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Chapter 1
 

Mordavia – the present day
 

The prisoner entered shouting and kicking, frantically pleading her innocence - a sheen of perspiration on her fear struck face. But the terror on her countenance could not disguise the fact that she was a beautiful young woman in a refined English sort of way, her genteel nature being starkly contrasted by the two brutish henchmen who dragged the poor wench past a heavy oak door and into the chamber that was to see her end.
 

Eyes darting, she took in the scene: the flaming torches adorning the walls, their fire suggesting of hell on earth; the ominous looking instruments that hung between them, promising even further of the devil’s own torture; the stocks, the rack, and the Judas cradle – evil devices all scarily unoccupied, waiting for their next victim’s screams; a whipping post where some poor girl hung limply by her wrists, whimpering in agony, her back a mess of vibrant red welts. But the newcomer’s attention soon settled on the only other occupant of this room of terror – the king’s trusty torturer who stood by a sturdy bench, a malevolent grin etched on his cruel scarred face, a burning brazier a few yards to his side, heating the poker that was this traitor’s doom.
 

“No! No! I’m innocent. I swear I never touched him,” screamed the fresh faced young woman, tears flowing from her terrified eyes.
 

“That traitor Sussex says otherwise,” the torturer replied. “He will say little more though, for his head will roll today. A quick clean death, as long as the executioner isn’t drunk again, which is more than he deserves for fornicating with the queen – you however, My Lady, will not be so lucky.”
 

“He’s lying!” pleaded the young noblewoman. “I entreat you! Don’t do this. Please!”
 

“Pin her down over the bench!” the torturer ordered, ignoring the woman’s appeals. “Hold her steady and tether her feet.”
 

The henchmen obeyed, tossing the woman roughly over the bench. With the prisoner struggling all the while, one held her wrists which were cuffed and chained, the other battled with her ankles, which were similarly shackled, and secured each one to opposite legs of the bench, spreading her limbs wide apart.
 

“No!” screamed the woman. “I’m the queen. You cannot do this to me!”
 

The torturer laughed at the absurdity of the remark. “Well, I’m the king’s loyal subject, and I do whatever it pleases his majesty,” he hissed. “And for your adultery – it pleases him to do this…”
 

Slipping on a thick leather glove for protection, the torturer removed the poker from the brazier. He held it up and inspected the glowing end, making sure his prisoner could see it as well.
 

“No! No! Please! Anything but that!” screamed the woman.
 

Her pleas were ignored. The shift she was wearing, her only piece of clothing, was pulled up her back to bare her queenly rump and noble vagina. The torturer looked at her treasures for perhaps a moment longer than he should have, admiring the full globes and the naughtily shaved pussy; then with a grin of pure malice he took up position, brandishing the first of many tortuous punishments.
 

“NO! NO! AAAARGH!”
 

The face of the abused was a picture of torment, which was only to be expected for she was good at her craft, and had been coached for this scene mightily well.
 

“Cut! Cut!” called a voice – the director no less of this television drama. “Well done everyone – especially you Julia. That was fabulous, sweetie, absolutely fabulous.”
 

A plump balding man in his late fifties emerged from the shadows gazing at his favoured actress, in no hurry to give the order to have the girl released and decently arranged. “Hmmph, yes, absolutely fabulous,” he mused enjoying the view before finally relenting. “Okay everyone - I think we’ll call it a wrap and break for lunch... and for goodness sake, Alfonso, let go of poor Julia’s wrists so she can stand up and cover herself.”
 

Then turning to a small group of spectators who had been allowed access to the set, the director added, “Now listen up you bunch - we’re doing the beheading scene this afternoon, and I’ll want the extras playing the rabble in the courtyard looking mean and nasty, so I suggest you all have the goulash – I’m assured it tastes foul and guaranteed to give indigestion…”
 

He looked away pleased with his wit, turning his attention back to the performer whose feet were being untied. Unable to resist, knowing this young actress needed the work and wouldn’t dare protest at a liberty taken, the director went over and patted Julia’s ass which was now covered by her shift. “So Julia, tell me sweetie – how did you prepare so well for the scene? Anyone looking at that performance would swear you knew exactly what it was like to be anally impaled and brutally tortured – to know what it was like to suffer... well sweetie, what else can I say... to suffer an abuse of power!
 

“Well bugger me backward and call me Mabel,” muttered Sally Hudson from her position looking down on the torture chamber set.
 

Sally realised in a flash. It had been bugging her since the actress appeared on the set – where had she seen her before. Sally had trawled her mind for a film she might have been in, or some other television drama in which she had featured, but couldn’t place her. Having heard that comment from the director however, she knew straight away – it wasn’t on screen Sally had seen this girl before – it was in the flesh, two days ago, creeping sheepishly out of a room.
 

Sally shook her head in disbelief. How could she have forgotten any aspect of that momentous occurrence? But then it wasn’t Julia who had made the big impression – she was just a bit player, a minor performer, as she was in this production. The real master of the scene was only a shadow, but whose mere existence dominated everything else – like the Tudor king whose life was currently being re-enacted, a monarch absolute, his every whim unquestioned law.
 

Over the top?
 

Perhaps that’s the case – but Sally was certainly knocked for six, if you prefer a sporting analogy.
 

So what was it that happened two days before that made such an impact on a movie extra, but the star of this tale, the sexually voracious and exceedingly beautiful twenty-three year old Antipodean, Miss Sally Hudson?
 

Well, with no demands to be on set for the rest of the day, Sally went for a stroll around the castle where the filming was taking place. She was intrigued by the building – its dark foreboding structure, the violent history that poured from its ancient stones. She was also intrigued by the men who worked there – men in uniform of a modern design, more to her liking than the medieval costumes the actors wore. For whilst the castle was being used temporarily as a film location – it’s day to day function still carried on, and this wonderfully preserved medieval structure served as the country’s police headquarters.
 

Sally wandered around, looking at the architecture, brazing glances at the men, hoping for a reaction. She strayed away from the hubbub of the film set, drawn ever inwards by the allure of authority smartly dressed. Getting somewhat lost, Sally turned into a corridor where she sensed she had no right to be. She froze. There was an officer standing guard at the end – big and hunky, a gun holstered at his hip - and much to Sally’s delight, the man was idly rubbing his crotch!
 

Counter to her forward nature, Sally initially backed off. She knew she was in the wrong place and could land in trouble – foreign policemen bearing arms having a notorious reputation. The sensible thing would be to backtrack and retrace her steps, but instead she peaked around the corner, and watched the policeman as he continued to fondle himself.
 

And God did the man look sexy! Not overly handsome, but big and butch and wonderfully dressed - obviously horny and needy of some sex.
 

Sally was as well!
 

Hoping beyond hope that something would come of this, Sally lingered, spying round the corner. She wondered if she should risk it and make her presence known – strut round the corner and smile beguilingly whilst jiggling her tits. It normally worked for her – no point being coy – that was Sally’s motto. She was one hot piece of work with her long auburn hair, emerald eyes and a body to die for, so it never took much to entice some stud to get down to work and oblige her with a fuck... At least that had been the case until she arrived in this city.
 

But sadly it all sounded way too risky. The policeman was armed and that gun could spell danger. She stayed to watch though, randy and optimistic. With any luck the uniformed hunk would still whip out his cock and give it a few chugs. And maybe, just maybe, if Sally timed it right, she could earn herself a mouthful of policeman spunk.
 

That didn’t happen. The copper’s meaty truncheon stayed in his uniform trousers. But the policeman did chance a liberty. Having looked around him, failing to spot Sally, who quickly ducked when the brute scanned in her direction, the guard warily tiptoed over to a nearby door and pressed his ear against it. For five minutes he stood there eavesdropping, as he in turn was spied upon by Sally – the guard highly aroused, rubbing his hard dick through the material of his trousers, whilst Sally did likewise to her slavering pussy.
 

Faster and faster the action grew. Sally watched transfixed, getting more and more heated, looking at a man, dreaming of his cock, wanting his meat pounding away at her pussy, screaming, ‘YES! YES! YES! Fuck me you big brute. Fuck me! Fuck me! Spunk inside me!’
 

Lost in her fantasy, enjoying the reality – Sally watched the policeman as he both grimaced and grinned. The man rubbed his crotch all the harder, his eyes rolling backwards. A jerk and a spasm and he had brought himself there, spilling out his seed into his underpants, the stain of his mess seeping outward to leave a telltale sign on his uniform trousers. A few frantic rubs and Sally was there as well, a naughty voyeur coming by herself, waves of pleasure coursing through her body – a little sad, but times were desperate – it had been over a week since she last had a man, and Sally was a girl who didn’t like to go without.
 

His orgasm over, as quiet as he could in his sturdy black boots, the policeman crept back to his station. Sally watched, still intrigued – by the man with the gun and the spunk in his pants – by whatever lay behind that door. It was only a few minutes before her curiosity was rewarded. The door opened and out came a beautiful young woman tottering on shaky legs.
 

It was only one glance that Sally got before the girl’s attention was caught by the policeman who pointed her in another direction. But that glance was enough to register the face. And two days later, Sally would put a name to that face, and that name would be Julia, a budding young actress. Julia walked gingerly away somewhat bandy legged – a girl who looked like she’d just been thoroughly fucked – or perhaps even buggered given the torture chamber scene she would later act so well. The grin on the policeman’s face as she passed him, suggested that that was exactly what he’d been hearing – the howls of a woman getting gloriously screwed by something mightily big and stupendously potent.
 

‘Lucky bitch!’ thought Sally, who was in serious need of similar servicing.
 

Then with a huge grin on her face and a little jealousy in her heart, Sally was about to walk away when she heard the door open for a second time. A roar came out to resound along the corridor, shattering everything in its wake.
 

Sally trembled. She actually trembled. She was a confident girl and normally pretty sure of herself, but that bellowing roar had her decidedly shaking.
 

The policeman with the embarrassing stain in his pants yelped. Blood drained from his roguish face. On equally shaky legs as the fortunate Julia, the officer came back to the site of his crime. A figure stepped into the corridor – a massive frame of towering manhood that cast a shadow, cold as death. His hand sped out. It grabbed the policeman by the crotch, and squeezing hard, brought him to her knees. The accosting colossus bent to follow the officer down, yelling in his face, flecking him with spit. His other hand sprang out to give a hard slap across the cheek – a backhanded crack that sent the officer’s head spinning. Sally watched all this totally transfixed and hideously aroused – her post-climactic pussy pulsating, snarling with new need. Never had she seen anything so authoritatively masculine.
 

Then Sally gasped and her blood turned to ice.
 

Did he know she was there?
 

Was that why the man looked to his right where Sally was peaking round the corner?
 

Who knows!
 

Who cares!
 

Sally turned and fled. The look in those eyes – those coal black eyes, did not incline a voyeur to hang around and discuss the matter further. Sally was scared out of her wits. Miss Devil May Care from the Land Down Under was literally shitting bricks! Never had she seen such a thing personified so sharply, as she did in that fleeting moment. The look in those eyes and the expression on that face – a ruggedly handsome, mature dark featured face - spoke of pure undiluted authority.
 

It spoke of more....
 

It spoke of power, absolute power, magnificently majestic! Power to be yielded, power to be used... and without any question, power to be abused. History could name them, and their legacy shames them: mad Roman emperors who watched the town burn; tyrannical Tudor kings and their unfortunate wives; Soviet dictators who filled up the gulags; and Arab despots who made their people wail - a whole procession of men of power. But Sally doubted if any of those notorious autocrats could hold a match to the burning she saw in those fearsome coal black eyes. If ever there was a man in all of creation that it would be madness to cross or offend in any way, then it was the magnificent presence that had emerged through that door.
 

Sally fled.
 

But she didn’t flee far, and she still came back to work the following day.
 

Power is a drug – its taste bitter sweet, and for women like Sally Hudson... totally addictive.
 
  


Chapter 2
 

Back in the present, having collected her free lunch, Sally Hudson wandered off, plate in hand, to the central courtyard of the castle where the next scene was to be shot. It was hardly professionalism on her part. Sally was an extra and just needed to be there, another face in the mob, rather than put on some command Oscar winning performance. She was simply curious to see the set, where the execution of the unlucky Tudor queen was to take place.
 

Whilst not overly crowded, the courtyard was still busy – cameramen and light engineers checking things over; props being adjusted; a few like minded curious extras dressed in medieval attire milling around trying not to get in the way. Sally sat herself down on the steps and soaked up the atmoshphere: enjoying the food, a local pie which was surprisingly good; enjoying the sun which was warm on her face; enjoying the hustle and bustle all around, happy to be alive.
 

As she watched rather absently, her mind went back to the events of two days ago. It was a scene that now plagued her, like no event in her carefree life had done before. She was haunted by a man she had seen for only a moment, yet had somehow touched her in a strange sort of way – sexual prowess, brutish power, raw masculinity being the tools that he’d unconsciously used.
 

Sally shook her head and tried to laugh it off. This wasn’t her style at all. She didn’t have hang ups over men, especially ones that were almost twice her age – what the fuck was going on!
 

‘I need to get laid,’ Sally said to herself. ‘A week without a shag is doing weird things to my head – not healthy for a girl like me.’
 

Taking a bite of pie into her mouth, Sally sniggered as she chewed; the vision of Julia staggering down the corridor teased her with suggestion.
 

‘Oh yeah. That would do very nicely. The old boy’s age didn’t seem to bother her. Scary bastard though!’
 

Scary indeed – the memory of those coal black eyes looking in her direction still sent a shiver down Sally’s spine. And the authority he’d shown, bringing the police guard to his knees, brutishly admonishing, effortless in his dominance. Not a sexual game, but an exercise of power, decidedly scary, hugely arousing, all the sexier for being so real and secretly witnessed.
 

For the umpteenth time Sally wondered if she’d been seen. She reasoned it unlikely, and was almost certainly not identified. That undoubtedly was a good thing, yet Sally felt disappointed. That brute of a man had crept under her skin and created an itch that demanded to be scratched.
 

‘Playing with fire!’
Sally heard herself say. It was the voice of caution that she occasionally paid heed to – an instinct that had told her time and time again over the past two days that the smart course of action would be to up sticks and leave town, if not scarper out the country.
 

But Sally had stayed, held by the magnet of the power she had seen. And anyway - she hadn’t done anything terribly wrong, so it seemed silly to flee when she was enjoying herself in this odd little country that she’d never heard of, at least not before she started on her round the world trek.
 

Mastrovia!
 

Who on earth would have heard of Mastrovia – none of her mates down under, that was for sure.
 

Yet here she was in this former Eastern Bloc country that was a constant surprise, and normally for the good. She had travelled it extensively: the countryside had proved beautiful, lush and diverse; the beach resort where she’d stayed for a few days was enchantingly quirky, like stepping back in time. And the capital where she was now based was full of old world charm, seemingly unspoiled by its years under the Soviet yoke.
 

And best of all there were the men – dark and swarthy, butch and rugged, which was exactly Sally’s type. They were wonderfully hung as well, and Sally knew this as a fact, for quite a few had fucked her with their big fat cocks. So far her tally in the three weeks she had spent in Mastrovia included two customs guards (both together for a spit-roasting), a bus conductor and a couple of truckers, a burly farmer and his hunky son (sadly on separate occasions), the hotel manager at the beach resort and several of the guests. Her luck had dried up however since arriving at the capital. The men looked at her with interest, but never took the bait, which was proving annoyingly frustrating after the wealth of cock Sally had earlier enjoyed.
 

But despite this reverse of fortunes, Sally had stayed. She stayed for the city and she stayed for the men, ever hopeful that things would change. She stayed because there was work, earning a wage as a film extra in this fabulous location: the castle which was also the police head quarters, ripe with mystery and a sense of adventure. For was that not the reason she had left her life in Sydney – bored with the same old routine and the same old men – well not so old, but no longer exciting because there was no thrill of adventure in the sex they gave.
 

Her friends had thought her mad when she had outlined her plan, to spend a year circling the globe, avoiding the tourist traps, avoiding other travellers, especially Australians – finding adventure – and boy had she done that!
 

No more so than two days ago, when she had felt the presence of raw masculinity oozing sexual attraction, when she had seen those dark eyes and the power that they held. Would she ever see such power again? Would she ever know such a thrilling moment – such excitement? What a lucky bitch that Julia was – to have experienced that power plundering her pussy – using it, abusing it, riding it so hard...
 

“Penny for them?”
 

“Wha.. what?”
 

Sally looked round and was startled all the more – the build was the same, the presence was there, the attraction was instant... but this wasn’t the man who had captivated her so, for his undoubted power wasn’t all consuming.
 

Breathing again, Sally found herself gawping - for this younger, not quite as imposing version of that shadow of power from two days ago, was a sight to behold none the less. In fact the guy was awesome! It was taking the piss - he was so stunningly good looking. If Sally had the talent of a classical artist, Michelangelo perhaps, and was asked to paint a picture of a physically perfect man, then she would still fall short of what was standing to her side. Tall, broad, wonderfully athletic, he had the build of a brawny Adonis. He was wearing a police uniform that was crisp and smart, a cut above average and richly adorned - a man with rank despite his obvious youth. Like most of his countrymen, the face was dark and swarthy: the lips full and ruby, smiling to reveal a set of dazzling teeth; the features strong and painfully handsome; the coal black eyes excitingly familiar, though not frightening like the older ones Sally had seen two days before and were the subject of her interrupted thoughts.
 

“I am sorry to disturb you,” the hunky policeman said. “I just wanted to check that everything is okay. I am responsible for security around the film set. And... Well, it is rather odd to see one of the actresses eating alone.”
 

“Oh! No! I’m not an actress,” Sally blurted, putting down her plate as she stared at the man, stunned by his splendour.
 

The policeman looked puzzled. “But you are in costume. Surely you cannot be a tourist dressed like that.”
 

Sally tore her eyes away from the horny uniformed hunk and glanced down to the medieval gear she had on. She snorted out a laugh, feeling oddly shy – which was a rare event indeed for Sally Hudson when it came to chatting to a man. “Oh this!” she said. “Well, yeah, I’m in the film – at least I hope a few shots of me will appear. But I’m only an extra, not one of the real actors.”
 

“How odd!” exclaimed the young policeman, his tone suddenly formal. “I thought only Mastrovians were employed as extras. For many it is a dream come true, to appear in a Western television production; and most are needy of the money. I had no idea that foreigners were allowed to take their place. Do you have a permit to work in our country?”
 

Suddenly on the back foot, Sally looked at the policeman panicked. “Erm... No... Oh God, sorry. I... I... I didn’t think,” she stammered. “I got approached for the job. The bloke said I had the right look and would pay cash in hand... I suppose this is illegal. Shit! Am I in trouble?”
 

The policeman held a stern expression for a few seconds, making Sally all the more worried. Then his face cracked into that dazzling smile and he let out a hearty laugh. “Of course not, I was only teasing. But it would be a good idea to get a permit to avoid any complications. I can arrange that for you... May I sit down for a few minutes whilst you finish your lunch? We get so few Westerners coming to Mastrovia, and those who do rarely talk to someone like me. It is good to practise my English.”
 

“Yeah, please do,” replied Sally, thrilled to bits.
 

The policeman sat down on the step beside Sally, excitingly close. He angled himself so he could look without straining, their knees ended up barely an inch apart.
 

“My name is Dimitri,” he said offering Sally a massive hand.
 

“Sally – Sally Hudson,” was replied as the hand was shook.
 

“And where do you come from, Miss Hudson? I do not think England, the accent is wrong... America perhaps?”
 

“Australia – Sydney’s my home town... and please - call me Sally.”
 

“Ha!” laughed Dimitri. “I thought all Australian women were called Sheila. And the men are Bruce’s – is this not so?”
 

Sally threw him an exasperated look, laced with her best ‘come fuck me’ smoulder to her emerald eyes. The policeman appeared suitably admonished and thrillingly interested. “I am sorry – a bad joke,” he admitted. “It is wrong to stereotype. If anyone should know that then it is a policeman from this part of the world. Most Westerners think we are savages, and that what happened in ‘Midnight Express’ is what they can expect if they fall foul of our Law.”
 

Sally smirked, warming ever more to the man. Not only was he gorgeous – a hunk of testosterone in a very smart uniform, he was also utterly charming – so different from all the men Sally had encountered before. And there was something about him that echoed back to the commanding brute she had briefly seen in the corridor, which made the attraction all the more intense. “I’m sure that’s not the case,” she said whilst flirting outrageously with her eyes. “But I would appreciate that permit anyway.”
 

“You will have it tomorrow,” Dimitri confidently stated. “So, Australian Sally, you are a very long way from home.”
 

“Yeah, and it’s great. I really like it here.”
 

“And why are you working, instead of playing the tourist?”
 

“Money mainly,” Sally honestly answered, her confidence returning, her hunger burning. “I’ve been travelling for quite a while now and my cash reserves are getting low.”
 

Dimitri laughed – a big hearty laugh that thrilled Sally so and caused her pussy to tingle with yearning and gush like a fountain. More juice flowed when he slapped Sally’s thigh and left his big strong hand resting there. “Then you are the wrong sort of Westerner,” Dimitri joked. “We want rich ones bringing hard currency to bolster our economy, not poor ones who come to steal peasants’ jobs.”
 

“Sorry... Look, if it really is a problem, the permit and all that, then I’ll work the rest of the time without pay. I think it’s great. I love all this history stuff and being around the castle.”
 

“Don’t be silly,” Dimitri admonished, giving Sally’s thigh a teasing squeeze. “I said you will have a permit by tomorrow, and it will NOT be a problem.”
 

“Okay,” smiled Sally in reply, thrilled by the policeman’s surety, and thrilled even more by that big hand on her leg which had just moved up an inch nearer her crotch.
 

“But I agree with you,” continued Dimitri, melting Sally with his look, “it is fascinating. I would do my job here for free as well. The scene they filmed earlier today was particularly riveting, if not rather gruesome.”
 

“Did you see it?” gushed Sally; wanting to engage, wanting to throw herself at the man. “I was watching it as well. Nightmare stuff or what! But yeah! Really fascinating! I just loved the whole thing. The set was amazing - all those props that they had – it made it all look so authentic.”
 

“Well of course it did,” replied Dimitri, his hand absently stroking Sally’s thigh. “They are replicas of the genuine article – a few smaller items are indeed authentic having been generously released. The castle is a treasure trove of historical artefacts, and it is wonderfully preserved. The torture chamber is unchanged from four hundred years ago when it was just as active as the Tower of London where that scene was supposed to have taken place. Of course the director wanted to use it, but my... but the Chief of Police refused. Only privileged guests are allowed to see a piece of living history such as that. There is no way he would allow it to be used as a film set.”
 

“Wow! So there is a real torture chamber – fully equipped, like it was when in use?”
 

“Oh yes. Many people in government think it should be made into a museum – turned into some tourist attraction.”
 

“I can understand why – I’d certainly pay to have a look.”
 

“And so would many others,” stated Dimitri frostily, his mischievous hand tensing before relaxing the grip. “But it will not happen. Like much of our culture, it will be preserved. We maintained our identity under those Communist dogs and we will continue to do so now we have embraced Capitalism. There is a stronger voice in the country that will protect our heritage and not see it prostituted.”
 

“And who would that be?” asked Sally intrigued, finding the policeman’s passion so exhilarating.
 

“Chief Karinov, of course!” answered Dimitri. “But anyway, I have said too much. You must forgive me for getting carried away. I will leave you now to finish your lunch.”
 

Dimitri stood up, removing his hand, leaving Sally a mass of agonised frustration, her face pouting – like a little girl who’d just dropped her ice cream on the street.
 

“It has been a pleasure to meet you,” Dimitri said rather formally.
 

“Erm yeah, it was really good talking to you...” replied Sally, her mind frantically searching for something else to say. Normally she would just ask a guy if he fancied a shag, but somehow that didn’t seem right. “...So, if you’re located here, will I see you again?” was the best she could come up with – the lamest line she’d used in a decade.
 

“Of course!” Dimitri said, and Sally’s face lit up. Then it sunk again as the policeman added, “I will find you tomorrow and give you the permit.”
 

Then he turned to walk away leaving Sally totally deflated and seriously pissed off. Why was it the men in the capital never followed things through? She watched with a heavy heart and a throbbing clit as Dimitri moved away. Then much to her delight the policeman turned around.
 

“Although perhaps we could meet again earlier – this evening maybe – or am I being too presumptuous?”
 

“No! Not at all! I’d like that very much.” Sally gushed; then she threw Dimitri her best ever ‘come fuck me’ smile as she added, “What did you have in mind?”
 

Dimitri grinned rather sheepishly, which Sally found adorable. “I’m going to show you something magnificent, that few foreigners get to see,” he replied.
 

Well that was one way of describing his cock – but if he wanted to act coy then Sally was happy to play along.
 

“Sounds great! Where and when shall we meet up for this magnificent event?”
 

“Why, here of course! Say eight o’clock.”
 

Sally had expected a bar, or even better, Dimitri’s apartment – but she was feeling so horny, she’d meet this guy anywhere and crawl over red hot coals to get there if need be. “Okay – it’s a date,” she said.
 

Dimitri looked fleetingly puzzled before breaking into another heart melting smile. “Yes, a date – a new phrase for me to use. I look forward to... our date... Sally.”
 

Then he turned and walked away.
 
  


Chapter 3
 

Sally had been waiting for well over half an hour. Darkness had fallen and the courtyard was poorly lit. If it hadn’t been for the fact that the police were close at hand, although few were to be seen, she would have felt even more anxious than she did. The castle was an eerie place at the best of times, but with darkness all around and the film crew gone, having left behind the set where a beheading had earlier been enacted, the courtyard had an air of foreboding gloom.
 

A shiver ran through her. She regretted now having dressed so skimpily in a cream silk blouse with no bra underneath, and a pair of shorts that showed her ass off to a treat – but then she hadn’t wanted to leave the policeman in any doubt of her sexual worth and availability.
 

Half an hour!
 

Sally was feeling mightily hacked off. If a bloke back home had thought to keep her waiting like this then Sally would have been long gone. She wasn’t used to being stood up! With the assets she possessed and so generously shared around, men were forever chasing after her. Sally didn’t need to wait around for a man – at least not in Sydney she didn’t.
 

But this wasn’t Sydney. Here the rules were different – frustratingly different, but excitingly so. And the man she was waiting for was no ordinary bloke – and after a week of celibacy, Sally was desperate. What was half an hour loitering in the dark when there was the chance of some much needed sex with a horny big hunk of physical perfection?
 

But the bastard wasn’t here!
 

Half an hour turned to three quarters. Sally was livid. Enough was enough! It was galling to admit it – but Sally had been stood up.
 

“Bastard!” Sally muttered. “Who the fuck does he think he is, to mess me around like this.”
 

She was finally accepting that another lonely night was on the cards, when lo and behold who should rush through a gateway like an actor bang on cue – a dark uniformed figure calling out, “Sally! Sally! You’re still here! Thank goodness. I am so sorry. There was an incident with one of the film crew. I had no choice but to deal with it. The chief is livid, but I think I’ve managed to calm him down. I got here as soon as I could. No time to change out of uniform. Are you mad at me?”
 

Sally almost swooned – thrown from indignant despair to childish elation. She had been feeling so peeved and now was mightily relieved, all the happier in fact for having been made to wait – odd as that seemed to this confident young woman. And how could she ever be mad at such a charming hunk of a man? The uniform was perfect as well – it made Dimitri look as sexy as all hell. Although Sally hoped she would also see him out of it. She quite fancied getting fucked with the uniform still on then fucked again with them both totally naked. She quite fancied doing lots of things with the hot horny copper.
 

“No! I’m not mad,” Sally replied as Dimitri reached her. “I just thought, well, you know... I thought something must have come up. I’m glad you made it though... So, what now?”
 

Sally hoped for a hug and a kiss in the dark, pushed further into the shadows for some heavy petting, but sadly Dimitri kept his distance.
 

“The tour,” the policeman said.
 

“The tour? Tour of what?”
 

“Of the torture chamber, of course,” Dimitri replied. “For what other reasons did you think I asked you to meet me here?”
 

Now that was a blow. “Well... I... I thought,” Sally stuttered, thrown once again by this enigmatic man.
 

Dimitri pouted, mildly annoyed. “Do you not wish to see the torture chamber?” he curtly asked. “Earlier today you said it sounded fascinating and would happily pay to see it along with hoards of other tourists. I am here to give you a private viewing.”
 

Sally felt stupid. Had she read everything wrong? Surely not – there could be no mistaking that hand on her thigh earlier this afternoon. “Well, that sounds great. It was just...”
 

“Oh, I see,” said Dimitri sounding hurt. “It’s that poor perception again of the foreign police. I understand.”
 

“No! Not at all! It was just...”
 

“Yes I know,” continued Dimitri, defeat to his tone. “You will no doubt have encountered some of my countrymen – scoundrels from the provinces who show no respect – pawing at beautiful young foreigners and treating them like peasant girls.”
 

“Well yes... there have been a couple of instances,” Sally admitted, electing to be economical with the truth. She didn’t want to scare this charming hunk off by coming across as a total slut.
 

“But not here in the capital!” huffed Dimitri. “Here there is authority! No one would dare do such a thing.”
 

“True!” Sally replied, appreciating at last why most of the city men were so reserved – the strong arm of the Law kept them in check. But there was an exception - a shadow of power lurking in the castle that wasn’t afraid to take advantage of a foreign girl gagging for a shag. And there at that moment, the penny dropped. Who would dare to defy the authority of Law, and sit in police headquarters with an armed guard outside – a guard he could squash like a fly? The man at the top had to be the answer – Dimitri’s hero, Chief Karinov himself. An insight Sally decided to keep to herself for fear of causing further offence.
 

“True! Yes, of course it’s true. Yet still you do not trust me!” Dimitri pressed on, sounding offended. “You think I would act like an animal – some ill-bred lout with no honour.”
 

Not sure what to say, Sally tried to appease him. “Look, Dimitri. Really - that’s far from what I think. I’d love to see the torture chamber.” Then making a joke to further ease the tension, Sally added with a laugh, “You can even strap me into some of the devices if you like. I’m sure if there is one man in all of Mastrovia I could trust, then it would be you.”
 

Dimitri beamed a smile that lit up the night, clearly very happy with this outcome.
 

Sally smiled back, regretting the man’s honour, yet thrilled by it as well. It made him all the more attractive being so decent and hard to get! Just a shame he wasn’t a bit more like the shadow of power who had coached young Julia to her stunning performance – but that was probably for the best.
 

Sticking close to Dimitri’s side, Sally was escorted into the castle, through some non-descript corridors before they came to a heavy oak door with wrought iron hinges. Dimitri produced a key and opened it. Beyond was a staircase that was heavily worn, lit by flaming torches on the wall.
 

“We like to keep things authentic,” the policeman reported. “Of course it would be easier if electric lighting was installed, but it wouldn’t be the same – don’t you think.”
 

Sally wasn’t quite sure. It was thrilling to be here, but much scarier than she’d expected – almost too real. She could taste the suffering wafting through the air, as if fresh and recent, rather than centuries old.
 

“Erm… yeah. It’s something else!” replied Sally trying to sound as enthusiastic as she could.
 

When they reached the bottom, they came to a torch lit corridor lined with empty prison cells, at the end of which was another oak door studded with wrought iron nails. Dimitri took a large key which hung on a ring to the side and unlocked the door; it squeaked loudly as he forced it open, sending a shiver down Sally’s spine.
 

“Come! Look!” encouraged Dimitri.
 

Sally followed him inside. The lighting was low, more flaming torches on the walls which gave off little in the way of heat. It was summer outside and the evening warm, but down here Sally shivered, a chill running through her bones.
 

It was a fascinating sight though. Sally gazed around the room in wonderment, her eyes wide open, her mouth agape, her heart pounding as adrenalin flowed. It was an impression she registered first rather than specific items as she scanned the space: the air thick with the smells of leather and wood and burning kerosene; and lurking beneath that there was the scent of human suffering, both ancient and worryingly fresh. Most interesting of all to an intuitive nose was the unmistakable odour of sex. Women had been fucked here, and some of them quite recently - of that Sally Hudson was certain!
 

The young Australian’s excitement mounted with this realisation. Her whole body tingled. Her pulse was racing with the thrill of adventure and wicked eroticism, as she took in the details of the chamber. It resembled the film set from earlier in the day – the designer obviously had been privy to a viewing. But it seemed so much more... well ‘real’ was the word that sprang to Sally’s mind ... everything scarily functional... the room decidedly ancient... but it hadn’t died... this torture chamber was still alive. Sally could feel it breathing, quietly waiting, like a predator stalking in the grass.
 

‘And what does that make you?’
a voice of caution asked.
 

Sally chose to ignore it. She was too intrigued and too horny and too taken with Dimitri to worry about silly voices in her head.
 

“What do you think?” asked Dimitri, siding close so his arm brushed against Sally’s.
 

“God, it’s amazing. I didn’t quite know what to expect, but...”
 

“Most people feel the same. It has a character, don’t you agree. This is why it would be a crime to turn it into a museum, or dismantle and sell the artefacts as some politicians would have. It would be like taking an Egyptian mummy out of the tomb – a sacrilege for the amusement of the masses.”
 

“Yes, I understand now.”
 

“Let me show you a few things.”
 

Dimitri led Sally around. The visitor’s experience enhanced all the more by the policeman casually taking her by the hand – something Sally would normally view as soppy, but here in the chamber if felt so right. They first went to the rack which Sally had seen a replica of, though this one looked far more intimidating – the wood unmistakably stained with blood, sweat and tears – the agony of limbs torn out of joints and confessions torn out of innocence. Next they came to the Judas cradle with its pyramid seat. Sally had earlier looked at the film set replica in awe and wonder, now the original was explained in frightening detail.
 

“Even more horrible than the poker we saw play acted today,” Dimitri reported. “The victim would be stripped naked, adding humiliation to the pain. And the pain of this torture would last for hours, sometimes days – the victim impaled on the pyramid, anally if he was a man – the vagina for a woman – her feet tied together so any movement was complete agony.”
 

“Yikes! But what for – just to hurt her for the sake of it?” asked Sally, squeezing Dimitri’s hand as she imagined the horror of such a torment.
 

“Sometimes!” the policeman answered. “There are men who take pleasure in hurting for the sake of it, even today...” he paused to allow the remark to sink in, returning the squeeze, hinting at his strength, before continuing, “...But normally the cradle was used to obtain a confession or extract information. If the person refused to talk then the torturer could add weights to the victim’s legs to increase the pain, or perhaps rock the poor wretch back and forth. I think the most efficient way however, was to suspend the blighter using ropes then make the victim fall repeatedly onto the pyramid.”
 

Sally winced. “Yeah, I should imagine that would work... And they did this to women as well as men!”
 

“Of course! In Mastrovia it was mainly women who were tortured in the past.”
 

“You had a lot of witches then!” joked Sally.
 

“Is that what you call them in Australia?” asked Dimitri rather puzzled... “It’s another new word for my repertoire!”
 

Having confused Sally with the odd remark, Dimitri led them from the Judas cradle to the Judas chair, a hideous contraption into which the victim could be strapped, with spikes covering the parts that came into body contact.
 

“Now look at this! You said I could place you into some of the devices,” laughed Dimitri. “Perhaps this one might be of interest. Of course you would have to be naked to appreciate it fully. Are you willing to try it?”
 

Was that a come on? A poorly judged one if it was - never in Sally’s wildest dreams would she have thought she would decline stripping naked for Dimitri, but here was a situation where she was compelled to say no. “Sorry, it doesn’t look very appealing.” Then looking around she added with a laugh. “I hope you’re not going to hold me to that – everything looks so harmful.”
 

Dimitri squeezed Sally’s hand again in a gentle crush. “Oh, I’m sure we could find something that wouldn’t be such a torment to get in - this over here for example.”
 

He led the way to a two holed set of stocks that Dimitri explained was used for foot roasting.
 

“The victim would be seated as her feet were toasted,” Dimitri said. “It was another very effective way of extracting information, although not a very interesting position to have the victim in...” With a wry chuckle Dimitri released Sally’s hand and gave her ass a teasing pat as he added, “...At least not from a Mastrovian torturer’s point of view, the dirty scoundrels that they were.”
 

There was the merest fondle, nothing more – Dimitri’s big hand cupping the full round buns before the honourable policeman pulled it away leaving Sally gagging for its return. Then having raised the stakes Dimitri continued with the tour, showing Sally some of the instruments of torture that the chamber was well blessed with: plenty of whips of varying design; implements for stretching, extracting and ripping – fiendish tools for inflicting pain. Dimitri proved to be very knowledgeable about it all, and imparted his wisdom with chilling enthusiasm. He demonstrated a few things, like the Pear of Anguish opening its leaves; allowing Sally to imagine what it might be like if such a device were to be opened inside her mouth... or even inside her cunt – although the language he used was a lot more restrained!
 

Again Sally winced and Dimitri seized upon the chance to heighten the sexual tension even more.
 

“What? You would not like something big and bulbous to be placed inside you?” Dimitri asked smirking – the innuendo all too clear. He backed it up by raising his eyebrows and throwing Sally a filthy leer - an action that sent a bolt of pure excitement rushing to Sally’s tingling sex. The Pear of Anguish could definitely be ruled out, but, by God, after all this teasing, Sally needed something stuffed inside her – she needed Dimitri’s cock.
 

Silence fell. Sally breathed deep. She inhaled the dank air with its undercurrent atmosphere of power and forced sex - scary like the setting, but oh so exciting. Dimitri was contributing to the dizzying mix – musk and testosterone oozing from his pores – the smell of an alpha male blossoming into his prime – the scent of a man who was ready to claim his mate for the night.
 

Sally stared at Dimitri and became locked in his gaze. Those coal black eyes sparked into fire, so thrillingly familiar, scarily exciting. This man of honour had a mischievous side that was about to come out and play. The Pear of Anguish was put down and a step closer was taken. They eyed each other hungrily.
 

“So Sally, what shall we do now?”
 

“I’m sure you know what I’d like to do.”
 

Dimitri reached round and placed his hand on Sally’s buttock, kneading the flesh as he pulled her close.
 

“But that might be inappropriate – it would suggest that I had lured you down here to take advantage.”
 

Sally pressed into him. She could feel Dimitri’s arousal, a solid erection throbbing behind his uniform trousers, wonderfully large, thrilling with its promise.
 

Pressing into him, squashing her breasts against his manly chest, Sally cooed, “Don’t you want to take advantage of me, officer? I certainly wouldn’t mind. I think it would round the tour off very nicely.”
 

“What!” Dimitri laughed with a hint of seriousness. “Do you want the full torture chamber experience? Perhaps I should tie you to the rack, stretch you out then rip off your clothes and flay your beautiful tits before fucking your brains out whilst you screamed for mercy.”
 

“Well, perhaps not take me quite so violently,” Sally laughed in return, sure this was a joke.
 

“You might like it,” teased Dimitri, giving Sally’s ass a firm slap.
 

“The fucking part yes – I’m not sure about the rest,” Sally replied as she writhed against the policeman, feeling wonderfully turned on by this assertive side to the guy.
 

“But you did say I could bind you,” Dimitri persisted as he writhed and groped, using his other hand to squeeze between them and have a feel of Sally’s breasts that were bare beneath her blouse. “And there is something infinitely more interesting than the rack we could use. It’s a bit naughty, but how would anyone find out...”
 

“Find out what?” asked Sally totally intrigued, desperate for the man.
 

“That we’d used it. I would get into so much trouble, but this is a chance in a lifetime...What do you say, Sally? Would you not like to try out a piece of historical equipment? Think what an adventure that would be – something to tell your friends when you go back to Sydney – that you were fucked by a policeman – a lieutenant no less, bound in a genuine artefact in an actual torture chamber.”
 

“Well, yes – it does sound like fun... but do we really need to go that far?”
 

Dimitri stiffened; a flash of hurt crossed his face. “Hmmph... there it is again – the lack of trust. I am sorry. Forget it. It’s too risky anyway. Let’s go back to my apartment where it is clean and sanitised, just like the sex we would have there – everything safe and forgettable.”
 

The hurt expression had stabbed Sally like a knife; the words had twisted the blade around. She was being seen as an unadventurous wimp, an amateur at sex, which was not the impression Sally wanted to give out or have of herself. “Dimitri – I doubt if I would forget it very easily,” she protested; then pride in her sexual prowess made her take the bait. “And I do want adventure... that’s why I’m here, with you, and not in Sydney. So... what exactly do you have in mind?”
 

A smile cracked Dimitri’s face, giving Sally the assurance that was needed. “Come with me and I’ll show you.”
 

Ignoring again the voice that was screaming caution in her head, Sally allowed herself to be led. She did want adventure, and she definitely wanted the man. And she was feeling so horny after more than a week of celibacy, the setting adding to the sexual tension that frizzled between her and Dimitri.
 

She was taken by the wrist to the far end of the chamber where a narrow arch led to a small anti-chamber she had not seen before, hidden as it was by the darkness inside. Dimitri took a torch from the outside wall and placed it in a holder on the anti-chamber wall.
 

“Wow!” said Sally as she looked at the pillory that was the only furnishing in the room.
 

“We keep it here out of sight because the pillory was never traditionally used in the torture chamber. The pillory was for public punishment, usually placed in the town square or market place where there would be plenty of people to bear witness and torment the criminal.”
 

“A pillory... you mean like the stocks?” Sally asked, running her fingers over the smooth wood of the structure. Set on a raised base, it was about four feet tall and in the shape of a T, with three holes along the crossbar. The top half of the beam could be moved up along rails bolted to either side. “So you want to put me in this and then... well and then fuck me I suppose?” Sally further enquired, totally intrigued by the device.
 

“Why not?” replied Dimitri coming to Sally’s side, his hand once again feeling up the young Australian’s buttocks. “It used to happen all the time in Mastrovia – a tradition that has sadly been lost.”
 

“You’re kidding me!”
 

“No! Not at all! It was an accepted practice if a woman had sinned – to be placed in the pillory and fucked by the whole village if the men felt inclined. For some odd reason, they were always young and pretty – so the chances were, every man would have a turn.”
 

“Bloody hell!”
 

“Sadly the practice was banned by the Communists many years ago, and now... well, we are part of the modern world and it would not do to have such things happen in public, so this pillory is hidden away and no longer used. But it has always been my wish...”
 

“... And I’ll make it come true!” interrupted Sally, her hungry sex ruling over her brain and that voice that was pleading for her to get out of here fast. “I’ll do it... You can put me in it and then screw me from behind... God, how exciting!”
 

“You agree! Oh thank you, Sally.”
 

Dimitri pulled the young woman towards him. He gazed into Sally’s eyes for a second then plunged his face against the Australian’s - lips smashing against lips, mouths parting for tongues to slither and taste each other as they fenced in a dance of release. Wrapped in each other’s arms, they kissed long and passionately, tongues lashing, teeth gnashing, bodies writhing, clutching at each other. Dimitri’s resumed his groping – feeling her ass and massaging her tits, the hands going under her blouse, and under her shorts to grapple with naked flesh. Dimitri bucked at her with his groin, a man of honour now suddenly unleashed into the hungry savage. Emboldened, his hand on her ass came round to search for the cunt he was determined to ravish.
 

He found it with ease! Sally felt big fingers slip inside her g-string and enter her pussy lips, stroking the folds, rubbing her clit. Then they were there at the entrance to her vagina, and one was forced up!
 

In this dark place of torment with the scent of sex all around, Sally was invaded at two ends. There was a tongue in her mouth lashing and tasting, and a finger in her pussy wriggling around. She was held in strong arms, the strong arms of the Law, crushed against a man – a hot horny policeman who was driving her wild: with his tongue, with his finger, with the mass of his body – with his lovely big cock that he had yet to take out, but simply had to go up Sally Hudson’s cunt no matter what perversion or risk was now asked!
 

Finally Dimitri broke away with his mouth. Sally let out a gasp, writhing against the policeman, clenching on the finger that was still inside her.
 

“Oh yeah! God, Dimitri, you’re making me so wet! Come on, big boy! Let’s do it! Set me up how you want and fuck my brains out!”
 

“You are sure?” asked Dimitri, slipping her another finger to frig with two. “It would be wrong of us to do this – it is technically a crime, but...”
 

“... I’m certain!” cried Sally, on fire for the man. “God that feels good. But I want more than your fingers up my snatch. I can’t wait to have your cock inside me!”
 

Dimitri stared at her hard, his face quizzing and serious. “And I can fuck you in the pillory, like it was done in times of old – enjoy the experience that is my heritage – enjoy it in the full, the way it used to be done?”
 

“Anything!” snarled Sally, totally crazed with the need to get gloriously screwed by this hot horny stud. “You can do whatever you want as long as I get that big cock of yours fucking me wildly!”
 

“Excellent! So come! Let me show you how it works.”
 

With a final twist of the fingers inside Sally’s vagina, Dimitri withdrew his hand from Sally’s shorts. He stepped past her and slid the top portion of the pillory beam upwards, locking it into place with a wooden peg.
 

“Step up here,” the policeman directed.
 

Compelled to obey, for the man, for his cock, for the adventure of it all, Sally did as she was asked. There were two small openings in the base of the platform. Sally placed each foot through the semicircular apertures. She watched transfixed as Dimitri bent down and slid the matching pieces into place, locking each one around her ankles with another peg, leaving her secured with her legs slightly spread.
 

Feeling rather unstable, Sally rested her left hand on the crossbeam for support.
 

“That’s it,” Dimitri encouraged. “Rest your wrists in the slots and put your head right through the part in the middle.”
 

Sally did as she was told, finding it all an incredible turn on. Her clit was throbbing, her pussy was pulsating, her heart was racing, thrilled beyond measure. She had played a few games in her chequered past, flirted with bondage, but never anything like this – so scarily real in this authentic setting. But she wasn’t afraid – she trusted the man and she was desperate for some sex. She needed to get fucked by a dominant force. The past two days had set off a craving that demanded gratification. The pillory and Dimitri would be just the job – the most adventurous fornication she’d ever engaged in.
 

THUD!
 

The top half of the beam came down across Sally’s neck and wrists, pinning her head and hands into position. Thrilling apprehension surged through her body. Dimitri slid the fastening dowels through on either side, latching the beam securely. Sally struggled a little – she tested out her bondage, and found that she was unable to move. She couldn’t even adjust her head enough to see where the policeman was.
 

“There, how does that feel?” asked Dimitri from behind, a hint of menace to his voice.
 

“Kinky as hell, although it’s not very comfortable,” Sally replied.
 

Dimitri came round to the front of the pillory. He grabbed a handful of Sally’s long auburn hair and chugged on it hard, jerking her face upwards. Sally let out a yelp as Dimitri yelled at her, “It’s not meant to be comfortable, you stupid bitch!”
 

Suddenly that trust was thrown across the room and shattered like a glass on the chamber’s ancient stone walls. Sally Hudson’s Mastrovian adventure had just taken a very scary turn, and she wasn’t at all best pleased with it!
 
  


Chapter 4
 

“What the fuck are you playing at? You’re hurting me! Let go of my hair!”
 

“But you agreed to this!” snapped Dimitri, outwardly unhappy at Sally’s rebellious attitude, though secretly delighting in the spirit being shown. “You said I could have the full experience, that I could enjoy you in the pillory the way it used to be done.”
 

“Yeah, but I didn’t bargain on you hurting me! So cut it out! Let go of my hair! I’ve had enough of this shit. I think it would be best to stop right now.”
 

Dimitri let go of the hair, but that was the only thing he freed. He remained standing in front of Sally, an ominous shadow in the flickering torchlight.
 

“That’s better,” growled Dimitri, his voice now harsh and cruel. “This is how it should be – the victim afraid and unwilling – not begging to be fucked like some cheap slut. For the criminal, being in the pillory should be a humiliating experience, not a sexual treat. The treat is for the others – those who get to abuse the victim. It is nowhere near as much fun if it is welcomed.”
 

It was humiliating all right – humiliating for Sally that she’d fallen into this trap and allowed her pussy to rule her brain. “Dimitri, you’re scaring me,” Sally said, in an attempt to calm down and reason with the guy.
 

“You have to be scared! Otherwise this is play acting, like in that stupid film - and I want the experience to be as real as possible.”
 

Sally was getting seriously worried now. Whilst a part of her quite liked the brutal dominance that was on show, it was not an aspect of her psyche she’d ever chosen to explore. Playing the slut was all very well, but Sally had ALWAYS retained some control – respect had been shown – it was she who got what she wanted, never the guy taking without Sally getting her kicks. This was alien territory, and a situation that had got way out of hand. “I’m sorry,” she stated, trying to sound assured. “I don’t want to go through with this. I’ve changed my mind. Just let me go and I’ll say nothing to anyone.”
 

“But that’s perfect,” sneered Dimitri. “I don’t want your consent.”
 

Sally was horrified, anger rising again, furious at the policeman and her own stupidity. “Let me go you bastard! You can’t do this! I’ll...”
 

“...You’ll what? Report me to the police?” Dimitri cruelly laughed.
 

Sally shuddered, feeling the trap tighten. She had come here willingly; she had agreed to get in the pillory. There were plenty of men in the country who could testify to the fact that she enjoyed getting fucked. Who would believe that she then changed her mind when it would be her word against a police lieutenant’s?
 

“Okay, do what you must,” Sally conceded, resigning herself to the situation, which at the end of the day might not be so bad – she would still get shagged by this horny policeman, and hopefully the rest wouldn’t get too rough.
 

Dimitri laughed mockingly as he grabbed Sally’s hair again and snapped her head up so he could stare at the young woman. “But now you are making it too easy again! I can’t have that.”
 

With a derisory snort, Dimitri released his grip and walked away. He left the anti-chamber and came back a few minutes later carrying a whip. Sally looked at it in the flickering light, her apprehension rising as she saw the instrument of torture with its handle of carved wood and its dark leather falls.
 

“No fucking way!” Sally hollered; then she forced some calm as she tried to reason again. “Dimitri look – you can’t do this to me! I’m an Australian citizen, for God’s sake!”
 

Dimitri laughed at her protests. “You’re sounding like that actress earlier today. But you are now in my custody and I can do whatever I like. Remember that you were caught working here illegally, and corporal punishment is still practiced in Mastrovia for minor offences like that... even on foreigners who break our laws.”
 

“There’ll be outrage!” Sally yelled.
 

“Perhaps... but then, perhaps not... Not if those pompous idiots who might take offence were to listen to this...”
 

Dimitri removed a small device from a pocket in his jacket. At the press of a button the trap snapped closed when Sally heard her own voice.
 

“Anything! You can do whatever you want as long as I get that big cock of yours fucking me wildly!”
 

“But...”
 

Ignoring Sally’s further pleas, Dimitri ended the recording. He draped the flogger over his shoulder and went behind the fuming Australian.
 

“Not exactly appropriate clothing,” muttered Dimitri as he gripped the back of Sally’s blouse by the collar and with one powerful tear, ripped it apart so it hung from her exposed shoulders as a rag.
 

“That’s better – although still somewhat unorthodox for this part of the world,” said Dimitri as he ran his hand over Sally’s shoulders and back, curling it round to again feel her naked tits that hung heavy and pendulous. “You sick bastard!” Sally roared. “Stop this! I’ll see you swing if you don’t. I swear, I will!”
 

Dimitri appeared immune to the threat. “A swing! Now that’s another interesting idea. Perhaps I’ll tie you to a swing next, with legs spread apart, and have you swing with me standing before you, impaling your shaved pussy with my cock,” he absently said as his hand drifted down past the waistband of Sally’s shorts. Then suddenly his fingers were clawing at the material, chugging the shorts down to rest around Sally’s thighs. The skimpy g-string followed, leaving Sally lewdly exposed and provocatively bent over. It also revealed an embarrassing state, for despite all her protests, Sally’s pussy was bloated and gushing juice.
 

“Interesting,” mused the policeman as he stroked the shaven moist flesh of her sex.
 

“Stop this! You bastard! Stop this right now!” Sally bawled, but she knew it sounded hollow. And when Dimitri actually complied in part by taking his hand away from Sally’s cunt, the young Australian rued the loss. But compensation came, and Sally couldn’t help but quiver as she felt a caress on her right butt cheek. The touch was soft, highly sensuous, the bondage and Sally’s underlying fear heightening the sexual thrill. Despite her concerns over what lay in store, Sally couldn’t help but respond. She swayed her ass in welcome – an invite that Dimitri appeared to be accepting.
 

With one hand massaging the right buttock, there was a rasp of a zipper, and the familiar sound of a hard cock being freed. Hot velvety flesh made contact with the top of her legs and then was guided into the slit of her pussy, spreading the lips and rubbing the inner folds.
 

Sally gasped. She hated the bastard for doing this to her, but she still wanted him as well with a ravenous hunger. The whip was just a bluff – a sick twisted bluff. Of course Dimitri would never dare do such a thing. Sally relaxed under the caress of a strong hand and a hard cock. Her pussy pulsed with anticipation.
 

“Yes, very interesting,” repeated Dimitri as he prodded with his knob. “A naked cunt! Foreign women are such brazen sluts! It’s tempting to fuck it first before marking you.”
 

“What!” exclaimed Sally, as she tensed anew at the words. But she didn’t tense enough to prevent the thrust and the stabbing pain as Dimitri bullied his cock in, stuffing Sally with five inches of hard meat before thrusting again to feed her four more, grinding at the end as he lustily groaned at the consummation of a cunning day’s work.
 

“Arrrgh! Fuck! You bastard! Take it easy, will you!” yelled Sally, who was no stranger to a big cock plundering into her body, but was accustomed to gentler entries before the owner took off and fucked her senseless.
 

“Insolent scoundrel!” Dimitri yelled in reply.
 

Sally heard the words then she felt the sting as she was rewarded for her protest with a slash to her back, the flogger falling firmly, snarling at her flesh. Dimitri struck out again and again, using the flogger to punctuate his words.
 

“You will not...”
 

WHACK!
 

“...refer to me...”
 

WHACK!
 

“...like that...”
 

WHACK!
 

“...again...”
 

WHACK! WHACK! WHACK!
 

“...From now on...”
 

WHACK!
 

“...you will call me...”
 

WHACK!
 

“...Sir...”
 

WHACK! WHACK!
 

“Understood?”
 

WHACK!
 

Sally could barely think. She was in an agony of torture. The blows upon blows had snapped at her back, snarling at the skin like some savage beast. She was shaking with outrage and a fair portion of fear, absorbing the ache, in total shock, barely aware that her cunt was still impaled by a throbbing nine inch cock.
 

“UNDERSTOOD!!!” screeched Dimitri.
 

“Yes! Yes, sir!” Sally sensibly answered, the deference gnawing at her guts.
 

“Good!”
 

Draping the flogger over the crossbeam so the tendrils caressed Sally’s face, Dimitri rewarded his captive with a few lusty strokes, reminding Sally that there was indeed hard meat inside her, and plenty of it. In her agony she groaned, for the big fat cock felt so good, the sensuous fucking a wonderful treat after the torture she’d endured.
 

Sadly, appreciative groans were not what Dimitri wanted, or at least that was the charade he elected to play.
 

“Slut!” he cried out. “You are ruining this for me with your enjoyment.”
 

Dimitri pulled his cock out, his exit as rough as his entry, leaving Sally hurt but snarling for it back. He stood to the side and again his right hand was on Sally’s right buttock, his left on the Australian’s welted back. Dimitri groped the flesh, growling out his lust. Then the hand was removed to come crashing back, making a resounding smack as it slapped the skin.
Another slap came, this time even harder on the centre of Sally’s ass, the full rounded buttocks wobbled under the impact.
 

Dimitri struck out again, landing two rapid blows, one on each buttock. Sally winced. She wiggled her hips as she embraced the pain from each smack. It hurt, but not agonisingly so like the whip on her back. In a warped sort of way it was quite enjoyable, and in a different context Sally might have welcomed a few more playful smacks before Dimitri rammed his cock back up her fanny and fucked her breathless.
 

But it was more than a playful slap she next got. Dimitri thundered his hand down and Sally yelled out loud. The cry was real, what was needed in fact without any need to fake, but the swaying of her ass was a big mistake.
 

“You are still enjoying it, slut!” yelled Dimitri in disgust. “Well I’ll soon put a stop to that.”
 

The angry lieutenant picked up the flogger from the crossbeam where it had been left. Dimitri considered it for a moment then put the weapon back, electing instead to take off his belt - a thick piece of leather that he doubled up. It took only seconds before he had drawn it back and the first resounding crack thundered onto Sally’s bare ass.
 

“AH! SHIT!” yelled Sally as she absorbed the hurt; new and searing, in no way pleasing.
 

“That’s more like it!” Dimitri snarled. Then he set off on a thrashing of savage magnitude.
 

WHISH!
 

WHALLOP!
 

“ARRRGH!”
 

Those were the sounds that echoed around the flickering space. Dimitri lashed out and gave Sally no relief. The leather crashed and crashed against her ass. The honourable policeman now manically transformed, unleashed a fury of seismic proportions. Muscles strained in a devilish assault... the belt thudding down time after time.
 

Sally Hudson was in a maelstrom of hurt. Her ass cheeks were on fire, almost punch drunk on pain. The young
Australian, so far from home and her carefree life, squirmed within her bondage as the onslaught progressed. Detested tears were flowing down her cheeks. She hollered and she yelled, and she begged for mercy. She could feel her buttocks burning, the battered flesh becoming numb.
 

Then as suddenly as the attack had started, Dimitri brought it to an end. He tossed the belt away and leapt back on Sally. With a single hard stab Dimitri was fully in her – his cock bullying again into Sally’s palpitating pussy.
 

There was hurt in many forms - Sally yelled anew as the big cock head plundered into her vagina. She howled as the huge shaft plunged into her sex, stretching her again so incredibly wide. She hollered as Dimitri rammed all the way in and slammed his groin into Sally’s aching butt cheeks. But God what a rush that entry gave this horny young girl from Sydney, to be taken so brutally and filled so well, hideously abused, gloriously stuffed, millions of nerve endings firing off to play a symphony of discordant pleasure in her pussy. Her clit that had calmed down through all the beatings throbbed again in need of attention – a consideration she was unlikely to get.
 

Hideous fear and the need for survival clashed with torrential whorish yearning. Sally was drowning in agony and a fury of emotion, yet that cock felt so good inside her body – the pleasure magnified by the pain she suffered. There was screeching hatred in her heart, and snarling lust in her loins. Confusion reigned, anger raged – the man was a bastard like none other she’d known, but Sally wanted that bastard to fuck her senseless – the need to get shafted crushed all else.
 

And boy did the bastard fuck her!
 

Dimitri let loose with savage intent, and truly did screw Sally Hudson senseless. It was mean, it was nasty, and it was brutal like the man. There was lingering pain and there was serious discomfort. But this mattered little when there was a fabulous big cock that filled her so well, and a horny big hunk with the stamina of a bull, rutting away behind her - a Mastrovian man, a beast of the species, claiming his heritage, asserting his dominance, a prince made king for the moment.
 

With no care for technique, no attempt to impress, Dimitri shagged Sally Hudson wildly. It should have felt degrading to be treated like this – flesh to be used, a body to be abused - a pilloried victim from the modern age, creating an illusion of history. But there was no sense of degradation, no humiliation as in those public abuses of centuries ago. Sally revelled in the honesty of the fucking she was given, which was more candid than any she’d known before – the man using her, taking his pleasure, totally in control, the sex so pure, in no way diluted by feigned affection.
 

Unable to control herself, Sally groaned and she howled and moaned so loud, punctuating her hollering with cries of, ‘Yes! Yes! Yes!’ Ignoring the whorish sound effects, Dimitri carried on pounding into her, slamming with his groin as he ploughed with his cock. Sally’s body was in agony, but she still felt so aroused. She strained to meet the thrusts as Dimitri plunged with his hard cock ever more powerfully into Sally’s electrified cunt.
 

Onwards, onwards, Dimitri galloped towards the line, taking Sally with him, riding her so hard, building up to a climax that could never be held back.
 

BANG! BANG! BANG!
 

The pillory was shunting.
 

“YES! YES! YES!”
 

Sally was grunting.
 

“TAKE THAT YOU BITCH!” Dimitri was roaring.
 

“GIVE IT TO ME! GIVE IT TO ME!” The bitch begged all the more.
 

Then in a blaze of rutting, a blur of wild sex, Dimitri powered his final brutal strokes in. Roaring like a beast, the noise echoing off the walls, he rammed fully in and held himself there, shuddering orgasmically as he blew out his load, pumping with his hips as he squirted it all out.
 

Sally hollered as well as she felt the first blast splatter into her vagina. Overpowered by the moment, so wonderfully taken, her own body spasmed, jerking in her bondage as a massive climax erupted from her sex and blew her away.
 

Together they came, two people bound in orgasmic copulation. Spurt after spurt lashed at Sally’s cunt, fuelling her own mighty climax that ran and ran like a torrential river. Finding a second wind, wanting to enjoy her to the full - Dimitri set off again – with short staccato pumps he fucked and fucked till he’d fucked them both spent; then with a final thrust he slumped himself down, groaning out his sated pleasure.
 

Minutes passed as the climaxes abated. Dimitri appeared to be in no rush to untangle their bodies and pull his cock out. He just stood there draped over his pilloried prisoner, silently savouring the post-coital bliss, his softening dick sheathed by warm female flesh.
 

Sally enjoyed it as well. Her body was aching, but she felt wonderfully replete, like a famished woman after a gourmet feast. But then slowly, slowly, as the hormonal rush of sex gave way in her brain to cold hard reason, tension crept back into her battered and fucked body along with simmering anger.
 

What the hell was going to happen now? What did she want – revenge - another fucking? Yes, was the answer – Sally wanted both.
 

More minutes passed. Sally waited, anger flaring, lust still raging despite having come. Then finally Dimitri stirred and raised himself up, slowly sliding his cock out of Sally’s well shagged cunt.
 

“You enjoyed that!” the policeman accused.
 

“What! I erm...”
 

“Don’t pretend otherwise! You were howling like a whore and you came at the end!”
 

“Well excuse me!” Sally snapped in response.
 

“Slut!” Dimitri snarled. “No Mastrovian woman would have acted in such a way – welcoming the indignity. Your behaviour has ruined it for me. For that you must endure the full punishment.”
 

“What? What do you mean by the full punishment?” Sally asked, panic setting back in.
 

“Two hours was the normal sentence,” Dimitri informed her as he ripped off a piece of Sally’s ruined blouse to wipe his cock clean before stuffing it away. “That gave plenty of time for the whole village to enjoy a turn at the criminal. I’d say you have at least another hour to go... and one more fucking to be sure, for I’m not finished with you yet. That ass of yours looks like it might be fun. Perhaps I’ll bugger you next before taking another turn at your bald cunt.”
 

Sally yelped as her ass was slapped again then a finger was stuffed up her anus.
 

“Yes,” growled Dimitri. “I’m going to fuck you up the ass before I’m finished tonight. But I’m going for a beer first. I’ll fill my bladder so I can piss over your face before I screw you again. Perhaps then you won’t act quite so whorishly having waited here in the dark for that added humiliation.”
 

“No! For Christ’s sake, Dimitri! This has gone far enough!”
 

Quick as a flash, with his finger still up Sally’s ass, Dimitri picked up his belt and brought it thundering down on the Aussie girl’s back. “What did I tell you?” he yelled as he struck. “You will call me sir. Must I flay off your skin before you remember?”
 

“I’m sorry sir,” Sally hissed through her hurt and her fury.
 

“You will be if you forget again. So think on that as you wait here for me. I’ll be back in one hour.”
 

The finger was removed. The belt was put on and the torch snuffed out. Dimitri walked away, leaving only the flickering light from the main room that filtered dimly through the archway for illumination. A moment later there was a squeak and a slam. Sally was left alone in a medieval torture chamber, bound in a pillory, practically naked, spunk seeping out of her shaven pussy!
 

Totally fucked in every respect!
 

Not a happy girl at all.
 
  


Chapter 5
 

The silence was crushing. Sally felt its sting much more than the whip that had flogged her back, or the belt that had leathered her ass. Eerie silence all around – a presence like a ghost, ephemeral and unseen, suggesting in the scant light, chilling in the damp air.
 

“Dimitri!” she cried.
 

She got no response.
 

“Lieutenant!” she tried again.
 

Still there was nothing.
 

“Sir! Please, don’t leave me like this!” was the desperate last hope, but she knew Dimitri wasn’t there. She was alone in the dark and the silence, with only the ghosts of tortured women for company in her bondage.
 

“Shit!” muttered Sally, needy of some sound. “What a complete and utter bastard!” But Sally wanted that bastard to hurry back, and do whatever his sick mind had planned.
 

‘And what would that be?’
she heard an admonishing voice ask in her head.
‘Piss on your face then stuff his dripping cock into your guts?’
 

Sally shrugged that last part off - it wouldn’t be the first time someone had done that last part. She quite enjoyed a bit of anal as long as it got mixed with plenty of work on her pussy.
 

‘Beat you some more? I tried to warn you about that,’
the gloating voice added.
 

Well Sally knew that was coming, the self recrimination. And what was her choice now? She could either debase herself and call the bastard sir, or show defiance and take another thrashing. Galling as it was, she’d probably call the bastard sir.
 

‘And you’ll accept all this because you want him to fuck you again!’
accused the sanctimonious voice, that under normal circumstances would have been shut right up, but here in the silence was being given free reign.
 

“Yes!” shouted Sally in an attempt to deafen her own mind. “Yes! I want him to fuck me again!”
 

And she did. Shaming as it was after all that had happened, but Sally wanted another round with the bastard. The man was a sadist, but he had one hell of a big prick and he sure knew how to use it. What a shafting he’d given her - Sally had come without touching her clit, and it had been one of the most intense climaxes of her very busy sex life. By Christ she wanted to be fucked again by the horny big brute, and ideally more than just the once!
 

But what a price to pay!
 

The silence!
 

The agony she had suffered!
 

The sense of degradation that at last was creeping in – to have been treated so badly, and taken so much warped pleasure in the abuse – to what depths had she fallen to want more of the same?
 

The silence made her think – the voice in her head was persistent and loud with nothing else around. The reality was, she was totally at Dimitri’s mercy – this man who had charmed her and seemed so decent, but turned like Dr. Jekyll into a hideous Mr. Hyde. Hideous, yet so awesome in the sex he’d dished out – the man magnificently dominant, wonderfully masterful like that shadow of power that had terrifyingly thrilled her. Was that the side of the police lieutenant Sally actually preferred? Did she want to be mastered by an abuser of power?
 

“No!” yelled Sally, refusing to accept. How could that be? That wasn’t her nature. She was a confident young woman who was sexy and beautiful. Blokes normally ran after
her, always wanting to please her, not the other way round. If anything she
was the one who was usually in control. That’s what she liked, Sally assured herself. She wasn’t some doormat for blokes to walk over.
 

‘Then why are you here, and not in Sydney?’
asked that sodding little voice.
‘Lusting after policemen, symbols of authority, instead of in Sydney screwing men who play safe. Why were you wetting your gusset over some shadow of power – what the fuck is all that about if not wanting to submit to some dominant force? Why did you stay when I told you to flee? Why? Why? Why?’
 

For adventure, was the answer - but not like this. There was no way Sally was going to accept this sort of shit, no matter how good the fucking was. The man was a deceiving brute and Sally knew she had to somehow get out of his clutches. In desperation, she tested out her bondage in an attempt to escape. But the pillory was solid, sturdily made, and even if she did somehow manage to get free of it, the door to the chamber was undoubtedly locked. There was no escape. All she could do was wait - wait in the silence, fear gnawing at her soul.
 

Minutes passed, or were they hours. It felt like an eternity, yet Sally reasoned the time down to minutes. Dimitri had said he would return in one hour, and Sally actually believed that. It was a straw to cling to – the lieutenant coming back – his sense of history wanting to make the timing right – his cock demanding it wasn’t kept waiting too long, wanting to bugger her poor battered ass and fuck her drizzling fanny again as well.
 

Sally’s pussy pulsed at the memory of the last one. She could feel Dimitri’s spunk dribbling out to run down the inside of her thighs. She could feel her clit tingle again despite all her woes, hankering for Dimitri to shaft her again.
 

“You bastard!” Sally screamed, hating herself for wanting the man so much, despite all the torment he had put her through, and this subtler torture she was now enduring - silence, silence, all around - ‘You bastard!’ echoing off the walls, merging with cries from the past, recent and ancient.
 

More minutes passed. Sally started panting, her fear in the silence gripping so tight, squeezing the breath out of her lungs as she struggled to suck it back in. Being alone she could bear, she had travelled as such. It went against the grain of her gregarious nature, but there had always been something to keep her sane - a voice that was real, some genuine sound – never this silence screaming in her head – a tormenting alter ego hammering her plight home, taunting, taunting, mentally berating...
 

‘You’re alone! You’re at risk! You need him to come back! You want him to come back, and he could probably name his price. Is this part of a game, leaving you here with your pain, in a torment of silence, in this scary place, with your fears and anxieties gnawing at your guts? Is he breaking you, breaking you, tearing you down? And if that’s the case, then what’s the objective? Will he set you free or is there a darker plan? Will you ever see your friends and family again?’
 

“Stop it!” shouted Sally. “Stop it! Stop it! Stop it!”
 

Sweat poured from her panicked brow. Sally shivered, going insane with anxiety. Then suddenly in the silence there was a real sound breaking through. It cut the dank air like a stabbing knife. A squeak from outside that Sally had heard before. The torture chamber door was opening!
 

Dimitri was back!
 

Sally’s heart soared. She wanted to cry out, “Dimitri! Dimitri! Come to me please!” But she forced the silence. She must act contrite, call him sir, and give the lieutenant what he wanted. Then she would get fucked again – and after that she might get freed.
 

But Sally’s joy was short lived, for in the silence came a voice – a voice of a stranger with an accent well known.
 

“I have to say, Chief Karinov, I’m thrilled you’ve invited me... I didn’t think we Australians were important enough to merit such a privilege.”
 

“Not at all ambassador,” replied a second voice that chilled Sally Hudson to the core. “It was a gross oversight on my part not to have invited you sooner. Now let me show you around – I’m sure you’ll find it fascinating.”
 

In the almost darkness of the anti-chamber, Sally Hudson snapped to full awareness. The Australian ambassador was right outside: arguably a knight in shining armour that had inadvertently come to rescue her from this hellish nightmare – although on the other hand, it would be hellishly embarrassing to be found in such a state, and she would miss out on that second fuck. Tricky enough for Sally’s mind to wrestle with, but the ambassador wasn’t alone – he was the guest of a man – Chief Karinov no less – chief of police and apparently the voice in the country who ruled over politicians – protector of a heritage, part of which Sally was so lewdly re-enacting. And worst of all, charming as it was at present, Sally’s earlier suspicions were now confirmed, for that voice was the same as the shattering one that had come from the man who had stepped into the corridor two days before – the voice of power – the voice of a man not to be crossed at any cost.
 

Fear crushed her and Sally remained quiet. She listened in abject terror.
 

“Fascinating! Absolutely fascinating!” Sally could hear the ambassador say. “And when was the last time the chamber was actually used in anger.”
 

‘Half an hour ago!’ Sally almost screamed. But she bit her tongue, too afraid and too ashamed to draw attention to her plight.
 

“Sadly not so long ago,” was the accurate reply given by that shadow of power that had Sally tingling in her fear. “Those Soviet dogs, scum of the earth who enslaved our country, were not averse to torturing our people in here. Mastrovia has a bloody history. This chamber is a testament to that. And it is something very dear to my heart, as I am sure you are aware, Mr. Ambassador.”
 

“Indeed I am, Chief Karinov. In the diplomatic community it is widely known that the place is revered as a shrine – that is why I am so honoured that you have kindly brought me here.”
 

‘Oh fuck!’
cried that voice in Sally Hudson’s head. For once Sally was in full agreement.
 

“Yes ‘a shrine’ - that is a good way to describe how I feel about the place,” the chief said to hammer the horror home. “That is why I protect its integrity so vigorously. Can you imagine – earlier this evening, the set designer of that abomination they are filming outside had the gall to insist I supply a genuine rack for their next torture scene.”
 

“Is he still alive?” the ambassador asked with a laugh, which quickly trailed away into an awkward cough and splutter.
 

“She!” the chief corrected. “Women seem to be taking over in the West! And of course she’s still alive! You mustn’t listen to all the gossip - those days are long behind us,” the chief assured him. “In actual fact, she got off very lightly thanks to the intervention of one of my officers. Twenty minutes in the replica rack with a gentle stretch was sufficient demonstration to convince the impertinent bitch that it was good enough for her film... Now, let me show you some of the more unusual artefacts...”
 

With two very nervous Australians wondering if the chief had been joking or not, the tour proceeded; the ambassador fawning over whatever he was shown, not convincingly impressed but obviously in awe of the man that was affording him the honour of visiting his precious torture chamber. Sally listened in dismay, her mouth dry with fear, too terrified to utter any sound. The fact that she was here was bad enough – the chief would be livid, but the ambassador’s presence would probably save her. To be found like this though: bound in a treasured artefact; her clothes in disarray; her body whipped and beaten; spunk dripping out her naked cunt; a violator of a sacred relic, mocking with her mimicry of times gone passed. If the chief would crush a man’s balls for listening in on some sex, and put a woman in the rack for some minor impertinence, what retribution would he take on a desecrator of his shrine?
 

It was too awful to contemplate, so Sally kept silent and prayed that the anti-chamber would not be deemed worthy of inclusion on the tour – the pillory being out of place, as Dimitri had explained.
 

Panic deepened as the voices grew clearer and Sally saw the outline of two figures in the archway – one massively foreboding, the other a fraction of the bulk. Then her prayers appeared to be answered as the men moved away, the chief apparently electing to by-pass the pillory. For the next few minutes Sally barely breathed as she listened to the men discuss some of the items – the chief seemingly even more knowledgeable than the earlier tour guide. Sally took little of it in – the words were a blur, only the volume of the sound was important. It seemed to be receding – the men were walking away to the other end of the chamber where the squeak of a door would offer Sally salvation.
 

“So ambassador, if you have seen enough, perhaps we should adjourn to my quarters for a nightcap. I have some very fine cognac, or perhaps you would prefer one of the single malts.”
 

“I think a malt would go down well.”
 

Sally breathed a sigh of relief. They were going. She was saved.
 

“But...”
 

“Yes, Mr. Ambassador?”
 

“No – it was just curiosity.”
 

“Please... what is it?”
 

“Well, there seems to be something missing.”
 

‘NO!’ screamed Sally silently in her head.
 

“Missing?” quizzed the chief. “I can assure you, Mr. Ambassador – there is nothing missing. This torture chamber is fully equipped – I am sure it has no rival anywhere in the world.”
 

‘That’s right,’ cried Sally silently to her countryman. ‘I know what you’re thinking, and it shouldn’t be here. Please, don’t ask! Go for your bloody drink you stupid old twat!’
 

“The stocks,” said the ambassador. “Aren’t they the most obvious thing?”
 

“The stocks – yes, or a pillory as we call them... But you would not expect to find such things here in the chamber,” the chief casually answered. “They were always placed in public spots.”
 

“Oh yes – of course,” agreed the ambassador. “So it stands to reason you wouldn’t have a set here.”
 

‘That’s right,’
cried the voice in Sally Hunter’s head.
‘They shouldn’t be here – I shouldn’t be here. Go for your drink! Please!’
 

“And if the Soviets had their way, there wouldn’t be a set left,” the chief informed his guest. “Would you believe that in the first winter of occupation, those animals burned all the pillories as firewood? A sacrilege! They were symbols of our country – every village had one, and they served as the best means of keeping law and order Mastrovia could have. There was no greater deterrent than the pillory for a Mastrovian. And those animals burned them all... except one!”
 

“Really!”
 

“Yes!” the chief proudly stated. “It was the one from my own village. My father, God rest his soul, managed to save it. For years it remained hidden in his barn – the secret passed down to me. Then when the Soviets left, I brought this treasure out of its hiding place. There is no artefact more sacred to me, and only a few people have ever set eyes upon it since I installed it here.”
 

“It is here!”
 

‘YES, YOU OLD FOOL, OF COURSE IT’S BLOODY WELL HERE... BUT NO! OH GOD! GOD! PLEASE! NO!’
 

“Yes my friend. And as a sign of the respect I have for you and your dear country, I will show it to you. It is nothing elaborate, just a simple pillory... but it is part of me – my link to the past – to my father, to my village, to the heritage that I cherish and would die to save.”
 

“Chief Karinov! I am not sure I am worthy,” said the ambassador humbly.
 

‘NO YOU’RE NOT! OH GOD, PLEASE. JUST SAY YOU CAN’T BE ARSED AND GO FOR THAT BLOODY DRINK!’
 

“It will be an honour,” stated the chief.
 

Footsteps were heard – death knells clamping on the flagstone floor. Light grew stronger as a torch was picked up and carried to the archway. Shadows could be seen – one a shadow of power, both portents of doom. Then figures emerged silhouetting.
 

‘NO!’ cried Sally silently screaming.
 

“NO!” yelled a voice loud and clear – a fury of rage blasting the air.
 

“Oh My Lord,” gasped the ambassador, shocked to the core. “Now who in the blazes would be stupid enough to do something like that?”
 
  


Chapter 6
 

“An Australian! No! This cannot be!” exclaimed the frail little ambassador in utter disbelief.
 

“Here, look for yourself,” snarled Chief Karinov. “Sally Hudson, age twenty-three. And by God if I have my way she won’t see twenty-four.”
 

With Sally whimpering, blubbering how this was all a terrible mistake, the passport that she carried everywhere with her, and that the chief had found in the pocket of her shorts, was tossed to the ambassador. It was inspected with horror, the man muttering a string of abject apologies that he knew would never satisfy the chief – a man whose reputation struck terror in all of Mastrovia, including the diplomatic community.
 

“Chief Karinov, what can I say? I feel so ashamed.”
 

“Stay here!” snapped the chief as he snatched the passport back. “Do nothing! Touch nothing! I will give you five minutes alone with this embarrassment to your country. Advise her of her rights and what she can expect. And advise her above all else to give me the name of the scoundrel who did this to her, for much to MY embarrassment, I see a Mastrovian hand at play.”
 

‘More than a hand,’ the ambassador thought as he looked at the spunk seeping out of Sally’s shaved pussy. ‘There’s been a cock at play here as well.’ But these thoughts he wisely kept to himself, knowing better than to state the words out loud in the irate company he was currently in.
 

“I will council the trollop, be sure of that, Chief Karinov... and thank you for giving me the opportunity.”
 

“Five minutes, then I will be back with some men to take the necessary evidence before incarcerating this sluttish piece of lowlife.”
 

The two Australians said nothing as the chief of police stomped out of the anti-chamber, cursing in Mastrovian. They kept their peace as the chief stormed through the main room and out the door slamming it behind him. They heard a click, the door being locked.
 

“No chance of making a run for it then – you stupid, stupid, bitch!”
 

Sally strained her head up to look at the elderly gentleman dressed in a dinner jacket, his miniscule frame far from assuring. “Please, you’ve got to help me. I was tricked,” bleated Sally feeling like a total jerk.
 

“Really?” mocked the ambassador, disgust to his tone. “Don’t mess with me, sweetheart. If you want my help, and I don’t at this moment feel inclined to give it, then you’d better tell me the truth and nothing else. Were you kidnapped?”
 

“No!” Sally answered, nausea creeping in along with righteous anger. She was the victim here, yet she was being treated like a criminal.
 

“You came here willingly?” the ambassador asked. The question struck like a hammer hitting another nail into Sally’s coffin.
 

“Yes, I suppose!” Sally snapped, her blood rising to the boil. “But...”
 

“...Then they attacked you, and did this?” the Ambassador hopefully interrupted.
 

“That’s not quite how it happened,” Sally was galled to admit. “And there was only the one.”
 

“Then for Christ’s sake tell me!” shouted the ambassador. “How were you tricked?”
 

“He said it would be fun!” Sally yelled back at the man, furious at the ambassador’s approach – furious at how stupid the answer sounded.
 

The ambassador strode about in front of her, slapping his brow in exasperation. “Fun! Fun!” he exclaimed, mocking Sally and making her feel even worse. “You’ve an odd sense of fun, sweetheart, if you get your kicks by being put in the stocks and having your back and ass thrashed, and then... and then... being used. God preserve us! So you’re actually telling me you got in this contraption willingly!”
 

“Yes... But I didn’t agree to...”
 

Showing surprising grit, the old man grabbed a handful of Sally’s hair, forgetting that he had been ordered not to touch, and pulled the girl’s head up to snarl in her face. “Don’t lie to me! This will go to court, and if you want the embassy’s support then I don’t want lies. It’s embarrassing enough as it is.”
 

“Court! You can’t be serious!” Sally yelled back in disbelief. But the look on the ambassador’s face was all the answer she needed. Then the full horror struck. This was more than the chief feeling mightily pissed off – he had meant what he said about incarceration. Sally had been told it was a crime to get in the pillory. Of course, in the heat of passion, she hadn’t really thought of it as such, just a bit of a lark. Now she could see it was more serious than that. And then there was that bloody tape which evidenced her guilt. She’d said that Dimitri could do anything, so where was the non-consent?
 

“Okay! Okay! I suppose I did agree to get in this,” Sally grudgingly admitted. “I agreed to it all, up to a point. But I had no idea the bastard was going to thrash me – and I certainly didn’t realise it was the chief of police’s prized possession.”
 

“That won’t carry any weight!” yelled the ambassador. He chugged Sally’s hair again then let it go, shaking his head as he resumed his stomping. “Bloody hell – I feel sorry for you. It’s just as well you’re a filthy bitch who enjoys getting fucked.”
 

“What do you mean?” asked Sally, consumed with panic. “What’s going to happen to me?”
 

“You’re going down sweetheart, no question about it. Ten years I’d say, probably more. There’s no way the chief will let you away with this. And the prison here isn’t like the ones back home – a holiday paid for by the state. Here the conditions are appalling, and as for the wardens... well, they’re nothing better than animals. A foreign girl like you will get devoured by them. All of them! You’ll be nothing but a sex toy – a cum bucket for their spunk. And don’t think it will be fun because you’re a cock loving slut – it will be a nightmare – a hell on earth - at least for the first couple of years. After that you’ll probably be in such a mess they’ll leave you alone unless they’re desperate. Are you getting the picture?”
 

“No way! No fucking way!” yelled Sally. “They wouldn’t dare do that to an Australian. You can’t let that happen! It was just a bit of fun – he tricked me, honest! There’ll be uproar if I get put away for this. It’ll become a major international incident. You don’t know my mum – she’ll be over here on the first possible flight and have everybody’s balls for breakfast – including yours and that chief of police’s. Trust me, she will! Now do your bloody job and sort this out!”
 

The ambassador stared at Sally, who stared back, daggers flying between them. The girl had spunk, figuratively as well as literally, and she was right – all hell would break lose if the chief put the bitch away – it was a complete and utter pigs sty of a mess.
 

“Look, my dear,” he said, trying to calm the situation with a friendlier tone. “Whatever way you cut it, you’re in serious trouble. The shit will hit the fan once news of this breaks, but I know the chief – he won’t bow to international pressure. A crime has been committed and we can’t prevent a country exercising its right to enforce domestic Law.”
 

“There must be something we can do?” Sally asked, almost pleading – softening her tone as well, appreciating that the ambassador was her best, if not her only hope at present.
 

“Telling him who did this will help,” replied the ambassador, his mind reeling, searching for a straw to cling to. “Yes... maybe, just maybe, we can use that to barter with,” the old man mused as he strode back and forth. “He’s pissed with you, but I bet he’s even more pissed with the man who did this to you... I don’t want to know it, but do you have a name, any idea who it was that did this to you?”
 

“I know his first name, at least he gave me one... and he’s a policeman, a lieut....”
 

“That’s enough! I don’t want to hear any more.” cried the ambassador. “Holy Bejesus! One of his own men! Boy is he in trouble – I pity the poor bastard. I doubt if he’ll come out of this alive.”
 

“No! He doesn’t deserve that!”
 

“Don’t think about trying to protect him,” the ambassador snapped with growing authority. “The chief will find him anyway, and when he does, he’ll take his own revenge before he hands him over to the courts. You’ll be protected, up to a degree. You’re lucky I was with him when he found you like this, otherwise Christ knows what would have happened.”
 

There was a squeak from outside – the chamber door opened. A number of footsteps were heard approaching the anti-chamber.
 

“Now be a smart girl and leave this to me,” the ambassador snarled before rushing out the anti-chamber. “Chief Karinov! Might I have a word in private before this goes any further?”
 

Sally was left to contemplate her fate. It seemed incomprehensible that this had happened – in the space of an hour her life had spiralled out of control. She felt helpless, but refused to buckle. Okay, so a crime had been committed, but she was a mere accomplice, an unwitting victim – it was Dimitri who was at fault – he knew what he was doing – surely that would come out in the end. And as for the prison, that had to be a bluff – a threat to get the name of the man the chief really wanted. The ambassador was right – it could be used as a bargaining tool. That name could save Sally’s neck.
 

It must have been at least five minutes she waited as the two men discussed the situation. Sally heard only snippets: the ambassador meekly entreating, pleading for mercy; the chief vociferous, initially refusing to consider any form of leniency then slowly being brought round to the voice of reason, his tone softening as he was finally won over – but won over to what, Sally couldn’t determine.
 

Then finally the chief of police walked into the anti-chamber alone. Sally knew it was him even though she kept her eyes fixed to the flagstone floor before her. The man’s presence filled the air – his authority crackled like lightning, electrifying and deadly.
 

Slowly, as if appraising the situation with a fresh set of eyes, Chief Karinov made a circuit of the pillory and its captive. Sally was shaking with fear. She was hardly able to draw breath. She could feel the chief’s eyes burning her flesh. She could sense the man’s power – that bitter sweet drug that made her tingle in her dread.
 

The circle was completed. Boots appeared before her – Sally didn’t dare look up to meet the man’s face. A finger touched her chin. Slowly her head was raised. Sally registered the uniform trousers, dark blue and foreboding, covering two tree trunks of masculine legs; she saw the groin that impressively bulged, housing such magnificence. Sally groaned in her fear; she took in the massive torso that swelled out a uniform jacket, richly adorned, bearing the insignia of top rank. Then she saw the face of Yuri Karinov, chief of police and unofficial master of the land of Mastrovia, ruggedly handsome, wonderfully matured like a fine old wine, all the better for its age, with those coal black eyes that screeched of raw power.
 

“Do you understand what will happen to you if this goes to trial?”
 

“Yes...” said Sally; then drawing on all her courage she added, “... at least I’ve been told what’s threatened.”
 

The chief looked at her aghast, stunned at the girl’s nerve. “Threatened!” he snarled, the tone of his delivery turning Sally’s blood to ice. “You think I deal in idle threats! It’s more than a threat, and you deserve worse in my opinion! If it was left to me alone, you would indeed suffer worse. But as your ambassador has rightly pointed out, politics must be considered – and I am of mind to take his advice, for a day or two at least until my rage subsides.”
 

Held fixed by those eyes, Sally gulped with relief. A ray of hope shone into her life.
 

“He suggests we keep this a private matter for the time being,” the chief continued. “That perhaps if you show willing, there need be no public trial, and an alternative punishment may be arrived at that would save both our countries a great deal of embarrassment.”
 

“Wha... what do you mean... what alternative?” asked Sally, thrown by this sudden twist.
 

Sally’s chin was grasped. The chief’s firm hand clenched it like a vice. Sally was sure that if he chose, the chief could crush her jaw - such was the man’s brute strength.
 

“One that wouldn’t involve you spending ten or more years of hell in a Mastrovian prison,” Chief Karinov hissed. “But that will only happen if you toe the line.”
 

Remembering Julia, Sally suspected where this was heading. And if that was the punishment then Sally would happily accept it. It would be no punishment at all putting out for the chief – quite the opposite in fact.
 

“I’m sure we could come to some arrangement,” Sally sweetly answered, her face a picture of whorish flirtation. “Is there anything in particular you want from me?”
 

The chief leaned down till they were face to face. He dragged his strong chin across Sally’s cheek – his breath became warm on Sally’s ear.
 

“Do you honestly think I’d settle for a few turns at your cunt?” the chief chillingly whispered. “That’s already mine. It was mine the moment you walked into this country. But I want more than your cunt. I want much, much, more!”
 

Sally quivered. She shook with fear. Gripped by her chin, touching cheek to cheek, she drowned in the power of this beast of a man.
 

“Wha... what?” she asked.
 

“Your total obedience,” was calmly stated. “In everything I ask, for as long as I ask.”
 

Sally shook – the magnitude of the demand dawning in her head.
 

“No!” she defiantly uttered, appalled at the idea.
 

“No?” echoed the chief. “That’s not a very good answer, so I suggest you reconsider. I’ll give you some time to think it over. In the meanwhile, to pay for that time, and keep your options open, you can tell me who did this.”
 

Was it a bluff? Would the chief actually dare put her in the state prison to be ravaged by a bunch of ugly wandens? Sally couldn’t be sure, but the man’s confident authority suggested anything was possible. Sally didn’t dare take the chance. She decided on caution and to buy that time the chief was offering.
 

“It was... it was one of your men... a lieutenant in the police force.”
 

Sally could feel the strain – a rage within – the chief’s hand trembling around her chin.
 

“And this lieutenant – did he have a name?”
 

Sally felt like Judas, this embrace a traitor’s kiss. “Dimitri,” she whispered.
 

The chief hissed in a breath, cut by the name, the wound sounding deep. “Dimitri!” he repeated. “Did you mention this to the ambassador?”
 

“Only that he was a policeman. He didn’t want to hear anything else.”
 

“Wise man!” hissed the chief. “And I took him for a fool. He will not want to hear of this conversation either – if he does then I will deny it, and you will be fast tracked to hell... Now let’s have a few photographs just in case they are needed then we’ll get you more comfortably locked away for the night. I think a private cell down here would be best rather than tossing you in with the scum of the land.”
 

“Yes sir!” exclaimed Sally, not registering in her relief that she’d used the term. “Thank you! And I’m sorry about this - I had no idea...”
 

“No! I don’t suppose you did. If Dimitri was playing you, I bet you had no idea at all.”
 
  


Chapter 7
 

It was hardly the most comfortable night’s sleep Sally had ever enjoyed, but at least she got some sleep. Chief Karinov arranged for a cell in the dungeons to be made up, with some proper bedding, clean water and food, a tee-shirt for her to wear in place of her torn blouse. It wasn’t the Ritz, but then it wasn’t the state prison with a bunch of ugly big wardens taking turns at fucking her throughout the night, so it could have been a darn sight worse.
 

Her dreams had been plagued though - plagued by the man who had dominated her thoughts since that momentous moment two day before. Back then he was only a shadow, a nameless force, some ghostly attraction of ill-defined nature. Now he was real with a decidedly solid form. Karinov was the name, the chief of police, and his intention seemed all too clear – total obedience, in everything he asked, for as long as he asked. Dream that how you will!
 

For Sally it was dreamt strangely. There was a Tudor king with Mastrovian features, large and athletic like Henry in his prime; though this one was mature and gloriously so, wearing the biggest codpiece the world had ever known. Sally herself was at the other end of the spectrum, a piece of lowlife working in the kitchens, a downtrodden serf, beaten and defeated. Scenes came and went with no rationality at all: Sally got cuffed round the ear for dropping a spoon; kicked up the ass for over-seasoning the food; beaten with a stick for no reason at all. Life was a misery, all dignity gone. She ate her food with the dogs, gruel from a bowl; and slept with those hounds out in the yard, grateful for their warmth in the freezing cold. The dream crystallised into a scene where she had served at a royal banquet – the King giving it large, Sally grovelling at his feet, calling him sir, calling him master, held by a leash, a chain around her neck like the dogs she had for friends. It turned into an orgy of food and sex, Sally riding a pole of Mastrovian meat. The king was enjoying what he had claimed as his own – some foreign girl’s body, and her total obedience.
 

Sally had awoken with sweat pouring from her brow, her heart racing, her whole body shaking, panting out her horror at this nightmare of her own creation. Then as she wiped her forehead dry, there was a shocking realisation – it wasn’t just her brow that needed mopping – her pussy did as well. The sheet was pushed back and there to her consternation was a drizzling bald snatch of Aussie yearning – a salivating cunt that was screeching in need. It’s a funny old thing the human psyche. Who knows what perversities lurk in its depths!
 

It was later in the morning when the ambassador visited Sally in her cell. The man looked haggard - even frailer than Sally remembered from the previous night.
 

“Well, at least he’s kept you safe,” the old man said as he sat down beside Sally on the cot that was her bed. “And he’s kept this to himself for the time being, which is a heck of a good result. If the story breaks, that’s it. Once the wheels are set in motion there’ll be no turning back.”
 

“He won’t do it,” said Sally hopefully. “It would make for such bad press. Surely the government won’t want the adverse publicity? They’ll tell him to back off and drop the case, won’t they?”
 

“Oh dear!” sighed the ambassador. “You really don’t understand how things work around here, do you sweetheart? The government! Don’t make me laugh. They don’t have the power to tell the chief what to do. He’s the man in charge. He controls the police, who control everything. The president is but a puppet, his government no more than administrators – it’s the chief who decides policy on the important issues. And he’ll decide what happens to you... So, I suggested to him last night that he might consider something less draconian than sending you to the state prison if you were to co-operate – did he propose anything to you when you had your little chat?”
 

“No!” replied Sally, electing to take the chief’s advice and say nothing about their conversation. She was still sure the man was bluffing, although she wasn’t prepared as yet to call it. “He just asked for the name of the guy involved. I gave him what he wanted.”
 

“Smart girl!” said the ambassador, sensing the evasion but letting it go. “And it helped. I understand an arrest was made almost immediately – the scoundrel was returning to the scene of his crime. You’ll be asked to formally identify him later today.”
 

That could be awkward, but Sally would cross that bridge when she came to it. In the meantime she needed to do some digging to see if she could unearth anything that might guide her in a course to follow.
 

“Fair enough!” Sally answered with an indifferent shrug that was as fake as her confidence at present. “If it’s the same guy who left me in the lurch then I’ll have no problem pointing the finger. He deserves what’s coming to him – but I don’t! So tell me – what alternatives do you see. Do you think I might get shipped back to Oz?”
 

“No chance!” laughed the ambassador, finding the notion ridiculous.
 

“Well what! What alternative is there to going to the state prison?” Sally asked, desperate for some enlightenment as to what ‘total obedience’ might involve. She had been questioning this all morning and couldn’t see how it would work – how could she become subservient to a high profiled man without international uproar – not that she felt inclined to do such a thing – or at least that’s what she kept telling herself.
 

“I’d thought that Karinov’s Keep might be a possibility,” the ambassador answered. “But then it would draw too much attention to the place if it was known you were there. And of course without a trial, what guarantee would he have that you’d stay there and not make a run for it... or have your dear mother come rescue you, having feasted on Mastrovian testicles for breakfast!”
 

“I bet he’d find a way,” muttered Sally.
 

“He normally does,” the ambassador replied.
 

“So what’s Karinov’s Keep anyway – some private prison?”
 

“Hardly!” laughed the ambassador in a mocking tone. “It’s the finest country estate in the land. The chief’s sanctuary which, according to rumour, also doubles up as a... Well, I suppose it’s best not to listen to rumours.”
 

“No! Tell me! It doubles up as a what?”
 

“Look, it’s not my place to judge – but the word is that a select group of convicted female felons get to spend their sentence there instead of the state prison – a sort of community service you might say, and the person they service is the chief of police when he happens to be in residence. Exactly how, I wouldn’t dare speculate – but needless to say they all happen to be rather attractive young women.”
 

“Lord!”
 

“Exactly! It’s a depraved country... Anyway, sweetheart – I’ll do my best for you. Just try not to upset Yuri in the meantime, and maybe something will turn up.”
 

“Yuri?”
 

“That would be Chief Karinov to you and me.”
 

Yuri Karinov – the chief of police. The man who had asked for Sally’s total obedience and who would start testing it very soon!
 
  


Chapter 8
 

The guards came for her shortly after lunch, two burly henchmen with simian faces. They unlocked the cell and dragged Sally out then bundled her down the corridor to the torture chamber. The squeaky door was opened and Sally pushed inside. The door was then closed behind her leaving Sally alone with two terrifyingly familiar men.
 

Dressed in a day uniform, plainer that his evening attire but still mightily impressive, Chief Karinov was inspecting some of the whips, examining them like a connoisseur. An arresting sight at the best of times, but with a whip in his hand, the chief was awesome. But it was Dimitri who managed to steal Sally’s attention, tied as he was to the whipping post, totally naked, totally stunning, his body a muscular work of art, chiselled like marble, equally hard. His ass in particular was a sculpted sight to behold: two perfect globes of solid glutes, and despite her woes, Sally felt strangely aroused as she absorbed the flawless glory of those spectacular buns.
 

Flawless! Unlike Dimitri’s back which was undeniably magnificent but marked with scars - scars from a whip!
 

“Not a view I would imagine you remember,” Chief Karinov casually declared, drawing Sally’s attention back to him. He selected a whip, whished out the lash with a resounding crack then laid it upon a bench. “But this is the man, yes?” he asked Sally.
 

“I think so,” she replied, looking to the lieutenant again.
 

“Show her your face, Dimitri!” the chief commanded.
 

Sally braced herself for some hideously bruised sight, but was mightily relieved when Dimitri turned his head to look over his shoulder, his handsomeness fully intact and unspoiled.
 

“Well?”
 

Sally dropped her head ashamed. Despite all the wrong Dimitri had done, it still irked to play the grass and condemn him to torture much worse than he’d dished out.
 

“Answer me girl!” snapped the chief. “Is this the man who brought you here last night, bound you in the pillory, thrashed you and fucked you then left you with his spunk dribbling out of your cunt?”
 

“Yes,” Sally mumbled. “Yes, that’s him.”
 

“Come here!” the chief beckoned as he walked towards the prisoner.
 

Sally tentatively approached, feeling very awkward. She was furious with Dimitri, the cause of all this trouble, but she still didn’t want to see the big brute humbled like this. She didn’t want any part in the inevitable punishment that was coming the man’s way.
 

“He’s a fine specimen – a credit to our gene pool,” the chief said with a laugh. “Really nice ass, wouldn’t you agree? Or don’t you appreciate a man’s rear? Are you only interested in our cocks?”
 

It was hideously embarrassing, the chief being so candid. But she felt compelled to answer. It wasn’t total obedience – she was convinced she would never offer that - but answering the questions of the chief of police seemed like a sensible thing for a girl in custody to do if she wanted to get off lightly.
 

“It’s stunning,” Sally said. “I much prefer cocks and I’m not ashamed to admit it, but I appreciate a good ass as well, and that’s a cracker.”
 

“Would you like to fuck it?” Yuri asked as he casually ran a hand over Dimitri’s buns, making them clench at the resented contact.
 

“No!” Sally instinctively answered. “Of course not! How could I anyway?”
 

The chief shrugged his shoulders, seemingly unaffected by the lewdness of the conversation and the homoerotic overtones of his play. “With a strap on dildo!” he said. “I have several down here. There’s one with a cock about the same size as Dimitri’s – that is the one I suggest you use.”
 

“No!” blurted Sally, totally shocked by the disgusting suggestion.
 

“Not even to have revenge for the abuse he put you through?” the chief asked in mock disbelief.
 

“No!” repeated Sally. The fucking she’d received was more than compensation for the suffering she’d endured. “I don’t want revenge – that’s for you to dish out. I just want to be released now that I’ve grassed him up.”
 

“It will take more than that,” the chief coldly stated. “You know what’s required.”
 

“No way!” snapped Sally, shaking in her defiance.
 

The chief gave a grunt as his only response. “He’s a bad man for doing what he did,” was the track he elected instead to go down. “He certainly deserves to be punished. If it were up to our Law Courts, they would imprison him along with you; and as the upholder of that Law I would have to concur... assuming the case ever reached them. But at heart I’m a man of tradition, and the old ways would have an eye for an eye. That would mean he has to be whipped – like he whipped you on your back, have his ass belted and then have it fucked, which is the closest we could get to him fucking your pussy. It would be totally humiliating, because there is nothing more degrading to a Mastrovian man than to be buggered up the ass... None of our men would wish to do such a thing though, although there are plenty of foreign men who would leap at the chance. But we have to keep such things secret – between the few that know... So that means it either has to be you or me. Now you know my price – total obedience – and this is the punishment I decree for Dimitri: whipped, belted then buggered! I can do all three, and each would hurt him like hell – especially the last one, because I’m unusually well blessed in the cock department... But what about you, Miss Hudson? You would be doing him a favour – three in fact. Would you do that if I told you to – dish out the three punishments and save yourself from prison?”
 

“No! You can’t be serious?” asked Sally, stunned at the suggestion.
 

“Oh yes! I’m very serious!” the chief sternly clarified. “Take an eye for an eye in revenge – whip him and belt him then fuck him with a strap-on dildo! So I put it to you again... If that was my price for keeping you both out of prison, would you do it for me?”
 

“No! I couldn’t! It would be a disgusting thing to do.”
 

Yuri spun his hand away from Dimitri’s butt and grabbed Sally’s left nipple that prodded through the tee-shirt she wore. “Then why is this hard?” he snarled at the girl. “And why are you drizzling from your cunt at the moment. And don’t tell me that you aren’t because I can smell the juices flowing. I know when a bitch is in season, and you are ripe for more sex.”
 

“But not that!” cried Sally, not denying her bizarre arousal. “It would be sick!”
 

“Yes, I
understand,” the chief said. “It would be the same for me. It’s not easy doing one’s duty, following orders, giving total obedience. I was once faced with such a dilemma... and oddly enough, it involved the same man.”
 

The chief released his grip. Sally felt weak – her pussy was throbbing, her legs were shaking – the raw sexuality of the man was making her heart race. Hideously aroused and totally intrigued, she watched as the chief returned his attention to Dimitri – his hand this time on the lieutenant’s broad muscular back, where his fingers traced some of the scars.
 

“You see, my dear,” he said to Sally, “Dimitri is no stranger to the whip and humiliation. His mischievous ways earned him these marks – a public flogging in the castle courtyard – twenty strokes in all. Then it was a young Russian that he had foolishly fucked around with – the daughter of our Soviet overlord no less. It was an unjust punishment, but the Law at the time decreed it, and I was chosen to deliver the strokes. It was not an easy assignment, I can assure you. Dimitri was a favoured cadet – a protégée of sorts. But duty is duty – I had sworn obedience and was obliged to comply. Life is not always easy – nor particularly fair.”
 

Sally gazed at the chief as he stroked the marks he had created on Dimitri’s back. She could see the regret in those coal black eyes – the memory painful – his hurt palpable that he must punish again.
 

“Did you pull back at all?” Sally asked.
 

“I knew you were a smart girl!” the chief replied forcing a smile. “Of course I pulled back, and so could you if you were to punish him this time round. You could do your duty and follow my order – whip him, belt him, then fuck him with a strap-on.”
 

“No way!” Sally answered. “He doesn’t deserve that!”
 

The chief looked confused. “Then you’re condemning you both to a much worse fate. I won’t pull back this time when I flay the rascal... Nor will I spare him a fraction of this!”
 

Sally gawped as the chief pulled down his flies and battled to bring out the most humungous piece of penile meat she’d ever set eyes on. It was at least eleven inches long and as thick as an arm; an olive coloured phallus with a huge purple knob at the end oozing slivery pre-cum from the slit. It was totally hypnotic – a real beast of a prick on a beast of a man. Sally so wanted to touch it, to lick off the juice and suck the big plum, to know the joy of having such a monster inside her, all the man’s power channelled into the most amazing rutting.
 

Having hooked his fish, the chief started reeling her in. “I am not that way inclined – I much prefer pussy and female asses... but I’ve fucked men before when the need dictates. It’s the ultimate deterrent in this part of the world – the ultimate punishment to a Mastrovian man. The pain that this cock will give him will be nothing compared to the crushing humiliation for a man like Dimitri. So it would be better if it was you for all concerned: the wronged woman taking just revenge.”
 

“No!” blurted Sally, her eyes glued to the chief’s massive phallus. “It wouldn’t be right. I’m sorry – I couldn’t possibly.”
 

“Do you think you could possibly handle this though?” the chief asked, waving his erection in Sally’s direction.
 

It was said as a challenge, and Sally was always up for a sexual challenge. It was no order to obey, almost a pleaded request instead, and that made it all the easier to confess. “I’d love to!” she groaned. “It’s beautiful – biggest darn cock I’ve ever seen in my life - absolutely perfect in every way.”
 

“Then perhaps you would like to suck it,” the chief suggested. “It would please me enormously to have a little oral foreplay. Why don’t you suck my cock and make me come. Then after I’ve flayed this blaggard’s back again, I’ll be able to give him what he also deserves: fuck his treacherous ass for a long, long, time before coming again inside him.”
 

Sally didn’t need a second invite. She fell to her knees in front of the chief, gazing in pure lust at the wonder before her. The cock was still held by the big man’s hands and it was slapped luxuriously across Sally’s face, the underside of the knob thudding down, right cheek, left cheek, and then centred on her nose. Sally stuck out her tongue to lap at the succulent flesh and taste some of the pre-cum that was sloshing around - delicious nectar that freely flowed and drove her wild with a need for more.
 

She got it! With her mouth gaping wide, the cockhead was rammed in, making her jaws ache with the stretch that was forced. But Sally wasn’t in the slightest bit bothered by the discomfort – she wallowed in the ache as she sucked on the huge knob and flicked her tongue all around the velvety flesh. Juice seeped out of the eye, flavouring Sally’s palate with the heavenly taste – another drug to hook the girl.
 

As she sucked and tongued, hands came to rest on Sally’s head. There were some thrusts, soft and shallow, the chief pumping his knob slowly in and out, as he groaned out his unreserved pleasure. Sally braced herself for a more powerful plunge, relaxing her throat muscles so she could take the invasion. But it didn’t come, the chief happy to cede control for a moment and let the young woman demonstrate her skill.
 

Sally was happy to oblige him. She grasped the base of the chief’s massive cock so she could fondle the shaft as she worked on the knob. Freeing the glans so she could draw a breath, Sally teased the tapered head with her tongue, licking round the rim, lashing the purple skin, grazing with her teeth in a gentle rasp – always listening, gauging reaction, wanting to please like never before.
 

Testing things out, Sally tongued around the piss slit, a generous opening that begged to be entered. Cautiously she slid her tongue tip inside, flicking it around this most sensitive skin, thrilled by the act, so raunchily dirty. Hearing no protests, Sally tongued deeper. She was amazed at how much the tube allowed. Then encouraged by a groan, Sally started to fuck the urethra with her tongue.
 

“Oh yes!” cried the chief. “Only a foreign bitch would do that without me having to take a whip to her back. You have a skill my girl, and a wicked tongue! Do some more then show me what other tricks you have.”
 

Happy to obey, not really thinking it was an order, Sally repeated the action. She fucked the chief’s piss slit with the tip of her tongue, forcing it in as far as she could and wriggling it around to inflame the big man all the more, lapping up her juicy reward that flowed like a river from its prostate source.
 

It was the merest push of the chief’s fingers that prised her away, the subtlest of commands to say it was time to move on. And seamlessly Sally changed the approach, freeing the knob to kiss it adoringly before moving on to the shaft. Sally made reptilian flicks all along the huge phallus, covering every inch of the chief’s impressive length. She smothered her face in it, breathing it in deep, worshiping the meat, obsessed by its size and musky aroma.
 

She worked down to the base. Sadly the chief’s balls were hidden in his trousers, but in honour of these treasures that drenched him in masculinity, Sally lapped at their swell, so wonderfully large, before licking her way back up the shaft to the apple sized knob.
It was then that the chief firmed his hold on Sally’s head, making it clear she should stray no further. Sally carried on sucking, bobbing to and fro along the end of the massive shaft – her jaws aching, her throat anticipating the strike that had to come.
 

UMMPH!
 

It was hard and it was brutal, it was violent like the man – Sally’s gullet screeched under the stretch that was made as the chief’s knob bullied down. Her face was mashed by the uniformed groin, smothering her in maleness. But hurt as she was, Sally thrilled at the violation. Anything less masterful and she would have felt short changed. She grasped at the thighs, clutching on trousers, drawing the chief in, wanting everything he had.
 

Yuri strained to give it to her. Holding the girl’s head, he forced all his cock in, groaning unashamedly as he savoured the moment. He held Sally there orally impaled, and in turn was held by grasping fingers. For almost a minute the two conjoined like this: one mastering, turning the screw; the other surrendering, embracing the inevitable.
 

Then struggling for air, Sally gagged and spluttered. She tried to break away but was held firmly for a few more seconds, just to make it clear who was running the show. But the grip was mercifully released and Sally was prised away, gulping in gas for her oxygen starved lungs. Crazed though for the man, Sally wasted no time - she recovered quickly and started bobbing back and forth, fucking her throat on the chief’s throbbing big dick, smashing her face into the hardness of his groin.
 

The chief allowed this for a few minutes, quietly chortling over the whorish display, the likes of which he had rarely seen when it came to a bitch gobbling on his cock. But control was not a thing the chief ever ceded for long, and soon he rested it away again, holding Sally’s head back to align her mouth with her gullet then crouching over her so he could ram his cock in and orally fuck her.
 

In no time at all, the chief was banging into Sally’s face. He held Sally firm and he face fucked her hard whilst Sally clung to the uniform trousers, riding the big thighs as they pumped back and forth.
 

UMMPH! UMMPH! The chief powered his meat in, giving the girl little chance to draw breath. It wasn’t long before Sally was getting dizzy - on the mastery of the sex and the dwindling oxygen carried by her blood. The chief pushed and pushed, judging to perfection – seemingly manic, but always in control. When the time was right he pulled out of Sally’s gullet allowing the woman to quickly suck in a breath and taste the juicy knob before it was rammed back down into the depths of her throat.
 

Sensing she could take it, knowing that she wanted it - the chief set off on one hell of a throat fucking. He drove his cock in time after time, mashing the girl’s face as he powered in his thrusts, taking the kneeling Aussie to the edge of asphyxiation then pulling out to allow her to breathe and worship the knob that filled up her mouth.
 

Sally revelled in it all: the abuse that was sex; the pain that was pleasure; the mastery of the man and his wonderful size; to be kneeling on the floor, her knees hurt and grazed, in an ancient torture chamber with a naked man tethered beside her. Never had she allowed a man to do such a thing – Dimitri had abused her - but what had been taken here, Sally accepted, happy to surrender to the violence of the throat fucking.
 

The sex progressed, seemingly wild and unabated, yet masterfully managed, and skilfully received. The chief pumped and fucked. Sally swallowed and sucked. The chief of police ravished his prisoner’s throat and Sally ravished his cock in return till eventually she felt an incredible swelling and the chief let out a mighty yell as he rammed his cock hard all the way down Sally’s throat.
 

Sally gagged as the first blast of cum came out and scalded the walls of her gullet with its warmth. Another blast followed, and Sally gagged again. Struggling as she was, she would have happily taken more – she wanted to please; but the chief showed some consideration and pulled back with his hips so that only the knob was left in Sally’s mouth. Sally sucked on it greedily, desperate for the taste of the chief’s rich creamy spunk. She was rewarded with another loud groan then an explosion of salty sweetness on her tongue and palate. The chief spurted again and again. Sally held it all in her mouth, savouring the thickness and delicious flavour. The chief pumped into Sally softly. His spunk was dribbling down Sally’s chin as he squirted out the last of his copious release.
 

The climax over, the cock came out her mouth and Sally gazed up in wonder, a pool of white held in the gaping orifice that had just been used. The rock hard meat was dipped back in, coating the knob, forcing more spunk to overflow and run down Sally’s chin. Spunk was smeared over the awe struck face, across the brow, over an eye, down the side of the nose before the knob plunged back into the open mouth.
 

“Now you can swallow it,” the chief decreed.
 

Sally heard herself say thank you, though the words were muffled by that wonderful meat, and drowned by the delicious cum. She swallowed round the cockhead, sucking as she gulped, giving them both this additional treat as she feasted on Chief Karinov’s Mastrovian seed.
 

Again the cock came out. Without thinking, just reacting, Sally smacked her freed lips. She then wiped up the cum that was on her chin and lapped that from her fingers, flicking her gaze between the hardness of a cock and the hardness of a pair of coal black eyes that stared down delighted at this whorish behaviour.
 

“Ha! You see. Not so difficult to obey,” the chief said when Sally was finished.
 

It was a slap in the face – a punch in the guts – a reminder that she’d just been used, controlled by a man who proposed to be her master. Sally bristled. She shied from the eyes, yet her gaze remained fixed on that incredible phallus which was still impressively hard and gloriously potent. God how she wanted that stuffed up her cunt and for the chief of police to ride her hard and spunk again inside her.
 

“Stand up!” the chief ordered.
 

On shaky legs, Sally obeyed. She stood before the towering mass that was the chief – towering upwards and towering outwards, his cock lobbing lewdly, still hungry for more sex.
 

“Easy to obey at times,” the chief continued. “Like it would be easy to obey if I told you to drop your shorts and ride my cock until you made it come again – is that not so?”
 

“Yes sir,” Sally admitted. Galling as it was, she wanted nothing more – her pussy was positively snarling for that incredible piece of meat.
 

“But what about poor Dimitri – he needs to be fucked as well as part of his punishment - or at least included in some way... I know! How about I order you to join him on the whipping post? I could bind you to him then take you from behind. He would experience the sex without the indignity of penetration – a sort of justice. Do you think you could obey that?”
 

“Easily sir,” Sally said with hope to her voice. The future be damned, mastered or not, right now she needed that cock up her cunt – to have the chief fuck her wildly, and all the better with Dimitri involved, Sally squashed between two hunks of prime Mastrovian maleness.
 

Then the Devil’s deal was offered, dashing those hopes. “Of course that would mean having to take his place for the whipping and belting as well,” Yuri declared. “Will you do that Miss Hudson? Will you mount the man who thrashed you last night and accept more lashes on the back that will be brutal in the attack and more thrashing of your ass that will make last night’s belting seem like a playful pat? That is what I’ll accept as the alternative. So that is what I am telling you to do. Will you give me your total obedience?”
 

Sally looked at the back, scarred from the whip, blows that must have been much more severe than anything Dimitri had dished out to her. Then she looked to the chief, into those coal black eyes – this man who would be her master if only Sally would give in. There would be undoubted high points and lows as well – here was an example. Sally knew she was being shown what the future would hold. No pretence that it would all be a garden of roses – there would be suffering as well, and perhaps plenty of it.
 

“Did he not show you last night?” the chief asked as if reading Sally’s mind. “The highs cannot feel so high without the lows to compare by. Pleasure is at its best for a slut like you, when mixed with the right balance of pain. I can do that for you. Let me show you.”
 

Slowly Sally shook her head. “No,” she mumbled. “I can’t. I won’t.” The chief’s argument was solid – Dimitri had opened Sally’s eyes to a scary side of sex – submissive sex, involving pain that brought such incredible pleasure. But how could she agree to such a deal – surrender herself totally to a man’s will and take a brutal whipping? It went against her upbringing and carefree adult life – she had always been at liberty to do whatever she pleased. That couldn’t be surrendered. There was an allure to what was being suggested, no question about that – the chief as a package made for a very tempting proposition. It would be a hell of an adventure with some incredible sex. But to become a slave – no – she would not do that. How could she ever willingly accept such a fate? As a choice over prison and daily abuse, then yes, perhaps it might be better. But her pride still said no. And of course there was the chance things would never go that far. The chief had to be bluffing – he would never do that. Would he?
 

“No!” Sally repeated. “I’m not going to agree to be whipped and scarred, and you wouldn’t dare force me. The Ambassador knows where I am and he knows the state I’m in. If anything happens then it won’t just be Australia, but the whole of the civilised world that will come crashing down on you. This has gone far enough. Let me and Dimitri go. Please Chief Karinov – show some compassion. Let us both go.”
 

“Okay, you win,” the chief replied. “I will let you go.”
 

Sally looked at him confused; relief and disappointment waging war across her strained emotions. If anything it was annoyance that emerged the victor. Sally piqued that the chief was giving up his quest so easily. It didn’t last!
 

“I will let you go... back to your cell,” the chief continued after a moment’s pause. “If you do not wish to take part in my private punishment as suggested then you will have no part in it whatsoever. But we will leave the doors ajar so you can hear it take place – all aspects of a punishment you have decreed upon Dimitri... Enjoy your revenge, Miss. Hudson. I certainly intend to!”
 





 
  


Chapter 9
 

Sally took her leave, furious with the world. A few minutes later she was back in her cell, the door ajar to let in the sound that was to escape from the torture chamber. She sat on the narrow bed feeling oddly confused. She was so bloody angry – with the chief, with Dimitri, and mostly with herself. She had succumbed so easily, and would have gone further. What an idiot she was to be so easily played. She had acted like a whore, ensnared by the chief’s cock, sucked him off and practically begged to be fucked. Thankfully she managed to resist at the end...
 

‘Thankfully! This is a good result, is it? So why are you sitting here, hideously aroused – wishing you were back in there instead?’
 

Sally’s anger flared. That sodding little voice just wouldn’t give up – torturing her more than any man ever could!
 

Then the voice was gone, to be replaced by another.
 

“You will count these out,” Sally heard the chief order - his voice travelling from the chamber loud and clear, snarling with anger. “Make one mistake and we start over again. Is that clear you despicable dog?”
 

There was a mumbled response.
 

“I SAID – IS THAT CLEAR?” hollered the chief.
 

“Yes,” shouted Dimitri, a hint of defiance to his tone. There was a snap in the air followed by a slash – the sound of leather making contact with flesh.
 

“Arrrgh!” Dimitri cried as Sally winced on the bed.
 

“When you start to show due deference you can start to count,” the chief yelled.
 

“Yes sir! I’m sorry sir!” Dimitri called out.
 

Sally groaned and started rubbing her crotch. Her life was a mess, but there could be no denying that it was an exciting mess – never had she felt so sexually aroused as she’d done over the past few days - and the mastery now being demonstrated by sound, enhanced by her imagination – the chief so dominant, big and butch, oozing power in so many forms – that left Sally writhing in her skin, snarling with hunger for the man.
 

Another snap, another slash, another agonised cry, followed by a shout of, “One!” Sally moaned imagining the scene - that back, that ass, the look in those black eyes, that incredible cock sticking out of his flies, splendid bound nudity, and magnificent uniformed fineness – the homoeroticism a massive turn on for a woman who was very open minded. Picturing the two men, remembering the sex both had given her, Sally’s hand went down the front of her shorts and a finger went up her drizzling cunt – a cunt that had been fucked so wonderfully well by the man she now heard getting whipped for doing the fucking in the place that he did.
 

Snap! Slash! Cries and a count! The beating continued. Sally saw it in her mind – wonderful flesh being flayed by wonderful brutality – two incredible men in a clash of wrath. Sally writhed on her bed, rubbing her clit and frigging her pussy, flashes of remembrance spurring her on: those eyes in the corridor, dark with power; that handsome face so charming in the courtyard; the pain of the flogger, the agony of the belt; that magnificent cock ramming at her cunt, spurting out spunk, drenching her pussy; the power of the chief, the strength of his hand; a single whisper – ‘your total obedience’; that monster of an erection plundering her throat, spurting out spunk into her mouth, so wonderfully delicious.
 

“Five!”
 

“Ten!”
 

The beating progressed, yells of agony accompanying the blows. Sally got up and moved to the door so she could hear all the clearer, masochistically drawn and hideously turned on. By the count of fifteen her shorts were at her knees, Sally listening and groaning, stroking her clit with one hand, frigging her vagina with the other, smacking her lips as she savoured a lingering taste.
 

“Arrrgh!”
 

“Arrrgh!”
 

Dimitri yelled again and again. Then finally weakened but not totally out, a call of, “Twenty!” was mercifully made. Silence ensued, and into that silence Sally was gasping – she could see the scene so clear in her mind: a belt being taken off a pair of uniform trousers; a bare male ass clenching as it waited – the second punishment about to be delivered.
 

“Arrrgh!” howled Dimitri yet another time as new leather met flesh that was full and rounded.
 

The second punishment was harsh. There was no counting here, just a savage attack, the sound of yelling and thunderous cracks as the chief of police delivered his blows to the wayward lieutenant’s straight male ass. For Sally the image was even more arousing – as she listened at the door, she frantically frigged her cunt and rubbed her clit, soaring on the bliss as Dimitri roared out his agony. She had all but collapsed into a massive orgasm when the belting came to a sudden halt.
 

“Now for the real punishment!” the chief yelled.
 

“No! No! No!” Sally heard pleaded.
 

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” Sally screamed in her head, not registering at all that Dimitri called out in English, just as the chief had done. She was too wrapped up in her whorish visualisation, wishing she was there to witness the violation. Was a whipping too high a price to pay for such an amazing treat? No was the answer, definitely not. So why had she declined? But was her freedom too much? Was the threat of imprisonment really a bluff? Could she ever surrender herself totally and completely?
 

‘Of course you could,’
taunted the voice in her head.
‘You want him so much – you want him to claim you. You still want them both when it comes to that. The doors are open. Just run through and tell him. Throw yourself at your master’s feet and beg him to fuck you instead of Dimitri.’
 

“NO! NO!” Sally cried.
 

‘Yes!’
countered the voice.
‘You know I’m always right.’
 

“ARRRGH!” came a scream to break Sally’s thoughts, Dimitri’s howl crashing through the air.
 

Sally’s knees trembled. “ARRRGH!” she cried as well as her orgasm hit her like a ton of bricks.
 

“Shut those doors! I’ll have some privacy now!” yelled the chief. He did so in English, even though his guards spoke it poorly. It was all for the benefit of a girl being played by a master of the game.
 

SLAM!
 

SLAM!
 

The doors were shut. Sally was cut off further from what she so passionately wanted, like a child being punished, locked in her room.
 

Sally collapsed in a heap on the floor, her mind reeling, her orgasmic cunt pulsing, jealous as all hell.
 

‘Total obedience,’
that’s all he’s asking. ‘You’re total obedience then that could be you!’
 

“No! No! No!” Sally cried, but
‘yes’
was echoing in her brain.
 

In the torture chamber, Yuri Karinov was savouring some anal flesh, sliding his massive cock in and out of the body bound to the whipping post.
 

“I must say Dimitri, it really is wonderfully fine – so snug and warm around my shaft – truly makes for an excellent ride.”
 

“It certainly looks very tasty uncle,” Dimitri replied from the chair where he watched the sex, idly stroking his erection, looking forward to his turn at the English actress whose treasures he’d so admired the previous day. “Do you think she fell for it?”
 

“Of course she did!” replied the chief as he continued with his rutting. “You played the part wonderfully! Even I would have thought you were actually being whipped on your bare back, and not protected by the leather covering... Julia has coached you well.”
 

“She is a find indeed,” mused Dimitri, his eyes boring into the English actress’s rump as it was repeatedly slammed by his uncle’s groin. “But was it necessary to involve her like this – hiding her in the anti-chamber to be brought out once the Australian bitch had gone?”
 

“Perhaps not - but I needed to fuck someone after that performance. Julia will say nothing. She enjoys my cock too much... and of course there is the footage which would ruin her career – bound in a pillory, getting shafted from behind, screaming like the cock whore she is – shocking behaviour for a budding young actress. Is that not correct, Julia?”
 

“Yes sir! Oh God, YES SIR! YES! YES!!!”
 

“Foreign women are such sluts!” laughed Yuri as he merrily fucked away, ramming hard meat into one of his many toys. “And soon Dimitri, we shall have another in our collection: Australian Sally. One more twist of the knife and I think we’ll be there. I am so looking forward to enjoying that young woman’s body... time and time again!”
 
  


Chapter
10
 

The following day Sally’s troubled life was sent into freefall when she was collected at dawn by the two simian faced henchmen. With her hands cuffed, she was taken out of the castle through dark and mysterious pathways to a side exit where a police van was waiting.
 

This didn’t strike Sally as particularly good news!
 

“Where are you taking me?” she asked in panic. “I want to see the Australian ambassador. I need to speak to him. I have rights! I have rights! You can’t do this!”
 

Paying no heed to her protests, the men bundled Sally into the back of the van. With a burly henchman sitting either side of her, she was then driven through the city that was coming to life.
 

It was an uncomfortable journey which lasted the best part of an hour. The henchmen chatted across her in Mastrovian, laughing and joking, taking the occasional liberty and pawing at her body. The man to her right was particularly revolting, rubbing his crotch, his penis clearly erect in his pants, whilst leering at Sally, making no attempt to disguise his obvious lust. At one point he got so carried away, he pulled his flies down and brought out his cock – an ugly gnarled bent piece of meat with a gushing purple knob. Sally thought she was going to be forced to suck it, but the man’s sidekick shouted at him and reluctantly he put it away.
 

“He bad, bad, man!” the henchman to the left said in broken English. “Chief cut off his balls if not careful. We not allowed mess around with foreign girls. Chief not like – say bad for reputation of police.”
 

That offered some relief, the chief not wanting her to be interfered with. Then the frustrated man to the right croaked out something in Mastrovian. His friend guffawed loudly at the joke. From the left a hand felt up Sally’s ass.
 

“He say fuck being policeman!” the man reported as he groped Sally’s butt. “Maybe I agree. Perhaps we do better joining the prison service. Then we fuck you every day!”
 

“No!” yelled Sally, all her worst fears confirmed. They were taking her to prison. How could this be!
 

Yes, it was a hideous journey – the men pawing and joking at her expense, fear of her imminent future gnawing at her guts. Sally was relieved when the van came to a halt, but her relief was short lived when she was bundled out the back to see the prison in the morning light. Set in woodlands, it was hardly idyllic – a souvenir from the days of Soviet repression – a gulag of nightmarish design.
 

“New home!” the English speaking henchmen informed. “Nice, yes? Not so nice inside though. Come!”
 

Walking through the prison was a terrifying experience. It was like a pack of wolves had scented blood; the whole place erupting as Sally was frogmarched passed the bar fronted cells. Men leered at her hungrily, hands stretched out in an attempt to paw her, cocks were waved in vulgar promise, lewd remarks were tossed her way, mostly in Mastrovian, but a few in English, making it clear what they intended to do if they ever got the chance.
 

“You unlucky!” cackled the English speaking guard. “Go to women’s wing where only the wardens are naughty! Otherwise you get fucked by all these nice men as well!”
 

No! This couldn’t be happening. The place was indeed hell on earth. How could she possibly survive more than a few weeks? Ten years would be a death sentence. Sally felt totally crushed.
 

She was finally taken to the women’s wing – although some of the hags looked no better than the men. Sally was a bag of shaking nerves by the time she arrived, pleading with the English speaking henchman not to lock her up with anyone else.
 

“Too crowded!” she was informed. “But you lucky! Only one other prisoner in your cell – till trial!”
 

Almost feinting with terror, they arrived at the barred cell. It was with huge relief that Sally saw the occupant, a girl younger than herself, sitting on her cot, clutching herself weeping. When the cell door was opened, she too looked at Sally with obvious relief. Then noticing the henchmen who she clearly recognised, she sprang up and threw herself at the English speaker’s feet – clearly the ‘nice’ guy of the two. Pleas were made, but the girl was brushed off.
 

“She had her chance,” the man reported to Sally. “Some people don’t appreciate good life when have it. Can you imagine! She traded Karinov’s Keep for this!”
 

And with that the cell door was locked and the henchmen walked off, laughing at fickle fate.
 

“Come back!” Sally yelled after them, blinded by terror. “Come back, please! I have something important to say to Chief Karinov!”
 

The English speaking henchman halted, catching his sidekick by the arm to stop him as well. Slowly he turned round then came back to the cell.
 

“Chief very busy man. You give message to me.”
 

“But...”
 

“Okay... enjoy stay,” the man said with a shrug of his shoulders. “Have shower soon... wardens take you there and stay to watch... do more than watch, lucky men.”
 

“No! You can’t let that happen!” yelled Sally, her legs giving way, crippled by fear.
 

“Yes!” insisted the henchman. “Must be clean. Trial tomorrow... you not turn up dirty. Foreign people think we not look after you. Then come back here. Open and shut case – chief have a tape - you bad, bad, girl!”
 

“Oh God! Please help me!”
 

“Me no can do,” the man said with another shrug of his shoulders. “Only chief can help.”
 

“Then tell him... tell him I’ll try.”
 

“Try! That girl try!” the henchman snarled, pointing to Sally’s cellmate. “Not try hard enough. Say no to chief. Not good enough.”
 

“Oh God! Please!” cried Sally falling to her knees, the weight of defeat too heavy to bear.
 

“What?”
 

“Then tell him okay. Tell him I’ll do it.”
 

“Do what?... must say now. I not come back until tomorrow to take to trial.”
 

“Tell him okay – he can have what he wants – my total obedience.”
 

“Smart girl!”
 

The key was produced.
 

Sally’s Mastrovian adventure was about to take a whole new direction.
 
  


Chapter
11
 

“You mean I can use this?” asked Sally, surprised yet again as she gazed at the enormous outdoor pool, the crystal clear water glimmering in the late morning sun.
 

“Of course!” stated the beautiful woman to her side. “The chief will not appreciate you getting fat and flabby. If there are no guests here then use it whenever you wish, and the gym to keep the body toned, the grounds to go jogging in. I’m very keen on tennis if you’re any good at that – there are two excellent courts. But whatever you do, I expect you to keep in tip top shape – the chief will be furious with me if you don’t, and we’ll both end up in serious trouble.”
 

It wasn’t at all what Sally had expected. She had arrived an hour before after a hassle free journey from the prison, and been met on the driveway of the country mansion by this very sexy looking woman who was now showing her around. Tall, elegant, and impeccably outfitted in a light summer dress – she was in her early thirties at a guess, and definitely not Mastrovian – her flowing blonde hair and sparkling blue eyes giving that away. She had introduced herself as Greta and gave the new arrival a guided tour of parts of the house, including a bedroom which was apparently for Sally’s personal use. It all seemed too good to be true.
 

Then a reality check came when Sally was shown the cellars, specifically a cell where there was a naked woman chained to the wall, bearing a pair of golden nipple rings that were tethered to a hook either side of her. Her skin was so fair, it was almost painfully white, and her eyes had the look of a tormented soul.
 

“She did something wrong,” was all Greta had to say on the matter.
 

It was a chilling reminder to Sally of her precarious position before she was brought out into the light at the rear of the mansion where they came upon the pool.
 

“Come!” said Greta. “The chief wishes to speak with you now. I believe he is relaxing in the tropical gardens.”
 

Sally was led to the far end of the swimming pool, through manicured grounds where a few sexy looking girls in skimpy bikinis were at work, finally arriving at a glass dome of breathtaking size. Inside the air was hot and humid - reminding Sally of the time she had spent in Bali. The dome was filled with lush tropical vegetation, squawking parrots and even a stream. The stream led to a pool that looked invitingly cool, and inside which the chief was reclining, arms stretched out wide, looking very relaxed and wonderfully naked.
 

To help ease his tension from the stress of high office, Chief Karinov had an attractive young local girl on each side of his massive chest, orally working, suckling on his big pert nipples, licking the smooth bulky pecs, and lapping at his pits. Two other girls were busy with the chief’s cock and balls. One massaging the nuts under the water and holding the base of the shaft so the cock pointed directly upwards, towering out the pool. The other was merrily impaling herself - crouched over the chief facing away, she bounced up and down, fucking her cunt with the chief’s huge erection.
 

Sally stood beside Greta a few paces away and watched this horny show. It was a world away from the horror of the prison, and Sally felt so grateful for that. But even without that grotesque experience, she would have still felt elated to be here. The chief was a drug, and Sally needed a fix. Being in his presence was a sexual tonic. Seeing him naked, all the better. Seeing him in action was unbelievably arousing, and Sally wanted the ultimate hit.
 

Neither Greta nor Sally said a word. They just watched and waited. Lost in the sex being performed on his body, the chief appeared oblivious to their presence. It was only when the girl riding his cock made way for another to have a turn that Chief Karinov looked in their direction.
 

“Ah! Miss Hudson, you have decided to join my little group of helpers at Karinov’s Keep. I thought you would see sense in the end. Thank you Greta, that will be all for the time being.”
 

“Sir!” Greta said with a curt nod; then she turned and walked away.
 

The chief snapped something in Mastrovian and shooed the girls in the pool away as well. They scampered off looking somewhat relieved.
 

“Local minxes!” the chief said shaking his head dismissively. “They perform for me, but the enthusiasm just isn’t there. Not like your sluttish performance yesterday, Miss Hudson... or should I call you Sally now that you’re part of my household.”
 

Sally nodded her head in agreement, although the choice was hardly hers. The chief would call her whatever he liked – that’s what happens when you became a man’s slave.
 

It was now that the reality of that fact was sinking in. And the reality didn’t seem anywhere near as awful as Sally had feared. It was still a prison, but an amazingly luxurious gilded cage – and that was an amazing man sitting in the tropical pool, with a hell of a cock sticking out of it.
 

“Well don’t just stand there sweating in the heat,” the chief chided. “Take off your clothes and join me in here – you and I need to have a little chat.”
 

Sally did as was asked, happy to give him this piece of total obedience. She quickly stripped naked and climbed into the water, and sat down opposite the chief, gazing at the man who was now her master, in unadulterated lust.
 

The chief explained the situation. And the gist of the matter was that before retiring for the night a document would be signed – Sally would confess to her crime and agree to forego a trial. She was placing herself into the chief’s personal custody for up to five years. If she broke the rules of her detention at Karinov’s Keep (rules which she would never see) then she accepted that she would be returned to the state prison and would serve out the remainder of her sentence there.
 

“You would actually let me go after five years?” Sally asked, having had this explained.
 

“A sir at the end of that would sound better,” Yuri replied as he playfully rubbed Sally’s pussy with his foot under the water. “Greta will mentor you on expected behaviour... but yes – I would give you the choice.”
 

“The choice?” asked Sally, mildly distracted by the big toe that was now prodding at her cunt.
 

“Yes, the choice,” replied the chief with a huge smirk on his face, sure that this fish was totally landed, and revelling in the fun he was now having. “The choice to leave, or if you wish, to stay like Greta has done.”
 

“Really?” asked Sally before she let out a loud moan as her vagina was pierced by a bulky hallux.
 

“Oh yes,” reported the chief, wiggling the toe around inside Sally’s sex. “Greta is an old girl who decided to stay on. She manages the house now - controls everything in my absence, and most things when I’m around. I don’t know what I’d do without her. She goes back home every so often to see her family, but this is where she feels she belongs... She’s Swedish, you know – a bit mature for my tastes now, as I prefer younger flesh, but she’s still an excellent fuck, and I try to oblige her at least once every visit. Her pussy is so pink, and very sweet to the taste. Perhaps I will let you lick her out later on so you can find out for yourself. Would you like that? I quite enjoy watching my bitches pleasure each other – especially if I happen to be fucking one at the time.”
 

“Well, yes sir. If that would amuse you,” replied Sally with a grin. She wasn’t too fussed about licking Greta’s cunt – but any form of sex which involved the chief’s cock would be something she’d happily leap at.
 

“But only if that contract is signed mind,” said the chief wagging his finger.
 

“I understand, sir.”
 

“Now this agreement is for my eyes only, unless it is invoked and I have to cast you to the dogs, which I would do so without any publicity at all. Tomorrow you and I will meet with the ambassador and inform him of my leniency. As far as he is concerned, you will leave Mastrovia to continue with your travels – he’ll be content with that, trust me, I know the type. As for your parents, they deserve a phone call every now and again and a few e-mails and such like. We have the technology to keep them happy. You see, everybody can be happy as long as they give me what I want.”
 

“Total obedience.”
 

“Nothing less will do... I assume Greta showed you the cellars.”
 

“Yes, sir,” said Sally, a shiver running through her at the memory.
 

“And of course you saw the occupant,” continued Yuri. “A Russian! And a very silly young woman who committed a hideous crime several years ago. She has repented and is learning to serve reasonably well, but she spends one day each week in the cellars as a reminder of her sin and what is now expected of her. And you’ll be treated similarly should you fall foul of my temper, which you will do – everyone does. Think of it as a half way house en route to the state prison - a place from which you can return to grace, whereas from the prison, there is no way back.”
 

Sally twigged straight away. “The daughter of the overlord!” she exclaimed. “The one Dimitri...” She paused, wondering what had happened to the lieutenant. If the matter was to be kept quiet, no need for a trial. What was the fate of that poor man?
 

Yuri gave the girl a moment to ponder, knowing fine well where her thoughts were – exactly where he wanted them. “Yes,” he finally said, breaking the silence. “The vain little slut that Dimitri was fooling around with, and who stupidly crossed him along with me as a consequence. She gets special treatment for what she did. You see, Sally - I’m not always so nice. If anyone dares to cross me, or those I hold dear, like that idiot did, then be assured they will regret it a thousand fold.”
 

“And you’ll put me down there – in that...”
 

“That palace, compared to where you could end up... but yes, you will be punished, in many ways. Know this to be your fate before you sign the contract.”
 

“And this was also what Greta faced?”
 

“Of course. I did not keep her as a pampered pet. She was punished when she did wrong, which, in the early days was often.”
 

“Yet she still decided to stay.”
 

“I know it sounds strange, but perhaps you will come to understand having stayed with us for a while. Obedience doesn’t need to be a chore, it can have many rewards. Like taking your revenge on the lieutenant for example – something you passed on...”
 

The chief paused. Sally’s mind wandered back to Dimitri – that wonderful specimen of manhood who had shown her such torment and such glorious pleasure. Her head bowed at the implication of the chief’s words, and she felt such regret.
 

“Now Sally,” the chief continued. “I have something to ask of you. All my foreign helpers here are treated in the same way. As you may have noticed on that Russian, I have a thing about nipple rings. I think they look so lovely on a young woman, and can be such fun to play with. Greta is pierced, and she has lovely big nipples. I so enjoy torturing them, and she has grown to enjoy it. So, Australian Sally, as a sign of your acceptance before you sign the contract, I want you to have your nipples pierced as well, and wear the rings that will mark you as mine.”
 

“Yes sir. No problem at all.”
 

“It might be painful, but I want to feel your pain. When the nipples are pierced I want you sitting on my cock. It is way overdue that we fuck at last, but I’m sure it will have been worth the wait.”
 

Sally grinned, looking at the phallus that towered proudly out of the water. She couldn’t wait to mount it and have the first of many fucks that would be coming her way. “I’m so looking forward to it, sir. I truly am.”
 

“And there is nothing that could make you change your mind,” the chief asked.
 

“Honestly sir,” Sally gushed, and she realised that she was actually going to speak the truth. “I think that even if the prison threat didn’t hang over me, I’d still want to go ahead and take this chance. I know it’s early days, and that I’ll suffer for my mistakes, but if this is my life for the next five years, then I think it’s the best adventure anyone could ever embark on. So no – I don’t think there is anything that would change my opinion. I can’t wait to ride your cock – have that wonderful thing inside me and give you all the pleasure I can with the pain I may feel as my nipples are pierced.”
 

“Then so be it,” said the chief looking mightily pleased. “It’s time you met my nephew who is our only male guest for this weekend, and who you will be servicing as well with your various fuckholes. He will have the honour of piercing you. That is assuming you are still happy to accept your fate and ride my cock as he does so.”
 

Footsteps were heard. Sally gasped in shock as Dimitri appeared holding the equipment for the piercing.
 

“But...”
 

“But life is a bitch,” the chief gleefully reported. “I told you your cunt was mine the moment you walked into my country – I just allowed it to be spread around before I claimed it for my own – claimed your cunt, which I’m going to have many times today, regardless of what you do now. But what else can I claim?”
 

Sally broke into a toothy smile as she gazed at Dimitri, alive and naked. She knew she’d been played and easily beaten by both these men. But she didn’t care. She was happily enslaved. She got up, unplugging her pussy from the chief’s big toe. She crouched over her master, grasped his massive cock and pointed it at her cunt. Sally Hudson plunged down on it, embracing the pain, rejoicing in the bliss as her vagina was stuffed like never before.
 

“My total obedience, sir,” she gasped. “My total obedience for as long as you wish.”
 

THE END
 

But Yuri and Dimitri can be found getting up to mischief again in more...
 

Abuse of Power!
 

Revenge of the Karinovs
 

And
 

Taken by the Karinovs
 
  


Other Books by the Same Author
 

Tales from The Dark Side –
a series of books all based around London’s raunchiest and most exclusive BDSM club, including:
 

 

	
Fisting Night at The Dark Side
– a Japanese dominatrix and her voluptuous flatmate put on a show to remember
 



	
A Walk on The Dark Side
– an intriguing weekend as a novice learns about the life of a submissive
 



	
Spanking Night at The Dark Side
– a naughty schoolgirl has to overcome her fear of public performing
 




 

The ‘Abuse of Power’ Trilogy
– The Karinov men are building a harem of female slaves, in:
 

 

	
Taken by the Karinovs –
two beautiful Scottish sisters fall into a trap they don’t want to escape from
 



	
Revenge of the Karinovs –
a spiteful Russian gets her comeuppance in dramatic style
 



	
Enslaved by the Karinovs –
a spirited Australian learns that resistance is futile and surrender delicious
 




 

Enslaving Kyla
– a would be master saves his relationship by enslaving his girlfriend
 

Dark Reality
– sexual awakening when held captive in the dark
 

The Unseen Master
– an education in BDSM reaches its peak with a man she’s never seen
 

Her Licence to Bondage
– A series of tests as the office assistant applies to become her boss’s slave
 

The Avenger
– renegade spook takes his own revenge on two female Irish terrorists
 

Discovered in Bondage
– a playful experiment in bondage goes wrong when the maintenance man arrives unexpected
 

Becky’s B for Bondage
– making the grade through various tests in bondage
 
  


Write a Review!
 

Readers, remember that in the age of ebooks you are in control of separating the good from the bad. So please take a moment to go back to the site where you purchased this book and leave your opinion about it. You can also go to larger sites (Amazon, Barnes and Noble, GoodReads) and leave your reviews there as well, whether you made your purchase on their site or not. Your opinion counts, and will help other readers make better informed decisions in regards to ebook purchasing.
 

Many thanks.
 

Dan Bruce
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