, like a large empty picture frame. There were heavy clamps screwed to its corners and various chains and hooks hung all round it on both sides.  The lowest sets of clamps had wooden brackets under them.  The frame was set a short central post that was in turn mounted on a low wooden base resting on heavy castors.  There was a pair of low wooden steps on each side of the frame base.
‘This is my Flesh Cross,’ Fischer told them proudly.  ‘It’s has helped me teach many women the error of their ways…’
The Charlotte and Audrey exchanged worried glances.  In his way he seemed more sinister than Sergeant Gerhard.  Perhaps because he was so certain he had divine sanction behind everything he said or did.  There would be no reasoning with somebody like that. Their instincts told them to run, but they knew there was nowhere to run to. They had to see this through.

And so, they were perfectly meek and unresisting as he stood them on the tops of the shallow sets of steps on either side of the frame with their backs towards each other.  He uncuffed their wrists and stretched them out to the upper corners of the frame and closed the clamps about them. Then he spread their legs almost painfully wide, until their thighs were parted by over ninety degrees and they could to rest their feet on the wooden brackets in the lower corners of the frame. Then he closed the other sets of clamps around their ankles. They could feel their bare buttocks pressing together.

The image came to Charlotte’s mind of the da Vinci anatomical drawing of a naked man standing within a square and a circle, with his limbs shown in the different positions, including spread wide.  In a similar way they now formed a double cross of flesh within the frame.
But Fischer was not done with their restraints yet. He pulled down coils of chain from the top of the frame and bound them about the roots of their breasts until they bulged painfully outwards and they whimpered and bit on their gag straps. The chains were hung from heavy helical springs which tensioned them, making their breasts lift as well and exposing their normally hidden under curves.  Next, he pulled across more sprung chains from the sides of the frame.  These also had spring-loaded clamps on their ends with crescent shaped jaws.  These he attached to their labia’s, making them yelp as they bit into their tender flesh. When he let the chains go, the tension pulled their clefts open wide as if in ghastly grins, exposing their pink wet interiors.
The priest fingered their gaping gashes in a strange mixture of revulsion and delight, making them shiver and squirm in their clamps.  They felt sickened and terrified, even as perverse thrills of delight began to flutter in their loins. 

‘Now your pits of wickedness and carnal temptation cannot escape their proper punishment,’ he said with glee.

He opened up the big cupboard to reveal an array of whips, paddles, canes, straps and lashes hung on the inside of its doors. He selected a lash and brought it back to show them.
‘This will loosen your tongues and determine whether you have changed or not,’ he told them.  He dragged the lashes across their bulging breasts and stiff nipples, then up through their stretched loins and between the gaping lips of their sex mouths.  They shivered and snivelled in fear, even as they felt their juices begin to flow.

Fischer notice this, digging his fingers into their slots and bring them out glistening.  He frowned.
‘Are you so perverse that you dare a show such signs of lust in this house of God?’
‘We… we are wet with excitement so that our punishment is greater, Father,’ Charlotte said quickly, slurring her words out around her gag.
‘Yes… dip your lash in our discharge and it will hurt us more!’ Audrey begged.
Fischer seemed to accept this spurious explanation at face value.  ‘Yes, that would be true…’ And he worked the thongs of the lash into their gaping clefts, soaking up their juices. Then he held it up in front again. ‘Now, are you sorry for denying the word of the Lord?’
They nodded and choked out the words: ‘Yes, yes we are, Farther…’ Which was true enough as far as it went. It did not ask them whether they believed in the words’ existence.
‘Do beg for his forgiveness?’ 
‘Yes, yes… we do.’  If there was anybody there to grant forgiveness, then they would beg for it, but they had their doubts.
‘What do you offer as your penance?’
‘Our bodies… our tears!’ They were on offer anyway, whether they wanted it or not.  They might as well sound generous about it.

Fischer drew back his arm and swung the lash across Audrey’s bulging breasts, giving them both a forehand and backhand swipe so as to leave no part of their globes unbeaten. There was a crisp wet crack and they shivered and flatten slightly and then rebounded and wobbled like rubber balls about the chain collars.  But now there was a pink blush across them. He swiped the lash across her stomach, and up into her open groin. She screamed and dribbled about her gag is the thongs tore through her defenceless cleft. The pain seared through her, but the lash splattered wetly even as it punished. As promised, tears filled her eyes.
Her reflex jerk away from the lash squashed her bottom against Charlotte’s.  It was the only comfort she had, knowing she was there, even though she knew she would be sharing her pain next.
Fischer moved around the stand and gave Charlotte’s breasts, stomach and groin their first swipes. A sobbing Audrey felt her lover’s buttocks clench and slap against her own, as a scream of pain got past her gag.
Then Fischer began circling the frame at a faster pace, slashing more wildly with the lash, beating them from every angle.  Their yelps and screams echoed back from the uncaring stone walls. Their breasts burned as their tears and dribble trickled off their chins and splashed down upon them, their groins were blazing red and their thighs were wet with their splattered juices.
‘Yes, yes, cry out,’ Fischer said.  ‘Let God hear how sorry you are for your wicked behaviour!’ 
He put down the by now sodden lash and selected a whippy cane from the carbon. He swung it low up between their thighs and into their gaping groins.  Once, twice, thrice, he beat their most sensitive orifices. They screamed as their clitorises were flattened down. And then they lost control of their bladders.

Hot jets of pee spurted out from between the gaping sex lips onto the frame platform to form steaming puddles.  It was the worst pain they had ever known! And then their loins burst, and their brains seemed to explode…

* * *

When Audrey was next aware of herself properly and was able to make sense of her surroundings and recall what had happened, she realized that Fischer was standing on the steps in front of her.  

He was grasping hold of the chains bound to her breasts to steady himself. His face was level with hers and, as far as she could tell through her bleary eyes, was strangely contorted.  He was jerking himself back and forward as he ground against her sore, simmering flesh. His robes were parted from the waist down, and his stiff cock was ramming into the gaping mouth of her dripping vulva and into her vagina. 

Even as she realized what he was doing, he gave a little gasp and his eyes rolled up in ecstasy as he spurted his hot semen up into her. 

He sagged for a few moments, and then and shook himself and then pulled out of her aching groin.  Then he scurried round the other side of the frame.  He mounted the steps and thrust his slippery still hard penis into Charlotte’s open sex mouth and began to pump away inside her with scarcely diminished vigour.  Her sweaty buttocks began slapping against Audrey’s.  Meanwhile his semen began seeping out of her gaping cleft.
I’ve just been whipped and screwed by a priest, Audrey thought dizzily, through her haze of pain and her lingering orgasmic hangover.  I’m sore, he conquered, and I came.  Oh hell, this is all insane!

Fischer’s grunts and gasps reach a crescendo as the emptied himself into Charlotte’s vagina.  Then he slumped limply against her, holding on to her breast chains while he rested his face on the simmering upper slopes of their bulging pillows.
After several minutes, Fischer recovered himself. He stepped off the platform adjusting his robes and brushed back his hair. Then he declared. ‘You have made a promising start to your penance.  I will leave you here for my parishioners to confirm that for themselves…’
And then he left the room, leaving the door ajar.

Audrey and Charlotte pressed their bottoms, shoulders and heads back against each other for comfort it gave them. Their juices mingling with Fischer’s sperm dripped out of their blazing, gaping pussies onto the platform beneath them.  They felt wretched and ill-used, and yet the glow of that shocking orgasm still infused them.

‘Are you all right,’ Audrey rasped out about her gag strap.

‘It… it feels like my pussy is on fire… But I’ll live… what about you?’
‘The same.’
‘What did he mean by leaving us here for his parishioners to confirm if we’ve done our penance?  What kind of church does this to women?’
‘His kind apparently… shhh!’

The door swung open and a strange man entered. He looked about the room cautiously and then grinned at the sight of them. He closed the door behind him and then began undoing his flies.

It was going to be another long day…

* * *

That evening, Charlotte and Audrey painfully but gratefully washed themselves off under the shower in the castle bathroom.  Their leashes were slotted into the wall channel once more and the Countess watched them with her usual keen interest and appreciation. Ilse, in her puppygirl tail, knelt beside her chair also watching them intently.

‘Are your pussies very sore?’ the Countess asked.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ they said.
‘Show me…’
They stood with their legs apart and peeled back their sex lips to display their livid interiors.
‘That must’ve hurt. And you say you also climaxed?’
‘Yes Mistress.’  They looked at each other in confusion and Charlotte continued. ‘That was unexpected.  I don’t think we’ve ever climaxed just out of pain before. Especially in the circumstances. I mean in a church trying to convince a priest we weren’t lesbians and so on.’
‘Perhaps that made it seem more perverse and wicked and so more exciting,’ the Countess suggested.
‘Well it was very intense, Mistress,’ Audrey admitted, ‘but also… well, wrong.’

‘You may worry about putting on a hypocritical performance for Father Fischer,’ the Countess agreed, ‘but it was necessary.  He seemed well satisfied with your progress when I came to collect you. I don’t anticipate him giving us any more trouble.’

‘Please, Mistress,’ Charlotte asked, ‘what’s a priest doing with a bondage cross and a cupboard full of whips in his church?’
‘Women often go to the church to be chastened when they are troubled by impure thoughts or gilts over some misdeed,’ the Countess explained.  ‘Sometimes they are sent there by their husbands to be punished for misbehaviour, when they cannot be bothered to do the job themselves. The same goes for unruly daughters.’
‘Excuse me for saying so, Mistress,’ Audrey said, ‘but that sounds mediaeval!’ 
‘It is,’ the Countess admitted. ‘Remember what I said about women in Salzstein being bred for submissiveness and masochism. It satisfies something in them in a safe manner. Nobody criticises a woman for going to church a little more often than usual.’
‘And they get treated like we were?’ Audrey asked.
‘Perhaps. If that’s what they need.’
‘Being beaten and violated by a priest!’ Charlotte said wonderingly.
‘It may seem odd to you, but it’s part of our culture and tradition. And when something becomes tradition, it’s hard to change.  If it was done that way yesterday, then it’s good enough for today.’
‘But what about tomorrow, Mistress?’ Charlotte asked.
The Countess smiled. ‘In the future may have to find some new traditions,’ she conceded. 
‘Like votes for women?’
‘Perhaps.  But for now, let us get you sorted out. You are well on your way to completing your show of contrition. One more act before the Council of Burghers and you should be free to leave.’
‘Thank you, Mistress,’ Audrey and Charlotte said together, although it did feel strange thanking somebody for putting them through such torments.
Audrey continued. ‘We must get back to our work, Mistress, but can we come back later as your guests?’
‘Of course. And then we must talk more of that interesting proposal of yours.’
‘Next month, perhaps?’
‘Whenever it is convenient. We’d be happy to see you again.’ She ruffled her puppygirl’s hair. ‘Wouldn’t we, Ilse?’
‘Yes, Mistress,’ Ilse said.









Chapter 21

 
The next morning, Ilse arrived at Hermann’s garage almost as soon as it was open. She made her way in through a side door and up the back flight of stairs that led to his office. Karl looked up from his desk evidently surprised to see her this early. 

‘What is it, Ilse?’ he said impatiently. ‘I’m very busy right now…’

She couldn’t face rejection again.
‘Please,’ she said desperately. ‘The Countess is saying strange things… I’m confused… I need seeing to…’
He looked into her troubled eyes and then smiled, suddenly looking so handsome.  ‘Of course, if it’s urgent, I can always make time for you…’

Five minutes later, Ilse was inside the store room dangling naked from her wrists and ankles. They were clamped inside a heavy wooden stock bar with three sections that were held together by long bolts. There was a big ringbolt screwed through the middle section of the stocks that hung on the end of a heavy pulley chain that dangled from a roof beam. She hung under it folded up so that she looked forward between her knees with her back bowed and bottom down.  She had a ring gag in her mouth that held her jaws apart and her lips stretched back. Her posture exposed her groin completely with the lips of the sex pouting between her slender thighs and the tight pucker of the anus under them.
Hermann spun her around, so that her hair fluttered under her, slapping her buttocks as they went past. Then he took hold of her head and rammed his stiff penis between her stretched lips and down her throat and pumped it back and forth in her gullet for several seconds while she squirmed and coughed. Then he pulled it out and spun her round again, delivering more slaps.  Then he caught hold the hips and pushed his stiff penis up into her desperately dribbling cleft.  

She squeezed tight about him, never wanting him to leave her. But of course, she couldn’t stop him pulling out of her again and spinning her once more.  The next time he stopped her by grabbing hold of her breasts and he squeezed and cupped them and wrung her nipples. She twisted her head about with her open mouth hungry for his penis again, but he let it rub across her face instead.  She had no choice as to what orifice of hers he used. Then he spun her again.
Finally, he stopped her with her bottom towards him and rammed his shaft into her anus, now greased by her own discharge. She sobbed as he filled her, and the suspension chain jingled as the thrust faster and faster until he spurted inside her.  With a thrill she managed to come with him and for several moments she hung limp with bliss.

He reached round her legs and took out her gag.   Then he slapped her cheeks to get her attention.  Through misty eyes she looked at him through her own parted legs.
‘Now what is it the Countess has done?’ he demanded.

Ilse was agonised about being disloyal to Helga, but she had to tell somebody what was happening, and there was nobody else. ‘She’s got the Englishwoman to fool Father Fischer that they are sorry for what they’ve done, Master.  I don’t think they are really. Then they talked about the future and changing things. She wants women to have the vote in Salzstein.  And the Englishwomen will come back as her guests and they’ll plan to bring others like them here…’
Hermann looked stern. ‘Oh, will they? What is she doing today?’ 
‘She’s taken the English women out for the day on a visit to her friend The Barron.’ She bit her lip. ‘She said she didn’t need me as well.’
Hermann was now looking thoughtful. ‘How long will she be out?’
‘Oh, he lives some way off, Master, so they’ll be back late. Sometimes she’s even stayed overnight with him.’ She felt she had to add, ‘I’m sure they’ll be very strict with the Englishwomen while she’s there.’
Suddenly Hermann’s expression changed to one of excitement and purpose.  ‘Yes! I have them now!’ he exclaimed.

‘Please, Master, can you get rid of the Englishwomen?’
‘Oh yes.’

‘Are you going to frighten them off?’
‘They’ll be frightened all right. I’ll make sure they never come back here again!’
Ilse felt her heart lift, only for it to be followed by a pang of concern. ‘But what about the Countess, Master?’
‘She will have to face the consequences of her actions, as we all do…’
He pulled out of her behind, buttoned himself up and then worked the pulley and lowered Ilse to the ground.  Then he unbolted the stocks from her wrists and ankles.
‘You stay in the town while I make some preparations,’ he told her, pulling out his wallet and giving her a bundle of notes that made her eyes grow wide in surprise and delight. ‘Here, buy yourself something. Come back here this evening.  I’ll need you again then…’

His words briefly banished all her guilty doubts. He needed her!









Chapter 22

 
After a long car journey, Audrey and Charlotte were unloaded from the boot to find themselves in what looked like another castle courtyard with ivy-covered walls, although one slightly smaller than that of Castle Grymwald.  A well-dressed, sprightly, fiftyish man was standing beside the Countess beaming merrily at her. As Audrey and Charlotte were revealed he turned his bright eyes upon them.

‘And these are your English Roses!’ he exclaimed. Rubbing his hands, he proceeded to pat and stroke the women intimately all over, which they tolerated as well as they could.  He finished with pinches of their bottoms.
‘Oh yes, they are very fine specimens indeed,’ he declared.  ‘One with a remarkable physique, and the other with well-nigh perfect breasts. And they just fell into your lap? You always were the lucky one, Helga.’
‘Well I’m sharing them with you today.  They are still need some specialised attention if they are asked to put on the convincing final act.’ She turned Audrey and Charlotte. ‘And this is my old friend who, for these purposes, likes to be known as Baron Frankenstein.  That is all you need now about him. Except that he enjoys playing with pretty women…’  

Audrey and Charlotte must have looked dismayed, because she added, ‘Don’t worry. I know you are still sore from yesterday. But I can promise that there will be no spanking of any sort today. Of course, that doesn’t mean there will be no pain…’ 
She and the Barron led the way through a heavy doorway and down a long flight of stone stairs.  They passed through a second door into a lofty cellar room.  Audrey and Charlotte were immediately struck by the ozone-like smell of electricity.  Hulking electrical devices covered in dials and switches and trailing cables were ringed about the room. These were connected to what seemed to be a master control panel, which in turn radiated cables to a big, heavy, sinister-looking black wooden chair, and an even more sinister-looking, tilting rack-like device.
At the sight of them, Audrey and Charlotte’s stomachs knotted up once again.  What were they in for this time?
‘Now which one should we put on which first?’ the Barron mused.
‘Charlotte should go on the rack and Audrey in the chair,’ the Countess said.  ‘Let’s see how quickly they can be made to climax. And then we can swap them round and see if there is any difference…’
Telling herself it was futile to resist, Audrey allowed herself to be settled in the chair. 
It was constructed from heavy balks of wood and was very shiny in places as if polished by use.  How many naked women had sat here before her?  It was encrusted with swivelling clamps and leather straps and dangling electrical cables of different colours, with metal rods, straps or crocodile clips on their ends. It had no proper seat, merely a kind of narrow shelf on three sides. At the front there was simply a gap.  The front legs were also set wider apart than the back ones, so as she sat down her knees automatically parted.   
Her ankles were clamped to the front of the chair legs. Straps were buckled over her thighs, holding them firmly against the sides of the chair seat. Her forearms were placed on the chairs armrests and clamps were closed across her wrists and locked in place.  More straps went across her waist and chest just under her breasts. There was what looked like a wooden bench vice attached to the top of the chair back like a rest, but whose jaws extended forward on either side of her head.  Turning the actuating wheel of the vice which was connected to a long screw thread brought the jaws closer together until they squeezed about Audrey’s head, holding it steady.  
Then the Barron began clipping the electric cables to her body.  He pinched large crocodile clips to her nipples and naked labia, making her wince as the metal teeth bit into her flesh. He buckled rubber straps studded with metal contacts about the roots of her breasts, making them bulge outwards. Then he slid two of the metal rods up inside her, one in her vagina and one in her anus. The vaginal rod was held in place by more clips set on its base and clamped to her inner labia, while the anal probe had a bulbous swelling near its base, lodging behind her sphincter.
She felt the panic rising inside her, but there was nothing she could do about it now.
Then Charlotte was stretched out on the rack. Audrey could see everything they did to her, because the rack was positioned in front of her chair and tilted towards it.
A heavy strap was pulled over Charlotte’s middle.  There was a circle cut out of the bed of the rack under her buttocks, which sank a little way through it, leaving them and her groin exposed and accessible from both sides. Her legs were dragged straight down and spread, while her arms were lifted up above her head. Her wrists and ankles rested in more of the clamps, which were closed over them. But while the set confining her ankles were bolted rigidly to the base frame of the rack, the upper ones were fitted to sliding mounts set on metal toothed rails, that engaged with cogs set on a long axle turned by a wheel on the side of the rack  When she was secured, the Barron spun this wheel and her arms were dragged up tight until her whole body was taut.
Then he began fitting her with a replica of the set of electrical contacts that he had fastened to Audrey: crocodile clips on her nipples and labia, contact straps about the roots of her breasts, and probes in her vagina and rectum.  She whimpered in pain as the teeth bit into her flesh. 
Audrey looked at her in fellow feeling and aching lust.  They might avoid a spanking, but this might be even worse!  She felt a brief rush of jealous resentment. If anybody was going to do this to her lover, then it should be her! But at least they were both going to suffer together.
When they were both ready, the Barron and the Countess took up positions behind the main control board.
‘Shall I try to bring them both off together?’ he asked.
‘Oh do.  That’s always such fun.’  She looked at the captive women.  ‘This will only end when you both climax, you understand?’
They made feeble whimpers of assent.
The Barron began turning dials and throwing switches, as if he was some mad organist at his keyboard. ‘I shall set an automatic timed sequence to bring them to a peak at the same moment,’ he declared. He worked intently for a minute, and then with a flourish he pressed some master button.
Audrey and Charlotte shrieked in unison as stabbing needles of electricity lanced through their nipples.  Their bodies arched against their straps but of course they could not break free. Then the rings of metal studs about the roots of their breasts came to life and stabbed into them, seeming to fill them with fire. Then their tender labia were shocked and they thought they would burst.  They hardly noticed the fitful jets of urine spurting out between them. Then the anal probes came to life, apparently trying to hammer their way right up through the spines. Then their vagina probes came to life, and by perverse muscle reflex they clamped this sheathes tight about them, as if embracing their pain.
They could see each other suffering which seemed to intensify their own sensations. And yet they had also been turned into voyeurs of each other’s suffering, like the Baron and the Countess, and they could taste the thrill of seeing pretty, female bodies tormented.  If they were at the controls right now, with a lovely helpless victim in their power, would they do anything differently?
And then the sequence began again except slightly faster.  Like helpless puppets, they jerked and sobbed and bit on their gags and drooled and twitched.  Their frantically clinching vaginas were dribbling freely. Relentlessly, again and again, they were put through the terrible sequence of pain. Their bodies were twitching and jerking in synchrony.  Their eyes were filled with tears. Their bodies felt is taut as elastic bands.  They were vibrating with pain and need. 
Through tear-misted eyes, Charlotte saw that the Countess was bent forward over the control panel with her skirt lifted at the back, while the Barron was standing behind her ramming his penis up between her legs. Yes, they were very good old friends! But even as they coupled, their eyes were upon Charlotte and Audrey.  Were they getting excited watching their suffering? Charlotte felt the hot lust boiling in her loins. Perhaps she was getting aroused by them.
She could smell her own excitement as her juices dribbled out about the terrible probe inside her. She could smell Audrey’s dripping juices from only a few feet away.  It was all too much to bear. She would explode!
Instead she screamed as a monstrous orgasm tore through her from top to tail, obliterating every other concern in its path. Distantly she heard Audrey also sobbing in helpless delight while streaming with juices. They had climaxed together! And then she fainted.









Chapter 23

 
Ilse’s spending spree in the shops of Gadhausen with the money Carl had given her lasted until midday. And then doubts began to set in.

What had he meant exactly about Countess having to face the consequences of her actions? Had she said too much, or said the wrong things? She didn’t want her Mistress to be hurt, she just wanted the English women out of the way.  Karl said he would do that, but what exactly was he planning?

Ilse went back to the garage, but she was told Karl was still out and would be busy all day.  Doubt and worry settled even more heavily on her shoulders, now tinged with a growing sense of guilt. If something bad happened, even though she had no idea exactly what, she was sure that it would be her fault. She needed to talk to somebody, but in normal circumstances her other confidant would have been the Countess and she was not there, and in any case how could she explain that all this time she had been secretly been informing on her to Hermann.  The same went for Jellicoe. So, what could she do now?
What women in Gadhausen had always done in such circumstances, she realized.  They confessed their sins to the one best qualified to listen.  She could not confess the whole truth, of course, but she could at least ease her guilt through doing a penance.

* * *

Ilse knelt in front of Father Fischer. 

‘Please, Father, I have been troubled by… wicked and unnatural feelings.’
‘Go on, Child.’
‘You know I work at the castle as a maid. Well… sometimes I’ve seen the Countess punishing the English women. And she has been very strict with them,’ she added with emphasis. ‘I think they really have learned their lesson.’
‘Yes, I have tested then myself,’ Fischer confirmed. ‘I’m sure they are properly contrite.’
‘Yes, Father… but my trouble is… seeing them naked and crying and tied up and being punished… well, I’ve started to feel strange things about them.’
‘What do you mean, Child?’
She let the broken words pour out of her.  ‘Well, wanting to touch them… wanting to be then… to be punished like they are… I didn’t mean to, but I imagined what they had done together… being wicked like they have been… kissing and making love… it has been getting me excited… in the way being with a man would… except differently…’
‘I see. It is as though they have contaminated you. Like an infection.’
Ilse thought that was a good word. She certainly felt dirty, although not quite in the way he imagined. ‘Yes, Father that’s how it is.  They have… contaminated me.’ She felt tears welling up.  ‘I’m so sorry!’
He patted her head. ‘You were quite right to come to me about this, my Child.’ 
‘But can you drive these feelings out of me?’
‘Of course.  But it will be painful…’
She very much hoped so.

* * *

Ten minutes later, Ilse was naked and impaled upon a column in the church’s penance room. 

She was facing a wall column with her wrists and ankles fastened to its sides by metal clamps, make it seem as though she was hugging it to her.  In a way she was.  She wanted to embrace the suffering it gave her. There was a metal plate bolted to the column set at about waist height which carried a hinged iron phallus.  This was lodged cold and hard deep inside her.  A second plate at chest height was studded with small metal pyramids. Her breasts were flattened against it.  Her nipples were hard which only added to their torment.

Father Fischer was using a carpet beater on her bottom with vigour. Her small buttock cheeks were clinching and burning. And with each crisp smack, she was driven onto the metal phallus again.  It had been carefully shaped to resemble a man’s erect penis. And her juices were flowing about it as they should and trickling down the sides of the column and over the dark stains of shame left by all those women who had been here before her.
‘That is what you should have inside you, Child,’ Fischer grunted as he beat her. ‘A man’s shaft, not a woman’s tongue!’
Ilse sobbed and gurgled and dribbled about the rubber bit clenched between her teeth.  The iron cock was bruising her vagina while the studded plate was digging its teeth into her poor breasts. Her bottom was blazing. Yes, this was what she deserved!
Father Fischer paused to feel her hot buttock cheeks. 
‘That’s more like it,’ he declared. ‘You won’t have those wicked thoughts again, now will you?’
She shook her head feebly. 
‘But just to make sure, I shall remind you what those most intimate parts of your body should be used for…’
He rested the carpet beater against the wall and then she heard the rustle of fabric. Then he had hold of her slim hips and she felt his penis sliding between her blazing buttock cheeks and finding the pucker of her anus and forcing it open. Suddenly her backside was filled with his shaft and he was grinding her against the punishment column.  He was not as big as Karl, but it felt good inside her.
She shrieked and sobbed in pain and joy as the pyramid studs gouged into her breasts and her loins felt as if they would be split open with both her passageways filled with phallic intruders of iron and flesh.  They had taken her over, claimed her for their own, filled her fit to bursting…
With a grunt, Father Fischer squirted his seed up into her rear passage.  For a moment she felt soiled by it which was as it should be. Then her vagina clenched frantically about the iron shaft filling it and she felt her own passion burst forth. She shuddered for several seconds and then sagged limply against the column, with Father Fischer still inside her, while her head spun with carefree bliss and delight.
Yes, she had been properly punished as she deserved, for whatever it was that she feared she might have done wrong. Those worries have been expelled from her along with her orgasmic discharge. Her terrible gnawing guilt had been purged… for a couple of hours at least.









Chapter 24

 
Taking lunch at the Baron’s Castle, Audrey and Charlotte, still tingling and aching after their electrical ordeal, ate from bowls on the floor, while the Countess and the Baron dined at a table.  They are chatted lightly and easily like old friends might, exchanging gossip and making quips, with nothing to show that they had recently coupled in sight of the two naked women currently eating like dogs at their feet.  

Audrey and Charlotte exchanged silent sideways glances of wonder at their insouciance. They were so perfectly poised and self-assured: the products of generations of privilege and breeding.  It certainly put them in their place. They were being treated as if they were no better than dogs. And it was darkly thrilling…

When they were done, the Countess said, ‘I’d like to see them put on something they can share.’
‘I have just the thing,’ the Baron said cheerfully.

And so, not long afterwards, Audrey and Charlotte were back in the dungeon room fixed to a new device.
They were standing facing each other each secured spread-eagled within two door-sized rectangular frames. They were not touching each other, but they were intimately connected by a long chain. Its ends were hung on waist-high wooden posts set behind them. From there it ran downwards through their groins and then up again through their clefts to a pulley block set above head height.  This could be raised or lowered by an electrically powered winch motor.
The tension on the chain was already cutting into their groins and digging the greased chain links into the divide between their naked labia which were folded almost lovingly about it.  To try to ease the pain they were lifting themselves up onto their tiptoes.  Two shorter lengths of lighter chain had been slung between their breasts, with crescent shaped metal spring clamps biting into their nipples to hold it in place. Weights had been hung on the middles of these chains, stretching their breasts out towards each other.  Electrical flexes with crocodile clips on their ends had been clamped to both the chains.
With their mouths stuffed with gags, all they could do was to stare at each other in despair and desperate perverse desire. They each looked so perfect and helpless.  Had they been free they would have done anything to escape this ordeal, and yet there was nowhere else at this moment that they would rather have been.
The Baron was working at the control panel again.

‘I’m setting the machine to deliver a sequence of gradually intensifying shocks,’ he explained to the Countess.  ‘It will only affect their nipples and pretty pussy clefts, of course, but this time they have more freedom of movement, so their own reactions will do the rest.’
He adjusted the last dial and then threw the master switch.

Audrey and Charlotte shrieked as the chain digging into their groins came alive.  Frantically they jerked their hips back and forth in a futile attempt to escape it, sawing its loop through their clefts and buttocks.  The chain links rasped between their lips, bumping digging and grinding across their hard clitorises.  Then the chains linking their nipples came alive, and it seemed as if the crescent clamps were trying to bite their teats off.  They yelped and jerked about frantically, setting the weights on the chains swaying and jiggling.  Their breasts flexed and stretched like soft rubber, even as their nipples stood up hard.
Back and forth the shocks flickered, first in their groins and then in their breasts.

By now the chains were all jumping and clinking as they fluttered frantically about, both those that joined their breasts and those they rode on top of; gasping and dribbling and twitching and feeling their groins and breasts tingling and throbbing as they were pricked by the invisible electric needles again and again.  Their juices were flowing and dripping onto the frame platforms.  It was almost as if they had been caught up in some wild, primitive, frenzied dance.
At the control panel the Baron was plunging into the Countess from behind once again, even as they watched their pretty victims suffering.  What pleasure they were giving them!
Through tear-filled eyes, Audrey and Charlotte looked at their tormentors and then at each other and saw the wonder of their suffering.  It was not just that they were naked physically; their inner beings, their very souls were being exposed by their shared torment and display before each other’s eyes. After this they would have nothing to hide from each other.  
But the acid test was, did they like what they saw?
They looked into each other’s eyes and saw that they did. This was the naked truth. The torments had not broken them: they had fused them together as one! There was no use denying it now. After responding like this they must be, who knew how, masochists.  
And also, be very much in love! 
And then they climaxed together, jerking on their bonds so hard that the frames squeaked and creaked, and then dousing their groin chain with their juices. And then they fainted away into the same soft happy rest.









Chapter 25

 
By mid-afternoon, Ilse was wandering around the town with her bottom still smarting from the beating Father Fischer had given it and feeling miserable once again. Hermann was still not back at the garage and all her nagging worries were returning. What had she done?

And then a wonderful aroma filled her nostrils. It led her to the shop window of Gratz’s Bakery.  She pressed her face against the glass and took in the mouth-watering display of wonderful pastries and sugared fancies. There was streusel, bienenstich, spritzkuchen, frankfurter kranz, zwetschgenkuchen, donauwelle, stollen, marzipans and bundt cake. They brought back sweet memories of every kind. And she still had money in her pocket…

Three minutes later, Ilse was seated at one of the little tables in the window for people who wanted to eat on the premises, gobbling her way through a plate piled high with one of everything.
From behind the counter, Joseph Gratz himself watched her with curious interest. He knew Ilse of old, and she had never had the money to buy so many cakes at once before. He also noticed how she kept squirming in her seat as though she was uncomfortable, and that the delight on her face as she consumed his creations was being clouded by concern.
Business was slow in the shop at that moment, so came over and sat beside her.
‘And what is troubling my little Ilse?’ he asked sympathetically. ‘I thought you were well set up at the castle now.  I haven’t seen much of you lately. It’s been awhile since you used to come around the back door and beg me for half a loaf of bread in return for a sucking off, or a full tupping for a sweet cake.’
Ilse bit her lip, even though she was warmed by his show of concern. She had not thought of him earlier as a friend. Perhaps he could help her to work some things out in her mind. 
‘Please Mr Gratz, what do you think of the two English women that the Countess has been punishing in the castle? I know you examined them the other day when you dined there.’
‘Well, they’re both very pretty creatures. A bit selfish of them not allowing men to enjoy them.  I know I would! But the Countess was certainly being strict putting them right again.’
‘I mean about what they did,’ Ilse persisted. ‘Being… lesbians.  Father Fischer calls it a sin.  And most people in the town seemed to be very angry about it.’
Gratz scratched his head. ‘Well, I suppose it’s not how you expect women to behave. And it is against the law.’
‘But… if they came into your shop… would you serve them?’
‘Not if they did it on my counter and frightened the other customers away,’ he said with a jovial chuckle. ‘But, I suppose, if they behaved themselves in public and paid for what they bought, then I would probably turn a blind eye. Live and let live as they say.’
Ilse squirmed awkwardly once again.
‘What’s the matter Ilse?’ he asked. ‘Have you got something in your drawers that’s bothering you?’
‘I’ve been feeling worried about… something. And I went to do a penance with Father Fischer. I’m still sore.’
Gratz smiled. ‘Well, we both know my remedy for a sore bottom, don’t we?’

* * *

Ilse bent over the table in the back room of the shop with her skirts rolled up and her pants down. Graz had a tub of butter and was rubbing it into her glossy, red, smarting buttocks.  Ilse sighed happily in relief.  Of course, a penance was meant to hurt, but how long was she expected to put up with the pain afterwards? 

Then Gratz’s finger slid between her cheeks and tickled her anus and she winced.
‘Did he have you up there as well?’ 
‘Ohhhh…. yes, Mr Gratz.’
Gratz scooped out more butter and gently pushed his big finger up into her rear passage to grease it on the inside as well.  She sighed again.  His touch was relaxing. Now she felt more at ease both outside and in.
‘I have some fresh blackcurrant cream here,’ he said. ‘I remember how much you liked that? What would you pay me for it?’
She smiled and crossed her wrists behind her back.  It was nice to be wanted…
He cut a strip of cake ribbon and bound her wrists together with it. Then he pulled her off the table and knelt her on the floor in front of a chair.  He sat down and opened his flies, freeing his swelling penis. Then he picked up the bowl of blackcurrant cream and scooped up a spoonful.  She opened her mouth and he fed it to her.  She smiled and licked her lips in delight. Then she dipped her head forward and took his penis between her lips and started to suck and lap away at it.
After half a minute, Ilse lifted her head again and received another spoonful of blackcurrant cream…









Chapter 26

 
Gagged and strapped up tight, Audrey and Charlotte huddled together in the boot of the Mercedes as it sped back through the fading twilight towards Castle Grymwald.

Although they could not speak, they were now perfectly content in their bondage.  They did not try to struggle. In its way it was even reassuring.  It meant that somebody – a somebody that they liked and respected which was most important – valued them enough to keep them under control.  
They could feel the heat of each other’s bodies and smell the sweet scent of their simmering pussies, and they did not the words to share their new understanding.  It felt as if they had crested the summit of the hill after a long hard climb. From there they could see there was a new land opening before them, and they knew that the way ahead would be easier.
Perhaps it had taken a few electric shocks to push them over the top.  Bits of their bodies still tingled and stung. But that was perfectly all right. They understood what they were now.
Lesbians: yes, that was their nature. Lovers: yes, and wonderfully so. Masochists: yes, the evidence now seemed to be undeniable. And they were just beginning to appreciate how exciting that could be, if practiced in the right company. They would be back at the Castle soon and who knew what adventures the night would bring…
Then the car braked to a sudden halt.
They could hear the Countess’s voice coming through the bodywork that separated them from the rear seat of the car.
‘What’s the matter, Albert?’ she called out.  ‘Aren’t we nearly there?’ 
‘There’s a branch fallen across the drive just before the gates, My Lady. It’s all right, I should be able to move it aside myself…’
They heard his door opening and his bootsteps fading away. There was a rustle of leaves…
And then came the rush of several sets of footsteps. There was the beginning of a shout from Albert that was cut off sharply.
‘Albert!’ the Countess cried.
Then the back doors of the car were wrenched open.
The Countess cried out, ‘Who are you? No! How dare you…umphhh…’ and then her voice was muffled and lost in the sounds of a struggle that quickly subsided. 
Footsteps came around to the back of the car and the boot lid was pulled open.  Charlotte and Audrey blinked into the light of several hand torches that played across their bound bodies.
‘They’re here!’ somebody said gruffly. 
Behind the lights they glimpsed the looming forms of hooded men. Cold terror clutched at Charlotte and Audrey’s hearts.
One of the men reached forward and prodded them and slapped their bottoms and pinched their nipples. They whimpered behind their gags and squirmed helplessly.
He laughed.  ‘They aren’t going anywhere…’
Then the boot lid was slammed shut. They heard men clambering into the car. The engine started up. It made a three-point turn and then it was driven off into the night again.









Chapter 27

 
That night, Ilse was in the garage store room once again. 

Hermann had returned and now she had her task to perform.  He had taken the trouble to give her the attention she craved first, of course.  And she had accepted it even more meekly than usual, because he seemed more forceful than ever.  She did not know what he had been doing through the day, but now his eyes shone, and he seemed to radiate power and purpose.  That was so exciting… 

Ilse stood upright and naked with her back pressed against a corner stanchion post of a rack of shelving.  Her arms were strapped around the post behind her back. More straps were bound about her ankles, knees, waist and neck, holding her firmly in position. Two old rulers, held tightly together by elastic bands, had been clamped over her nipples, forming a kind of bridge.  They throbbed between them, having been doubled over by the pressure of Hermann’s chest against them when he had screwed her.  His semen was seeping out of her pussy.  She felt dazed and dreamy and content.

Hermann had brought his desk telephone into the room on an extension cord.

‘Now say just what I told you…’ 
He dialled a number and then held the receiver up to her ear.  The instrument at the other end was picked up.

‘Castle Grymwald.’

‘Jellicoe?’ Ilse said in Helga’s voice, ‘This is the Countess. I have changed my plans. I will be staying overnight at the Baron’s. Do not wait up for us.’
‘Very good, My Lady.’

Hermann put the phone down again and smiled at Ilse and patted her cheek. ‘That was very well done.  Nobody will bother us tonight.’  

She felt a thrill of pleasure.  ‘Will you be sending the Englishwomen back home now, Master?’ she asked.
‘All in good time. We have something special arranged for them first.  They have their part to play in the grand plan.’
‘What plan, Master?’
‘To expose them for what they are, of course.  And then punish them as they should have been days ago.’
‘But… what about the Countess? She won’t be hurt?’ 
‘Only as much as is required. But then that is what she deserves. You see, we have to make an example of all of them together to get the maximum effect.’

Ilse’s stomach began to knot up in sudden fear. ‘No, you can’t do that!’
He slapped her cheek and then took hold of her chin so that she had to looking into his eyes.

‘You stupid girl! This is bigger than your feelings for her. This is about the future of the country! For that we are ready to do whatever is necessary - even if it means humiliating a Countess! Don’t pity her, she deserves it!’
Ilse felt cold horror closing about her. What had she done?  ‘No!’ she screamed. ‘You can’t… I love her… I won’t let you… I… umphhhh…’ 
Hermann had picked up a strip of rag, forced it between her teeth and then tied it tight, stifling her protests.

‘That’s enough of your naive prattle!’ he said with contempt.  ‘I’ve had to listen to your foolish chatter for months, hoping you’d tell me something useful, and finally you did. Now I can shut you up at last!’
She looked at him in horror, moaning and chewing on the gag. He’d lied to her! He didn’t love her!  He never had…
‘Now I’m going to do something that will light a fire in the hearts of patriots who will shape the future of Salzstein.  You can stay here for the night. Can’t have you interfering with the plan. But I’ll leave you something to keep you occupied…’
He took up a broom and taped the bulbous wooden head of an old screwdriver to the end of its handle.  Then he pushed it up into her cleft, stretching her labia wide, and then jammed the broom head against the floor in front of her.  With lengths of cord he then tied the head to the base of the shelving unit so that it would not slide away and pull the improvised phallus out of her.   
‘There, now you can screw yourself to your heart’s content.’ He looked her up and down and smiled coldly. ‘That’s all you’re good for really: having things stuck up inside you. But at least you’ve always been hot and tight. Maybe, when I’m Chancellor, I’ll keep you as my pet.’
Then he walked out, switching off the light and leaving her alone in the darkness.
Ilse began to cry her heart out. 









Chapter 28

 
Audrey and Charlotte were not kept long in the boot of the hijacked Mercedes as it wound its way towards its mystery destination, but it felt like an eternity. The knowledge that they were absolutely helpless only added to their terror.  Their binding straps, which they had only just come to terms with, now became part of the nightmare.  

The last part of the journey involved a steep climb and then the crunch and bump of rough ground under the car’s wheels. Then it came to a halt again and the engine was switched off. They heard some muffled cries from within the car followed by some thuds and groans, and then the doors were opened and the occupants climbed out. 
Wherever they were they could hear activity quite close by, with the chatter of several voices, muffled orders being called out, and the occasional sounds of unknown objects being moved about and set down.  For several minutes it seemed as though they were being ignored. And then then the car boot was opened.

More anonymous hooded men were looking down at them. Hands reached in and pulled them out of the boot onto their feet.  Leashes were clipped to their collars.
They seem to be in the middle of a large courtyard, now overgrown and ruined, with piles of masonry in its corners and the jagged remnants of the walls and towers of what must once have been some substantial building all around it.  It was a full night now, but the scene was lit by several flickering flambeau and banks of battery-powered spotlights.  They cast the dancing, distorted shadows of many men about the scene as they pursued their mysterious activity.
Audrey and Charlotte’s legs were unstrapped, and they were dragged roughly across the courtyard to the focus of the activity. Here there was what might once have been a fragment of the raised stone foundations of the building, which now served as a rough and ready dais.
On it they saw the Countess, with a gag in her mouth and a collar about her neck, kicking and struggling as she was being forcibly stripped naked by four of the hooded men.  The image was shocking. She had been a symbol of total authority and power over their lives for the last few days.  Now to see her suddenly as helpless and degraded as they were seemed totally wrong.
The last of her clothes came off.  A few of the hooded men laughed at her exposure, while there were also whistles of approval. Her arms were bent round around behind her back and tied together. A leash was clipped to her collar and jerked tight. She tried to pull away and the man holding the leash swiped the backs of her legs with a cane. She whimpered in pain. Then she was forced down onto her knees. Audrey and Charlotte were dragged forward and forced down onto their knees on either side of her.  Their leashes were handed over to the man holding Helga’s. He swiped his cane across their bare backs in warning.

‘Hold still and do not move!’ he grated. 

Another man came forward carrying a big 16mm sound camera on a tripod, which he set up to one side of the stone dais and began adjusting its focus.  The women were included in it its field of view.  Their cheeks burned with a flush of embarrassment.  Whatever ordeal awaited them, it was going to be captured not only on cine film but in sound as well!

When he was ready, the cameraman raised his arm as a signal. The rest of the men then assembled in an arc in front of the dais, staring at the three captive women through the slots in their hoods.  There were about thirty of them. Silence descended. They seem to be waiting expectantly.

Another hooded man strode forward out of the shadows, but this one was distinguished by a blue sash across his coat. He mounted the dais and took up position behind the three naked women in a masterful stance, with his legs astride and his gloved hands on his hips. In one hand he held riding crop. There was a frenzied round of applause from the watchers. 
I’ve seen this kind of posturing and adulation before, Charlotte thought, with a sick twinge of horror that was quite apart from her personal fear; and not so far from here and not so long ago…

The man who had been holding their leashes handed them over to the blue-sashed newcomer. Now it looked as though they were his dogs kneeling obediently at his feet. The film camera began to turn over.  He looked into its lens.
‘Welcome to all you loyal members of the New Dawn Party who are watching this film!’ he proclaimed.
Audrey, Charlotte and the Countess all suddenly jerked their heads up as they recognized the voice. It was Karl Hermann.
He continued. ‘These three women you see before me now are two English women by the names of Audrey Meredith and Charlotte Purcell…’ He flicked them contemptuously across the back of their heads with his riding crop as he spoke ‘… and one of our own so-called aristocracy:  Countess Helga von Grymwald.’ He flicked her head in turn. ‘Between them they represent many things. Old class privilege, women in power, the shortage of strong new leaders and the threat of foreign morals and manners. They are part of an international lesbian conspiracy to undermine the rightful position of men in Salzstein. Well here tonight we shall expose their plans and reveal them as nothing more than weak and feeble women. And in doing so we shall light the fire that will consume the old order!  What you see done here tonight shall be an object lesson for New Dawn groups across the country. We will show the people that we no longer fear the power of foreigners, or blindly revere the relics of our decadent past. Forward to the future!’ 
And he punched the air with his gloved fist and crop.  The watching men cheered and applauded again.  Then camera stopped rolling. 
Hermann handed back their leashes to their former holder and walked around in front of the kneeling women and bent over them. Even though they could not see his face, they sensed that he was gloating at the helplessness.
‘The film of this event will be copied and distributed all over the country,’ he told them, his voice dripping with triumphant satisfaction. ‘It will be shown in our meetings and rallies. It will inspire our members who will see you for what you really are: simply women put here to serve men, and not to be feared or revered.’
Audrey, Charlotte and Helga twisted their heads round stare into each other’s wide and terrified eyes. Was he mad? What were they going to do to them?
Men were hurrying about. An odd device comprised of several wooden posts and beams was carried onto the dais.  It had a triangular wooden beam frame raised up on stout legs, connected to a much taller middle post. Several sets of straps had been nailed to it.  It looked rather roughly made as if it had been assembled in haste.
The women were dragged onto their feet again and then pulled over to the strange device. They were laid on their left sides along each of its three beams, with their heads facing in the same direction, as if they were turning clockwise, and with their bottoms all facing outwards.   Straps were bound across their waists to hold them in place.  Then their right legs were lifted and pulled out straight and bent sharply at the hips until their feet almost touched the top of the central post. Their ankles were then strapped to it. Their left legs, underneath them, were now bent and folded back and more straps were pulled across them to keep them in place. Now their heads each rested on the left inner thighs of the woman in front of them, and their faces were pressed up into her crotch. Helga’s face pressed into Audrey’s pussy, while hers faced Charlotte’s, and Charlotte’s, completing the ring, nuzzled up against Helga’s naked cleft.
The film camera and some of the lighting stands were repositioned to focus upon them.
‘Remove their gags,’ Hermann commanded.
Their mouths were freed. Immediately Helga said, struggling to keep the terror out of her words, ‘You can hide behind a mask, but you won’t get away with this, Hermann!’
He ignored the use of his name.  ‘You will now humble yourself Countess, by eating the pussy of the woman in front of you. And she in turn will do the same for her friend and her friend will pleasure you. You will make an entertaining spectacle for our rallies. But that is all you good for! We are the stronger and superior beings here.’
Charlotte had to say something. ‘Let me get my hands on you and we’ll see who’s strongest!’ she shouted.  Then she yelped in pain as Hermann swiped his crop across her buttocks.
‘By the end of this evening, you will crawl to me on your knees and kiss my boots and beg for my forgiveness!’ he told her.
Three hooded men stepped forward, each positioning themselves facing one of the women.  Each held a bamboo cane.
‘Now you will pleasure each other as I have said, or else you will be thrashed until you bleed!’
‘He means it,’ Audrey said to the others. ‘We’ve got no choice.  But we don’t have to feel guilty about it, do we?’ 
And she kissed Charlotte’s pussy.  It was the only gesture of defiance she could make.  Helga seemed to catch on quickly and began kissing her slot. 
‘I’ll happily eat pussy rather than listen to that cock crowing,’ Charlotte said.  
Then she dipped her head and began to lick at Helga’s cleft.
There was a thoughtless snigger from one of the watching men that was hastily silenced.
For a moment Hermann hesitated, not expecting this reaction, then he hastily signalled to the cameramen. The camera turned over.  Hermann pointed with this crop at Helga.
‘This is Countess Helga von Grymwald from old and revered family. But I tell you she is a traitor to this country and to the natural order of things.  See how she pleasures the private parts of these lesbian foreigners she has been sheltering in her castle! She claims that she was punishing them for their sins, but instead she was simply indulging her own unnatural passions!  Do you want to be ruled by people like this in the future? Or do you want them to be punished for their degraded behaviour?  Like this…’
The men ringed about them raised their canes and began to beat the bottoms and exposed inside thighs of their upstretched legs.
The women yelped and sobbed in pain, each now crying into the pussies they had been pleasuring.  Jerking as far as their straps allowed only ground each other’s faces into their clefts. They knew the spectacle they must be making.  
‘Enjoy it!’ Audrey reminded them. 
She and Charlotte redoubled their efforts. Helga had not had as much experience of pain as they had, but she must understand what they were doing.  She did.  She resumed her tonguing.
As the canes swished and cracked down on them, leaving blazing stripes in their flesh, they writhed and sobbed but continued gobbling away. It was as if they had joined to become a single fantastic organism that consumed itself with delight.  Despite everything, their juices were flowing, lathering their faces and filling their nostrils with the heady scent of female arousal that could not be denied. It was theirs, and theirs alone!
They bucked, they groaned, and then they climaxed, dousing each other with their juices.  And for a few precious moments they didn’t care about anything else.
‘Do I keep filming, Sir?’ the cameramen asked anxiously.
‘Stop, stop, stop!’ Hermann said angry.









Chapter 29

 

Alone in the darkness of the garage storeroom bound to the corner of the shelving unit, Ilse had cried her heart out.  She had been so stupid! Hermann had lied to her. And now she might have done something terrible that would hurt the Countess.

But at last her tears dried up and she tried to think clearly. Was anything she could do to save the situation? Desperately she began to squirm about, trying to pull herself free of her straps. But each twist and jerk ground the head of the screwdriver phallus up into her vagina, making in bulge from within even as it tormented her with the promise of carnal pleasure.  Instinctively her sheath began to suck upon it. Maybe Hermann was right. That was all she was good for: having things stuck up inside her. She was just a stupid, silly, little tart…
In her struggles, her hands had twisted behind her, brushing across the lower curves of her bare buttocks.  As they did so she felt their unusual slipperiness. It was the remains of the butter that Joseph Gratz had applied to sooth them.
And butter was slippery!
Ilse contorted her arms further, ignoring the pain, forcing the fingers of her right hand up into her buttock cleft and the warm and liquid butter oozing from her rectum. Then she twisted again and managed to rub some of it up under the strap binding her left wrist.  Again and again, she lubricated the strap, letting the leather soak it up and forming a film between it and the skin of her wrist.  When there was no more butter coming out of her, she began to strain with her left arm, folding her thumb into her palm as she wriggled and twisted.  She bit on her gag in pain.  Her bones would break!
And then her hand slid up through the strap and it was free!
In two minutes, she had undone the other straps and pulled the broom handle and screwdriver phallus out of her. She felt her way over to the door and turned on the light. There were her discarded clothes in a pile. Hastily, she pulled them on. Then she went out into Hermann’s office. There was his phone on the desk. She dialled the castle.
There was an agonisingly long interval before Jellicoe answered.
‘Mr Jellicoe, it’s Ilse. The Countess is in danger!’
‘What are you doing calling the castle, Ilse? The Countess is staying with the Baron.’
‘No, no, that was me! Karl Hermann made me do it. It was a lie. Call the Baron if you don’t believe me!  Hermann and his men have her, and the English women. It’s something to do with the New Dawn Party.  Some special meeting they’re having, but I don’t know where.  I’ll go to the police station to tell them, but you must try to find her. I think they’re going to hurt her!’
For a moment she feared he would not believe her, but something in the tone of his voice must have convinced him.
‘All right, Ilse.  I shall inform Hans. We will use Miss Meredith’s and Miss Purcell’s vehicles. If we find anything, one of us will go to the police station. You wait for us there.’
And he rang off.

* * *

Ilse made her way down the back stairs of the garage and out into the night. The town was brightly lit and still full of bustle about her, but she ignored it.  She ran as fast as she could to the police station.

She burst through the doors and staggered over to the front desk panting heavily. Sergeant Gerhard looked at her in surprise.

‘Why, it’s Ilse Lubeck.  What are you in such a state about? Been a naughty girl again, have you?’
She gasped out the same story she had told to Jellicoe. Gerhard looked at her in disbelief.
‘Are you accusing Mr Hermann of kidnapping the Countess? No, I can’t believe that. He’s a respectable man.’
‘No, he’s not!’ Ilse sobbed. ‘Where is Lieutenant Wittenberg?’
‘The Lieutenant has been called away on official business. He won’t be back until tomorrow.’
‘But you must start a search for the Countess!’
‘On your word alone? You, who was a vagrant only a year ago, who I arrested for petty theft. I don’t think so!’
Ilse looked at him and despair.  ‘If you can’t help me, then I’ll find somebody who can.’
Gerhard came around from behind the desk.  ‘No, I don’t think I’m going to let that happen. You blabbing wild stories about would be disturbing the peace.’ He grabbed hold of her arm and twisted round behind her back. ‘I think I’d better keep you out of the way until you calm down.’
‘Let me go!’ she said, struggling frantically.
But she could not prevent him dragging her through the side door into the cell block. He opened on of the empty cells and pushed her inside. 
‘I haven’t done anything wrong!’ she sobbed.
Gerhard’s face suddenly became dark and menacing. ‘You’ve been disloyal!’ he spat out.  He flipped up the lapel of his jacket. Pinned to the inside out of it where it had been out of sight, was an NTP badge.
As Ilse gaped at him in horror, he continued.
‘I knew you were Karl’s little snoop up at the castle and he won’t be pleased you tried to betray him.  I should imagine he’ll want to have a word with you after he’s done with the Countess and the English women.  I’ll just keep you safe until then…’
Ilse tried to dodge past him back out of the door, but he slapped her so hard that she fell down.  Dizzy with shock, she could not stop him pulling her up onto her feet again by her hair and dragging her arms up over her head. He pulled out his handcuffs and snapped them about her wrists and through one of the recessed restraining rings in the wall.
Ilse began to shriek and curse and tried to kick out at him. He slapped her again. Then he reached up under her skirt and pulled down her panties over her kicking legs.  He balled them up and then forced them into her mouth, stifling her cries, until she could only glare at him in despair.
‘That’s better. I don’t want to hear any more of that dangerous talk. There’s really only one thing you’re good for…’
He rolled up her skirt, baring her to her waist. Then he opened his flies, freeing his stiffening penis.  He came towards her, scooping up her kicking legs around the backs of her knees, lifting her hips towards him.  His big penis forced its way up into her vagina and he ground her hard against the cell wall, making her whimper.
But that pain was nothing compared to her despair. She had failed her Mistress again!









Chapter 30

 

Countess Helga, Audrey and Charlotte were now kneeling in a ring about the three-sided restraining frame.

They were screaming as the men with the bamboo canes were caning their outthrust breasts with sadistic delight.  They swished and cracked, setting their breasts shivering and bouncing while a web of scarlet stripes was growing across them.  The women’s cries were particularly loud as their mouths had been wedged open by hooks dug in their corners linked by leather straps that were tied together behind their heads.  Their tears and dribble dripped off their chins onto the upper slopes of their quivering, jumping, blazing breasts.

And, of course, the cine camera was recording every detail of their suffering.
Their ankles were spread and tied to the frame’s base posts, so that the sides of the horizontal beams on which they had been resting were now digging into their backs, bowing their upper bodies outwards. Their arms had been re-cuffed in front of them and then stretched up above their heads and tied with ropes to the top of the central post. In this posture their breasts were well presented for thrashing. The men did not even need to lift their arms very high. Simple low forehand and backhand swipes smacked into them from both sides, while sweeping, lifting slices caught their undersides and made them heave and bounce wildly.
The pain was terrible, but it was not enough for their captor’s purpose. Through her tear-filled eyes, Charlotte saw Hermann striding about flicking his crop against the sides of his boots in annoyance. They were not breaking quite as easy as he had planned, and it seemed he had no alternative plan. He had set up this elaborate sexual humiliation show as a propaganda tool to demonstrate his power and promote his sick political programme, and now he had to go through with it.  
What he had accused them of was absurd, of course, but some people might believe it.  She imagined a lot of foolish young men masturbating as they watched the film of their suffering.  They might want to believe.  Enough to start rumours spreading.  Enough to start a revolution, perhaps?  All she and Audrey and Helga could do was defy him in their own way.
‘Is that… eek… the best… aww… you can do!’ she gurgled out through her parted teeth in between the blows.
‘I think… owww… my right boob… uhhh…. could do with a bit more…’ Audrey choked out.
‘You know nothing… eeeek…. about real women… Hermann!’ Helga cried.
For a moment he could only glare at them. And then he threw up his arms. ‘Stop!’ he called out, and the men with the canes rested them.  
Hermann turned to the camera.  ‘See how they adore their suffering! Normal women would have given into their shame by now and admitted their sins, but not them! We have revealed their secret lesbian desire for subjugation. They beg for correction and atonement for their sins.  They are twisted and filthy and we shall treat them as dirt! Water them!’
The hooded men stepped forward opening their flies. Streams of pee splashed over the women’s faces and into their hair, making them cough and splutter with revulsion. The trickle down over their beaten breasts, stinging the livid slash marks across them.  They whimpered and snivelled wretchedly.
When the first batch of men were drained, another set stepped forward and continued the humiliation.
By the time they were done, the women were soaked and kneeling in paddles of steaming, beer-scented urine.
Helga raised her dripping face and sneered in contempt as far as the hooks in the corners of the mouth allowed.
‘You can urinate on us all night if you like, Hermann, but we will not give you satisfaction!  I am not ashamed of anything I have done!  You are the one who has had to resort to kidnapping and crude violence! Is this the policy of your wonderful party… aww!’
Hermann had slapped her.  ‘Bring her servant forward!’ he commanded.
From out of the shadows two hooded NTP men dragged Albert into view. His hands were tied behind his back and his face was bruised and his upper lip was split. There was a gag in his mouth. He looked at Helga, naked, bound and soiled, in horror.  And then he averted his eyes as if he was embarrassed.  Hermann took hold of his hair and forced him to look back at her.
‘No, look at her! She is just a woman. Less than you and a traitor to this nation. She has been plotting to bring more of her deviant foreign women friends into the country. She deserves this!’
Albert shook his head.
‘Your loyalty to her title is misplaced. She is just a woman, and in a moment, she is going to beg to suck you off!’
Albert shook his head again.
Helga said, ‘Do not involve my servants in this, Hermann! He’s just my chauffeur.’
‘He could be a free citizen of the new proud Salzstein.  But if he continues to show you such diffidence, then I must assume he is one of your co-conspirators. And then he will have to be punished. Something far worse than we have done to you.  A whipping until he faints, perhaps?  An example to others who might have share his foolish allegiance to the old order. It is your choice if he suffers or not!’
Helga hesitated. And then she looked up at Albert.
‘Please, Albert let me suck you off.’
He looked horrified and shook his head and struggled in the grasp of his captors.
‘It’s all right Albert,’ she said soothingly.  ‘I will not have you suffer on my behalf. I won’t mind…’ And she tilted her head back in readiness.
One of the men holding Albert tore open his flies and freed his penis. It was swelling noticeably.
Hermann laughed.  ‘Apparently the sight of you has got him excited. That’s perfectly natural.  How long has he wished to do that to you, I wonder? Push him into her!’
The men holding Albert pushed him forward and his penis slid into Helga’s open mouth. She began to bob her head and suck on it.   Albert groaned as his shaft stiffened into a rod.

‘You see,’ Hermann said in triumph to the camera. ‘Any man can put his member down her throat. She is not untouchable! None of her kind are! She’s just a woman!’









Chapter 31

 
Ilse hung from her cuffed wrists in the police station cell.  Her mouth was stuffed with her panties while Gerhard’s sperm dripped out of her aching pussy and trickled down her bare thighs. She was racked with guilt.  She had been so foolish.  Now she had brought down some terrible disaster on her lovely mistress. And all because she had been jealous of those English women and let Hermann stoke her fears.  Now she had been betrayed by more of those who she had trusted, and she deserved it!

Then, in the gathering still of the evening, she heard the sound of a motorcycle approaching and then slowing to a stop. There were not that many motorcycles in Gatehouse. In fact, the only one she had seen recently had been Charlottes…
She began frantically to work her jaws and tongue, trying to push her balled-up panties out of her mouth.
She could just hear the police station doors being opened. And then came a distant murmur of voices. After a short exchange one of them began to get louder.
With a sob, Ilse spat the damp wad of fabric out of her mouth. 

‘Help, help… the Sergeant is one of them… help, help!’ she screamed at the top of her voice.
The murmur of voices grew even louder, becoming angry. There was a scuffle and grunts and thuds, then a clatter is if something had been overturned. Then footsteps approached. 
‘I’m in here!’ she shouted.
The door bolt was slid back and cautiously Hans put his head round the cell door. His face was flushed, his eyes were wide with excitement and his lip was swelling and bleeding.

‘Ilse?  What’s happened? Gerhard said you weren’t here, then I heard you and he attacked me!’
‘He’s a secret NTP follower. He knows what Hermann has done to the Countess.’ She jangled her handcuffs. ‘He’s got the keys to these on his belt…’

Hans vanished and was back in a minute with the keys to uncuff her.
She rubbed her sore wrists and then hugged him for a moment.
‘We’ve searching around, Jellicoe in that funny English car and me on the bike,’ Hans explained, as they ran back out through to the entrance lobby.  Gerhard was slumped unconscious in a huddle behind the desk under a litter of spilled files. ‘We found them… up in the Kriegsberg.  But there are many hooded men holding them.  Thirty or more.’
‘They must all be NTP men,’ Ilse said.
‘Jellicoe said he’d keep watch while I came back here for help. But if we can’t trust the police, what can we do?’
Ilse bit her lip in despair. They needed help and quickly. But where from?









Chapter 32

 
New devices had been brought up on to the stone platform under the floodlights.

They were made of pairs of wooden crates nailed end to end and joined with a plank top. There were six of these constructions that had been arranged in pairs side by side.  More straps had evidently hastily been nailed to them.  Helga, Audrey and Charlotte had been made to kneel on them on all fours. Straps were pulled across the backs of their knees and ankles and about their wrists, holding them in place. Their bodies bridged the gap between the pairs of crates so that they were completely open to the front and back while their torsos were raised up close to waist height.  Battens of wood bolted to the crate tops were angled inwards between the pairs of crates to cross underneath the women’s necks where they were tied in place, holding their heads up. Their mouths, still with the hooks in their corners, gaped open invitingly. Weights hung on crocodile clips had been fastened to their nipples, stretching their breasts out beneath them.
The hooded NTP men queued up front and behind them with their stiff penises jutting out. They took turns ramming them into their mouths or vaginas or rectums.  As they thrust into their bodies, they were rocked back and forth, setting their nipple weights swaying.
The women choked and groaned and sobbed as they were taken again and again. Sperm dribbled out of their orifices. As the men behind them stepped away, somebody gave their outthrust buttocks a few strokes of the cane.  By now they were criss-crossed with scarlet stripes and they burned, even as their eyes were red and burning with tears.  Then another man took up position and grabbed hold of their haunches and thrust into them.

And of course, the cold lens of the cine camera recorded every detail of the degradation.
Hermann strutted up and down as if supervising this mass violation. He flicked the tip of his riding crop across their heads and cheeks and laughed at their woebegone faces stained with tears and dribbling sperm from their stretched lips.  More discharge dribbled from their inflamed labia and aching anal sphincters.
‘You see,’ Hermann said to the camera, ‘they are just women.  Rank or foreign blood will be no protection if they commit a crime. In the new Salzstein, this will be the punishment for women who do not know their place.’
Audrey blinked at his words. They were getting delirious and they seemed to have been marinated in sperm. How long had they been kneeling here? They must have had at least ten men inside each of them. They ached inside and out. If they had not been prepared by their days of correction, they could not have lasted this long. 

There was a bitter irony here.  The countess had spent so long training them to make a convincing show of submission to the symbolic power of the penis to save their reputations and escape these kinds of men, and yet now they were their playthings. 
They had been reduced to resisting them in the only way they could. They had yielded to them, helplessly pleasured them, they had even climaxed.  But they were not broken. 

However, they were weakening.  They no longer had the strength to make any defiant remarks, even if their burning raw throats had been capable of shaping the words. They couldn’t think straight.  When would it end?
And then it seemed to.
There were no more cocks inside them. There was just Hermann and the camera lens, pushing up close to Helga.

‘Now is the time for you to confess, Countess. Do you believe women should have a vote?’

They all swayed blinking dizzily, only held up by their straps and the battens supporting their heads. What did it matter to reply to such a question? 
Helga managed to get the strength to rasp out, ‘Yes…’
‘Do you want a woman as Chancellor?’
‘W.. why not?’
‘Do you believe women are as good as men?’
‘Yes…’
‘Have you kept these women as your sex slaves?’
‘Yes… I mean… to correct them.’
‘Correct what?’
‘Being lesbians… but only to you save them!’
‘Save from who?’ 

‘You.’ 

‘Were you conspiring to bring parties of lesbians to your castle where they would undermine the morals of our women?’
‘What? No…’

‘I have a witness who will say otherwise!’ He moved along the row of them, slashing at their backs and bottoms with his crop.  ‘Admit it!  That is true!’

‘Just tour parties!’ Audrey sobbed. 
‘Of lesbians!’
‘So what… if some of them were?  What would it matter? We don’t want to hurt anybody!’

‘Well I say… let them come!’ Hermann declared dramatically to the camera.  Then he laughed.  ‘Because then they will get what these three will get, and they will learn their proper place!’

And he opened his flies and freed his straining penis.  He moved round to stand behind Charlotte and rammed it into her red-lipped and aching vulva.  She winced in pain.

‘What is your proper place?’ he demanded, pumping into her. ‘Pleasing a real man with your pussy!’ he prompted. ‘Say it!’ he shouted, swiping his crop across her back and setting her nipple weights dancing.

 ‘P… pleasing a real man…w… with my pussy…’ she sobbed.
Hermann pulled out of Charlotte and moved to Audrey and rammed his shaft up into her.

‘What is your proper place?’

She did not have the strength to deny him.  What did it matter? They were only words. And it was such a terrible power he had at his command.  But to submit to it every day?  Ahhhh! He had cropped her again. 
‘Pleasing a real man with my pussy…’ she groaned.
Hermann pulled out of her and moved to stand behind Helga. 

‘Now feel my manhood inside you lubricated by the juices of your lesbian lovers,’ he said with contempt and glee.  He pushed it inside her and she whimpered.  He began to pump back and forth.   He was in no hurry. He was going to sperm inside her.
‘What is your proper place?’ he demanded from Helga.

Audrey realized that Hermann’s attempted act of domination that had been denied him in the police yard was now completed. Not only with two English women, but Countess Helga as well.  And filmed to inspire others.  He was masked for now because he still had to be cautious, but when he had real power the mask would come off and he could say: That was me! 
This was his triumph.  Perhaps he was right.  Perhaps this was their proper place.  The playthings of a powerful man.
‘What is your proper place?’ Hermann shouted, swiping Helga’s back with his crop.  Her nipple weights jingled.  ‘Say it… for the camera!’
‘Pleasing… real men… with my pussy…’ Helga sobbed.

The penis ruled…
And then there was a cry from the shadows amongst the ruins. ‘Have at them!’ 

Dozens of men were pouring into the circle of light. In the lead was Jellicoe and Hans and Joseph Gratz.  Jellicoe was waving a cricket bat. The men following them were wearing Progress Party badges, and they were all armed with makeshift clubs, sticks or garden tools. They fell upon the New Dawners, who were taken completely by surprise. 

Hermann’s penis was whipped out of Helga’s pussy as he fell backwards, ejaculating over her beaten scarlet bottom as he did so.  He stumbled, his cock still wagging about, and then turned and fled.
There was a confused melee filled with flailing limbs and thumps and shouts and groans.  And then the hooded men scattered into the night, with the rescue party charging after them.
In her confusion, Audrey actually heard herself chuckling feebly. That won’t look very heroic on film, she thought, and then she realized that the camera had been carried off by its frightened operator. 
Helga, Audrey and Charlotte were suddenly alone, still trying to take in what had happened.
And then Ilse was kneeling beside them, frantically pulling at their straps and freeing them.  Tears were streaming down her face and she kept saying over and over again, ‘I’m so sorry, Mistress… I didn’t know… I was stupid… ohhh… what has he done…. I’m so sorry… it’s all my fault…’

Helga was freed. She tried stand up and then sat down again abruptly.  Ilse hugged her.  Feebly, Audrey and Charlotte embraced. 

Jellicoe re-appeared, looking flushed but triumphant, his cricket bat was slung over one shoulder. In the other he was carrying car blankets.
Like the perfect butler, he calmly unfolded them. ‘Allow me My Lady… Miss Audrey, Miss Charlotte…’ and he hung them decorously over their shoulders, covering them up.  Then he produced a hip flask and three thimble cups and served them measures of brandy, which cut through the slobber clogging their throats and warmed them.  Perhaps there was something to be said for spirits after all, Charlotte thought dizzily.

‘How… how did you find us?’ Helga asked shakily.
‘It is an involved story, Madam, but Ilse was essential to it.’
‘I’m so sorry, Mistress,’ Ilse kept saying.

Feebly, Helga patted her head.  ‘It’s all right… whatever you did… it’s all right now.’

Hans appeared, half supporting a shaky Albert, now free from his bonds. 
Albert looked at Helga and his cheeks burned. ‘My Lady… I’m so sorry…’

‘Not another word, Albert. You have done absolutely nothing wrong,’ she assured him firmly.  ‘I’m just sorry that my activities put you in danger.’

‘Have they got away, My Lady?’ he asked.

‘Not all of them,’ Jellicoe said, pointing.

The Progress Party men were coming back into the light. Someone looked a little battered and bruised but most were beaming in triumph. And they had some prisoners with them, being prodded along by assorted sticks and clubs. They looked less threatening now their hoods had been torn off. 

There was the camera operator, still with his precious camera over his shoulder, a couple of sorry looking men who were total strangers to Audrey and Charlotte, and then two faces they knew well: Hermann and Schelling.  Hermann was trying to appear disdainful and imperious, while Schelling was looking more rabbit-like and anxious.

‘I don’t think your film is ever going to be distributed the way you planned,’ Helga told Hermann.  ‘And when Lieutenant Wittenberg learns of all this, I think you can be sure of spending a long time in prison.’
‘Then I will be a martyr for my cause, like great men before me,’ Hermann said defiantly.  ‘In time history will exonerate me.’
He might at that, Audrey thought grimly.  
Then Charlotte spoke up. ‘No! Before the police get their hands on you, we’re going to have a fair fight.’ She got up throwing off her blanket. The Progress Party men looked at her naked body in surprise and then appreciation. She pointed at the cameraman. ‘You film this!’ she commanded.  

Nervously he set his camera up again.

‘Mr Jellicoe, I want a ring arranged with those two inside it,’ she said, pointing at Hermann and Schelling.

‘Certainly, Miss Charlotte,’ he said, imperturbably.  And in moments he had marshalled the rescue party into a square around the perimeter of the dais.
Charlotte took up a boxing stance. The floodlights shone off her sweat-sheened body, even making the numerous cane slashes across it look like heroic wounds.  Suddenly she resembled some Amazon of old, rippling with lean muscles. Audrey felt her stomach flip. She looked magnificent.
‘Now I’m not in handcuffs or strapped up like a turkey,’ Charlotte said to Hermann and Schelling.  ‘But there’s two of you and one of me. Those should be good enough odds for cowards like you. No Marquis of Queensbury rules, anything goes. Now fight!’
‘This is ridiculous!’ Hermann said. ‘I do not fight women…’
‘Coward, coward, coward!’ the chant rose from the spectators. 

He must have realized whatever credibility he had left was draining away before his eyes.  Reluctantly he balled his fists. ‘Remember, this woman demanded that we fight. Whenever she suffers now is her own fault… ughhhh!’

Charlotte had stepped in quickly and punched him on the nose.
He staggered backwards clutching at his nose, which had begun to bleed, looking as if he could hardly believe he had been hit.
As she was facing Hermann, Schelling made a clumsy lung at Charlotte.  She pivoted on one foot and lashed out with the other. It caught him in the chest, and he staggered backwards with a gasp of expelled breath.
Hermann came at her, swinging his fists in wild arcs as if trying to land a haymaker punch. She blocked one blow, then a second, ducked and twisted and drove a fist up into the pit of his stomach.  He dropped to his knees.
Schelling lunged again, trying to kick out at Charlotte as she had done to him. She caught his extended leg under the heel, lifted it and kicked him hard in the groin. He went down like a deflated balloon, curling up and whimpering.
Hermann got to his feet and came back at Charlotte with both hands reaching out to grasp for her throat, as if trying to overwhelm her with brute force.  She drove her braced hands upwards between his arms to break them apart, exposing his face, and then smashed a fist into his chin.  He toppled over backwards and lay still.
The watchers cheered. Jellicoe entered the improvised ring and draped the blanket across Charlotte’s shoulders once again.
‘Whatever the court decrees and whatever sentence he serves, Hermann will never live this down,’ Helga said to Audrey. ‘He’s finished.’
While he had an audience, Joseph Gratz stepped forward. ‘This whole incident has been shameful for Gadhausen.  The law has been misused and perverted. I think it is a sign that we must not let old prejudices rule our hearts.’   He pointed to Charlotte and Audrey.  ‘If women like them wish to come here as tourists…’ he smiled and winked at Ilse ‘… and they do not practice their desires in public, then why not?  If our country does face a new dawn, then let it be a tolerant and welcoming one.’
There were more cheers.
Audrey hugged and kissed Charlotte.  ‘You were incredible!’
‘I couldn’t let him get away with what he did to you… to all of us… that easily, could I?’ Charlotte said.  ‘Now hold me tight, Love, because I think, otherwise I’m going to fall over!’









Chapter 33

 

It was the next evening in Castle Grymwald.

For the women, the intervening day had been a busy one.  They had made statements to the police and accepted Wittenberg’s profuse apologies for the scandalous behaviour of certain of his officers. They had received a delegation of burghers from the town council, now without Schelling, who expressed their deepest sympathy for their suffering and assured them that all charges against Audrey and Charlotte had been dropped. But most importantly, the day had involved administering ice douches and enemas to each other, and then taking several hot baths filled with every kind of fragrant salt and oil in the castle, to purge every last lingering trace of their ordeal.

Now at last they were naked and alone again in Helga’s big bed. Colourful pillows and cushions had been piled about it, forming a cocoon of softness.  There were plates filled with a complementary selection of Joseph Gratz’s finest sweetmeats and pastries as treats.  Helga, Audrey and Charlotte reclined against the foot and head of the bed with their legs parted. They were all still sore, aching and drained, and their breasts, backs and buttocks still bore cane marks, but they knew that would pass.

Ilse knelt naked in the middle of the ring formed by their spread limbs, with her collar leash suspended from the middle of the canopy above and her rubber dog tail plugged in once more.  She had tearfully confessed about her secret liaisons with Hermann.  They understood now. She so desperately wanted to be loved and cared for, and all she had to offer was her submissive little body… 

The women took up pieces of confectionery, bit off half, and then pushed the remainder up into their naked clefts. Ilse bent forward in delight and dipped her head and used her lips and tongue to retrieve her portion of the sweet treat.  Fine crisp white napkins spread out under the women’s bottoms caught any crumbs she dropped.

While she was nibbling away between Helga’s legs, the Countess stroked her hair. 
‘It’s partly my fault, Little One. I should have made it even clearer to you that Charlotte and Audrey were absolutely no threat to us. Even if they filled the castle with lesbian tourists, you will always be my special puppygirl.’ 
Ilse beamed happily, her lips smeared with marzipan and female juices.  Then doubt clouded her face again. ‘But you were all hurt because of my stupidity, Mistress.’
‘I didn’t realize the hold Hermann still had over you. I must keep a tighter leash on you in the future.’
Ilse smiled happily at that prospect and her rubber tail wagged.
‘What about Hermann?’ Audrey asked.
‘He would have contrived some form of dramatic confrontation or revelation at some point anyway, so he could win publicity for his cause and promote his candidacy for higher office,’ Helga said. ‘I represented the old order and tradition, so I was an obvious target for him to bring down. Now he has been ruined personally and his wretched party has been discredited.’ She smiled. ‘Also, stories of him humiliatingly losing a fist fight with a naked woman seem to be spreading.  No would-be dictator can live that down! I don’t think we’ll have any more trouble from him.’
‘We’re sorry we were the start of all this,’ Charlotte said. ‘We didn’t mean to upset everything…’ She turned to Audrey and squeezed her hand. ‘But sometimes love makes you do stupid things.’
‘It has been an eventful few days,’ Helga agreed, ‘but I think it has worked out for the best in the end.  Salzstein is looking to a new and a brighter future. Let us be grateful for all that is good in life from now on…’

They relaxed at their ease, as they let Ilse’s busy, loving tongue tend to them.  It was all the stimulation their sore love mouths could endure for now.  They had surrendered to so many penises and taken all they could give, and yet they had survived.  
Now, back in Castle Grymwald, the vagina ruled once more.

 

THE END
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