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PROLOGUE

Colonel Garcia Valmira is a Spanish gentl eman whose extrene
weal th enables himto indulge his bizarre sexual tastes -
without limt or restraint. To this end he has established
a secret ranch or ‘estancia’ in arenote part of the desol ate
‘“Gran Chaco’ district of the Argentine. Its name is “Los
Limtas” and here he keeps sone forty or fifty desirable
young wonen in a state of captivity and the nobst conplete
servitude. These girls have a variety of functions to per-
form they act as donestic servants: They are used as deco-
rative objects: they even perform the role of pieces of
“human furniture'; and, of course, they are the sexual play-
things of the Colonel and any of his specially selected
guests.

In charge of these girls, acting as trainer and overseer
is Mss Judith Sonerton, a wonman of around thirty-five years
of age. Her bland, calm appearance - rather like that of a
devoted nurse, belies her true nature for her chief delight
is toinflict humliation and pain. This she does in ful
nmeasure, her regine is one of iron discipline, and woe beti des
any of her charges that get out of [|ine!

A recent arrival at “Los Linmtas” is a ravishing young
twenty-year-old blonde-haired girl by the nanme of Teresa
Mendoza. Reserved, shy, naturally nodest, she is horrified
to find herself in such an extraordi nary establishnent owned
body and soul by as a slave by Colonel Garcia Valnira.
However she has to face the fact that it is so ... although
she suffers cruelly at Judith Sonerton’s hands before she
finally begins to admt defeat and submit both physically
and nentally to what is denmanded of her

A new guest has arrived at “Los Limtas”. Her nane is
Jani na Casal a bl ack-haired, vivacious natured, young wonen
of the sanme age as Teresa. She is a favoured friend of the
Col onel and, in her teens, grew up with Teresa. Wth the
same kind of upper class background they were good friends
until they fell out over a young nan by the nane of Carlos
Estanza. Oiiginally the friend and | over of Jani na he sw tched



his affections to Teresa and became her first and only | over.
Furious at being jilted thus Jani na never forgave Teresa and
continued to nurse a burning hatred for the girl.

Janina i s unaware of Teresa’'s presence as a slave at “Los
Limtas”. Equally Teresa is unaware that Jani na has arrived
for a stay of several weeks at the ‘estancia’.



CHAPTER ONE

Jani na Casal felt particularly good that norning as she cane
down the wide stairway to the main hall of “Los Limtas”.
She | ooked good too in her skin tight, tight fitting, riding
breeches of black |eather, over-topped by a sinple, |ong
sl eeved, white blouse. The rounded bl ack sonbrero she wore
gave her an air of authority her height did not truly com
mand: she was but five feet four inches tall; a “pocket
Venus” one m ght say. The plaited |eather-riding crop,
whi ch dangled by a | oop fromher wist, added to the air of
authority. She felt at hone alt hough this was only the third
time she had been asked as a visitor to Colonel Valmra's
uni que ‘estancia’ . This, above all, she had |ong ago de-
ci ded, was the environnment which suited her tenperament per-
fectly. Indeed she would have preferred to be a permanent
resident at “Los Limtas” rather than a guest! That, how
ever, was rather nore than she coul d hope for ... even though
she might be a favoured second cousin of the Colonel. He
chose and invited his guests as and when he wi shed. As he
was entitled to; Janina had to accept that.

She paused on the final step of the staircase watching one
of the serving girls cross the hall carrying a silver tray
piled with debris from the breakfast room The girl was
tall, blonde, and noved beautifully: as was customary she
was quite naked but for the traditional brief white apron and
a pair of high-heeled shoes for those on so-called ‘dones-
tic’ duties. Wth a faint, derisive, smle on her Ilips
Jani na observed the bounce of the girl’s breasts and the soft
qui vering of the flesh of her buttocks and thighs. Agirl in
servitude: a slave of the Colonel’s ... and therefore, since
she was a guest, a slave of hers. That was delicious to know
and to feel. That was what nade it so wonderful to cone to
“Los Limtas”. Always, when one was there, one felt com
pletely in control. Absolutely dom nant. Were else innthe
worl d could one feel quite Iike that? Nowhere. At |east not
to the degree one could at “Los Limtas”. One had but to
‘snap’ ones fingers and a servant cane runni ng; indeed grov-



elling; and, by God, they did one’s bidding; to the best of
their ability. |If they didn’t one could have t hem puni shed.
Even if they did one could still have them punished, if one
was in the mood, provided one was persuasively tactful to
that marvel | ous housekeeper Judith Sonerton

Janina recalled, with an inner thrill of pleasure, how she
hersel f had several girls punished, for no particular faults
at all, when she had been on previous visits. They had been
puni shed si nply because she |liked the idea of it ... and she
had been abl e to persuade Judith Sonmerton that it was ‘advi s-
abl e’ .

M nd you one had to ‘ persuade’ that nun-Iike housekeeper;
she did not sinply take one’s word for it automatically. She
was a |law unto herself and, guest or no guest, one had to
abi de by her decision ultimtely. Fair enough, reflected
Jani na, because Judith Sonerton had done, and was doing, a
quite remarkably efficient job. Shed had all those girls,
and there nust be forty or fifty of them eating out of her
hand. And that was putting it mldly! The nore one knew of
the reginme, though, the nore one could understand it. A
faint chill went through Janina as she contenplated the
regine at “Los Linmtas” and she nonentarily put herself in
the place of the tall, lovely, girl who had just passed
through the hall. She shivered nentally at the thought of
what it nmust be like to beinthat girl’s situation ... to be
a prey to the eyes and hands of all in sundry ... to have to
gi ve onesel f to anyone at any time (rman or wonman) i n whatever
they demanded ... to be at their constant beck and cal
to be treated with indifference, disdain and derision ... to
know, constantly, that one coul d be nade to suffer agonies if
one di sobeyed for a second, or in the slightest degree, or
failed to give the satisfaction demanded. Yes, a chill went
through Janina, and then it turned into a flame of pure joy,
Sadistic joy, the joy of know ng that she could comrand and
others had to submt!

She stepped down into the hall

“Grl!’ Her voice rang sharp and cl ear.

The tall blonde, by then sone way down one of the passage-
ways, which led off the hall, stopped in her tracks and
t ur ned.

‘ Come back here’ ordered Janina, flicking her crop agai nst
her bl ack | eather-riding boot. The bl onde cane back, stil
carrying the tray, breasts still bouncing, hips sw nging



si nuously. Janina saw that she had been shaved of all body
hai r.
‘“What is your nanme?’ asked Janina as the blonde sank to

her knees, still carefully supporting the |aden tray; that
was obligatory.

‘K-Kirsten ... Mss’ cane the | ow, nmeek, answer. OCh what
joy it was to be able to command such instant servility!

“Your nationality ... and your age?

‘I ... 1 amDanish ... Mss ... and ... and twenty-five,
Mss’. Five years older than ne, thought Janina gleefully,
and absolutely at ny nmercy! O nearly so anyway.

‘“Well ... Kirsten ... did you not see ne descending the

stairs to the hall? And, having seen ne, should you not have
shown t he proper respect by halting and going to your knees?
asked Janina. Her smile was cold and cruel; she was having
the greatest fun. It was for that one cane to “Los Linitas”

‘I ... | beg p-pardon Mss ... | didn't see you ... Mss
... I ... was intent on ny task Mss’ came the halting
answer. Ch what it nmust be like to have to beg pardon for no
fault at all, thought Jani na delightedly!

‘ That was carel ess of you then, was it not, Kirsten? said
Jani na tapping her crop to her boot. She would very nuch
like to have laid it across the girl ... but that was not
permtted. Only Judith Sonerton punished or, very occasi on-
ally, gave perm ssion to punish. It was the sane for all the
guests of whatever rank. 1In a way, nmuch as she regretted it,
Jani na appreciated the reason.

‘I ... c-can only beg pardon Mss’, said Kirsten. Janina
| oved the way she trenbled. Kirsten had beautiful breasts,
high and firm I|ike big white cooking apples.

‘I shall have to report this matter to Mss Judith; you
under st and?’

‘“Y-Yes ... Mss ...", nodded Kirsten, now even nore pale.
Janina smled slowy and sadistically, |oving every nonent
of it.

‘“You may go now, Kirsten', she said. Kirsten rose with
difficulty for she still had to bal ance her tray. Then she
bobbed with a curtsey before turning; ‘Thank you Mss’, she
sai d.

Still smling Janina watched the quivering bounce of the
flesh of the shapely bottom as Kirsten strode lithely away
again about her duties. It was suprenely satisfying for

Janina to think that, before the day was out, Judith Sonmerton’s



| eat her thong would flail across that bottomjust because of
Janina’s whim Jani na Casal strode across the hall. The day
had begun: and begun well; many pleasures |ay ahead. The
first of those was that she was to go riding with Garcia
Valmra and riding was one of her passions; especially when
the steed was an Arab stallion. By God she’d use her crop on
himuntil he really went |ike the wind! Power! That was the
suprene thing refl ected Jani na Casal, as she wandered about
the main hall, awaiting the arrival of her host. That was
what mattered in |life; what gave one the greatest pleasure.
The power to control, the power to bend others to one’s will;
and it gave Janina the greatest pleasure of all when she had
power over another wonen -particularly if those wonen were
young and attractive. She surveyed, curiously, the por-
traits of Garcia’ s ancestors, which hung, al nost overwhel m
ingly large, upon the walls. Mst of the faces had t he sane,
sallow, lined | ook about them There was al so a hardness and
cruelty in them She could well inagine howthese nen, and
worren, | ong dead had treated their serfs and slaves in pre-
vious centuries. Then any cruelty on underlings had been
bot h expected and permitted. Now, in nodern times, it was

far nore difficult to exercise one's authority. Yet by
skill, determ nation and organisation, Garcia had nanaged
it. He was, one mght say, carrying on the good work

I ndeed, in many ways, he had extended and devel oped t he cruel
practices inbred in him Thank God for that thought Janina.
It was wonderful to know that there was still at |east one
pl ace in the world where one could do as one wi shed. Not for
the first tine she felt herself profoundly grateful for the
fact that she was related to the Col onel, even if distantly,
so that she was able, fromtine to tinme, to satisfy the sane
vicious instincts that were in her bl ood.

Jani na gl anced at her watch. He was late for their ride.
Her riding crop sl apped her boot. She didn't Iike to be kept
waiting. Still, since it was Garcia, she checked her inpa-
tience. At that nonent Judith Sonmerton entered the hall,
com ng through one of the numerous high entrances, clad in
her customary royal blue dress with it’s primwhite collar
and cuffs. Behind her canme two of the slave girls. They
wer e naked but for high-heeled white kid shoes. Each girl
had a heavy iron collar about her neck to which her wists
were shackled. One of the girls was dark, the other fair;
bot h were young and pretty. Janina turned and noved so that



she coul d observe them nore closely, her lips curling with
cruel pleasure.

‘God norning M ss Casal,’ said Judith Sonmerton, her pale
face as conmposed as ever. One nmight as well have supposed
she was | eading a couple of spaniels rather than two nubile
young woren. She was, in fact, taking the two girls to the
Col onel s quarters where they would be forced to submit to
sone decorative-functional role for the next few hours.

‘Good norning Mss Somerton,’ smled Janina pleasantly.
Then her attention went back to the two girls. As it did so
her nmouth opened a little and her eyes wi dened. They were
fastened i ncredul ously on the bl onde. *Teresa!’ She gasped.
‘Teresa ... it is Teresal

The doe-like brown eyes of the blonde dilated in shocked
horror. For it was indeed Teresa. Teresa Mendoza. And she
had been the one-tine girlhood friend of Janina Casal in
Madri d!

Teresa staggered, recoiling as if struck. ‘J-Janina...’
she gasped equally. ‘Janina ... Oh ny God ... J-Janinal’
Janina’s hand went to her nouth, the surprise in her eyes
changing to delight. ‘By the saints,’ she said, ‘it really
is you. It is Teresa! You ... of all people ... here!

Tenporarily taken aback Judith Somerton now recovered her
composure. ‘How dare you girl ... how dare you address a

guest so fanmliarly!’ Her hand sl apped across Teresa’ s nout h.
But, seemingly so nesnerised by the sight of Janina, Teresa
scarcely seened to notice the blow Her eyes renained fixed
on Jani na, growi ng wider, whilst her mouth opened and shut
repeatedly like that of a goldfish, with little, disbeliev-
ing, gasps coming fromit.

‘How dare you, | say! How dare you!’ rasped Mss Judith,
sl apping Teresa’s face twice nore. This seenmed to have the
effect of shaking the girl back to some sort of awareness.
Terror filled her eyes as she tore them away from Jani na.

‘I ... beg ... p-pardon ... Mss,’ she croaked
‘“You'll do nore than that,’ snapped Mss Judith. *You'l
get down and kiss her boots ... and address her w th proper

respect
Colour filled Teresa’ s cheeks and her eyes darted wildly,
this way and that, as she bit her lips. There before her was
her hated rival of forner days ... and there was she, a
hel pl ess subject creature. ‘P-Please ... please ... Mss
" she heard herself choking out, ‘I ... | know ... Janina



it is Teresa!

Teresa ...



. I mnmean ... Mss Janina ... we were friends ...’ She
| ooked inploringly at Janina’s hard little face under the
bl ack sonbrero. Surely ... surely ... in view of their
former rel ationship she would intervene on Teresa’' s behal f!
Per haps (Oh dear God!) seek her rel ease.

Judith’s face remained a nmask. ‘Get down on your knees,
Teresa,’ she said, icily. The discipline of inculcated
obedi ence was already strong enough in Teresa to make her
carry out the order w thout further delay - whatever the
circunstances. M ss Judith was the paramount force in her
life. Every nonment of it she controlled her actions and
rai sed or lowered the degree of nental and physical tornent
she had to endure. Teresa knelt and, bendi ng forward, kissed
the polished black boots before her. “I ...1 ...b-b-beg
pardon ... Mmss ...’ she whispered. ‘Louder ...’ insisted
Mss Judith, ‘and kiss those boots with proper respect!
Teresa said it louder ... several times ... and went on
inmplanting her lips tothe leather. Yet still her mnd could
hardly credit the fact that it was Janina Casal’s boots she
was ki ssing. Those of a forner friend! Could such an incred-
ible thing really be happeni ng?

Jani na’ s shoul ders began to shake with suppressed | augh-
ter

‘Chnmy ... Ohny ... She giggled. ‘Can it possibly be
true? Primlittle Mss Mendoza here ... here of all places!
Vell ...well ... well ... nowisn't that just something!’ Her
dark eyes began to flash as the full inplications of it al
crowded nore and nore upon her

‘I amsorry for this piece of insolence, Mss Casal,’ said
Judith Sonerton. ‘1 can only point out that Teresa has not

been over-long in the Colonel’s service ..

‘Has she not then? replied Janina, eyes flashing ever
nmore avidly as she | ooked down at the crouching naked figure
at her feet, seeing the smooth back and the swelling, curva-
ceous, hindquarters. ‘I see ... | see ...’ Her small white
teeth were now bared and she had an expression of infinite,
cruel, pleasure on her features.

‘1 shall see she is appropriately punished of course, Mss

Casal ,’” said Judith Sonerton.
‘Yes ... you will? There was a sudden brightness in
Janina's eyes. ‘Yes ... yes ... of course,’ she added trying

to look a little nore unconcerned.
‘“Inredi ately, Mss Casal,’ agreed Judith Somerton. Her



agil e m nd had al ready guessed the situation between the two

young wonen ... and, since Janina was a relation of the
Col onel ’ s, and a nmuch favoured guest, she woul d go out of her
way to please her. ‘Get up, girl,’ she ordered the kneeling

Teresa. At that nmonent Col onel Garcia Valmra cane striding
into the hall.

‘Sorry to have kept you waiting, Janina.’ He called, *al
ready?’

Janina was gazing into Teresa's petrified eyes, scarcely
seeming to hear. ‘Yes ... yes ... Garcia,’ she said softly,
almost to herself. ‘lI’mready ...’

The Col onel glanced briefly at the group ... and wth
seem ng indifference. Naked slave girls were as nuch an

everyday part of the decor at “Los Limtas” as were the
f ur ni shi ngs!

Judith Sonmerton’s head nodded perenptorily towards the
passageway fromwhich she and the two girls had just energed.
‘ You know where we are goi ng, Teresa,’ she sai d before gl anc-
ing at the other figure who had stood silent throughout.
“You will remain here until we return, Maria,’ she said,
turni ng on her heel

‘Do cone al ong, Janina,’” said the Colonel, now getting a
little inpatient.

Janina gave Teresa's despairing features a last, |ong,
lingering | ook; and she smiled and smiled. Then she turned
and followed the Colonel fromthe hall. She was bubbling
with such joy inside her that her blood m ght have been
chanpagne. What |uck! What a piece of heavenly | uck! Teresa
Mendoza there as a slave; and, right at that nmoment, being
led away to be punished sinply because she had addressed
Jani na by her Christian nane!

Her arm |inked through the Colonel’s. ‘Garcia ...’ she
sai d.

‘Yes, ny dear?

‘“That girl ... in the hall ...’

‘Yes? Wi ch one?

‘ The bl onde one ...’

‘“Vell, what about her?

‘1 want her as ny personal servant while | amhere, please.’

‘That’s K Just fix it up with Judith Somnerton. She
attends to all those details.’

They enmerged from the house into the stable yard where
their stallions stood ready. The Col onel glanced with sud-



den sharpness at Janina. ‘Any particular reason?

‘Yes,’” smiled Janina looking up at him ‘Her nane is
Teresa Mendoza.’ The Colonel’s brow winkled and a trace of
a smle crossed his face.

‘“Aah ... haa ... yes ... | see. You knew her back in
Madrid, didn't you? For quite a while. Wsn't there some
kind of ... fracas ... between you?

‘There was,’ said Janina shortly. ‘“That little bitch

upset sone plans of mne! She stole a man fromne. She stole
Carl os Estanza.’

The Col onel clicked his teeth. Then, putting his foot
into a stirrup, swung into his saddle. ‘In that case, ny
dear,’ he said, ‘knowing you | wouldn't like to be in her
shoes!”’

Wth a laugh, Janina nounted the stallion that awaited
her. The animal leapt into its stride as her crop cracked
across his flanks and, with her usual arrogant confidence,
she rode fromthe stable yard. The crop cracked again and
again and soon the stallion was at a full gall op down a sandy
track. Wth each crack of the crop she thought of Teresa's
far nore tender flesh. She wondered, as the Col onel cane
raci ng al ongsi de her, what was happening to the girl at that
very nonment. Just to think of it, coupled with the poundi ng
saddl e beneath her, gave her a pleasure so keen that it was
conmparable with that experienced in orgasm



CHAPTER TWO

The door cl osed behind Teresa. There again was that dread
room So plainly furnished with it’s wooden chairs and that
heavy, wooden, table. The table of so nmuch torment for her

and others. She trenbled violently, her heart in her

nmout h, sick with dread. Her nmind was still nunbed with the
awf ul shock of neeting Janina Casal ... let alone with all
that had happened since. Could any tw st of fate been nore
viciously cruel? Ch God ... Ch God ... the inplications of it

were quite, quite unbearable to contenplate! ‘Now Teresa,
what is the nmeaning of this inmpudence? asked Mss Judith.
She | ooked calmy but sternly at Teresa as if she had commi t -
ted some serious crine.

Teresa, clenching her hands, had already been nmade well

aware that “justice”, inits true sense, was an exceedi ngly
scarce commodity at “Los Limtas” ... yet, this tinme, she
felt it must surely be her due. ‘Mss ... Mss Judith ...’
she said, fervently, “it ... it was all a mstake ... | nean,
Mss ... that ... that | knew Janina ... | beg pardon ...I
mean | knew M ss Casal in Madrid ... we were friends ...wwe

grew up together ...’
“And you regard t hat as sone formof excuse?’ asked Judith,
regarding the girl benignly.

Teresa gulped. ‘It ... it was the shock, Mss ... seeing
her Iike that ... | spoke as ... as | would have done ... b-
before ...’

‘Precisely,’” said Judith acidly. ‘Which indicates to ne,

Teresa, despite nunerous verbal and corrective rem nders,
that you are slow to learn. That you do not truly accept
your status of slave ...’

‘l do... | do, Mss ... | swear | do!’ cried the wetched
Teresa, clasping her hands together.

‘ and a slave shows respect for her owner, her over-
seer, and her betters. As guests are,’ continued Judith as
if Teresa had not spoken. ‘She shows it at all tines,
what ever the circunstances. Haven't | told you that
inpressed it on you ... again and agai n?



‘Y-yes ... Mss ... yes ... but ... but ... it was all am
mstake ... | nean to be respectful ... t-truly | did, Mss

" pleaded Teresa. She felt weak and hel pl ess up agai nst
the i npl acabl e, pitiless, wall that Judith invariably erected.
Wirst of all she felt sick to the depths of her being at the
thought that it was on account of Jani na Casal that she was
there, sinply for addressing her by her name. As once had
been such an everyday thing! That was the bitterest of bitter
pills to swallow. Moreover, Teresa sensed quite naturally,
they were but the opening bars of a new synphony of servile
horror that was being conposed just for her

‘What you neant and how you actual ly behaved are two very
different things Teresa,’ said Judith in that matter-of-fact
way of hers. ‘You showed a | ack of self-control and you were
di srespectful. For that you will be punished. Not |east of
all, either, because your behaviour reflected on ny train-
ing.’

She opened one of the drawers of the chest where the
corrective instruments were housed ... and every fibre of
Teresa’s being cried out in mngled protest and fear. Al
t he sanme she remmi ned silent, her knuckles white, her breasts

heaving faster, her eyes filling with un-shed tears.

‘l have a very good m nd to cane you,’ said Judith, taking
out the rod and flexing it. ‘l am sure M ss Casal would
approve of that ...’ Teresa felt the icicles of terror stab
at her vitals at the sight of the dreaded |length of supple
willow OCh no ... surely she could not be caned for such a
simple ... so unavoidable ... a fault! And Janina would
approve! Oh yes ... yes ... how true that was! That evil

creature would certainly approve!l A great choking sob burst
from Teresa and big tears began to roll slowy down her
cheeks. There was nothing she could say or do that woul d be
of any use. She just had to accept whatever was decreed.

‘ However,’ continued Judith, laying the cane on top of the

chest of drawers, ‘I will make sone all owance on this occa-
sion. Your stay here has not been all that long ... and the
circunstances were a little exceptional. Perhaps a strap-
ping will suffice.’

Teresa felt relief. Absurdly, perhaps, but it is a fact.
Her relief | essened when she saw Judith take fromthe drawer
not the single | eather thong but the doubl e thong!

‘Cet yourself across the table, girl,’” came the relentless
order.



Rubbery- kneed, Teresa noved towards the heavy tinbers of
the tabl etop. She dared not hesitate, or protest, and plead
further ... she knewthe folly of that. Coming to the side
of the table, at its centre, she bent over it, her sobs
com ng faster, her soft belly pressed to the rough hardness
of the wood. Oh the inhumanity of it! GCh the horror! She
felt her nates already tw tching and trenbling at the thought

of what nust cone. Her wrists were unshackled from her
col |l ar. Then, stretching her arns forward, she felt her
wists re-secured by tight cords ... and she knew then the
fashion in which she would be punished. Sometines she was
made to lie flat along the length of the table ... spread-
eagled ... wists and ankles secured at each corner. Some-
times (as on this occasion) she had to lie across it ... her

| egs then being drawn under the table and fastened to the
bound wists by a length of cord. This neant that the edge
of the table cut cruelly into her belly and flanks and t hat
her hindquarters were drawn into a tight curve, the flesh

stretched. It was, she had been made aware, a nost painfu
way in which to be punished.

Her ankles were pulled under the table ... the length of
cord fromher wists was fastened to them ... her buttocks
curved taught, the cleft w dened and Teresa found herself
qui te hel pl ess. As many tinmes before; and this was all
Janina’s doing! For nothing ... for nothing!

‘MMercy ... Mss ... ohh have ... nmercy ...’ she found
hersel f croaking, despite knowing the futility of it. ‘I
didn’t mean it ... ohhhhhh ... | didn't ... | didn t!

Judith Sonerton made no reply to this but sinply picked up
the doubl e-thonged strap. Each thong, glistening softly
with oil, was eighteen inches long, two inches wide and a
quarter of an inch thick. The thongs swng high ... and
| ashed across the hel pl ess, naked, bottomflesh ... Ch God

. the agony of it! And for nothing. No ... no... worse ..
for Janina. The agony of bitter hate in Teresa s heart was
al rost worse than the sheer physical tornent.

Tt t hhwwaaaccckkkkkkkk

It came again. Double agony. Two swathes of fire, not
one. Two swat hes that had her withing uncontrollably as the
gasping screans jetted from her throat.

‘ Merceeeeeee!’ she cried, ‘Merceeeeeee!’ Oh God, how nany
was she to get? For nothing ... for nothing ..

No ... not for nothing. For Janina s pleasure. For



Janina’ s pl easure by proxy!.
Tt t hhwwwaaaccckkkkkkkk

Again ... and again the awful searing torment. Unbeliev-
able inits ferocity ... yet having to be believed. Because
it was there ... there ... contorting her frenziedly, chok-

ing her throat with breathl ess gasping cries.
Tt t hhwwwaaaccckkkkkkkk

Again ... again worse. Because now the burning, burning
swat hes overlaid those that had cone before.
‘Aaaiii eeeeee ... mnm nerceeeeeee ... eeeeee!

Judi th gave her none. She was not one to whom nmercy cane
with any ease. Wth the sane full swing of her right arm...
with the same venom using every ounce of her strength, she
brought down the strap for the fifth tine.

Tt t hhwwwaaaccckkkkkkkk

The doubl e swat hes of fire fl amed once agai n across Teresa's
squi rm ng bottom and once nore a cacophony of sound filled
that small, bare, room

Aaai i i eeeeee ... aaaaaaggghhh ... eeeeeggggghhhhh

The fifth stroke delivered (or internms of actual striping
it was the tenth) Judith stepped back and surveyed her handi -
work. The long, bright, welts encircled the quaking but-
tocks. Burning welts. Mst salutary welts. Yes ... Teresa
woul d have | earnt a good | esson

O course there was nothing on earth to have stopped her
continuing to lay the doubl e-thonged strap across Teresa if
she had so wi shed. Indeed there were girls who had received
as many as twenty at one tinme fromit before then! But that
was for serious faults! Teresa’s was a conparatively m nor
one though Judith had deliberately not made it appear so
No, five strokes were enough for such an offence. Judith
kept her own ‘code’. She rarely punished indiscrimnately;
smal | faults, mnor punishnents; serious faults, severe pun-
i shment! That was Judith Sonerton’s “justice” and she abi ded
by it however nuch she m ght be tenpted to bend the rules for
her own gratification on occasions!

Havi ng replaced the strap in the drawer she released the
sobbi ng Teresa fromover the table and ordered her to stand
erect. Teresa, her eyes red-rimed with tears, did so with
difficulty.

‘Do you think that will teach you to be nore respectful to
guests in future, Teresa? Judith demanded.

“Y-yer ... mmmff ... y-yer ... essss ... Mss ... y-yesss



Mss ...’ answered Teresa, nodding vigorously. ©h, how
wel | she under st ood!

“And now,’ went on Judith, ‘I will make the | esson even
more clear to you.’” She went back to the drawer and Teresa
froze. ‘I do not like uncontrolled tongues. Thiswll, | am

sure, help you control yours in future.’

From the drawer she took an object shaped like a small
pear and made of |ead. This she brought over to Teresa who
took a step back in fear.

‘ Open your nouth,’ ordered Judith, '‘Wde.’

‘P-Please ...’ whinpered Teresa, not quite know ng what
was to happen but sensing it.

‘ Open your mouth,’ rasped Judith, ‘or I will have you over
that table and give you another five!’

Teresa opened her nouth quickly. And wide. The |eaden
pear was slippedintoit. Teresa half-retched as she felt it
filling her nmouth, forcing it wi de open, and pressing to the
back of her throat. Then, in nonents, Judith had produced a
strap whi ch she place over and around Teresa' s mouth, buck-
ling it at the back of her neck. And buckling it tight.
Teresa choked, tear-filled eyes bul gi ng.

‘“When she returns fromher ride | shall informM ss Casal
you are wearing this gag,’ said Judith calmy, ‘1 shall tell
her that it is part of your punishnment for letting your
tongue run away with you. At the sane tinme | shall tell her
that you have been strapped for that offence. Beyond that |
shall tell Mss Casal that it is entirely up to her as to
when the gag is removed. |I|s that clear, Teresa?

Teresa could only make a pitiful whinpering sound in re-
ply, but she nodded her head.

‘“Very well then,’” said Judith, ‘“we will nowreturn to the
hall and | shall assign you your duties, with Maria, in your
master’s quarters. Follow ne.’

Weeping silently, but bitterly, Teresa stunbled after the
strai ght -backed figure of Judith Sonerton as the door was
opened. Once again she had been punished. Cruelly and
unjustly. Once again she was filled with utter despair. But
now t hat despair was all the greater. For Teresa knewin her
heart that nowthat Jani na Casal was a guest at “Los Linitas”
her tornments, nental, enotional and physical, were going to
be even greater.

Back in the corridor the portly, mddl e-aged, figure of a nan



appr oached. ‘Good nmorning, Mss Sonerton,’ he said, his
fleshy lips partinginasnletoreveal large, white, teeth.

‘ Good Morni ng, Baron,’ answered Judith, ‘1 hope you passed
a pl easant night?

‘I did indeed,’” answered the Baron, snmling even nore
broadly. He was heavily yow ed, very Germanic in appear-
ance, and what little was left of his hair was cl ose-cropped
and grizzled. His pale blue eyes turned to Teresa who nade
the obligatory act of obei sance before a guest by goi ng down
on her knees and bowi ng her head. ‘One of your |adies been
naughty then?’ he asked.

‘I am afraid so,” answered Judith with her usual, calm
gravity. ‘You will appreciate, | amsure, that it is neces-
sary for me to maintain a reginme of the strictest discipline
here. Oten what nmight normally be considered mnor faults
cannot be overl ooked.’

“Ah ... quite so,’ nodded the Baron while his eyes de-
voured Teresa with lustful interest. ‘This one’s new here,
isn’t she? What's her nane?

‘Her nane is Teresa, Baron,’ Judith said sinply. ‘Yes she

is new here. Stand up, Teresa.

Teresa stood up with trenbling dread, the agony of shane
filling her as it had done often before when she had to
endure being inspected by a guest. Her eyes were so a-brim
with tears that she saw only the paunchy figure before her
through a misty haze. Then, suddenly, she was hideously
aware of hands fondling her breasts.

‘Quite a dish,” the Baron was saying gutturally, ‘How
ol d?

A violent shudder went through Teresa. The another
and another. But, by a trenendous effort of will, she did
not tw st herself away or actually recoil. Unfortunately
for her Teresa had done so on the previous occasion that a
guest had simlarly maul ed her. That had resulted in one of
those visits to the dreaded room she had just left ... to
receive a caning for what Judith ternmed her ‘i nmpudence for
not subnmitting to the honour bestowed upon her!’ Now, put to
the test again, Teresa found sufficient self-control to sub-
mt. Repellent as it was it was better than having to submt
to sonmething far worse. As she knew she woul d have to from
Judi t h.

‘She’ s just twenty,’ said Judith, answering Baron Newrann’'s
quest i on.



“Hmm ... and very well devel oped. Very ...’ said the
Baron. He liked them blonde; and young; and with the firm
shapel i ness t hat Teresa possessed. Wth one finger he flipped
the little netal tab on the belt about Teresa's waist (the
one whi ch announced the Col onel’s ownership of her). ‘Pity
about this,’ he said.

Judi th Sonerton made no direct coment nerely saying rat her

primy, ‘Perhaps, Baron Newrann, it will not be there when
you are next a guest here.’

A shudder ran through Teresa again at those words ... with
their inplication that, once the Col onel had his fill of her,

she would be freely available to any guest. Oh God! The
i ncredi ble horror of it!

‘No, perhaps not,’ grinned the Baron as he waddl ed off
down the corridor, after one, final, lingering, glance of
Teresa’s curvaceousness. Colonel Valmra was a strange man
he reflected. O, perhaps, he was sinply a man of iron wll
How, otherw se, was it possible for himto have in his house
- perhaps for weeks or even nonths - such a dish as that
young Teresa and not make use of her? Make use of her in
every, delightful, way? It certainly was amazing. But then
he told hinself nore philosophically, if one had so nuch
delicious flesh about as the Col onel, perhaps one woul d act
differently. He wondered. 1t was certainly something pl easing
to wonder about.

Maria was in precisely the sane place in the hall as Teresa
came al ongside her once nore. It had been no nore than a
quarter of an hour since she had been in precisely that sane
spot. Yet what a miniature world of varying torment she had
endured in that short space of tinme! And what torment she
still endured!

Wth a perenptory nod Judith indicated that the two girls
shoul d fol l ow her and soon the entered the ‘ Master Suite’ as
it was sonetinmes known. Several girls had al ready been set
about their duties by Judith: four were unconfortably pos-
tured as chair supports; the supports of the heavy gl ass
tabl et op knelt notionl ess and beautifully naked. Less utili -
tarian, but certainly nost eye-catching, was the centrepiece
decoration of the room There was al ways one of these and it
was usual |y positioned on a round table set in alarge al cove
in one corner of the roomfacing the big sweep of the main
wi ndows. The centre-piece on this occasion (sonething al-



ways arranged with great care, and attention to detail, by
Judith) was a nude woman whose prinme function, apart from
di spl ayi ng her own charns, was to act as holder for a silver
fl ower vase. Though she lay on her belly her torso was
twi sted so that her breasts thrust to the centre of the room
This thrust was enphasised by the backward positioning of
the arns and there was the tiniest of rosebuds clipped to
each nipple. Further, larger, roses were arranged attrac-
tively in the woman’s flowi ng, dark brown, hair. But that
was not the main display. That was in the silver vase. This
was supported above the woman’s body and was massed with
roses.

Judith conducted her two charges into one of the smaller
roons that led off the main roomof the Master Suite. This
room acted as the Col onel’s study but guests were pernitted
touseit as awiting roomif they so wi shed. The part that
Teresa and Maria would play in this set-up was a sinple one:
they would act as supports for the thick, glass, desktop.
However they would not kneel on hands or knees as did the
worman who supported the gl ass topped table in the main room
for that would nean the desk would be too low. Each girl
woul d kneel erect, several feet apart, and the top woul d rest
on their shoul ders, the head going through a circular holein
the glass. Thus, while they took the weight, the head of
each girl would act as a kind of ‘ornanent’ on top of the
desk facing anyone who sat at it. Through the glass their
naked curves coul d be seen

The neck col | ars havi ng been renoved Judith positioned the
two girls on their knees and settled the gl ass top over them
Then the arnms of each were pulled tightly back behind them
and fastened by a thong at the elbows to ensure naxinmum
uplift of the breasts. Wth the supports settled, the top
firmy in position, Judith arranged Blotting Pad, Silver
I nkwel |, Pens and so on, as well as a vase of flowers, upon
t he desktop. She stepped back and surveyed her work wi th her
customary conposed air of efficiency, seem ngly unaware of -
or certainly indifferent to - the | ook of pleading despair in
Teresa’'s eyes and the tears that trickled silently down her
cheeks. That pear-gag was already a choking, jawstretch-
ing, tornent she devoutly desired woul d be renoved. But no
hope of that. Under no circunstances did a slave girl at
“Los Limtas” address a guest with famliarity and not suf-
fer for it!



A final adjustrment to the fl ower display and Judith turned
and left the study. Teresa and Maria renmained in kneeling
silence only the gentle heaving of their breasts and the
occasional tw tching of the features or the body fl esh indi-
cating that they were not scul ptured supports but Iiving,
human, creatures. There they would remain, for a mninmm
peri od of four hours, performng their function as ‘furnish-
ing objects’ ... remmining whether the function, or the
service, they performed was used or not. The fact that they
were there - available for use - was what was required.

Col onel Garcia Valmra w shed it so; and what he w shed
was sol!

Teresa continued to weep silently for a long tinme. She
did not weep only because of the gag she had to endure, not
simply because of the burning-smarting strap welts across
her buttocks, sufficient though these things m ght have been
in themsel ves; she wept because her mind was filled with the
spectre of Janina Casal: that trim figure in the riding
outfit: those flashing, dark, cruel eyes: eyes that were
alight with cruel delight: that mouth that tw sted in cruel
scorn: that voice unable to hide its gl ee at the announcenent
that puni shnent was to be neted out.

That arrogant young woman, striding with riding swtch
swinging fromher wist ... The wonan who had once been her
equal ; the woman whom she had nade a deadly eneny ... The
worman who had long thirsted for revenge; and who was now in
the perfect position to practice it ... It was in this
worman’ s power that Teresa now knew she was even though she
m ght actually be owned by the Col onel. Through his power
over her Janina had power over her. Littl e wonder that
Teresa wept. She was aware that woman (especially a woman
out for revenge) can be cruellest to her own ki nd!



CHAPTER THREE

Janina Casal lit a cigarette, drewon it, then expelled the
snoke slowy. It trickled frombetween her red |ips and down
her nostrils. Her dark eyes glinted, as she | ooked down on
the naked figure of Teresa who was kneeling erect on a | ow
wooden stool with her hands cl asped at the back of her neck

The iron pear-gag was still firmly and cruelly in place.

‘I never thought such a thing would happen ... could
happen ...’ said Janina softly and with evil relish. ‘But it
has. You ... YOU... of all people, Teresa ... are ny sl ave.

I couldn’t have thought of anyone better if I'd tried. After
what you did to ne back in Madrid, you little bitch. After
you stole Carlos fromnme. As you did, you harl ot!

Janina’'s eyes flashed dangerously as Teresa shook her
bl onde head fromside to side. The kneeling girl’s eyes were
little round saucers of dismay and terror; every half nminute
or so she was shaken by a convul sion of trenbling. She could
not but be aware that, bad as things had been for her before,
they could not be worse than this.

‘Are you denying it? snarled Janina, seizing the blonde
head of hair and rocking it fromside to side

Teresa agai n shook her head. This tine to deny that she
was not denying Janina' s statenment whereas a few nonents
before she had instinctively done so. She knew she had no
opti on.

‘I should hope not,” smiled Janina, releasing the hair,
‘It doesn’'t pay a slave of nmne to lie to me. How do you
think Mss Judith would react if | reported that to her?

Natural ly Teresa coul d nake no answer. Her |ong eyel ashes
blinked and two large tears rolled slowy down her cheeks.

‘l can guess,’ went on Janina, ‘I know what happened to
you this norning just for speaking to ne as you did. GCot a
strapping didn't you? | reckon if | told Mss Judith you
started lying to me during the first ten mnutes after you'd
been sent to nme you' d get a caning. In fact I’d nmake a strong
reconmendati on.’



Anot her of those trenbling shudders ran through Teresa.
She knew Jani na nmeant every word she said ... and delighted
init.

“1"1l 1ook at that backside of yours, by the way,’ said
Janina. ‘To see how the correction left it. Conme on, turn
around and get it up girl!

Teresa’'s eyes pleaded nonentarily. Then despairing res-
ignation filled them before she turned and thrust up her
hi nd-quarters in the abject fashion demanded when they had
thus to be di spl ayed or presented for randompuni shnent. The
deepest humiliation filled her with the know edge it was
Jani na who gazed upon her and who delighted to observe the
flesh that still burnt.

“Hmm... yes ...’ said Janina after a fewnonents, ‘that’s
a pretty colour | nmust say. You got quite a leathering. |
woul d Iike to have seen it.’

“Just as, | am sure, Carlos would like to see you so
invitingly displayed as you are now ... A deep sob from
Teresa, her head bowed | ower.

‘Did you often get it from behind from hin? enquired
Jani na.

Anot her deep sob and the bowed head bowed sl owy.

‘“You' re not lying to ne, are you? demanded Jani na sharply.
She snmiled as she saw the w dened nates twitch in sudden
apprehension. Again the bowed head shook. ‘But when you
did, you liked it, eh? persisted Janina.

For a nmoment Teresa was still, then, summoning her wll,
she nodded slightly. A peal of l|laughter canme from Janina.
‘Ch | bet you did you randy little trollop’ she said, ‘1 bet
you liked it in any and every way from him A beautiful
strong boy he was. In every way. OCh yes, |I'mquite sure you
loved it!’

The bare shoul ders heaved as the cruel jibing words rained
on Teresa’s head.

‘“Vell, nowthat you re here as one of the Col onel’s sl aves,
you' Il get plenty of fucking |I’msure. Once he' s taken what
he wants hinself ... and you no |onger have to wear that
little ‘chastity belt’. As you knowit will be w th anybody
and everybody who wants a feel of you. | wonder how you'll
i ke that? Especially when you have to give a performance in
public to amuse some of the guests. Oh yes | wonder how
you' Il like that!’

“Al'l 1 do knowis that |I shall enjoy watching it, whenever



it happens, whether it’s on this trip or ny next.’ Janina
| aughed evilly again. ‘Yes ... it will be sonething to see
“Mss Primand-Proper” well and truly put to work! That’s
what we cal |l ed you, renenber? Ch what a good pious, girl you
were! But, all the same, you couldn’t resist opening your
| egs quickly enough when Carlos showed you that |ength of
hi s’

To have a gentle, true, and romantic love affair (her
first) spoken of in this deliberately crude fashion was to
pile cruelty upon cruelty for Teresa. Janina knew it and
revelled init. For Teresa had been genuinely in love with
Carl os Estanza; only after much del ay and deep heart - search-
i ng had she finally surrendered herself to her man after they
had been officially engaged for six nmonths. For her it had
been a suprenely beautiful, though rare, experience. Al-
ways, afterwards, she was plagued by guilt feelings. As she
had al ways feared God woul d puni sh her: and He was puni shi ng
her on this earth ... could it be worse in the next?

“All right, kneel up again,’ ordered Janina crisply. Teresa
did so whilst her cheeks flushed a bright pink wth shane.
She coul d scarcely bear to neet her tornentor’s eyes yet she
knew she nmust. She saw them dancing with sadistic delight.
‘I bet you d like to get that thing out of your nouth,’ said
Janina, ‘but Mss Judith informs nethat it is entirely upto
me; | amconsidering the matter ...’ Janina went over to the
cabi net and poured herself a | arge Scot ch-on-the-Rocks. She
was wearing a short-1ength housecoat of a black, |acy, nmate-
rial and a pair of calf length boots - of highly polished
scarlet leather - with very high ‘spike heels. Her snooth
thi ghs were I vory white bel owthe short coat. Black and Red:
they were her favourite colours and they suited her person-
ality. She seated herself on a couch, crossed her |egs, and
si pped her drink never ceasing to eye Teresa like a cat
wat chi ng a nouse

‘Slave ...’ she said softly, alnost to herself it seened.
‘It inplies so much. Conplete subm ssion and absol ute obe-
di ence. I shall have both from you, Teresa.’ She paused
twirling her glass, ‘One day, when the Col onel has finished
with you here, | may well ask himif | can buy you from him
I rather think | should |like to own you. Permanently | nean
We shall see. It will give you something to think about
anyway. '’

Teresa’'s |l ovely high, rounded, breasts quivered softly as



she trenbled with dread in that convul sive way.

‘The idea doesn’'t seemto appeal to you,’ sniled Janina,
‘“Well that’s understandable | suppose. Mss Judith’s in
charge of your training and discipline here, | realise. |If
| owned you | would be in charge. | would be able to dea
with you personally: nmake your backside squirmw th ny own
rods and whips: every day if | w shed: whenever it took ny
fancy in fact.’” Janina lit another cigarette. ‘You may, at
the nonment, consider Mss Judith a stern task mistress ..
but | think you would cone to regard her as a ninistering
angel when conpared with ne!’

The words were spoken with such venom that Teresa swayed
on the stool as if struck. Horror was piling on horror as
her dreaded future was being reveal ed piece by piece: and
this girl, of her own age and background, had once been her
friend and constant conpanion. A heavy silence reigned
while Janina slowy finished her cigarette and then her
drink. Then she rose, unfastened the short housecoat and
slipped it off. Beneath she wore only a brief bra and panty
set of the same scarlet colour as her boots. Her figure
smal l er than Teresa's, was excellent - a true “pocket Ve-
nus”. She stood legs alittle astride, hands on hi ps, before
Ter esa.

Carlos had me nany tines, before he net you,’ she said
calmy, ‘I allowed himto do so because | wanted to marry him
and t hus possess himconpletely. For nmy own reasons - apart
fromhis wealth. | did not enjoy him certainly not as you
did, I know. For... you may not be aware of the fact that |
do not particularly care for nmen in that way. | tolerate
themin bed but | do not particularly enjoy them ny true
pl easures lie el sewhere. They always have done to sone
degree ... and increasingly so in recent years.’ Janina
smled and took a step closer to Teresa. ‘Aml beginning to
make nysel f clear, Slave? she asked.

An added | ook of dread terror had now cone into Teresa's
eyes: she | ooked both desperate and di sbelieving.

‘In case it is not quite clear to you,’ added Janina, ‘I
will leave you in no doubt, Teresa. | ama Lesbhian ...

Once again Teresa swayed on the stool, shaking her head
i ncredul ously.

Janina’'s smle widened. °‘You understand now, ny slave, in
what capacity you will serve ne, do you not?

Teresa’'s eyes rolled back in her head and she swayed even



further. This tine she fell sideways to the floor. Despite
the stinulant she had received before being sent to Janina
she had fainted clean away.

Havi ng been prined earlier by Judith, Janina gave her victim
a further injection and then enployed the snelling salts.
Thus Teresa was brought swi ftly back to full sensibility and
the horrors of reality. Once nore she was ordered to knee
on the stool: once nore she |ooked up into Janina s hard,
gl oating, features. A new dinmension had now been added to
her ever-continui ng mental and physical tornent. Teresa was
now aware that Janina was not only a vicious sadist but a
pervert as well; and it was the kind of perversion which
Teresa’'s whol e, sensitive, being recoiled fromw th the big-
gest revul sion.

‘You seened nore than surprised by what | told you,’ said
Janina, smling faintly. She had begun to unfasten the
buckling strap about the lower part of Teresa s face and
despite everything, a bright gleamof relief came into the

girl’s eyes. ‘Shocked, | would say. It seens you had ne all
wrong, Teresa. | was not of fended on sexual grounds when you
took Carlos away fromnme. Not at all. It was sinply on the
grounds that you had done it at all. You might say ny pride

was wounded - since | had other, very different plans for him
- however it is now your pride that is being wounded - even
nmor e so! Jani na renoved the pear-gag and tossed it, with the
strap, onto the floor. A deep, sighing, groan of relief cane
fromTeresa as, for the first tinme in hours, she was able to
cl ose her wi de-stretched nouth, to have her tongue |oose
and be free of the constant sensation of near choking.

‘That’ s rather nore confortable, isn’t it? grinned Janina.

It took Teresa quite a while to answer. Her nouth seened
to have dried up and her vocal chords felt as if they were
atrophied. ‘Ugh ...u-ugh ... y-yer ... y-yes ... ss ... M
mss ...’ she nanaged to choke out at last. Oh God! Wat a
joy it was to have that gag out! She felt she would do
anything rather than ever have it put back again.

‘What do you say Teresa? asked Janina. |t was by no nmeans
her first visit to “Los Limtas” and she knew al |l the conven-
tional formul ae and response of slave submi ssion which were
conventional ly taught and proceeded with.

‘Th-thank ... you ... Mss ... for r-renoving the g-gag

" whi spered Teresa hoarsely.



Janina smled wickedly again. It really was a delight to
be thanked for such a thing and she knew the effort it nust

cost Teresa. ‘Is that all? she enquired.

‘Thank y-you ... for ... f-for h-having ne c-corrected for
my faults Mss,’ croaked Teresa.

A nod cane fromJanina. ‘That's better,’ she said. ‘But
don’t forget, slave, that if ever | disapprove of your tongue
again that gag will go back instantly and for a I|onger
peri od. What’s nore | shall see to it you get another
strapping. How many strokes did you get, by the way?

‘Five Mss ...’ cane the answer.

‘Five?” Janina’s pencil thin eyebrows arched. ‘It |ooks
more. Ahhhh ... yes ... perhaps M ss Judith used a ‘ doubl e-

thonged’ tawse, eh?

‘Ye-Yes, MMss,’ nodded the wetched Teresa. One part of
her mnd could still scarcely, truly, let her believe that
this was actual ly Jani na who had caused her to be treated so
cruel ly; Jani na, who had her so conpletely in her power, and,
woul d be crueller yet! But it was! Ch God it was! It seened
to Teresa that her heart nust burst with the bitter despair
and angui sh which filled it - not to nmention the icy terror

‘Mss Judith, | am sure, has a ‘triple-thonged tawse.’
said Janina. ‘Next time, if there is a next tine, | shall
ask her to use that. Understood?

‘Yes ... Mss ...’ Teresa was truly hunble and servile in

the tone of her reply for all the turmoil of her inner
enotions. Long ago, fromJudith, she had | earnt the w sdom
of such a tone whatever the circunstances. Al the sane she

was conscious of the nmore intense effort of will required
when doi ng so facing Janina.
‘Right,” said the dark-haired young vixen. ‘I wll now

have an overt and practical denonstration of the respect you
woul d wi sh to show your newy acquired Mstress. You wll

lick my boots Teresa. Every inch of them Down here ... on
your hands and knees ...’ She pointed to the carpeted fl oor
where, with no delay, Teresa canme and postured herself ab-
jectly. Instant obedi ence was another, hard |earned, |es-

son. Wthalittle, snug, smle of satisfaction on her face
Jani na | ooked down, watching the tongue slave with servile
zeal ousness, watching the nouth press and press, again and
again. She saw, too, the white snoot hness of Teresa' s back,
the hour-glass swell of her hind-quarters as she bent, the
pi nk-red swat hes across the buttocks which were left by the



tawse that norning. It was good. It was very good. A nonent
to be truly treasured. Although she had power over girls
simlarly enslaved before, never had she felt such an exqui -
site thrill as with Teresa. A thrill which nmade her throb
deep down inside. O course it was the previous relationship
that made the difference. That, coupled with the opportunity
for a personal revenge. This creature, she thought, is com

pletely and utterly at my mercy. | knowit ... and she knows
it. Janina's pulse began to throb nore urgently. Thi s
cerenonial licking of the boots was but a prelimnary to a

far nmore inti mate kind of servitude that Teresa woul d have to
undert ake!

“Al'l right, that will do,” she said at last. After some
five mnutes even Janina could find no lack in the degree of
‘respect’ shown by Teresa’'s nouth and tongue. Teresa knelt
meekly erect, biting her lips in an effort to maintain her
self-control that was being tested to the limt.

‘Now sl ave’ said Janina in a deep, soft, voice, ‘you may
rise. Then you will renove nmy brassiere and knickers ...’
she saw t he | ook of desperate, deep despairing, terror that
flashed through her victims eyes. |t added to her pl easure.

Slowmy Teresa rose to her feet and, with trenbling fingers
carried out the order. First the brassiere cane away reveal -
ing Janina’s firm apple round, breasts with their strong
dark, nipples. Then the brief knickers were eased down ...
over the swell of the hips ... slipping over the white thighs

reveal i ng taut, round, buttocks of an lvory white. Flesh,
thought Teresa with a self-pitying stab that knifed through
her heart, that has never known the bl azing torment of cor-
rective treatnent. Janina stepped formthe little knickers
and ki cked them aside casually. She was aware of Teresa's
eyes upon the firmcurvaceousness of her trimfigure and the
vel vet flawl essness of her skin. She gently firmed up her
breasts and then ran her hands over the snooth curve of her
bell to brush lightly over the dark down of her triangle.
She snmiled a smile that was both cruel and sensuous.

‘Now you will serve me truly, slave,’” she said in that
same, soft, voice. ‘Well and truly. As | wish. And, after
what | have told you, you know what | w sh!’

Teresa’'s agitation increased visibly. She trenbled nore
violently, her features quivered, and she quite | ost contro
of her mouth. Very obviously she was torn between the terror
of the consequences of refusal and the horrors of obedi ence!



Janina knew it as she noved on her high heels to the couch;
and Janina loved it! She stretched herself |anguidly on the
satin covering, one again firm ng her breasts, sighing softly
as she splayed her thighs a little.

‘Come here slave. Crawl to your Mstress. Cone ... craw
and serve her. As she wi shes ...’

Breasts heaving as the sobs burst fromher Teresa fell to
her knees. The white shoul ders heaved equal ly as she craw ed
to the couch. The agony in her mind was |like a white fl ane;
every fibre of her being screamed out in natural rebellion

‘MMercy ... mmnmerc ... ee ... mmstress ...’ she heard
hersel f choking out. 1t was involuntary, uncontrollable for
deep down she knew both the futility and the danger of it.

‘Mercy?’ Janina’s voice took on a sudden, sharper, note
‘What do you nean by ‘Mercy’, slave? Is it not an honour to
serve your Mstress in any way she wi shes?

Teresa knew t he answer she had to give ... so she gave it.
‘Y-Yes ... yes ... Mstress ... it is ... an ... an honour

‘Then why do you ask for Mercy? persisted Janina. Her
eyes were flashing with cruel pleasure. Hotly lustful as she
was for the feel of her victimis reluctant lips she was
delighted by Teresa’s all too obvious revul sion for the task
she had to do. That woul d make the performance all the nore
enj oyabl e.

Teresa could find no reply to Janina’s question. Still on
hands and knees she raise tear-filled eyes nmutely and im
pl oringly.

“Answer me!’ rasped Janina.

Sonet hing i nside Teresa seened to snap. To answer woul d
betray her in error as much as no answer! She was trapped on
the barbs of Janina’ s verbal venom Wth a novenent beyond
her will to control she flung herself forward, clasping at
Janina’'s scarlet boots, clasping them and slavering over
them as she panted out her pleas.

‘OO0h ... MMstress ... spare ne ... oooh ... s-spare nme
MMstress ... | beg you! OGoooo ... MM stress ... don’t
make me ... don’t, oh-d-don’t! For the love of God don’t!’

Jani na | ooked down at the bent bl onde head and t he heavi ng
whi te shoul ders: her lips were curling in pure, undisgui sed,
joy; it was a nonment of exquisite exultation for her. The
nmore Teresa protested and pl eaded the nore she liked it. In
the end Teresa woul d be made to do as she had been ordered,



however nuch it went agai nst her instincts, however nuch it
repel | ed her.

‘MMstress ... Mstress ...’ cried Teresa, her voice
rising on a note of sem -hysteria, ‘I can't ... ooooh ... |
| ... can't ... | GGCANT!"

The smle left Janina’s lips to be replaced by a thin red
line of cruelty. *“Can’t? she queried disbelievingly. ‘Can’t,
slave?” It was if Teresa had said sonething bl asphenous.

Teresa, still slavering, and well aware of the danger she
was in, went on slobbering and begging for forgiveness.
Surely this girl she had one had as her closest friend and
confidant would understand? Surely she would spare Teresa

from such an act knowi ng how she felt? Surely ... surely!
‘Forgive mme ... MMstress ... please | beg you ... b-but

you must understand ... Mstress ... surely you nust
understand ... M Mstress!’ babbled Teresa.

‘1 understand all right!’ There was a hal f-snarl in Janina’s
voi ce. She kicked Teresa sharply in the softness of her

belly before getting to her feet. ‘I understand that you
have committed an act of flagrant disobedi ence, slave. Un-
der nost serious circunstances too. | gave you a direct

order and you refused to carry it out. Mss Judith will not
be at all pleased when she hears about this!’

‘“No ...0000! No ... o0o000!" Teresa's cries cane up in a
wai |l fromthe floor at the nention of Judith’s nanme. Wth a
convul sive nmovenment she scranbled across the room on all
fours after Janina who was striding to the desk. ‘“I’'Il doit

Il do it ... I wwll ... MMstress ... | WWLL!"’
Once nore she was clasping at Janina s boots and once nore
she received a painful kick in the belly for her pains.

‘Too late for that now,’ said Janina icily, seating her-
self at the desk. ‘You have been wilfully disobedient,
Teresa, and, quite naturally, disobedience is one thing I
will not tolerate in a slave. Nor would any sel f-respecting
M stress. Mss Judith, | amsure, is |ike-mnded. She wll
hear about this matter imediately.’

Jani na pi cked up a pen and began to scribble a note whil st
Teresa, sobbing like a child in utter defeat, remained grov-
elling on the floor.

‘“CGet up!’ The commuand was crisp, coldly authoritative.
Teresa got up, trembling weakly, as Janina handed her a
seal ed note.

‘Take this to Mss Judith. It outlines what happened.’



Janina’'s dark eyes were dancing. She could scarcely have
felt happier in the know edge of what her action would bring

down upon Ter esa. ‘Naturally | have asked for you to be
soundly punished,’” she said coolly. ‘In fact | have sug-
gested that you be caned. Mst soundly caned, girl. Wen

you return here, do not doubt, there will be little to find
fault with in matters of obedi ence. Now go!’

Jani na pointed a perenptory finger to the door and, al npst
sightless with tears, the wetched Teresa stunbl ed towards
it.



CHAPTER FOUR

M ss Judith shook her head sorrowfully. O so it seened. ‘I
cannot understand you, child,’” she said, lowering the note
whi ch Teresa had handed to her. She was in her own quarters
where she had retired early to relax for the evening. Teresa's
arrival was an unexpected, but not entirely unwel cone, in-
trusion since disciplinary matters were generally dealt with
during the day. In cases, where a guest made special re-
quest, there could be exceptions and this was such a case.
‘Il had to strap you, and gag you, for a piece of gross
i nsol ence this norning. Then, not so nany hours later, |
find you have been flagrantly di sobedient to your new M s-
tress to whom you earlier showed such a |lack of respect.
Have you | earnt not hing since you have been here Teresa? Is
your backsi de so insensitive it cannot transmt its suffer-
ing to your brain and will - for you to act upon?

Teresa remai ned dunmb, head hangi ng. She knew what ever
response she nade would be of little consequence. She was
there, at Janina’ s instigation, to be cruelly punished, and
cruel ly punished she woul d be, whatever she now prom sed,
however much she pl eaded.

‘I try,’” continued Judith, ‘fromthe very beginning ... by
word and deed ... to inpress on every girl who cones to serve
the Col onel’s household, that she is a slave and nust obey
those she serves wi thout question and w thout hesitation.
Did | not do so with you?

‘Y-Yes ... MMss ...’ answered Teresa managing to find
words this tine.

“You have been puni shed for previous failures?

‘Yes ... MMss ...’ nodded Teresa m serably.

‘Wth both Strap and Rod?’

“Y-Yesss ... mrff ... mff ... MMss ...’

Judith shook her head a little wearily. ‘But that does
not seemto have made sufficient inpression on you,’ she said
| ooking at the note again. ‘At the first true test of your

submi ssiveness you fail. Oobviously you are nore wilful and



stubborn than I thought. Therefore | can only assunme | have
been too lenient. Sinply a question of ny being mstaken
about your character.’

Too lenient! Teresa's mnd reeled at the gross injustice
and i nhumanity of the words. Only in “Los Limtas” could
they have been uttered.

‘That, however, can be renedied in future,’ continued

Judith. “You are by no neans the first girl of an obstinate
nature to pass through my hands. Not one have | failed to
make as supple as the softest glove by the time | have
finished with her.’

Teresa was noved to protest. ‘Mss ... oh ... MMss ...
| s-swear | amnot obstinate! | s-swear it! I ... | try ...
to obey ... I dotry ... | dotry ... | swear!’

Al this was true and, naturally, Judith knewit. Teresa
was far frombei ng obstinate in the normal sense of the word;
only in “Los Limtas” could she be so descri bed!

‘“Words,’” said Judith in that sanme, alnobst weary, way
‘Always | hear so many and so often. Always | have to repeat
that it is ‘deeds’ which count in a slave.’

‘But ... but ... Mss ... | was a-asked ... | nean
ordered ... to ... todo ... to do sonething ... s-so ... so

." Teresa’s voice tailed off as Judith regarded her with
somet hing akin to amazenent.

‘The fact that you dare to query the orders that are given
you only serves to reinforce what | have already said,’
Judith said calmy and coldly. ‘It also fully justifies your
M stress in requesting that you be soundly puni shed. And so
you will be, girl.” No one was better aware than Judith the
bitterness those words would instil in Teresa since she had
learnt in some detail fromJanina of the previous relation-
ship between the two. ‘It will not be necessary to take you
to the Punishnent Room | shall deal with you here.

Pale, trenbling, Teresa watched as Judith rose from her
chair. The older woman was not wearing her famliar blue
dress with white collar and cuffs but a richly enbroidered
full length, housecoat with | ong sl eeves. This she slipped
from her body and the action strangely startled Teresa.
Beneath the housecoat, apart from her nornal calf-Ilength
boots, Judith wore a tight-fitting leotard of thin, fine
quality, black leather. This leotard had a |aced-in section
at the waist and this enphasised the hourglass swell of
Judith’s powerful figure. Despite the fact that she herself



went constantly naked (except for the “chastity belt”) Teresa
felt alnost a sense of indecency at seeing her taskm stress
so revealingly clad. Not that Judith was in any way exposed.
It was, sinmply, that Teresa saw her for the first tine as a
splendidly built wonman. It was an odd sensation and a
frightening one too. The thought flashed in her nind that
Judith m ght have the sane predilections as Janina, and in
this her instincts woul d have been correct, but these thoughts
and sensations were driven from her mnd by the steadily
mounting terror of what nust cone.

H ps swinging Judith went to one of the nunerous, glass
panel | ed, wall cupboards. Teresa had a glinpse of the ‘cor-
rective arnmoury’ that was kept there before her eyes shud-
dered away in anguished horror. There were chains, mana-
cles, leather ‘restrainers’, rods, birches and whi ps of every
ki nd.

‘“Your M stress suggests a caning,’ said Judith as she
studied the array. ‘I think a birching would better neet the
case!’

Teresa felt a freezing of her blood at the words; and the
monstrous injustice of being so savagely treated for what
was, truly, no fault at all but an instinctive, natural
reaction burnt like a brand into her. Al the nore so as it

was Janina who was the root cause. Once nore she found
hersel f on her knees pl eadi ng abjectly.

‘But ... but, Mss ... Mss ... | said | would d-do
anything for ny Mstress! | did ... Mss ... and | swear
will ... I will do anything for her ... | swear it!

‘That is not the point Teresa,’ replied Judith coldly.
‘You di sobeyed her order. That is the point! Naturally you
want ed t o change your m nd after the inevitabl e consequences
becane apparent.’” There were three or four birches of the
traditional kind (bushy with slimtw gs) hangi ng ready. Her
eyes ran over them Then they alighted on one that hung at
the end of the row and she nmade her decision. It was a nuch-
feared instrunment known as the “Quinqua” and it was not, in
the true sense of the word, areal birchat all. Inthe first
place it was not conposed of birch tw gs but of slivers of
fl exi bl e whal ebone, each one about the thickness of a knit-
ting needle. There were five such slivers - hence the nane
of the instrunent -and they were fastened together at the
handl e end, being bound together by silver wire for a length
of sonme six inches. This binding formed the grip. Wen the



“Qui nqua” was swung the five slivers splayed out each fall-
ing individually, but simultaneously on the flesh; thin but
deep-biting streaks of fiery tornent.

Teresa recoil ed when she sawit. Her hands went up as if

to protect herself. ‘“N-No ...o00000!" she cried despair-
ingly. She cried out again when Judith swng it experinen-
tally through the air. ‘OHHHHH ... NO... OO’ The sound of

t he whi stling whal ebone switches was an agony in itself.

‘After you have felt this across your backside,’” said
Judith nenacingly, ‘I think you will have the nost intense
desire to be far nore obedi ent and subm ssive to your M s-
tress!’

From the cupboard she took sone wist and ankle cuffs
Then she cl osed the mrrored door, tossed the deadly instru-
ment to one side, and stepped before her victim

‘Merc ... eee ... nmerc ... eee ... Teresa was gasping

“Stand up,’ ordered Judith relentlessly. ‘This instant!’

Sonehow Teresa managed to obey and found the cuffs being
fastened on to her wists and ankles. The cuffs were of
|l eather with short Iengths of chain attached. A | eat her
collar was fastened about her neck

‘Over there ...’ Judith notioned Teresa towards a heavy,
ol d-fashi oned, |eather arnthair that stood on the far side
of the room It had been specially adapted to serve the

purpose it did whenever Judith punished in the privacy of her
own apartnent; it had small fastenings at a nunber of points
(to which the cuff chains could be attached) and nmeking it
convenient for a culprit to be secured in a nunber of posi-
tions. She could be placed with her back in the seat, her
| egs being raised up and fastened to the back of the chair;
she could be secured in a half-kneeling posture bent over
either side arm she could be secured over the nassive,
curving, back of the chair with her head down in the seat.
It was this latter position which Judith chose for Teresa.

‘CGet yourself over the back of that,’ she ordered

Teresa was now so petrified she was past further pleading
or any thought of resistance. Either, she knew, would only
make matters worse. Meekly, still sobbing, she placed her
belly against the curve of the chair and bent down. The
| eather felt cold to her skin as she | ooked down into the
seat of the chair. She felt her left ankle secured to one
side of the chair, then her right ankle secured to t he ot her
her |inmbs being straddl ed apart. Next her wists were dealt



with in turn, each being fastened on each side of the chair,
down near the front castors. Special retaining clips fas-
tened into the links of the chains of the wist cuffs and, in
order that this could be achieved, her arns, |egs and body
had to be stretched to the limt. The flesh of her thighs
strained and the flesh of her bottom tautened into an up-
lifted, swelling, curve. It was the perfect position for
such a puni shment to be adm nistered; perfect fromthe ad-
mnistrator’s point of viewthat is! Finally, as a finishing
touch, the chain of the neck collar was fastened to a snal
retainer set at the front of the chair.

Teresa, strained and stretched, was conpletely i mobi-
lised; quite hel pless; and no one knew better than her how
even nore acutely agonising would be the torment upon the
tautened flesh of her thrusting, naked, hindquarters when
added to the effects of the tawse earlier that norning!

Judith noved to pick up the whal ebone birch: fanmliar as
such matters were to her she could not deny the repeated
pl easure they gave. They were neat and drink to one of her
tenperanent especially when her victim was one of excep-
tional loveliness. As Teresa was, Judith had to admt that,
of all the many ‘bloons’ in the Colonel’s ‘rose garden’ as
beautiful as any she had seen for quite sone tine. In
addition there was the question of her tenperanent: her
nat ural sweetness and shyness: her instinctive nodesty and
reserve; such qualities added to the pl easure when one was
engaged in moulding a girl perfectly to one’s wll.

Hoar se, gasping, sounds were conming from the depths of
Teresa’'s throat as Judith gave the whal ebone birch a couple
nmore experinental ‘sw shes’ and a final, piteous, desperate
pl ea burst fromher. ‘Oooohhh ... for the |ove of God ... h-
have nerceee ... oooohhh ... have p-pity onmnme ... ee ...’
Taut as the flesh on her buttocks was it twitched and quiv-
ered with involuntary dread.

A rare, faint, smle passed over Judith’s pale lips and
the ook on her normally passive face was one of unusual
eagerness as she positioned herself and neasured by eye the
thrusting curve of Teresa' s hindquarters with the “Quinqua”
She nade no response to the plea but said, clearly, and with

cold venom ‘Perhaps this will teach you, one and for al
time girl, that | demand, and will have, absol ute obedi ence
fromyou!’

Judith swivelled and the “Qui nqua” swung high in the air.



Then it swept down, the slim flexible, slivers splaying, to
fall slashingly across the hel pless flesh. Five individua
slivers of whal ebone biting simltaneously! Biting deep and
fierily. Encircling the twin nounds of the tautened nates

raising five long, curving weals, ... weals that |eapt
over the wi dened cleft between those nates. A terrible how
burst from Teresa and her blonde head jerked up and down.
But only back fractionally because she was held by the short
| ength of chain attached to her neck-collar. Yet, agonising
as the torment was, she could withe only mnimally so tightly
was she pulled and stretched over the back of the chair by
her bonds. All the sanme the quivering, tw tching and shud-
dering contacting of her flesh was anpl e evi dence of the pain
that flamed through her; each of those weals was like a red
hot wire placed over already tender skin. Wres that blazed
suddenly and continued to burn relentlessly. The first
gaspi ng how becane a piercing screamthat rose higher and
hi gher. Unhurriedly Judith noved her position so that she
stood on the right side of her victim Then, just as the
screans began to subside a little, the “Quinqua” was swung
again with equal venom This time, however, Judith swung it
wi th a backhand sweep to ensure it was Teresa’s left buttock
cheek that took the full brunt of the whip-lashing tips of
whal ebone. Those last few biting inches that produced the
greatest tornment of all!

Once nore the howing screans rang out filling the room
with al nbst inhunan sound. Once nore Teresa jerked and
squirmed within the small linmts that the cuffs and chains

permtted. Judith stepped back to the left-hand side. Now
t he whal ebone ti ps cane sweepi ng down to fall on the tenderest

flesh of all ... the flesh of the thigh just beneath the | eft
buttock cheek. This time the tips bit into the tender
vel vet - snoot hness of the inner thigh. The cacophony of

sound intensified although it had scarcely seemed possible
that it could. And there was a greater cacophony when the
right received identical treatnent! At measured intervals
two nore strokes fell across the quaking flesh of Teresa's
hel pl ess bottom ... Once nore it fell across each thigh in
turn ... Before two nore final strokes fell nercilessly
across the juddering |l acerated buttocks ... Ten strokes had
fallen in sonething less than a mnute yet fifty thin weals
striped Teresa's agonised flesh. Each one an individua
torment to receive; each one an individual torment to live
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Wit h. Little wonder that, for all the stinulants she had
received, Teresa had reached the linmts of her endurance and
was half-fainting by the time Judith tossed the “CQuinqua”
asi de. Pain she had known in plenty since she had arrived at
“Los Limtas”, but never such concentrated pain in so short
atine. Death (the one escape ever denied to her) woul d have
i ndeed been wel cone in those nonents!

Sonet hi ng of the cal minpressiveness returned to Judith’s
features as she surveyed her handi work t hough her eyes | ooked
a little hot. She noted that, wherever one weal crossed
anot her, there was a purpl e hue and i n perhaps a dozen pl aces
the skin had lightly broken and little beads of blood had
appeared. She had not intended that but, no matter, she had
means of making qui ck remedi es for such cases. It was rare,
she reflected, for any girl to escape at |east one such
severe flogging during the course of her initiation and
training; there had to cone a nonent to break them com
pl etely. That nmonent coul d well have cone for Teresa. Judith
waved a bottle of snmelling salts under Teresa’'s nose to
ensure that she was fully sensible to the excruciating burn-
ing of the punishnent. There was to be no escape; not for
one nonent. Still stretched hel plessly Teresa' s back and
shoul ders heaved wi th her groaning sobs. The whiteness of
that flesh was in startling contrast to the red-flaning area
bel owthe waist. Afull five m nutes passed and Judith spoke
not a word. Teresa continued to heave and sob, npaning
i ncoherently. She was experiencing to the limt the pain of
her puni shnment. That pain was etching itself into her brain
and into every fibre of her being. She knew, through the
m asma of past and present tornent, that she would never
di sobey an order again; no natter what it was; no matter what
it cost her. For anything ... anything ... was to be pre-
ferred to what she had suffered and continued to suffer. O
that she was quite sure! She was quite defeated; quite bro-
ken. She was a true sl ave.

“You will report back to your Mstress ... and you will take
this note with you ...” It was sonething over half an hour
| ater and Judith was seated at her desk witing on the back
of the note Janina had originally sent to her. Teresa knelt
to one side of the desk; she was very pale and silent -
except for the occasional deep, dry, shuddering sob. There
was a bl ank, stunned, ook in her w de-set brown eyes.



‘...init,’” continued Judith, ‘I have expl ai ned the nature

of your punishnent. The effects of it she will see for
hersel f. | have also told her that, if she detects any
di sobedi ence whatsoever in you in the future, | wsh the
matter to be reported to ne at once. | have assured her that
the flogging you would then receive would be of increased
severity ...’

One of those deep, noani ng, sobs shook Teresa setting her
breast-fl esh quivering softly.

‘Do | make nyself quite clear Teresa?

‘Y-Yes ... Mss ...’ Teresa's voice was | ow but distinct.
The very epitonme of nmeekness and humlity.

Judith turned in her chair, having seal ed the envel ope
and | ooked down at the shivering creature whose last rem
nants of will and pride she had just destroyed. ‘I do not
want to have to go on puni shing you, believe nme,’” she said in
her cool matronly voice, ‘It gives ne no pleasure.’” The
hypocrisy of her words did not concern her at all. *All |
want is for you to be a subm ssive and obedi ent slave in the
Col onel * s househol d.’

‘That, surely, is not too nuch to ask? Admttedly you may
think that Fate has dealt harshly with you but you nust

accept it. You nust put all other thoughts ... particularly

your previous life ... fromyour mnd. That, | amsure you

will agree, is where you have erred in the past Teresa.’
‘Yes, Mss ...’ Again Teresa's reply was |ow yet clear;

and conpletely servile.
“You nmust, fromnow on, realise you have no rights. None.

Just duti es. You are a slave girl whose sole duty is to
serve and please ...’
‘Yes ... MMss ...

“Youwill be called onto do that in many ways i n t he weeks
and nont hs ahead. Never forget that, one day, the Col onel
hi nsel f may honour you. You nust prepare yourself enotion-
ally and nentally for that now ...’

Anot her shuddering sob from Teresa.

‘... and you coul d, perhaps, inmagi ne what woul d happen i f
you happened to displease himin any way. Yes?

‘Yes, Mss ...

‘Later, after fulfilling that honour, you may find favour
in the eyes of sone of the male guests who cone here. You
must prepare yourself for that as well. Think on these

things fully and carefully Teresa. Meanwhi | e serve your



Mstress to the limt of your ability. |In whatever way she
demands.’

Judith smled aconfortinglittle smle and noti oned Teresa
to rise. Wncing the girl got stiffly to her feet. She
gasped and noaned with the intensification of pain. It felt
as if the flesh over her hindquarters had shrunk by a quar-
ter. Electric wires of pain stabbed through her relent-
| essly. She swayed and cl asped the edge of the desk to
prevent herself from falling. A quarter of an hour or so
earlier a special solution had been applied to her | acerated
flesh. It had stung so excruciatingly that Teresa had al nost
fainted again. Then a healing salve cream had been rubbed
into her (it was one that was remarkably speedy and effica-
cious) and the cooling relief of that had been a joyous, if
tenporary, benefit. Now it’s effects seened to have worn
of f; nmoreover Teresa felt rather |ight-headed.

‘Here ... drink this, ny child ...” Judith’s voice was
kind and not herly. Her arm was suddenly about Teresa and
there was a glass of liquid at the girl’s lips. ‘It wll
make you feel nmuch better ... and stronger.’

Teresa drank the liquid. It had a sharp but not unpl eas-
ant flavour. Judith, holding the glass, was suddenly in-
tensely conscious of the ripe, young, naked body against
her . Desire stirred in her but she quickly and sternly
repressed it. The time would come when she would enjoy
Teresa to the full. At her leisure. For the nonent, in such
matters, a guest had priority. Like a good, true, servant
Judith was very strict about such matters. All the same her
hand ran gently and soothingly up and down Teresa s snooth
back and she pulled her close so that she could feel the
breasts, belly, and thighs against her.

‘Is that better? she enquired solicitously when the gl ass
was enpty. Teresa's head was al ready clearing and a renewed
vitality seeped into her veins.

‘Yes, Mss,’ Teresa answered |ooking up into that calm
nun-1li ke, face. Who could ever believe any wonman with such
a face could be so cruel?

‘“Now you will try and be a better girl in future, won't you
Teresa?' said Judith.

‘Yes Mss ... | really will Teresa neant it. She felt
a strange feeling of weakness yet confort in the firmess of
Judith’s clasp. Like a naughty child with a firm but just,
nmot her. She realised, oddly, that she no | onger hated Judith:



she feared her ... yes ... felt overpowered by her ... yes;
but she did not hate her

‘CGood,’ said Judith softly. Then, slowy, her head bent
and she ki ssed Teresa full on the mouth. It was a kiss from
whi ch Teresa did not recoil. I ndeed she responded to it.
Then, suddenly, she was clinging to Judith's scantily clad
body. dinging and cl aspi ng whil st fl oods of tears came from
her.

“Chhh ... ohhh ... MMss ... nmmmffff ... mmmffff ... |
| want to be ... b-better ... I wwant to ... nmmmffff
mmmffff ... s-serve ... and ... a-and ... p-please you
| do ... | do!”

Judith smled, half-dreamly. ‘Excellent ... excellent

. she sighed. It really was nost gratifying. Just as she
woul d have w shed. She savoured the touch of Teresa's pal -
pitating body before easing the girl from her. Then she

ki ssed her again. ‘You understand now why | had to punish
you so severely?’ she asked
‘Yes ... MMss ... yes ...’ nodded Teresa. In some

strange way it now seened to her that Judith had good cause.
‘*So what do you wish to say?

‘Th-Thank you ... for ... for c-correcting ne, Mss ...
replied Teresa. It was the expected fornula but thistine it
was sonething nore. The formula had a genuine ring of

conviction in it. Again, in sone strange way, Teresa felt
that she actually did have sonething to thank Judith for;
after all, was it not better and easier, at long last, to be
proud and rebellious no | onger but neek and subm ssive? Yes

yes ... surely it was! And that’s what Judith had done
for her!

The ol der wonman sighed benignly. ‘Yes ... yes ... very
good,’ she said, alnbpst to herself. She had, indeed, con-
quered. Then her hand ran down, |ower, down to the burning
area of buttock flesh, her finger feeling the nmultiple,
thin, ridges. Teresa wi nced and gasped even at that [|ight

touch. *But never forget Teresa,’ Judith added, ‘whenever
the need arises to correct you - even if the fault nay seem
mnor - | shall do so. You will feel the strap and the cane
and even the birch if need be ... if ever you give cause

or if ever | deemit necessary. |Is that fully understood?
‘Yes ... oh yes ... Mss,’ answered Teresa. It was,

i ndeed, fully understood.
“Al'l right. You may go along to your M stress now,’ said



Judith. ‘Do not forget to take the note with you.’ Teresa
pi cked up the note fromthe desk then, before turning to the
door, she fell to her knees and kissed Judith’s boots. She
did it quite naturally ... as an act of obedience ... to
denonstrat e openly her subm ssion. New found but deep-seat ed.
Then she rose and noved to the door. Her natural grace of
carriage was only slightly marred by the stiffness of her
movenent induced by her nortified flesh. Contentedly serene
Judi th wat ched her go

Jani na had not noved. She still lay sprawl ed on the couch
naked but for her scarlet boots. One would have thought tine
had stood still since Teresa had left the room But for
Teresa it certainly had not ... and what a world of differ-

ence that interval had nade! Having knocked and been sum
moned to enter she had gone at once to her knees to cone
crawl ing to the couch.

‘“Well,’ said the cold, [anguid, voice fromabove her, ‘D d
you get a good cani ng sl ave?
‘No ... Mstress ...’ came the answer.

‘No?’ Jani na sounded both surprised and angry.

Hunbly keeping her eyes |lowered Teresa handed her the
envel ope. She felt alnost, if not quite, the sanme degree of
meek servitude towards Jani na as she had towards Judith.

Certainly she felt a greater degree of dread for Janina.
For, although Judith m ght be the executive of pain, it was
Janina who was its director and it was Janina, Teresa real -
i sed, in whose power she was truly held. *‘The note expl ains,
M stress,’ she said.

Janina ripped it open. ‘Aaahh ... aaahh ...’ she said,
the tone of her voice changing. ‘A birching, eh? Then M ss
Judith was certainly displeased with you. As | expected
Quite rightly. Show nme, slave.’ Teresa turned and, ab-
jectly, displayed her | acerated hindquarters. Janina s hand
flewto her nouth and she al nost gasped. M God, she thought,
she certainly has had a flogging. The throb of sadistic joy
mounted within her. She felt not an atomof pity. It was
simply good to know it had all been her doing. ‘I imagine
you nust be feeling nore contrite now,’ she said after a
prol onged contenpl ati on of the havoc that had been w ought.

‘Yes, Mstress ...

“And with a strong desire to be instantly obedi ent to your
M stress, slave?



“Y-Yes ... oh yes ... Mstress ...’

Janina smled with cruel delight. Wat heavenly words!
And wi th such true servility were they spoken! ‘You know | am
advi sed to send you back again if need be?

The weal striped nates contracted and quivered convul -
sively and Janina’'s smle w dened.

‘Yes ... Mstress ...’ said Teresa hoarsely.

‘I hope for your sake that will not be necessary,’ said
Jani na conpl acently. She sprawl ed back vol uptuously on the
cushi ons of the couch, her white thighs splaying. ‘You may
come and please me ... in the way that you know | wi sh,
sl ave,’ she said. The pleasure of power and the nounting
sex-lust were now mingling and flowi ng |i ke hot wi ne through
her veins.

Teresa turned. She crawled to the edge of the couch,
i nsi nuated hersel f uponit, slipping between the snooth flesh
of the parted thighs. Before her she sawthe coral pink Iips
rai sed and ready. They seened to pout with their very
eagerness. Desperately Teresa fought down all those natu-
ral, yet so dangerous, instincts. You are a slave, she kept
repeating to herself, and you nmust do whatever those who own
you may desire.

“You will begin by just using your lips,’ said Janina, ‘I
will tell you when to use your tongue.’

The bl onde head noved. A little shudder ran through
Janina at that first, exquisite, contact. Then cane a nur-
muring sigh and her eyes half cl osed as the soft Iips contin-
ued to kiss and kiss with slavish zeal. This, she thought,
is Teresa. Teresa ... all subm ssion. Conquered conpletely.
The thought stirred the fires of her lust and her shudders of
delight increased. Oblivious to everything but the neces-
sity of carrying out her odious task Teresa's nouth pressed
and pressed with unremtting zeal and urgency. It hadto ...
it had to! She felt Janina s shudders; felt the increasing
war m wet ness of the ful some, quivering, |ips upon which her
mout h worked. It had to ... it had to!

There was a nore prol onged shudder fromJani na acconpani ed
by a breathless, gasping, noan. The white thighs closed,
cl anpi ng agai nst Teresa’s cheeks, pinioning her in a sexual
prison. Then, after a fewnonents, she heard Jani na’ s voice,
| ow and husky, ‘Now use your tongue, slave,’ it said.

Teresa’'s tongue probed, flickered and thrusting into the
hot, liquid, depths. Agai n and agai n. Agai n and agai n.



Now use your tongue, slave



Never pausing; ever urgent. It had to ... it had to! Soon
Jani na was squirmng and panting with delight. One nonent
her thi ghs were spread wi de the next they were cl anpi ng ti ght
on Teresa' s cheeks. Never, it seenmed to Janina, had she
known such exquisite pleasure. The fact that Teresa was
| acking in expertise was of no matter. The fact that it was
Teresa who was tongui ng her so assi duously nore t han conpen-
sated for that! Haunches jerking, Janina spent herself with
a sudden viol ence, her hands gripping Teresa s bl onde head
as if she were fearful she would escape her, though the
fierce clanping and encircling of the thighs nade that im
possi ble in any event.

‘A-Aahh ... a-aahh ... ny slave ... aahh ... you'll do
this for ne ... every day ... aahh yes ... yes ...’ she
gasped, ‘twice ... three tines ... whenever | want ... Aahh

yes ... you will ... you WLL!" Hal f-suffocating, drown-

ing in Janina s warm succul ence Teresa continued to tongue
and tongue. She was a slave. Janina’'s slave; and that was
her duty. She nust continue until her young M stress ordered
her to stop. That she knew and that she accepted. Janina
continued to squirm continued to gasp and noan, her nouth
open a little, her features heavy with lust. ‘Aahh yes ..
yes ... nore ... nore ...’ she sighed, her back arching, her
whol e body abandoned, vibrating ever-nounting pl easure. For
this was but a beginning. It would be a quarter of an hour

half an hour, maybe ... and several clinmxes |ater,
before she was fully sl aked. And before her exhausted sl ave
was permitted to cease from her duties



CHAPTER FIVE

‘When are you going to have your fun and ganmes with the
Mendoza girl ?

It was Jani na Casal who asked the question of her host,
the Colonel, Garcia Valmra. It was late norning and they
wer e both seated in the Col onel’s private apartnents. Janina
had now been at “Los Limitas” for sonething |ike a fortnight
for the last ten days of which Teresa Mendoza had been her
personal slave; conpletely at her disposal

Col onel Garcia’ s eyes, hal f-hooded, Iizard-Iike, remined
al most i nexpressive. ‘“Way do you ask, Janina? he ques-
tioned in return. ‘Are you not having your particular fun
and ganes, as you call it, with the girl? | should be sur-
prised if you are not ... with Mss Judith ready to ensure
you get every satisfaction.’

‘My dear Garcia,’” smled Janina, ‘I amcertainly getting
my satisfaction fromthe girl and | certainly nake no com
pl ai nt against Mss Judith. Indeed | heartily comend her
There you have a wonman who knows what she’s about!’

The Col onel nodded. ‘I realisethat,” he said. He shifted
his weight on the |eather squab on which he was seated and
the * human chair’ beneath himuttered a hal f-repressed groan
Facing him Janina was simlarly seated in confort upon an-
ot her crushed victi mwho lay flat on her back, thighs pressed
to breasts, calves making a backrest. Al ongside Jani ha was
a ‘human trolley’ |oaded with glasses and drinks. The girl
who performed this function was fastened, naked, to a neta
framework on four small wheels. She knelt on all fours so
that her body fornmed the support for the heavy, plate glass,
top of the trolley. She was not only cruelly bound to render
her immobile but she also wore a steel bit. Slimchains at
each end of the bit pulled her head back so far that she was
forced to gaze upwards. This had the effect of forcing the
girl’s ful some breasts to the maxi numbefore the front of the
trolley. Through her nose was a ring and fromthis ran a
slimlength of chain. By a pull on the chain the trolley



coul d be noved.

‘I was just interested to know, Garcia, said Janina, ‘I
must al so confess | like the idea of the girl being used
Not only by you ... but by all and sundry!’

The faintest trace of a smile crossed Garcia Valmira's
lips. “All in good tinme, Janina,’ he said, ‘it may well be
that next tine you pay ne a visit you will have the opportu-
nity to see her giving alittle performance. Perhaps of the
kind we saw | ast evening.’ The Col onel was referring to one
of the entertainnent’s put on for the guests when a girl had
serviced three nen at the sane tinme. It had been a great
success both for the mal e guests engaged and al | that wat ched.

‘I hope so,’ said Janina, her voice thick and sultry
She, personally, had abased Teresa to the linmt; now she
wanted to see her degraded even further. |In a fashion, she
sensed, Teresa would hate that nost of all. Janina s hand
moved and, instead of using the ashtray on the trolley, she
stubbed out her cigarette on the flank of the girl al ongside
her. A high-pitched squealing sound cane fromthe girl’s
throat and her whole body convul sed and shuddered setting
bottl es and gl asses tinkling. An angry red spot appeared on
the girl’s flesh.

‘l do wi sh you wouldn’t do that, Janina,’ said the Col o-
nel . ‘In the first place one is likely to lose a lot of
bottles and glasses. Also, as Mss Judith nentioned, al-
though she had remarkably swi ft and efficient nethods of
renovi ng traces of nornmal corrective treatnent burns present
a greater problem...’

‘Sorry, Garcia,’ smiled Janina sweetly. ‘I promisetotry
and renenber in future.’” She did not even deign to gl ance at
the hel pl ess girl beside her whose body still quivered with
pai n. However she was still experiencing the thrill of

sadi stic pleasure she had received by inflicting that pain.
‘Can | get you another drink? she asked.

‘Yes ...’ said Garcia, ‘Another Scotch on the rocks pl ease
my dear.’

Al t hough a slave girl lurked in the background ready to do
their bidding Janina did not use her on this occasion. In-

stead she rose fromher chair, picked up the | ength of chain,
and pulled the trolley over towards Garcia. Another whim
pering squeal came fromthe girl’s throat. Her nostrils were
exceedi ngly tender from such previous usage. The nose ring
pul I ed agoni singly, for Janina was deliberately clunmsy, and
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the carpet was thick and inpeded the trolley’ s novenent.

‘Thanks,” said Garcia, accepting the tinkling glass of
anber fluid. He wat ched, unconcernedly, as Janina pulled
the trolley back to its previous position. He was now
favoured with a viewof the girl’'s blatantly naked hi ndquar -
ters. As with all his girls she had been depilated. Garcia
preferred it that way. The stark hairl essness nade t hemseem
all the nore nakedly exposed. 1dly his mnd sought to recall
the nane of the girl but it could not. But no matter; he had
obvi ously enjoyed her at one tinme or another, he presuned,
and coul d agai n whenever he wi shed. Now she was just anot her
pi ece of human female flesh at his service and pl easure.

‘You know,’ said Janina, sinking back into her chair and
crossing her boot-clad linbs, ‘I would |like to buy the Mendoza
girl when you have finished with her '

The Col onel pouted slightly, ‘That’s not my policy,’ he
sai d.

‘Ch? What is your policy then? enquired Janina.

‘When they | eave here ... if they | eave here ...’ answered
Garcia, ‘they go to a convent.’” Again he sniled faintly.
‘There to live out their lives in peace and tranquillity.’

‘“You really nean that?

‘l do,’” said Garcia. He knew well, in fact, that the
‘Mot her Superior’ of the convent where he ultimately con-
signed his girls had her own perversions and sadistic pl eas-
ures to satisfy. That was no concern of his. Al he asked
for was a convenient and conpletely secure place for dis-
posal ... and he got it.

‘Can’t you nmake an exception? asked Janina softly. Her
loins were stirring at the thought of having Teresa as her
per manent sl ave.

‘l doubt it’ answered Garcia, ‘but | don’t entirely dis-
m ss the suggestion, Janina. Provided you can satisfy cer-

tain conditions. | amvery security-m nded you know.’
‘1”1l agree to any conditions,’ said Janina quickly.
‘Good ...’ said Garcia. ‘Then I’Il| think about it. There's

no hurry.’” Hi s fingers snapped and, out of the shadows, cane
the attendant-serving girl, breasts bouncing softly. She
was naked but for the traditionally brief white apron which

designated her duties. ‘Cigar,’ he said
The girl, young, shapely and raven-haired, presented the
Colonel with the cigar box. He selected a cheroot and,

whil st the table-lighter was held, ran his hand up a satin-



snoot h thigh. Then his fingers casually fondl ed soft, ripe,
lips. The girl did not recoil; indeed she proffered herself
nmore provocatively. She was truly trained. For a few nore
monents, while he puffed on his cigar to a glowing red, he
continued to fondle. Then, with another flick of his fin-
gers, the girl was disnissed to the background.

Smiling faintly, watching. Janina realised that such
duties, such treatnent, were Teresa' s lot as well. If it
were not for the fact that she had been assi gned to Jani na as
a personal slave it mght be Teresa who was being thus
fondl ed, who acted as the trolley, or supported her as a
human chair. The idea, the know edge, was exceedingly sat-
i sfying. Even nore satisfying was the know edge that Garcia
Valmra had not dism ssed, out of hand, her suggestion of
buying Teresa. 1’I1 have to work on hi mfurther, she thought,
but subtly; I must not overdo things. The thought of having
Teresa as her slave forever was sonething too good to be
dealt with lightly or hurriedly. She sipped her own drink
and let her mnd roam over the previous days. Wat heaven
they had been! Teresa's subnissiveness had not only becone
compl ete; her sexual expertise had made renarkable strides
in a short time. She now satisfied Janina’s |esbhian |lusts
more fully than any other girl she had used did. There
seenmed no limts to her slavish zeal and desire to satisfy.
What ever Jani na denmanded Teresa perforned. In the previous
days Jani na had, quite literally, spent hours quivering with
joy under the exquisite stimulation of Teresa's lips and
tongue. How superb it was to have a creature so instantly
and utterly subm ssive! In fact, on occasions, Janina had
found Teresa al nost too submissive. It was difficult indeed
to find justification (not that Jani na had to have any!) for
the repeated sl aps on Teresa’' s face and bottom and even nore
so, for sending her to Judith Sonmerton for formal punish-
ment. However Jani na had no difficulty on trunpi ng up charges
on three occasions and a tearful Teresa was di spatched with
a note to the Puni shment Room On the first Jani na suggested
a strapping; and Teresa got it with Judith using the doubl e-
thonged tawse. On the second occasion Janina suggested a
caning; this Teresa received with Mss Judith applying ten
vicious, strokes of the willow rod across tautly curving
buttocks. The third occasion, which Jani na had enj oyed nost
of all, had occurred the previous day. It lived happily in
Janina’'s nmenory, and would do so for sonme tinme to come, as



she had been present when the punishment was adm ni stered.

Prior to the event Jani na had approached Judith as nade a
specific request. ‘Mss Judith,’” she had said, ‘I knowit is
agai nst your normal rules but | would very much like to
attend the next tine Teresa receives correction.’

Judith had | ooked doubtful, pursing her lips, ‘Yes, Mss
Janina, it is against ny owm rules. One of ny principles
here has al ways been that punishnment is for the renedial

benefit of the slave ... not for the pleasure of the owner.
You will wunderstand | get many such requests and, if |
acceded to them all, things would soon get quite out of
hand.’

Jani na had nodded. ‘OCh | do realise that, Mss Judith,’
she had said, smling as wi nningly as possible, ‘but ... well

nmy relationship with Teresa is rather a special one. You
under st and?’

‘Ch yes ... | understand that,’ Judith had replied.
‘“In any event | won't be here for nore than a few days
longer ... so | wouldn’t ask again ...’

At that Judith had relented; bearing in mnd, too, that
Jani na Casal was such a favoured guest of the Col onel’s.

‘“Very well, Mss Janina,’” she had said,” | will nake an
exception in your case. |f you deem Teresa needs puni shnent
bring her to me and | will administer it in your presence.’

How Jani na’s heart had |l eapt! My God; she would certainly
deem that Teresa needed punishnment; and, later that sane
day, she inforned Teresa of the situation. The girl had just
been perform ng to her nost satisfying |l evel and Janina | ay
spraw i ng, naked and rel axed, upon her bed. Teresa’'s bl onde
head was still bent between the warm soft, thighs of her
M stress.

‘Teresa ...’ said Janina, ‘I shall be leaving in a few
days.’ She saw the girl shudder convul sively, wth evident
relief, and smled. ‘But never fear, | shall be back ...’

‘l shall be honoured to be your slave again, Mstress,’
said Teresa in a |l ow, hoarse, voice. She had, by now, becone
accustonmed to nmking the expected, correctly servile, re-
plies.

‘“Yes, you will, won’t you,’ said Janina. ‘Mdst honoured.
By then you may al so have been nore honoured; by your Master,
I mean. O, to put it nore explicitly nmy girl, he mght by
then have decided to fuck you.’

Teresa shuddered again but now for a different reason.



‘That will nean,’ went on Janina languidly, ‘that you will
have | ost that little “Chastity Belt” you nowwear. You will
have to go about show ng yourself to all and sundry. What is

more you will have to give it to all and sundry ... whenever
someone fancies you ...’
Jani na drove home the final nail. ‘I shall personally see

toit that, whilst you are in ny service, you get plenty of
it. And | shall enjoy watching you get it you little trol-
lop. Believe ne | shall enjoy that. It won't be from your
precious Carlos - for whom you once reserved yourself -but
fromanyone | choose.’ The cl oud of horror and despair, which
was al ways hangi ng over Teresa, darkened a little. That it
woul d all happen one day she had no doubt. She had, |ong
ago, lost all hope. There could only be crueller tornments
and nore base degradations awaiting her, even though she may
have thought she had already plunbed the depths. She re-
mai ned kneeling in silence; head bent. Before her she saw
the dark-haired mound of her Mstress ... the wet, pouting
lips ... nowthe very heart of her servitude. ‘I expect you
are aching to be fucked,’” said Janina. ‘It has been a | ong
time ...”"Y-Yes ... Mstress ...’ whispered Teresa

‘“Well ... I'’m sure it won't be nmuch longer now,’ said
Janina in a conforting kind of voice. ‘And now, slave,
have another piece of news for you. | have arranged with
M ss Judith to watch you being thrashed. This is unusual, as
you know, but your tasknistress has definitely agreed. I

must say | amlooking forward to it rather alot, | can tel
you. As to what your fault will be - the reason for your
puni shrent, that is - | haven't quite decided. But this nuch
I do know ... it will be quite a serious fault '
Teresa’' s snmoot h white shoul ders began to heave gently with
her sobs. This was sonething she had always especially

dreaded. Now it was upon her. That Janina coul d order her
tornents was bad enough; that she could witness themas wel
was unbear abl e. Yet Teresa had to bear it; she had no
opti on.

“And, whilst you are squirmng with painny girl, renenber
one thing above all else,’ said Janina with sudden vi ci ous-
ness, ‘and that is that you are not suffering for any fault
of yours but sinply because | wish it so. Because | delight
init.” Teresa's shoulders heaved faster. ‘Now... get your
mout h back down there and nmeke nme cone again,’ concluded
Jani na.



Still sobbing Teresa resuned her task of sexual servitude
with lips and tongue.

Jani na kept Teresa in suspense for a couple of days then,
on an evening after the girl had attended to her toilet and

dressed her in an el egant eveni ng gown, she said, ‘It will be
tonight, my slave ...’

And so it was. For, after dinner with Garcia and his
guests, Janina retire early to her apartnent. There, as
ever, was Teresa waiting to attend her; there, as ever,
Teresa fell, instantly, to her knees before her M stress
bowi ng her head low to kiss the very floor over which arro-
gant high heels would wal k. Janina, literally, kicked her

sl ave asi de as she noved at once to the house phone. There
was a faint click as the receiver was | ifted and Teresa began
to trenble softly.

‘Mss Judith ... I'm sorry to disturb you late in the
evening ...’

‘That’s all right Mss Janina,’ Judith’s crisp voice could
be clearly heard fromthe earpiece, ‘I’ve told you that |1’ m

al ways here to help you if you need ne.’
‘“I"mafraidit’s Teresa again,’ said Janina, smlingevilly

at the still kneeling figure with its tense, white, face and
quivering lips. ‘Another case of indiscipline ...’

‘“You nean she’'s been disobedient?” Judith's voice was
shar p.

‘Yes,’ answered Janina. ‘Even if not directly perhaps

It’s general slackness about her duties; a l|lack of proper
zeal ousness should | say. Sonetines | think she is sullen

It was all a pack of lies, of course, and Judith sensed it.
However she nade no comment. This was an exercise, pure and
simple, to satisfy an inportant guest and for once rul es had
to be bent. ‘I see,’ she said, ‘'Wll you were quite right to
report this matter M ss Janina. Slackness, sullenness and,
above all, disobedience, are things that cannot be tol erated
at any tinme. | would like the girl sent to ny quarters so
that | can deal with her at once!

A |l ow moan canme from Teresa who was trenbling even nore

‘“Very well,’” said Janina. Then, she paused, and snmiled as
Judith continued, ‘Perhaps, Mss Janina, it mght be as well
if you brought her along yourself. This indiscipline of
Teresa’'s reflects on nmy nethods ... so it is only right that

you shoul d see that | do not extend | eniency to this kind of



continui ng recal citrance.’

Judith was respectful and attentive towards Janina
seating her in a confortable arnchair and serving her coffee
and Brandy. Al the tine, naked and trenbling, Teresa knelt
in the mddle of the room head bowed, hands clasped. The
bitter injustice of her fate, the presence of Janina, all
added to the natural tornent of her mind and spirit at what
was to come. Calmfaced Judith |istened whilst Janina listed
a nunber of inmagined faults over recent days and that day in

particul ar. This wonman is as true a sadist as | am re-
flected Judith, and she coul d i magi ne how nuch Jani na w shed
she were adm nistering the correction herself. That, how

ever, Judith did not intend to pernmit. Janina would have to
wait until she owned her own slaves before she gained that
prerogative

‘I think,” said Judith when Janina had finished, ‘that
thisis acase for what is ternmed a ‘ progression’ puni shnent.

It takes a little time however. Have you that tine, Mss
Jani na?’
‘Ch yes ...’ answered Janina, alnost too eagerly. ‘What

is a ‘progression’ punishnent Mss Judith?

‘It is a punishnment in two, or sonetinmes three, stages,’
replied Judith, ‘There is an interval between each stage and
each stage is nore severe than the precedi ng one.

‘l see,’” nodded Janina, eyes glinting, ‘that certainly
sounds very salutary.’

‘It is,” said Judith. ‘1 think it will renove any fina
traces of indiscipline from Teresa.” She glanced at the
kneeling figure whose breasts were now heaving as terror

began to fill her even nore strongly. ‘I shall begin by
gi ving her a sound strapping. That will tenderise her well.
Then salt-inpregnated gauze will be placed over her hind-
quarters for half an hour. That will tenderise her even

more. After that she will be caned. Then the gauze will be
replaced for a further half-hour.’ Janina’ s eyes were w de
with sadistic delight. ‘So the whole process takes somne-
thing Iike an hour or nore? She was aware of the sobbing
groans now coming from Teresa

‘That’ s right,’ said Judith conplacently. She believed in
gi ving guests value for noney if and when she entertained in
this way. ‘O course, you don’t have to stay for the whole
puni shrrent, M ss Janina ...’

Janina rai sed her hand. ‘Onh, it’s nothing,’ she said, ‘I



was only going to bed early anyway.’

Judith rose. ‘Very well then,’ she said. Then she turned
to the weeping slave. ‘Teresa ... you will crawl to your
M stress, kiss her feet, and thank her for instigating the
correction you are about to receive.’

The sobbi ng, naked, figure cane crawling, grovelling, for-
ward to her Mstress. Teresa's new ordeal of agony was about
to begin.

Unhurriedly, and with her customary rel entl essness, Judith
secured Teresa for the first stage of her punishnent. She
had decided the girl would receive this in a nmassively,
ornately, carved wooden arnthair with a high back ... Teresa
kneeling in the seat of the chair, facing it’s back, her
wists being fastened to the supports of the gargoyle-Ilike
knobs, whilst her thighs were fastened to the side-arns of
the chair. Thus, although Teresa would be secured quite
hel pl essly, her hindquarters woul d have anpl e scope for nove-
ment. Judith correctly sensed that Jani na woul d enj oy see-
ing the girl withing restrained as her tornment nounted. As
was her habit on these occasi ons, Judith bound her victimfar
nmor e t horoughly than was truly necessary, using strong tightly
pl aited cords. These cords encircled Teresa’s wists and
the supports of the chair again and again before being cru-
elly tightened and knotted. Similarly the cords went around
and around the |ower parts of her thighs before being fas-
tened to the arns of the chair. The process of binding was
sl ow and neticul ous. Deliberately so for it was all part of
the punishnment. It intensified Teresa's feelings of utter
hel pl essness ... it enphasised the inevitability of her fate

and it prolonged her period of agonised waiting whilst
the terror and tension built up in her, second by second
m nute by m nute. Janina stood close, |ooking on with eager

interest, listening to Teresa's harsh, dry, sobs, watching
the soft flesh of her curvaceous bottom and | ong, tapering,
t hi ghs. That flesh was already beginning to quiver and

twitch in the foreknow edge of what was to cone. Mentally
she tried to put herself in Teresa' s place, trying to i magine
what it nust be like, to be so humiliatingly and cruelly
prepared for a punishnent that was quite undeserved. A
puni shrrent designed to give her, Janina, alone, pleasure!
And Janina’s imaginative glinpse of the hellish turnoil of
Teresa’s enotions in those nonents only added to her own
sadi stic delight.



‘I think that will suffice,’” said Judith, finally, when
the | ast cord was knotted. She regarded her work with silent
satisfaction, having secured Teresa in exactly the posture
she wi shed, with hindquarters thrusting in a ful sone, naked,
curve fromthe front of the heavy chair.

‘Yes,’ Jani na nodded, finding her voice tight with excite-
ment. Teresa had uttered no word during the bondage process
only the dry sobs at intervals. One cheek was turned,
pressi ng agai nst the back of the chair, and Jani na coul d see
those Iight brown eyes wi de with hopel ess dread. Like those

of a stricken deer, she thought. *‘Wat do you intend to use,
M ss Judith? she asked.
‘I had in mnd the triple-thonged | eather tawse ... if you

agree,’ replied Judith.

Jani na was nore than pleased with Judith' s choice, seeing
the wi dened nates contract convul sively at the announcenent.
‘“Ch ..." she said nodestly. ‘I am quite happy to |eave
things entirely in your hands, Mss Judith ...’ Judith went
to the glass-panelled wall cupboard and returned with the
tawse, handing it to Janina to inspect. The handl e was of
serrated wood, about two feet long, thus ensuring that the
attached | eat her thongs could be swng in a high, wde, arc
for maxi numeffect. The tawse was, in fact, a single strap,
four and a half inches w de which, after fifteen inches
separated into three strips, each one nine inches long. The
| eat her was heavy, nearly half an inch thick, and carefully
oiled for suppleness. Thus it will be seen that when the
tawse was applied expertly (which in this case it nost cer-
tainly was!!) the recipient would receive the broad part of
the |eather thong over one buttock whilst the three end
strips would curl over and around the other buttock cheek

Silently Janina exam ned the instrument with care, run-
ning the | eat her [ ovingly over the pal mof one hand, feeling
it’s supple softness, noting the sheen of it's well-oiled
texture. ‘Has Teresa had this before? she asked at |ast?
Judith’s brow knotted in thought. ‘Frankly I amnot sure,
she replied. She turned to her trenmbling victim ‘Have you
girl? she asked. Y-Yes ... MMss ...’ answered Teresa in a
| ow, hoarse, voice. She was in the process of sunmoning al
her strength and will power for the ordeal ahead. Long
experience had taught her that it only nade matters worse if
one “broke” too soon. Moreover the black hatred in her heart
for Jani na gave her and added incentive to w thstand beyond



the normal limts; she was well aware that the greater the
vocal and physi cal evi dence of her torment the greater Janina' s
pl easure. That Teresa knew, it added remarkable strength to
her determ nation

‘Then she knows what to expect,’ smiled Janina. Judith
nodded but nade no comment. She was engaged in thrusting a
hypoderm c needle into Teresa’s arm On such an occasion a
‘booster’ stinulant was obviously essential. Her task com
pl eted she began to unbutton the | ong sl eeved housecoat she
wor e.

‘I hope you don’'t mnd, Mss Janina,’ she said, ‘but |
prefer to be quite unrestricted when | work.’

‘Not at all,’ answered Janina. Her eyes fastened, al nost
greedily, upon Judith as the housecoat slipped to the floor

noting the snmooth, white skinned, body, well built and
wel | muscled. She nuch admired the briefness and appropri -
ateness of Judith’s garb; it consisted of a tight-fitting
bra and panty set made of thin, black, |eather and a pair of
magni fi cent, thigh-length, boots, also of thin black | eather,
with six inch heels. She was the absolute epitone of the
dom nating sl ave-m stress!

Judith relieved Jani na of the tawse and positioned hersel f
squarely to the rear of Teresa’'s hindquarters. Janina stood
alittle to one side and to the rear with an uni npeded vi ew.
She found her heart was thunping wldly. Rarely had she
experienced such an i ntense nonent of anticipatory pl easure!
Equal ly, it can be said, that Teresa had rarely experienced
a monment of intense anticipatory dread. Her eyes were now
screwed tightly shut and her teeth fiercely clenched. GCh God

oh dear God ... give ne strength ... help nme ... help ne
Oh God help ne ...! No one could have prayed nore fer-
vently.

‘Teresa,’ announced Judith, ‘You are being punished for
bot h displeasing your Mstress and di sobeying her. Each
fault is serious enough in a slave; together they are indeed
hei nous. There is no excuse; you do not deserve nercy ..

and you will receive none!
The snoothness of Judith’s white, nuscled, shoul der and
armrippled as the tawse swung up ... and then came sweepi ng

down. As ever Judith did not appear to apply a great deal of
effort; yet the full arc of her armand the final, wist-
snhappi ng, action ensured the |leather was laid wi th resound-
ing force across the flesh. The broad strap raised a welt



across Teresa' s |left buttock cheek, the three slimer thongs
bit and curled around her right buttock cheek

Jani na, expecting as shriek of pain, was rather surprised
to hear only a high-pitched, gasping-whinnying, sound ent-
ting from between clenched teeth. However the sight of
Teresa’'s shapely bottomjerking back and forth and round and
round as it absorbed the pain nost gratifying. A stab of the
purest pleasure went through her and she realised she was
hol di ng her breath. Janina expelled the air from her |ungs
as the tawse swung again after sonething |like a five-second
pause. This tinme Judith laid it on with a backhand action so
that it was the right hand buttock that took the brunt of the
broad strap and the left that endured the three snapping,
circling, thongs. Again canme the gasping, whinnying, sound
of torment and, as Teresa’s hi ndquarters juddered and squi rned
again, Janina saw that the first two strokes had fallen
across the very topnost part of Teresa’s quaking bottom She
realised, with another flush of pleasure, that Judith in-
tended to work down until the whole of that [ush, fulsonme
area had been covered by the tawse. How many strokes woul d
that take, she wondered? How |l ong before outright cries were
forced from Teresa? Already she was mldly surprised at the
girl’s fortitude. She did not realise howrepeated visits to
M ss Judith’s Puni shment Room hardened any girl; she did not
realise how fully hatred can fortify resolution and raise
t he powers of endurance beyond the normal. Judith, however,
did realise these things, and for a fraction of a second, the
faintest trace of a smle touched her lips. She was grati -
fied that Teresa had acquired this new stubbornness for it
woul d add to the entertai nment of this inportant guest. Far
better than having too quick a coll apse into m ndl ess, shriek-
ing, flesh.

Renorsel essly, nmethodically, Judith continued to apply
the sweeping tawse at five-second intervals, working right
and left and steadily down, over the madly withing but-
tocks. Never for a nonent did the tunult of tornment cease.
Wth each fresh stroke Teresa was driven into even nore
fantastic contortions of squirmng. The pitiful gasping-
whi nnyi ng sounds grew higher and |ouder as the flogging
proceeded yet, by an al nost superhuman effort of will, Teresa
did not actually cry out. As the cruel |eather ‘thwacked’
across her flesh her bl onde head woul d jerk back. Her eyes,
wide withterror, tornment, and tears, would stare sightlessly



ceiling-wards and her mouth was a letterbox slit of agony,
with the white teeth still clanped with an al nost unbeli ev-
able ferocity. Janina sawit all and revelled init. Those
tortured features, those convul sively withing hindquarters,
with the reddened flesh all a-quiver, brought her the very
keenest delight. She had |ost count of the nunmber of strokes,
perhaps twelve ... perhaps fifteen ... had fallen by the tine
Teresa’'s bottom had been conpletely covered by the flailing
| eather; and all the tinme she had marvelled even nore at
Teresa’'s powers of resistance. Few nen, she thought, could
have endured so stubbornly; this girl was far tougher than
she had ever inmgined.

The tawse ceased to fall and Judith, |ooking as cool and
as unruffled as ever, steeped slightly to one side. She
too, was slightly surprised at Teresa's powers for she had,
by no neans, stinted herself. That had been a real |eathering
all right! She |ooked with satisfaction at the tw tching
contracting, flesh of the nates as, now with head bowed,
shoul der s heavi ng unrestrainedly and noani ng sobs, Teresa at
| ast gave sone vent to the burning tornent.

Jani na broke the silence. ‘She did not actually cry out,’
she said, ‘Frankly that surprises me a little. Should she
not have sone nore, Mss Judith?

Judith snmled faintly; alnost primy. The amateur never
knew when to stop, she reflected. ‘I do not think that will
be necessary, Mss Janina,’ she replied, ‘Teresa has spirit
and can be very stubborn. However, when she feels the rod
across that backside, she will sing like a bird. Bel i eve
me!’

The noani ng sobs, from Teresa grew | ouder at those words.
Despair filled her for she knew, despite her will and forti -
tude that, next tine she nust surely break. Then ... oh dear
God ... then Janina would get all the sadistic pleasure she
craved! In fact the first true cry cane fromTeresa when M ss
Judith laid the square of wet, salt inpregnated, gauze over
her qui vering, reddened, buttocks. The relentless, burning,
pai n seened to double instantly. The gauze clung to her |ike
a second skin and through it the i ncessant, violent, twtch-
ing contractions of her curving nates could be seen

‘That’ s given her sonething to think about,’ said Janina,
lighting a cigarette.

‘Yes,’ nodded Judith, ‘It is a nost salutary extension of
any puni shnent.’ She closed the small cabinet in which the



salted wet gauzes were kept. ‘I shall nake a fresh applica-
tionin fifteen mnutes. After a further fifteen mnutes |

shal | prepare Teresa for her caning. |In the nmeantine would
you care for a drink, Mss Janina?

“A-ahh ... mmmffff ... nmmmffff ... aaaahhhh ... aaaahhhh

.’ sobbed Teresa.

‘ Thank you, M ss Judith. A brandy, | think,’ answered
Janina, ‘and | hope you will join ne.’

‘Yes ... | think I will,” replied Judith. St at uesque,

aut horitative, in those superb thigh | ength boots, she noved
to the drinks cupboard.

Janina re-seated herself in an arncthair, making sure she
had an uni npeded vi ew of Teresa’s projecting hindquarters.
The redness of the nates glowed visibly through the thin
white gauze; the tornented fl esh never ceased to twitch and
qui ver; the sobs and despairing noans continued. Al thisis
my doing, thought Janina, feeling the fierce heat between
her legs. What Heaven it was!

She accepted a drink fromJudith. ‘Thank you,’ she said.
Yes ... what heaven it was; and this was but the beginning!
Judith was correct in her forecast that Teresa would *sing
l'ike a bird when she received the rod across her tenderi sed,

raw, buttocks. I ndeed a piteous scream of agony was torn
fromher throat fromthe first whip-Iashing stroke. A sound
that sent a shrill of ecstasy through Jani na!

As before the prelimnary preparations were |ong and un-
hurri ed. After the half-hour-waiting period of stinging
saline torment Teresa was unfastened fromthe wooden chair.
She fell to her knees on the floor and clasped vainly at
Jani na’ s boots.

‘I ... | amyour s-slave Mstress ... y-your willing and
obedi ent s-slave ... o-ohh ... Mstress ... h-have nercy on
your slave ...’ she gasped and sobbed.

Janina’s red lips curled in disdainful cruelty and she
delivered a sharp kick to the girl’s mdriff. You deserve
all you're going to get,’” she said coldly, ‘Kindly proceed,
M ss Judith.

Judith did so, with her customary relentless efficiency,
first seizing Teresa by her hair and draggi ng her over to a
padded, purple, satin-covered, chaise-longe. This was a | ow
couch with a single, rounded, armpiece (or head-rest) at
one end and it’s very shape made it a favourite place for
Judith to secure her victinms when she punished themin her



own quarters. ‘Get yourself over the end, girl,’ she ordered
crisply, pointing to the rounded tubular arm Wi npering
hopel essly Teresa knelt and bent over the armwhich pressed
into the softness of her belly. Then the binding began with
Judith using the sane cords as before. Teresa was nade to
lie face down on the seat of the couch, arns stretched fully
forward; then her wists ere stoutly corded and fastened to
ring bolts set inthe end of the seat. Wth Jani na wat chi ng
intently Judith came back to the armend of the couch and
wound cords about the lower part of Teresa s thighs. Each
cord was then run forward, under the couch, with the ultimte
result that the girl’s hindquarters were stretched to the
taut est possible curve over the end of the chaise-Ilonge.

‘“MMerc ... eeee f-for God s s-sake have nerc ... eeee
she kept on whinpering incessantly. Needless to say not the
slightest attention was paid to her pathetic pleading!

Jani na surveyed the wi dened cleft of Teresa s nates, and
the tightly stretched fl esh of her rounded bottom w th the
very greatest satisfaction.

‘This is the nost satisfactory way to adm nister a can-
ing,’ stated Judith.

Asmle flickered over Janina' s hard features. ‘Yes,’ she
replied musingly, ‘Il can imagine that.’

Finally Judith went to her glass-panelled wall cupboard
and made her selection. As before she handed the instrunent
of correction to Janina. ‘This is the nost effective cane,
she said. ‘If it can be truly described as such.’Janina
fingered the instrunment [ovingly and flexed it into an arc.
‘Exceedingly flexible,’ she remarked, ‘what is it nmade of ?

‘The rod is whal ebone,” answered Judith, ‘It bites deep

“Mmmmm ...’ sighed Janina. She sw shed the rod through
the air several tinmes knowing the effect the dread sound
woul d have on the bound and helpless girl. Teresa s pleas
for nmercy grew louder. ‘Gve it to her good and hard, M ss
Judith, please!’ said Janina, handing back the rod

Judith rather resented any such advice but sai d not hing.
She turned back to her victim and tapped lightly on the
rounded buttocks. The flesh quivered and rippled all over
rem ndi ng Janina, nonmentarily, of wind passing over a corn-
field. ‘“I1"m giving you ten you disobedient wetch,” said
Judi t h.

‘Merc ... eeee ... nmerc ... eeee ...’ cried Teresa. She



was stretched as if on a rack; her tornented fl esh bl azed as

if onfire, literally; and the thought of the rod upon it was
unendur abl e!
Janina’'s eyebrows raised slightly. It did not seem a

great number of strokes; but then, she reflected, what they
were being laid over woul d nake themthree or four tines as
effective. Howtrue it was. As had been said Teresa' s ear-
splitting shriek echoed around the roomas the rod canme whip
| ashing down across her helpless bottom She could not
actually withe, in view of the exceeding tautness of her
posture, but her flesh quaked and juddered violently with a
purple, twin-tracked, weal streaking in a circle over the
nat es.

Judith was less hurried than before ... allowing a ten-
second i nterval between each stroke. And, in between each of
the full-bl ooded cuts, Teresa never ceased to screamagoni s-
ingly or, alternatively, shriek pitifully for mercy. Watch-
ing, with lips parted and eyes alight, Jani na kept pressing
her hands into her belly as if to contain the fierce stabs of
sadistic delight that went through her at the spectacle
bef ore her and the continuous expl osions of sound.

Pur pl e weal followed purple weal, nmarchi ng down over Teresa’'s
j udderi ng buttocks, spaced precisely half an inch apart, the
| ast one falling precisely over the tops of her thighs.

Teresa’'s screanms went on long after the rod had ceased to
fall before they gradually subsided into great gusting groans
of torment. Mdre stabs of sadistic joy went through Janina
as Judith approached once nore with the wet saline gauze.
Jesus; thisisreally going to hurt her, she thought ecstati -
cally! How right she was; once nmore Teresa's ear-splitting
screans canme jetting out as the salt bit and burnt wth

searing intensity. H gher ... louder ... they were nore
animal -1i ke than human and, with a wy little smle, Janina
pl aced her hands over her ears. Taking the hint Judith

uncerenoni ously stuffed a large cloth gag i nto Teresa’ s gap-
ing mouth and the sounds, partly nuffled, changed into a
series of neighing sounds.

That’s better,’ said Janina, resum ng her seat.

‘Yes,’ nodded Judith coolly, ‘one can get quite a headache
if one goes on listening to that sort of thing too | ong.’ She
repl eni shed their glasses and both Iit cigarettes. Another
hal f hour ticked away whilst the two woman chatted am ably,
and wi th nmutual understandi ng, of the many and vari ous ways



of training, disciplining and correcting sl aves. Ter esa,
her m nd seemingly throbbing with the sane kind of fire as
her hindquarters, prayed ceaselessly for the release that
only death could bring; it was the escape that was al ways
deni ed her.

Seated in Colonel Garcia’ s apartment Janina recalled that
hour with infinite pleasure. Afterwards she had hurried
back to her own quarters; there, as Judith had pronm sed and
qui ckly arranged, another young slave girl waited to attend
her . It took that girl a full hour to satisfy and slake
Janina’'s burning lust to the full. Wth the physical pleas-
ures of the girl’s lips and tongue had ningled the nmenories
of the scenes just enacted. Janina could not recall having
spent herself so repeatedly and with such exquisitely pl eas-
urabl e strength! That girl would remain with Janina for the
remai nder of her stay for, not surprisingly, Teresa would be
“hors de combat” for several days yet. Janina did not nuch

m nd. For the tine being she had had her fill of pleasure
fromTeresa; pleasure of every kind; she coul d have asked f or
not hing nore during her stay. In any event, she thought

happily, in the not too distant future, she would return to
“Los Limitas” and she would surely have Teresa as her per-
sonal slave again. And then, too, there would be greater
humiliations and even nore cruel tornents to which Teresa
woul d be subject! Regardl ess of the Colonel’s earlier polite
request Janina stubbed out a second cigarette on the naked
flank of the human ‘drinks trolley’ which was still al ong-
side her. Once nore the high-pitched squeal canme fromthe
girl’s throat; once nore the drinks bottles and gl asses
tinkl ed as her whol e body shook uncontrollably. This tine
Garcia made no conment; he was engrossed in an illustrated
magazi ne.



CHAPTER SIX

It was somet hing |i ke six weeks | ater that Judith | ed Teresa,
on a collar and chain, into Colonel Garcia Valmra s main
bedroom The large gilt cage in one corner was enpty. The
Master had decided to enjoy a new favourite and, on this
occasion, his choice had finally fallen upon Teresa. It was
while Judith was unshackling Teresa from the collar and
chain that Garcia cane strolling into the room obviously,
just having had a shower. He was quite naked and drying
hi nsel f conpletely with a towel. Pale and tense Teresa sank
to her knees.

‘ Good evening Mss Judith,’ said Garcia.

Judith inclined her head. *‘Good evening, Sir,’ she said
formally. ‘This, is Teresa Mendoza, the slave you requested.’

‘Ah yes ...’ Garcia s lizard-like eyes roaned with seem ng
casual ness over Teresa. He appeared unnoved but, used as he
was to unlimted access to female flesh, infact felt a throb
of anticipatory excitenent at the sight of this young, |ush,
beauty. He had been | ooking forward to enjoying her for
quite sonme tinme and had only postponed t he nonment because he
was aware that, by doing so, he would increase his ultimate
satisfaction. He recalled his initial strong desire for her
- long ago it now seened -when they net as social equals. He
had |i ked t he nodest shyness and reserve that had contrasted
strangely with her exceptional beauty of features and fig-

ure. Well, he reflected, she would have | ost a | ot of that
shyness and reserve by now ... and would soon have to | ose
nor e.

‘Age,’ he asked, refreshing his nenory.
‘Twenty, sir,’ answered Judith.
“And not a virgin?

‘“No sir ... but | understand she consorted briefly with
only one | over.
“Aahh ...’ Garcia rubbed his chin. The girl had superb

breasts, high and round, full yet firm The nipples, not
over large, were pink with a tinge of light brow. ‘Stand



up, girl,’ he ordered.

Teresa stood, striving to hide her trenbling. The |ong
dreaded but inevitable nonment had arrived. She steel ed
herself to neet it, as she had done often enough before, and
her experience of countless horrors and huniliations gave
strength to her will. She gave her nmind to the necessity of
absol ut e subm ssiveness and obedi ence as she stood, acutely
consci ous of the Col onel’s eyes devouring her

Garcia admred the long, shapely linbs, the swell of the
hips, the slimwaist. O course he had seen and noted her
of t en enough before when she was engaged on other duties in
his apartnent. ‘Turn around,’ he said.

Seen fromthe rear Teresa' s shape coul d scarcely be faulted.
The swell of her hindquarters was ful sone yet perfectly
proportioned. The back was straight and snooth. He al so
noticed that Teresa's skin was unbl eni shed.

‘ Teresa has been behaving herself of late | see,’ he said
with a flicker of a smle.

‘Yes Sir,’ answered Judith. ‘I have had little need to
correct her.” As a matter of fact Judith had sensed that
Teresa woul d shortly be sunmoned a week or two before and had
del i berately avoi ded any serious disciplinary treatnment. She
preferred to hand over an unmarked body to the Col onel.

‘Let’s hope it continues that way,’ said Garcia. ‘Thank
you, Mss Judith.’

Judith inclined her head, turned, and left the room For
the tine being her duty was done; and well done.

Wthout haste Garcia strolled over to his desk and opened
a drawer. From a mass of keys he withdrew the one that
carried Teresa’s name on a tab; then he noved so that he
faced her. He liked the way that she trenbl ed; yet there was
a meekness and subservi ence about her. The result of Judith's
wor k, of course. His fingers took hold of the little tag,
with its message of degradation for Teresa: “THE PROPERTY OF
COLONEL GARCI A VALM RA". Then the key slipped into a snal
padl ock; there was a click and the padl ock came away, all ow
ing the brief ‘chastity belt’, which she had worn for so
long, to slip amay. It slipped to the floor, never to be
worn by Teresa again. Pink cheeked, trenbling, Teresa stood
stark naked before the man who owned her body and soul .
Naked and shanmed! Like all the wonen at “Los Limitas” Teresa
had been depilated; Garcia preferred it that way. Somehow
that smoot h, hairl ess, experience nade themeven nore starkly



naked than they were. Now he gazed appreciatively at the
swel ling softness of Teresa’s nound ... seeing clearly the
coral - pi nk vagi nal lips. They seened to pout both pertly and
provocatively. A lush, curving, slit that disappeared be-
tween closely pressed thighs. Garcia was very pleased with
what he saw, that plunp swelling sex sonehow put a seal on
the perfection of Teresa's young body. The phrase ' Ri peness
is all’” slid into his mnd.

Yes ... Teresa was ripe. As ripe as a juicy peach. Inside
she woul d have the succul ence of a juicy peach ... but with
an added liquid warnth. Garcia s blood stirred at the thought.
He had an inpulse to take her there and then. Quickly and
brutally. He checked hinself, however, since experience had
taught him that deeper and subtler pleasures (of the kind
that appealed to his tenperanent) could be obtained by a
sl ower approach. Hi s hand went down and he lightly fondled
the warm snooth softness of the girl’s nound, his fingers
gently parting the outer lips. He felt her flinch and the
thi ghs press even tighter. He withdrewhis hand ... and used
it to give Teresa a stinging slap on her bottom She gave a
little gasp

‘Don’t play the ‘shy and innocent’ with ne, ny beauty,’
said Garcia. ‘By now, from observation and training, you
know what is expected of you ...

It was true. How often Teresa had stood in that very room
acting out the role of sone piece of decorative ‘hunman fur-
niture’ and being forced to watch while the Col onel slaked
his lust in whatever way he pl eased. Just as the girl on the
far side of the room- supporting a huge vase of flowers on
her back as she knelt on all fours - was now forced to watch
her. Onh yes, Teresa knew well enough what was expected of
her. She now had to nmake a supreme effort of will to fulfi
those expectations. When Garcia’ s hand returned, Teresa
proffered herself ... opening her thighs alittle and thrusting
herself forward invitingly. Garcia nodded slightly but said
no nore. Hi s fingers played at will up and down the vel vet -
soft slit, whilst sudden, little, shudders shook Teresa from
time to tine. Her breasts had begun to heave faster and
faster under the stress of her enptions. He is going to
ravage me ... now ... any monent now ... she thought, with
wildly beating heart. But it was not so. Garci a sought
ot her anmusenents before the final assault!

After a few m nutes he ceased his titillation and went to



sit on the edge of a satin-covered Otonman couch. He parted

hi s sal |l ow skinned, hairy, thighs. H s organ, still quies-
cent, hung thick and solid between them * Cone here girl
and kneel,” he ordered, ‘You wll begin by show ng your

Mast er sone proper respect.’

Teresa knew well what that phrase inplied and, for a
monent, panic gripped her. Desperately she fought it down.
She nust obey ... even though the act she now had to perform
was one, which was abhorrent to her. |In fact she had never
performed it before; hitherto she had only been a wi tness.
Feeling the sickness of dread she cane forward and knelt
between Garcia's thighs. There, right before her, was the
mal e organ. It both frightened and fascinated her; it’s
size, even in repose, was form dable.

As her blonde head bent forward Garcia s hands canme down
to cup her breasts, fondling and squeezing themavidly. Her
lips, slightly parted, pressed nervously to the nmale flesh
She repeated the kisses of ‘respect’ along the whole length
and t hen, as she knew she nust, beganto lick it. As she did
so she felt the first reactions of swelling and stiffening.
When she had brought Garcia halfway to erection he spoke
again. ‘Now suck it, ny beauty,’ he said.

Teresa’'s right hand gripped the base of the root. She
felt it jerk at her touch; then she took the big, mauve, knob

in her mouth ... and began to suck. The hand continued to
fondl e her breasts.
‘More of it,’” said Garcia, his voice still unenotional

Teresa forced herself to take in nore of the fast stiffen-
ing length. It filled her nmouth, right to the back of her
throat, until she was al nost choking. She continued to suck
as avidly as she could, tonguing the hard knob as she did so.
A sudden shudder went through her as the thought cane to her
that soon that nmassive solidity would be thrust into her
el sewhere. A flicker of a smile, briefly, crossed Garcia’s
i ps as he | ooked down at Teresa’'s eyes screwed tight and her
nostrils flared in revul sion. Her evident distaste at hav-
ing to pay this kind of ‘respect’ only added to his pl easure.
He went on mauling the luscious breast-fruit. They really
were a couple of beauties! Soon he was in full erection and
Teresa was both snorting and hal f-choking as she sought to
carry out her task to his full satisfaction. Her |ack of
expertise by no neans disturbed Garcia; it was but another
additive to his enjoynment. |nnocence and i nexperience were
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delights in thenmsel ves, were they not?

By a positive effort of will he controlled the nounting of
his lust to within reasonable limts - although the tenpta-
tion to do otherwi se was strong; thus Teresa knelt, sucking
himfor a full five mnutes; her neck mnuscles and her jaw
soon began to ache under the strain, but the many hours she
had spent between Janina’s thighs stood her in good stead,
I ending her both will power and physical strength. uti-
mately Garcia renoved his kneading hands from her breasts
and, taking her by the hair, eased her off him She heaved
and panted for breath, mouth open, the saliva running. Her
eyes, msted with tears, opened and |ooked up at himwth
pi teous dread ... seeking, he guessed. |If not his approva
at | east not his disapproval! She knew then that the nmonent
had come when Col onel Garcia would claimhis full ownership.

If Colonel Garcia had been one for paying complinents to
worren he woul d have paid one to Teresa. For his enjoynent of
her ripe young body was greater than he had experienced for
some time. Hs pleasure in the female flesh that squirnmed
and qui vered beneath hi mwas hei ghtened by the fact that he
was aware that Teresa was virtually a virgin. Certainly she
had the delicious tightness of a virgin; also she had the
enotional and sexual inmaturity. This, coupled with a natu-
ral shyness and reserve, created a delightful conbination.
A conmbi nati on of fear and reluctance ... and of contrived co-
operation which was interspersed with flashes of spontane-
ity. She had been told and taught what to do; and, Ch, how
hard she strove to conply! Yet her horror and | oat hi ng of the
ravi shment coul d be divined. For that reason Garcia used her
all the nore brutally. The nore lovely the object the
greater the satisfactionin despoliation! At sone point Garcia
forced hinmself up a little and | ooked into Teresa s face
The soft, doe-like, eyes were w de and gl azed; sonething
like those of a dying rabbit. The ful sone mouth was parted
and turned down at the corners; tears danped the peach tex-
ture of her cheeks; her breath rasped, pul sating, w th gasps
and sobs. This was the nmonent she had been dreading for so
| ong. The nonment her owner cl ai nmed her; asserted his rights
of ownership; took her

“You ... like it ... eh? grunted Garcia, his sallow
features drawn taut, his thin lips twisting with sadistic
lust. The know edge that there was nothing ... absolutely

nothing ... that he could not do to this young creature



filled him with that wunique, ultimte pleasure which he
al ways craved. He thrust even nore vigorously. A hoarse
sound canme from Teresa’'s throat.

‘“Y-Yes ... Master ...’ it sounded as if she said.

Garcia assuned that had been her response and grinned
| asciviously. H s pleasure was becom ng wel | ni gh unendurabl e
and, in a fewmnents, he abandoned hinself toit ... rutting
exultantly to a furious climx. Then, groaning, he slunped
down, crushing his new possession beneath him Consci ous of

her pal pitating body beneath him... hearing her breathless
little sobs ... but heedless of her and them There was no
pride of possession just contentment in his right toit. It

was a right, Garcia was well aware, which he could exercise
agai n and agai n; just whenever he w shed; just how he wi shed.
That, indeed, was the notivation behind the establishnent
and the organisation of “Los Limtas”

Teresa Mendoza was not confined inside the gilt cage that
swung besi de the Col onel’s nassively broad bed - the custom
ary place where his current ‘favourite’ was kept until she
was required for use. Instead she was secured to it’s bars,
spr ead- eagl ed fashi on, on the outside of the cage by neans of
cuf fs about her wists and ankles; and, ever and anon, the
tip of the I ong slimrhino-hide whip which Garcia held flicked
across her shapely buttocks. Every tinme it did it drew a
little squeal of pain from the hel pl ess Teresa. Gar ci a,
lying relaxed on the bed and snoking one of his custonmary
cheroots, | ooked on inpassively as the young nates cl enched,
squi rmed and qui vered. However that inpassivity, as usual
belied the pleasure he was receiving.
“You would not lie to ne girl?

‘No ... oh ... n-no ... Master ...’

Fli ck!

“And you say you had the worman’s pl easure with me?
‘Yes ... oh yes ... Master ...’

The tip biting into each buttock in turn.

‘ Eegghh ... Aagghh!’

How del i ci ously that bottom squirned thought the Col onel.
He was an expert with the | ong whi p reckoni ng, nine tinmes out
of ten, to be able to take an insect off the wall at six
paces.

‘1 think you can do better girl. | think you can have nore
pl easure.’



Garci a was by no nmeans convi nced that Teresa had, in fact,
had an orgasm | ndeed he would be surprised if she had done
on that first occasion. Yet he knew that the girl dared not
state otherw se. How coul d she deny that she had not had the
suprenme pleasure from her master? Garcia smiled inwardly.
It must be difficult to admt to a pl easure one had been far
fromreceiving. Al the same the urgent novenents of the
girl’s body he had recalled at the end indicated she had, at
| east, sinmulated sonme pleasure. That was sonething. Judith
Sonerton was a good overseer; a good trainer. Soon, though,
said Garciato hinself, this ripe, young, peach - for all her

upbringing and all her reserve - will be spending herself
unrestrainedly while he enjoyed her. Once they start they
cannot stop thenselves. It had nothing to do with what they
really wanted; their own true feelings. It was sinmply a
matter of nature taking over. It was nice to think of Teresa
com ng, uncontrollably, as he fucked her. 1t would happen
soon, he was sure.
Cr ack!

This time the tip of the whip fell with great force across
Teresa’'s bottom A yelp of pain rang round the room

‘Do you not think so, girl?

“Aahh ... yes ... aahh ... yes ... Master ... yes ... | c-
can have mnore pleasure ... M Master " came the gasping
answer .

Hanging from the bars of the cage, tears stream ng down
her cheeks, Teresa knew the true torment of slavery. Used
indiscrimnately for brute nmale satisfaction then made to
suffer humiliation and pain for pure anmusenent.

Are you not fortunate then, girl, that you can have nore

pl easure?’
Fl i ck!
This time the tip fell with |ess severity.
‘Yes ... Y-Yes ... Master ...’
OCh God ... the horror of it! Having to say such thi ngs when

one’ s whol e soul revolted agai nst doi ng so! Wen one’ s whol e
being, nmentally and physically, was crying out in extrem s!
Yet Teresa had to; yes ... she had to; she knew that.
Garcia remained lying there, slowy finishing his che-
root, alternately flicking out taunts or the tip of the whip
and revelling in the sight of Teresa squirmng both i nwardly
and outwardly. The pleasure of power! It was unbeatable.
And, fromtinme to tine, Garcia baleful glance would drift
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slowy around the large room Seeing the “femal e objects”
whi ch had been set there for his service. Silently, bleakly,
they gazed before them as they carried out their assigned
functions. To act as a hat-stand, an ashtray holder, a
support for a piece of furniture, a flower container or
perhaps nerely as sone piece of decor. Enchanting! Teresa
hersel f had perforned such functions. Perhaps, before |ong,
one of these silent figures would be in Teresa s place;
performng a nore active function. Col onel Garcia's cold
eyes lingered a little |l onger on sone of the silent, naked,
figures than it did on others. The choice was his; the
timng was his. Finishing his cigar and tiring of his
anusenent, he rose fromthe bed. The ‘ashtray’ s’ features
twitched slightly as Garcia stubbed out his cigar in the
brass tray she supported on her left hand, the arm extended.
From one nipple hung a lighter, from the other a cigar-
cutter. Garcia had no use for either at the nonent. He
turned away, indifferently, and strolled out of the roomto
take a shower. Bl onde head droopi ng, shoul ders heaving with
hal f-stifled sobs, Teresa renai ned hangi ng, manacled to the
gilt bars. At least the whip had ceased to bite even if her
nmuscl es still remained racked with pain. Did one ever becone
used to pain? Inured toit? If soit seemed to Teresa it was
an exceedi ngly sl ow process. She woul d remai n where she was
until Judith Somerton did her customary ‘duty round’. Then
Teresa woul d be renoved, placed in the cage, the door | ocked

to await the tinme when Col onel Garcia would require her
agai n.



CHAPTER SEVEN

Teresa knelt on the floor, her shapely hindquarters up-
thrust, her thighs invitingly wide. One side of her face was
to the thickness of the pile carpet and her blonde hair
cascaded around her. Wth a | ook, bordering on contenpt, on
his sardonic features Col onel Garcia rode her fromthe rear.
Lightly his hands lay on the white flanks which shuddered
unceasi ngly; flanks that noved back and forth and sinmultane-
ously performed a seductive gyrating notion as he thrust
easily in and out. It was a perfornmance of receptive perfec-
tion ... for the ‘favourite had | earnt a | ot about pleasing
her Master in the preceding few days. That her Master was
wel | pleased with her was indicated by the | ust shining from
the dark eyes set in his inpassive features. As he had
al ways expected Garcia was finding Teresa exquisite nmateri al
for his enjoynment. Casually he renoved his hands fromthe
flanks and, without altering the pace of his heavi ng haunches,
squeezed the lush, pendul ous breasts. The nipples were
har d.

‘Come, you little beauty,’ he said softly.

Beneat h t he spreadi ng nest of bl onde hair breathl ess gasp-
ing sounds were already to be heard. Now they began to
intensify whilst the novenent of the hindquarters becane
nmore urgent. Then a hi gh-pitched whinpering sound ... Nails
cl awi ng the carpet

‘M Master ... Master ... 0000 ... | ... I’'m comng
0000 ...’

Rem ni scent of pain rather than pleasure; but that it is
pl easure is no doubt; this is no sinmulation. Driven on by
irresistible urges as the Colonel’s organ thrusts again and
again so renorselessly Teresa mounts swiftly to climax. A
wildwhinmperingclimx ... Awild wigglingclimx ... In one
cheek of Garcia's face a nuscle twitches as he feels the
convul sions within ... and the increase in |iquid-hot succu-
lence. Uterly delicious ... Everything a worman shoul d be

And quite out of control through her own lust ... Yes ...
he was truly the Master nowin every sense! Garcia continue
to thrust in the sane controlled fashion. He was not yet



ready to reach his own peak even though the tenptation was
great. There was nuch yet to be savoured; and savoured to
the hilt! It was, indeed, nost |likely that Teresa woul d cone
again before he let all restraints go. Possibly that next

climax woul d be a sinul taneous one ... Yes ... for Teresa was
al ready beginning to wiggle happily again. Groans were
becom ng interspersed with her gasps. She was becom ng
qui t e abandoned.

‘M Master ... oooo ... Master ... 000O ... 0000 ... Master

The sounds were an involuntary admi ssion that Garcia was
i ndeed her Master. Her sexual nmaster! It was exactly as
Garcia wanted it. To conquer as a nan as well as an owner
Hi s satisfaction was conpl ete.

Sonme five minutes |ater Col onel Garcia unlocked the door of
the gilt cage; Teresa clinbed through the narrow entrance
setting the cage swinging fromthe heavy chain that kept it
suspended fromthe ceiling. It was never an easy thing to do
and now her legs felt weak. Garcia hel ped her on the way by
giving Teresa' s invitingly curvaceous bottom two stinging
sl aps.

‘“Inyou go, ny pretty,’ he encouraged. It was the nearest
he had ever got to what night be terned sone sort of genial -
ity. Teresa did a final effort and insinuated herself into
t he cage, crouching on the barred fl oor. The door cl osed and
the key turned. She was | ocked away again until she was
needed for whatever service was denmanded of her. A sob
caught her throat as she forced herself up onto her knees.
She always had to kneel erect when the Colonel was in the
room | have betrayed nyself, she thought, at the nmenory of
her recent abandon. Betrayed ny womanhood; ny honour. For
she coul d not deny the pl easures of her hotly aroused | usts.
She was still quaking deep inside; still feeling that con-
quering bone of male flesh. Yet again she had disgraced
herself. Gven way to the tenptations of the flesh. There
is no nore pride in ne, she thought, | can lay no clains to
it. Yet what else was there for her to do? It was demanded
of her. She renenbered the Col onel’ s whip and shivered. How
coul d one resi st when resi stance was both pai nful and poi nt -
| ess? Especially when, at the nonent of greatest weakness
one wanted that pleasure? Two single tears of self-pity ran
down, one on each cheek. There was no escape for her; she



was this man’s slave. Now she truly knew it. The Col one

was surveying her contenplatively through the bars. He
i ked what he saw. Particularly the | ook of defeat he sawin
those soft brown eyes. He sawthe shane there, too, and knew
the reason for it. Little Teresa was feeling di shonoured on
account of her own natural feelings and reactions. Garcia
liked that even nore. Yet, already, his mnd was casting
about. How long shall | keep her there? Another week? Maybe
alittle longer? Longer than npost, anyway; and, in any event,
he coul d al ways have Teresa sent back to him Though it was
rare indeed that he ever took two bites at the sane cherry.
Sonehow he considered that a formof flattery to the slave-
girl in question; and they were not creatures to be flat-
tered. Ah yes, ny little Teresa, he said to hinself, do you
still sonetimes recall the calm seclusion of your convent
school i ng? Those days when you dreamed romanti c dreans about
your lover? Saving it for him alone, were you not?

How differently life has turned out!

Soon, when | have finished with you, you will be any-
body’s. Perhaps, even, | shall give you to Janina Casal. No
one but that ex-rival could be better designed to make your
life a Hell on earth. It would anuse her greatly to watch
you servicing a constant succession of unwanted ‘| overs’
Yes ... Janina had been very insistent when she had | ast been
his guest at “Los Limtas”. He nust give the matter his
consi deration. A favour of quite an exceptional order could
be asked for in return, Garcia was certain.

He turned away and poured hinself a drink. Decanters and
gl asses stood ready on an oval silver salver held by a human
statue of al nost al abaster whiteness. A statue with flame
red hair and green eyes: a statue with firm high breasts
whi ch had nipples painted the same colour as the eyes. A
faint flicker of menmory canme to Garcia and it was confirnmed
when he noticed that there was no ‘chastity plate’ carrying
his |egend of ownership. Yes ... this slave had already
occupied the gilt cage at sone stage previously. Garcia
| ooked into the green eyes and saw both respect and true
servi tude

‘1 have fucked you, have | not? he enquired. His voice
was gentl emanly. He coul d have been addressing a |ady of
hi gh birth.

‘Yes ... Master ... | have had that honour,’ replied the
girl with the flame-red hair. Her l|ips quivered but frac-



tionally.

Garci a nodded and ran a hand lightly down over the snooth
curve of the girl’s belly to the even greater smpot hness of
the depilated nound. The hunman statue stood notionless
under his casual fondling.

“And now,’ he asked, ‘you are fucked quite often? By ny
guests ... yes?

‘Yes ... Master ...’

A slight dilation of the green eyes; nany nenories ..

“And you enjoy that?

‘Yes, Master ... Only a small hesitation. ‘It is ny duty
to serve your guests, but ... but | enjoy it, Master. It is
an honour to serve in your house. To be your slave ...’

Garcia nodded perfunctorily and turned away. The reply
did not seemforced or false. Even though it nust be. Once
nore he made a nental commendation of his chief overseer,
Judi th Sonerton.

She was, it seened, indeed a woman who could virtually
wor k m racl es!

Teresa was deposed as ‘favourite’ after something like ten
days. This was an above-average length of tine to spend in
the gilt cage in the Col onel’s apartnment and no doubt Teresa’'s
proper reaction was to feel herself honoured, though it
cannot be truthfully said that she did. Some girls spent no
nmore than twenty four or forty eight hours in that cage (and
for so short a duration were nmade to suffer appropriately);
some spent perhaps a week there; so it can be gauged that
Teresa pleased her Master well. There was no fashion in
whi ch Teresa had not pleased ... Every orifice was put to use
. according to Garcia's nood. There were tinmes, for Garcia’'s
anusenent, when Teresa was called upon to gratify herself
with a variety of objects he presented to her. Onh a
nunber of occasions another slave-girl was introduced into
the bed and Garcia watched while they gratified each other
Ei ther that or he woul d enj oy Teresa whil e she was gratifying
the other girl. And, of course, there was always the whip.
There were nore ways of maki ng Teresa squi rmthan by fucking
her! So, perhaps, it is not surprising that it can be truly
said that Teresa did not feel honoured by the duration of her
‘service’ ; nor, perhaps nore surprisingly, did she feel re-
lief at her disnmissal. For no one could be nore hideously
awar e that she no | onger wore the ‘chastity plate’ which had



acted, not only as an indication of the Col onel’s ownership
and prine rites but, naturally, as a protector from the
mar audi ngs of ot hers.

Teresa knew, on release, that she was ‘free’ to all

Hel pl ess prey to the lusts of any guest, male or fenale.

That know edge filled her with a quivering i nner horror as
she made her way to report to Judith Sonmerton. Somehow she
felt doubly naked, doubly vul nerable, and her mi nd and eno-
tions seemed nore in turnoil than they had been when she was
awai ting the Colonel’s sumopns. Now that appalling hurdle
had been surmounted only for Teresa to find herself seem
ingly confronted by a series of even nore appalling hurdles.
There was no end to her tornment. Judith Sonmerton did not,
exactly, set her mnd at rest. The famliar, placid, fea-
tures regarded Teresa as she stood neekly before the over-
seer. They gave no indication of conprehendi ng what the girl
must have endured. They were indifferent. 1t was Teresa's
fate to have to endure such things; and, if necessary, worse.

‘Now t hat you have been honoured by your Master, Teresa,’
said Mss Judith; ‘you realise the inplications?

‘Yes ... MMss,’ answered Teresa, giving a little shud-
der, her bl onde head bowed slightly.

Judi th paused, surveying the girl carefully, ‘“and, | may
say,’ she went on, ‘you were indeed honoured by your |ength
of stay ...’ Judith was pleased that the Col onel had been
wel | satisfied but was not surprised. She had guessed that
this young ‘innocent’ would prove very nmuch to his |iking.

‘Yes ... Mss,’ whispered Teresa, head drooping a little
| ower.

“Stand up straight!’ Odered Judith sharply.

Teresa jerked erect and her high, rounded breasts bounced
delicately. Sheis, indeed, a pretty young thing, reflected
Judith. She will be nuch in demand.

‘What are those inplications? asked Judith coolly.

A hesitation; a quivering of Teresa's soft, pink lips

‘“That ... that now | nust ... nust p-please ... the guests,
M ss,’ she answered in a | ow voi ce.

Judith nodded. ‘That is correct,’ she said. ‘The honour
will not be so great, of course, but it will be an honour

neverthel ess.’

Teresa remained silent. Afaint mst of tears was fil m ng
her eyes. The prospects before her did not bear contenpl a-
tion; yet it was inpossible not to do so. Not only her nmnd



but al so her soul seemed to shrivel at the prospect.

“You wi | I, of course, have other duties to perform’ Judith
continued in her ‘matter-of-fact’ way, ‘as you did before’.

‘Yes, Mss,’ said Teresa.

She had long | earnt howvital it was to show neekness and
true humlity when in Judith's presence; anything |ess and

she would be made to suffer. Monentarily Teresa's nind
flickered back to her early days at “Los Limtas”. Ws she
the sane person? In body, maybe, but not as a being.

“You will go to your quarters; your duties will re-com
mence this evening.’

‘Yes, Mss ...’

The interm nabl e round of shame, huniliation and pain had
begun agai n.

That evening Teresa’'s duties were sinple enough, if not
exactly confortable. Her snooth white back served as a
support for a plate-glass tabletop. It was a side table,
hol ding a vase of flowers, an ashtray and a bow of Cashew
nuts, in the main sal on where the Col onel’ s guests had assem
bl ed for pre-dinner drinks. That evening the guests were few
in nunber, as it happened, but of those present there was one
man in particul ar who made use of that side table nmore often
than the others did.He was a ‘gross’ nman in niddle age,
heavily jow ed, fleshly lipped and with piggy eyes. It was
not the first tine he had set eyes on Teresa ... for he had
been a guest before. Then, however, Teresa had worn Garcia’s
pl ague for ownership. Now that man - happily, lustfully -
was well aware it had been renpved. H s nanme was Baron
Newrann. The Baron enjoyed his dinner that night nore than
usual .

During those hours, while he, and the others, gorged and
guzzl ed, Teresa renui ned kneeling, trying to forget the aches
and pains in her back, her arns and her | egs. There was
never any knowi ng quite how |l ong she would have to act out
her role as a ‘ human-object’. Maybe the guests woul dn’t even
return to the salon. No matter, she and all the other
‘human- obj ects’ there, would have to remain in position just
in case they did return. Only when the guests had retired
woul d t hey be rel eased.

As it turned out the salon was re-visited. The Baron’s
jow ed face was now flushed with drink and his eyes had a
“stickily-hot” | ook about them He spent quite sone tine



staring down through the gl ass tabletop ... and the | onger he
| ooked the nore he |iked what he saw. Wat a lovely little
beauty! So young, yet so mature! And now he could have her
whenever he wanted. Teresa, by reason of her kneeling pos-
ture, could not, of course, see who was inspecting her. But
she was hi deously aware of that unknown’s gaze. She felt as
if eyes were boring right into her body, particularly at its
nmost intimate parts, and her body seened to be covered with
goose pinmples. It was only by a tremendous effort that she
st opped hersel f shuddering and so, possibly, upsetting any-
thing on the tabl etop that she was supporting. At long |ast,
to her intense relief, the unknown observer departed. But,
as Teresa knew in her heart, it could be but a short relief.



CHAPTER EIGHT

Teresa stood in the dreaded room The barely furnished room
with its heavy table where she had already suffered so nuch
at Judith Sonmerton’s hands. She was shivering uncontroll a-
bly and her terror seened to take the formof an icicle that
had been plunged into the m ddl e of her belly.

Oh God ... how coul d she have been so foolish! Ch Cod ...
how coul d it possibly have happened? Yet it had. There she
was, back again so soon, in that roomw th Judith Sonerton’s
col d, bal eful eyes upon her. She had been sent to that room
having fallen at the first of the new hurdl es set before her.
Sent with a little note of explanation from a gross and
obscenely lustful man of niddle age. Sent by the Baron.

‘Yes, Teresa? enquired Judith stonily.

‘ ... | h-have a n-note, Mss ...’ cane the answer.
Teresa's voice was little nore than a croak.

‘Ch, Yes? The voice flat, unenptional. ‘Stand back to
the wall. | will attend to that in a nonment.’

Teresa noved as ordered seeing distractedly the young
woman who knelt on the wooden table; for Teresa had inter-
rupted Judith in the course of her ‘work’.

‘ Now, where were we, Marianne?’ asked Judith, turning back
to the trenbling figure.

‘I ... 1 dont know ... Mss ... | ... | find it so ...
difficult ...’ Saidthe young wonan. She had rich bl ack hair
that fell to mlky-white shoul ders; her eyes, wide wth
fear, were china-blue.

She was new, Teresa realised, and under instruction. Poor
wetch. Teresa recalled those first awful days she had spent
on that bench. Yet, in a strange way, she could feel no
pity. There was none left in her for anyone el se but her-
self. She was, sinply, and observer.

‘“Well, if you don’t, | do!" Judith was saying. ‘You had
just forgotten, yet again, to address ne correctly ... and,
i medi ately the door opened, your hands left your neck and
covered your breasts.’



Wth a guilty start the girl, Marianne, clasped her hands
behi nd her neck and thrust her breasts forward. They were
very good breasts; rather |arger than average, yet sagging
only alittle, with strong dark brown ni ppl es.

‘Too late, Marianne,’ said Judith with the trace of a thin

smle. ‘Nowwhat did | prom se you for such stupid errors?

Mari anne burst into tears and, forgetfully again, covered
her face with her hands. ‘NNo ... oh ... no ... she
wailed. ‘Please ... | forgot ... please ... | couldn't h-
help it ..."How famliar Teresa was with the routine. The
slow, relentless, routine. It was sonething engraved on her
soul. Yet still she felt no pity. The sooner this newcomner

|l earnt to obey Mss Judith the better for her

‘“What did | pronmise you? The voice was renorsel ess

Anot her wail. ‘Some ... s-sonme ... nore ... s-strap ..
came the petrified answer.

‘That’s right,’ said Judith. ‘And that is precisely what
you are going to get.’

An even louder wail ... and then Marianne was slithering
of f the bench ... down to the floor ... clasping at Judith’s
knees.

‘No ... no... Mss ... please ... please ... no ... m
more ... oohh ... | b-begyou ... Mss ... | just forgot ..
please ... 1'Il never forget again!’ Cane the anguished
cries.

Teresa knew exactly howthe girl felt. Had she not prom
ised in exactly the sane way? Tine after tine? And had she,
still, not forgotten frequently? Indeed, at that very no-
ment, had she not forgotten in a far nore serious way? She
had i ndeed.

‘CGet up, Marianne ... and bend across the bench,’ ordered
Judith icily.

‘No ... OH... NO... OOOO ... P-PLEE ... EEEASE!’

‘Marianne,’” said Mss Judith even nore coldly, ‘1 have
al ready caned you once. That, | know, you did not like at
all. However, if you do not do as | say, imediately,
shal | cane you again; and far nore severely.

A despairing shriek filled the room as, for a few nore
monents, Marianne clasped at Judith’s knees. Then, by sone
trenmendous effort of will, she dragged hersel f up and draped
her body over the solid wooden bench-table. Fromwhere she
stood Teresa could see the girl’s hindquarters. They car-
ried sone dozen bright red welts where Judith’s strap had



fallen recently. But there were no other weals. That caning
must have been given on a previous occasion

‘Please ... please ... no ...’ Marianne was sobbi ng.
Judith cut her short. ‘Listen girl,” she said in a voice
of steel, ‘you can think yourself lucky you' re not getting a

caning right now. Next tinme, for the same errors, youwl|!’

Wth her customary speed and expertise Judith corded
Marianne’s wists to her ankles so that the girl’s body
fornmed a triangle around the tabletop. Unhurriedly Judith
nmoved to t he cupboard near by and brought out a single-thonged
strap. It was one that Teresa knew well ... nearly three
i nches wi de and a quarter of an inch thick. She saw Marianne’s
nates contract involuntarily several tines and her own gave
a tiny, synpathetic twitch. Her heart felt heavy and col d.
It would be a nercy indeed if she were but to receive the
strap for what she had done!

‘No... no... oh... please ... please ... please ...’ the
cries were incessant as Marianne’s head twi sted round to-
wards Judith. ‘1 ... 1I’'Il do whatever you say ... | wll

I swear | will!’

Judith was quite unnoved as she cane round the table and
took up her position. Briefly she stroked the supple | eather
through her fingers. ‘Yes,’” shesaid, ‘intine, youwll, ny
girl!’

Wth that she laid the first stroke across Marianne’s
hel pl ess bottomusing a full sweep of her arm Yet, though
she put a lot of effort intoit, no sign showed on Judith’s
features. |In everything she did, including outward expres-
sion, she seened conpletely controlled. Aterrible how was
torn from Marianne’s throat and she threshed this way and
that over the table. Teresa saw the brighter, deeper welt
that had just been raised and knew just how agonisingly it
was burning deep at that instant. The soft nates were
al ready contracting even nore convulsively in anticipation
of what was to cone. Calmy Judith waited for the tumult to
diealittle before laying on a sim |ar stroke. A cacophony
of sound filled the room again as, once nore, Marianne was
contorted with pain. Teresa closed her eyes and a | arge tear
wel | ed up fromunder each lid. Soon | shall be suffering far
worse, she said to herself, feeling the sickness of dread in
her throat. ©Ch God ... have nercy upon ne! For no one el se
will. Teresa s eyes renained closed but she could not shut
her ears. Again and again the |eather cracked across bare



flesh. Again and again Marianne’s piteous cries and pleas
filled the room Unheeded; she was there to suffer ... and
suf fer she woul d.

It seemed to Teresa that sone dozen strokes fell before
the awful sounds ceased. At |east the sound of |eather on
flesh; Marianne’'s how s continued. Teresa opened her eyes
to see the fresh batch of brightly-hued welts overlaying
fornmer ones: to see the constant quaking and quivering of
tornented flesh; to see Marianne still continuing to squirm
with pain even though the strap had ceased to fall. As
met hodically as a nurse in an operating theatre Judith re-
turned to the cupboard, replaced the instrunent of correc-
tion, and then came back to un-cord Marianne’s wists and

ankles. Once released the girl fell, twisting, to the floor,
hands clasping urgently to her burning flesh. Her breasts
heaved wildly as huge sobs were drawn from her. ‘Don’ t
forget what | said, Marianne,’ said Judith pontifically from
above. ‘“Next time it’s the cane. Good and hard ... and
plenty of it too!’

“Cohh ... mmmmffff ... oohh ... oh ... mmmffff ... no ..
no ... no ... mmmffff ... nmmmffff ...~

‘Ch yes,’” said Mss Judith, ‘you’'ll get a thrashing to
really renenber, | can tell you!

How wel | Teresa recalled such words being spoken to her
all too often; and how often she had not heeded them  She
had not heeded them now, with all her experience. Teresa
shivered uncontrollably. Wuld she ever learn, fully? Ws
it, indeed, possible to learn fully?

‘Stand up, Marianne. Up ... up ... girl ...’

Mari anne staggered to her feet, still clutching her but-
tock cheeks.

‘Now stand back to the wall. Hands cl asped behi nd your
neck. Mve girl ...’ Judith' s orders were crisp, brooking no
del ay.

Sobbi ng incoherently Marianne forced herself into posi-
tion. She thinks, said Teresa to herself, that she has

suffered tothelimt. Oh, howlittle does she know Her own
heart was begi nning to pound, the iciness in her stonmach to
intensify.

Judith picked up the note that Teresa had given her and
studied it ininpassive silence. Teresa herself did not know
what was init. However the details did not matter. She was
awar e that she had made an instinctive rejection of the first



guest who had nmade denmands of her. Yet how could she help
it? Ch God ... he had been so repul sive! So fat, so sl obber-
ing, so disgustingly lecherous. At long last Mss Judith
rai sed her head and | ooked at Teresa with eyes of stone.
Teresa felt herself shrivelling inside

‘l do not understand you, Teresa,’ said the overseer. Her
voi ce had a touch of weariness in it as if she were chiding,
yet again, an errant child. ‘Wre not the inplications of
your new status enphasised to you?

‘Yes, Mss ...’ cane the whispered answer.

‘Then what is the neaning of this? Judith flipped the
note, her voice now sharp

“I ... 1 ... d-don’t know,’' said Teresa. Her head was
beginning to feel light and she had nonentary sensations of
di senbodinent ... as if it were not her standing there an-
swering. As if she were an observer at the scene.

“You don't knowl’ Judith’s voice had a sneer in it. She
took a step forward and sei zed Teresa by her hair, speaking
close to her face, her words | ow but intense. ‘Do you think
there is sonething special about your attributes? That you
can deny themto those who wi sh to nake use of then?’

‘Nno ... no ... Mss ...’ quavered Teresa, shaking her
head.  Well | don't,’” said Mss Judith, releasing Teresa' s
bl onde hair, ‘but you have an attitude of m nd that is going
to be changed. Right now’ Judith flipped the note again.
‘You have brazenly insulted this fine gentleman.

Teresa recall ed the repul siveness of the so-called ‘gen-

tleman’. How could such a beast be insulted? No accusation
coul d have been nore false; crueler. The bitterness of it
was like gall in Teresa s soul

‘I ... 1 d-didn"t mean ... Mss ... | ... just couldn't h-
help ...’ she began.Judith sl apped Teresa' s face, left and
right. ‘Silence, girl!’ she snapped. ‘I don’t want to

listen to any of your snivelling excuses. What is all too
plainis that you have refused t he advances of one of Col onel
Garcia s guests. And that is a nost serious offence.

Teresa’'s head reel ed under the stinging slaps, her nouth
began to get out of control and the tears to flow. She sank
slowy to her knees and raised her hands in prayer-like
fashi on.

‘P-Please ... Mss ... p-please ... c-can’t you understand

" she began agai n.

Judith gripped the girl’s hair again and yanked her to her



feet. Once nore she sl apped Teresa' s face.

‘l told you I didn't want to hear excuses,’ she rasped
Judith’s normal veil of conposure was being drawn aside
Teresa coul d not renmenber that happening before. ‘You were
given clear instructions. Oders, in fact. And you have
di sobeyed them It sinply amazes nme that, after all this
time, you are not aware of it.’

‘I ... 1 ... am... MMss ...’ choked Teresa. The utter
futility of trying to explain herself was obvious. Perhaps
M ss Judith did not understand about natural, and invol un-
tary, femal e reacti on when faced with such a situation. Yet,
even if they did, they would be of no concern to her

The overseer released Teresa's hair and wal ked over to
Mari anne. The girl had stopped sobbi ng and now st ood agai nst
the wall trenbling and with eyes wi de with shock as she gazed
upon the scene.

‘It is, perhaps, fortunate, that you are here at this
monent Marianne,’ said Judith, ‘you are going to see how I
deal with a girl who, unlike you, is not untrained - yet is

still disobedient. | trust it may be a |l esson to you so that
you can avoid a simlar fate in the future. Understood?
Mari anne nodded. ‘Yes ... Mss ...’ she managed to an-

swer. Her big breasts heaved up and down with the stress of
her enotions; her legs were rubbery with terror

Judith touched the ‘chastity plate’ which Marianne wore.
“As you see,’ she said, ‘this girl, Teresa, no | onger wears
one of these. She has had the honour of serving her Master
- aswll you one day.” Marianne flinched. *‘Thus she now has
to serve any of the Master’s guests.’ Judith paused. ‘Teresa
does not seemto find that to her liking.” Another pause
‘Therefore | am going to change her attitude of m nd.

Judi th opened the cupboard - the cupboard of cruelty - and
Teresa’'s breasts began to heave as nmuch as Marianne’ s did.
The overseer stood there for a few nonents, hands on hips,
before stooping to take an instrument from the cupboard.
Then she turned and went back towards her victim Teresa's
bl ood froze. It was sonething she had never seen before.

It was | onger than a cane; nore |like an extended riding
switch. Teresa sawtightly plaited | eather and, at the tip
of the instrument - the last inch or two - what | ooked |ike
little beads of lead, half an inch or so apart. The instru-
ment swayed fl exi bly up and down before her eyes and Teresa’'s
freezing sensation intensified.



‘“You haven't felt this, have you Teresa? asked Judith.

Al t hough Teresa struggled to answer normally, hardly any
sound cane out of her nouth.

‘Believe ne girl,’ said Judith, flexing the instrument in
a sem-circle arc, ‘it hurts. Considerably nore than the
cane. And you know what that feels |ike, Teresa.’

Oh dear God ... did she not! Teresa nates clenched and
uncl enched at the menory of it. And now... now... this was
to be worse!

‘Let me explainit to you,’ Judith was saying, though her
voi ce seened to be comng froma far distance. *‘The core of
it is of hard whal ebone; rather like a bull’s pizzle, but
slimer. Very flexible, as you can see. Around the whal e-
bone is thin, tightly plaited | eather; and here, at the tip,
you see, a half a dozen or so zircons. Hard as di anonds t hey
are. That's where it hurts nost of all!

Teresa felt her knees buckling and woul d surely have fallen
if Judith had not gripped her by the blonde |ocks again.
Once nore the so-placid, yet so terrifying, face cane cl ose.

‘Let ne tell you what’'s going to happen, girl,’ Judith
said in that quiet, nmenaci ng voi ce of hers, ‘so that we don’t
have any nore of this kind of disobedience.” A pause. An
agoni si ng pause for Teresa. ‘|l amgoing to give you twenty-
four strokes with this. Across your backside. And as hard
as | know how ...’

Teresa features were dissol ving.

‘After a couple of days,’” continued Judith, still nmain-
taining a grip on Teresa’s hair, ‘after you have recovered
somewhat, you will go back to the gentl eman you have i nsulted
by your behaviour. You w Il apol ogi se hunbly and show him
what | have done to you. After that, you will do whatever he
wishes ... and you will do it well. |1s that quite clear?

The wetched Teresa could not find her voice; she could
only nod. Judith was seen through a mst of tears; the face
cane cl oser still.

‘ Then, when you have served himas he wi shes,’” Judith was
continuing, ‘you will return here again. Then | shall give
you further twenty-four strokes across your backside wth
this!”The long switch flashed up and down making a deadly
whi stling sound. A high, wailing noan of despair came from
Teresa. Her eyes rolled back into her head.

‘“Merc ... eeee ... nercee ... eeee!’ she cried

Judith seened quite unconcerned. ‘So while you are get-



ting your first twenty-four, my girl ... you can be thinking
you' ve got themall to come again. Quite a salutary | esson
I think.” The voice went suddenly sharp. ‘And you deserve
it! If there’s onething |l won't tolerate, it’s disobedi ence
- especially of this kind!

Teresa’'s knees crunpled, her body sagged. She was only
prevented fromfalling to the floor by Judith’s grip on her
hair. She had fainted out of sheer terror

Fai nti ng was of mninmal concern to Judith Sonmerton. She had
means of copingwithit. Means that both revived and strengt h-
ened; a powerful stinulant that increased the linmts of
human endur ance and war ded of f another fainting fit, however
much it mght be wel comed. This stinulant was injected into
Teresa’s arm as she lay senseless on the wooden bench.
Al ready she had been securely bound over it’s top, |ength-
ways, wists corded to one set of legs, lower linbs to the
other. The latter had been corded i n such a way that Teresa’s
thighs were well straddled. Their soft inner flesh was to be
a prime target for the tip of Judith’s switch. In addition
a bol ster had been pushed under Teresa's flanks, thrusting
up her hindquarters in a generous curve whilst simultane-
ously tautening the fl esh of the nates. Meanwhil e the shocked
Mari anne had begun to sob and nban again with such viol ence
that Judith had been forced to gag her effectively and then
chain her tothe wall with wists aloft so that she did not
sl unp down to the floor. Teresa came round quickly foll ow ng
the injection. |Instinctively she strained at her bonds and
was made instantly aware of her utter hel pl essness. A ter-
rible noan canme fromher as Mss Judith's words fl ooded back
into her consciousness.

The npban was followed by a whinpering plea. ‘Mercy ..
mercy ... | ... 1'"ll do anything ... anything ...’ It was
al ways the sanme. Although it was quite useless the pleas
came all the sanme. They coul d not be checked. Perhaps, just
this once, there would be nmercy; some nercy at |least. There
never was!

Judith picked up the long, plaited |eather and whal ebone
switch. It felt good in her hand. Balanced, riding up and
down with suppl eness. She enjoyed using it, rare though it
was, since it was reserved for what she considered to be
extrenely serious offences, such as Teresa’'s. She neasured
t he curvaceous bottomby eye; it was twitching with dread and



prepared herself to use maxinumforce. In her teens Judith
had been a junior tenni s champi on so her shoul ders and bi ceps
wer e about as powerful as the average man was, if not nore
so. She could really lay it on when she set her mind to it;
and this she had done. The pattern of puni shment was al r eady
set in her mind. The mddle part of the buttocks would be
the first target. Three fromthe right hand si de fol | owed by
three from the left. The turn of the tops of the thighs
woul d corme next. Six on the right hand thigh foll owed by six
for the left. The conpletion of the punishment woul d be the
same as it’s beginning except that she would aima little
| ower down the buttocks placing the strokes just above the
join of the thighs.

Her arm went up and then canme flashing down. The switch
bit exactly where she intended ... the | ast eighteen inches
or so across the fullness of the buttock cheeks, the zircon-
studded tip curling round and biting cruelly into the fl ank
Teresa let out aterrible scream Pain she had known ... in
plenty ... but never pain like this! It was unbelievable ...
Unbearable ... Constricted though she was Teresa withed
agoni singly, nouth gasping as a series of shorter screans
followed the first long one. It was not possible to endure
twenty-four like that ... She nust die first ... She nust!
The second stroke canme whistling down about ten seconds
later, falling fractionally belowthe first. Teresa s scream
was even nore terrible. Not surprisingly so for not only had
she to endure the searing bite of the switch itself but al so
the even nore agonising bite of the zircon stones into the
softness of her flank. Her eyes started from her head.
Wl dly she tugged at her bonds. Al to no avail; she was at
Judith Somerton’s nercy. Wth cal mvenom and with the ful
force of her powerful right arm the overseer laid the third
stroke precisely ten seconds after the second had fallen.
This time Teresa's vocal chords cracked in the middle of her
scream They could only take so nuch. And as, fromthe left
hand side, Judith laid on three nore full bl oodied strokes,
simlarly spaced, and delivered with the sanme precision, the
wr et ched Teresa could no | onger screamin the true sense of
the word. Instead an awful, high pitched rattling sound cane
fromthe depths of her throat. And steadily, as one nerci-
| ess stroke followed another, the wild squirmng of her
bottom and frantic clenching of her nates intensified. Af-
ter the sixth stroke Judith went round and yanked up Teresa’s



head. She saw the gaping, dribbling nouth; saw the eyes
gl azed and un-focusi ng. Al the sane she was aware that
Teresa was fully conscious. The stinmulant was seeing to
t hat .

“ Are you begi nning to wi sh you had behaved yoursel f, Teresa?
she asked.

There was al nost gentl eness in her tone, which belied the
ferocity of the strokes she had just been delivering. Teresa
coul d make no coherent answer. Her nmouth just opened and
shut, with hoarse sounds conming from her throat, but she
nodded her head. She nodded it vehenently, hoping beyond
hope, that her agreenent would relieve her of further agony.
It was a hope soon dashed away.

“You will wish even nore by the time | have finished with
you,’ said Judith Somerton, letting go of the ‘rag-doll’
I'i ke head.

She noved back to her position at the end of the bench.
Now it was the soft tenderness of Teresa s thighs that was to
be cruelly |l acerated. Perhaps an even greater tornent
Teresa fainted just as the sixth stroke curled and bit ago-
ni singly around and into her right thigh. Never ... never

never ... had she known anything as terrible as those
strokes. Strokes that marched steadily, inch by inch, up her
thigh top until the final one was cutting into the junction
where it nmet her nost intinmate and tender flesh of all
Power ful as the stimulant was it could not hold her. Merci-
fully she swept down into insensibility. Judith Somerton
was neither surprised nor disturbed by Teresa' s fainting
once nore. That coul d be renedi ed whenever she wi shed. She
was rather anmused to see that Marianne had fainted purely
fromthe shock of having w tnessed what had been done. So,
i gnoring Teresa, Judith decided to take Mari anne back to the
slave quarters. It would be unwi se to give Teresa anot her
injection for at | east an hour and by keeping the girl on the
table for that tine it would not | essen the punishnment in any
way. |f she remained insensible it would seemto her that no
time at all had passed since her ordeal re-comenced and, if
she canme to, she woul d be aware that her puni shment was but
partially over.

Judith carried Marianne as if she were no nore than a
child. Back in the bare quarters where the girls were kept
- and slept - in between duties she renmoved the gag. There
was no need for an injection in this sort of case. Judith






simply poured a jug of water over Marianne's head and then
sl apped her face until she revived. Gasping, the girl opened
her eyes; the terror in themwas plain to see.

‘No ... oh ... no... no..." whinpered Marianne, recoil -
ing back to the wall. There was no doubt that she had been
much i npressed by what she had seen, let alone felt.

“You wouldn’t like to get a thrashing Iike Teresa, would
you Marianne?’ enquired Judith Sonerton in a nmotherly fash-
i on.

Mari anne shook her head violently. ‘No ... oh ... no!”’
she cried. ‘No ... Mss ...’ she added quickly. The menory
of the falling strap was still vivid; her bottomcontinued to

throb and smart.
‘ Then you nmust renenber - always - to be a good, obedient
girl,’” said Judith.

‘Yes ... y-yes ... Mss ...’
‘“No matter how difficult it is.’
‘Yes ... ohyes ... Mss ...’ Marianne could not have been

nmore fervent in her agreement. Yet, as Judith knew, the true
tests had not yet cone for this young woman. Wat she said
now, and what she did in the future, could so easily be two

very different things. Under duress promi ses were easy,
actions at a later date were far nore difficult. Judith had
seen it all before; she was under no illusions. Al she knew
was that, in the end, every girl owned by Colonel Garcia
conforned to her will. |In the final analysis there were no
r ebel s.

Teresa was a typical exanple, reflected Judith. The girl,
obviously, felt she had truly |earnt obedi ence and subm s-

sion - hard for her though it mght have been. |ndeed she
had obeyed and submitted to a considerabl e degree; but not
compl etel y. It was necessary for her to go through yet

greater tornent before that condition was reached; as she
was doing now. After that, reflected Judith with some con-
fidence, there would be no nore rebellions, mnor or mgjor,
fromTeresa. And, even if there were, they could be stanped
out by even greater severity.

Judith stood up. ‘Now that you have had anot her taste of
the strap, Marianne,’” she said, ‘you should start nending
your ways. Being nore respectful; not being so forgetful.’

The girl was | ooking at her wi de-eyed, lips trenbling. So
that was a ‘taste’ of the strap, she was thinking! To Mari anne
it had seened like a nerciless beating. Shudderi ng, she



could only nod.

“I ... 1’1l t-try ... she whispered.Judith’s features
went stern suddenly. ‘I should try very hardif |I were you,’
she said, ‘and nore than that if possible. Because, Mrianne,
the next time you show |ack of respect, or mmke carel ess

errors - as | have already warned you - | shall take you back
tomy little room tie you over that table again and use a
cane on your tender young bottom Indeed, ny girl, | can

assure you that | shall give you the thrashing that you will
remenber for many a day!’

The threat was not uttered violently, but with a cold
authority that had the inevitability of doomabout it. Marianne
was not left in the slightest doubt that this was a warning
simply to scare her. She knew that Judith Somerton woul d do
exactly what she said should the occasion arise. Little
wonder that Marianne’s already pale cheeks blanched even
whiter; or that the tears flowed faster again. Terror and
despair grabbed her vitals as if in a vice. Like tens of
scores before her she was sliding dowmn into the abyss of
human horror which servitude to Colonel Garcia entailed
Judith turned and quietly left the room feeling that her
poi nt had been well mnmade - and well taken! Doubtless young
Marianne would slip up fromtinme totine (it would be diffi-
cult not to!) but she presented no long-termdifficulty in
the process of nmoulding her into a suitable slave-girl

When, one hour later, Judith returned to the dread room
where Teresa had remmi ned secured, she sawthat the girl had
revived sonewhat. Her shoul ders were heavi ng and | ow groans
comng fromher. Fortunately, therefore, a second injection
woul d not be necessary at this stage; snelling salts would
suffice. She applied thembeneath flaring nostrils. Teresa
choked hoarsely and even nore tears streanmed down her cheeks
as her head cleared. The eyes were rounded, [ight brown
di scs of shock and pain. Opaque, glistening orbs -which
reflected the disbelief that such barbarities existed. Pale
pi nk |'ips, al nost uncontroll able, strove to franme sone words;
with the faintest of success.

‘No ... nore ... for pity’s sake ... no nore ...’ cane the
pl eadi ng whi sper. But Judith’s face was of stone. |If she
could have felt pity she would not have been doing the job
she was. In fact she woul d not have denied that, if she felt

anything at that nonent, it was pl easure.
‘Hal fway, Teresa,’ she said callously, ‘Halfway today,



that is ...’

Teresa’ s nout h opened and sagged si nul t aneously. A heart-
breaking cry of anguish came fromit. For a few, brief
monent s she had | et herself hope that the overseer coul d not
possi bly be so heartless as to carry out such a cruel punish-
ment to the full. That the balance of it woul d hang over her
- ever perilously poised |like the Sword of Danpcles. Not so

Judith picked up the flexible switch again and, as an
even nore heart-breaking cry came from Teresa, all the soft
flesh of her body seened to twitch and quake at the sane
time. The tip of the switch touched the flesh hal fway down
Teresa’'s left thigh.

“NO ... 00000000’

It was a final, despairing shriek fromthe deepest pit of
terror. Unnoved Judith raised the switch and brought it
whi p-1 ashing down with all the force at her command

It had begun again ... And it would not cease until the

final stroke had contorted that hel pless figure on the table
in anot her extreme of agony! Perhaps, surprisingly, Teresa
did not faint again as her flogging marched renorsel essly on
toits conclusion. Dearly would she have |iked to have done
- to gain sonme tenporary relief fromthe agony of the deep-
biting switch and the even greater agony of it's flailing,
zircon studded tip. But that beni son was denied her as six
strokes fell across her left thigh before returning to the
soft plunpness of her wupthrust bottom The sounds that
filled the roomwere nore animal-Iike than human; but Judith
seenmed unnmoved by them  She had heard such sounds before

seen such sights. She sinply had a job to do. An indication
of the true professional, it mght be said.



CHAPTER NINE

Judith Sonerton had to admt that she had been rather opti-
mstic in expecting that Teresa would be in a fit condition
to present herself to Baron Newrann within forty-ei ght hours.
Admittedly, despite such a terrible flogging, she m ght just
have been able to do it in the physical sense but she woul d
have been too weak to do have been nuch use to any nan.
Mor eover her badly | acerated buttocks and thighs still pre-
sented a vividly unsightly appearance. It would be better
Judith decided, to let Teresa rest further and allow the
heal i ng process to continue. Teresa’'s savage weals were
dressed every four hours, night and day, with a speci al fast-
acting salve and her progress to sonething like normality
proceeded wi th commendabl e speed. |In one way a confort for
Teresa because, with the rapid healing, the pain eased. Yet
she was aware that every day brought her nearer a return to
duty - and all it inplied. Wrse still it brought nearer a
returnto the floggi ng bench. Teresa s m nd veered away |i ke
a startled rabbit from that thought. It was sonething it
just could not cope with. |npossible that she would have to
endure such a nightmare again. Even M ss Somerton coul d not
be so cruel. For, by then, would not she -Teresa - not only
have prom sed to do everything demanded of her but al so have
done it? In which case there was no need ... Wth such
t houghts, so bl eak in hope, did Teresa confort herself as she
lay in isolation, slowmy recovering.

It was nearer a week than forty eight hours before Teresa
made her way to the |uxurious apartnment occupied by Baron
Newrann who was one of the Colonel’s closest friends. In the
meanti me Judith Sonerton had spoken with him explaining the
situation. The Baron had been both anmused and del i ghted.

I ncidentally he had been only nmonentarily put out by young
Teresa’ s reactions to his attentions for he was aware it was
nothing nore than a tenporary aberration capable of being
cur ed. It was natural that some girls should behave like



that. After all, with his appearance, and at his age, he
could scarcely expect to be exactly wel coned. I ndeed the
Baron preferred it otherw se, that the girl should have to
hi de her true feelings and be made to wel cone him Accord-
ingly, snoking a cigar and drinking a goblet of brandy,
wearing only a short-length quilted dressing gown of red
vel vet, the Baron awai ted Teresa’s arrival wi th considerable
anticipation. He liked young wormen; he |iked bl onde haired
young wonen nore; he |iked bl onde young wonen with plenty of

shape nost of all. It was a pity that he was not as virile
as he had once been. Still he would have all the tinme he
could ask for and, as soneone had once said, “it was often
better to travel than to arrive”. When she cane to his

apartnment Teresa | ooked even nore ravishing than the Baron
renenbered. For one thing her hair had been fashioned into
a ponytail and was held with a dark blue ribbon. That ,
somehow, made her | ook even younger. Mor eover her naked
charns had been bedecked with a certain amount of jewellery;
| arge gol d bangle rings hung fromher ear |obes; two bright
bl ue sapphire pendants hung from small firm nipples that
were pierced with tiny golden rings. Then, around the slim
wai st, was a gol den chain fromwhich, |ying over the snoot h-
ness of her belly, was a large blue sapphire of dianond
shape. It pointed down invitingly to the delicious, depil-
ated nound ... the nound that was divided by coral pink,
pouting lips perfectly formed. Finally Teresa was shod in a
pai r of sandal s; openwork sandal s made of thin gol den thongs
and fastenings with teetering high heels. The latter not
only enhanced her stature but also the shape of her |ovely
legs - as well as her stance. Yes ... Teresa presented a
nmost fetching picture. As it was intended she would. She
curtsied respectfully as the door closed behind her. The
monent of truth had, at |ast, cone and Teresa was summoni ng
all her will to act and react, as she knew in her heart she
must. She had, to say the least, every incentive to do so!
And it was that incentive which would force her above and
beyond t hat whi ch she was nornal |y capabl e of doing. Appre-
ciatively the Baron noted the soft bounce of the apple-round
breasts that set the sapphire pendants sw ngi ng.

“Well ... well ... he said, through a cloud of cigar
smoke, ‘if it isn't little Teresa cone back!’

Teresa noved slowy and gracefully forward with her hips
swinging with their natural seductive rhythm She curtsied



again as she stood no nore than a few feet fromthe Baron
seei ng the pores on his suet-white face, the quivering jow s,
and those repulsively fleshy Iips. She pressed her Iips
cl osed and t hought of Judith Sormerton’s switch. That strength-
ened her wll.

“Y-Yes ... sir ...’ she said in a low, slightly unsteady
voice. ‘And ... and | have cone back to ... to ... to nake
my nost hunbl e and respectful apol ogies.

The Baron could not help grinning alittle smugly. What a
delightful situation it was!

‘Ch yes ... yes ... is that so? he said.

Teresa sank slowy to her knees as if she were a worship-
per before an altar. She held out her hands in a little
inmploring gesture; ‘I ... beg you, sir ... to forgive ny
behavi our. Indeed, | entreat you ...

The Baron grinned again. ‘Mmm... yes,’ he nodded, ‘you
were a naughty girl, weren't you?

‘Yes ... yes ... sir,’ agreed Teresa hastily. She was
trying to stop the trenbling inside her body being transmt-
ted to the outside of it; not altogether successfully.

‘Cot a tanning for it, | expect,’ said the Baron conpl a-
cently.

A tanni ng! How coul d such nercil ess treatnent be descri bed
nmerely as a tanning? Had this gross beast any conprehension
of what she had endured? Teresa bit her lips as the bitter-
ness of it shafted through her. At the same tine, by a
trenmendous effort of will, she quickly adjusted her mnd. As
M ss Judith had so constantly enphasi sed, to think right was
so essential. This man was no gross beast; he was her
privil eged master and she was there to have the honour of
pl easing himas he wi shed. He was her owner; her owner by
proxy of Colonel Garcia. She was his slave and she nust
think and act as such.

‘Yes, sir,’ she made herself answer, fighting back the
tears of self-pity.

The Baron smiled in alnost a fatherly fashion, ‘Show ne,
little one,” he said.

There was no hesitation fromTeresa. She swivelled on her
knees until she was facing dianetrically the other way. Then
she placed her hands on the rich carpet and put her knees
bet ween them simultaneously thrusting up her hindquarters
for inspection. The Baron beaned | echerously. What a dish
Al'l his, to consune at his | eisure! At the same tinme he noted



the remai ning traces of the ruin Judith Sonerton had w ought .
Despite the healing treatnment and a generous coating of
fl esh-col oured powder the carefully placed sw tch-weal s were
still to be seen. Fainter but visible. He could guess how
they must have | ooked at the sane tine. However, fortu-
nately, as far as the Baron was concerned, these fadi ng marks
in no way detracted fromthe overall charmof the spectacle.
He gazed his fill, sipping at the brandy goblet.

‘ Open your thighs,’” said the Baron after a |long silence.

Teresa parted the |l ong, snooth and tapering white pillars
and the Baron took a deeper draught from the goblet. Al

m ne, he kept saying to hinmself ... all mne!
‘Yes,’ he remarked nusingly after sone tinme, ‘Mss Judith
did give you quite a tanning, | see. And you don’t want

anot her one like that, do you?
The Baron saw the sudden shudder that ran through the
young body before him

‘NNo ... no... sir,’” cane the answer. It was nore of a
whi nper than a whi sper

And yet ... yet ... that is what | amgoing to get, thought
Teresa, her mindreeling. Unless ... unless ... yes ... just
perhaps possibly ... if | please this ... this man ... ny
master ... enough ... | may escape. Surely it nmust be
possi bl e!

Bar on Newmann st ubbed out his cigar, | eaned forward slightly
in his chair, and ran his hand up the inside snoothness of
one of Teresa’s parted thighs. He felt her quiver, but noted
there was no recoil. The power of pain, he reflected. Qite
remar kabl e.

‘Does it hurt now, ny pretty? he asked solicitously.

‘No ... sir ...’ answered Teresa. She gritted her teeth,
forcing herself to submt to the odious fondling.

‘There’s just the menory, eh?’ said the Baron, running his
hand Iightly over Teresa s buttock cheeks.

‘Yes ... yes ... sir,’ agreed Teresa. She felt her nates
contract involuntarily. Once ... twice ... The Baron en-
joyed that and smiled lasciviously. Yes, she’'s very nerv-
ous, he reflected, but understandably so. His hand slipped
sl ow y down between t he smoothly soft cleft and his fondlings
becane nore intinmate. He felt the quivering tension in
Teresa increase. Again so understandable. And so enjoy-
abl e! Teresa fought back her tears. One did not cry when one
was being ‘honoured’. She fought back all her natural in-



stincts too; she nmust think right! Yes ... she nust! Wth
half a sob Teresa thrust up her hindquarters fractionally.
Even nore blatantly. The fingers toyed ... The fingers
delved ... At will ... A faint sheen of perspiration was
begi nning to appear on the Baron’s brow. Those fleshy lips
were wetter and nowa little parted. There was the sensation
of atingling warnth starting in his |oins.

‘“You like it, eh, ny pretty? asked the Baron, thickly.

A finger was titillating Teresa's clitoris fast. She
remenber ed how she had to ‘li ke’ whatever the Colonel did to
her, whatever her true feelings. She began to wi ggle her
bottom as if she was feeling enjoynent, although she felt
cold inside

‘“Yes ... yes, sir,’ she replied.

There was not hing she could not be made to say; nothing
she woul d not do; or, at least, attenpt to do. The Baron’s
features were stretched in a | echerous mask. How delicious

to have such a lovely plaything. Hs ... his! If only he had
his old virility. He would have taken all he so urgently
wanted at that very nmonment. But he was not yet ready. It

could take sone time yet. He renoved his fingers, stood up
and took of f the padded dressing gown. Then he waddl ed his
flabby nudity towards the bedroom door

‘Come along, little one,” he said, ‘I have a few ganes for
you to play.’

Teresa got quickly, to her feet; for a nonent her head
spun slightly. Then she saw the gross figure ahead of her.
Li ke a big, white, hairless bear; she hurried after it. She
was the Baron’s slave. She nust do her utnpst to please him
What ever the cost.

How | ong had she been between those horrible, fat thighs? How
long had her nobuth been working with all the skill and
avidity she could cormand ... yet gets so m ninal a reaction?
Ten mnutes? Twenty minutes? It seemed forever. She had
licked with devotion; she had kissed with passion; she had
sucked with uninhibited zeal. Yet there were only mnor
reactions and those were but tenporary. Fear began to fil

Teresa’'s heart. Was she not pleasing her master suffi-
ciently? But if not, what el se could she do? Yet, let it be
said, the Baron seened quite content. He lay back, jow s
qui vering, grunting happily fromtinme to tine. He, for one,
had never expected qui ck responses and was willing to wal | ow



in the sensations that Teresa' s wet-warm young nouth was
bringing him Now and agai n, his hand played with t he bl onde
Ponytail as he | ooked down at t he bobbi ng head. Twenty years
ol d, he thought. Such a nice age. Especially for one who
was nearer sixty than fifty. How keen she was now ... Made
keen, of course. He | ooked at the reflection of Teresa's
rounded bottomreflected in the mrrors both above the bed
and on the wall at the foot of it. How nuch in agony that
must have withed and wiggled at Judith Sonmerton’s behest!
Si nply because the girl had displeased him The Baron began
to think about that. To think about that bottom squirm ng.

Al nost at once he began to get a stronger reaction. A
tingling in the balls; a thickening of the organ. Teresa
began to suck as if her life depended onit. It was good ..

very good ... The image of Teresa suffering at Judith
Sonerton’s hands grew stronger. The girl screamng and
begging ... yet still getting it. A merciless thrashing on
hi s behal f. Solidity becane nore solid. It firmed. It
stiffened. At last ... at last ... he was fully in erection

and Teresa’'s nouth continued to suck the knob whil e one smal |
white hand gripped the root. The Baron pulled at the Pony-

tail. Pulled hard; pulled Teresa off; pulled her up over the
fl abbi ness of his belly.
‘“Now ... now ...’ he grunted, ‘get yourself on it, you

little beauty!’

Teresa, eyes glazed, arched her lithe body up, thighs
straddling. This was a nonent not to be missed. The nonent
when her master was capable of being pleased, so mnmust be
pl eased. Her hand went down and gri pped the root again. The
root that was already beginning to |lose something of it’s
sudden rigidity. Swiftly she guided the knob to herself.
Inserted it, even as she felt it shrinking further. Onh dear
God ... don’t let that happen ... let it be finished now...
now Fortunately for Teresa her ‘cri de coeur’ was answered.
The contact of warmy succulent female flesh renewed the
Baron’s failing vigour. He gripped the flanks that were
al ready beginning to rise and fall. Gipped themfiercely.
Above him just before his face, the little sapphire pen-
dants swung nerrily as Teresa s breasts bounced and swung.

‘Ride ... ride ... ny lovely ...’ he panted.
Teresa rode ... using all the expertise she had acquired
in the days as the Colonel’s ‘favourite’. The Baron |ay

back; a great white sweating slob. Muth agape; piggy eyes






hal f cl osed. He snorted as if at the trough, jow s and belly
juddering furiously. He had all he could want ... a sexua
Sevent h Heaven ... The sounds he nade becane nore di sgusting
and Teresa's efforts grew ever nore urgent. In her despera-
tion to pl ease she abandoned herself conpletely greatly add-
ing to the Baron’s delight. But it was a delight too fierce
to be sustained for any length of tine. |In a sudden flurry
of convul sing flesh and groaning alnost as if he were in the
death throes Baron Newrann erupted the lava of his filthy
lust within Teresa’'s depths. Only the rasping sound of a
heavi ng chest followed. Teresa lay still at last, feeling
the fat, hot-sweaty paunch beneath her. It had a kind of
slimness about it. She hated it. A sickness rose within
her and she fought it down, desperately. This is my Master.
I must show nothing but pleasure in pleasing him she told
herself. And, to reinforce her resolve, she thought once
again of Judith Somerton. This had the desired effect of
hel ping her to gain sone control of herself. You are a
sl ave, she kept on saying to herself. Just a slave. Nothing
more ... Yet, surely, a slave who had pl eased her Master? By
her head she heard the Baron begin to snore faintly. She
remai ned where she was, her body stickily to his repul sive-
ness. She dare not nove until he gave an order. Hopel essly,
no |longer being able to check her tears, she re-lived the
full degradation of her submission to this beast of a man.
And, in her heart, Teresa was aware that he was but the first
of many such beasts she woul d have to service in the endl ess
weeks and nont hs that | ay ahead. No wonder her tears fl owed
even nore strongly to mngle with the sweat on the Baron’s
bel ly.

Later, unlike the Col onel, Baron Newrann was quite lavish in
his praise

‘1l shall send for you plenty of times while |l amhere,’ he
told Teresa -as if that were sonme kind of conplinent!

‘Thank you, sir,’ replied Teresa with grovelling respect
in her voice. ‘Il amhonoured to please you, sir.’” The Baron
nodded as if that were very understandabl e. He gave Teresa’'s
bottom a none too playful slap whilst his other hand nmaul ed

one of her breasts. |If only, he thought, | had the strength
of my youth, | would fuck this little beauty again right now.
Still, no hope of that now He had, indeed, perforned better

than he expected. Better to live with his nenories for a



while rather than waste his effort on a certain failure.
‘How silly of you to be such a naughty girl at first,’ said

the Baron. ‘You could have saved yourself a good hiding.’

‘Yes, sir,’ agreed Teresa, nodding neekly.

‘“As it is,” went on the Baron, ‘Il shall put in a good word
for you with Mss Sonerton. Tell her how nuch you have
i mproved.’

“Ch ... oh thank you, sir!’ Teresa cried out the words
with genuine joy and relief. That was, indeed, the first

time she had expressed spontaneous enotion since entering
the room Al nost without thinking what she was doing she
slid down and grovelled on the floor, kissing the Baron’s
stubby feet. ‘OCh thank you, sir ... thank you ... thank you

" she kept on repeating.

Bar on Newmann smil ed i ndul gently. How easy it was to gain
gratitude froma slave-girl! And how obvious it was in what
nortal dread Judith Sonerton was hel d!

‘1 have a report fromthe Baron, Teresa,’ said Judith Sonerton.

From her customary expressionless face it woul d have been
inmpossibletotell if it was a good or bad one. Teresa heart
t hunped painfully; her nerves were stretched to screani ng
point. Sinply having been summoned to the dread room that
contai ned the flogging bench had nmade her feel weak wth
anxi ety-tension. Yet ... yet ... the Baron nmust have given
her a good report. So, surely, there was no need for her
terror. Oh surely not!

‘It is a fortunate one for you, Teresa,’ continued M ss
Judith folding up the note and slipping it into the pocket of
her dress.

‘Yes M ss,’ nodded Teresa. Her hands were shaking as if
she had a fever. Her eyes were desperate for Judith’s
slightest nove towards the cupboard where the instrunents
were kept.

There was a | ong pause.

“You know what | prom sed you,’ said Judith Sonerton at
| ast.

Teresa stretched nerve seened to snap. She reel ed back,
hand to her head. For a nonent the roomspun ... and she felt
she nust faint. The overseer’s voice cane to her froma | ong
distance. ‘In view of the Baron’s w shes,’ she was sayi ng,
‘I am changing nmy plans.’ Teresa' s head cleared a little.
Hope burgeoned fractionally.



‘He will be here no nore than a week or ten days,’ she
sai d, ‘and does not want you to spend nost of that tinme under

medical treatment ...’ Onh nerciful heavens ... it is not
goi ng to happen! Teresa suddenly wanted to scream out wth
j oy. To throw herself upon Mss Judith and express the

wi | dness of her relief. She did neither. Her knees seened
to be buckling and she had to seek the support of the table
to stop herself fromfalling.

‘“You will report again to the Baron tonorrow afternoon,
Judith said.

‘Yes, Mss ...

‘“When the Baron |eaves “Los Limitas”,” went on Judith
‘“you will receive the balance of your punishnent '

A strangl ed cry came fromTeresa and she reel ed back, face
bl anching. So there was to be no escape ... nerely a post-

ponenent. The utter cruelty of it seemed to rob her of al
her strength like a blowto the mdriff.

“If you receive a further good report,’ Judith was sayi ng,
her voi ce once again far away, ‘|l shall hal ve the bal ance of
your puni shmrent . Twel ve strokes only ...’  Twelve strokes
t hought Teresa ... God they woul d be bad enough! But not, of
course, so terrible as twenty-four.*If | receive a bad re-
port,’ concluded Judith, ‘1 shall increase your punishment.
To thirty six strokes ...

Teresa fell to her knees and held out her hands in suppli -

cation. ‘I ... | swear, Mss ... | swear ... | will not give
grounds for a ... b-bad report!’ she cried out desperately.

Judith Somerton smiled faintly. ‘That is entirely up to
you, Teresa. Now you may go.’ Wth mngled relief and
angui sh, Teresa struggled to her feet. There she stood,

swayed for a few mnutes, before curtsying and | eaving the
room There was relief that there had been no immedi ate

renewal of her tornment ... but angui sh in the know edge t hat
but one single failure to pl ease Baron Newnann to the ut nost
could bring the cruellest retribution down upon her. He

future | ooked just about as bl eak as a noon | andscape.

Not a day passed when t he Baron di d not use Teresa' s body one
way or another for his anusenment or satisfaction. Sonetines

he sinply toyed with her ... Sometines she had to toy with
him... Sonmetines, experiencing a sudden surge of virility,
the Baron enjoyed Teresa to the full. It was on her fifth or

sixth visit that Teresa received a body blow For, upon



entering the apartnment, she had found the Baron was not
al one. Seated on a chair, joining the Baron in a customary
brandy, was Janina Casal! Teresa let out a breathl ess gasp
her hand going to her nouth, her whole body beginning to

shake instantly. Her hair seened, literally, to stand on end
with shock and horror at this dread re-appearance of the
wonman she hated and feared nost of all intheworld. Janina' s

dark eyes twi nkled m schi evously and she could not keep the
twist of cruelty fromher broad smle.

‘“Well, well,” she said, ‘so it’s little Teresa again.
Enj oyi ng yoursel f? Fromwhat the Baron tells nme you seemto
be!”

Recovering fromthe awful shock, Teresa fell to her knees
before the bl ack-clad figure, whose |egs were crossed, with
one ankl e swinging gently to and fro.

‘Mstress ...’ she croaked, ‘M Mstress ...’ Teresa bowed
to the floor. Never before had it been so vitally inportant
not to di spl ease her archeneny for the news of it was certain
to reach Judith Sonerton. Only the nost grovelling servi-
tude woul d suffice, only the nost inplicit and i nstant obedi -
ence! ‘The Baron says he does not mind if | stay and watch
you playing your little ganmes,’ came Janina s voice. There
was triunmphant satisfactioninit. This was a nonent, Teresa
knew, that Jani na had | ong been | ooking forward to. Teresa's
public degradation. The first of many! A guffaw from the

Baron. ‘Rather anusing, | think,” he said. ‘I just hope
can cone up to the mark for this occasion.

‘“I"msure you' Il do your best, Baron,’” said Janina with a
little laugh in her voice. ‘Stand up, Teresa.

Teresa wobbl ed up to her feet, sensing Janina' s hard eyes
boring into her jewel-bedecked nakedness. She felt weak in
her presence, with all its inplications.

“Ch ... | will ...’ said the Baron. ‘And Teresa is very
good at encouragi ng ne.

‘“I"msure,’ said Janina with a sneer, ‘Suits your tenpera-

ment well, doesn’'t it, you trollop?
Teresa swal | oned pai nfully, feeling the flush of shane and
hate mngling on her cheeks. ‘Yes ... Mstress ...’ she

forced herself to answer.

‘One nore thing, Teresa, before we go into the bedroomand
you start disporting yourself - and | know how anxi ous you
are to do so - | have sone news for you.’ Janina's hard
features seened to be glowing with inner delight.



Teresa stood stock still ... waiting ... her heart pound-
ing like a sledgehamrer. News? There coul d be no good news

‘l have talked to the Colonel ... your master ...’ said
Janina. ‘He has agreed to sell you to ne after you have been
here another three nonths. The price was rather higher than
| bargained for so | shall be expecting rather a lot from
you.’ Jani na paused. ‘Have you anything to say, girl?

For alnost half a minute Teresa could not speak although
she strove to do so. Although hal f-expected the eventua
announcenent had been too bitter. Paralysingly bitter. Many
times Teresa had i nmagi ned she had reached the nadir of suf-
fering. Now Janina s words showed her all too clearly that
there were yet new depths of m sery and tornment to be pl unbed!
At last she found her voice, summoning the dregs of her
reserves of will. ‘I ... I ... amhonoured ... MMstress

" she managed to say, even if it was but a whisper

Jani na nodded wi t h seem ng conpl acency even t hough she was
bubbling with joy. It was |ike chanpagne inside her

‘Quite so ... oh yes ... quite so ...

She smil ed broadly. So happily! So triunphantly! Fate had
given her all she could have asked for. Soon ... soon ..
Teresa would be hers conpletely. In the neantine, before

then, there would be plenty to anuse her on the way.
‘Ready, Baron?’ enquired Janina.

‘Ready ...’ The Baron grinned |asciviously. He squeezed
one of Teresa’'s buttock cheeks. ‘Come along, girlie,” he
sai d.

Teresa stepped towards the bedroom door ... Stepped to-
war ds a new and deeper degradation ... And however deep that

pit, in the end, Janina Casal would al ways be there waiting
to dig a deeper one for her

END

To be continued:
More Torment for Teresa
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