
        
            
                
            
        

    
	CHAPTER ONE

	Maria looked up at the or­nate ceil­ing of the en­trance to the church to see the carving again. The wo­man was na­ked and sus­pen­ded by a rope around her waist. Her long hair hung in swirls over her face and her arms reached down at full stretch as she clung des­per­ately to her ankles. Be­hind her, a na­ked masked man wiel­ded a cane and was bring­ing it down hard onto the wo­man’s taut but­tocks.

	There was also a carving of an­other wo­man, blind­folded and tied by her wrists to a post, be­ing beaten by three na­ked men: one with a chain, one a rope and an­other with a long knot­ted whip. Yet an­other de­pic­ted a wo­man, spread-eagled on her back and man­acled to the floor by her wrists and ankles. She was be­ing fucked while two other men forced their cocks deep into her mouth. The last wo­man in the series, the most real­istic and there­fore her fa­vour­ite, cloth­ing in tat­ters, hung sus­pen­ded by a rope around her neck, and was be­ing beaten across her but­tocks and breasts as dogs snarled men­acingly around her feet.

	Maria had gazed up at these same carvings as a young girl. She had wondered what it would be like to be whipped and chained, and how it would feel to be beaten, fucked and hu­mi­li­ated. Of­ten she had leant against the wall of the en­trance, gaz­ing up as she lif­ted her school skirt and slid her fin­gers down the front of her white panties. She had dribbled from the corner of her mouth as she slowly in­ser­ted her fin­gers between the pink folds of her young cunt, and gasped with anxi­ety and joy as strange shivers of ex­cite­ment coursed jerkily through her limbs.

	Maria had been brought up a strict Cath­olic, and had been used to con­fess­ing as a young girl, but it had been years since she had come here to pour out her sins.

	She stopped just in­side the heavy oak doors, and for a few mo­ments stood in the si­lence. She stared down to­wards the dimly lit al­tar. Candles flickered on the white cloth that draped it and the gold can­dle­sticks stood up glisten­ing with darkly etched veins mys­ter­i­ously en­twined around them.

	She jumped as the door closed be­hind her with a low thud. She must be even more tensed up than she had ex­pec­ted.

	The metal-capped heels of her shiny black shoes clicked on the stone floor as she walked over to the small wooden con­fes­sion box that was built into the wall be­hind some tower­ing grey columns. She paused at the closed door and peered through the lat­tice-work front; she could just make out the dark fig­ure that crouched like re­tri­bu­tion in­side. Without hes­it­a­tion, and fall­ing into the old habit, she reached up and drew back the heavy red cur­tain that hung in vel­vety folds from a brass rail fixed between the side of the box and the wall.

	She paused for a few seconds, just to let her eyes get used to the dim light in­side, then, bend­ing slightly, she pushed be­hind the dark shroud of the smooth cur­tain.

	There was a nar­row seat fixed to the side of the booth and be­low that, raised only a few inches from the floor, an even nar­rower shelf for pen­it­ents to kneel on. She knelt down as she had al­ways done be­fore, but the hard wood hurt her knees so she got up again and slithered onto the little seat. It was cold and she shivered. She turned her shoulders to­wards the grill in the side of the con­fes­sion box and, as if sens­it­ive to her pres­ence, it slid back.

	She looked through the open grill and saw the white teeth of Father Thomas, it was as if no time at all had passed since she had last crouched trem­bling there.

	He waited in si­lence. She felt sure that he re­cog­nised her even after all this time and a wave of em­bar­rass­ment swept over her as she wondered where to start. She squirmed her bot­tom around on the nar­row wooden seat, tight­en­ing the muscles of her but­tocks and lift­ing the soft flesh in­side her panties away from the cold wood. But it was no good, it only felt worse, so she eased the ten­sion in her but­tocks and felt her panties press down against the smooth sur­face of the seat.

	Maria’s thick black hair was cut to shoulder length and lay tousled around her pale face. She had full lips, bright blue eyes with long lashes, and was slim and very at­tract­ive, al­though, as people some­times told her, she looked too vul­ner­able and could have made more of her­self.

	She had a small del­ic­ate frame and was not very tall, but she had shapely hips which curved out from her nar­row waist. She had firm thighs and her com­pact calves led down to slender ankles. Her feet were nar­row and her care­fully filed toe­nails were painted with the same bright red var­nish as her fin­ger­nails.

	She had to wear a black suit for work and her skirt was quite short. The cold wood of the seat was pressed against the bare flesh of her smoothly curved thighs as they peeped out between the flat­ter­ing tops of her fine, sheer stock­ings and the plain edge of her white panties. She wriggled her bot­tom again and nervously pulled her skirt down as far as she could, but she could only get the hem halfway down her slender thighs. She wore a white shirt which was open at the neck and her jacket was buttoned up tightly around her slim waist. Her small, firm breasts were se­cured snugly in the cups of a flimsy, em­broidered bra. A small sewn flower just poked from the open neck of her well-ironed shirt as it nuzzled snugly between the curves of her cleav­age.

	Now she was sure that he re­cog­nised her, but still she could say noth­ing… She had not felt tongue-tied when she was a child; then there had been so many things she seemed to do wrong that she could hardly wait to pour them out. She would wait anxiously all week to do her con­fes­sion on Fri­day. She would write down all her sins in a little note­book then read them out care­fully, one by one, to the thought­ful, shad­owy fig­ure be­hind the fret­work panel.

	“Oh Father, what must I do to put these things right?” she would beg as she sat for­ward eagerly on this same hard seat with her hands clasped tightly between her legs. “I feel so dirty, so sin­ful, so hor­rible! What must I do? Oh Father, how can I be pun­ished?”

	Father Thomas would listen quietly, oc­ca­sion­ally draw­ing his long fin­gers down his thin mous­tache and tug­ging at his poin­ted beard. Every now and again, when she looked through the grill, she would catch sight of his flash­ing white teeth and star­ing eyes and ima­gine that he was a wolf. Some­times, she pre­ten­ded that she was Red Rid­ing Hood and that he was go­ing to eat her and that she did not care if he did, as long as she could tell him how bad she was be­fore he sank his poin­ted teeth into her neck. She tingled all over at the thought of that first bite and tingled more as she felt her­self want­ing to bleed for him and be sucked dry as he gnawed and slobbered at her throat.

	Some­times, as she leant for­ward to pour out her secrets, she thought she saw him star­ing at her bud­ding breasts. It caused a dark ter­ror to well up in­side her and she trembled with fear. But it was not a fear that she wanted to run away from; it was a fear that seemed to de­light and be­guile her, it was a fear that she wanted more of and it forced her to lean even closer to the lat­tice-work grill.

	In a way, she sin­cerely be­lieved that she tried not to be sin­ful. But how could she con­fess if she did noth­ing wrong? The two things went hand-in-hand, she did not so much want to be sin­ful but she could not bear the idea of hav­ing noth­ing to con­fess. She wanted to be pur­i­fied but she did not want to be pure, for if she was pure she would never be able to con­fess again. Her life was driven by this per­ver­ted de­sire to con­fess; driven by a need to be for­given for be­ing so sin­ful. Her bad­ness was the means of ac­quir­ing puri­fic­a­tion, and as the act of puri­fic­a­tion was what she needed more than any­thing, she al­ways needed to be bad.

	Wrong­do­ing stalked her every­where. By the time she was thir­teen, her lists grew so long that some­times, when she came out of the shad­owy booth, she was sweat­ing and ex­hausted.

	Some­times she felt a tingling deep in her stom­ach as she told Father Thomas every de­tail of her sin­ful be­ha­viour. She would squeeze her hands tightly to­gether and move them higher up her thighs, feign­ing to ease the de­light­ful pain that the con­fes­sion be­stowed on her. He knew everything about her yet still she wanted him to know more. He knew all her sins and al­ways for­gave them, but still she wanted to be more sin­ful and suf­fer the pain of con­fes­sion and for­give­ness.

	Then the prob­lem got even worse.

	One sum­mer, there had been some men work­ing on the road out­side her con­vent school. There were three of them, all dark haired and swarthy. She saw them from a dis­tance as she ap­proached one warm morn­ing. She was wear­ing her new white panties and a light cot­ton dress. Even be­fore she got close to them she felt an ex­cited fear prick­ling across her skin as she sensed their rough mas­culin­ity. Their tor­sos were na­ked in the warm sunny morn­ing and they leant lazily on shiny steel shovels with hard-skinned hands. They flexed their glisten­ing muscles and looked up eagerly as she ap­proached; then they leered at her and in­stantly she felt a sting of shame and fear run through her ripen­ing young body.

	Their hole was right across the gates to her school. It was deep and con­tained a heavy iron rail­ing against one of its sides; it looked like the en­trance to a sub­ter­ranean cav­ern. The three men stood around its rim, push­ing each other and laugh­ing as she ap­proached nervously. There was no way around them; she hung her head, drew her brown leather school bag up onto her shoulder and scur­ried to­wards them, hop­ing to get past as quickly as pos­sible. As she drew along­side them she could smell their sweat; it was sweet and sticky and hung heav­ily in the air like steam rising from over­run horses.

	The one nearest her said some­thing, she did not know what, or could not un­der­stand. Then, as the oth­ers chimed in, she gripped tightly to the leather strap of her satchel and ran past them shak­ing with fear. When she got in­side the school gates she looked back at them and they laughed and jeered at her. They leant back on their shovel handles and as they stretched their bod­ies back­wards she could see how their stom­ach muscles ribbed up hard and shiny with the ten­sion of their laughter. She turned and ran in­side, shak­ing and gasp­ing for breath.

	The next day it was the same, but this time she did not hang her head so low. As she came up along­side them the first one shouted some­thing. Again she could not really make it out, only the word ‘panties’. It frightened her as it had done the day be­fore, but this time she also felt some­thing that thrilled her. When she got in­side the gates she turned and looked back at them and this time she no­ticed the way the ma­ter­ial of their trousers moun­ded up at their crotches.

	For the next few days, though she dreaded run­ning the gaunt­let of the work­men, she also found her­self look­ing for­ward to it. One night she woke up sweat­ing with her fin­gers prob­ing high between her thighs and she lay awake for quite a while be­fore she moved her hands out­side the bed­clothes. The next morn­ing she felt so guilty she cried as she wrote down what had happened in the little note­book.

	Every day they were caus­ing her to be sin­ful and provid­ing her with everything she needed. On the Thursday morn­ing of that week, as she ex­citedly pulled up her satchel and ran to­wards the hole in the road, her heart sank when the men were not there. She stood at the rim of the gap­ing ex­cav­a­tion and looked down into it.

	There were two girls from the school down in the bot­tom of the hole with the men!

	It was muddy around their feet and the girls’ white ankle socks were spattered with dirt. Both of them were cry­ing. They were be­ing bent over in front of the three men with their bot­toms up. One of them had her panties pulled down to just above her knees and Maria could plainly see the rosy dark­ness press­ing out from between her young but­tocks. One of the men was pulling down the panties of the other girl but they were tight across her bot­tom and were hard to get off. He had to pull at them roughly and the white, sewn edges cut into the girl’s slender bot­tom.

	The girl who was hav­ing her panties re­moved looked up in tear­ful ap­peal. Maria re­cog­nised her, she was in the fifth form. As the girl turned, the man swung back to her and ripped her panties down vi­ol­ently. She gasped as he pressed one of his hands on her back to force her to bend over even more, then spanked her hard across her roun­ded bot­tom. She let out a bleat­ing cry. Maria saw the ex­pres­sion of pain on the girl’s face be­fore she was fi­nally forced to turn away by the pres­sure of the man’s hand on her back. There was an­other smack and an even louder scream and Maria turned and ran.

	Her heart felt as though it was go­ing to ex­plode. She felt vi­ol­ated and frightened by what she saw, but even more frightened by what she thought. More than any­thing, more than fear, or want­ing to run away, more than dis­gust or sym­pathy for the girls, she wanted to go back and clam­ber down into the muddy hole her­self and have her panties ripped off by the men and be spanked and…

	She flushed ter­ribly, wild thoughts spin­ning un­con­trol­lably through her head as she ran in panic for the sanc­tu­ary of the con­vent school, and when she ar­rived she dared say noth­ing.

	At the end of the week it was all of this that she con­fessed. She poured out her wicked thoughts and wrong­do­ing as nor­mal, but this time she ad­mit­ted some­thing she did not fully un­der­stand. This was no simple mis­de­mean­our. This time she had en­joyed shak­ing with fear every time the work­men made rude ges­tures and offered to ‘take her little white panties down and give her a good thrash­ing.’ This time, she told him how she had kept her fin­gers high between her thighs as she lay awake in her bed think­ing of the mounds in the men’s trousers. This time, she trembled tear­fully as she told him how she wanted to be one of the girls in the hole.

	As she made her con­fes­sion to Father Thomas she heard him sigh loudly. She knew he was angry with her and the real­isa­tion set off a tingling in her stom­ach and sent shiv­er­ing thrills through­out her young body. She pleaded for for­give­ness and pun­ish­ment; she wanted to throw her­self on the floor and beg for pun­ish­ment. She wanted to stretch out be­fore him and kiss his feet un­til he said she was saved. She felt so guilty and yet so sat­is­fied; she felt so ful­filled with her sin­ful­ness.

	“Father,” she had begged, “I’m so wicked, I walked past those hor­rid, smelly men and listened to the hor­rid things they said. I can’t get to sleep at night be­cause I think of them; their muscly stom­achs and what it is be­neath their trousers that makes them bulge out at the front. I can’t stop think­ing about what it would be like to be bent over in that muddy hole and have my panties torn down and my bot­tom spanked by those rough hands. What can you make me do to put things right? What has made me so bad?”

	“What did they say again my child?”

	“About tak­ing my panties down?”

	“Yes, what did they say ex­actly?”

	“They said they would take my white panties down and give me a good spank­ing.”

	“Why? Why would they do that?”

	“They – they said that I looked as if I would en­joy it.”

	“And would you?”

	“I don’t know Father. I don’t know what is right any more. Father, per­haps they were right, per­haps I de­served a spank­ing. Per­haps I still do.” Father Thomas hes­it­ated, then, strok­ing his beard to its thin point, spoke softly.

	“You have been very wicked in­deed. Your pun­ish­ment should be severe this time, very severe, my child.”

	She shuddered with fear and clasped her school note­book tightly against the tops of her thighs. Sud­denly, this was not a game and a sense of real fear spread through her.

	“There is only one thing for it,’ he con­tin­ued.

	Her hands star­ted to shake and she pressed them down even harder against her thighs. What would it be? Would it be enough to save her?

	“No prayer will make this bet­ter,” he said, “you will have to be pun­ished dir­ectly, here and now – by me.”

	She felt her­self be­gin­ning to sweat with dread. The pages of her little note­book were stick­ing to the sweat that was cov­er­ing the smooth skin of her young thighs. She waited, barely breath­ing.

	“I will have to spank you my child. I must take your panties down and spank you now.” He spoke slowly as he ad­jus­ted him­self on his seat. “Come into my con­fes­sion box and I will bend you over my knee.”

	Her head spun dizzily as a sweat broke out on her face and she felt her­self flush­ing all over. This was what she wanted, she knew that, and yet she felt so fear­ful. She just did not know what to think. She was ter­ri­fied! She took one frightened glance through the grill, caught a brief glimpse of Father Thomas’s flash­ing teeth, then jumped up and ran out of the church cry­ing and hor­ri­fied.

	When she got home she threw her­self down on her bed and sobbed re­lent­lessly. She stayed in her room for three days, weep­ing and say­ing pray­ers. And that had been the last time she had entered this place. That was six years ago…

	Now, new feel­ings of guilt were spill­ing out and she needed someone to lap them up and guide her to re­pent­ance and sal­va­tion. It had been six years of an ever-grow­ing need for for­give­ness, six years of re­morse for re­fus­ing her pun­ish­ment from Father Thomas. There had not been a day that she had not felt guilty for run­ning out of the con­fes­sion booth all those years ago.

	She glanced through the grill and saw the priest’s thin fin­gers strok­ing his poin­ted beard and his eyes flash­ing as he raised his head. She turned away fear­fully, shrunk back into the dark­ness and pushed her­self hard against the cold stone wall of the church.

	“Father, I need to con­fess,” she said nervously, “I need to con­fess so much.” There was a pause. Maria anxiously looked through the grill again and saw Father Thomas’ white teeth shin­ing between his thin lips. He still re­minded her of a wolf. For a second she ima­gined him slav­er­ing at her neck be­fore sink­ing his teeth deeply into her throat. For a mo­ment she was en­thralled by the thought of him suck­ing her blood and dry­ing her to a husk.

	“Be­gin then, my child.”

	She turned away and stared down between her legs; her knees had fallen slightly open and she quickly drew them back to­gether again. She pressed the palms of her hands against the tops of her smooth thighs as they stretched out from be­neath the hem of her black skirt. She took a deep breath.

	“Oh Father, I have been so wicked, I just don’t know where to start.”

	“Start at the be­gin­ning,” he said.



	
CHAPTER TWO 

	“It began this morn­ing -”

	“Every de­tail,” urged Father Thomas. “Every little de­tail, don’t miss any­thing out, I need every little de­tail. Where do you live?”

	“I live in a small ground floor flat, ac­tu­ally it’s just across the road from here, fa­cing the church. I woke up late this morn­ing, I don’t have to go to work -”

	“What were you wear­ing, my child?” he in­ter­rup­ted.

	“I was wear­ing a py­jama top.”

	“Was it buttoned up?”

	“Yes, no, well it had been, but in the night it had come un­done. The two sides had pulled wide apart and ex­posed -”

	“What? Had ex­posed what?”

	“My, my breasts, Father, it had come un­done and ex­posed my breasts.”

	“What are they like, your breasts?”

	Maria did not reply straight away, then she real­ised that this was her only way to be saved, con­fess­ing was her only hope, she had to be totally hon­est and tell Father Thomas everything.

	“They are quite small ac­tu­ally, but firm. Some­times, when I lie on my bed I en­joy rub­bing my hands around them. My nipples are small as well, and pink, they stand out from the darker, pink circles around them.”

	“Did the sides of your py­jama top pull at your breasts? Did they poke out through the gap? Did you feel the tight­ness of the ma­ter­ial against them? Tell me, it’s im­port­ant.”

	“Yes, Father it did pull at them, and yes, they did poke out as I went to take my shower.”

	“Did you wash all over?”

	“Yes. I washed my­self slowly. I splashed shower gel across my breasts and rubbed the foam all around them. The bubbles dribbled down my body, down my legs and off the ends of my toes. I like the way they tickle. Then I splashed more gel onto my hair and ran my hands through it, rub­bing it and draw­ing it out in long strands. A shower al­ways makes me feel sort of glow­ing and warm. I really do en­joy mas­sa­ging my­self in the shower. Then I dressed in my black suit, the one I’ve got on now.”

	“I need the de­tails,” said Father Thomas. He was smil­ing like a wolf again. “What did you put on to start with? Tell me, and then tell me ex­actly how you put them on.”

	“I put out a white em­broidered bra and a white silky sus­pender belt with shiny metal clasps, oh, and some flesh-pink stock­ings. I sat on the edge of the bed, pulled the sus­pender belt around my waist and did up the two small metal clasps at the back. Then I pulled down the sus­pend­ers and pressed the ones at the front flat against my thighs. Then I picked up the white bra and put that on.”

	“How did your breasts, your beau­ti­ful small breasts, fit into it?”

	“They fit­ted well, I like pulling the straps tightly over my shoulders and feel­ing my breasts press into the soft ma­ter­ial of the bra cups. My nipples were quite soft and they didn’t stick out, but you can just see their dark­ness through this bra, it’s so thin and silky… then I went to make a cup of tea.”

	“Was that all you were wear­ing? Just your bra and sus­pender belt and stock­ings?”

	“Yes, that’s all I was wear­ing when I went to the kit­chen. I looked over to the church. It was so grey and fore­bod­ing. Oh Father, every day I see it, it tor­tures me, just think­ing of this con­fes­sion booth… well, when I looked out of the kit­chen win­dow I saw a hole in the road! I could hardly be­lieve my eyes. It was only a few yards away from the hole that I had to run past dur­ing that ter­rible sum­mer when I was thir­teen, and the head of a young work­man peered out over the rim… “I went back and looked at my­self in the mir­ror. I stretched my arms up and looked at my­self and it made me ex­cited. I pressed my hands across the front of the sus­pender belt and pressed my stom­ach out against them. The mound at the base of my stom­ach, with my hairs, stuck out from be­neath the silky ma­ter­ial that was pulled tightly around my waist. I felt a bit wicked and sin­ful when I stretched my thumbs against the in­side edges of my hips. It made me sigh, you know, to think of my thumbs work­ing their way slowly in­wards across the base of my stom­ach. But I stopped my­self, I really did Father, I stopped my­self. Then I heard the kettle crack­ling like mad be­cause it hadn’t got any wa­ter in it! I rushed to it and when I lif­ted the lid, steam gushed from it and burned my hand. It made me yelp. I dropped the lid be­hind the re­fri­ger­ator. Look, my hand was burned rather badly.” She offered her hand up to the lat­tice-work grill then real­ised he could not see it.

	“I had to screw up my face to bear the pain and it made me bite my bot­tom lip. I leant onto the top of the re­fri­ger­ator to look at the scald. The metal top felt cool against my skin, it was nice, so I bent fur­ther for­ward and let my breasts flat­ten out against the cool metal. I stretched right over to see if I could reach the kettle top but couldn’t. The re­fri­ger­ator is in a small al­cove and the wall comes out around it and I couldn’t get round the sides either. I leant fur­ther over the top of the re­fri­ger­ator, stretch­ing my arm as much as I could. In the end, I stood on tip­toe but it was hope­less.”

	“Yes, yes, and you had not got any panties on!”

	“No, that was the thing, I felt really bad, my bot­tom stick­ing up like that, and the more I leant over the more tightly the two front clasps on my sus­pender belt jammed against the top of the re­fri­ger­ator. They pulled really tight and dug into my waist at the back, it really hurt.”

	“Did you like that? Did you like the pain?”

	“Well, yes, in a way I sup­pose I did.”

	“Go on then. How did you feel ly­ing across the re­fri­ger­ator?”

	“Oh Father, I felt really ex­posed and it made me feel odd, you know, guilty in a way, and yes, it hurt but the pain seemed to make me feel ex­cited. Oh Father I’m so ter­rible! My bot­tom was stick­ing right up, na­ked, it ex­cited me so much, I could feel the cool air touch­ing the in­sides of my open thighs and, and it caused me to open them even more. I spread them wider and wider, just to re­veal, oh Father, have I got to say? Have I got to say?”

	“Yes, my child, you must say. You spread them wider to re­veal what? What did you re­veal as you stretched your thighs wider like that? Tell me, say the word, I will know if you are ly­ing.”

	“To re­veal my…”

	“Yes? Say the word.”

	“My, my cunt. Oh Father, how can you bear to hear my dis­gust­ing talk? How can you stand my filthy sin­ful­ness?”

	“I can my child, I can, go on, don’t stop, go on.”

	“Yes, my cunt, my cunt, my cunt, to re­veal my cunt.”

	“Good my child, go on now, don’t hold back.”

	“To re­veal the soft edges of my fleshy cunt, my fleshy, fleshy cunt. Oh Father, I felt such pleas­ure in the pain. It was like a dark power con­trolling me, but I was not com­pletely lost, no, I was not totally lost to my de­sires, don’t think that, please don’t think that Father. I still tried to get the kettle lid, hon­estly I did. In fact, I nearly got hold of it, but try­ing to get it made me stretch even more.”

	“What did you look like, stretched out like that? Tell me what you looked like.”

	“Well, I was splayed out on the re­fri­ger­ator. My left leg was push­ing against the sharp, metal edge. It hurt so much. My but­tocks, they were wide open and my pu­bic hair -”

	“What col­our?”

	“Black Father, my black pu­bic hair hung down onto the white, metal top. I was so wide that I could feel cool air waft­ing against the soft skin of my cunt. I braced my left hand hard against the metal top and… and then I felt the soft­ness of flesh between my legs, my cunt, press­ing against the back of my hand.”

	“You were touch­ing your cunt?”

	“Yes, I stopped mov­ing, I was frozen. I was so dis­trac­ted by the feel­ing of that warm soft flesh, that warm soft flesh of my cunt. It pressed against the back of my hand and de­man­ded so much at­ten­tion, I couldn’t ig­nore it. You un­der­stand don’t you Father? But still I tried to get the lid, really Father, I did. I took a deep breath and forced my­self down between the wall and the re­fri­ger­ator. Then the front of my bra caught in a fasten­ing on the back of the re­fri­ger­ator top. I tried to draw back but my breasts came out and the bra stayed caught. I was stuck!”

	“Stuck? Un­able to move?”

	“I felt so na­ked and ex­posed. My legs were spread so wide and I couldn’t move at all. Then -”

	“Yes, my child? Go on, go on. What next?”

	“I heard a sound be­hind me!”

	“Yes, yes?”

	“I could just twist round enough to see…”

	“Yes, yes?”

	“A man was look­ing through the win­dow…”

	“Yes, yes?”

	“It was a tall young man, wear­ing blue jeans and stripped to the waist! It was the man I had seen peer­ing out of the hole in front of the church. He had a bronzed face, long, golden hair and he was sweaty, it shone on the hairs un­der his arms and dripped down the sides of his bare chest. He was very mus­cu­lar…”

	“Go on, tell me what happened.”

	“He could see everything! He could see how trapped I was, how help­less, how des­per­ate, and he could see right up between my legs. Worst of all, I think he could sense my ex­cite­ment at be­ing vi­ol­ated by his gaze.”

	“Oh my child, you are wicked!”

	“Yes, yes, I tried to wriggle my hand free and I lif­ted my bot­tom higher but my cunt just opened more against the back of my hand. Oh Father, I could feel that more than any­thing.”

	“Tell me ex­actly.”

	“I could feel my cunt more than the pain and panic, I could feel its soft warmth, I could feel it throb­bing. That dark force of pleas­ure was spread­ing through me, like some sort of evil shadow.”

	“How wicked!”

	“He shouted some­thing through the win­dow. He was stand­ing back and hold­ing a shovel. He poin­ted it to­wards the glass, then drove the blade of the shovel right through the glass. It smashed and bits of glass flew every­where across the kit­chen floor. I turned back, I was scared to death, and screwed my eyes up as tight as I could. I was com­pletely ter­ri­fied, I was shak­ing all over. Then he smashed the glass that was still in the frame and it flew all over the place. He kept smack­ing at it and every time he hit it, more bits smashed on the floor. Then he jumped down from the win­dow frame, knock­ing more pieces of glass all over the floor. He was car­ry­ing the shovel as he walked slowly across the kit­chen floor. I can still hear the hor­rible, noisy grind­ing of broken glass as he crunched over it in his heavy boots.

	“At first, he just stood be­hind me and looked down at me. He stared right up the wide gap between my legs and I felt so hu­mi­li­ated. Then he bent his head for a bet­ter view. He could see – he could see my cunt -”

	“Wet?”

	“Hot and wet and spread out against the back of my hand. I was so scared. I could see his face and that shock of golden hair, and he grinned as he looked closer between my legs. I struggled and pulled and shouted and yelled. He just kept look­ing at my cunt, he seemed trans­fixed by it. Then I felt him come up close be­hind me, I could hear my­self pant­ing, then he banged his shovel down on the floor and pressed his body against my bot­tom. I tried to squirm but he only pressed harder and I star­ted to cry again.”

	“Go on, go on.”

	“He star­ted to say things, I’m not sure what.”

	“I want to know what he said. Think! I want to know ex­actly what he said.”

	“Well, to start with he said some­thing like ‘Well, what have we got here then?’ Then he said, ‘Yes, it’s the bitch I’ve seen run­ning to the bus stop in a black suit, all prim and proper. This is a turn up for the books, you don’t look so prim and proper now, do you bitch?’ He said some­thing like that.”

	“What did you say, don’t for­get that? I want to know what you said as well.”

	“I said, ‘Please, please, help me.’ But he shouted, ‘Shut up you fuck­ing whore!’ Oh Father, I’m sorry. I’m so sorry to have to tell you this, it must be ter­rible for you.”

	“It is al­right my child, I need to know the words, do not be afraid to say them.”

	“’Fuck­ing whore’ he called me, ‘a fuck­ing, fuck­ing whore.’ ‘Only a slut would show her­self like this,’ he said. ‘Shut your fuck­ing mouth! You’re dis­gust­ing.’ I kept say­ing ‘Please, please, please,’ but he wouldn’t listen. ‘I said shut your fuck­ing mouth! You’re a whore so shut your fuck­ing mouth! Sluts like you aren’t al­lowed to speak, so shut your fuck­ing mouth!’ When I tried again he did not even let me fin­ish, the next thing I knew I was shriek­ing in pain. He smacked me Father. He smacked me so hard across my bot­tom I shrieked out loud. ‘Take that as a les­son,’ he shouted as he smacked me again, ‘any more cackle from you and you’ll get it even harder, slut!’ Then he smacked me again, really bru­tally this time, so hard, I shrieked again but he did not stop. Then an­other one, oh it was so hard and his rough hand caught the in­side of my thighs and I screamed like mad. I kept try­ing to make him stop, ‘please, please, please’, I really pleaded with him Father, but I just got an­other smack, right across my bot­tom and it stung so much.

	“I began to shriek con­tinu­ously, I couldn’t help it, I was like an an­imal, a wild suf­fer­ing an­imal. ‘Noisy little whore aren’t you?’ he said, ‘let’s see if you can do any bet­ter,’ then he smacked me again as hard as he could. I screamed and screamed and screamed. He car­ried on say­ing things, ‘what a lovely cunt’, ‘so good of you to spread it out like this for me’ and ‘let’s have a good look at it shall we?’ And while he was say­ing these aw­ful things, he bent down and looked right up at it, right up at my cunt. Oh Father, it was ter­rible.”

	“Good, good, but did he touch you?”

	“Yes, he pushed his fin­gers up the in­sides of my thighs and grabbed the edges of my cunt. He was very rough and I tried to pull back, I really did, but I just couldn’t move. He held the folds of my cunt between his thumbs and fin­gers and spread them apart. I felt the in­ner edges open­ing up. He was look­ing right up me! Then, he star­ted pinch­ing me! He was so rough, he pinched at it and when he let it go it stung so much. ‘Turn your hand over!’ he com­manded. ‘Turn your hand over! I want to see how you play with it.’ What could I do Father? What could I do? My face was crushed against the wall, I was blub­ber­ing with pain and fear, I just had to do what he in­struc­ted. ‘Turn your hand over!’ he shouted. ‘Turn your hand over you fuck­ing bitch!’ Father, I just had to. I man­aged to ease my bot­tom a bit higher and felt the edges of my cunt peel away from the back of my hand; oh Father, they still stung from his pinch­ing. The soft skin of my cunt was wet and warm and as I lif­ted it away I felt even more ex­posed as it was chilled by the cool air from the re­fri­ger­ator.

	“’Too slow!’ he shouted, ‘per­haps this will help you get go­ing!’ Then an­other ter­rible smack landed across my bot­tom. I screeched and lif­ted my­self up as much as I could, but it did not seem enough to sat­isfy him. He seemed to be get­ting an­grier and an­grier, ‘turn your hand!’ he ordered, ‘turn your hand!’ I twis­ted my left arm to try and do what he said but my arm hurt so much and as I twis­ted it around I had to lift my shoulders as well and the bra straps cut even deeper into me. I felt aw­ful pains, but in the end I man­aged to turn my hand and laid it back down, this time palm up­wards. It was good to feel the warmth com­ing from my cunt again. Oh Father I’m so ter­rible.”

	“Carry on my child, what next?”

	“I didn’t know what to do next. I didn’t know what to do to please him. I was so frightened, I just waited for my next in­struc­tion. It was only a second be­fore he star­ted shout­ing again. ‘Get down on it then bitch! What are you wait­ing for you fuck­ing whore! Get that beau­ti­ful wet cunt down on it bitch or you’ll get more than my hand across your back­side!’ Then an­other ter­rible smack landed across my bot­tom and I yelled again. I did not dare to hes­it­ate, I had to do what I was told. My cunt pressed down onto my up­turned hand. As it got closer the warmth around its soft folds in­creased and when it touched the tips of my fin­gers I felt a thrill run right through me. It was like noth­ing I had ever ex­per­i­enced be­fore. I pressed my cunt into my hand and let my whole weight press it down firmly. In a way, I felt safe again as I fingered its edges, they had stopped sting­ing from his pinch­ing now, and I squeezed my eyes tight to­gether and waited. ‘Don’t just lie there you lazy bitch. I want to see it move. Lift your arse up. I want to see it clearly you fuck­ing bitch.’

	“An­other smack came down, this time harder than all the oth­ers. I didn’t think it was pos­sible but I screamed even louder than be­fore, but I had to obey. As I lif­ted my bot­tom I kept hold of it, my cunt, I could feel its moist edges, it was so wet and so warm. Feel­ing it like that, and yelling so loudly, and the spank­ing I was get­ting, made me feel really dizzy and con­fused. I thought I was go­ing to faint. I just couldn’t res­ist him Father, hon­estly, I just couldn’t res­ist him. Then there was an­other ter­rible smack, it hurt so much. I couldn’t be­lieve how each smack was harder than the one be­fore.

	“I screeched as loud as I could, it seemed to help me bear the pain, but he did not stop. Smack! Smack! Smack! Each one harder than the other. Then an­other and an­other and my bot­tom felt on fire. I was sob­bing loudly. He seemed to en­joy that, the more I cried, the harder he smacked me. ‘Right bitch, now you can play with your rosy cunt while I see what I can do with your arse. Let’s get it good and wide. Yes, open up those red but­tocks and let’s see your beau­ti­ful dark ring, bitch!’ Oh Father, he forced his hands right up the in­sides of my thighs and pressed his fin­gers around my anus. I shrunk back a bit but he pressed harder. Now I felt raw and wretched but, I thought, at least the smack­ing had stopped. ‘That looks a good place for a wank. Pity you can’t look but I’ll tell you about it if you want? Would you like that bitch? Would you like a run­ning com­ment­ary?’ Then an­other hard smack! ‘I said would you like… ah, for­get it you fuck­ing bitch!’ Then he sent down a rain of pun­ish­ing smacks. They burned me so much that my whole body strained up all ri­gid, the pain was ter­rible and I was so frightened. This time I couldn’t scream, I just moaned. ‘Just stay like that you fuck­ing cow!’ I felt his hands mov­ing between the in­sides of my thighs again. Then I felt the heat of some­thing in his hands and then I felt the sud­den shock of his hard cock against my anus. I stopped moan­ing and just screamed and screamed as the tip pushed at my anus. It was so tight Father, it was too tight for it to go in. ‘Need a bit of lub­ric­a­tion eh?’ I felt some wet drips run­ning between my but­tocks; he was drib­bling spit down me. ‘Let’s try that, shall we?’ Then there was an­other hard smack! ‘I said let’s try that shall we?’ An­other smack! ‘Well? Shall we?’

	“I could only blub­ber and then the smack­ing stopped and I felt a mo­ment’s re­lief. Oh Father, how wrong I was to think it was all over. I felt his cock push again and this time it slid in­side me. I felt that hard en­gorged tip squeeze into the tight muscle of my anus, and my mouth opened wide as I gasped in pain and fear. ‘En­joy­ing it bitch? En­joy­ing my cock up your arse?’

	“He pressed it in fur­ther and I felt its hard­ness pen­et­rat­ing right into my innards. It was ter­rible Father, so ter­rible to feel it up my arse like that. ‘I said are you en­joy­ing it? I don’t see you en­joy­ing it.’

	“Then an­other hard smack landed on my right but­tock. I winced and pulled away a bit but he thrust his cock in even deeper, right in as far as it would go. ‘What a fuck­ing whore you are. What a fuck­ing arse-fuck­ing whore you are. Ride it bitch. Ride it and get those fin­gers up your cunt. I want to see you en­joy­ing it!’

	“Oh Father, I couldn’t res­ist him, hon­estly, you must be­lieve me, I couldn’t res­ist him. My but­tocks widened un­der his force and he fucked my arse un­til sud­denly he fin­ished deep in­side me. He howled with joy and I cried out in pain. I felt so dis­gust­ing, Father, he had fucked my arse so hard and now I could feel his hot spunk run­ning in­side me.”

	“Go on my child, go on. What happened next?”

	“For a few seconds I lay there gasp­ing and moan­ing in pain, then I felt him pull back. His cock slid out of me and my arse tightened up pain­fully as the head of his cock, it still seemed very big, slipped out. Then I heard his boots crunch­ing over the broken glass. I just couldn’t move, my whole body felt racked and my anus was dilat­ing and con­tract­ing all by it­self, it really burned. Then I began to real­ise what he had done and what he had seen. I knew he had watched me frantic­ally try­ing to break free, he had watched me squirm­ing to be re­leased, he had wit­nessed my cap­tiv­ity and des­per­a­tion and then, worst of all, he had forced me to sub­mit to this re­volt­ing and hor­rible fuck­ing. I felt his spunk run­ning from my arse down my legs; I felt a ter­rible wave of self-dis­gust and I began to heave with nausea, I felt really sick. Then I heard him climb into the win­dow frame, jump down out­side and go.

	“I re­laxed slightly when I knew he had gone. My anus was still pulsat­ing though – his cock had been so big – and every time it swelled and con­trac­ted its edges burned with a scorch­ing pain. Fi­nally, I opened my eyes, his spunk was still run­ning down my legs and my hand was still clutch­ing tightly to the swollen folds of my cunt. Oh Father, it was so ter­rible, ly­ing across the re­fri­ger­ator like that, my arse was still burn­ing me, but, but I felt so ex­cited, I can hardly say it, but yes, I felt so ter­ribly ex­cited. It flooded right through me and sort of sucked up the pain. I felt such a weird mix­ture of things, I felt guilty, yes, so guilty, but I felt so ex­cited, so ter­ribly, ter­ribly ex­cited.”

	“What did you do? Is there more? Have you sinned fur­ther?”

	“Yes Father. I tried to hold back, I tried, really I tried, but I couldn’t stop my­self. I felt my hips slowly mov­ing, then I felt my fin­gers fol­low­ing their move­ment. They stretched up and star­ted play­ing against the soft wet­ness that was mak­ing them tingle and shake. They kept them­selves close enough to just glance against the del­ic­ate folds of my swollen cunt. Slowly, as I twis­ted my thighs, the soft wet­ness of my cunt laid drips of sweet­ness onto their wel­com­ing tips. Then they began to play with those beau­ti­ful edges more firmly. The soft folds quivered against my nails and I felt a shiver of de­light at the touch of their sharp­ness. I just couldn’t stop them, hon­estly Father, I couldn’t, I couldn’t stop them, they were so keen to play with my cunt. I thought of the young man’s stare pen­et­rat­ing deeply between my but­tocks. I real­ised that there had been no al­tern­at­ive but to sub­mit to his will whether I wanted to or not. But Father, I was not sure whether I had wanted to res­ist or not. All the time there had been some­thing in­side me that had needed to sub­mit to his words, his stare and that ter­rible deep pen­et­ra­tion of his throb­bing cock. I didn’t know what to think. There seemed to be a long­ing in­side me that had been driven by the cut­ting pains, the smack­ing and the sting­ing force of that hard cock up my arse. I just had to feel my cunt. As I sank back fur­ther onto the top of the re­fri­ger­ator, my outer la­bia, those beau­ti­ful soft edges of my cunt, fell softly around my fin­ger tips. I probed along their in­side edges and those de­light­ful petals, those soft, wet petals, opened as I searched deeper in­side. I pulled the in­ner folds side­ways gently and a flow of wet­ness dribbled onto my fin­gers as I rubbed them around the in­sides of those silky wet folds.

	“My fin­gers felt along their edges and worked their way along the open­ing to my va­gina. I felt the hot wet­ness of my pulsat­ing hole; it was so tight and hot. Then they worked their way to the front. They pulled at the front of my crack and opened it. I felt the hard­ness of my clit­oris and my mouth dropped open with a gasp. For a mo­ment I felt sur­prised at its hard­ness and size and drew back, but then the long­ing flowed through me more vi­ol­ently and I made for it again. I felt it fully, it was swollen and throb­bing and as I caressed it my body thrilled and filled with nervous­ness. My skin flushed hot and my clit­oris en­gorged even more against the touch of my fin­gers. I pushed it from side to side then grasped it and tugged at it. As I pulled it I did not let my hips fol­low, in­stead, I pulled them away to in­crease the pres­sure on the pulsat­ing hard­ness that hung from the front of my full, wet la­bia.”

	“Go on, go on, tell me everything.”

	“My whole body prickled with a thrill­ing shiver of ex­cite­ment. I pulled at my clit­oris again and again and I felt my hips fight­ing wildly to plunge my cunt against my hand. I felt my va­gina crav­ing to be filled, but at the same time I felt a strange sense of con­trol. Even though my body wanted it I denied the urge to sat­isfy my cunt by plunging my up­turned hand into it. The con­trol I had grat­i­fied me, it sat­is­fied my de­sire for the pain of denial. The con­flict was com­ing from deep in­side me and it was driv­ing me to­wards a level of sat­is­fac­tion that, though dark and ter­ri­fy­ing, felt un­sur­pass­able. I didn’t know ex­actly what to do, all I knew was that I wanted that tan­tal­ising pain to con­tinue. I squeezed my clit­oris between my fin­gers and I drew it down their length un­til it was wedged firmly by my knuckles. Now, I could grasp my clit­oris and al­low my fin­gers to be free. I drove my fin­gers into my va­gina and gasped. I lif­ted my body high on the re­fri­ger­ator top. My breasts clung sweat­ily to the shiny metal sur­face and prickles of pain coursed across their sur­face. My fin­gers went deeper into my drip­ping hole and my knuckles squeezed harder and harder on my throb­bing clit­oris.

	“I strained in ec­stasy and banged my head roughly against the wall. My eyes went blurred with the pain and tears and I wanted to scream. Again, I felt the young man’s stare deep in­side my cunt and his throb­bing cock pound­ing up my arse. I opened my mouth and began yelling. I screamed and forced my fin­gers even deeper between my sprawl­ing thighs. My body filled with the sen­sa­tion of pen­et­ra­tion, I could feel that cock in­side me all over again, but this time it was big­ger, and thicker, and harder and more pun­ish­ing. This time it went so deep, so deep, this time it fin­ished so high in­side me with a huge swell of spunk. Oh Father, I felt as if I was drown­ing from in­side and I gasped and choked and writhed and felt as if I was go­ing to die.

	“Then my clit­oris star­ted sting­ing with the full flood of my or­gasm. I yelled louder and louder and louder, then stopped, sud­denly and fright­en­ingly, I stopped. My body went ri­gid, I held my breath, I could not move. My mouth gaped wide and I squashed my face harder against the wall. My eyes stared wildly. I felt a huge pulse of yearn­ing be­gin­ning to flood through me. My limbs were frozen as it took con­trol of me; welling up and drain­ing through my en­tire body. It centred on my cunt which pulsated and gripped my ex­ten­ded fin­gers. Then in a huge wave, it poured down through me and my body reddened with the throb of blood and de­sire. It surged into my head and everything began to spin around me. Still I gaped like an idiot, frozen in the throws of pain and joy, with my face squashed against the wall.

	“Still I couldn’t breathe and I felt as if I would ex­plode. Then, at last, it re­leased me and I shuddered as if I was in a fit. A flow of sat­is­fac­tion ran through every part of my shak­ing body and I quivered and gasped as fi­nally I breathed again. I fell back onto the cold white top of the re­fri­ger­ator and shouted out loudly, not words, just wild rant­ing of pleas­ure and ful­fil­ment. I let out sounds I had never heard be­fore: grunts, screeches, blub­ber­ing sounds, and the more they came the more I did them. Then, slowly they died away and I hung my face limply against the wall, mak­ing low, gut­tural gulp­ing noises as spit ran freely from my mouth and down the side of the re­fri­ger­ator.”

	“And how did you get free?”

	“Oh Father, I just stood up. I – I sup­pose I never was really trapped, not really and truly.”

	He had that wolf look again. “You are so sin­ful my child,” he said, slowly, caress­ing the words as if each one was pre­cious.

	“Yes Father,” she said meekly. She looked down and found her fin­gers deeply in­side her beau­ti­ful wet cunt. “I am so sin­ful.”



	
CHAPTER THREE 

	“You ran away from your pun­ish­ment many years ago, my child.” Maria felt a sud­den wave of fear. Father Thomas did re­mem­ber her! “Yes,” she said, trem­bling.

	There was a long pause. She could hear him strok­ing the tip of his poin­ted beard. Then he sighed heav­ily and leant for­ward. His face came close to the grill and she looked up. She could see his star­ing eyes through the carved wooden lat­tice between them. She stopped pick­ing at her fin­ger­nails and waited.

	“This is not an easy mat­ter,” he star­ted. “You are filled with such wicked­ness. It is go­ing to be a long task to purify you.”

	“Oh Father,” she pleaded, sens­ing that Father Thomas thought there was at least some hope of sav­ing her. “I must be pur­i­fied. You must purify me. I have to be saved from my sin­ful thoughts. I have to be pun­ished for my sin­ful deeds. Oh, please Father, if you can, please do it.”

	“I think I may have the an­swer,” he said slowly, “but it will not be easy.” She moved closer to the wooden grill and waited anxiously.

	“We must be­gin straight away,” he said.

	She sat for­ward, ri­gid, as he got up and opened the door at the front of the con­fes­sion box. She listened to his shuff­ling feet as he stepped around to her side. Then he pulled back the heavy red cur­tain and looked down at her.

	He was tall and an­gu­lar. He wore a long black robe and around his neck hung a purple satin sash. She thought he looked as if he was go­ing to bite into her with his poin­ted teeth then eat her while she screamed out her sins. She looked up at him and tried to smile but he did not smile back.

	“Caleb!” he shouted without tak­ing his eyes from her.

	Maria was shocked, he had been talk­ing to her so softly but now his voice was loud and de­mand­ing. She shrunk back against the hard wall of the church.

	“Caleb! Caleb! Where have you got to you fuck­ing dog!” Maria could not be­lieve what she was hear­ing. She crouched against the wall, ter­ri­fied by Father Thomas’s shout­ing and lan­guage.

	“Ah, there you are, at last.”

	A small fig­ure sidled up be­side Father Thomas. It was a stocky dwarf with an ill-shaved face and jet black hair. He held a long staff with a sharp point on the end and he banged it down nois­ily on the floor as he came to at­ten­tion be­side Father Thomas; Maria cringed.

	Father Thomas turned to Caleb and pat­ted his head as though he was some sort of pet.

	“Get some cords, my ugly little ser­vant, get some cords and some tape. We have someone to pun­ish.”

	Caleb looked at Maria then back to Father Thomas, and licked his lips.

	“Yes, pretty isn’t she? Lock the door as well, we don’t want to be dis­turbed do we?”

	Caleb nod­ded then turned sud­denly and scuttled off into the church. Father Thomas bent to­wards Maria and she shrunk back.

	“Afraid? Of course you are, and with some reason. You have been an evil little girl! Evil! Evil! Evil! An evil little bitch! Your sins are go­ing to be dif­fi­cult to do away with, but, with ef­fort, I think we can man­age to cure you.”

	Caleb came back, trail­ing sev­eral red cords be­hind him.

	“The tape?”

	Caleb put his stumpy arm into his robe and drew out a large reel of heavy sil­ver tape. He held it up and laughed throat­ily.

	“Out bitch!” shouted Father Thomas.

	Maria pressed her­self hard against the cold stone wall un­able to move with ter­ror and shock.

	“Out, you fuck­ing, sin­ful bitch!”

	Father Thomas leant to­wards her and reached out to grab her shoulder. She drew back, gasp­ing and ter­ri­fied. He took hold of her shirt and pulled at it but she braced her feet against the wooden kneel­ing plat­form and squeezed her­self hard against the wall. He pulled again and the shirt tore slightly. Maria winced. She could not be­lieve what was hap­pen­ing.

	“Get her out Caleb.”

	Caleb sprang for­ward.

	Maria saw that he was very ugly: his eyes were large and hooded by dark, droop­ing lids, the skin of his face was rough with patches of un­shaved stubble that erup­ted amongst sores on his cheeks and chin, and his teeth were yel­low and crooked be­hind fat, pulpy lips. She squeezed her­self hard against the wall and drove her feet against the kneel­ing stool un­til they hurt. She could feel the skin on her shoulder blades scrap­ing against the cold sur­face of the wall. All she could think of do­ing was stay­ing where she was; pin­ion­ing her­self firmly and res­ist­ing the grasp­ing hands that reached for­ward to drag her into the open.

	Caleb smirked at Maria, then took his staff and poin­ted it at her. She could not draw back any fur­ther, so just cowered as he poked the shiny sil­ver point of the staff to­wards her neck as if he was bait­ing an an­imal. It made him laugh, and he poked in time with his gut­tural gig­gling and she re­spon­ded, as if caught in a strange dance, by flinch­ing every time the point came near to her; her eyes widened like a ter­ri­fied an­imal.

	She could not speak, and like the an­imal she felt she was, she grunted and whined. Then the point came very close to her neck and she had to dodge aside to avoid it. She gasped and made a shriek­ing noise. Caleb laughed loudly; her pathetic fear amused him and he prod­ded at her with in­creased in­sist­ence.

	“Get her out Caleb. Plenty of time for fun later. Get the fuck­ing bitch out!” Caleb grinned and slowly lowered the point of his staff. It fol­lowed the line of her throat, down the up­per part of her chest then between the top of her cleav­age. He held it there for a mo­ment, poised threat­en­ingly above the small, em­broidered flower, then he scraped it across the front of her jacket and down to her knees. He put it un­der the top edge of the hem of her skirt. He giggled again, then slowly lif­ted the skirt and held it aloft on the point of the staff. He did not have to bend much to see up between her thighs.

	“White ones!” he shouted ex­citedly and jumped up and down as he glared at her silky white panties. Then he pushed the sil­ver point of the staff up between her thighs. Maria felt the smooth cold­ness against the flushed heat of her skin; she was hor­ri­fied. The point moved fur­ther un­til it touched her white panties and she felt its metal end snag­ging on their flimsy ma­ter­ial. She squeezed her but­tocks to try and draw the soft flesh of her cunt away from the prob­ing point.

	“Out!” ordered Father Thomas.

	She was cower­ing and cornered and afraid for her life, but she could not bear the fear of be­ing trapped any longer; she felt baited and broken. Even though she was pan­ick­ing too much to reason, she knew she had to come out into the open. Father Thomas could see that she was ready, and reached over to press Caleb’s staff away from its tar­get.

	“You will have your fun soon,” Father Thomas said, and Caleb screwed up his face in dis­ap­point­ment but stood back obed­i­ently. Then he star­ted to shout and dance around, hold­ing his staff above his head like a spear. “White ones! White ones! White ones!” he chanted.

	Maria slowly drew away from the wall; she was resigned to leav­ing her sanc­tu­ary. As she re­laxed her legs and edgily came for­ward, she felt the pain in her shoulders where they had scraped against the wall. She stood up with dif­fi­culty; she was shak­ing all over and felt faint and she held onto the red cur­tain as her knees sagged be­neath her.

	“In here!” Father Thomas in­dic­ated the wooden con­fes­sion box where he usu­ally sat. “What bet­ter place to start your treat­ment than in here.”

	Maria’s lips were trem­bling, and she could see her hands shak­ing as in­vol­un­tar­ily they fell to her sides. She wanted to be sick as she stepped out shakily.

	Caleb lif­ted his staff again and prod­ded at her, its point touched against the sides of her calves and she moved at its in­sist­ence. He guided her to the front of the con­fes­sion box; its wooden door gaped open. The prod­ding point stuck into her pale skin and left her legs sting­ing. She went into the con­fes­sion box like a penned an­imal.

	“Stand and face the wall,” ordered Father Thomas. “We do not want to see the face of such a sin­ner. Face the wall you evil little bitch!” He paused for a mo­ment. “Clothes off,” he said. Then he turned to Caleb and smiled. “But leave your panties on for later.”

	Caleb jumped for joy and danced around and chanted as he poked his staff eagerly at Maria, taunt­ing and bait­ing her like a cornered bear.

	“White ones! White ones! Keep them on for later! White ones! White ones! White ones!”

	Now in a state of com­plete ter­ror, Maria reached up and tried to undo the but­tons of her black jacket, but her hands were shak­ing so much she could not even get a grasp on them. She felt Father Thomas’s an­ger and tried even harder, but she could not hold the but­tons firmly enough even to be­gin pulling them through the but­ton­holes. Hope­lessly, and in a pathetic ef­fort to please, she reached around to the but­ton on the waist­band of her skirt, but she could not undo that either.

	She wanted to turn around, she wanted to plead with Father Thomas to let her go, she wanted to apo­lo­gise for be­ing un­able to undo her but­tons, but she did not get chance to do any­thing.

	“Strip the bitch, Caleb!”

	Caleb stopped dan­cing and threw down his staff. It crashed heav­ily on the stone floor. He rushed up be­hind Maria, grabbed hold of her jacket and tugged at it fren­ziedly un­til it pulled down over her shoulders then down over her hips. The cuffs did not come over her hands and the sleeves turned in­side out. Caleb pulled roughly at them and Maria stretched out her fin­gers so that the sleeves would pull down. Caleb fell back as they came free and the jacket fi­nally fell to the floor. Then he grabbed the back of her shirt and tore at it un­til it ripped across the back. She flinched as the ma­ter­ial cut into the front of her shoulders and squeezed tightly around her small firm breasts. Caleb kept pulling un­til the shirt tore down and fell away in tat­ters, then he grabbed the waist­band of her skirt tightly and jerked it back­wards. Maria fell against the side of the con­fes­sion box and gasped loudly as the pres­sure of his fren­zied pulling knocked the breath from her.

	“Face the wall!” shouted Father Thomas.

	She did not dare dis­obey; she lif­ted her arms and braced her­self against the sides of the con­fes­sion box. She put one hand through the lat­tice-work grill and with the other she hung onto a brass coat-hook. She wedged her wrist pain­fully in between the grill and its frame and clenched her fist tightly around the coat-hook.

	Caleb con­tin­ued pulling frantic­ally at her skirt and it dug into her waist and made her hips hurt. Then he found the but­ton at the side and ripped it out of the but­ton­hole. He grabbed the top edges of the zip and tore at it. The zip came un­done and the pres­sure of the skirt around her shapely hips was re­leased. Then he bent down and squat­ted on his knees. He bent his head up­wards and stared up her skirt, leer­ing at the crotch of her white panties. Then, still in the same po­s­i­tion, he grabbed the hem of the skirt with both hands and pulled it down, it fell across his face and he bit at the ma­ter­ial leav­ing trails of spit across it.

	Maria hung against the sides of the con­fes­sion box. Her white bra straps had fallen off her shoulders and were tight against the tops of her out­stretched arms. Her white panties had pulled up tight between her but­tocks and were cut­ting into the soft edges of her cunt. Caleb let the skirt fall from his face then turned over and, ly­ing on his back, stared up between her legs. Maria felt giddy and tears blurred her eyes.

	Father Thomas bent down and picked up Caleb’s staff. He reached the point for­ward and pressed it against the small of Maria’s back. She felt the pres­sure of its tip. Then Father Thomas slowly slid the point up her back. He held it against the taught strap of her bra, then, with a sud­den move­ment, he pulled it up­wards and sliced through the thin ma­ter­ial. Her breasts were com­pletely ex­posed and she felt dis­gus­ted and de­filed.

	Still on his back, Caleb slid for­ward on the floor and worked his way between her legs. He looked up over the mound at her crotch and ogled at her small, firm breasts. Her nipples were hardened and the tops of the bra cups hung from them loosely.

	“Tie her! Ankles and wrists.”

	Caleb drew back and jumped up and grabbed hold of the cords he had brought. He leapt up onto the wooden seat and star­ted to wind slip-knots around Maria’s wrists. One he se­cured to the brass coat-hook and the other he wound around the slid­ing lat­tice-work grill. He pulled them tight and Maria gasped with pain as she was hois­ted up on them; she stretched up on her toes to re­lieve some of the pres­sure.

	Then Caleb jumped down onto the floor and tied her ankles to the legs of the wooden seat. Again he pulled them as tight as he could and this time Maria cried out in pain.

	“Oh, please Father, please!”

	“Do not worry my child, I will save you. You are in safe hands.”

	“Please Father, I can’t stand it. Please let me go, please, please.”

	“Shut her up Caleb. The bitch has got too much to say.”

	“Please Father, please, I can’t stand it, please let me go.” Then her words were stifled as Caleb smacked the tape across her face. He pulled it tight and un­reeled it so that it went be­hind her head and back again to her face. He wound it around sev­eral times then tore it from the reel. Maria’s long hair was caught in it and she could not move for the pain.

	“That will do you for the mo­ment, I think,” said Father Thomas. “I will give you some time to think over your sins my child, and to think about how you may be saved by ap­pro­pri­ate pun­ish­ment. Come Caleb, we have other work to do.”

	Father Thomas picked up Caleb’s staff and handed it to him. Caleb took it eagerly then closed the door to the con­fes­sion box and fell in be­hind Father Thomas. They both dis­ap­peared into the depths of the church, Caleb skip­ping be­hind Father Thomas’s flow­ing robes as much in ex­cite­ment as with a need to keep up.

	Maria hung on her bonds, tears stream­ing down her face. As she stared at the wall she could see the re­flec­tion of the flick­er­ing light of the candles that burned on the al­tar. She felt like a sac­ri­fice and sobbed.

	She watched as candles burned lower and lower as the night went on. She dreaded them go­ing out al­to­gether; the flick­er­ing of the candles gradu­ally got lower and she drif­ted into a light doze. Her head lolled onto her shoulder as a light mist of un­con­scious­ness crept closer. Then the last candle flickered out and Maria was left, hanging on her bonds in the pro­found dark­ness of the empty church.



	
CHAPTER FOUR 

	Maria awoke with a start as a glim­mer of sun­light flashed through a high stained-glass win­dow and re­flec­ted on the wall out­side the con­fes­sion box. She was slumped heav­ily on her bonds and in­stantly felt a ter­rible pain in her wrists. Her hands were swollen and red and she eased her­self up a little to try and re­lieve some of the pain.

	“I see you are awake my child.”

	Father Thomas was stand­ing be­hind her with Caleb by his side.

	She could only turn her head slightly, her neck was stiff and her shoulders were sore with the strain of hanging all night on the tight cords around her wrists.

	“Cut her down Caleb.”

	Caleb jumped for­ward and jabbed his staff to­wards Maria. Her eyes widened with fear as he stabbed the staff for­ward and, one by one, sliced through the cords at her wrists. As the first one gave way she slumped to one side then, as the other one was sliced through by the point of the staff, she dropped to the floor of the con­fes­sion box in a heap.

	“Bring her!”

	Caleb pulled at her shoulders, grabbing and pinch­ing her aching flesh. She winced in pain but slowly al­lowed her­self to be lif­ted. She clung to the back of the con­fes­sion box, hardly able to stand. Her eyes were wide with ter­ror as she cowered in the shad­ows. Her bra hung loosely be­low her breasts and her white panties were pulled up tightly around her cunt. Caleb pinched the soft skin of her arms and coaxed her out.

	Father Thomas walked ahead as Caleb dragged Maria down the aisle of the church. When she stumbled and grasped the sides of a pew to keep from fall­ing, Caleb pinched her arms and drove her on with his sharp staff. When they got nearer to the al­tar, Caleb ran for­ward and un­hitched the heavy rope that hung loosely in front of it. He prod­ded Maria with his staff and drove her through into the al­tar chapel then clipped the rope back onto its brass hooks and ran up be­hind Father Thomas.

	Maria stood limply in front of the al­tar, her white panties pulled up into the crack of her cunt.

	“Here!” ordered Father Thomas point­ing to his feet. “Here!” Maria moved for­ward slightly but was un­cer­tain what he meant. Caleb ran for­ward and star­ted prod­ding the backs of her legs with his staff. He urged her for­ward then poked her sting­ingly in the shoulders and drove her down onto her knees.

	She knelt obed­i­ently in front of Father Thomas and Caleb crouched by her side, look­ing quiz­zically into her eyes.

	“I have thought long and hard about your sin, my child. Your pun­ish­ment will be long and ar­du­ous, there is no easy rem­edy for your ter­rible sins, you will have to suf­fer much hu­mi­li­ation be­fore you can be cleansed of your wretched­ness. You will have to learn com­plete obed­i­ence be­fore you can even think of be­ing saved.”

	Maria thought she was go­ing to faint, she felt so thirsty and she had not eaten for ages. She began to heave with nausea and felt pan­icky at the thought of be­ing sick with her mouth gagged by the tape. She looked away from Caleb as he pushed his face close to hers.

	“Look at him!” shouted Father Thomas. He stared in­tensely into her tear­ful eyes. Then he reached to­wards her, grabbed the loose end of the tape and pulled it roughly un­til it star­ted to un­wind. As he ripped it away from the back of her head it pulled her hair and made her moan.

	“I will now in­tro­duce you to the first in­stru­ment of obed­i­ence, my child. Come.”

	Father Thomas smiled, reached down and took her hand gently, then led her to­wards the al­tar.

	“Bend over the al­tar and we will be­gin.” He let go of her hand and she bent obed­i­ently across the front of the al­tar. There seemed so much suf­fer­ing to re­lieve her aw­ful sins. She pressed her bare breasts down against the white cloth on the al­tar and looked at the large can­dle­sticks that stood around her with their candles already re­newed, flick­er­ing and bright.

	“This is what will re­mind you of your obed­i­ence my child.” Some­thing smacked down in front of her face and her eyes snapped shut with shock and fear.

	“Do not turn away my child, look at the in­stru­ment of obed­i­ence.” She opened her eyes slowly and looked at the bam­boo cane that was tap­ping on the al­tar.

	“See how it flexes, my child. Is it not a beau­ti­ful in­stru­ment? Not too thick that it bruises too eas­ily, and not too thin that it cuts too quickly.”

	Father Thomas lif­ted it slowly then brought it down with an­other ter­rible smack on the white cloth. The candles wavered as the air swirled in tur­moil around them.

	“Spread out your arms!”

	She reached her arms for­ward and stretched them as far as she could. She turned her head so that her cheek was pressed against the al­tar cloth. She could see Father Thomas smil­ing down at her, twitch­ing and flex­ing the cane in his long bony hand.

	“White panties! White panties! White panties!”

	“Yes, my little ser­vant, it is time now.”

	Caleb bounded up be­hind her and pressed his face against her bot­tom, sniff­ing at her white panties and press­ing his stubby nose into the soft crease they formed across the crack of her but­tocks.

	“Naughty, naughty, panties stained and yel­low. Not white for Caleb. Stained and dirty. Naughty! Naughty! Naughty!”

	“Oh dear,” said Father Thomas, “already you are in need of pun­ish­ment. You have not even star­ted to get rid of your ex­ist­ing sins be­fore you com­mit more.”

	“Naughty, naughty, naughty! Dirty little panties. Should be white. Should be clean. Caleb likes white panties, not dirty ones, stained by naughty, naughty girls.”

	“Get them off!”

	Caleb drew his face away from her bot­tom and grabbed each side of her panties. He wrenched them down in one go. They ripped and pulled down to halfway down her thighs and she tightened her but­tocks so that he could not see in between them.

	Smack!

	She tightened her but­tocks even more as Caleb’s hand smacked across them.

	“I want to see!” he chanted. “I want to see!” Smack! “Stand back Caleb, she needs a taste of the cane. She needs to learn how to be its ser­vant. She needs much train­ing but the cane will soon be­come her mas­ter.” He drew the cane up be­hind her. “This will be your in­tro­duc­tion to the de­lights of your new mas­ter, the cane. Are you ready my child?” Maria felt so ex­hausted, but she knew he was of­fer­ing her sal­va­tion, a chance of for­give­ness, and she wanted to be freed of her evil so could only as­sent.

	“Yes,” she mur­mured.

	“Yes? I can­not hear you, speak up! Speak up you fuck­ing bitch!”

	“Yes,” she said, try­ing to clear her throat at the same time.

	“Good!”

	She heard the cane start­ing to move up­wards through the air. Then a pause, then she saw the candles start­ing to flicker as the draught caused their flames to bend and break, she felt the si­lence of a mo­ment’s an­ti­cip­a­tion.

	Thwack!

	She screamed louder than she thought was pos­sible. It filled her with ter­ror as she listened to her own shriek­ing filling the church and echo­ing around its pon­der­ous columns. Tears flooded her eyes in­stantly and she stretched her hands for­ward in agony, her bot­tom felt aflame, she felt as if she had been sliced with a dag­ger.

	Then she heard the sound of it mov­ing through the air again, she saw the flames flicker and bend, then there was the mo­ment of still­ness, then she braced her­self against the al­tar and star­ted to scream even be­fore it hit her.

	Thwack!

	Her scream rent the church and she howled like an an­imal. She could not bear it again, she could not stand the cut­ting pain across her bot­tom, he could not do it again, she would die, she knew she would. Then the noise again, the sound of the air be­ing rent by the flail­ing of the cane, then the candles flick­er­ing in fear as it came down to­wards them, then the si­lence, this time longer, this time more deathly, this time filled with an etern­ity of fear and de­grad­a­tion.

	Thwack!

	This time she could not even scream, she did not have the strength, she just gasped in a noisy, throaty roar. The air was torn from her lungs and spit shot out with her ex­plod­ing breath. She col­lapsed in agony and the church fell si­lent as her eyes mis­ted over with a red haze.

	She could not see any­thing even though her eyes were wide open. Then she felt Caleb tug­ging at her arms, she could not stir, she could not res­ist, then he was slap­ping her face but still she could not re­act, then he slapped her face very hard and she re­turned from her faint.

	“No…”

	“No? No? What do you fuck­ing mean ‘No’? ‘Yes’, that is the an­swer, ‘yes’. You will say ‘yes’ un­til your mas­ter is ex­hausted, and even then you will beg him for more. ‘Yes’, that is all there is to say.”

	“No… Please… No…”

	“You will beg him for more. ‘Yes, please pun­ish me more, do not stop,” you will plead.”

	“Please… No…”

	A cool waft of air breathed against her hot cheeks. She felt the skin on her face tingle as the draft from the rising cane her­al­ded the pain that it held. She winced against it and tightened her muscles as she reached for­ward and grabbed the can­dle­sticks. She watched their flames flick­er­ing and stretched out as tight as she could. Then the si­lence again; that dread­ful mo­ment of an­ti­cip­a­tion and ter­ror. She waited in fear and gripped the cold metal of the can­dle­sticks. Then she felt it com­ing again, the cane was split­ting the air as it whipped down to­wards her in­flamed but­tocks. The flames bent side­ways, trem­bling and shrink­ing away in fear, as it flew down to­wards her.

	Thwack!

	Again she could not cry out. In­stead, a gasp burst from her mouth as her lungs emp­tied their breath in one heavy, burst­ing erup­tion. Her stom­ach flattened against the top of the al­tar and the can­dle­sticks rocked in her hands, their flick­er­ing flames spill­ing hot wax down their shiny stems.

	“Yes?”

	“Please… No… Please… No…”

	“Again then. The cane will be your mas­ter but he must know that you want him. He must know that you de­mand him and then he will stop. Only then will he draw back from the pun­ish­ment.”

	She felt her body shak­ing. The can­dle­sticks flickered in her trem­bling grip as hot wax spilled down and ran eagerly to­wards her hands. She wanted sav­ing, but the pain was too great. She could not ima­gine how she could plead for more, it was im­possible, she could only res­ist, she could only deny and she would never be saved. She wept loudly.

	“Please… No more. Please… No more. I can’t stand it. Please… No…” She felt Caleb pulling at her legs, open­ing them wide and ex­pos­ing her cunt. Cool air passed across her outer la­bia and she felt a dribble of sweat trick­ling down the in­side of her legs. Then the candles flickered again and she bur­ied her face against the al­tar cloth, grip­ping it between her teeth.

	Her legs were wide apart and she knew she could not stand any more. Her but­tocks were sting­ing from the lash­ing of the cane and she could feel hot candle wax run­ning down onto her hands. It burned her and she wanted to let go of the can­dle­sticks, but she could not, she needed to grip them, she needed their safety and she tightened her grip as the hot wax poured down onto the tops of her hands then down their back and onto her wrists. She sensed the cane lift­ing, she felt the mo­ment of si­lence as it paused at the top of its stroke.

	She felt a scream brew­ing up in­side her. It was so in­tense and de­lib­er­ate. It was not born of the mo­ment of pain but of the in­tens­ity of pain in­side her. It came from her bot­tom and crept across the sting­ing red skin of her but­tocks, it trav­elled up in­side her, through her nerve racked stom­ach then into her gag­ging throat. It tightened her neck and for a mo­ment she could not breathe at all. Her face reddened with the ten­sion as it forced its way into her mouth and built up be­hind the ma­ter­ial of the al­tar cloth that was filling her mouth. Her cheeks were puffed out with it, her mouth was plugged by it, but still the scream built up. Then the ex­plo­sion broke through.

	She spit the cloth from her mouth and the scream burst from her. She screamed enough to rock the columns of the empty church, so loud her body vi­brated with its en­ergy, so vi­ol­ently that she felt her­self trans­por­ted on its rent­ing echoes. She screamed like a beast into the si­lence of the cav­ernous church and still the cane had not star­ted its down­ward jour­ney.

	She squeezed the can­dle­sticks and shook them. She shook the hot wax from them and ran it across her flesh. She stretched her but­tocks higher and opened her legs, ex­pos­ing her cunt to the gap­ing eyes of Caleb. She thrust it at him and a wet­ness of joy ran across the fleshy rim of her glisten­ing cunt. She lif­ted her bot­tom higher as if the meet the cane, squirmed her­self, lif­ted her but­tocks more.

	“Al­right!” she cried out. “Al­right! Yes! Yes! Yes!” Her but­tocks went higher and the soft edges of her en­gorged cunt shone in the flick­er­ing light of the candles.

	There was a mo­ment­ary pause, then…

	Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!

	Each one landed heav­ily across her up­turned but­tocks. They rained down on her but the more she had the more she screamed. Fi­nally, the flick­er­ing of the candles dimmed as her eyes saw less and less, the sound of the cane be­came more dis­tant and even her screams seemed far away. In the end, all went dark and si­lent. Oc­ca­sion­ally she sensed the pain of the writh­ing cane but it did not seem part of her ex­per­i­ence any more, it seemed part of an­other world, a world of un­be­liev­able pain.

	When Maria awoke she was ly­ing on her back on a cold wooden trestle. She rolled onto her side and her bot­tom hurt ter­ribly. She looked across the small room, it was some sort of ante­chapel. Around the walls, heavy, green cur­tains hung from brass cur­tain rails and her clothes were piled up on the floor. She looked down at her­self, her bra was still hanging loose and her panties were twis­ted up around her knees, her wrists were red and her hands were still swollen. She star­ted to sit up and winced as she felt her weight on her bot­tom. She went over to her clothes and star­ted to pick amongst them ab­sently. Then she turned as she heard someone draw back one of the green cur­tains.

	It was Father Thomas!

	“Come back this even­ing child, after you fin­ish work, we will con­tinue then. You have made a good start, you have been in­tro­duced to the cane and I am pleased with you. You may yet be saved but you will have to suf­fer much more. And re­mem­ber, I will be watch­ing you from now on, and don’t for­get your new mas­ter, the cane; it will be him and his friends who will be test­ing you and lead­ing you to for­give­ness. If you go astray again it will be them to whom you an­swer. This even­ing then, as soon as you fin­ish work.”

	“Yes Father.”

	“Good.”

	Ten minutes later she ran from the church, sweat­ing and breath­ing heav­ily. She had man­aged to dress her­self fairly well but still looked dishevelled and dis­tressed. She could not re­pair her bra and had thrown it in a dust­bin to­gether with her dirty panties. As she had tossed her un­der­clothes into the over­filled bin she no­ticed a man look­ing at her. He looked like a tramp, he had a dirty red beard, his hair was tangled and mat­ted and he wore a long brown over­coat. He watched her in­quis­it­ively and it made her feel dis­gus­ted and ashamed to think he had seen her dirty panties and torn bra, so she ran be­hind a wall near some derel­ict build­ings and, gasp­ing for breath, threw her­self down amongst some rubble. When she real­ised that the man was not fol­low­ing her she re­laxed. She sank down against the wall and squat­ted with her hands clasped to­gether between her knees. The cool air blew up her tight skirt and she felt it fan­ning her na­ked cunt.

	She stared down at a green, cider bottle that was ly­ing on the ground in front of her. She had kicked it as she had hur­ried be­hind the wall and it was still rock­ing back and forth on the lit­ter strewn ground. It tinkled rhyth­mic­ally against a squashed can which lay along­side it; it re­minded her of the swish­ing of the cane and the sav­age pun­ish­ment she had just en­dured. She reached her hands down between her legs and ran them up the un­der­neath of her thighs. She jerked back as she touched the swollen weals that laced her but­tocks.

	She rubbed the raised stripes gently and the sting­ing gradu­ally faded. She kept rub­bing them and sank into think­ing about her pun­ish­ment and the more she thought about it the more she real­ised that it was her only hope of sal­va­tion.

	As she rubbed her bot­tom she found her fin­gers stray­ing to her anus. She felt its edges and squat­ted down more as she felt its tingling pleas­ure at the touch of her fin­ger­tips. Al­most without think­ing she pressed the tip of her fore­finger in­side. The firm cir­cu­lar muscle gave way and her fin­ger sank in eas­ily. She squat­ted down more as it entered and she drew it in­side.

	The palm of her hand pressed against her fleshy cunt as her fin­ger worked around the in­side edges of her anus. She looked down between her legs and watched the flat of her hand mas­sa­ging the soft flesh between her legs. Her fin­ger went deeper and she gasped as it drove in up to the knuckle. She drew it back then pushed it in again even more deeply. As it drew back her muscles con­trac­ted and held it tight, mak­ing it throb un­der the pres­sure. As she pushed it back in her muscles re­laxed to let it enter and sucked it up eagerly. She dropped her head and raised and lowered her squat­ting but­tocks rhyth­mic­ally. Her hair fell down across her face and she stared through its tangled strands at the green bottle.

	She moved her fin­ger up and down faster. She star­ted pant­ing as her anus pulsated around her fin­ger, grip­ping it tightly then re­lax­ing and suck­ing it in again. She stretched her fin­ger as much as she could and plunged it in as deep as it would go, but it was not enough. Her body craved more pen­et­ra­tion than her fin­ger could provide and she reached for­ward with her other hand and grabbed the bottle. She turned it up­right and planted it firmly on the ground then, lift­ing her­self higher, she moved the bottle back between her legs, feel­ing its smooth edges as they glanced the in­sides of her thighs.

	She drew her fin­ger out and felt the dis­sip­ated ring of her anus throb­bing for more. She placed the neck of the bottle dir­ectly be­neath her de­mand­ing anus, lif­ted her­self some more, then slowly dropped down un­til the ring of her hot anus touched the round top of the neck of the green bottle. She pushed her­self down onto it, it went in smoothly and she gasped as she felt its cold­ness in­side her.

	She pressed down more and it slid in eagerly – first as far as her fin­ger then, more sat­is­fy­ingly, deeper. She opened her legs wide and sat down on it, and as it sank in, her anus opened to ac­com­mod­ate the widen­ing neck. She took as much as it could of­fer and, as it plunged deeply in­side, her eyes widened with the cold de­light of its smooth pen­et­ra­tion.

	She plunged her hands between her legs and pulled her outer la­bia wide apart. Her clit­oris hung down, throb­bing and hot, and she tugged at it and mas­saged it. She thought of her pun­ish­ment, of the cane and the pain that it had in­flic­ted on her, of the red weals across her bot­tom, of her bes­tial screams and the feel­ings of hu­mi­li­ation.

	Then she felt the pleas­ure of the bottle as she dropped even fur­ther onto it, she felt so de­graded and de­lighted, and she sensed a feel­ing she had never had be­fore, she was spin­ning re­lent­lessly from dirti­ness to pur­ity and back again. As she bore down on the bottle she real­ised that her self-de­file­ment would lead her back to pun­ish­ment and, when she was pun­ished, that would help cleanse her, but after her pun­ish­ment she could de­file her­self again and once more en­joy its pain­ful fruits.

	It was an end­less cycle from which she now knew she did not want to es­cape! The real­isa­tion rushed through her and she felt a deep de­light as her anus gripped the neck of the bottle and her cunt dilated and ran with the mois­ture of her joy.

	She plunged her­self wildly onto the bottle and as she looked up she saw the tramp watch­ing her, he had his hands deep in­side his long coat and was mov­ing them slowly at his groin. For a mo­ment she was afraid, then, star­ing at him, she opened her legs wider and pulled at her clit­oris un­til, still with the green bottle deeply in­side her anus, she col­lapsed in a gasp­ing or­gasm of de­light and hu­mi­li­ation.

	An hour later she ar­rived at the agency. Les­ley, her boss, was in her small of­fice talk­ing to a man, so Maria had to wait. The man had his back to Maria so she could not see his face but he had a shock of golden hair like the man who had beaten her as she had lain across the re­fri­ger­ator earlier. The sight of the hair and the thought of her beat­ing made her shiver.

	Les­ley seemed to be hav­ing a heated ar­gu­ment with the man she was call­ing Kirk, and Maria watched as she banged the table between them with her hand then shook her fist at him, shout­ing his name and swear­ing at him. Maria had seen Les­ley’s an­ger be­fore – she was very dom­in­ant and, in­deed, had been a pre­fect when they had both been at the same school and had beaten her. She was frightened when Les­ley banged the table so hard some pa­pers fell off the edge, which put her into even more of a rage. She poin­ted an­grily to the door.

	As Kirk left, his golden hair swirled across the side of his face and, as he turned, Maria saw that it was in­deed the man who had beaten her. He sneered at her, then stamped out and went down the street.

	Les­ley came out of the of­fice and drew back in sur­prise when she saw Maria lean­ing against her desk. Maria no­ticed a puzz­ling mix­ture of com­pas­sion and an­ger in Les­ley’s eyes as she asked her to come into the toi­lets to ‘sort things out’.

	Maria fol­lowed her like a lamb.

	“You look ter­rible!” said Les­ley as she helped Maria sit on a small stool which stood by a wash-hand basin in the back room. “What on earth has happened to you? Here, let me dry your face, you poor thing.”

	“I’m al­right really, really I’m al­right,” Maria stuttered, still shocked by the sight of her at­tacker but not dar­ing to ask what he had been do­ing there.

	As she tried to sit down she winced and had to hold her­self away from the chair.

	“You don’t seem al­right at all. What’s happened? Are you in pain?”

	“Well, yes.”

	“Here, let me look… My God!”

	Les­ley hur­ried for a flan­nel and ran some cold wa­ter over it. She got Maria to bend over the small stool and gently dabbed the wet flan­nel across Maria’s bruised bot­tom. Maria felt safe in Les­ley’s hands and let her put the flan­nel wherever she wanted. After a while, Les­ley stepped back, res­ted against the basin and looked again at Maria’s na­ked bot­tom.

	“Now, what is all this?”

	Maria was too ashamed. She just shook her head.

	“Oh well.” Les­ley shook her head, “At least I’ll go and find you some fresh panties – hand on, I an­swer the phone first.”

	The tele­phone call was a very angry one, with Les­ley shout­ing and banging on the desk, but when it ended she came back and gave Maria a pair of skimpy red panties. They felt smooth as Maria pulled them up over her sting­ing but­tocks.

	As the day went on the sting­ing sub­sided, but the fear of what lay in store when she next vis­ited Father Thomas caused Maria’s stom­ach to ache with a pain that mixed ter­ror with anxious ex­cite­ment.

	That even­ing, Maria stood with Les­ley as she locked the door of the agency. Les­ley put her arm around Maria’s shoulder and gave her a squeeze.

	“Where are you go­ing now?”

	“To the church near my flat.”

	“Why?”

	“To con­fess.”

	Les­ley smiled. “Make sure you go straight there then. We don’t want you to get into more trouble do we?”

	“I will. Oh, I will.”



	
CHAPTER FIVE 

	It was not long be­fore Maria ar­rived at the church. She stood at the huge door and held onto the large iron latch without turn­ing it. For a mo­ment she thought of turn­ing and run­ning away, but she knew that was point­less, she had star­ted on the road to her sal­va­tion and she had got to see it through. She pushed open the heavy door and went in­side.

	Father Thomas was stand­ing in­side and Caleb was crouched by his side hold­ing his poin­ted staff.

	“We have been wait­ing. Do not be late in fu­ture or I will not be able to let you out again.”

	Father Thomas turned and Caleb prod­ded Maria with his poin­ted staff. She twis­ted to avoid it, but he still man­aged to stick it into her calf. It was sharp and she winced but did not cry out. Father Thomas led the way to a small chapel be­hind the al­tar. Against one wall was a small table upon which stood some can­dle­sticks and in the centre was a low wooden bench. Just above the bench hung the ends of a slender rope which was pulled through a large iron hook bolted to the ceil­ing. On one of the walls there hung some shiny metal rings. Candle­light flickered on their burn­ished sur­face and gold col­oured cords dangled loosely down from them.

	Father Thomas reached be­neath the small table and took out a black leather whip. It was quite long, plaid from shiny leather strands, with a smooth, thick handle and a plain, sharp tip. He flexed it between his hands then sud­denly smacked it down on the table. Caleb giggled and Maria felt her body filling with fear.

	“Now, your first les­son with the whip, my child. You have tasted the cane but the cane is only the whip’s gentle brother. The whip is vi­ol­ent and un­con­trol­lable, see how it flexes in an­ti­cip­a­tion of the pain it can ad­min­is­ter.”

	He flexed it again. She saw how strong it was and how eagerly it wanted to re­turn to its nat­ural straight­ness. Then he smacked it against the top of the bench and Maria’s body shook at the hard un­for­giv­ing sound it made.

	“You have not been truly beaten yet. You did not need to be tied down for the cane, you could bear its thrash­ing without bonds, but not so with the whip. The whip is too hurt­ful to bear without firm bond­age to keep you in place. For the whip, you must be tied down tightly. The whip is too sav­age to bear without re­straint.”

	Maria stared at him, wait­ing for her in­struc­tions. She heard his words but could not really be­lieve that this could be more pain­ful than the cane. This time, she thought, she would not struggle, she would ac­cept her pun­ish­ment gladly.

	“Caleb!”

	Caleb jumped to at­ten­tion with his staff by his side.

	“Bring her!”

	Caleb poin­ted his staff at Maria’s legs and shep­her­ded her to­wards the wooden bench.

	“Down!” ordered Father Thomas. “Down on your knees. Get down you fuck­ing bitch!”

	Maria was sud­denly frightened by Father Thomas’s angry words, her com­pos­ure was dis­ap­pear­ing and her fear was mount­ing. Per­haps the whip was more pain­ful, per­haps it would be too much for her to bear? As the thoughts came so did a wave of fear that quickly turned into a des­per­ate de­sire to es­cape. She fought hard against it, but her ter­ror heaved through her in floods of nausea.

	“Down, you fuck­ing bitch. Down on the bench! Crawl onto it. Now you will be tested. Now we shall see how much you can really suf­fer. I am go­ing to test you with the whip. I am go­ing to give you pain you never thought ex­is­ted. Get down! Crawl!”

	Caleb prod­ded her and she moved to the bench, bent down and res­ted her hands on it then looked up at Father Thomas for her next in­struc­tion. She looked weak and de­fence­less, like a fawn.

	“Get on your knees! I am los­ing pa­tience. Get on your knees!” He flexed the whip im­pa­tiently between his hands. Maria lif­ted her legs and knelt on the bench. The wood felt hard against her knees and she squirmed them about. The ends of the rope which hung from the hook in the ceil­ing draped loosely across her back and against her waist.

	“Tie her Caleb.”

	Caleb ran across to the rings on the wall and drew out the gold col­oured cords, then, twirl­ing them around like las­soes, rushed back to the bench where Maria was crouch­ing in fear. He grabbed her shoulders roughly and thrust them down­wards to­wards the bench. The ab­rupt­ness of the move­ment hurt her neck and she dropped onto her el­bows and gasped. Quickly Caleb wound the cords around her wrists and se­cured them be­neath the bench, then he put his foot on its edge, leaned back and pulled on the cords so tightly that she cried out.

	“Please… Stop… Oh please…”

	But he took no no­tice and kept pulling un­til they cut deeply into her wrists. She felt tears form­ing around her eyes.

	“How does that feel bitch? Do you want it tighter?”

	“No… Please… No…”

	“Si­lence you fuck­ing bitch! Si­lence!”

	Caleb ran around to her legs and wound the cords around her calves but this time he let the other ends dangle free at the sides of the bench.

	“Hoist her up, my ser­vant!”

	Caleb began to dance around the bench, dart­ing in front of Maria’s face, per­form­ing a curtsy, then run­ning on frantic­ally in giddy circles.

	“Hoist her up I said!”

	Caleb stopped pran­cing and threw down his staff; it crashed on the floor and bounced against the wall. He took hold of one end of the rope which hung from the hook in the ceil­ing and pulled it around Maria’s waist. She gasped for breath as he tightened it. It bit into her skin and she con­tor­ted with pain but did not dare cry out. Caleb pulled the rope tighter then fixed a knot in it. Maria could hardly breathe. Then Caleb grabbed hold of the other end of the rope and looped it through the knot at her waist. He jumped up on the bench and reached as high up the rope as he could, held it tightly, then swung out and jumped back down onto the floor.

	Maria felt a ter­rible pain around her waist as the rope snatched her up­wards un­der the weight of Caleb’s body. He dragged it back through the hook in the ceil­ing and her waist was drawn up un­til she was bent over and sus­pen­ded by the pinch­ing rope. Tears fell from her eyes, she felt cap­tured and hu­mi­li­ated and hung her head low so that Father Thomas could not see her shame. Caleb tied off the end of the rope and ran to Father Thomas’s side.

	“Panties Caleb?”

	“Panties! Panties! White panties! White panties!” Caleb cried out wildly.

	He ran to Maria’s side and lif­ted her dress slowly. As it lif­ted he saw her red panties and shrieked.

	“Red panties! Red panties! Hor­rid! Hor­rid! Hate­ful red panties!”

	“Dis­gust­ing!” said Father Thomas. “Shame­ful! Get them off! Pull them off the har­lot! Shame­less child! Pull them off my ser­vant, as quickly as you can. Pull the vile, red panties off the shame­less bitch! Bitch! Bitch! Shame­less bitch!” Caleb grabbed the red panties and an­grily tore them down, rip­ping them and drag­ging them down to just above her knees. As the ma­ter­ial tightened against her thighs Maria flinched and wriggled anxiously, but Caleb gave her a heavy smack across the bot­tom to make her stop. Then he grabbed the loose ends of cord at her calves, tied them tightly un­der­neath the bench and pulled them with all his strength un­til they dug deeply into the flesh of her calves. She could not move them at all; she could only feel the tingling of the blood try­ing to run through her con­stric­ted veins.

	“We’ll soon stop her wrig­gling, eh Caleb?” Caleb jumped around the bench, circ­ling and pran­cing.

	“Stop her wrig­gling. Stop her wrig­gling.” Maria hung like an an­imal on the rope, her fore­arms and calves se­cured pain­fully to the bench and her waist bowed un­der the up­ward strain of the rope from the ceil­ing. Her but­tocks were bare and ex­posed and the red panties which Les­ley had found for her were pulled in shreds around her knees. She began to cry.

	“Oh, my child,” said Father Thomas softly, “do not cry yet, you are a long way from be­ing saved, it is too soon to cry, wait un­til you really suf­fer be­fore you cry. It is a good thing that you came to me when you did. It is a good thing that I have the whip to bring you to obed­i­ence. Are you ready to be­gin the pun­ish­ment?”

	“Please Father. I don’t think I can stand any more!”

	“Still! Be still! The whip will be your mas­ter. When he has had his way with you, when he has striped your but­tocks with his marks, then you will plead for more, not less!… is she bound tight enough Caleb?” Caleb nod­ded ex­citedly.

	“Good! It is time and we will be­gin. This time you will taste the un­fathom­able pleas­ures of the greatest in­flictor of pain there is, the whip. Oh yes, the whip is a vi­cious mas­ter, but it brings obed­i­ence like no other, even the cane shrinks back in fear of its power. But, I have to warn you, the whip is its own mas­ter and it pun­ishes its vic­tims in the ways that it chooses. Though I can wield it, or try to dir­ect it, I can­not con­trol it, the whip it­self will in­flict whatever pain it de­cides you must suf­fer. I can­not pre­vent it or hold it back for I am its vic­tim as much as the body which stretches out be­fore it. We be­gin!”

	Maria hung on her bonds ter­ri­fied. Her but­tocks were stretched tight and the flesh of her cunt was ex­posed between her tied legs. Her hard nipples rubbed sorely against the in­side her dress. She felt pet­ri­fied but she could only sub­mit. Then it star­ted.

	Whack!

	The whip came down with such fe­ro­city that Maria lurched for­ward on her bonds and screamed out.

	Whack!

	An­other pain­ful slash across her but­tocks and she screamed again.

	Whack!

	This time it burned deep into her skin and she cried out fiendishly.

	Whack!

	She felt slashed by the scorch­ing whip as she roared like a sav­age mon­ster and the cav­ernous church echoed with her pain.

	Whack!

	She felt her­self go­ing giddy, she screamed again and again and tried to pull away, but her bonds held her com­pletely fast.

	Whack!

	An­other scream, an­other deep cut and her eyes went blurred, she felt her­self los­ing con­scious­ness, she could not bear any more.

	Whack!

	This time she could not scream and just hung limply on the rope that sus­pen­ded her by the waist. The pain was so great, and she could not bear it, but she could not es­cape it; some­how her body would not let her fall un­con­scious. She felt totally hope­less as she real­ised she would have to suf­fer whatever the whip de­cided.

	Whack!

	An­other scream but this time fainter, it was so weak it was hardly a scream at all, more a pathetic, beg­ging whim­per.

	Whack!

	No scream this time, she only blubbered, she wanted to beg but words were no longer hers.

	Whack!

	She could not speak, nor scream nor blub­ber, she wanted to beg for for­give­ness but she could not find the strength or will to beg. She could not move, she could not even wince un­der the flail­ing of the whip, and now she could not even hope. She hung loosely and the rope around her waist dug in deeply as it pulled against her weight.

	Whack!

	There was noth­ing left to do but suf­fer, she could not lose con­scious­ness, she could not plead for it to stop, she could only ab­sorb the ter­ror that the whip was deal­ing out. The pain was so great it ran through her in huge, un­con­trol­lable waves and her tor­tured body rose and fell against its bonds as if caught help­lessly in a mighty tide.

	Whack! Whack! Whack! Whack! Whack! They were com­ing so fast now. Some­how she real­ised that Father Thomas had lost con­trol, she knew that the whip was in com­mand and she was suf­fer­ing the pain that only the whip knew she de­served. One after the other the whacks from the whip struck her but­tocks, the ter­rible pains from each stroke mer­ging into the next as she writhed in a par­oxysm of con­tinual agony. Spit dribbled freely from her mouth and ran dis­gust­ingly down her chin as she hung like a tor­men­ted an­imal un­der the fren­zied pun­ish­ment of the un­con­trol­lable whip.

	But through this feel­ing of dis­gust, bey­ond this sen­sa­tion of re­lent­less tor­ture, she sensed some­thing dif­fer­ent. Through the blur­ring in­tens­ity of her suf­fer­ing she real­ised some­thing other than just the feel­ings of dis­gust and hurt, it was some­thing deeper even than the cuts that were be­ing in­flic­ted by the un­con­trolled flail­ing of the whip. She sensed a glim­mer of her sal­va­tion. It was as though, bey­ond all the pain, there was a ra­di­ance of puri­fic­a­tion. She pressed her but­tocks to the whip, want­ing the flog­ging to con­tinue forever so that she could ap­proach closer to the light that prom­ised to cleanse her of her sin­ful­ness. Then sud­denly it stopped.

	Maria sensed it was all over and she sagged des­per­ately on the rope. She felt as if she was be­ing burned all over and her bot­tom felt as if it was on fire; pain filled her whole body. She gasped and spit bubbled messily from her mouth then she gasped again and star­ted to come back to the real­isa­tion of what was hap­pen­ing to her. Then she felt the rope around her waist and let out a ter­ri­fy­ing scream. It was not a scream in re­sponse to dir­ect pain but a scream born of all the pain that had gone be­fore. She thought she would not be able to stop. She knew she had to take a breath be­fore she could scream again, but when it came, it was only enough breath to con­tinue the fright­en­ing scream that burst from her like steam from an en­gine. She could not stop, she thought she would die be­fore it would end, she felt her whole life would be eaten up by her ter­rible all-con­sum­ing scream.

	After what seemed an age, the beat­ing fi­nally stopped and, al­though in the empty si­lence of the church her screams still rang in her ears like trum­pets, she faded away into an un­com­fort­able un­con­scious­ness. Then she felt the strain at her waist loosen­ing and she dropped heav­ily onto the bench. For a while at least, she had been re­leased.

	As the drum­ming in her ears sub­sided she could hear Father Thomas talk­ing to someone. She could not hear the other per­son and could only pick up frag­ments of what Father Thomas said but Maria could sense fear in his voice.

	“I’m sorry, I’m very sorry, yes, I know it was wrong, I thought it would be al­right to let her go dur­ing the day, I felt sorry for her… Yes! Yes! I’m sorry, I know it was wrong, yes, I know, please for­give me.”

	Then the drum­ming in her ears re­turned. The next thing she knew Father Thomas was stand­ing be­side her, speak­ing to her, but now his voice had changed, it was no longer fear­ful, it was taunt­ing and cruel.

	“So, you want more do you?”

	Maria shrunk back in ter­ror.

	“I think you do. Ah yes, I can see it in your eyes. You want more! You little bitch, you fuck­ing little bitch. You want more! Whether you do or not, you are go­ing to get it. You have got me into trouble, ap­peal­ing to my bet­ter self. Yes, you are go­ing to get more and this time there will be no re­lease!”

	He sat down on the edge of the bench be­side her and flexed the whip across his knees.

	“I have never seen the whip so angry. I have never felt its power so great. It nearly tore it­self from my hands in or­der to pun­ish you enough, and yet, I can see it has not brought you to heal. Even suf­fer­ing as much as it can give, the whip has not been enough to save you from your sin­ful­ness. You are a wicked little bitch, that is for sure. This is go­ing to be such a long road. Of course, you will have to stay. Ah yes, you will have to stay. I can­not let you go now. I thought I could, but ah, no, not now, not now I have seen how much it will take. You will have to stay now, oh yes, you will have to stay al­right.”

	“Please Father,” she mur­mured, “please, I have to go to work.” Father Thomas laughed and stood up be­side her, he looked down at her red striped but­tocks and laughed again.

	“Im­possible! Now you are mine for as long as it takes.” He flexed the whip again then tapped it against his knees.

	“But the whip has a kinder side, my child. Yes, it can bring the most ex­cru­ci­at­ing pain, but it can also bring un­fathom­able pleas­ure. It is the bearer of both ter­ror and de­sire. See how it flexes with an­ti­cip­a­tion. See how it tenses along its full length at the thought of the pleas­ures it can bring. It is let­ting me know that now it is time for you to take its pleas­ure. Of course you will de­mand more pain from it, but be­fore you beg for more pain it needs to show you its kind­ness. Lie there my child, Caleb has slackened the rope around your waist so that you can re­spond to the gentle de­lights of the whip. Raise your bot­tom, yes, I know it is still sore, I can see the red slashes that the whip has in­flic­ted on you, but raise it up, pull it high so that your flesh pokes out between your burn­ing but­tocks. Let the whip see your rosy cunt and the dark ring of your beau­ti­ful anus, raise it high and wel­come its at­ten­tions.”

	Her calves and wrists were still tightly bound, but her waist was free and, al­though her body ached all over, she eased her­self up. Her back ached and she could feel the pain around her waist where the rope had sus­pen­ded her full weight, but still she eased her bot­tom higher. She felt the skin stretch against the red marks that the whip had in­flic­ted so pun­ish­ingly, but she did what she was told.

	“Ah, yes, what a beauty. I can see that soft flesh com­ing into view. What a beauty. Its rosy edges shine with mois­ture. Open your but­tocks my child, I want to see it all, I want to see it gap­ing at me, show me your beau­ti­ful arse.”

	She eased her­self higher and bent her back up in the same way that she had been hung on the rope. She felt Father Thomas’s pen­et­rat­ing eyes star­ing in between her but­tocks and wanted to show him more. She wanted him to see her cunt, she wanted to open her but­tocks and show him the mus­cu­lar ring of her anus and show him how it was dilat­ing with the joy of her ex­pos­ure.

	“What a beauty my child. Show it to me and I will in­tro­duce it to the kind­ness of the whip.”

	She did not know what he meant, but she felt within her an ur­gent de­mand that was for­cing her to move to­wards whatever pleas­ure was there. So, she lif­ted her­self higher and opened her but­tocks even wider, squeez­ing the in­sides of her thighs apart as far as they would go. Then she began to moan with the an­ti­cip­a­tion of whatever awaited her. Deep in­side she knew she wanted pain but the tempta­tion of pleas­ure drew her in like the suck­ing wet lips of a raven­ous wolf.

	Father Thomas drew the tip of the whip into the firm val­ley of flesh that puckered between the base of her but­tocks and the smooth curves of her thighs. He probed its hard end lazily into the crack and pushed it slightly open, ex­pos­ing the dark­ness of her anus and re­veal­ing it from the pro­tect­ive pleats of her soft skin. He pressed the sharp tip around its edges and it dilated un­der the pres­sure.

	As she felt the sharp tip she sensed the pain again, but it was not really a pain, she knew it was only an in­tro­duc­tion to some­thing en­tirely dif­fer­ent. She felt the heat of pleas­ure and her body sought it out as she squirmed her but­tocks, try­ing to find the end of the whip and get it to the centre of her aching mus­cu­lar ring. The whip bent as he pressed harder and she pulled back a little as the hard edges of the whip’s tip bit into the edge of her anus. Then she squirmed some more and as it found the centre of her read­ily pulsat­ing ring, she pushed hard against it and the end slid in.

	“See how he slides in so freely. Feel him tickle your innards. Feel him prickle against the in­side edges of your beau­ti­ful arse. Is he not in­deed a bringer of pleas­ure?”

	“Oh yes Father. I can feel the point. It is so fine and yet it is tra­cing every sense that I have. It is find­ing every vein and prick­ling it as though I was an in­stru­ment. Please, Father, more.”

	Father Thomas pressed the point of the whip in fur­ther, he twis­ted it around, and Maria twis­ted with it. She moaned with every move­ment and her mouth fell open, gap­ing with both anxi­ety and ful­fil­ment. She wanted to feel her cunt, she wanted to slip her fin­gers between its wet folds and seek out her burn­ing clit­oris, but she could not, she could only ache and suf­fer the frus­tra­tion of her bonds. She dropped her tongue onto her bot­tom lip and let it dribble the spit which ran down and dripped from its end. She raised her bot­tom as high as she could and sub­mit­ted eagerly to the pen­et­rat­ing point of the delving tip.

	“Father, please smack me. Smack me as my pun­ish­ment for en­joy­ing the whip. Smack me for en­joy­ing its pain and its pleas­ure. Please Father, I want to feel your hand across my bot­tom. I want to feel you pun­ish­ing me.”

	“No, my child, you can­not be smacked while the whip is en­joy­ing you like this.”

	“Please Father, smack me. Please, I need smack­ing. I want to feel the sting across my bot­tom. I want to dribble as it shocks me I want to squeeze my but­tocks un­der the shock and squeeze the whip in­side my arse. Please, Father smack me. Smack me!”

	Father Thomas sighed in des­pair.

	“No, my child. I have told you, no.”

	“Father, please, please smack my bot­tom. You can smack it as hard as you want, I don’t care how hard it comes. I want it hard, I want to be pun­ished, I want to be in pain. The whip is so ex­quis­ite, I need some pain to di­lute it or I think I will die. Please Father, smack me hard, smack me for the rest of the night, smack me and don’t stop, smack me forever. Please Father, I can’t sur­vive without it.”

	Father Thomas sighed again as he twis­ted the tip of the whip deeply into her anus. Maria groaned loudly, then sub­missively bent her head and licked at the pool of spit that was run­ning from her mouth. She drooled and sal­iv­ated, sucked at it nois­ily and spit back into it, she felt like the wolf.

	“Smack me! Father, smack me! I beg you, smack me! Keep the whip in­side me and smack me as hard as you can!”

	“What a wretched bitch you are. Here bitch, take that!” Smack! The tingling in her arse built into a sharp, sear­ing sting of de­light as Father Thomas’s hand smacked down on her bot­tom. She lurched for­ward, shocked and sat­is­fied.

	“Again! I’m a wretched bitch, I know I am! Smack me again!” Smack! She pitched for­ward again as the smack knocked the breath from her.

	“Again! I’m a wretched bitch! Beat me more!” Smack! She gulped as she was knocked for­ward. The whip twis­ted in­side her and the pale, tight cheeks of her bot­tom were set on fire with the weight of the sting­ing smack.

	“Again! Harder!”

	Smack!

	“Again! Harder! Harder! Harder!”

	Smack! Smack! Smack!

	“Father, please keep the tip in­side. Force it in as far as you want. I can feel my­self com­ing, my cunt is filling with it. Harder! Harder! The bitch wants more! Please Father, harder! Harder!”

	Smack! Smack! Smack!

	Maria lif­ted her bot­tom even higher, for­cing her scorch­ing but­tocks back onto the un­re­mit­ting smacks and her anus fur­ther down the poin­ted end of the whip. She gasped a deep, throaty gasp and she felt her cunt run­ning with mois­ture. She gasped again and fell for­ward, her face splashed into the pool of spit that was spread out on the wooden sur­face of the bench and she licked her tongue out and drank it up, drool­ing and sal­iv­at­ing with her wretched­ness and gid­dily drunk with the pleas­ures of pain and de­light. When she had sucked up all her spit, she squashed her lips against the bench and let her bot­tom fall back.

	“Thank you Father,” she muttered quietly. Thank you for beat­ing me.” Father Thomas with­drew the whip and stood in front of her.

	“Now my child, we are fin­ished for the day and you must be taken down to the place of cap­tiv­ity. We will con­tinue with your train­ing to­mor­row. Caleb!”

	Caleb danced up and un­did her bonds, they fell away loosely but she did not move, even when he began prod­ding her with his staff. In the end, she got up shakily and stood with her red panties still hanging torn around her knees.

	“Take her down to the vault, my ser­vant.” Caleb stabbed the point of his staff at the backs of her calves and forced her for­ward into the dark­ness at the end of the chapel.



	
CHAPTER SIX 

	“Bitch! Bitch!” screeched Caleb as he prod­ded her an­grily with his staff. “Dun­geon! Dun­geon! Bitch in the dun­geon!”

	Maria stumbled as he forced her for­ward through a dingy cor­ridor. She stubbed her toes on pro­trud­ing stones in the floor and real­ised that she had left her shoes in the chapel. Every so of­ten there were candles stuck into re­cesses in the stone walls, flick­er­ing like greasy pools of false safety. Each time she reached one she res­ted on the wall to steady her­self and feel some com­fort from the near­ness of the flame, but Caleb moved her on, stabbing her legs and mak­ing her yelp. The floor was wet and cold and as she trudged on she felt slimy wa­ter run­ning between her toes.

	“Move! Move! Bitch! Bitch!”

	She tried to pull her red panties up but Caleb jabbed her hard and she had to leave them hanging loosely and torn just above her knees. It was dif­fi­cult to walk and the more she stumbled the more angry it made Caleb. Once, when she tripped and had to hold onto the wall to stop her­self from fall­ing, he lif­ted up the back of her dress and smacked her bot­tom hard. After a while she saw the tun­nel open­ing out into a huge vaul­ted cel­lar. Caleb pushed her for­ward and as she looked in she gasped.

	“In bitch! Dun­geon for a bitch!”

	It was a huge stone-built dun­geon. Candles were stuck in re­cesses and flickered with a sick­en­ing and un­even yel­low light. The walls were stud­ded with iron rings that hung from heavy metal chains and in the middle of the room were benches and vari­ous wooden and iron con­trap­tions. Maria could hardly be­lieve what she saw. On each of the walls there were young wo­men hanging from the rings. Their heads hung down limply in fear and ex­haus­tion, and all of them had a wide piece of tape pulled tightly across their mouths. They were all na­ked ex­cept for one whose clothes seemed to have been par­tially ripped from her and dangled down in pi­ti­ful tat­ters. As Maria looked at her she saw that this one had high cheekbones and dark eyes.

	“Over there!” shouted Caleb as he prod­ded Maria for­ward.

	Maria tried to hold back but Caleb forced her on. She shrunk from the strange benches and in­stru­ments in the middle of the dun­geon floor and tried not to look at the des­per­ate wo­men as they slumped heav­ily in their chains.

	“Wake up! Wake up! New friend! New friend!” Caleb star­ted dan­cing around the dun­geon, go­ing from one wo­man to the next, the first he slapped on the leg and she looked up in shock and fear, an­other one he prod­ded with his staff and she groaned and lif­ted her face slowly. Then he went to the one with the tattered clothes and reached up and pulled at her dress. It ripped and her firm breasts were ex­posed but she just stared for­ward va­cantly, her face pulled tightly be­neath the shiny sil­ver tape.

	“Over here!”

	He mo­tioned to Maria with his staff. She walked to­wards him and he grabbed her vi­ciously, pulling her to­wards the wall and turn­ing her so that she stood against it fa­cing the centre of the dun­geon. Then he ran and fetched a wooden stool and dragged it over. He jumped up on it and pulled one of Maria’s arms as high as he could. She cried out as he stretched it higher but he took no no­tice and thrust her wrist through one of the man­acles that hung from the wall and clamped it firmly to­gether. It pinched her skin and she cried out again, but he only laughed, then shackled her other wrist and jumped down.

	She hung on the man­acles limply, her hair wet and tangled around her face and her red panties twis­ted up above her knees.

	“Please -”

	“Si­lence! No talk­ing! Dirty little bitch! Dirty, dirty little bitch!” An­grily he picked up the stool and smashed it to­wards her, she man­aged to twist side­ways and it hit the wall and broke in his hands.

	“Si­lence!”

	Then he picked up his staff, ran out of the dun­geon and dis­ap­peared back down the tun­nel. Everything went quiet and Maria star­ted to sob. She drif­ted into an un­com­fort­able sleep, then sud­denly woke with a start. Her eyes opened wide as she heard the sound of foot­steps com­ing down the tun­nel. She pulled on her man­acles and felt ter­rible pain in her arms and wrists. Father Thomas entered the dun­geon and ap­proached Maria. She looked at him briefly then hung her head, afraid of what he might say or do.

	“Lift your head my child,” said Father Thomas. “There is noth­ing to be afraid of here. I am here to help you. I am here to help you cleanse your sins. Now, let’s have a good look at you.”

	He reached for­ward and lif­ted her chin.

	“You really are quite a beauty my child. But there is still much work to do if you are ever to be saved.”

	“Oh, yes Father Thomas, I must be saved.”

	“And are you pre­pared to suf­fer for it my child?”

	“Yes, Father, oh yes, you know I am.”

	“Well, that is a start but I must find out what you have got to be saved from first. We can­not start train­ing you prop­erly un­til we know ex­actly the nature of your sins… Caleb! Bring her to the table.”

	Caleb jumped up, braced his feet against the wall, then clung like a bat to Maria’s man­acles. Maria could feel the heat from his body as he strained to undo the metal rings around her wrists. She turned away from him as he pulled and tugged at her bonds un­til fi­nally they came un­done and she dropped to her knees. He jumped down by her side and pushed her to the centre of the dun­geon.

	“Sit here my girl,” said Father Thomas point­ing to a wooden trestle. “So, what are your sins my child?”

	“Father, you know that when I was younger I re­fused a spank­ing from you. You wanted to save me then, but I ran away from you. Oh Father!”

	“That was very bad my child.”

	“Father, I have been so bad since. I have en­joyed spank­ing and the feel of -”

	“Yes, the feel of?”

	“I can’t say Father, I don’t like to say.”

	“You must not be even more sin­ful my child, you must say everything.”

	“Well, Father, I have en­joyed the feel­ing of a man’s -”

	“Go on.”

	“I have en­joyed the feel­ing of a man’s… thing. His, his cock, Father.”

	“And where did you en­joy it my dear?”

	“In my bot­tom Father.”

	“Up your arse you mean.”

	“Yes, I en­joyed a man’s cock up my arse. Yes, I en­joyed a man’s cock up my arse.”

	“And did you know the man?”

	“No, Father, I didn’t know him, he was a stranger.”

	“And what else?”

	“I pushed a bottle up there as well, and en­joyed a man, a dirty filthy man, watch­ing me while I did it.”

	“Did you know him?”

	“No, Father, he was a stranger as well.”

	“What else?”

	“I have tasted the cane and the whip as well, and I have en­joyed the pain they gave me. I have been spanked and smacked and no mat­ter how much it has hurt I have wanted more. Oh, Father, can I truly be saved or am I too evil?”

	“But that is not all is it my child?”

	“Father, that is all I can re­mem­ber.”

	“Yes, but that is not really all is it? You have more de­sires, I think. I can see in your eyes that you have more de­sires and it is those that I must know about. Tell me your secret de­sires, tell me your secret fantas­ies, I can see you have them, I must know them so that I can lead you to sal­va­tion.”

	“Father, oh Father, you’re right. I am so bad! I am so evil! I have ter­rible thoughts, I have ter­rible de­sires, I don’t dare ad­mit them though, they are too shame­ful, they are too ter­rible.”

	“Tell them, tell them all. I must know them and then I can help you. Tell me all your fantas­ies my child.”

	“Oh Father I can’t. I just can’t.”

	He leant to­wards Maria and offered his hand, she reached for­ward and took it.

	“Here my child, come here I can see that you need help.” She stood up and he led her gently to a large con­trap­tion that was near the trestle. It was about ten feet long and made of heavy tim­ber. At one end there were black leather thongs at­tached to iron pegs and at the other was a wide, wooden drum with handles at­tached to each side. More black, leather thongs were wound around the drum and trailed from it onto the heavy, wooden base.

	“I think this will help you tell us your sin­ful thoughts, my child. When you feel the strains from our friend here, I think your tongue will loosen and you will be keener to tell us how dirty you really are.”

	Maria shrunk back as she real­ised that she about to be tied onto a rack! “Lie down on it my child, pre­pare to feel the caress of its thongs around your wrists and ankles, pre­pare to sense the strain from the wheel as it squeezes your evil fantas­ies from you.” Maria sat on the edge of the rack, then obed­i­ently lay on her back. She felt the wood of its base, cold and smooth against her skin, and it made her shiver. She looked around the dun­geon and saw that all the wo­men hanging in their man­acles were watch­ing her. She stretched her arms above her head sub­missively and widened her legs as far as her red panties would al­low. As she felt the ten­sion of her panties cut­ting into her legs, a wave of ter­ror ran through her and then a flush of un­be­liev­able ex­cite­ment. The rack would be her means of sal­va­tion, at last she would be made to con­fess her sins.

	Caleb star­ted pran­cing around the walls of the dun­geon, prod­ding the wo­men with his staff as he passed them. One of them screamed loudly as the point of his staff pricked deeply into her thigh.

	“Caleb! Come here and se­cure her.”

	He came over and began ty­ing Maria’s wrists to the thongs that trailed from the wheel of the rack. He pulled them tightly and she squirmed as the pain in­tens­i­fied, then he clambered across her and crouched down by her ankles, tied them as well and leaned back against the knots in or­der to pull them as firmly as he could. She lay splayed open on the rack, her arms were pulled up close to the sides of her face and her hair lay in sweat covered tangles across her cheeks. Her black skirt was pulled up around her thighs and her red panties dug into the sides of her knees that were pulled as wide as they would go by the taut thongs. She breathed deeply and waited.

	Caleb played with the hem of Maria’s skirt, lift­ing it, peer­ing be­neath it and gig­gling. She felt his glare and squirmed, she felt so ex­posed but could do noth­ing to cover or pro­tect her­self. She hoped they would leave her skirt on, she dreaded be­ing com­pletely na­ked.

	Father Thomas called Caleb over and gave him some in­struc­tions, he sniggered and ran out of the dun­geon with a sense of ex­cite­ment and pur­pose. Father Thomas then walked over to the wo­man who still had some clothes on, he ripped the tape from her face and began feel­ing her breasts. Maria craned her neck to see. The girl looked at Father Thomas and smiled as he cupped her breasts in his hands and mas­saged them firmly. Then her grabbed her by the neck and she gasped. He slipped his hand higher and squeezed her cheeks to­gether so that her lips pursed out, then he lurched to­wards her and began kiss­ing her mouth. He sal­iv­ated all around her face and licked her eyes and she star­ted moan­ing and writh­ing her hips and legs.

	Then Father Thomas thrust his hand down between the tops of the wo­man’s thighs, grabbed the flesh of her cunt through the rags of her dress, and tugged at it roughly. She writhed more and began moan­ing loudly as he pulled at the top of her dress and ripped some of the ma­ter­ial that hung rag­gedly be­low her breasts. He tore some more away and, as though it was a sig­nal, she bent her face and star­ted frantic­ally kiss­ing the top of his head. Her arms strained in the man­acles and her fin­gers spread wide then clenched in re­peated, rhythmic pulses. Then Father Thomas stood back from her and watched. She did not stop writh­ing and even though there was noth­ing to kiss she did not stop kiss­ing. Her body pulsated wildly and her hands opened and closed madly. She star­ted to dribble and moan even more loudly. Then she star­ted to scream out loud. At first her words did not make any sense but then Maria could hear clearly what she was say­ing as she screeched and screamed in com­plete aban­don.

	“Fuck it Father. Stick your cock in it Father. Push your throb­bing cock up my cunt, up my arse, stick it wherever you want to. Wank it in my mouth, let me suck it down, right down, let me suck it down my throat. I want to feel your swollen cock in my throat Father. Stick it in un­til I can’t breathe. Fin­ish down my throat Father and let me swal­low everything you’ve got. Let me draw it out of you, let me suck it out, suck, suck, suck it up. Then fuck me again Father, fuck my wet cunt, fuck my aching arse. Fuck me, fuck me, Father. Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck… Yes, yes, then you can spank me, you must spank me, harder, harder, harder. Then you can cane me for fuck­ing you, cane me so hard I bleed, harder, harder. Then you can whip me for suck­ing you, oh whip me Father, sting me with the whip, all over my body, whip me, sting me, harder, harder. Then you can pun­ish me in any way you want for want­ing your dick up my arse. Oh, Father, fuck, fuck, fuck!”

	She she rose up on her shackles and, tens­ing her whole body in a vi­ol­ent con­vul­sion, she let out a ter­rible scream. She hung there, her body pin­ioned to the wall of the dun­geon in a spasm of ten­sion and re­lief. Then sud­denly she dropped down heav­ily to the clank­ing sound of her strain­ing chains and hung there gasp­ing for breath and drenched with sweat.

	Maria’s eyes were wide. She had be­come so ex­cited watch­ing the wo­man, she had not wanted it to stop, her screams, her words and her re­sponse to Father Thomas. Yes, the way she had suc­cumbed to him, that was what had ex­cited the wo­man most of all, and her pas­sion and dirti­ness, it had been so in­stant, so over­power­ing.

	Maria wanted to see more, she wanted Father Thomas to go to an­other wo­man and set her into a frenzy of ex­cite­ment, she wanted to see him grabbing her cunt and lick­ing her face, but most of all she wanted to see how she boiled into a fren­zied seizure, an over­power­ing and un­con­trolled frenzy of de­sire and aban­don. It was that un­in­hib­ited out­pour­ing of de­sire that had made her own cunt so wet with de­sire, it was the wild words and the dirti­ness of it all that had made her cunt ache to be grabbed and vi­ol­ated.

	Then Caleb pranced back through the tun­nel swinging a small can­vas bag in circles above his head.

	“Got it! Got it!”

	“Ah good,” said Father Thomas. “Lift up her skirt, Caleb, and I will get to work.”

	Caleb jumped up onto the rack be­side Maria, leered at her, then turned quickly and lif­ted her black skirt. The smooth skin of her flat stom­ach lay stretched in its shadow and he looked un­der­neath it and put out his stumpy tongue.

	“Lift it high. I need light to work. Here, pass me the bag Caleb.” Caleb stretched out his hand and passed the can­vas bag to Father Thomas. He un­did it and, after rum­ma­ging around in­side it, took out a razor, some shav­ing soap and a bristle brush, all of which he placed between Maria’s out­stretched legs.

	“Higher Caleb!”

	Maria’s skirt was pulled up higher un­til the waist­band pulled pain­fully at her back. Father Thomas began work­ing the brush into the soap, it was already wet, and soon it foamed up into a mass of white bubbles. He reached for­ward and star­ted paint­ing the soap around the black hairs that curled above her cunt. He rubbed the brush hard, work­ing it between her legs so that all her hairs were covered in froth, then he took the razor and held it above her soap covered cunt.

	Maria flinched at the first touch of the blade then re­laxed slightly as she felt the silky pull of the blade across her flesh. Father Thomas dragged the razor smoothly across the base of her stom­ach un­til all her pu­bic hair at the front was cut away and she was smooth and clean-shaved. He felt her skin with his fin­ger­tips to check that he had not missed any­thing. Then her worked the shiny razor care­fully between her legs, sheer­ing off every hair un­til her outer la­bia were com­pletely ex­posed and sur­roun­ded only by na­ked skin. He pushed his hand between her legs to in­spect his work, her outer la­bia glistened and shone, their pink­ness glittered in the yel­low flick­er­ing of the candles; he sat back pleased. Then he felt in the bag and drew out a large pair of shiny sil­ver scis­sors. Maria saw them glint as he held them up and she drew back anxiously.

	“Do not be afraid my child. This is for your be­ne­fit. Here, see how they snap. Caleb! Loosen the skirt, let it fall so that she can feel the cold metal of the blade as it strips the whor­ish cloth­ing from her body.”

	Caleb let the dress fall. Maria felt a mo­ment­ary com­fort as the black ma­ter­ial fell down and covered her. Her skin felt sens­it­ive and cool where it had been shaved and when the ma­ter­ial of her skirt touched it she quivered with a mix­ture of ex­cite­ment, fear and safety. Then she heard the scis­sors snap­ping again, and the feel­ing of fear over­took any­thing else she was ex­per­i­en­cing. She heard the click­ing of the blades get­ting nearer to her legs, then she felt Father Thomas’s hand touch the in­side of her knees and the cold metal blades glance the tender skin of the in­sides of her thighs. She felt them con­tact the ma­ter­ial of her skirt, she felt them sheer through it and sensed it fall­ing apart un­der their sharp­ness. Then the blades came higher, she could feel them ap­proach­ing her na­ked cunt and the skirt was slowly par­ted as the scis­sors cut it higher and higher. She felt their cold­ness as they sheered around her cunt and their edges touched the na­ked base of her stom­ach as they worked their way to­wards the waist­band.

	Their back edges pressed deeply into her skin as Father Thomas opened them wide enough to ac­com­mod­ate the ex­tra ma­ter­ial at the waist, then he brought them to­gether sharply and her skirt fell aside.

	Now she felt com­pletely ex­posed.

	But the scis­sors did not stop, they car­ried on up the front of her blouse. He clipped them on one side of the but­tons and the flimsy ma­ter­ial began to peel away. He brought them up between her neat breasts and she felt their sharp cold­ness in her cleav­age as he snipped them to the top of the last but­ton. They stopped snip­ping when the blouse fell aside and he res­ted them for a mo­ment against her throat.

	She began trem­bling with fear as she sud­denly real­ised her pre­dic­a­ment: ly­ing out­stretched on the rack, shaved na­ked with her cloth­ing cut apart and ly­ing at her side, totally ex­posed and at the mercy of Father Thomas. She shuddered as she shrunk back from Caleb’s mock­ing taunts and stared fear­fully at the man­acled wo­men hanging limply in their chains. She could hardly be­lieve it, but she knew it was hap­pen­ing, and she shook all over and felt the pain in her wrists and ankles and when she pulled at them the pain in­tens­i­fied. She struggled and tore at her bonds, her wrists hurt ter­ribly as she writhed her pel­vis and tried to turn her body to hide her na­ked­ness. She twis­ted frantic­ally and as she threw her­self to one side she knocked Caleb off the side of the rack. He fell on the floor with a thud.

	There was a mo­ment of si­lence; she stopped mov­ing, there was no noise; then there was up­roar. The dun­geon ex­ploded into a tur­moil of an­ger and noise. Caleb sprung to his feet and star­ted screech­ing at the top of his voice, his face was purple with an­ger and he sprung at Maria like a wild an­imal. The wo­man on the walls all pulled frantic­ally at their man­acles and their chains clanged un­der the writh­ing of their limbs. Maria twis­ted her­self wildly in dis­tress and fear.

	Caleb leapt between her legs and jumped up and down on the wooden base of the rack. He pulled the zip of his trousers open and his cock fell out into his hands. It was long and half erect. Maria could just see it as she strained her chin down to­wards her na­ked chest. He grabbed it and star­ted pulling at it and it grew in­stantly into a huge, en­gorged mem­ber com­pletely out of pro­por­tion with the size of his body. Maria twis­ted and turned, throw­ing her head from side to side in blind panic.

	“Fuck­ing bitch! Fuck­ing bitch!”

	Caleb held his throb­bing cock up high then bent onto his knees and pressed its head against Maria’s shaven cunt. She felt its heat and then its width as it began to pen­et­rate her, the swollen glans for­cing her outer la­bia apart with ease as it drove in without paus­ing.

	“Caleb!” shouted Father Thomas. “Down Caleb!” He took no no­tice and star­ted thrust­ing his cock even deeper. Maria gasped as she felt the mon­strous cock push­ing pain­fully in­side her, her thighs were stretched so tight that she could do noth­ing ex­cept let it enter. Caleb thrust again and his cock went even deeper. She gasped again as she felt its hot tip go­ing higher than she had ever known.

	“Caleb! Caleb!”

	Father Thomas rushed for­ward and grabbed Caleb’s shoulders, he tried to drag him off but Caleb was too strong and too angry. He thrust again, this time even deeper, and Maria screamed as his cock went in up to its base.

	“Caleb! Caleb!”

	Father Thomas struggled to get Caleb off but Caleb was now thrust­ing at Maria like a dog. His pel­vis moved frantic­ally as he dropped his body on top of Maria and she gasped as his weight knocked her breath from her. He clasped his arms around her waist, bur­ied his face into her breasts and held on tightly as he fucked her harder and harder re­fus­ing to let go. She screamed again as she felt his cock swell­ing even more, its tip was ex­pand­ing against the in­sides of her va­gina and she could hardly stand the strain, she felt as of she was go­ing to ex­plode. Father Thomas pulled frantic­ally at Caleb’s shoulders to get him away, but his grip was too tight and he was im­possible to prize off.

	As she con­tor­ted un­der the weight of the frantic dwarf, Maria felt her own body be­gin­ning to re­spond, not in fear but with de­sire. She felt her breasts push­ing at his face and she felt her cunt driv­ing onto his cock. She was be­gin­ning to match his frenzy. She could not hold him but she could fol­low the wild rhythm of his body and she could suck at his cock with her cunt. Her screams turned to yells, they matched his move­ments as well and she squeezed her cunt around his mighty cock even more. Father Thomas pulled as hard as he could and sud­denly Caleb was wrenched from his prize, lif­ted bod­ily and thrown down onto the floor, his huge cock stick­ing up throb­bing and wet.

	Maria let out an­other yell, a yell of an­ger and dis­may, her cunt stayed open and she wanted it filled, she looked at Father Thomas and stared deeply into his eyes.

	“Fuck it Father, please fuck it.”

	Father Thomas stared back, then re­coiled when he heard her words.

	“You bitch! You evil little bitch!”

	“Please Father, fuck it please. Please Father, fuck it, please, or Caleb, please, either of you, both of you, fuck it please, fuck it, fuck it, fuck it. I want a cock in my cunt. I want my cunt fuck­ing. Please fill it, please fuck it. Fuck it, fuck it, fuck it, fuck it -”

	She would not stop, she kept re­peat­ing it over and over again. Father Thomas rushed to one of the walls and pulled some­thing down from a hook. He came back to Maria and held a leather gag with a ball at its centre above her mouth and shook it threat­en­ingly.

	“Fuck it, fuck it, fuck my cunt, I want a cock in it, fuck­ing, fuck­ing, fuck­ing -”

	He slapped the gag across her face, the ball filled her mouth and she was si­lenced as he tied it tightly be­hind her head. Even so, she was still try­ing to make sounds, some­where deep in her throat she was growl­ing out her needs and her eyes blazed and her cunt ran with her de­lect­able per­fumed mois­ture.

	“Caleb, you evil little bas­tard! Come to the wheel and put some turns on it.” Caleb fol­ded his cock back into his trousers and zipped them up, then went obed­i­ently to the wheel of the rack, grabbed the spiky handles and waited for in­struc­tions. Father Thomas looked down at Maria, her mouth forced wide by the leather ball that filled her mouth, and the sides of the gag cut­ting deeply into her cheeks.

	“I can tell there is much evil in you my child, so much evil. We are go­ing to have to prize it out. We must get star­ted straight away. A few turns on the wheel will let you know what is in store for you. I have already heard some of your filthy thoughts, now I want to know them all, all your dirty ideas, all your fantas­ies, all your evil de­sires. I want you to tell me all of them in every de­tail, then and only then can we be­gin to save you and cleanse you of your sins. Caleb! Give her the first turn!”

	Maria’s body strained un­der the turn of the wheel. She felt the ropes at her wrists and ankles pull into her flesh as the huge wooden drum pulled them tighter. She could not move, her whole body was stretched on the rack. Her cunt still ached from Caleb’s frantic thrust­ing and as the ropes tightened she felt a thrill of fear and de­sire creep all over her, it centred on her cunt and she wanted it filled again.

	“An­other turn, my little friend, an­other slow turn will stretch her enough for the mo­ment.”

	Maria felt the ropes tight­en­ing even more, her arms pulled ter­ribly and she felt her hip joints strain­ing as if they were go­ing to come apart. Still, the throb­bing in her cunt did not ease, the fear of the rack only mingled with the over­power­ing de­sire to have a cock thrust­ing deeply in­side her. Her eyes were wide and ablaze with pas­sion as Father Thomas bent down to her.

	“That will do for the mo­ment my child, re­flect on your sins, re­flect on your fantas­ies, and when I re­turn you can tell them all.”

	The dun­geon fell si­lent and Maria was left stretched out on the rack. Her head was filled with thoughts of the de­lights of sex and the rap­tures of pain and, as she stared around the walls at the man­acled wo­men, she could only think of ways of ful­filling her de­sires and suf­fer­ing more.



	
CHAPTER SEVEN 

	Maria awoke to the rattle of chains. She turned to look in the dir­ec­tion of the noise, then real­ised that she was still racked and only able to move her head. She tried to clear her throat, but the gag­ging leather ball in her mouth made her choke. For one ter­rible mo­ment she thought she was go­ing to be sick, then it passed. Someone was un­ty­ing the wo­men from the walls.

	It was the golden haired man who had at­tacked her! It was Kirk! She watched si­lently.

	He reached up to the first wo­man and with a large key un­did her man­acles; she fell to the floor in a heap, he kicked at her and she groaned.

	“Up bitch, you’re needed. I hope you’ve been think­ing of ways to please. It’s an im­port­ant cli­ent and I wouldn’t like to be in your shoes if you fail to please him. Christ no!”

	The young wo­man got up slowly, rubbed her wrists and looked over to Maria but turned quickly as the young man punched her in the back.

	“At­ten­tion! Wait for your or­ders!”

	One by one he un­tied the other wo­men and soon they all stood in a row rub­bing their wrists, their faces reddened by the tape as it clung to their cheeks. The last wo­man to be re­leased was the girl whose clothes were all in tat­ters. The young man put his hand between her legs be­fore he un­did her.

	“Nice,” he said. “I hear you’re al­ways keen for a bit. How’s this?” He pushed his fin­gers into her cunt, she looked straight at him and began to writhe.

	“Nice cunt. Sorry though, you’ll have to wait for the mo­ment.” He re­moved his fin­gers and smeared them across her cheeks, then he un­did her and she stood obed­i­ently with the rest. As she stood with the oth­ers Maria could see her but­tocks through the tears in her dress, on her right cheek there was a strange red mark that looked as if it had been branded into her skin, Maria thought it spelt a name, ‘Bar­bara’.

	“Line up now slaves. That’s it, line up and fol­low me.” They all fell into a line and, as he walked out into the tun­nel, they all fol­lowed du­ti­fully with their heads bowed. Maria was left alone. There was no point in try­ing to get free, she was com­pletely cap­tive. She thought about her sins and how at last she was be­gin­ning to be cleansed. Then she thought about Bar­bara and how she had screamed to be fucked by Father Thomas. Then she thought about Caleb rut­ting at her like an angry an­imal and she wanted to reach down and feel her­self. Then she heard someone com­ing down the tun­nel.

	Father Thomas!

	“Maria, my child. I hope you have been do­ing what I in­struc­ted. I have come to re­lieve you of your ter­rible fantas­ies and de­sires. I hope you are ready to ex­plain them to me. If not…”

	He reached up to one of the chains that hung from the wall and drew it from its ring, he shook it by his side and it rattled heav­ily.

	“If not…”

	He sidled over to Maria and sat on the edge of the rack.

	“Have you en­joyed the ten­sion of the rack my child? Have you en­joyed hav­ing your limbs stretched and pulled? Have you en­joyed not be­ing able to cry out and be a filthy little bitch?”

	He reached down and star­ted to un­tie the gag. He let the thongs dangle at the side of her face and she made no ef­fort to re­move the ball, she just lay there star­ing up at him and kept it firmly in­side her mouth. She licked the back edge of it as if to show him that she did not want to let it go. Father Thomas lif­ted the sides of the gag but Maria bit down hard on the leather ball and when he pulled it she bit even harder. He tugged at it hard but she would not let it go and gripped it between her teeth like a dog with a bone.

	“Bitch!” he shouted. “Bitch!”

	Again he tried to get the gag from her mouth but Maria clung onto it tightly and he could not get it free.

	“Bitch! Let it go! Let it go or you will never be saved. You can­not save your­self like this. Let it go bitch!”

	He pulled hard at the gag un­til fi­nally the leather ball ex­ploded from her mouth. She gasped loudly and, with her mouth still open and gap­ing, growled and snarled like a sav­age brute.

	“You are a little bitch; a real little an­imal. Here, bite on this.” He dangled his fin­ger in front of her still gap­ing mouth and she made a snap at it, he pulled it away and laughed. Then he dangled it again and she snapped again but he was too quick and she could not move her head enough to pur­sue her prey.

	“Bitch, bitch, bitch,” he said taunt­ingly as he kept dangling his fin­ger in front of her mouth and she kept snap­ping at it without suc­cess.

	“Now, stop your silly an­imal games. It is time to be­gin your treat­ment. Your con­fes­sion has be­gun in earn­est.”

	Father Thomas held up the chain and res­ted it across her breasts, drew it slowly across her skin then dangled it in front of her face. She snapped at it and he pulled it away quickly.

	“So, what have you been think­ing about overnight, my little an­imal?” Maria did not speak at first. She knew she would have to in the end, but she still wanted to snap at some­thing, to bite into some­thing or miss it and have it dangled at her again. She wanted to be taunted and played with, but she also wanted some­thing in her mouth, she wanted it filled and plugged, she wanted to run her tongue around it and suck it and taste it.

	“Can I suck your cock Father?”

	“What! Is this the start? Is this your first fantasy? You are an evil little bitch in­deed. Per­haps you will be im­possible to save. Again, what did you say?”

	“Can I suck your cock Father? I want it in my mouth, I want to feel how big it is, I want to draw it fully in, I want to feel it throb­bing as I suck it across my tongue. Oh Father, give it to me I want to suck it un­til it fin­ishes and fills my mouth, then I want to drink it down and feed on it. Father, I need to suck it. Get it out, give it to me. Please Father, stick it in my mouth.”

	“Quiet, bitch!” he screamed. “Quiet! This is not your con­fes­sion. How can it be? This is not your deep­est fantasy, this is just lust, this is just crav­ing.”

	Without warn­ing he lif­ted the chain and brought it down across her breasts and she howled in pain.

	“Now, you know what I want, I want you to con­fess your fantas­ies.”

	“Oh Father, I’m so sorry. Please Father, for­give me, I’m so sorry, I will tell you what I must, I prom­ise, I will hold noth­ing back.”

	“Good. So, let us start.”

	Maria took a deep breath and began.

	“Father, I want sex with men, lots of them, not just one after an­other but all at the same time. I have al­ways wanted it like this, even when I was very young I used to think about what it would be like, but then I could never ima­gine how it would be best. Now I know, now I know how I want it.”

	“Con­tinue my child. Tell me everything you de­sire and tell me in de­tail. Only if you tell me can I help you. Everything now.”

	“I want to go into a pub, into a bar, I want to go up to the bar and or­der a drink. I will be by my­self and I will sit on a stool at the bar. I will be wear­ing a very short skirt and my white panties will be easy to see as I stretch my legs up on the stool. The bar­man will eye me up and down and I will lean for­ward so that he can see how my breasts curve na­kedly in­side my blouse. There will be a group of men at a table in the corner, they will start look­ing at me and they will nudge each other and laugh about what they would like to do to me. I will drink my drink quietly and, every so of­ten, I will turn on the bar stool and re-cross my legs in such a way that the men at the table can see my white panties. I will have made sure to wear very thin ones that slip against the soft edges of my cunt as I cross my legs. “After a while, as they drink more, the men will get more bois­ter­ous so I will walk over to the pool table and pick up a cue. I will bend over the table and start to hit some pool balls around the table and as I bend I will make sure that my thin panties can be seen by the men at the table. I will hear them say­ing things about my bot­tom and how they would like to fuck me. Then I will reach over the table to get one of the balls and my skirt will rise right up over my bot­tom, it will be in full view of the men, but that is what I want and I will keep reach­ing for the ball. I will feel the hard edge of the pool table against the front of my hips and I will press against it. Then, so that I can reach fur­ther, I will put the cue down at the side of the table.”

	“What then, what will you do then?”

	“I will wait, I don’t want to reach the ball you see, I just want to show my bot­tom to the men and I will stay there show­ing my bot­tom un­til they do some­thing. Then one of them will sidle over and pick up the cue. He will hold it up above my bot­tom but I will not move, he will place it against my bot­tom and rub it against my silky panties and still I will not move. Then the oth­ers will come up and gather around me, but still I will stay there, lean­ing as far as I can cross the table. I know what they want to do and I am go­ing to let it hap­pen. I know they want to rape me and I will not stop them though I know that when they start I will pre­tend to res­ist. I will give them the pleas­ure of think­ing that I don’t want to be vi­ol­ated, but all the time I will be en­joy­ing their vi­ol­ence.”

	“Go on my child, go on.”

	“I will feel the cue against my bot­tom and it will make my cunt wet, it will need to be wet be­cause of all the fuck­ing it is go­ing to get. I will lift my bot­tom against it and feel how it rubs against my smooth panties. Then I will feel an ex­tra pres­sure from it, I will not be able to lift it any more be­cause the man will be for­cing me to stay ly­ing across the table. I will wait for what hap­pens next, I know they are go­ing to rape me but I don’t know how and the thought of not know­ing will ex­cite me and I will start sweat­ing and feel­ing flushed. Then I will feel someone else hold­ing one of my wrists then someone hold­ing the other and I will be pinned down to the table. The cue will lift away then come smack­ing down on my bot­tom and I will yell loudly be­cause it will hurt but still I will want it more. Then it will come down again and I will yell even louder. I will smell the sweat of the men hold­ing my wrists and I will hear them shout­ing en­cour­age­ment to one of the gang as he un­does his trousers be­hind me. They will call me names, whore, bitch, cow, and I will get more ex­cited each time I hear the words. “Then I will feel my panties be­ing grabbed by the waist and they will be torn down. My bot­tom will be ex­posed and my cunt will show out between the crack of my thighs. I will start scream­ing as though I don’t want them to fuck me but all the time I will be scream­ing with de­light at the thought of their cocks and how they are go­ing to use them.”

	“Go on, what will you do then?”

	“I will scream a lot but I will be wait­ing for the first cock. My face will be flattened against the green cloth of the pool table and I will dribble onto it. I will not be able to see what is go­ing on be­hind me but then I will feel the heat from the first cock, it will be massive and it will force its way straight in. I will squirm as though I am try­ing to res­ist but all the time I will be suck­ing it in­side my cunt and it will go right up all in one go. The men will be laugh­ing and taunt­ing me as the first man fucks me hard and deep and soon I will feel the throb­bing of his spunk sur­ging up his cock. I will feel it spurt­ing deeply in­side my cunt, then I will feel his cock be­ing pulled out and his se­men run­ning out after it. Then, straight away, an­other one will come in­side me, this one is even longer and it will bury it­self right up me. I will scream again and this time I will be scream­ing be­cause it really hurts.”

	“Go on, what will hap­pen next?”

	“This cock will be fuck­ing me and then I will see one in front of my face. The men hold­ing my wrists will grab my hair roughly and lift my head while one of the men kneels on the table and holds his stiff cock in front of me. While I’m be­ing fucked from be­hind he will stick his cock in my mouth and I will be forced to suck it. It will go very deep and I will choke but I will not stop. Then an­other will start fuck­ing me and the one in my mouth will fin­ish right down my throat.

	“Then they will turn me over and hold me down on my back, they will rip my skirt off and tear my blouse and my panties will be pulled down around my ankles. One of the men will sit astride me and wank all over me. He will rub his cock around my breasts and then squirt his spunk into my face. Then they will lift my legs high and one of them will stick his cock up my cunt then pull it out, all wet and silky, and stick it up my arse. This will make me scream be­cause it is a big one. While he is fuck­ing my arse one of them will crouch over me and lick my cunt. He will force his arse down over my face and I will have to stick my tongue up it.”

	“How will they make you do that?”

	“They will not have to, I will want, I will want to lick my tongue deeply up his arse and feel his balls hanging down across my chin. Then I will feel the man up my arse fin­ish­ing and I will scream for them to stop. I will plead with them to let me go, but they will get even rougher and wilder. One of them will lie down on the table and I will be held above him. He will stick his cock into my arse, it is already wet from the spunk of the man that has just fin­ished in it. This cock is very thick and I will squeal as he plunges it into me. Then one of them will get on top of me and fuck my cunt, then two of them will stick their cocks into my mouth at the same time. I can hardly get them in my mouth and I will choke as they force their nobs to the back of my throat, then an­other will wank over me and fin­ish so much I will hear it as it splashes all over me. Then the one in my arse will fin­ish and the one in my cunt, then the two in my mouth will come at the same time and then they will bend me over and beat me with the cue for be­ing such a whore. Then, as they take turns to beat me with the cue and as they call me names and ab­use me and spit on me, I will fin­ish. I will shout to them to fuck me more, beat me more, fuck my arse more, wank over me more, all the time I fin­ish I will shout to them that they have not been able to give me enough and I will de­mand that they give me more. Be­cause I want more they will beat me even harder but it will only make me scream louder. Then when they have had enough of beat­ing me they will leave me ly­ing on the pool table, covered in spunk and gasp­ing for breath.”

	Father Thomas was si­lent for a few mo­ments. Then he spoke quietly.

	“Oh my child, my dear child, you are so ter­rible, your thoughts are so evil.” Then his face hardened and he shouted at her.

	“You are such a fuck­ing bitch!”

	He stood up ab­ruptly, pulled the heavy chain across her breasts then threw it down across her hips. She screeched.

	“What else? I know there is more, what else? Tell me or be damned forever. Tell me your sin­ful fantas­ies, all of them, you fuck­ing little bitch!”

	“Oh Father I’m so ter­rible I’ve fin­ished while I was telling you my fantasy. Oh Father, can you help me? Can you save me?”

	“Tell me the rest.”

	“Oh Father, I want to be tied up, I want to be held cap­tive, I want to be vi­ol­ated, I want to be fucked, I want to be tor­tured. Oh Father, save me please.”

	“Tell me, tell me how you want to be tied. Tell me bitch!”

	“This is ter­rible, I never thought I could ad­mit it, even to my­self.”

	“Tell me, you must, tell me how.”

	“Oh Father, I want to be ab­duc­ted, I want to be stolen in the night, I want to be ripped from my bed and taken away blind­folded and tied, I want to be bundled into the boot of a car and driven for days un­til I am starved and thirsty, then I want to be re­leased into the bright day­light and tor­tured.”

	“Tell me how my child, do not spare me the de­tails, tell me how you want to be tor­tured.”

	“When I am re­leased from the car boot I want to be dazzled by the sun, it will take me ages un­til my eyes ad­just, but as soon as they get used to the light I will be knocked un­con­scious and thrown back into the car boot. The next thing I know I will be hav­ing wa­ter thrown over my face and I will be in a hot for­eign land, I will not know how long it has been since I was kid­napped and I will be ter­ri­fied. I will be starved for a few more days and then re­leased into a com­pound, a dusty pen where an­im­als are cor­ralled and branded. Every­one there will be black, they will lean over the side of the cor­ral and prod me with long spears. I will run around in the dust ter­ri­fied of what they are go­ing to do to me, then I will fall in the dust ex­hausted but they will keep prod­ding me un­til I get up and run again.”

	“What are they go­ing to do to you?”

	“That’s it, I don’t know, I’m so afraid of what might hap­pen to me, I’m not sure I will even live through it, but at the same time I’m ex­cited be­cause I’ve no idea of what they are go­ing to do. I feel so hu­mi­li­ated run­ning around the com­pound, so dirty, my clothes are in tat­ters and my feet are cut and bleed­ing and they taunt me as I run around the ring, I just feel so ter­ri­fied. Then one of the men leaps down from the side of the cor­ral, he has a large dog on a heavy chain and the dog bares its teeth at me. The man uses the dog to drive me to­wards the edge of the ring and as I back up in fear I am grabbed from be­hind by two of the men. All the rest cheer as I am caught, then the two men jump over the fence, drag me to the ground and roll me over face down.”

	“Do you still feel afraid of what will hap­pen?”

	“Yes, oh yes, ter­ri­fied. One of the men sits on my back and the breath is knocked out of me. I choke in the dust and the dog barks and growls in front of me. Then I hear more cheer­ing and shout­ing and I feel some­thing hot go­ing past me. I turn to see what it is but someone hits the back of my head and forces my face deeper into the dust. I choke some more and cough to try and get breath but I feel as though I am suf­foc­at­ing. Then I hear men gath­er­ing around me and, as I pull my face out of the dust, I can see their feet dan­cing up and down as they shout and chant at what is hap­pen­ing.”

	“What is hap­pen­ing? Do you know yet what they are go­ing to do to you?”

	“No, I still don’t know. Then I feel hands around my bot­tom and then I feel my skirt be­ing torn off. It rips and is flung down into the dust, then, I hear the men cheer loudly as my panties are grabbed, torn down and pulled off over my feet. Then I feel the heat again and I sweat with fear and struggle for all I’m worth but still they will not let me go. My eyes fill with dust and I feel as though I am be­ing bur­ied, I choke ter­ribly, then…”

	“Yes, then, then what?”

	“Then I feel it. Oh, it’s so ter­rible Father, I can’t ex­plain it.”

	“You must, you must.”

	“It seers me, on my bot­tom, the heat is aw­ful, they’re brand­ing me Father! Oh Father, they’re brand­ing me with a red-hot iron. The men cheer and, as the iron sizzles against my bot­tom, I feel the ter­rible scorch­ing pain and I hear my skin burn­ing, and Father, I can smell it! I shriek and scream and howl and screech so loudly. I just can’t bear the pain and I think I’m go­ing to die. Then it’s over, the pain sub­sides and I’m lif­ted to my feet. One of the men ties a rope around my neck, all the oth­ers gather around and I’m led away from the cor­ral to­wards a rail­way en­gine. It’s a steam en­gine and it’s roar­ing with smoke and noise. I’m dragged up to it and the heat that comes from it is un­bear­able. I feel faint but the man with the rope around my neck keeps tug­ging at it and when my legs crumple he pulls harder and makes me stand up straight. He says that now I’m a slave, that I have been branded, I will have to do everything that I’m told.”

	“Yes, yes, what does he do with you?”

	“He takes me right up to the lo­co­mot­ive, steam gushes out and burns my legs and I try to pull back but he is too strong, he drags me to one of the wheels. Some of the other men gather around me and tie me to a wheel, a huge steel wheel that’s all hot and greasy, they tie my wrists and legs so that I am spread-eagled against it. I can feel the spokes cut­ting into my breasts, then the en­gine sounds it’s whistle and steam belches from be­neath it, it surges between my legs, wet­ting my skin with its scorch­ing heat and I scream in hor­ror.”

	“What next? What next?”

	“Then, while the man holds tight to the rope around my neck the oth­ers come up be­hind me. My bot­tom is still burn­ing from the brand­ing and one of them smacks it hard, the pain is al­most un­bear­able, the pain of the smack on top of the burn­ing of my branded skin is just ter­rible. Then they all take it in turn to smack me. It seems to go on for ages and all the while the man with the rope keeps it taut and my neck is strained so tightly that when he tugs it I choke. Then the first one takes his cock out and thrusts it up my arse, I hang onto the iron spokes of the wheel and feel him thrust­ing me deeply, I feel totally filled up. My neck it nearly throttled as he comes and the man with the rope squeals with de­light. Then an­other, this time up my cunt, then an­other, in my cunt again, then an­other, first up my cunt and then up my arse. The steam from the en­gine bursts out against my legs and scolds me and they keep fuck­ing me, some­times in my cunt, some­times up my arse, some­times they go from one to the other, I feel com­pletely hu­mi­li­ated and over­come with pain.”

	“Do you feel pleas­ure?”

	“Oh, that’s what’s so ter­rible Father. I fin­ish every time I’m fucked. Every time! Each cock gives me a fresh or­gasm, each one is bet­ter than the one be­fore. The pain, the heat, the cap­tiv­ity, all blend into amaz­ing or­gasms, one after the other, I just can’t stop fin­ish­ing. I revel in the de­light of the ter­rible pain and the re­peated fuck­ing, every time one of them fin­ishes I come as well and straight away, yes straight away, I want fuck­ing again.”

	“How many times are you fucked my child?”

	“I can’t tell, but at least fifty, maybe a hun­dred, whatever it is, it’s not enough, I end up scream­ing for more and they keep com­ing. Only when none of them can get their cock hard do they stop but even then I still want more. I beg and plead for more, any­thing, fuck­ing, smack­ing, I beg to be branded again, I plead to be dragged along in the dust by the rope around my neck, I beg to be splayed wide and fucked by any­thing, I beg for the growl­ing dog.”

	“You are so evil, so evil! Is there noth­ing you will stop at? Tell me, is there any­thing else? Do you have any other secrets to con­fess?”

	“Oh Father, I do.”

	“Then tell me, let me hear them all, it is the only way you can be saved. I can hardly bear it but it is my duty to listen to your filthy fantas­ies.”

	“Oh Father, Father, fuck­ing is not enough for me. I need more than just cocks, I need more than just spunk up my cunt or up my arse, I need to suf­fer, more than any­thing Father, I need to be hu­mi­li­ated, I need to be treated like an an­imal. I think about it all the time. My mind is filled with the pleas­ures of de­file­ment and de­grad­a­tion. I’m so evil, I know I am, but I can’t stop the feel­ings. Like an an­imal, that’s how I want to be, I want to growl and snap and I want to be fucked like a beast. That’s what I am, I know it, I’m a beast, I want to be stripped na­ked, so that I am like an an­imal, then I can snarl and bite, then I can be kicked when I am dis­obedi­ent, then I can be pun­ished if I fail to please my mas­ter.”

	“What would your mas­ter ask of you?”

	“Any­thing, there is noth­ing I would not do for him. I would beg him for in­struc­tions, I would plead with him for tests of my obed­i­ence, I would be a grov­el­ling slave-beast for him, he could com­mand me to do any­thing, any­thing.”

	“But don’t you have any de­sires of your own?”

	“My only de­sires are to please my mas­ter, to flinch when he scolds me and to twist away in pain when he kicks me for my dis­obedi­ence.”

	“What has this mas­ter done to you then? What has he forced you to do to show your obed­i­ence?”

	“He takes me to the pit, the pit is where he takes me. It is a fight­ing pit, other an­im­als like me snarl and fight and draw each oth­ers blood in the pit. But when he takes me there the fight­ing is all over, there is blood in the sand on the floor but the other an­im­als have gone. Some have left as vic­tors and oth­ers have been dragged out ripped and torn to pieces by their stronger foes. When my mas­ter brings me in, men line up around the ring, they are in­flamed with all the fight­ing that has gone on. They are chant­ing and jeer­ing, they have seen much blood and many hor­rors and they are sa­ti­ated but they know, when my mas­ter brings me in, they know that they will be even more sat­is­fied, they know that the pleas­ures they have had so far will be noth­ing com­pared to what my mas­ter will force me to do for them.”

	“Tell me how he makes you please them.”

	“My mas­ter drags me in, I am na­ked and around my neck is a thin leather thong. He trails the other end loosely in his hand, it is very thin and the slight­est pulls cuts into my skin. I have to crawl on all fours, my mas­ter will not let me stand, my hands and knees are cut and raw from all the grov­el­ling I do for my mas­ter but still I have to crawl. The men around the ring cheer loudly and when my mas­ter snatches the leather thong and drags me to heel, the men roar again wildly. My mas­ter makes me sit like a dog, and I crouch down on my knees and hold my hands like paws just be­low my breasts. I look up at the fren­zied faces of the men around the pit and they throw scraps of food down in front of me but, even though I am starved be­cause I rarely get fed, I am not al­lowed to pick them up. The men laugh at me and spit down onto me, then my mas­ter lets go of the thong and com­mands me to sit obed­i­ently while he goes to the side of the ring. The men taunt me as much as they can but still I sit obed­i­ently, wait­ing for my mas­ter’s re­turn. When he comes back he is car­ry­ing a leather saddle and the men cheer loudly be­cause they know what is go­ing to hap­pen to me.”

	“Are you ex­cited?”

	“My cunt is drib­bling Father. I want it licked but I dare not move. Then my mas­ter grabs the thong again and pulls it hard, I know this is the or­der to get up onto all fours again. I whine like a sick dog as the thong cuts into my neck and the men go quiet as they watch in­tently. Then my mas­ter throws the saddle across my back, I slump un­der the weight of it and I gasp for breath and the men all cheer as they see me flinch­ing. My mas­ter ties the girth around my waist, he pulls it so tight I can hardly breathe, then he picks up the bridle and drops it over my head, I open my mouth and wait, then my mas­ter pulls the metal bit between my teeth. It clanks against them and he tugs the leash around my neck which is my or­der to bite down onto the bit, I bite it hard. “Then my mas­ter jumps up onto my back, I can hardly bear his weight but I arch my back to take the strain. Then he pulls on the bit and drives me around the out­side edges of the pit, he rides me in front of the jeer­ing men and they throw things at me and spit down onto me. When my mas­ter wants me to move he whips me across my but­tocks with a leather whip and he makes me go faster by whip­ping me harder. He rides me wildly and whips me harshly and I bite the bit harder to stave off the pain. Then my mas­ter pulls back hard on the bit and backs me up to some of the men. He pulls me back so that my but­tocks are presen­ted to them, then he pulls harder so that the bit digs into the sides of my mouth and this is the or­der to stop. Then, as he sits astride me, the first man comes up be­hind me and sticks his cock into my arse. I can’t scream be­cause of the bit between my teeth, and the man fucks me madly as my mas­ter jumps up and down on the saddle that weighs so heav­ily on my back. When the first man is fin­ished my mas­ter drives me to the next, and the next, and the next, un­til I have been fucked up the arse by all of them. Then all the men come down into the pit and take turns at whip­ping my bot­tom and lick­ing my arse and my cunt, then, when they have all en­joyed me as much as they want, my mas­ter rides me out of the pit and ties me tightly in a stable where I stay un­til the next time.

	“I wait all night, growl­ing in the stable, then the next morn­ing my mas­ter comes again, this time he brings with him a -”

	“Enough!”

	“But that’s not all Father.”

	“Enough of your filth!”

	“But Father, I need to tell you all the other things. I need to tell you about how I want to be pierced: through my nipples, my nose, my clit­oris. Oh yes, I want to be pierced pain­fully through my clit­oris, then I want a chain tied through the ring and I want to be dragged around by it, dragged and pulled and pun­ished and vi­ol­ated. Oh, and there’s so much more Father, I want to be chased through the night by men and dogs, I want to feel the fear of be­ing cap­tured as the dogs bay and snarl at my heels, then I want to be caught and vi­ol­ated and tied to a stake and have flames lap­ping round my feet, and then, oh Father, I can hardly say it, and then I want -”

	“Enough I said! You need cleans­ing of your fantas­ies, I can­not bear to hear any more of your evil, you must go for train­ing straight away, you filthy little bitch! You evil little whore! Caleb!”

	Caleb sprang out of the shad­ows of the dun­geon.

	“Take her from the rack and throw her in her cell, make sure you tie her tight though, she is very evil and will need much train­ing be­fore she is saved.”

	Caleb jumped up to the wheel of the rack and re­leased the ten­sion, Maria slumped limply, then he un­tied her and dragged her away down the tun­nel. He pulled her along roughly un­til they came to an iron grat­ing door, he reached up to the heavy handle and swung the door open.

	“In slave-bitch! Quickly! Quickly! Quickly!” He prod­ded at her with his staff and she tumbled into the dark cell. She could hardly see any­thing and she was so ex­hausted that she let Caleb do what he wanted. He put her wrists in some steel man­acles that hung from the wall and then man­acled her legs to a solid steel bar, her legs were forced wide and the bar was al­most too heavy for her to lift. When he had fin­ished, he jumped back and eyed her with sat­is­fac­tion.

	“Naughty girl! Naughty girl! Naughty girl!” he jeered, then he sprang round and ran off up the tun­nel, leav­ing her alone, na­ked and tightly man­acled in the dark cell.



	
CHAPTER EIGHT 

	Gradu­ally, Maria’s eyes got used to the dark. She peered around the cell. The op­pos­ite wall was draped with a heavy white cur­tain and there seemed to be some­thing un­der­neath it, it looked like the out­line of a per­son! She shivered, then looked to her side and saw that she was not alone, there was an­other wo­man hanging in chains be­side her, it was the girl with the tattered clothes that had her name branded across her but­tocks, it was Bar­bara!

	Maria turned pain­fully in her shackles and looked at the limp fig­ure. She was very beau­ti­ful, her arms were stretched up high and her hands lay crookedly in the metal rings that se­cured her, her face was dropped and her long, dark hair fell in swirls around it but Maria could still see her full red lips and high cheekbones stand­ing out in the murky dark­ness of the cell.

	“Are you awake?”

	Bar­bara did not re­spond.

	“Is your name Bar­bara? Are you awake?” Bar­bara stirred slightly then slowly lif­ted her head, the opened her large, dark eyes.

	“Yes, I’m awake. You’re the new girl aren’t you? I saw you earlier when they strapped you to the rack, and I think it was you I saw in the con­fes­sion box.”

	“Yes, yes it was, I re­mem­ber your face, my name’s Maria. How long have you been here?”

	“A long time. I’m fully trained now, I am one of their fully trained slaves.”

	“I have come here to be saved from my sins, I hope to be made bet­ter, I hope to be cleansed, I’ve been so bad, so ter­ribly bad.” Bar­bara lif­ted her head higher and looked at Maria in­quis­it­ively.

	“Don’t you know what’s go­ing to hap­pen to you?”

	“Not really, ex­cept I’m go­ing to be saved.”

	“I don’t know about be­ing saved, but you are cer­tainly go­ing to be sold! That’s what hap­pens to us all in the end, we are all sold.”

	“What?”

	“We all get sold as slaves. It’ll be you and me next. It’s that bitch Les­ley who ar­ranges it all, the ‘Mis­tress Les­ley’ they call her. She ar­ranges it all, she’s down at the docks now, that’s where we’ll be shipped out from. That’s where all the oth­ers went and I ex­pect we’ll fol­low soon.”

	Maria did not know what to say. She could hardly be­lieve it. Then Bar­bara looked closely into her eyes.

	“You’re beau­ti­ful,” she said. Then her dark eyes dar­ted to­wards the cell door. “Quiet, someone’s com­ing, don’t let them catch us talk­ing, quiet, we can try and talk later.”

	The heavy door creaked open and Father Thomas came in. Bar­bara dropped her head as he strode straight past her and went up to Maria.

	“Oh my child, things are look­ing very bad for you. These ter­rible fantas­ies, these aw­ful thoughts, and I know there are even more ter­rible things that you have not yet ad­mit­ted. You are so evil, so bad and dirty, we have to act quickly. I must in­tro­duce you to the pun­ish­ment re­gime now, be­fore it is too late, we must not lose any time, your sal­va­tion is at stake. We must train you to con­trol your ter­rible fantas­ies. Caleb! Undo her man­acles we shall be­gin her train­ing now.”

	Caleb sprung in through the door and, in one bound, jumped up and clung to the shackles at Maria’s wrists. He un­did them with a large key and, as her arms fell to her sides, he leapt down and grabbed her hair tightly. She yelled in pain as he dragged her down onto the floor and pulled her on her back to the middle of the cell. He let go of her hair and she dropped heav­ily on her back, her legs splayed wide with the iron bar that braced them apart.

	“Your road to re­demp­tion is ab­so­lute obed­i­ence,” said Father Thomas. “You must never ques­tion your or­ders, you must be a sub­missive and hu­mi­li­ated slave, only then can you hope to be saved. What are you?”

	Maria did not an­swer.

	“I said, what are you, bitch?”

	“Please Father, a slave.”

	“Again, you fuck­ing bitch, what are you?”

	“A slave Father. I am a slave.”

	“What do slaves do?”

	“They, they, they do what they are ordered Father.”

	“Good, yes, they do ex­actly what they are ordered. Now kneel be­fore me and we will be­gin.” Maria struggled to get to her knees but the heavy iron bar made it al­most im­possible and she fell clum­sily to one side.

	“Quickly slave, to your knees! That is an or­der!” She twis­ted and turned and in the end man­aged to crouch in front of him.

	“Good, a little re­ward I think, so that you know when you have done well. Caleb! Show her our war­rior. Just the sight of him will make you wet with de­sire, my child, and when you see what he has to of­fer I am sure we will see just how much you are pre­pared to suf­fer to turn that de­sire into pleas­ure. Caleb!”

	Caleb bounded to the other side of the cell, reached up as far as he could and pulled at the heavy white sheet, tug­ging it hard un­til it peeled away from the wall. It re­vealed a huge and heav­ily muscled black man chained tightly to the wall. His vast arms were splayed out wide and his wrists were se­cured by heavy chains to large iron hooks. His neck was pulled tightly by the links of a shiny metal chain and an­other chain pulled his fore­head back against the wall. He had a wide leather gag pulled pain­fully across his mouth and his legs were strained apart by a wooden beam that was strapped to his ankles with leather thongs and bolted to the wall.

	There was a black leather belt buckled around his waist but oth­er­wise his body was com­pletely na­ked. Hanging from his groin was the biggest cock Maria had ever seen, it was so thick and long and as it stretched down flac­ci­dly its un­covered glans swung heav­ily against the middle of his hugely muscled thighs. Maria gasped as she saw him, she was shocked by his migh­ti­ness and the way that he was re­strained and she was over­awed by the size of his massive, pen­du­lous cock.

	“What do you think of our black war­rior my child?” Maria kept si­lent.

	“Big cock eh? Big­ger than you have ever had I war­rant. Big­ger than she has ever had I bet, eh Caleb? Enough to sat­isfy that wan­ton cunt I think, even a cunt like hers, drip­ping and hot and ready to be filled. Yes, I think she should get some pleas­ure from our black friend eh? Check that he is se­cure Caleb, the last time we used him he wriggled like a pan­ther and broke his chains and I do not want him to break free again.”

	The whites of the war­rior’s eyes flashed from side to side as Caleb jumped around him, pulling at his chains and bonds and wrench­ing and tug­ging at his shackles. When he had tested them all sev­eral times, he jumped back sat­is­fied.

	“All se­cure! All se­cure! Ready for cunt! Ready for cunt!”

	“Do you like him, bitch? Yes? I think you do. Yes? Stuck for words eh? Well, let’s see how much you really like him, shall we?” Maria moved slightly as if to get up and Father Thomas was en­raged.

	“Down bitch! Stay down! Do not dare move un­til I in­struct you! What did I tell you. Com­plete obed­i­ence! Fuck­ing bitch! I will not warn you again. Hang your head! Down bitch! That will be your last warn­ing!”

	Maria quickly crouched down again, shiv­er­ing with fear and pant­ing quickly as she fought un­suc­cess­fully to keep her­self calm.

	“Ah, but of course, as you know, with every pleas­ure there is pain. You think you have had pain? Yes, it is true you have had some, you have been caned, you have been whipped, you have been fucked and racked, you have been shaved and chained and you have tasted the pleas­ures of hu­mi­li­ation. You have learned that if you get things wrong, if you are dis­obedi­ent, then you have to be pun­ished. But to think you have ex­per­i­enced real pain, to ima­gine that you have been truly pun­ished already, that is a mis­take. No, my child, you have not even tasted true pun­ish­ment. See how the war­rior waits for you? He is eager I as­sure you, even though that massive cock dangles down his legs he is still eager, he is al­ways eager for a young cunt. And you? Ah yes, I can see you are eager too. But how eager I won­der? How much are you pre­pared to suf­fer in or­der to please the soft flesh of that warm cunt of yours? Ah, my child, we shall soon see whether it is pleas­ure or pain that sat­is­fies you most. We shall soon see whether the pleas­ures of your cunt are stronger than the pleas­ures of the flail across your back. Caleb! Rouse our war­rior.”

	Caleb stabbed the point of his staff into the war­rior’s mus­cu­lar chest. His eyes widened in pain as he stiffened against his bonds and gurgled deeply in his throat as he tried to throw his head from side to side like a ter­ri­fied sav­age.

	“Rouse him I say!”

	Caleb reached for­ward and stroked the huge cock that hung down between the war­rior’s power­ful thighs and straight away, it began to stiffen and rise. Maria lif­ted her head slightly, be­ing care­ful not to let Father Thomas see her move, and watched the grow­ing cock as it hardened read­ily be­neath Caleb’s stubby fin­gers, gradu­ally filling and swell­ing and grow­ing even longer. To be­gin with it reached down and began to throb then, as Caleb pulled more firmly at the shaft, it began to stand up­wards.

	It was massive!

	Caleb could not get his fin­gers around it and as it grew he used both hands to pull the loose black skin along the harden­ing shaft. The glans be­came swollen and reached up­wards, draw­ing its weighty length after it. Fi­nally, Caleb let go and stood back. The black cock was at full length, its veins stand­ing out roughly along its shaft as it throbbed and pulsated.

	“What a fine sight. Does that make your cunt wet my child? Does that stir your young juices. Just think of it, just think of that massive shaft run­ning in­side you, just ima­gine its hardened veins pulling at the soft flesh of your va­gina, just think. Caleb! Get her ready! We shall soon see whether it is her eager­ness for pain or her de­sire for pleas­ure that takes con­trol. Get her ready!”

	Caleb pranced around Maria.

	“Bow your head! Bow your head! Bow your pretty, pretty head!” Maria did not dare move and waited, trem­bling with fear, un­til she felt Caleb slip­ping a thin leather leash over her head. He pulled it down around her throat then, after tight­en­ing it in a noose, he stood back trail­ing the loose end in his hand. She felt like a dog on a lead as he tugged at it roughly and she looked from side to side as she crouched on her knees. Then he threw the end up over a steel bar that stretched across the ceil­ing of the cell above the war­rior and caught it again as it dropped down on the other side. He tugged it hard and Maria gulped as it tightened and nearly choked her. He pulled it harder through the ring and, as her head tilted side­ways un­der the pres­sure, she star­ted to cough and gasp for breath.

	“Ah, good. You can feel it then, good and tight and ready to draw around your lovely throat if you should res­ist. Good, good, you can move now my child. I said you can move! Move! That is right! Get up! Stand! Stand in your shackles bitch and go over to our beau­ti­ful war­rior. See, his cock is throb­bing with de­sire for you, it wants to be in­side you, it wants to thrust in­side your soft cunt, see how it wants you. Ah, but it is not that easy. You must get up, get up onto the war­rior, climb up our mus­cu­lar friend my child, but be care­ful, do not touch that throb­bing cock, do not dare touch that won­der­ful, throb­bing cock. I warn you, climb up his mus­cu­lar body but do not dare touch that thing which you de­sire so much. Ah yes, I can tell how much you want it, I can see the lust in your eyes, but be­ware, you touch it at your peril.”

	Maria stood in front of the black war­rior. Her neck was bent by the strain of the leash and she stumbled as she tried to bal­ance her­self with the iron bar shackled between her ankles.

	“At your peril,” re­peated Father Thomas.

	Maria turned to look at him and shrunk back as she saw what was dangling from his hand. I was a wide, black leather whip, solid and stiff for half its length, the rest of it shred­ded and pulled out into a tangle of split and broken ends.

	“At your peril,” he said again as he smacked the ter­rible whip against his side and caused the flail­ing ends to bend keenly in tangles around his robe covered thigh.

	Smack!

	Maria shrunk back and, un­able to bal­ance be­cause of the bar between her ankles, fell for­ward, stretch­ing her hands out to save her­self and press­ing them against the hard stom­ach muscles of the black war­rior. She had barely glanced the warm oily skin be­fore she shrieked with pain.

	Smack!

	The whip smacked loudly against her back. She re­coiled in fear and pain and al­most fell over back­wards but man­aged to re­gain her bal­ance and stood quiv­er­ing in her shackles.

	“Oh please Father. Please.”

	“At your peril! Now climb up onto him and keep away from that throb­bing cock, no mat­ter how much you want to grab it, keep away!”

	Maria hardly knew what to do, she was shak­ing all over. She tried to lift one of her feet but it was im­possible, the shackles around her ankles dug into her skin ter­ribly, she was pet­ri­fied and con­fused, she felt so hu­mi­li­ated.

	Smack!

	An­other sear­ing blow on her back. The whip slashed down right between her shoulder blades and she screamed loudly. She tried again to lift her foot but could not, then she reached for­ward and put her hands on the war­rior’s shoulders. His wide eyes stared at her and he looked sav­age and fear­ful. His mouth was pulled hor­ribly by the leather gag and as he tried to move his head his eyes widened more with pain. His shoulders felt warm and oily and she star­ted to pull her­self up his ri­gid body but as she moved higher she felt Caleb pulling up the slack of the leash. It tightened around her neck and she drew her­self up more to ease its ten­sion. She pulled hard with her hands to get a little higher, but the weight of the bar between her legs was too much.

	Smack!

	A ter­rible blow came down across her back and she fell to the floor. She star­ted to scream but no sound came out. She tried again but still noth­ing, she was be­ing throttled, Caleb had not slackened the leash and she could not breathe. She was pan­ick­ing, she wanted to beg to be re­leased but she could not even gasp.

	“Oh my child, you can­not go back again. Did you not real­ise that? There is only one way to go, higher, higher, up the body of the black war­rior, there is no go­ing back. Caleb will not slacken the leash now, you have made some ground and you must make more, there is no way back. Get up! Get up!”

	Maria real­ised her plight. She felt a ter­rible des­per­a­tion and scrambled frantic­ally back up again, this time grasp­ing the war­rior’s shoulders tightly with her fin­gers and dig­ging her nails in deeply. For a mo­ment she felt the tight­ness at her neck ease slightly, but she also felt the touch of the huge black cock against her stom­ach and real­ised she had not been care­ful enough to keep away from it.

	Smack!

	An­other ter­rible blow, this time lower down her back. The force of it knocked her for­ward and the cock pressed harder against her, she felt its heat and its pulsat­ing massive­ness. A thrill went through her, she could not stop it, just one touch of that massive cock sent a shiver of ec­stasy through her, but at the same time she knew she would have to suf­fer, even for that single mo­ment of pleas­ure.

	Smack!

	“I said, do not touch it!”

	She scrambled furi­ously now, like a ter­ri­fied an­imal. The weight of the shackled bar between her legs kept try­ing to drag her down as, in frantic move­ments, she clawed her way higher up the body of the black war­rior. But it was im­possible to keep away from the cock, it pressed firmly against her again and she shuddered at the pain to come.

	Smack!

	She gulped as the wicked whip sent scorch­ing pains across her back. As she climbed higher Caleb took up the slack in the leash, but once or twice she man­aged to get some breath back and let out a ter­rible scream which echoed around the cell. Frantic­ally, she pulled her stom­ach past the throb­bing cock and at last found her­self above it. Her knees were pressed either side of the war­rior’s chest, her shackled feet were twis­ted back and pressed hard against his stom­ach, her hands were forced down onto his shoulders and the leash was pulled tightly around her neck. She panted with ex­haus­tion and re­lief as spit dribbled from her mouth and she felt the heat from the war­rior’s cock rising up between her legs.

	“Now, the choice is yours my child. The choice between pleas­ure and pain is in your hands. Do you feel the heat from that pulsat­ing cock? Yes, I think you do. Do you feel your cunt warmed by it? Does its flesh shiver with ex­cite­ment and an­ti­cip­a­tion? I am sure it does. But you feel some­thing else I think. You feel the ten­sion around your neck, you must fight against it or you can­not breathe, but then you shiver with the fear of touch­ing that ob­ject which you de­sire, touch it and you feel the flail­ing lashes of the whip. What do you do? If you drop down to en­circle that mighty cock you will throttle your­self and as you touch it you will be beaten un­til you fi­nally draw away. What pain, what pleas­ure, oh my child, what sin­ful­ness.”

	Maria gasped as she tried to keep her grip on the war­rior’s shoulders. He was breath­ing hard through his flar­ing nos­trils and the heat of his breath blew across her breasts. It made her skin tingle and her nipples stuck out long and hard. Again, she sagged a little and felt the in­tense heat from the cock that reared up between her legs. The leash at her throat tightened but this time she did not re­spond, the strain against her throat was just about bear­able. She dropped a little more and struggled to breathe, but the heat from the cock, the war­rior’s hot breath across her breasts and the tight­ness at her throat all seemed to con­spire to make her want to get closer to that massive cock. The leash was only of­fer­ing her pain but the cock was of­fer­ing her pleas­ure and pain. She dropped a little more and the heat got greater, she could feel it ra­di­at­ing against the in­sides of her thighs and when she looked down to see it, it was mighty!

	It stood up like a massive staff, the glans swelled and pulsated and it still seemed to be grow­ing! She was not drop­ping down any more but it was still get­ting closer. Now, she could not breathe at all and she forced her hands down onto his shoulders for re­lief. The leash was pulled to take up the slack but she was still able to grab a quick breath. She looked down again at the cock and saw that it was still get­ting harder, still swell­ing and length­en­ing and all the time it was com­ing closer to her cunt. She did not know what to do, she did not know whether to com­mit her­self to its pleas­ures or not, she knew she would, in the end she knew she would, but that would mean it was all over. To com­mit her­self now would bring the de­lect­able ten­sion to a close, but her cunt was so wide, so forced apart and gap­ing and her in­ner la­bia were ex­posed to the heat of the cock. She dropped to meet it, they touched, she could not hold back.

	Smack!

	“That is the pain my child.”

	Smack! Smack!

	She could not stand it, she braced her arms against the war­rior’s shoulders and pulled her­self off. Caleb took up the slack on the leash straight away. The war­rior grunted and his eyes widened as he tried to wriggle in his bonds, frantic­ally try­ing to force his cock up to her. She felt his ef­fort, it was as though he wanted to save her, it was as though he knew that she wanted it but could not get to it. She tried to go down to meet it but the leash was so tight now, her face felt red and full, she was not breath­ing at all, she felt as if she would ex­plode.

	Smack!

	She must have touched the cock again, she was not sure.

	Smack!

	Yes, she must have reached it, the pains across her back said she must have reached it, but the beat­ing was no longer a threat, she strained her neck as high as she could, then bore down to the massive cock that was still swell­ing between her legs.

	Smack! Smack!

	Her back was burn­ing from the flog­ging but it was only in­cit­ing her, the pain was only driv­ing her down to­wards her goal.

	Smack! Smack! Smack!

	Down she went. Then sud­denly the leash re­laxed, it broke away from her neck and she fell with all her weight onto the massive, throb­bing cock. She felt the whip flog­ging her back but more than that she felt the huge cock sur­ging up in­side her. She screamed and yelled in a frenzy of agony as the cock drove in. She felt as if it was go­ing to rent her apart, but she bore down more then thrust her hands down to it. It was in­side her as far as it would go, but there was still masses of it left out­side the dis­ten­ded edges of her suck­ing cunt. She grabbed it with both hands and tried to push more of it in, drop­ping her body heav­ily and open­ing her legs as much as she could. The fierce lashes of the whip rained down on her back but she drove down harder and harder. Wildly she forced her­self onto it but it would not all go in­side. She screamed for it, she screamed in pain and an­ger, she shouted at the war­rior to give it to her, she wanted it all.

	“Fuck me! I want to your cock in­side! Get it in! I want it all in! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!”

	All the time the whip came down then, as sud­denly as it had been re­leased, the leash tightened again, this time with a ter­rific and awk­ward jerk. It pulled her neck right up at an angle and in­stantly she lost her breath. As she felt it dig into her throat she felt a spasm in­side her cunt and she drove back down to it, one more second, that was all she needed. She drove down harder and harder and then, in one fi­nal par­oxysm of breath­less de­light and pain, she froze into a massive or­gasm. She screamed and yelled and again the an­imal noises came out of her breath­less mouth, growl­ing and snarling amongst the drib­bling spit that spilled from her bit­ten lips. She slumped, not know­ing whether she was con­scious or not, un­sure of whether she would ever breathe again, then she fell, like a shackled wreck onto the still hard cock that held her up like a huge, black skewer.



	
CHAPTER NINE 

	Maria had only been vaguely aware of be­ing lif­ted off the war­rior’s mighty cock. She had felt someone hold­ing her up un­der her arms and she had felt the massive cock slid­ing out of her cunt. She had felt the cool­ness against the dis­ten­ded edges of her cunt as she had been prized away, rav­aged and ex­hausted. She had felt the man­acles be­ing clamped around her limp wrists and the pull on her arms as she fell back, but she had re­membered noth­ing else. The next thing she knew she was open­ing her eyes as the cell door creaked open. For a mo­ment she was con­fused, but, as she looked to­wards the door, she saw someone com­ing in, it was the golden haired man.

	Kirk!

	He entered the cell car­ry­ing a plate in each hand and pushed the door shut be­hind him with his foot. Maria saw that Bar­bara was still hanging by the side of her and that the black war­rior was still chained to the wall op­pos­ite them. Kirk laid the plates down in front of them and as he reached up to undo Maria’s man­acles she shrunk back in fear.

	“Fuck­ing bitch, fuck­ing, fuck­ing bitch, you got me in trouble you fuck­ing bitch!”

	He spat in her face and she winced as his spit dribbled down across her mouth. Roughly, he un­did the heavy metal rings around her wrists, her legs buckled and she dropped down to the floor. She barely had time to won­der what was hap­pen­ing to her be­fore she felt a hard kick in her side and she screamed in pain.

	“That’s just a start you fuck­ing bitch!”

	Then he reached up and freed Bar­bara, rub­bing his knee between her legs as he un­locked her shackles. She col­lapsed as they came un­done and banged her head on the floor as she dropped down heav­ily.

	“Like some food would you? Well you’re not fuck­ing get­ting any! Not un­til you beg, and beg enough to please me. Fuck­ing bitches! You’re not go­ing to get me into any more trouble with the Mis­tress Les­ley.”

	Maria was shocked again at the men­tion of Les­ley but she could think of noth­ing ex­cept the food.

	“Please, I’m so hungry,” begged Maria. “Please, please, I’ll do any­thing, please.”

	Kirk sneered then kicked the plates to­wards Maria. She grabbed some food in her hands and star­ted stuff­ing it into her mouth like a hungry an­imal. Bar­bara pulled her­self up pain­fully, then took some of the food in her fin­gers and poked it eagerly into her wide mouth.

	“That’s enough!” he shouted as he kicked the plates aside. “If you want more you’ll have to work for it. You’ll have to beg and grovel and do what I ask, you fuck­ing bitches.”

	Maria felt so hungry, she could not take her eyes off the food that now lay spread across the dirty floor.

	“I will, I will, please, ask me any­thing. I beg you, please, please give me your or­ders, I will do any­thing you say.”

	Kirk picked up a piece of food and dangled it in front of Maria.

	“Any­thing?”

	“Yes, any­thing.”

	He snatched the food back and laughed.

	“Then kneel down in front me you fuck­ing bitches.” Maria and Bar­bara got to their knees and waited. Bar­bara tried to wipe her mouth with the back of her hand but Kirk kicked it away and she whimpered in pain.

	“You are my slaves. Is that cor­rect?”

	“Oh, yes. We are your slaves. We will do whatever you say.”

	“Then you must call me ‘Mas­ter’ whenever you ad­dress me.”

	“Yes, Mas­ter.”

	“Yes, Mas­ter.”

	“And you must do ex­actly what I or­der.”

	“We will, we will do any­thing you say, any­thing.”

	“Yes, any­thing.”

	“Any­thing what?”

	“Any­thing Mas­ter.”

	“Any­thing Mas­ter.”

	“Bet­ter. And if you do not please me, what then?”

	“You will not feed us and you will pun­ish us, Mas­ter.”

	“Yes, so you’d bet­ter please me, and please me well.”

	“Yes, Mas­ter. Please give us your in­struc­tions, we prom­ise you will not be dis­ap­poin­ted.”

	“Feel yourselves, bitches. I want to see you play­ing with your cunts.” Maria glanced over to the black war­rior. His cock was hanging loosely at his groin and she felt a tingle of ex­cite­ment in her cunt as she re­membered the pleas­ure of rid­ing him. She reached down and felt around where they had shaved her, her skin was so smooth and sens­it­ive. Her fin­gers went lower and found the crack at the front of her cunt. She probed into it and felt along the edges of her la­bia, then she rubbed her fin­gers against her clit­oris and a hot thrill shot through her stom­ach. She star­ted mas­sa­ging it and she felt the glow of pleas­ure sur­ging through her veins.

	She looked at the black war­rior again and opened her still shackled legs a little wider so that he could see what she was do­ing. She stared at his cock and saw that it was be­gin­ning to re­spond, so she opened her legs more and showed him the edges of her outer la­bia. Then, she probed more firmly at her clit­oris and forced her pel­vis for­ward so that he could see clearly what she was do­ing. Mois­ture star­ted to cover her fin­gers and she rubbed them fer­vently along the edges of the soft flesh that en­com­passed her cunt.

	Then Maria felt Bar­bara lean­ing against her shoulder. She was feel­ing around the edges of her cunt as well and, pulling at her clit­oris which was stick­ing out prom­in­ently from the front of her crack, she rose and fell against Maria as she began to squirm rhyth­mic­ally and breathe harder and quicker.

	Kirk watched them for a while then lay down in front of them and snapped at Maria.

	“Now undo my trousers bitch! Let’s see what you can do with a cock!” Re­luct­antly, Maria took her fin­gers from her clit­oris and knelt down be­side Kirk. Her ankles were still splayed wide apart by the bar that was at­tached to her shackles and, as she bent down, she felt the strain of her cap­tiv­ity and an­other thrill of ex­cite­ment ran through her. Then, obed­i­ently, she reached down and un­did his zip, he lif­ted his pel­vis and, like a slave, she pulled his trousers down to his knees. Then she grabbed the waist­band of his un­der­pants and slid them down as well. His cock fell loosely to one side, ex­pos­ing his balls which hung heav­ily at its hairy base.

	“Now suck it bitches!”

	“Yes, Mas­ter.”

	“Yes, Mas­ter.”

	Bar­bara knelt on his other side and they both bent their heads, their faces came close and, be­fore they reached the large, soft cock, their cheeks glanced lightly to­gether. Maria felt the smooth skin of Bar­bara’s face and she turned to­wards her, Bar­bara’s lips were full and red and, as Maria looked at her, they opened in a wan­ton pout. Maria leaned to­wards them and pressed her mouth gently onto them, they opened more as she made con­tact and Maria opened her own mouth to fit it. Their lips pressed to­gether. Maria tasted Bar­bara’s lips and pressed harder, then she felt Bar­bara’s tongue gently lap­ping into her mouth. It probed fur­ther un­til it touched Maria’s tongue and then began to play with it.

	Maria wanted to be gentle but could not hold her­self back and she pushed her tongue out and thrust it deeply into Bar­bara’s mouth. She felt Bar­bara suck it in and it fol­ded deeply into her warm mouth. Spit ran between their mouths and Maria screwed up her eyes in de­light, then the pres­sure slackened and their lips slowly and re­luct­antly peeled apart. Maria gasped a little then turned to the already harden­ing cock that lay be­low them, the skin cov­er­ing the glans was be­ing forced back by the pres­sure as it swelled and grew in length, and they both watched as it rose to­wards their mouths. It did not ease back at all, it con­tin­ued to swell un­til it just touched Maria’s lips and she par­ted and let it reach up in­side her mouth. Bar­bara pressed her lips against the side of Maria’s, slid them down the shaft, then back up to Maria’s wet mouth which opened to take an­other kiss.

	Their mouths opened to­gether as Kirk’s cock slid into them and, as they closed their lips around it, they came to­gether in an­other sweet kiss. This time their tongues shared the throb­bing glans as they probed for each other, then Maria ran her mouth down the shaft and Bar­bara fol­lowed.

	With their mouths open they could keep their lips in con­tact and still sur­round the stiff, pulsat­ing cock. They pulled their long­ing mouths up and down it and licked its hardened veins, then they felt it filling and moved their kiss­ing mouths to its end. They locked their lips in a tightly sealed kiss and waited as the surge of se­men began to flow. Maria opened her eyes and watched Bar­bara as to­gether they felt the hot spunk shoot­ing up the shaft then they bore down hard to­gether and sucked at the glans and wove their tongues around it. They tasted the first drop and both sucked harder, then a huge wave of spunk shot from it and they sucked at it as hard as they could, slurp­ing and suck­ing and to­gether drank it all down, shar­ing it and en­joy­ing it un­til there was not a drop left. Only when the cock began to un­stiffen did they fi­nally re­lease their grip on its hot and throb­bing end.

	Maria sat back and smiled at Bar­bara, then she wiped her lips with her hand and looked over to the black war­rior. His cock had grown to its full length, its massive­ness throbbed weight­ily and its tip glowed like a hard ball in the light that came in through the cell door. Kirk no­ticed her in­terest and smirked.

	“So you need more, do you?”

	“Mas­ter, Mas­ter, we only need your or­ders. What do you want us to do? Give us your in­struc­tions, please, give us your or­ders.”

	“Tell me what you want you fuck­ing bitches!”

	“That, Mas­ter,” said Maria star­ing at the war­rior’s cock.

	“Shall I lift you to it bitch?”

	“Yes, Mas­ter, lift me to it, any way you want. Yes, oh yes, lift me to that mar­vel­lous cock.”

	Kirk scrambled up, kick­ing his trousers off from around his ankles.

	“Cunt first, then arse,” he shouted.

	He got be­hind her and lif­ted her by the waist. She drew her legs up as high as she could and pulled her ankles hard against the metal bar.

	“Are you ready bitch?”

	“Yes, Mas­ter. Take me to it. Present me to that mighty cock.” He car­ried her over and held her in front of the black war­rior, the cock reared up in front of her and she gasped at the sight of it.

	“Please, lift me on Mas­ter, please lift me on!” Kirk raised her up un­til her splayed out cunt was above the throb­bing glans of the huge cock.

	“Tell me how you want to be placed bitch. Tell me how you want lower­ing and how you want to feel it. You’re a fuck­ing slut and I want to know how a slut takes such a huge cock.”

	“Please Mas­ter, I just want to feel the end of it first. Lower me, lower me please. Can I tell you when to stop?”

	“Yes, I want to know it all, you dirty little bitch.” Kirk held tightly around her waist and she could feel his mus­cu­lar arms strain­ing un­der her weight as he lowered her slowly to­wards the war­rior’s huge cock. When she felt the first touch of it her cunt widened more, this time she knew how big it would be, this time she knew how much she would have to stretch to ac­com­mod­ate it and she strained her legs wider to open her cunt as far as it would go.

	“More, a little more!”

	Kirk let her down slightly. The massive glans forced it­self against her outer la­bia, they pressed back and fol­ded in­wards pain­fully, she needed to open her­self wider and she stretched her thighs even fur­ther apart.

	“Please Mas­ter, I beg you, lift me off, I need to be wider be­fore I can even get it star­ted!”

	She forced her hands between her legs and pulled the silky edges of her la­bia wide apart. She held them splayed open and felt the heat from the massive cock ra­di­at­ing up­wards and pen­et­rat­ing the open­ing to her va­gina.

	“Please Mas­ter, down again, please let me down, I’m ready now.” Kirk let her down again and this time, as she kept the edges of her cunt pulled back, the tip of the cock began to sink in­side and she wriggled on it to ease it in. She gasped as it entered.

	“Please mas­ter, keep go­ing! Please keep go­ing!” It went in fur­ther, her eyes widened and she threw her head back as she squeezed her­self onto it un­til she could feel its throb­bing deep in­side her. Kirk kept let­ting her down un­til she could take no more.

	“Please Mas­ter, stop! That’s all I can take.”

	“You’re tak­ing more than that you fuck­ing bitch!” He thrust her down fur­ther and she gasped as the huge cock plunged deeply into her already filled va­gina. Its tip pressed hard against her innards and she felt as if she was go­ing to be sick.

	“Now let’s see how you ride it!”

	“Please Mas­ter, please, I can’t take any more, please!” But he took no no­tice. He plunged her fur­ther, drew her back then plunged her down again. Maria yelled out loudly as she felt the swollen veins of the cock press­ing and drag­ging against the in­sides of her va­gina but Kirk ig­nored her plead­ing and just kept hold­ing her firmly around the waist and for­cing her mer­ci­lessly up and down the pulsat­ing cock. As the war­rior’s cock swelled even more, and tightened in­side Maria’s cunt, Kirk found it dif­fi­cult to move her at all, but he did not stop and she gasped and shouted as the pain drove through her and ig­nited her de­sire for more. The thought of shout­ing for re­lease passed away like a for­got­ten dream.

	“Fuck it! Fuck it!”

	He kept her go­ing but the more he moved her the more her cunt tightened onto the huge mem­ber and the more dif­fi­cult it be­came. He gasped with the ef­fort of pulling her up and down as he fought against the pres­sure of her cunt as it held onto the war­rior’s cock like a grasp­ing fist.

	“Fuck it! Fuck it! Fuck it!”

	She stared into the writh­ing face of the gagged war­rior and was in­flamed by the sight of his cap­tive sav­agery.

	“Mas­ter, Mas­ter, take me off! Take me off! I want to try it up my arse!” With dif­fi­culty, Kirk pulled her off the cock and the edges of her cunt pulled to­gether sharply as the glans fi­nally slipped out. Kirk turned her around and, hold­ing her breasts against his face, he lif­ted her up into po­s­i­tion. She pressed her but­tocks out and waited for a mo­ment, then she dropped her face onto Kirk’s golden hair, took some of it between her teeth, and bit and pulled at it to urge him on. She felt his hot breath against her breasts and pressed them hard against him and her stom­ach thrilled anxiously as she felt her anus dilat­ing in ex­pect­a­tion and fear of the throb­bing glans.

	“Please Mas­ter, now!”

	He lowered her anus to­wards the tip of the war­rior’s cock, she felt its heat and her mus­cu­lar ring opened wider. Kirk lowered her some more and, when it touched, a ter­ri­fied thrill shot through her and she screeched in panic.

	“Please Mas­ter. Down! Down!”

	Kirk kept lower­ing her. She opened her anus as much as she could and the glans, still drip­ping wet from her cunt, stretched it wider and pushed in.

	“Please mas­ter. Down! Down!”

	Then she wanted to ask him to move her slowly, bit by bit, but she could not say words any more. She star­ted howl­ing and bray­ing like an an­imal, her throat gagged then she choked and coughed and howled even more. Kirk kept lower­ing her down and her eyes widened un­til she looked mad. Her face flushed red-hot and her anus was passing ex­cru­ci­at­ing pain through­out her whole body. She kept howl­ing, now she had taken as much as she could, she wanted to scream to Kirk to stop. She wanted to tell him to pull her off, she wanted to com­mand him to re­lease her from the plunging, pain­ful cock, but she could not make any sense, she just screeched in pain and de­light. Her cries and howls only ex­cited him more and he forced her even fur­ther onto the huge, pulsat­ing cock. Maria yelled but only an­imal noises came out, she yelled so loudly her ears rang with her screams, but Kirk kept for­cing her down onto the massive thing.

	Bar­bara watched as the shaft dis­ap­peared, inch by inch, into Maria’s arse, Maria still yelled to be lif­ted off, but Kirk kept push­ing her down. Bar­bara reached for­ward and grabbed the lower part of the massive shaft in her hands and tried to en­circle it, she could just touch her fin­gers around it. She pulled it up and down and watched as it kept slip­ping deeper into Maria’s anus. She held onto it and pulled at it wildly hop­ing to keep a grip on it, but slowly it dis­ap­peared and, in the end, her hands were forced away as it plunged in up to its base.

	Kirk could hardly hold on to Maria as she squirmed and writhed. Her howl­ing was ter­rible as he lif­ted her a bit then plunged her down again and she screamed and bayed in pain and fear. Every time the base of the massive stem ap­peared Bar­bara grabbed it and felt its might. Maria bit more of Kirk’s hair and pulled at it to try and get him to re­lease her, but he just kept go­ing. Then she reached down his back and clawed her nails into his skin, cut­ting him deeply and watch­ing blood pour­ing from the wounds, but still he kept plunging her up and down. Then she felt the cock widen­ing and stiff­en­ing even more, she could not be­lieve that it could get even big­ger, it swelled in­side her and she felt the flow of se­men roar­ing up it like a huge tide.

	She clawed deeply into Kirk’s back and bit into his hair, she choked and screamed and threw her­self about in panic, as all the time, the surge grew stronger and she felt the veins on the war­rior’s cock harden­ing and press­ing against her innards. Then sud­denly his spunk ex­ploded into her. It was hot and poured out in in­cred­ible volume, scald­ing her from in­side. As it spur­ted out she felt the huge cock ex­pand for one last time, then she col­lapsed in hor­ror and felt her muscles con­tract­ing as a vast or­gasm ran in­side her. The pain had gone, she was filled com­pletely and now her body was giv­ing her the pleas­ure it had earned.

	She pulsated and throbbed as her cunt de­livered the thrills that ran into her arse and through­out her whole body and all her limbs tingled and burned as she fell for­ward onto Kirk.

	She gurgled and blubbered and still could not speak, then he lif­ted her off and the ex­pen­ded cock came out of her but her anus stayed open and dilated.

	Kirk dropped Maria down heav­ily on the stone floor of the cell, she lay on her back, pant­ing and gasp­ing for breath. Then, as if in a fit, she star­ted scream­ing again. She twis­ted and turned and beat her heels on the floor, she howled like a wolf and dribbled and spat from her mouth, then, with a ter­rific bang, the cell door opened and Caleb rushed in bran­dish­ing his staff.

	Caleb stood over Maria and poin­ted his staff at her stom­ach. She went quiet, then Father Thomas rushed in be­hind him, flushed with an­ger, and Kirk shrunk back against the wall.

	“Caleb! We have no time to deal with this. The Mis­tress Les­ley has ordered us to send six slaves to her to­mor­row so we had bet­ter get go­ing. Send the branded one to make up the num­bers, the other one, our sin­ful child Maria, ob­vi­ously needs more train­ing, much more train­ing. For the mo­ment, re­lease their legs and take them both to the hold­ing cell.”

	He turned to Kirk who was now shak­ing with fear.

	“And you, Kirk, you fuck­ing fool, will you never learn to be­have your­self? You can stay and keep the war­rior com­pany for a few days, per­haps that will give you time to learn some self-con­trol. Fuck­ing fool!”

	Kirk shuffled back along the wall and hung his head in shame. His golden hair dropped loosely across his face and his wide mouth tightened. Maria glanced at him meekly, but she looked down as she caught his angry gaze. Then Caleb dropped his staff on the floor, took a key from his trouser pocket, jumped between Maria’s legs and star­ted to un­lock her shackles. He pulled at them roughly and she twis­ted her body and tried to res­ist.

	In a way she did not want the shackles re­moved, she did not want to be freed. The more she wriggled the harder he pulled and, when she let out a shriek, he turned and slapped her hard across the face. She looked at him hard then shrieked again, then she leant up onto her el­bows, still star­ing at him, and shrieked harder. He slapped her again and again she shrieked, then he slapped her sev­eral times across the cheeks and, al­though her head was knocked from side to side, still she kept shriek­ing.

	In the end, he drew a dirty handker­chief from his pocket, pulled it tightly across her open mouth and tied it be­hind her head. She still tried to scream but the only sound that came out was the wild rush of air through her flared nos­trils. Then he went back to the shackles, un­did them and in one ac­tion, lif­ted them up and threw them into a corner of the cell.

	Then he jumped across to Bar­bara and re­leased her as well. This time he threw the shackles across the room an­grily and they crashed against the wall above Kirk’s head.

	Maria and Bar­bara struggled to their feet and shrunk back in fear as Caleb picked up his staff and prod­ded at them both un­til they moved out of the cell and into the dark tun­nel out­side. He forced them for­ward into the dark­ness and soon they reached a very small door set low down into the tun­nel.

	“In there! In there! Dark little hole! Dark little hole!” he shouted.

	They bent down, crawled in­side and the door slammed shut be­hind them.



	
CHAPTER TEN 

	Maria and Bar­bara lay with their arms wrapped around each other on the stone floor of the tiny low-roofed cell. Maria nuzzled her gagged mouth into Bar­bara’s neck as they both shivered in the cold damp­ness.

	Maria clung tightly to Bar­bara. She did not want to let her go, she felt as if she had found a friend and was afraid of los­ing her be­fore she could even get to know her. Some tears fell down her stretched cheeks and she nuzzled even closer into Bar­bara’s neck. She wanted to kiss her and lap her tongue around Bar­bara’s face while Bar­bara’s lips pressed softly against her skin, but be­cause of the handker­chief gag­ging her mouth, she could only press her­self closer and breathe on her through her nos­trils.

	Sud­denly Maria’s eyes widened as she star­ted to think about how dis­gust­ing she had been with the black war­rior. Her sin­ful­ness seemed to have com­pletely over­taken her, she must surely be bey­ond sal­va­tion. Then she re­membered what Father Thomas had said about be­ing trained and she felt a sense of re­lief to think that at least she was still on the path to re­demp­tion, that no mat­ter how evil she was, there would still be more chances to beg him to hear her con­fes­sions. But she wanted to be taken straight away, she wanted to be pun­ished and cleansed now. How could she last the night out in the sen­sual com­fort of Bar­bara’s arms when things seemed to be get­ting worse and worse? How could she wait when her wicked­ness was in­creas­ing with every hour? She thought of her craven de­sires and the pain she had felt when she had the black war­rior’s cock up her arse. Just the thought of it made her tingle.

	She wanted to whip her­self for hav­ing such feel­ings, but that only in­creased her feel­ings of pleas­ure. Everything was all mixed up to­gether. She shuddered as she ima­gined that no pun­ish­ment, no mat­ter how severe, could cure her of her wicked­ness, be­cause every pun­ish­ment she re­ceived in­creased her de­sire for the pleas­ure of more pain. Gradu­ally she sank into a dazed sleep.

	She was woken by the sound of scur­ry­ing in the tun­nel out­side, her face was bur­ied deeply into Bar­bara’s hair and she in­haled its sweet­ness deeply through her nos­trils, then drew away and waited anxiously.

	“Off we go! Off we go!” chanted Caleb as he un­bolted the small door to their cell.

	He leaned in, grabbed Bar­bara’s ankles and hauled her out roughly. She trailed her arms long­ingly to­wards Maria as she was dragged out of the door and into the dark­ness. Maria wished so much that she could say some­thing to her, but it was hope­less, the door slammed shut and everything went si­lent again.

	A few hours later Maria sat up sud­denly as the cell door was flung open nois­ily. Caleb reached in and star­ted to drag her out by the ankles, her face scraped against the stone floor as he pulled her out sav­agely. She looked up at him and breathed hard through her nos­trils as he slipped a slender rope around her ankles, pulled it over his shoulder and hauled her like a heavy sack along the dark tun­nel. The stone floor be­came in­creas­ingly wet, then muddy, and when Caleb re­leased the rope and Maria fell in a heap, she was ly­ing in sloppy red mud. She looked around and saw light com­ing in through a heavy iron grill, she was in the muddy hole that she had seen the work­men in!

	A wave of fear passed over her as the memor­ies of her past flooded into her mind. She shivered and tried to wipe the mud from her eyes but Caleb prod­ded her hard with his staff, then she heard foot­steps.

	“Ah, my child,” said Father Thomas. “Your road to re­demp­tion is go­ing to be a long and tor­tu­ous one. You are even more sin­ful than I thought. Per­haps there is hope, but you need to have your fantas­ies drawn from you, they must be ex­pelled be­fore you can be saved, they must be re­leased by rig­or­ous train­ing. I have de­cided that a visit to the Broth­ers may cleanse you of your dirti­ness, per­haps they will help ex­pose the full ex­tent of your sin­ful­ness. I will come with you so that I can watch you and hear your con­fes­sion when you are ready. Per­haps you can be­gin re­flect­ing on your sins while we wait?”

	Maria lay in the mud and stared up through the iron grill. Caleb waited by her side, oc­ca­sion­ally pok­ing her for amuse­ment. Maria turned and looked at Father Thomas. She wanted to plead with him to hear her sins now, she still needed to con­fess so much. She wanted to throw her­self at his knees and beg him to lead her out of her evil ways, but he just stared at her im­pass­ively and she real­ised from his look that he had done all he could for the mo­ment. She was too sin­ful for him to deal with without fur­ther help. She looked at him again, but he turned away.

	A van drew up out­side and two men dressed in robes came over to the grill. Caleb pranced around ex­citedly as they climbed down into the muddy hole.

	“Do not worry, my little ser­vant, you will see her again soon.” Father Thomas turned to the men. “Total obed­i­ence! That’s what we must have, and Mis­tress Les­ley wants her ready in a couple of days. I have told you what she has said, we must work the evil out of her and make her ready, but I warn you, her de­sires are very power­ful.”

	Caleb re­leased the lock on the grill and the two men grabbed Maria, tied her wrists be­hind her back and, without a word, dragged her to the rear of the van. Father Thomas went through the grill after them and climbed into the front. Maria took a last look at the church be­fore the two men threw her down in the back, slammed the doors and drove off.

	Maria lay in the dark­ness on the floor of the van. She was bounced about roughly as it sped through the streets, and when it went around corners at speed she was flung against the ribbed metal walls. She was un­able to pro­tect her­self and gasped through the tight gag as she hit the sides and rolled about the floor. She was covered in mud and her black skirt was dirty and crumpled, her white blouse hung in tat­ters from her shoulders and she felt bruised and dis­gust­ing. After a while the van stopped and she was thrown for­ward in a heap.

	The doors opened and the men dragged her out. She was blinded by the light at first, but soon saw that she was be­ing dragged through the large double doors of a man­sion house. They opened into a large hall with a high ceil­ing and bare brown walls upon which hung dirty oil paint­ings of monks and nuns. The men dragged her in roughly by the ankles and as the doors were slammed shut be­hind her, tossed her down on the floor.

	“Take her to the din­ing hall Brother Arnold.”

	“Yes, Father.” Brother Arnold grabbed Maria’s wrists and hauled her through the hall and down a cor­ridor, then he flung open a door and threw her into a room full of men sit­ting at long trestle tables. They all wore brown robes with loose, brown cords tied around their waists. Father Thomas came into the room and stood at the door.

	“This child needs some in­tens­ive train­ing, Broth­ers. She has found too much pleas­ure in our pun­ish­ment and she has to be ready for the Mis­tress soon. I im­plore you to help her ex­pel her dread­ful fantas­ies, to make her ready to serve as a slave and bring her to sal­va­tion.”

	“Ah, a muddy slave to be sure,” said one.

	“Filthy little slut!” said an­other.

	They star­ted to jeer and bang knives and forks on the trestle tables.

	“Dirty bitch!”

	“Filthy whore!”

	Maria cowered on the floor and looked nervously around like a frightened an­imal.

	“Here slave,” said one of the Broth­ers, hold­ing out his bowl, “fetch my food and be quick about it!”

	Maria was too ter­ri­fied to move.

	“Fetch my food, slave!” he shouted an­grily.

	She crawled over to him and looked up help­lessly, drew her­self onto her knees and bowed her gagged face. The Brother leant down to her and sniffed at her muddy hair. She pulled away but he grabbed her hair and pulled her head back sharply.

	“I want serving, you fuck­ing bitch. Here!” Maria did not know what he wanted her to do, she could not take the bowl be­cause her wrists were tied be­hind her back and she could not speak be­cause of the gag that pulled tightly across her mouth. The Brother yanked her hair tighter and she breathed hard through her nos­trils, her eyes widen­ing as ter­ror swept over her and she felt her skin flush­ing with fear.

	One of the Broth­ers jumped up from his seat and held a knife high above his head, then he rushed over to Maria and held the blade in front of her face. She tried to draw away but her hair was pulled even tighter. The shiny blade of the knife was poin­ted at one of her cheeks and she shivered with fear and tried to pull away but it was im­possible. Her nos­trils flared wide as she panted in panic, star­ing at the blade of the knife, shiv­er­ing and shak­ing and con­sumed by a hot surge of frantic ter­ror.

	“Fuck­ing bitch!” shouted the Brother with the knife. “Fuck­ing dis­obedi­ent bitch!”

	He drew the knife back a little then put it un­der­neath the tightly pulled handker­chief that strained across her mouth. She stopped breath­ing and waited, frozen with ter­ror, then, with one sud­den move­ment, he slashed through the handker­chief. The ten­sion across her cheeks was broken but, as the handker­chief fell away, she still kept it clasped between her teeth.

	“Drop it, you dog!”

	Slowly, she un­clenched her teeth and the handker­chief fell onto the floor, her mouth was sore but she opened it wide and star­ted screech­ing straight away.

	“Please, please, please -”

	“Get my food bitch!” shouted the Brother with the bowl, then, without warn­ing, he pushed it between her teeth. “Get my fuck­ing food and keep si­lent!”

	The metal bowl crashed nois­ily against her teeth and she fell back un­der the shock. He pushed it at her again and this time she gripped it tight. The metal felt sting­ing and cold against her teeth and its edges forced the sides of her mouth out wide as she looked around for in­struc­tions. The Broth­ers were point­ing and jeer­ing at her as she sat like a dog car­ry­ing a food bowl, then she saw that they were all point­ing to­wards a large table with food on that stood at the far end of the room. With the bowl firmly clenched in her mouth, Maria tried to stand, but a Brother knocked her back down to her knees.

	“Get my fuck­ing food slave! But crawl! Slaves do not stand in the pres­ence of their mas­ters! Crawl like a dog and fetch my food you dirty slut!”

	Hold­ing the bowl in her mouth, she shuffled on her knees to­wards the food table. She felt dirty and hu­mi­li­ated as she crawled between the jeer­ing Broth­ers and the metal bowl hurt her mouth and her knees were sore.

	“What have you brought us here Father Thomas? A filthy slut to be sure. Covered in mud and yes, un­less I’m mis­taken, no panties on. Broth­ers, Broth­ers, I do be­lieve our slutty slave has no panties on. A filthy bitch with no panties on. Come on bitch, I’m wait­ing! Where’s my food?”

	She struggled on between the Broth­ers, then one of them lif­ted the muddy hem of her skirt and re­vealed her smooth bot­tom.

	“Yes, no panties Broth­ers! What a slut!”

	“Spank that little bot­tom, Brother. Give her a good spank for not wear­ing her panties!” She flinched as his hand smacked down across her bot­tom and her teeth bit hard into the metal bowl.

	Spank!

	She screamed as she fell for­ward un­der the heavy smack, then he held her skirt up high and brought his hand back again, this time even harder.

	Spank!

	She shrieked but as she shuffled for­ward her skirt fell back down and covered her na­ked bot­tom. She ducked and cowered as she made her way between them, all the time clench­ing the bowl between her teeth un­til fi­nally, she got to the table and stopped. A fat Brother stood in front of her hold­ing a ladle above a huge, wooden bowl.

	“Soup?” he asked

	She waited.

	“Soup?” he de­man­ded.

	Maria nod­ded slowly.

	He dipped the ladle into the big bowl and drew it out full and spill­ing over with hot soup, then, clum­sily, he poured it into her bowl and hot soup splashed over the sides. It ran scold­ingly down her chin and onto her breasts. She tried to hold the bowl stead­ily between her teeth, but could hardly bear the sting­ing of the hot li­quid as it poured over the sides. Then he ladled an­other help­ing into the bowl. It sloshed all over the sides but al­though she stung with the pain of the hot soup drib­bling down her chin, she did not dare let the bowl go.

	“Take it to your mas­ter, slutty slave!”

	She turned and star­ted to make her way back to the table. As she shuffled along on her knees all the Broth­ers shouted and jeered and more of the soup slopped over the sides. She gripped the bowl hard in her mouth and pressed her lips against its sharp edges but still soup splashed out, run­ning down her face and trick­ling across her breasts. When she ar­rived at the Brother who had sent her for the soup there was hardly any­thing left in the bowl. He reached down and pulled it from her mouth and she flinched in pain as he wrenched it from between her teeth. He lif­ted the bowl and turned it slowly up­side down, a single drop of soup dripped from it and the Broth­ers star­ted to shout loudly and bang the tables even harder with their knives and forks.

	“Oh dear,” said the Brother. “You are a fuck­ing, hope­less bitch.” He stood up, grabbed hold of the long, brown cord that held his robe at the waist, slowly un­tied it and pulled it free.

	“Please, please, plea -”

	“Si­lence!”

	“Plea -”

	“Hold her Broth­ers, we need to pun­ish our dirty little slave. She does not seem to know how to fol­low or­ders!”

	Two of them came up on either side of her and grabbed her tied arms, they wrenched them back and she cried out as the one with the long cord stood in front of her and looked her up and down.

	“Com­plete obed­i­ence, that’s what you’re here for, com­plete obed­i­ence! And what a start! What a start, you fuck­ing bitch!”

	He reached for­ward, grabbed the muddy tat­ters of her blouse and ripped them down ex­pos­ing her firm breasts. He grabbed the ma­ter­ial of her skirt and pulled it hard. It par­ted com­pletely at the front but still hung from the torn waist­band, and her shaven crotch came into full view. She felt ter­ribly ex­posed but at the same time a surge of ex­cite­ment ran through her as she felt the Brother’s eyes star­ing long­ingly at her na­ked cunt.

	“No panties and look Broth­ers, she is shaved!” The Broth­ers shouted ex­citedly.

	“Hold her tight Broth­ers!”

	Her arms were pulled back hard and her breasts were forced for­ward, She felt her already hard nipples tingling with an­ti­cip­a­tion as soup mingled with mud dripped from them in long, streaky dribbles. Then the Brother drew back the cord, she stared up at him and waited, then it came lash­ing down.

	Thwack!

	It struck her full across the breasts. She screamed and wanted to bend for­ward but when she tried her arms were pulled even more tightly be­hind her back.

	Thwack!

	Her breasts stung as the cord lashed across them again.

	“Hold her tight Broth­ers!”

	Thwack!

	The cord slashed across her drip­ping nipples and they sent two la­cer­at­ing pains through her breasts.

	Thwack!

	She tried to squirm but was be­ing held so tight she could not move.

	Thwack!

	Red lines ap­peared across her breasts as the cord slashed against them.

	Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!

	She screamed loudly as the flog­ging con­tin­ued.

	“Let me serve you. Let me try again. Please, let me try again.” Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!

	“I can serve you prop­erly. I can, really I can. Just let me try. Please, no more. Please let me be your ser­vant. Let me be your slave.”

	Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!

	The lashes rained down on her breasts re­lent­lessly. She sagged at the knees and felt the draft from the lash­ing cord between her thighs. Her na­ked cunt pushed for­ward and its fleshy lips swelled fully, their pink­ness glistened as a mois­ture of de­sire spread across them and the more lashes she re­ceived the wet­ter it got. She felt her clit­oris swell­ing and rising between the crack of her cunt, it was aching and tingling and prob­ing for­ward, she wanted it held, she wanted it mas­saged and pulled, then she felt the draft from the cord get­ting closer. Her clit­oris swelled and en­gorged, she could feel it pok­ing between the wet lips of her cunt, then the draft got closer and then it was not a draft but a ter­ri­fy­ing pain as the cord beat down across the front of her cunt.

	Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!

	It slashed across her raised clit­oris. The pain was ter­rible but still she pushed it for­ward and still it grew as her de­sire swelled in­side her like a vast wave.

	Thwack!

	This time right between her crack. She pushed her pel­vis for­ward for more and struggled against the ten­sion on her arms, but not to get away, not to pro­tect her­self from the lashes, but to ex­pose her­self for more.

	Thwack!

	She wanted more thrash­ing, the beat­ing was in­flam­ing her, she wanted more and more. She struggled against the re­strain­ing hands, but not to get free, nor to of­fer her­self for more beat­ing, she wanted to feel their strength, she wanted to feel her cap­tiv­ity, she wanted to feel the ten­sion of their grip and the point­less­ness of her struggle. She felt a draw­ing in­side her cunt, a pulling, a ten­sion, a re­lease, her clit­oris was be­ing beaten into an or­gasm.

	She wanted more, she wanted it whipped un­til it re­leased her with a cli­max, she needed the pain to give her re­lief with that fi­nal con­vul­sion of pas­sion­ate frenzy. It built in­side her as the cord came down, it touched her anus and she heaved up on the arms that held her then fell for­ward with a gurg­ling, con­vuls­ive shriek. The thrash­ing stopped and she was dropped to the ground, but she was given no time to re­cover.

	“Now, fetch my soup!” the Brother ordered.

	The bowl was thrust into her mouth again while she still lay on the floor gasp­ing. She struggled to her knees and star­ted back to the serving table, again her dress was lif­ted and she was spanked, but it was so de­light­ful now, her body was flushed with her or­gasm and the spank­ing felt like a gentle mas­sage. Each smack pulled at her but­tocks and tugged the swollen edges of her cunt and she wanted to bend over fully and take it harder, she wanted to bend over and de­mand spank­ing from them all un­til she fin­ished again, but she knew she did not dare and kept go­ing with the bowl firmly between her teeth.

	The bowl was filled and she star­ted on her way back. The soup spilled again and then she dropped the bowl and it rolled across the floor with a noisy clat­ter. For a mo­ment she froze where she was, then she bent over, want­ing to be smacked. She bent her shoulders down to the floor, laid her face down and lif­ted her bot­tom as high as she could, her cunt opened wide as she pressed her thighs apart des­per­ately want­ing to be spanked.

	Smack!

	A hand smacked down on her up­turned but­tocks.

	Smack! Smack!

	An­other and an­other un­til they blurred into a stream of de­lect­able pain and pleas­ure She raised her bot­tom high and lif­ted it to­wards the pain as the hands rained down on her. Then she was dragged to her feet, held from be­hind again and thrashed with the cord even harder across her breasts. Now they were covered in red stripes and, as she looked down at them, her cunt filled and fin­ished re­peatedly.

	Then the bowl was thrust into her mouth again and, after it was filled, she car­ried it back to her mas­ter. He took it from her, looked at its con­tents and smiled ap­prov­ingly but, be­fore she had a chance to do any­thing, an­other bowl was forced into her mouth. She went to the serving table and crawled back again and again, each time the bowl was filled to over­flow­ing with splash­ing soup. Her ripped dress trailed at her sides and her reddened breasts stung as she went from Brother to Brother car­ry­ing their bowls in her mouth.

	Whenever they were not pleased she was held again and beaten. She was forced to con­tinue un­til they had all been served and then she was ordered to kneel in a corner and wait for fur­ther or­ders.

	Maria curled up in the corner of the din­ing room while all the Broth­ers ate their soup. She pushed her hands between her thighs and felt the warmth of her soft cunt. Her fin­gers played around its edges and pulled long­ingly at her erect clit­oris; it stung from the beat­ing it had taken but the de­light that it caused when she played with it was in­tense. She wanted to be beaten again, she wanted to serve the food and be treated like a slave.

	Soon the Broth­ers wanted more serving and the whole pro­cess star­ted again. She crawled around the din­ing room with the bowl in her mouth, serving their food and tak­ing her pun­ish­ment whenever she spilled any­thing from their bowls. She felt des­per­ately ashamed and wretched but also des­per­ately ex­cited and suf­fused with over­whelm­ing pleas­ure.

	When they had fin­ished eat­ing she was dragged to the serving table. Two of the Broth­ers un­did the ropes at her wrists, then pinned her on her back on the wooden trestle. She did not think she could stand any more, her cunt was throb­bing from the pain of the beat­ing and the re­peated swell­ing of her or­gasms, and she wriggled her hips to try and pro­tect her­self, but two oth­ers held her ankles and spread her legs wide apart.

	“Total obed­i­ence!” shouted Brother Arnold. “Now, my girl, let’s test your abil­ity to be totally obed­i­ent. Who’d like to fuck the bitch first?”

	A tall Brother came for­ward.

	“We will tell you how to be fucked, bitch! You must only do what we say!” A surge of panic ran through her.

	“Yes, Brother,” she said meekly.

	“This one is go­ing to fuck you hard. He is not go­ing be gentle, he is go­ing to plunge his hard cock in­side you and fuck you un­til he comes. Is that al­right bitch? What did you say?”

	“Yes, Brother.”

	“Yes, what?”

	“Yes, he will fuck me hard un­til he comes.”

	“Good.” The cock plunged straight into her cunt, driv­ing it­self deep into her va­gina in one sud­den thrust. Maria yelled as she felt its thick base for­cing the lips of her cunt wide apart. Then it drew back slightly but quickly thrust again and im­me­di­ately spur­ted a hot stream of se­men deeply in­side her. As he drew it out the se­men trailed from the end of his cock and dribbled stick­ily down the in­sides of her thighs.

	“Who’s next my Broth­ers?”

	An­other came for­ward and Maria was spread even wider. The Brother lif­ted his robe and held his hard cock in front of her open cunt, squeez­ing it tightly un­til the swollen purple glans spread out wide at the sides.

	“Open up for the next one bitch!”

	He rammed it in and she gasped. The edges of his flared glans squashed hard against her in­ner la­bia as it plunged deeply in­side her. She felt her va­gina pulled by its edges as he thrust her rap­idly, then an­other spurt of se­men and he drew it out, drip­ping the rem­nants of his or­gasm across her legs.

	“More bitch?”

	She did not speak.

	“I said, more bitch?”

	“Yes, Brother, yes, more.”

	“Give the bitch some more! The dirty slut wants more! Give it to her my Broth­ers!”

	An­other ap­proached and rammed his cock into her. He fin­ished quickly and, while he was still wip­ing the sticky end against her legs, an­other pushed him aside and stuck a massive erec­tion in. Maria yelled be­cause it was so big. This time, when it began to surge with spunk, the Brother drew it out and let it spurt across her stom­ach, where it ran in hot floods and com­pletely soaked her.

	The next was in­side. She felt her clit­oris stand­ing out and rub­bing against the veins on the cock as it thrust at her. She yelled again but this time she was yelling for more, she wanted more fuck­ing.

	“More! More!” she shouted.

	Every time she de­man­ded more an­other cock plunged into her wide­spread cunt. She strained her arms and legs as they were held fast, and she stretched her fin­gers wide and as each cock thrust in­side her, and as the se­men ran hotly into the depths of her va­gina, she shouted louder and more frantic­ally.

	“Give me more! An­other dick! Stick it in!” She heard her words and they in­flamed her. She stretched her fin­gers wider and felt the blood pound­ing through her wrists as they were pinned to the top of the table.

	“Here, here, in my hands! I want dicks in my hands.” Then she felt the hot stiff­ness of a cock drop across her out­stretched fin­gers and she grabbed it, then the other hand was filled and, as she screamed with pleas­ure, she pulled at her wrists and her ankles and raised her pel­vis high to re­ceive the next one.

	“In my mouth! In my mouth! Deep in my mouth. More!” Her mouth was filled and she sucked wildly at the throb­bing cock that was thrust in.

	“More! An­other. Fuck me! Fuck me! I want more to suck! Give me an­other!” An­other cock squeezed into her mouth and her lips were forced wide un­der the pres­sure, she sucked them both and wanked the ones in her hands, and all the time she was fucked by cock after cock. Her body lurched and strained and she felt the des­per­ate heat of pleas­ure as it surged through her limbs and streamed over her flesh. She could not get enough, she choked as she tried to shout for more and an­other cock fin­ished in her face. She wanted her arse filled and she wanted beat­ing while she held onto the cocks in her hands, she wanted to feel the deep fuck­ing in­side her cunt, she wanted so much more and they were not sat­is­fy­ing her. She struggled and sucked and fucked as madly as she could and or­gasms spilled through her like ravaging tor­rents but still she had not had enough.

	Then, for a mo­ment, her mouth was open and not filled and she yelled and screamed at them for more, then it was filled again and she choked as one of them ran deeply down her throat, she spit it out and screamed for more but her words were lost to her howls and screams.

	Then there was a strange si­lence, the Broth­ers had fucked her enough. Maria lay, un­res­trained, on the trestle, still spread out and covered with sticky se­men. It ran across her thighs, over her stom­ach and breasts, covered her face, ran from her mouth and dripped in sticky strands from her hair. As she panted and growled, her pel­vis kept thrust­ing out for more and the heat in her cunt was still un­sat­is­fied.

	Then she heard Father Thomas call­ing her over. His voice soun­ded gentle and for­giv­ing and she went and crouched be­fore him. He res­ted his hands on her wet hair and sighed heav­ily.

	“Oh my child. I won­der if you can ever be saved? Your fantas­ies are so ter­rible and your de­sires are so strong. Even liv­ing your fantas­ies does not seem to sat­isfy you. Oh, my child, will I ever be able to ab­solve you?”

	He pat­ted her head and she dropped her head in des­pair, then she lay down and curled up like a faith­ful dog at his feet with her se­men soaked cheeks pressed softly against his black leather shoes. Oc­ca­sion­ally, she pushed her tongue out between her lips and licked it across the shiny leather and when she lif­ted her face to get more com­fort­able, the lace-holes left an im­pres­sion on her smooth, wet skin.

	As she dreamed about the fuck­ing she had just had, she was aroused by the feel­ing that she had wanted so much more and, as she slipped her fin­gers in­side the soft folds of her still drip­ping cunt, she wondered if Father Thomas was right.



	
CHAPTER EL­EVEN 

	Maria awoke to find her­self ly­ing on the floor of the din­ing room. When she tried to move, she found that she had been tied with a rope that led from a noose around her neck, down across her stom­ach, and to her ankles.

	“I think the slut needs a bath!” she heard someone shout­ing, then she heard Father Thomas’s voice, but it was no longer wist­ful and soft, it was angry and loud.

	“We only have today Broth­ers. The Mis­tress Les­ley has ordered me to de­liver her in a few days and she will not take kindly to a slave who is only half-trained. Do whatever you have to, but make sure she is ready!”

	Maria saw the hems of brown robes gath­er­ing around her and she was pulled to her feet. The rope tightened at her neck and she could not stand up­right. The Broth­ers lif­ted her at the el­bows. The strain from the rope at her ankles pulled hard at the back of her neck and her feet were lif­ted off the ground as they car­ried her away.

	Brother Arnold led the way as they marched her down a long cor­ridor. They stopped in front of a black door at the end and Brother Arnold grabbed her chin and lif­ted her head.

	“Well, slave, we do not have long to bring you to heel, but I know we can do it. Father Thomas has told us of your evil ways, yes, all of your evil ways, we know your fantas­ies and your ter­rible deeds and we have seen your wan­ton crav­ing for ourselves. But do not worry, we will lead you to sal­va­tion, we will show you how to be saved. Take her in Broth­ers! We know she likes to be washed, at least when she does it her­self, so first let’s clean the little bitch be­fore we take her for the train­ing she needs!”

	Maria felt frozen with fear by his words but she did not have time to think about them. Be­fore she could be­gin to un­der­stand what he meant, the door burst open and the Broth­ers car­ried her into a large, white, tiled room, it was hot and steamy and at its centre was a huge sunken bath.

	“In the bath with her, let’s get the little bitch clean!” They dragged her across the room then threw her into the steam­ing wa­ter. The breath was knocked from her as she hit the sur­face, then, as she quickly sank to the bot­tom, she was con­fused and dis­or­i­ent­ated and, when she tried, she could not stand up be­cause of her bonds. She swal­lowed some wa­ter and fought to get some breath, but she was ly­ing face down and could only gulp hope­lessly in panic. Sev­eral of the Broth­ers pulled off their robes and jumped in be­hind her, they grabbed hold of her and, just as she thought she was go­ing to drown, they lif­ted her up and held her above the sur­face. She gasped wildly and man­aged to get enough breath to start scream­ing.

	“Please, no, no, no!”

	But they took no no­tice of her cries and plunged her back down again. The wa­ter ran up her nose and into her mouth and again she fought des­per­ately for breath, then they lif­ted her out again and she gasped once more in pan­icky re­lief.

	Her frantic beg­ging for mercy went un­heeded. Two of the Broth­ers grabbed her ankles and held her up­side down in the foam­ing wa­ter. Then an­other plunged his face between her legs and stuck his tongue deeply into her cunt. She felt it go in and wanted to cry out but she did not dare open her mouth be­cause she knew it would fill with wa­ter and she would drown. Then they lif­ted her again and again she gasped and begged again for mercy.

	At last she was lif­ted up, but a Brother grabbed her from be­hind. He bent her for­ward, forced his hands between her legs, grabbed the rope that ran from her neck and pulled it down hard. Her head was snatched for­ward and her face plunged into the wa­ter. She choked and bubbles burst around her gulp­ing mouth, but he kept her face firmly un­der the wa­ter as he pushed his hard cock between her but­tocks. The stiff shaft prized them apart and the throb­bing end pressed hotly against her anus, then he re­laxed his grip on the rope and she flung her head up­wards for breath.

	It was a short re­lief.

	He only al­lowed her a single breath be­fore he grabbed the rope and pulled her face back un­der­neath the wa­ter. This time she was more pre­pared and she held her breath as he pushed the throb­bing end of his cock against the tight mus­cu­lar ring of her anus. She felt it giv­ing un­der the pres­sure and the hot tip began to enter, then he re­leased his grip on the rope and again she burst to the sur­face. She choked and gasped frantic­ally as he grabbed the back of her hair and forced her ear close to his mouth.

	“Slut! Arse-fuck­ing slut! Can you feel it? Can you feel my dick?”

	“Yes, yes, but -”

	“Good. I know you like it, that’s all I want to hear. That’s all you are al­lowed to say. Do you hear me? That’s all you are al­lowed to say.”

	“Please, what must I say?”

	He plunged her head un­der the wa­ter again and held it there for ages un­til he pulled it back, then, as she came back to the sur­face, wa­ter burst from her mouth and she choked con­vuls­ively.

	“You must only say that you want more!”

	“But please, oh, please -” He grabbed the rope and pulled her down again. This time the warm wa­ter lub­ric­ated it and his thick, hot cock slid in eas­ily. Then he re­leased the rope and again she burst to the sur­face.

	“Please -”

	“Not learnt yet have you? Scream for more you fuck­ing bitch!” He grabbed the rope again and forced his cock fur­ther in­side her arse, she wanted to gasp as she felt its hard­ness pen­et­rat­ing her but she bit down on her lips to keep her mouth tight shut. Then he let her go and yet again her panic-stricken face broke into the air.

	“Yes, more!”

	He pushed his cock in fur­ther.

	“How much more bitch?”

	“Oh more! More! More! I want it deep! Please, more, more…” He grabbed the rope again and down she went into the foam­ing wa­ter. He pushed his cock fur­ther in and she bit her lips even harder. The pres­sure in her arse was enorm­ous and she felt the stiff rod get­ting higher and higher, then the rope was re­leased.

	“More! Give me more! I want more of your dick up my arse!” He gave her more and she spluttered and choked as he grabbed the rope again and forced her head down low un­der the wa­ter. This time he pushed his cock in up to its base. She wanted to scream but knew she had to wait un­til she was re­leased, she had to hold her breath and suf­fer the deep fuck­ing un­til he de­cided to let her go. She bit down hard onto her lips but could not stop her mouth from open­ing, wa­ter ran in and she felt it wash­ing around her tongue. She pulled back against the pres­sure of the noose around her neck, but it was too tight and cut deeply into her strain­ing throat. As she held on, she felt her body filling with un­be­liev­able de­sire. It was wan­ton and bes­tial, it felt like the de­sires of an an­imal, a wolf, a ter­rible, roar­ing beast. As the noose throttled her the an­imal feel­ings grew, they em­an­ated from the tight­ness in her throat and cas­caded through her body like a gi­gantic wa­ter­fall of sexual im­ages.

	She saw cocks and spunk, she saw cunts around her mouth, she saw dicks wank­ing in her face, she saw her­self be­ing flogged with a chain un­til she begged for mercy, and she saw her­self drown­ing and still be­ing fucked as she floated dead in the wa­ter. When she came to the sur­face she could only think of one thing.

	“Give me a dick in my mouth, I must have a dick to suck. Give me more in my arse but I must have a dick!”

	One of the Broth­ers crouched down in front of her and held his stiff cock un­der the wa­ter.

	“You asked for it bitch!”

	The rope was pulled vi­ol­ently, she opened her mouth wide and her face plunged un­der the wa­ter again. The stiff cock went straight into her mouth and plugged it com­pletely. She sucked at it raven­ously, she did not think of breath­ing any more, suck­ing was breath­ing, her arse was full and she sucked at the cock un­til she felt its head at the back of her throat. It made her want to choke but she wel­comed it and pulled it in fur­ther, then she felt the hot surge of spunk up her arse, it was a huge tor­rent, and she forced the cock in her mouth right down. Then she choked and tried to pull her face above the wa­ter but she was be­ing held down too tightly.

	Then, as she thought she could not stand it any fur­ther, the cock in her arse swelled with its fi­nal burst of se­men and the rope was re­leased. She broke to the sur­face heav­ing and chok­ing and, as she fought des­per­ately to breathe again, she felt her body heat­ing up with the pres­sure of an im­mense or­gasm.

	It broke and ran through her in sear­ing, con­vuls­ive waves, her head spun gid­dily, for a mo­ment she did not know if she was alive or dead, then she shuddered all over and star­ted to scream for more.

	“More suck­ing! More fuck­ing! I want more! More! More! More!” She felt the Brother be­hind her let go and she floated out into the wa­ter, rolling over and screech­ing at the top of her voice. Then her legs were grabbed and par­ted wide and an­other cock drove hard into her open cunt, she gasped for a mo­ment and then lurched for­ward to draw it in. She sat onto it and felt its heat bury­ing deep into her soft va­gina. Then the noose pulled on her neck again and this time her head went back­wards un­der the sur­face, her mouth filled and wa­ter ran up her nos­trils. Then a cock was pushed into her mouth and then an­other, she grabbed them both between her lips and sucked them hard. Her ears were burst­ing and the fren­zied bubbles ex­ploded all around her, but this time she did not think of breath­ing, she just stayed down un­til the cocks fin­ished to­gether in a massive flood of se­men. Then the rope was re­leased and, even as she was suck­ing the last drops of spunk across her tongue, she burst to the sur­face.

	“Fuck her, Broth­ers,” shouted Brother Arnold. “Fuck the bitch un­til she can take no more!”

	“Give it to me,” she shouted. “I want fuck­ing with every cock and I want to suck them all as well. More! More!”

	She was rolled over in the foam­ing wa­ter and an­other stiff cock pen­et­rated her cunt at the same time as a huge one was forced into her arse. She yelped for an in­stant but was dragged back chok­ing un­der the sur­face where her mouth was filled with two more eager cocks.

	Maria felt the last cock drain into her arse as the rope eased for the last time. She floated on the sur­face of the wa­ter, giddy and ex­hausted, with her legs apart and her mouth filled with sticky spunk, she felt com­pletely dis­sip­ated, then she heard Father Thomas shout­ing.

	“Is there no lim­its to your sin­ful­ness my child? I have watched you be­ing rav­aged, I have seen you rev­el­ling in your evil fantas­ies. What must I do to train you and make you ready for slavery? You are such a slut! I al­most des­pair with you.”

	She pulled her­self to the edge of the bath and laid her el­bows over the tiled sides.

	“Can you for­give me Father? Can I ever be saved?”

	“Not yet my child. Brother Arnold, you know your task! This slut needs more work. Take her!”

	“Oh please Father, please, what must I do? The more I suf­fer the more I want to suf­fer and the more pain I have the more de­sires I have. Oh Father, can I ever be saved?”

	“Per­haps your suf­fer­ing has not been enough. Brother Arnold! Take her!” Brother Arnold reached down, grabbed her arms and hois­ted her from the bath. Her na­ked body dripped as she stood on its edge and her hair stuck in wet strands across her face. Some se­men dripped from the edge of her mouth and she licked it with her tongue.

	“Enough, you evil bitch! Take her!”

	Brother Arnold grasped her by the hair and dragged her out into the cor­ridor. He closed the door be­hind him and pinned her roughly against the wall, he pressed his face close to hers, he was red with an­ger and she shrunk back in fear as his hot breath blew across her wet face.

	“We have never failed with any­one yet bitch and we are not go­ing to fail with you! Have no doubt slut, we will make you into a slave be­fore you leave us. What will you be?”

	He grabbed her by the throat and squeezed it tightly, she could barely speak and her eyes widened with ter­ror.

	“What will you be, bitch?”

	“A slave!”

	“Yes, a fuck­ing hu­mi­li­ated slave. We will knock the pleas­ure out of you! We will make you crawl and beg. We will make you serve your mas­ters and never think of your own pleas­ures again. What will you be?”

	“Please, a slave. Please sir, I will be a slave, a sla -” He yanked her by the hair and hauled her away down the dark cor­ridor. The other Broth­ers fol­lowed, one of them was hold­ing a strain­ing mastiff on a long leather leash. It pulled at its lead and its teeth dripped with saliva. Maria cried out as the huge dog barked be­hind her and she felt its hot breath pant­ing on her still wet calves as she was pulled along.

	Brother Arnold lugged her roughly down some steep stairs and she stumbled and fell. The mastiff barked loudly and snarled at her as she struggled to re­gain her bal­ance. She was too slow and Brother Arnold held her up off the ground by her hair and she screamed in pain.

	“Good, that’s what we want to hear!”

	As they went down the stairs she could hear a loud rum­bling sound and feel and in­creas­ing heat. By the time they reached a huge, steel door, she was sweat­ing with the heat and the noise was al­most un­bear­able. One of the Broth­ers flung open the door and Brother Arnold dragged her in­side. Fluor­es­cent lights flashed on and Maria was dazzled by their bright­ness.

	“Open your eyes bitch! See what awaits you!” Slowly, she opened her eyes and as she looked around she saw that she was in the boiler room. The ceil­ing was covered with a tangle of dif­fer­ently col­oured hot pipes of vary­ing thick­ness and in the centre stood a flamed a huge boiler. Steam bil­lowed from joints in the pipes and valves at­tached to the boiler and the heat was in­cred­ible.

	Brother Arnold shouted some­thing but she could not hear him for the ter­rible hiss­ing of steam, the loud roar from the burn­ers of the boiler and the snarling and bark­ing of the mastiff that still snapped at her calves. Then she felt hands hold­ing her arms and drag­ging her for­ward to­wards the roar­ing boiler.

	Sweat dripped from her skin as she got nearer. She felt the heat scorch­ing her face and she tried to pull away. Fear ran through her, she was aware of her na­ked­ness and the men’s bod­ies around her, but any sense of pleas­ure had evap­or­ated with the hot steam pour­ing from the huge fur­nace. Even the pinch­ing of her arms as they forced her for­ward and the feel­ing of ter­rible cap­tiv­ity brought no de­light.

	She was over­come with ter­ror and felt at last, amongst all the tur­moil of noise and heat, that her fantas­ies had been re­moved, that her pleas­ures had been drawn from her and that at last she could be saved. Even as she was dragged for­ward to­wards the ter­rible thing she felt a sense of ela­tion, just the thought that at last she might be saved from her ter­rible sin­ful­ness gave her a new sense of hope and joy.

	But as they flung her against the side of the boiler and her breasts were squashed against the as­bes­tos coat­ing that en­cased it, she screamed in pain and her ex­cite­ment turned again to fear. As they pressed her hard against the boiler, she felt she could not bear it and tried to pull back, but she was held too tight. She screamed louder and heard her cries join­ing the wild bark­ing of the mastiff that strained at its leash be­hind her.

	Her hair pulled out in long wet strands as streams of sweat poured down her face. It ran down her neck and onto her flattened breasts, she felt it on the in­sides of her thighs and drain­ing down to the soft flesh of her cunt, but even that gave her no joy. She screamed again in pain and fear.

	Then one of the Broth­ers tied cords around her wrists and threw them over some of the pipes that trailed in the ceil­ing. Oth­ers pulled the cords up and she was hauled up onto tip­toe. Sweat ran down her arms and her armpits swilled with its hot mois­ture, from there it streamed down the sides of her chest, past her taut waist and into the crevice of her but­tocks. The cords were pulled even tighter and she felt her toes lif­ted off the ground, the mastiff barked loudly and the Brother hold­ing him strained to keep him un­der con­trol.

	Maria’s full weight hung on the cords as she re­volved in a slow, sick­en­ing spin. As she turned help­lessly on her bonds she saw the group of Broth­ers stand­ing near the door, Brother Arnold near the boiler with two oth­ers and the Brother with the strain­ing mastiff on the op­pos­ite side.

	The two Broth­ers nearest the boiler bent down and opened the fire door. She flinched as a ter­rific burst of heat blew out from the hot fur­nace, scorch­ing her cheeks and singe­ing her hair. She screamed as loud as she could, she wanted to let them know that she felt no pleas­ure, she wanted to tell them that she was filled with fear and that she would be their slave and do only their bid­ding. She wanted to tell them that she no longer felt her own de­sires and that her only de­sire was to serve, to be pun­ished and suf­fer hu­mi­li­ation at their hands, but she could only say one thing.

	“Slave! Slave! Slave! Slave!”

	She kept shout­ing it at the top of her voice, but the hiss­ing of the es­cap­ing steam, the roar­ing of the blaz­ing fur­nace, and the bark­ing of the wild mastiff stifled everything. Fi­nally, her shout­ing faded away com­pletely as she spun faster on the cords and be­came dizzy and dis­or­i­ent­ated. The im­ages of the room got more and more con­fused, she could see the drool­ing fangs of the bark­ing dog and thought of how she had seen Father Thomas like that and it made her feel so guilty. She saw Brother Arnold wav­ing his arms and shout­ing and she wanted to crawl at his feet and serve him in any way he com­manded. She saw two Broth­ers prob­ing some­thing in­side the open door of the blaz­ing fur­nace, and she wanted to beg to be their ser­vant and carry their food and wash their feet. Then she saw them pulling some­thing out of the fur­nace and she wanted them to plunge her into the sea and drown her. Then the mastiff barked even louder and as he strained at his leash and snapped up at her feet her de­sire to serve and be hu­mi­li­ated over­whelmed her.

	Then she felt her hips be­ing grabbed and the spin­ning stopped. She could not see any­thing for a few seconds, everything was still spin­ning, but, as she be­came less dizzy and her eyes be­came less blurred, she saw that the two Broth­ers were hold­ing two long rods of metal the ends of which were red from be­ing held in the fur­nace. The mastiff barked un­con­trol­lably and she felt fin­ger­nails dig­ging into her hips, but she had no strength or de­sire to pull away. The hot rods came closer and she could see the Broth­ers leer­ing at her as they ap­proached.

	The fin­gers around her hips dug even deeper and she shrieked in pain as she was spun around to face the group of Broth­ers. The mastiff jumped for­ward on his lead but the Brother just man­aged to re­strain him and she hung in na­ked ter­ror wait­ing to sub­mit to their tor­ture. Then she felt a sear­ing pain against her bot­tom.

	At first it just shocked her, but by the time she had real­ised the shock it turned into the most ex­cru­ci­at­ing pain she had ever felt.

	Maria yelled as her whole body tightened in agony and hor­ror as the hot rods bit into her, brand­ing her. She saw the open jaws of the mastiff and mo­ment­ar­ily thought again of Father Thomas, then an­other hot iron burned into her skin and she could think of noth­ing but suf­fer­ing. She yelled again and saw the jaws of wild beasts bait­ing and ter­ror­ising her, then an­other stab from a red-hot iron and an­other wave of pain, but this time she did not scream, she just opened her mouth and began to drool. She felt her spit drib­bling out and she watched the mastiff as he snarled and growled be­fore her, then an­other pier­cing stab in her but­tocks and she began to growl and snarl back. She ex­posed her teeth and snarled again and, as she did, she felt a shud­der of joy run through her limbs, she tried to ig­nore it, she tried to pre­tend it was not there, but she could not res­ist it.

	An­other burn­ing stab from a red-hot iron sizzled in her skin and she snarled even more. She growled and dribbled and the shud­der of joy began to run into a con­tinu­ous wave of ec­stasy. How could she have thought she could be saved? Then an­other stab and she felt her legs widen­ing, and then an­other and the soft flesh of her la­bia swelled at her beau­ti­ful open­ing. Then an­other and she felt her clit­oris prob­ing at the front of her fleshy crack, and she snarled and dribbled and star­ted howl­ing even more.

	Then the burn­ing stopped and she waited, drop­ping her eyes and snarling like a ra­bid wolf. Why had they stopped? She did not know or care and she spit at the mastiff and wanted to get to him and wrestle him to the ground, she wanted to show him that she was his new mas­ter and when she spat again he growled back an­grily. Then she fell to the ground as the cords were re­leased.

	The mastiff lurched for­ward and she smelt his breath. She turned her face and bared her teeth. He barked frantic­ally as he was pulled back, the leash hardly seemed strong enough to hold him, but Maria did not care, she was an an­imal now and she wanted to take him on. Even the pain of the brand­ing had not beaten her de­sires, and, as she crouched on her hands and knees and snarled at all the Broth­ers, her clit­oris swelled even more and her cunt ran wet­ter than ever. Then she felt a lash across her back.

	Crack!

	Brother Arnold stood above her with a black leather bull whip. Its end curled in the air as he pulled it back again.

	Crack!

	Maria dipped her back as it landed hard across her.

	Crack!

	She dipped again and this time her legs opened a little.

	Crack!

	An­other ter­rible lash and the tip of the bull whip cracked with heat as it singed her back. She felt her cunt get­ting hot­ter. Now she knew she could not be saved, there was noth­ing that could sup­press her de­sire for pleas­ure. She wanted more lash­ing, more hu­mi­li­ation and more pain.

	Crack! Crack!

	Two more pain­ful cracks across her back and she braced her­self to take them. They stung her ter­ribly but she bent up higher.

	Crack! Crack! Crack!

	Three more and with each one she raised her back up even more. The pain was ter­rible but the de­light of it made her growl even louder. She did not want to scream any more and she dropped heav­ily to her el­bows, lif­ted her back as high as she could and snarled and drooled.

	Crack! Crack! Crack!

	She took them all, rub­bing her breasts against the rough stone floor and feel­ing her hard nipples scrap­ing against the flag­stones. She wanted them pinched and bit­ten, she wanted to of­fer them to the mastiff, she wanted him to bite them and suck them and feed from them. Her cunt swelled between the in­sides of her thighs and she opened her legs more. She could feel her outer la­bia beat­ing with the en­gor­ging blood and mas­sa­ging her hardened clit­oris and as she opened her legs even more, her clit­oris was in­flamed with the mas­sa­ging edges of her soft flesh.

	Crack! Crack! Crack!

	She opened her legs un­til they would spread no fur­ther, then sud­denly dropped her hips to the floor and rolled onto her back. She splayed her legs wide and ex­posed the throb­bing flesh of her widen­ing, na­ked cunt. She forced her legs as wide as they could go and stared up at Brother Arnold as he stood above her with the bull whip in his hand. She was not sub­mit­ting to him but, with her wide-eyed gaze, some­how com­mand­ing him, as she looked down at her cunt and then back up at him. She opened her mouth but could not form any words so just screamed.

	Crack! Crack! Crack!

	The tip of the bull whip snapped across the soft flesh of her cunt. She writhed with joy and screamed in an ec­stasy of pain. She felt the spit foam­ing from her mouth and blew it from her lips in gap­ing screeches of ex­hil­ar­a­tion. She forced her hands down and pulled back her outer la­bia, they were hot and swollen and she peeled them back with her grasp­ing fin­gers ex­pos­ing the wet, pink en­trance to her va­gina. She wanted more pain, her de­sires were so great but so con­fused, she was so in­flamed and she wanted to be fucked by the sav­age lash­ing of the whip.

	Crack!

	She opened them wider.

	Crack!

	She pulled them back some more and felt the burn­ing crack of the whip sting­ing the in­sides of her cunt.

	Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

	She rose up and was seized with an over­power­ing or­gasm, no scream could ex­press it, no snarl could al­low it to be re­leased, she was con­sumed by it. She felt the in­ner edges of her cunt throb­bing in between her fin­gers as pulses of wet­ness poured from her dis­ten­ded va­gina and down the in­sides of her legs. She was com­pletely dis­sip­ated and she pulled at her cunt roughly and poked her fin­gers deeply in­side in a vain at­tempt to draw out her lust.



	
CHAPTER TWELVE 

	Maria was only vaguely aware of be­ing thrown into the back of the van. She lay cower­ing on the bare metal floor as it bounced along the road in dark­ness. As it came back into the city the street lights flashed in­ter­mit­tent streams of light in through the muddy win­dows in the back doors. She stretched on her back and, in the flick­er­ing light, saw the red stripes from the whip raised an­grily on the in­sides of her thighs.

	After a while the van stopped, she was dragged out roughly and pulled down into the muddy hole where she was chained to the iron grill. All night, Maria clung to the bars of the gate, her na­ked body shiv­er­ing with cold as she stood up to her ankles in the sloppy mud, wa­ter drip­ping from the edges of the hole, run­ning into her hair and down her face. She hung there, alone and fear­ful un­til the morn­ing but, even when it be­came light, the hole stayed in the shad­ows and she moaned in des­per­a­tion.

	She thought of everything that had happened to her and began to sob. She hoped that someone would come to her res­cue but, as it star­ted to get dark again, she real­ised that her situ­ation was hope­less. She tried to stretch her arms but she was too tightly bound and she bowed her head in pain­ful and resigned misery.

	In the dark­ness she felt her­self doz­ing off and began to dream of cap­tiv­ity. She ima­gined she was bound to the back of a wild stal­lion as it gal­loped across open fields. She saw her na­ked body pulled down tight across its sweaty back, her legs were strained wide and a leather thong pulled her ankles tight be­neath its girth. Her arms were drawn for­ward and bound with a leather leash be­neath the an­imal’s thick neck, her face was pressed hard against its hot flesh and her reddened cheeks smacked against it as it leapt over fences and through muddy streams.

	Every move­ment it made was trans­mit­ted into her bruised body, she felt its gal­lop­ing hooves on the ground and the snort­ing from its flared nos­trils. Her limbs were pulled roughly by the flex­ing of its mighty muscles as it took off over a hedge, and then by the shock in its flanks as it landed back down again. The move­ments spread through her flattened breasts and through the smooth skin of her tossed about face but mostly it came through her cunt that was splayed out across the broad­ness of the huge an­imal’s back.

	The soft folds of her outer la­bia squeezed down against the spiky hairs on the horse’s back. When it jumped her cunt opened wider and the in­ner leaves felt the pres­sure from its shoulders and the sting­ing from its bristly hairs. As her cunt got wet­ter she felt her clit­oris en­gor­ging un­der the sen­sa­tion of rough­ness that the pound­ing caused and, as it grew and pressed down more, she felt the in­side edges of her va­gina open­ing and search­ing for the prickly ends of the coarse sweat smeared hair.

	She waited anxiously for each new lunge and every time pulled her­self tighter onto the heav­ing an­imal. She felt her face flush­ing with over­bear­ing ex­cite­ment and she felt the wet­ness from her cunt run­ning warmly against the in­sides of her splayed out thighs and she star­ted to bite the tousled mane of the gal­lop­ing beast…

	Then she star­ted, opened her eyes wide and banged her head against the grill. Someone had their hand between her but­tocks and was prob­ing the edges of her cunt!

	“Is this the one?”

	Maria turned and saw that it was a tall, dark haired young man dressed in leather who was feel­ing her. Father Thomas stood in the shad­ows a little fur­ther back.

	“Yes, that’s her, Maria, I’m not sure whether she is ready, but she is wanted so I have got to send her. Make sure that you ar­range for her to get the train­ing we agreed on the way. Lay it on like I said and no mis­takes now. Take her by the nor­mal route and I will meet you at the docks as usual. I will take her on from there. I will be tak­ing Caleb with me and that fool Kirk – the Mis­tress Les­ley says he will make a ‘use­ful ad­di­tion’ if noth­ing else.”

	“Nice cunt,” said the young man push­ing his fin­gers into Maria’s va­gina, “very nice, she must have been think­ing of some­thing good, she’s very wet.”

	He pulled his fin­gers out of her va­gina then thrust his hand fur­ther between her legs and felt her clit­oris.

	“I think she’s ready for a fuck right now. What do you think Maria? Fancy a fuck be­fore we set off?”

	“There is not much time if we are to keep to sched­ule, so you had bet­ter get go­ing.”

	The young man drew his hand away from Maria’s cunt and slapped her play­fully on the bot­tom.

	“Come on boys, let’s get go­ing!”

	Sev­eral men came down into the hole and star­ted to un­tie Maria from the grill. They were all dressed in mo­tor­cycle leath­ers and, as they stretched up to undo her, the smooth leather pressed against her na­ked skin. Its cold­ness made her shiver and she gasped when some sil­ver studs on one of the jack­ets stuck into her shoulder. When the ropes at her wrists were un­done she slumped down ex­hausted. Two of the men caught her in their arms and held her un­til her ankles were re­leased, one of them grasped her breasts and squeezed them hard. Then they dragged her out of the muddy hole and onto the pave­ment.

	She looked up to see a group of large mo­tor­cycles with more men dressed in black leather stand­ing around them. Some of the en­gines were tick­ing over and one of them was be­ing revved by a blonde haired man with a ring in his nose who called out over the noise of the en­gines.

	“Come on you bas­tards, let’s be off, we can make a night of it.” Maria was pulled over to a large black mo­tor­cycle that had an open side­car fit­ted, she hung onto the men’s arms and star­ted to shake with fear.

	“Stick her in, let’s get go­ing!”

	They lif­ted her up and held her for a mo­ment above the top of the side-car, there was no seat in­side, only roughly painted metal and the tangled tu­bu­lar steel of its chassis.

	“Not that way you fuck­ing idi­ots, head first!” She gasped as they tipped her na­ked body up­side down and thrust her head­long into the side-car, banging her head against the tubes of the chassis as it was forced down into the nose-cone. Two of them bent her legs and an­other held her waist up, she felt like a cap­ture an­imal as her legs were squeezed in­side and pressed down roughly un­til only her up­turned but­tocks stood up from the body of the side-car. She was ter­ri­fied as her face was forced crookedly against the body­work and she coughed as she in­haled the sick­en­ing smell of oil and leather. Then she felt some straps be­ing pulled tight across her back and she was pressed down even fur­ther as they were se­cured to the sides.

	“Nice arse!” one of them shouted and she felt an­other hard smack across her bot­tom as the en­gines began to rev loudly.

	“And I see she’s got a name, Maria!”

	Then an­other smack, this time right across her still sting­ing brand, then, with a jerk, she felt the mo­tor­cycle pull away and roar off.

	Maria could just see through a small hole in the front of the side-car. She watched the flash­ing street lamps and the head­lights of traffic as the mo­tor­cycles ca­reered at break­neck speed through the streets and out onto the main road. Her but­tocks stuck up out of the side-car and she felt the cold air as it blew across her taut skin. She was trapped so tightly that she could not move her head and her arms were pushed up un­der her breasts. Some­times the mo­tor­cycle went around corners so fast that the side-car lif­ted off the ground and she thought she was go­ing to be killed. Then the road went dark as they drove on through the night in a noisy, frantic con­voy. Every so of­ten one of the mo­tor cycles pulled in front and Maria could see its rider lean­ing back and ges­tur­ing, then it would drop back and pull along­side. Once, one of the mo­tor­cycles banged into the side of the side-car and she screamed in fear as her face was crushed against the tu­bu­lar chassis. Then she saw some lights ahead and the con­voy pulled off the main road and into a brightly lit cafe car park.

	After rev­ving loudly the en­gines stopped. Maria felt her heart pound­ing with fear as she waited in the dark­ness. She heard the riders prop­ping up their bikes, shout­ing to each other and laugh­ing. Above the sound of her pound­ing heart, she could hear lor­ries passing on the main road and as they went past the flash of their head­lights threw some light across the car park and the mo­tor­cycles glistened against the black Tar­mac.

	Maria felt very frightened, she was ter­ri­fied by what might hap­pen to her and her skin tingled with fear and dread. She felt so cap­tured and alone and her heart thumped even louder as she breathed rap­idly against the in­side of the side-car. Through her small spy­hole she saw that all the mo­tor­cyc­lists were dressed in black leather and some had chains hanging from their waists or droop­ing from the pad­ded shoulders of their jack­ets. They walked around their mo­tor­cycles, push­ing and jost­ling each other, some took their hel­mets off and hung them on the ends of their handle­bars, then they con­greg­ated around the side-car and star­ted laugh­ing and jok­ing about the po­s­i­tion that she was in. She felt com­pletely hu­mi­li­ated as they prod­ded her bot­tom and poked their fin­gers around the in­sides of her up­turned thighs. She tried to twist her­self away from their prob­ing but it was im­possible.

	Then she felt the straps that held her down be­ing eased. Though she was quak­ing with fear, she felt re­lieved as they slackened and she could move again. She pulled her face away from the body­work of the side-car and tried to wriggle her­self out but her antics made the men laugh and jeer and she felt over­whelm­ingly ashamed.

	“Look at the bitch’s arse wiggle!”

	“See her cunt though, what a beauty!”

	“Look how the bitch squirms, what a cunt!” Maria felt like cry­ing as they taunted and hu­mi­li­ated her, but even though she wanted to hide away, she pressed her hands against the front of the in­side of the side-car and tried to force her­self out.

	“Hey Jacko, she’s try­ing to get free!”

	“Just get the bitch out, I need some­thing to drink.” She felt hands pulling at her and she was lif­ted bod­ily out of the side-car. She cried out and tried to wriggle free but the men hold­ing her only laughed. She felt their hands all over her na­ked body and her arms and legs be­ing pulled all ways as they ar­gued to gain con­trol of her like beasts con­test­ing their prey.

	“Come on you fuck­ing mor­ons, just bring it in­side,” com­manded Jacko.

	“She’s got no clothes on, the fuck­ing bitch is na­ked, how can we take her in there?”

	“Just bring the fuck­ing bitch and if any­body wants to ar­gue I think I can per­suade them it’s OK.”

	One of the men, tall with black hair and a sil­ver chain hanging from the shoulder of his jacket, grabbed her breasts from be­hind and snatched her away from the oth­ers. He held her off the ground and began car­ry­ing her to­wards the cafe. As his hands gripped her breasts tightly, his fin­ger­nails dug into her soft skin and she thrashed her legs about to get free, but he was much too strong for her to even loosen his pain­ful grasp.

	“Fuck­ing firm tits!” he kept say­ing as he squeezed them roughly and marched across the car park hold­ing her up like a prize.

	“OK, put the bitch down now, but keep hold of her, we don’t want to lose her do we?”

	The man car­ry­ing Maria let her down ab­ruptly to the floor, her knees sagged as she felt her own weight again and she hung her head, but straight away Jacko grabbed her chin and turned her face to­wards his.

	“This will make sure you don’t get away from us.” He dangled a shiny chain in front of her and she pulled back, her eyes wide and filled with fear.

	“Oh please, I can’t stand any more. Please.” Jacko ig­nored her.

	“Pretty? Pretty? Pretty little chain for a pretty little neck?” he taunted as he swung the chain from side to side and it glistened in the lights that came from the in­side of the cafe. Then he turned around to the oth­ers, sud­denly seem­ing to hear what she had said.

	“Can’t stand any more? What’s that bitch? A pretty little bitch like you? Can’t stand no more?”

	He reached for­ward with the chain, pulled one end through a ring that was fixed to the other and, in one quick move­ment, dropped it as a noose over her head and around her neck. She gasped as she felt its cold­ness en­circle her throat, then she cried out as he tugged it tight and it cut into her skin. He snatched it tighter and pulled her face close to his own. She spluttered and choked and tried to reach up to ease the strain at her throat but he would not re­lease her. Then he snatched it hard again as if to tell her to drop her hands. She saw the men­ace in his eyes, dropped her hands and stood limply, hardly able to breathe.

	“Right, let’s get some­thing to drink.”

	Jacko pulled at the chain and dragged Maria be­hind him like a dog, the oth­ers fol­lowed, still laugh­ing and push­ing each other rowdily. The smoke filled cafe was filled with men at small tables covered in plates of food and mugs of tea. A blonde haired young wo­man wear­ing an ap­ron stood be­hind the serving counter. Every­one turned and stared as the group entered, there was a mo­ment’s si­lence, then the men at the tables star­ted point­ing and laugh­ing as they saw Maria be­ing trailed be­hind Jacko on the chain.

	“Got your­self a fine dog there.”

	“I think it’s a bitch.”

	“Lovely little tits!”

	Jacko walked straight between the tables and dropped his el­bows on the counter, hold­ing the chain up to his chin and tug­ging at it lazily. Maria stood closely be­hind him in an at­tempt to keep the chain slack, then she bent her face against the leather shoulder-pad of his jacket and shivered nervously. Jacko ordered some drinks and waited.

	He ig­nored the stares and taunts of the men at the tables and cas­u­ally twirled the end of the now slack chain between his fin­gers. Maria sniffed at the leather of his jacket and felt aroused by its an­imal smell, she bent her head closer, touched it with the tip of her nose and, as she in­haled deeply, she felt a surge of an­ti­cip­a­tion flow through her na­ked body.

	Like an an­imal, she breathed in the scent again and opened her mouth so that she could taste it on her tongue, then she drew closer and licked her tongue out slightly un­til it just glanced the sur­face of the shiny black leather. She felt her limbs tight­en­ing and the blood run­ning fast through her ex­cited veins as she laid her tongue flatly onto the leather and licked it with long slurp­ing strokes. She felt her spit drib­bling over her lower lip and licked it up keenly as she made longer, wet­ter strokes with her eager tongue.

	The girl be­hind the counter brought the drinks and laid them down in front of Jacko. She stared quiz­zically at Maria lick­ing the jacket but looked quickly away as Jacko caught her stare.

	Maria stood back for a mo­ment but then real­ised that Jacko was some­how pro­tect­ing her, shield­ing her from the stare of the girl, and she bent for­ward again and car­ried on lick­ing the jacket. She knew that she was go­ing to be sub­jec­ted to more tor­ture and en­slave­ment, but this time she was start­ing to feel the ex­cite­ment be­fore it even star­ted.

	She was wait­ing for Jacko to start things, she wanted to urge him to get on with it; she could hardly wait, she felt the an­imal in­side her already de­mand­ing sat­is­fac­tion. She licked harder at the jacket and worked her drip­ping tongue up onto the col­lar and then onto Jacko’s tat­tooed neck. She tasted his skin, it was oily and sweet, and she lapped at it en­thu­si­ast­ic­ally. He did not shy away and she felt him sens­ing her need to be both vi­ol­ated and ful­filled, she began to feel like his lover and wanted to whis­per all her needs into his ear.

	Then the room broke into a clam­our of noise and activ­ity. One of the mo­tor­cycle gang, a fat man with a wide leather belt, was ar­guing with one of the men at a table. Jacko turned and shouted.

	“OK, you’d bet­ter get your bids in, we’ve a nice prize for you, and, if what I’ve been told is right, she will do any­thing, ab­so­lutely any­thing.”

	Maria’s feel­ing of safety evap­or­ated as the chain tugged tightly at her neck and Jacko led her into the centre of the cafe.

	“What do you think of this? Firm tits, beau­ti­ful arse and look at that shaved cunt! She’s a clean-shaven bitch to be sure!”

	He spun her around on the end of the chain as if her was selling some­thing in a mar­ket and the men ogled and poin­ted like ex­cited pur­chasers.

	“Any­thing! Yes, any­thing!”

	The men star­ted shout­ing what they would like to do and offered vari­ous amounts of money for the pleas­ure.

	“Yes, yes,” said Jacko try­ing to calm them. “Fuck­ing, whip­ping, and she’ll suck you un­til you die, but this is a spe­cial prize, she’s go­ing to want more pleas­ing than just that!”

	He dragged a spare chair to the middle of the cafe and sat down on it. Maria stumbled as the chain pulled tightly at her throat, she choked and went to grab the noose to loosen it but Jacko snatched it hard to stop her. She had learnt the sig­nal and dropped her hands obed­i­ently. Jacko put the end of the chain in his mouth and held it there while he un­did the zip of his leather jeans. He lif­ted him­self slightly off the chair and pulled them down to­gether with his un­der­pants un­til they curled up loosely onto the tops of his heavy leather boots. His cock fell onto the top of his left thigh, it was large and the glans was already swollen and prob­ing out through the loose flesh of his fore­skin.

	“Lick it slave,” he ordered as he tugged Maria’s face to­wards it.

	She lowered her face obed­i­ently and held out her tongue, its tip touched the swollen glans and she drooled spit onto it. As drips of spittle fell from the end of her tongue she licked them back care­fully into her mouth, tast­ing the salty tang that lay on the hot flesh of his grow­ing cock. She licked it more then slowly fol­ded her lips around it and began to suck. It felt beau­ti­fully warm in her mouth and the glans swelled heav­ily onto her tongue as she sucked it hard and probed the tip of her tongue into the open­ing at its end. She wanted to hold it in her hands but did not dare un­less she was ordered.

	“Wet­ter! Wet­ter! Get suck­ing you bitch, it needs to be wet­ter than that!” Im­me­di­ately she sucked harder onto the now hard and throb­bing cock and she pushed it from side to side in­side her mouth. She mas­saged it with the spit that lay in­side the edges of her cheeks and she drooled around the shaft as she drew her mouth up and down, clos­ing her eyes and feel­ing its warmth prob­ing to­wards the back of her throat.

	“Enough!”

	He snatched the chain and her face was pulled away vi­ol­ently. She wanted more and looked at him long­ingly as spit dribbled freely from her open mouth.

	“Turn around and bend over bitch!”

	His words caused a thrill of ex­cite­ment to run through her thighs and hips and she felt her cunt moisten­ing in an­ti­cip­a­tion. The words he used and the pulling of the chain were enough to make it wet but the thought of his cock made it drip. She turned obed­i­ently and waited for her or­ders, hop­ing she could suck his cock for longer and take it deeper into her throat, then some of the oth­ers grabbed her wrists roughly and her arms were pulled out wide. Jacko looked down at his cock, it was fully stiffened and the veins pulsated on its long, hard shaft as Maria’s spit ran freely down from the swollen glans.

	“Sit on it slave!”

	She did not hes­it­ate and bent slightly for­ward against the strain of the chain and the pres­sure of the hands around her wrists. Her but­tocks widened and she bent them to­wards the throb­bing cock, the outer lips of her cunt par­ted and glistened as she lowered them down. She felt the heat from his cock as her cunt got closer and she pulled her neck for­ward against the chain and felt its gag­ging tight­ness at her throat.

	“Your arse bitch! It’s your arse I want!” She stopped but did not hes­it­ate. She widened her but­tocks more and bent her anus to­wards the throb­bing mem­ber, again she felt its heat but this time it was against the mus­cu­lar ring of her arse. She let the tip of the hot cock touch the ring and it dis­ten­ded read­ily against the slight pres­sure, then she felt the wet end more fully and the grow­ing heat and she pushed her­self down hard onto it. The cock ran in eas­ily and she gasped and dropped her head for­ward as she felt its length pen­et­rate her.

	“All the way! Get down on it bitch! All the way!” She pushed her­self down un­til she felt the widened base of his cock press­ing against the tight, mus­cu­lar ring of her anus; it was com­pletely in­side her. Jacko pushed her shoulders for­ward un­til her head hung between her knees and she gasped for breath. He pressed his cock into her arse as hard as she could while she lay for­ward, suf­foc­at­ing and gulp­ing un­der the un­re­lent­ing pres­sure of his hands and the throt­tling of the chain around her throat. Then he yanked the chain hard and pulled her back un­til her head was drawn up against the side of his face. The chain cut into her neck and, as she fought to get her breath back, her tight­en­ing muscles and sense of des­per­a­tion hardened her already prom­in­ent nipples un­til they ached.

	“So, who’s first?”

	A tall and slender man stood up wav­ing money in his hand.

	“OK, let’s see what you’ve got for my beau­ti­ful arse-fucked little slave shall we?”

	One of the mo­tor­cyc­lists took the money, then the man came for­ward, stood in front of Maria and pulled his trousers down to his knees. His cock hung heav­ily between his thighs.

	“Fancy a fuck with this bitch?”

	Maria glanced at it and felt her­self drool­ing, she felt so cap­tive, so hu­mi­li­ated and so filled in­side her arse, but it only gave her pleas­ure. She could feel the pain in her throat and the tight­ness in her anus and the ter­ror of her hu­mi­li­ation, but they were all caus­ing her cunt to run with ec­stasy. She wanted to suck the man’s cock, then she wanted to be fucked by it and all the time she wanted to feel Jacko’s cock in her arse, the pres­sure of the chain at her neck, the strain­ing of her out­stretched arms and the men shout­ing and jeer­ing at her.

	She felt the chain slacken at her throat and she bent for­ward, strain­ing eagerly to­wards the slowly stiff­en­ing cock. She wanted the chain to be loosened more quickly and yet she wanted it held more tightly so that it would cut even deeper into her throat. Her mouth reached the tip of the now hard cock and she sucked it straight in, it swelled in­side her mouth as she dragged it down as far as she could. Then the chain pulled her back and she had to let it go. Her cunt was wet and as she opened her thighs ex­pect­antly, the pres­sure on her but­tocks squeezed Jacko’s cock tightly in­side her arse and, as if sud­denly re­minded of it, she bore down on it to get some more.

	The man lunged at her and drove his cock into her cunt. She felt it run in and fill her cunt com­pletely and she squeezed every bit of it as hard as she could, draw­ing her­self tightly around it while at the same time squeez­ing Jacko’s cock even deeper in­side her arse. She drew up on them both then plunged down frantic­ally, boil­ing over with ex­cite­ment as she felt them both driv­ing back in­side. She lif­ted her­self and plunged down again, then again and again un­til she was rid­ing them both like a fren­zied beast, sweat­ing and toss­ing her face from side to side.

	The man fuck­ing her cunt grabbed her cheeks between his hands and squeezed them hard, then he thrust his fin­gers into her mouth and she sucked at them and bit down onto them un­til she felt a hot surge of spunk ex­plod­ing in her cunt. She squeezed her va­gina as hard as she could, and felt every drop be­ing drawn out of his cock as she sucked it in­side. Then she re­leased the fin­gers and star­ted scream­ing for more.

	“Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!”

	She drove up and down but the cock in her cunt came out, drip­ping and used.

	“Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!”

	She screamed at the top of her voice as she rode wildly on Jacko’s cock but she was not sat­is­fied, she felt her cunt open and empty and she wanted it filled again.

	“Come on you bas­tards I can take the fuck­ing lot of you. Fuck me you bas­tards!”

	She heard her own dis­gust­ing words and knew that the cap­tiv­ity and hu­mi­li­ation had again over­come her, she wanted fuck­ing and the more vi­ol­ently and pain­fully she got it the bet­ter.

	“Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!”

	An­other man came for­ward and drove his cock in­side her cunt and she screeched with re­lief and joy and bore down on it in a frenzy. Then an­other man came for­ward, grabbed her hair and pulled her mouth wide with his fin­gers, she gasped and drooled as he pulled her face down and plugged her mouth with his cock. She sucked at it un­til it fin­ished and filled her mouth to over­flow­ing then she licked around it and drank it all un­til it was dry. Then an­other man came for­ward and she sucked his cock as well, and then an­other and her mouth ran with spunk as still she screamed for more.

	“Fuck! Suck! Fuck! Suck!”

	All the time Jacko’s cock filled her arse and she rode him without re­straint. Then an­other cock fin­ished in her mouth and she drank it down and swal­lowed deeply, but she had so much in her mouth that, even though she gulped it down raven­ously, spunk still dribbled down her chin and foamed in bubbles around her lips. Then she threw her head back, turned slightly and lif­ted her mouth to­wards Jacko’s face, she smelled his sweat and tasted his breath, he felt like her lover.

	“Re­lease my hands,” she whispered.

	Then she pressed her face closer.

	“Please, please, make them let go of my hands. Tie me up later, do whatever you want, you can do any­thing to me, but please, let my hands free for a few mo­ments.”

	Sud­denly her wrists were re­leased and she reached for­ward and grabbed the next cock that came to­wards her open cunt and wanked it hard while she thrust it in. Then she took an­other and wanked it against her open nos­trils, then let it fin­ish all over her face be­fore suck­ing the se­men that shot from it. While she was wait­ing for an­other cock, she pushed her fin­gers in­side her cunt and probed them deeply into her va­gina, then she took them out and reached down and felt the base of Jacko’s cock as it kept plunging deeply into her arse.

	She ran her wet fin­gers around his heavy balls then back to his stiff cock and then she felt it start­ing to swell and throb as his se­men began to run up its hardened length. She braced her­self and threw her arms out wide, her wrists were grabbed im­me­di­ately and she screamed like a beast as she felt an enorm­ous flow of hot spunk squirt­ing deeply in­side her. Her whole body thrilled with it and she felt her skin burn­ing all over as though it was be­ing scorched by fire. She threw her­self against the chain around her neck and choked her­self as her face flushed red with the power of her enorm­ous cli­max. Her fin­gers tightened into fists and she thrust her breasts out in a massive, in­und­at­ing spasm of sexual pleas­ure. She roared and screamed as it ran through her and straight away she wanted more.

	More hands grabbed her legs and she was dragged to the floor, spread-eagled and pinned down, se­men ran freely from her dis­ten­ded la­bia, flowed to the rear of her open crack and dribbled stick­ily down between her but­tocks. For a few mo­ments, she pulled lazily against her captors’ hands, lan­guish­ing in the wet­ness of her cunt, then she felt the lash of a belt across her chest.

	Whack!

	It stung her as the edges cut into her flesh just above her breasts.

	Whack!

	An­other hard blow, this time right across her firm breasts and she screamed in pain.

	Whack! Whack! Whack!

	She shrieked in agony as blow after blow rained down on her, lash­ing across her breasts and stom­ach and cut­ting across her thighs.

	“Bitch! Bitch!”

	The men shouted and brayed as they beat her, but they could not beat her enough to give her com­plete sat­is­fac­tion and her frus­tra­tion aroused her even more. She wriggled and fought but she was wrig­gling with pleas­ure and fight­ing for more pain, more thrash­ing and more agony. Then she man­aged to break free, but be­fore they could grab her she had turned over and crouched down with her face pressed against the floor and her but­tocks held high.

	“Whip me! Whip me you bas­tards!” she shouted as they took their belts to her and flogged her un­til they were ex­hausted.

	Her but­tocks were soon covered with red weals, but the men had not fin­ished with her and she knew she had not fin­ished with them. She wanted to start again and suck them all a second time, then she wanted to be fucked by every one of them un­til they fin­ished. She wanted to be whipped harder and pinned down and tied up tightly and ab­used in every way and she wanted to wal­low in their spunk and be beaten and pun­ished for hav­ing so much pleas­ure. She screeched and raved at them and grabbed for cocks and sucked them and wanked them and shouted to them to do any­thing to her that they wanted. They dragged her into the car park, tied her to the wheel of a large lorry and whipped her mer­ci­lessly un­til she col­lapsed with ex­haus­tion and fell into un­con­scious­ness.

	Jacko roused her by pulling the chain that still dangled from her neck and she looked around startled, she was still bound to the wheel of the lorry and her whole body stung with the beat­ing she had taken.

	“Come on,” he said as two of the oth­ers began to un­tie her, “we’ve got to get you to the docks. What a fuck­ing bitch you are! I’ve never seen any­thing like it!”

	He wandered over to his bike, climbed on and star­ted the en­gine and it roared as he turned the throttle eagerly. She slumped as she was re­leased but she turned across to him and smiled, sens­ing in­side her­self a strange feel­ing of power that grew from know­ing that she could still take more. She let her­self be dragged over to­wards the side-car but then, as they bent her head to stuff her in­side it, she pulled her­self free.

	“I’ll ride,” she said.

	She strode over to Jacko’s bike, lif­ted her leg across the seat, pressed her na­ked body against the back of his leather jacket and wrapped her arms tightly around his waist. She squirmed her wet cunt down onto the shiny, plastic seat that vi­brated with the throb­bing of the roar­ing en­gine, and squeezed her thighs tightly around his hips. He threw his head back against the side of her face and laughed, then he kicked his mo­tor­cycle into gear, leant for­ward to­wards the handle­bars, and drove away into the dark­ness with the oth­ers fol­low­ing be­hind.



	
CHAPTER THIR­TEEN 

	Father Thomas was wait­ing at the door of a small hotel as the mo­tor­bikes roared up.

	“Bring her in and quickly,” he shouted as the en­gines were turned off.

	Jacko grabbed the chain at Maria’s neck and tugged it. She re­spon­ded by bow­ing her head, lift­ing her­self from the hot plastic saddle and fol­low­ing him obed­i­ently. Father Thomas led the way as they walked up some steep stairs to a small bed­room, he waved Jacko in first and Maria fol­lowed. He dropped the chain and it swung down between her breasts and she kept her head bowed as Father Thomas passed some money to Jacko. He turned to go, but stopped at the door and looked back at Maria. She lif­ted her head slightly and smiled but he just laughed and went out. Father Thomas closed the door and went up to Maria.

	“Stand there, I want to look at you.”

	She stood be­fore him and hung her head. She felt ashamed of her con­duct in the cafe and wanted to ad­mit it all to Father Thomas, she wanted to tell him about her wan­ton sin­ful­ness and then she wanted to bend over and be whipped un­til she could stand no more. She looked at him and hoped he would ask her to con­fess. He pulled at his short, poin­ted beard then, as if pre­par­ing to share a secret with her, he bent his face for­ward and whispered in her ear.

	“Are you ready to con­fess my child?”

	For a mo­ment she did not an­swer. Sud­denly, she was no longer sure what she had to con­fess. She did not feel any re­morse for her sin­ful­ness, quite the op­pos­ite, she felt elated by her wrong­do­ing, in­deed, the idea of her re­morse had it­self caused surges of pleas­ure as she had been driven back into the hands of Father Thomas. What she wanted to con­fess was her sexual de­sires, but not be­cause she wanted them ex­punged, now she wanted to feel the thrill of ad­mit­ting them. Of course! Her con­fes­sion was just an­other thrill and she could feed it by mak­ing her­self avail­able for sex, for pun­ish­ment, for hu­mi­li­ation and pain. Sud­denly, she thought she un­der­stood it all and she looked up at him brightly.

	“Oh yes Father, I am. Oh yes Father, I am des­per­ately ready to con­fess. Please Father, hear my con­fes­sion.”

	“Ah my child, I am so happy for you.”

	“Take my con­fes­sion Father, please take my con­fes­sion.”

	“Are you ready to serve? Are you cap­able of com­plete obed­i­ence? Are you pre­pared to con­fess all your sins and be pur­i­fied?”

	“Yes Father, I am. Oh yes, Father, I am. I have so much to tell you and I want you to hear every word.”

	“Caleb!”

	The door to the bath­room opened and Caleb sprung out, he was not car­ry­ing his staff and looked a little lost without it.

	“She is ready, at last she is ready, bring what we need then we can be­gin.” He pranced back into the bath­room and after a while came out hold­ing a vari­ety of things in his podgy hands.

	“Ready! Ready! Ready!”

	Father Thomas reached for­ward and slipped the chain from Maria’s neck.

	“You will not need this any more my child.” He handed it to Caleb who took it from him and passed him a very fine gold chain in re­turn. Father Thomas held it up to the dim, yel­low light and its del­ic­ate links glittered and sparkled.

	“This will be your chain of obed­i­ence my child.”

	“Please Father, I need it. I need to be chained and I need to serve.”

	“I am so pleased you un­der­stand my child. Lie on the bed.” She moved to the bed and lay down on her front.

	“Will you have to spank me first Father?”

	“No my child, turn over on your back.” She rolled over slowly and her breasts tightened on her chest, her nipples were not hard but looked beau­ti­fully pink and re­cept­ive against the slightly darker ring that en­circled them. She raised her knees then al­lowed them to drop to the sides fully ex­pos­ing her na­ked cunt and its wet, glisten­ing edges. She pressed her but­tocks to­gether and felt the ten­sion of her muscles squeez­ing against the back edges of her crack, then she pressed them more and the soft petals of her cunt went wet­ter with an­ti­cip­a­tion and ex­cite­ment. She felt re­laxed and eager and she lolled her head to one side and looked at Father Thomas.

	“What a beau­ti­ful cunt you have. Now I am go­ing to make you its slave. I will have to tie you down though, you could not bear it without the help of some straps. Caleb!”

	She did not un­der­stand what he meant but his words seemed omin­ous and her feel­ings of safety began to turn into anxious sus­pi­cion. She thought of draw­ing her legs to­gether, but be­fore she could do any­thing Caleb climbed up onto the bed and star­ted wind­ing leather straps around her thighs and ankles. He pulled them down the sides of the bed and tied them in knots around the frame, then jumped back up and hopped and bounced between her out­stretched legs.

	“Beau­ti­ful cunt! Beau­ti­ful cunt!”

	“Get down Caleb and bring the spray! Now my child this is what is go­ing to make you obed­i­ent to that beau­ti­ful cunt of yours.”

	Father Thomas held up a small golden ring.

	“And of course this.”

	He held up the thin chain as well and she shivered with a fear she thought she had over­come.

	“I am go­ing to fit this little ring through your de­lect­able clit­oris my child. Yes, right through it and then I am go­ing to feed this chain through it and every time it is pulled you will re­spond with pain and joy. That is what you like is it not, pain and joy? That is your prob­lem, I know it, but this will cause you all the pain you want and re­ward you every time with in­stant pleas­ure. Caleb!”

	“Father, please -”

	“I thought you said you were ready, bitch!”

	“I did Father, I am, but -”

	“Well shut your fuck­ing mouth. Caleb! Get me the spray!” Caleb handed Father Thomas a small, blue and white can.

	“This will numb the pain my child, but it will be cold.” He sprayed the con­tents of the can­is­ter onto her dilated cunt and she shrieked with shock as the cold spray covered her tender flesh. She squeezed her but­tocks to­gether but it did no good as her outer la­bia were drenched with the freez­ing li­quid. He sprayed it all around her cunt, then, priz­ing between her outer la­bia with his fin­gers, he found her clit­oris. He tugged at it and it hardened and pro­truded more keenly from between her soft lips. He mas­saged it some more and it grew between his fin­gers un­til he could hold it firmly, then he dir­ec­ted the cold spray at it and doused it.

	Maria gasped and screamed. The cold shock on her sens­it­ive flesh was ter­rible, and the feel­ing of him tug­ging at her clit­oris was pain­ful and al­most more than she could bear.

	“Please -”

	Father Thomas reached up with his spare hand and slapped her across the face, the hard smack stung her cheek, her head was knocked side­ways and she cried out in pain.

	“Shut up you fuck­ing bitch. There will soon be time for plead­ing.” He bent down between her legs and kept spray­ing the con­tents of the can all around her cunt but es­pe­cially on her still swell­ing clit­oris, which he gripped firmly and squeezed whenever it tried to re­tract between the soft edges of her frozen crack. Then he threw the can aside and, in one move­ment, punc­tured her hard clit­oris with the sharp open point of the gold ring and threaded it straight through her en­gorged flesh. She did not know what he had done un­til she squeezed her thighs in­wards a bit and felt it press­ing sharply against the in­side edges of her cunt.

	“Oh Father, what have you done to me?”

	“I have made you the slave of your cunt. You will see.” He reached across and took an­other thin chain from Caleb. He pulled it around her waist and clipped it to­gether, then he took an­other and clasped it tightly around her neck. Then he took the loose end of the chain that was at­tached to the ring, fed it be­neath the chain at her waist, clipped it to the chain at her throat and fi­nally, at­tached a small gold cross to it.

	“Caleb! Re­lease her!”

	Caleb jumped up and un­did her bonds. In­stinct­ively, she drew her legs to­gether, but as she tried to lie back flat on the bed she real­ised that the ten­sion in the chain meant that any move­ment in her neck caused the ring to pull in her clit­oris. Be­cause the cold spray was still numb­ing the flesh of her cunt she was not sure whether she felt pain or not.

	“Stand up my child.”

	She rolled onto her side and stood up slowly, keep­ing her head bent down so that the ten­sion was only slight.

	“Look up you bitch!”

	Maria raised her head slightly and im­me­di­ately felt the arous­ing tug in her clit­oris, then the pier­cing pain as it pulled hard into her flesh. Her eyes widened as she felt the full pleas­ure of her own slavery and she dropped her head back in re­sponse to the now sear­ing pain of ec­stasy. She moaned. It was agony but it was ir­res­ist­ible, and again she stretched her head back. The ten­sion in the chain pulled at her throat and burned in her cunt. She had never ex­per­i­enced any­thing like it and she felt a prim­it­ive an­im­al­ism form­ing in­side that threatened to over­take any sense of self-con­trol she might have. Every move­ment of her head brought a cor­res­pond­ing swell of pain, every time she lif­ted her head the ec­static pain forced her to bow again. With her head held up she was in a de­praved state of pier­cing pain which made her lower it again into the sweet ec­stasy of bowed sub­mis­sion, slavery and pen­ance.

	“Good my child. Caleb! Stay with her, I need to make some fi­nal ar­range­ments be­fore we de­liver her to the Mis­tress Les­ley.”

	Father Thomas left the bed­room and went down to the re­cep­tion. Caleb crouched like a gnome at the bot­tom of the bed and stared at Maria, but she was un­aware of his gaze as she tan­tal­ised her­self against the ten­sion of the chain. She pulled her head back as far as she could, and the ring drew her clit­oris clear of the folds of pink skin that opened at the front of her shaved crack. The chain pressed against her stom­ach and ran up between her breasts un­til it pulled tightly at her slender throat. She moaned as the pres­sure came on fully and, as she pulled more, she screwed up her eyes in ec­static agony as the pain in­creased both her de­sires and suf­fer­ing.

	Caleb watched her eagerly then bent down and crawled slowly between her legs like a small dog stalk­ing its prey, press­ing his stumpy hands down quietly on the bed and creep­ing for­ward un­til his face was close to her cunt. He looked at it closely, turn­ing his face this way and that, then bent his head for­ward and ex­ten­ded his tongue un­til it touched the del­ic­ate petals of her outer la­bia.

	She felt its heat as his tongue slurped clum­sily along the full length of her cunt, start­ing at the back near the open­ing of her anus and run­ning up along her soft la­bia un­til fi­nally, it curled around her hard, ex­ten­ded clit­oris. The warmth of his wet tongue in­flamed her even more and she stretched back against the chain. Her clit­oris reached out fur­ther un­der the pres­sure and, as soon as there was more to lick, Caleb slurped around it en­thu­si­ast­ic­ally. She felt his spit drib­bling between the lips of her crack and onto the small area of skin that lay be­hind it, then she felt it run­ning around the ring of her anus and she opened her but­tocks wider. She pressed down with her but­tocks and en­cour­aged her anus to dilate, and when it did, some drops of spit ran burn­ingly in­side its ex­posed in­ner edges.

	Maria felt Caleb’s shoulders press­ing against the in­sides of her thighs and she widened them more to ac­com­mod­ate him, then she felt a sud­den stabbing in her anus as his fin­ger plunged in deeply. She gasped and threw her head back and the chain cut into her throat. The pain in her clit­oris was masked by his lap­ping tongue but it still hurt and she let out a scream, but that made him plunge his fin­ger even deeper and she re­spon­ded by bend­ing for­ward and bear­ing down on it. Her gaze fol­lowed the gold chain as it ran down between her breasts, across her flat stom­ach and pulled tightly at the golden ring that stretched her clit­oris for­ward from the up­per open­ing of her cunt. She saw his slob­ber­ing face look­ing up from between her legs, his eyes were wide and his tongue was lick­ing her fe­ver­ishly.

	Caleb began thrust­ing his fin­ger up and down her anus. She felt a flow of pas­sion run­ning in­side her veins and she drove her­self onto it and matched his move­ments. She squeezed her but­tocks and held his fin­ger tightly in her arse. She wanted more of it, she wanted it thicker and deeper and faster and more thrust­ing. He kept slav­er­ing at her cunt like a dog, but it was not enough, she wanted more and she reached for­ward and grasped his head tightly in her hands.

	“Lick it you bas­tard!” she shouted at him and dragged his head against her open cunt. “Lick it or I’ll suf­foc­ate you in it!”

	She pressed his face in deeper and his tongue went in like a hot cock, fold­ing against the in­side edges of her cunt and send­ing waves of ex­hil­ar­a­tion through her. Then it stretched for­ward and probed her va­gina as deeply as it could and she pulled at the ring in her clit­oris to match the pleas­ure with a com­men­sur­ate amount of pain. As she rode his tongue, he kept plunging his fin­ger in her arse and she drove down on it as hard as she could.

	“Give me more! More you little bas­tard! I want more!” She grasped his hair and pulled his head for­ward un­til he could not breathe.

	“Keep lick­ing it. I want it up there un­til I come! Keep lick­ing!” Maria felt fe­ro­cious and un­con­trolled.

	“Now your dick. Give me some dick!”

	She re­leased his head but grabbed his trousers be­fore he could get away. She pulled them open at the front and took hold of his cock, it was stiff and hot and she squeezed it and pulled at it. Caleb cried out as her fin­ger­nails dug into the taut flesh of his throb­bing mem­ber.

	“Shut up you little bas­tard! Stick it in here!” She opened her legs even wider and leaned for­ward to see her open cunt.

	“In here!”

	She forced the tip of his cock into her dilated cunt.

	“Get fuck­ing you little bas­tard! I want a good fuck­ing so don’t dis­ap­point me. Fuck it!”

	He star­ted to fuck her but he was not vig­or­ous enough and his cock was not big enough for her.

	“Fuck it you little an­imal!”

	He fucked as hard as he could, but her face grew an­grier as her dis­ap­point­ment got greater. Sud­denly, she pushed him back and, as his cock came out, she grabbed it again with both hands.

	“Try it in here you little beast. Per­haps it will serve me bet­ter there.” She pushed the wet tip of his cock against the swollen ring of her anus, it opened to re­ceive him and she fed it in un­til she felt his balls hanging against her out­stretched but­tocks.

	“Now get to it!”

	He yelped as she began fuck­ing his cock hard with her arse, driv­ing down on him and squeez­ing it so that she could feel every vein it had to of­fer.

	“Fuck it you little cunt! Fuck it or I’ll give you such a whip­ping you won’t be able to walk for days!”

	Caleb squealed again but Maria would not let him go. She felt wild and bes­tial as she fucked at his cock. She real­ised some­thing had happened to her, some­thing had changed, she was in con­trol, she was mak­ing the de­mands and she was en­slav­ing someone to fuck her. She felt as though she had cap­tured him and taken him back to her lair and now he was do­ing her bid­ding. She was thrilled by the threats she made and over­joyed with the ex­pres­sion of fear and anxi­ety that strained across his con­tor­ted face. She had taken him as her slave and she could make him do any­thing she wanted.

	Then she felt him start­ing to fin­ish. She felt his cock swell­ing and the tip press­ing harder against her in­sides, then she felt the flow of se­men run­ning through the stiff shaft as the veins stood out and forced against her innards. Then there was a burst of heat, then a long flow of hot spunk, and she tightened her anus onto him to draw up every drop. She sucked at him re­morse­lessly but she did not fin­ish, she felt in con­trol of her or­gasms and she was not pre­pared to re­lease one yet.

	“I hope you don’t think I’ve fin­ished with you?” she said taunt­ingly. “I have only just star­ted!”

	Caleb looked down in fear as he tried to pull away.

	Maria dribbled spit from her mouth as she felt her pleas­ures el­ev­ated onto a new level of sexual de­bauch­ery and con­trol, then the door opened and Father Thomas and Kirk came in. She looked up at Father Thomas and sud­denly felt ashamed and afraid. She could not be­lieve what was hap­pen­ing to her, she could not be­lieve how her sin­ful­ness had over­taken her so eas­ily.

	“Father, Father, help me! I am so sin­ful! Please Father help me!” Father Thomas rushed for­ward with Kirk at his side and they both grabbed Caleb by the shoulders and pulled him away from Maria. Father Thomas scowled at Caleb as he shrunk back fear­fully against the wall.

	“Oh my child, what has happened to you?” Maria could not an­swer.

	“I think it must be time to take your con­fes­sion my child.” Father Thomas sat on the edge of the bed and looked closely at Maria as she lay with her legs wide open and the gold chain stretched tightly from her throat to her en­gorged clit­oris.

	“Kneel down be­fore me child.”

	She sat up and got onto her knees.

	“Tell me your sins my child.”

	“Oh Father can you save me?”

	“I think so my child.”

	He un­buttoned his trousers and pulled out his cock, it was still flac­cid and hung heav­ily in his hands.

	“Suck this, my child, and tell me your sins.” She leant for­ward and took the soft glans in her mouth, fold­ing her tongue around it and lick­ing the raised back edge un­til she felt it be­gin to harden. As it swelled, she cradled it in her hands and drew her mouth away.

	“Father I have sinned.”

	“Yes, my child, go on.”

	“I have de­sired such ter­rible things, I have wanted such ter­rible, ter­rible things, I have ached to have my cunt filled and I have yearned to be fucked.”

	“Now suck it my child, I will pun­ish you as you suck it.” She took the cock back into her mouth, this time it was harder as she fol­ded her lips around it. Then she felt a sud­den sting on her bot­tom as Father Thomas’s hand smacked down.

	Smack!

	She pulled back and his cock fell from her mouth.

	“Suck it! That will mean more!”

	Smack! Smack!

	She wrapped her lips around it again and this time she sucked hard as she felt the pain­ful smacks land­ing on her up­turned bot­tom.

	“Good, now what else?”

	She drew her mouth away.

	“I have en­joyed be­ing bound and gagged Father.” Again, she en­circled his still harden­ing cock with her mouth and waited for her pun­ish­ment.

	Smack!

	This time she did not wait, she knew what was ex­pec­ted.

	“I en­joyed be­ing on the rack, I loved the feel­ing of ex­pos­ure and tor­ture.” She put his cock back in her mouth, sucked hard and waited.

	Smack! Smack! Smack!

	Three pun­ish­ingly hard smacks fell across the taut skin of her bot­tom, but she kept his cock in her mouth and sucked that much harder as they fell. When the spank­ing stopped, she drew her mouth away again, this time gasp­ing for breath.

	“And be­ing shaved Father, I loved my cunt be­ing shaved.” Her mouth went back around his cock, and this time she felt its full hard­ness as she drew the glans deep in­side and circled her lips well down the throb­bing shaft.

	Smack! Smack! Smack!

	“Yes, my child, what else?”

	Maria gasped as the pain of the spank­ing stung deeply into her bot­tom.

	“So many men Father, I wanted to be fucked by them all.” Smack! Smack! Smack!

	“Yes, yes, what else?”

	“I wanted to feel their spunk Father, all over my face, all over my cunt, in my arse, I wanted it lick it and drink it and wal­low in it.”

	Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack!

	The beat­ing was hard and re­lent­less. Every ad­mis­sion Maria made brought down a fresh rain of smacks and she had to take them all with Father Thomas’s cock in her mouth, un­able to scream out and un­able to moan.

	“Oh, but I wanted to be beaten Father. How I loved the cane and the whip, how I rev­elled in their cut­ting strokes, and I wanted the feel of it across my bot­tom and against my cunt and cut­ting my breasts, Oh Father.”

	Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack!

	The beat­ing was harder than any­thing she had known, her bot­tom stung with the heat of the fren­zied smacks, but it was not enough, she wanted more and the only way to get them was to ad­mit to all her de­sires. She broke her mouth away from the throb­bing cock that she had forced right to the back of her throat.

	“Oh Father, I need so much, I want to be hu­mi­li­ated and con­demned to slavery, I want to be a drudge and a slut, I want to be beaten for my de­sires and I want to keep hav­ing them so that I can be beaten more. Thrash me Father, please thrash me for my wicked­ness, I need to be pun­ished more and more!”

	She gulped her mouth around his cock again and sucked at it wildly. She drew it in deeply and felt its tip press­ing against the back of her throat. The smack­ing con­tin­ued and she pulled it down more un­til it plugged her com­pletely. Then she felt it ex­pand­ing and she took it even deeper, she could not breathe but it did not mat­ter, she did not care. She swal­lowed it and felt the stiff rod in­sert­ing it­self right down in­side her, then she felt the pulses and the run of fluid stream­ing along its length. She drew it in more and gulped and heaved and then it fin­ished deeply down her throat and she broke free, chok­ing and gasp­ing and scream­ing and drib­bling. She did not need to swal­low it, it had come so deeply in­side her that there was noth­ing around her mouth to drink.

	“Beat me more Father. Please, more.”

	The smack­ing con­tin­ued un­til she felt her­self drift­ing into an un­con­scious ob­li­vion. She did not ad­mit any more though she knew there were still things to con­fess. She did not ad­mit the new wave of sen­sa­tion that had spread within her when she saw Caleb cower­ing as her slave and she did not ad­mit the new feel­ing of con­trol that she had sensed as she held her or­gasm back un­til she had made him serve her enough.

	As she bent be­fore Father Thomas, and the blows of his hand con­tin­ued on her but­tocks. She glanced across the room and saw Caleb and Kirk both crouched down at the foot of the bed. Just be­fore she gasped for the last time in pain, and fell into un­con­scious­ness. She ima­gined them both as her ser­vants and wondered what things she could do to force them to serve and sat­isfy her.



	
CHAPTER FOUR­TEEN 

	The next thing Maria knew she was be­ing hauled down the stairs of the hotel by Kirk and Father Thomas. Her mouth was gagged with wide tape and her wrists and ankles were tied tightly with thin rope. She was still na­ked and when she felt a stab in her side from Caleb’s staff and pulled back in pain, she was re­minded that her clit­oral ring was still at­tached to the noose at her throat. They handled her roughly and as they pulled her through the door her face banged jar­ringly against the wall.

	She was thrust into the boot of a car which was driven away at speed. After a while the car stopped, the boot was opened and she was dragged out. She looked around with bleary eyes and saw that she was in a large dock area. Father Thomas and Kirk car­ried her in through the door of a small brightly lit build­ing on one of the piers and threw her down on the floor. Maria looked up and her eyes widened in hor­ror.

	A group of rough look­ing men dressed in over­alls stood in a circle around her, sev­eral of them held snarling dogs that strained an­grily on their leashes, two of them dangled chains from their hands and one was hold­ing a wide leather strap.

	“You do not have long,” said Father Thomas. “The Mis­tress Les­ley wants her ready in an hour.”

	“This won’t take long,” said the man with the leather strap as he strode to­wards Maria. “You’re a tidy little thing, aren’t you? I hope you can run fast!”

	He bent his head to­wards her and breathed hard into her face, then he pulled out a long knife and held it up in front of her eyes. Her nos­trils flared and she fought for breath as he grabbed her hair and pulled her to her feet.

	“Re­lease her!”

	“Yes, let’s make the bitch run!”

	The man with the knife bent down and slashed the blade through the rope which tied her ankles, and, as it sprung apart, she lost her bal­ance and stumbled back­wards.

	“Run you little bitch! Run!”

	Maria felt con­fused and frightened. The dogs strained for­ward on their leads and bared their drip­ping teeth. She shrunk back even more and fell over on her back. Her wrists twis­ted as she landed clum­sily and she yelled out in pain as her na­ked shoulders scraped against the ground.

	“Run you fuck­ing bitch or do we have to give you a taste of the strap to get you go­ing?”

	The man with the strap came for­ward and without warn­ing lashed her across her breasts. She wanted to yell as she felt it land heav­ily across her nipples but could only breathe harder through her wide open nos­trils. Then an­other lash came down and she scrambled back­wards in an ef­fort to pull her­self away, then an­other and she tried to get to her feet, then the strap landed across the front of her thighs and, in a ter­rible panic, fi­nally she man­aged to stand.

	“Run you fuck­ing bitch!”

	Maria shrunk fur­ther and fur­ther back to­wards the open door, then, over­whelmed and con­fused, she turned, dashed through the door and star­ted to run away across the dark docks.

	The men hung back for a while, hold­ing onto the pulling dogs, as she dis­ap­peared into the dark­ness. As she ran, she heard the snarling and shout­ing fad­ing into the dis­tance and, when she came to a large con­tainer that stood on the edge of a pier, she dived be­hind it to hide and get her breath back. She could not hear the dogs at all now and she thought she might get away, so she ran on across the dock­yards un­til her feet were cut and bleed­ing.

	Then she heard the sound of the dogs get­ting closer and her panic re­turned. She ran as fast as she could but with her wrists tied so tightly be­hind her back, and the tape across her mouth, she knew they would catch her in the end. She knew that if she did not es­cape them she would be pun­ished and raped and she would have to do whatever they wanted, and she ran on like a fox try­ing in vain to es­cape from the bay­ing hounds.

	She kept run­ning un­til she could hardly move, then, as she turned to see how close they were be­hind her, she crashed into an empty oil drum, and fell over with the spin­ning drum clat­ter­ing nois­ily across the ground be­side her.

	“There she is boys!”

	She struggled to get up and dodged be­hind a stack of tim­ber.

	“Round here! She’s round here some­where!” The dogs barked and yelped as she crouched, shiv­er­ing and shak­ing, be­hind the tim­ber stack, then a power­ful hand grabbed her from be­hind.

	“Got you bitch!”

	Maria spun around in panic.

	“Here boys, I’ve got her!”

	She wriggled un­der his grip and fought frantic­ally to es­cape but he grabbed her hair and held her back. She pulled as hard as she could but he gripped her hair so tightly that she could not get away no mat­ter how much pain she en­dured.

	The dogs ap­peared first, strain­ing at their leashes, then the men came be­hind them and gathered around their vic­tim. “They poked at her and taunted her, then one of them reached out and ripped the tape from her mouth. She let out a ter­rific scream, she howled and shrieked and the dogs barked louder as if in­flamed by her bes­tial cries.

	She was pulled to the ground and forced to bend over. She kept screech­ing and the dogs kept bark­ing and strain­ing to­wards her as she felt the lash of leather across her bot­tom as the strap came down.

	Whack!

	She screamed again and again but the beat­ing did not stop, her but­tocks felt raw from the flail­ing of the strap and she kept shout­ing for them to stop, then one of the lashes caught her tightly bound hands and she shrieked in ter­ror.

	Whack! Whack! Whack!

	Then there was a pause, but it was only for a mo­ment, the next thing she knew she felt the knife cut­ting through the rope that held her wrists. They sprung apart but were grabbed straight away as she was rolled over on her back. She felt stones and rub­bish press­ing into her back as they held her arms wide and forced her down and, as they splayed her legs wide, she felt the steam­ing, hot breath of the dogs as they pulled frantic­ally on their leads.

	Maria was ter­ri­fied as she was held down, spread-eagled and totally ex­posed, but, as she writhed against the hands that held her, she felt the pain­ful pull of the ring in her clit­oris. The more she tried to break free the more the chain pulled at the ring and the more she felt the sen­sa­tion of pleas­ure welling up in­side her.

	She felt the heat of a cock at the edges of her cunt. She threw her head back and the chain pulled vi­ol­ently at the ring in her clit­oris, the pain was ter­rible but she felt it en­gor­ging and knew that her cunt was de­mand­ing more. She felt the lips of her cunt get­ting wet­ter and, as the cock thrust in­side her in one force­ful surge, she was silky and smooth and took it all.

	She kept the pres­sure on her chain as the cock plunged deeply in­side her then, as it star­ted to fuck her, she began pulling rhyth­mic­ally at the ring. She felt the fuck­ing and its vi­ol­ent thrusts spread shivers of ex­cite­ment through­out her, but the ring was giv­ing her more pleas­ure. She felt a surge of en­ergy and pushed her pel­vis onto the cock as hard as she could. The ring kept pulling her clit­oris and, as a heat boiled up in it and her body began to tingle with the surge of de­light that ran from it. She fucked the cock like an an­imal un­til it shot its spunk deep into her va­gina. She star­ted screech­ing out again but this time she was screech­ing for more.

	“An­other! An­other!”

	An­other cock plunged in­side and she fucked it as hard as she could. All the time she kept bring­ing her clit­oris to or­gasm by pulling her neck against the chain, every pain­ful pres­sure re­leas­ing a new cli­max, every tug on the ring caus­ing her to run with a fresh, de­light­ful spasm. She took an­other, and an­other fin­ished in her mouth, then they turned her over.

	“Yes,” she cried, “yes, like a dog, fuck me like a dog.” A cock plunged into her cunt from be­hind and, as she was knocked for­ward by its on­slaught. She kept pulling the chain and filling her body with or­gasm after or­gasm. She knew what was hap­pen­ing now, she real­ised that what was hap­pen­ing were her fantas­ies, all the things she had told Father Thomas were com­ing true. Of course, he was train­ing her to live out her fantas­ies! Her body tightened into an enorm­ous par­oxysm, then she real­ised that she had not told him everything, there were still things she wanted that he did not know. He had taken her con­fes­sion but there were still things to con­fess and she needed to tell him, she still had so many sins to be ad­mit­ted.

	Then she un­der­stood and she knew that she would never es­cape, her de­sires for pleas­ure and pain were ever in­creas­ing, she could be pun­ished forever but it would never sat­isfy her need for for­give­ness or the pleas­ure she got from be­ing bad. She was over­whelmed with de­light as the rev­el­a­tion struck her and she saw that what lay ahead was a life of pun­ish­ment, pain and ag­on­iz­ing de­light.

	“Up my arse! Up my arse and fuck me like a dog!” The sound of the dogs filled her ears, she wanted to run again and be caught, she wanted to be dragged down by the dogs and hauled over the ground and beaten and flogged and fucked like a dog. She real­ised that she wanted to be a dog and fuck like a dog, she real­ised that she wanted to be fucked like the an­imal she was and that meant only one thing.

	“Like a dog!” she screamed. “Like a dog!”



	
CHAPTER FIF­TEEN 

	Maria was barely con­scious as the men dragged her across the wide open area of the docks. She heard the sound of ships and the clank­ing of chains mixed with the bark­ing of dogs and the sounds of a crack­ing whip. She was aware of be­ing pulled into a metal build­ing and made to stand, na­ked and alone in the dazzling light. As her eyes be­came used to the bright­ness, she looked up and shrunk back in sur­prise.

	Les­ley stood be­fore her. She looked mar­vel­lous, be­decked in glit­ter­ing chains and clothed in shiny leather, with a long, black whip hanging loosely in her hand. Still squint­ing, Maria looked at her closely. She wore a black leather waist­coat pulled tightly around her breasts with thin leather thongs and a black leather sus­pender belt was pulled tightly onto her well roun­ded hips. The sus­pend­ers held black stock­ings in their shiny metal clasps and dis­ap­peared into shiny leather boots that fit­ted tightly to half-way up her long thighs. She did not have any panties on and her black pu­bic hair curled tightly in a dense mat above the barely dis­cern­ible pink edges of the front of her crack.

	At her feet was Bar­bara. She was com­pletely na­ked and crouched on all fours with her wrists and ankles man­acled tightly to the floor in heavy sil­ver rings. Around her neck a heavy leather col­lar was se­cured from one side to the floor and from the other to a ring which was at­tached to the ceil­ing. She did not seem to be able to move at all and her long, dark hair hung down over her face and trailed on the floor.

	A na­ked man, with a leather mask and a sil­ver chain pulled up tightly between his balls and his neck, straddled her back. He held a rid­ing crop over her red striped but­tocks and she looked ex­hausted and in pain.

	There were a lot of other girls in the room. Some were shackled in chains, some were tethered to the wall with leather thongs, one was gagged and blind­folded, an­other, her bare bot­tom ribbed with angry red lines, was strapped na­ked and face down over a bench. A blonde haired girl hung sus­pen­ded by her ankles from a chain at­tached to the ceil­ing and spun dizzily as a leather clad man thrashed her with a split cane. She seemed too tired to scream and just whimpered as her tor­turer thrashed her re­morse­lessly. Then Maria real­ised that she re­cog­nised some of them, she could hardly be­lieve it, one she re­membered from work and sev­eral of them had been at her school. As she looked around, she saw Father Thomas and Kirk stand­ing near to the door with Caleb squat­ting at their feet.

	Les­ley stepped to­wards her and Maria fell back in fear as she saw that look in Les­ley’s face that prom­ised both re­ward and pain. Les­ley pulled back her long arm and lif­ted her whip, it bent eas­ily as its tip reached to­wards the ceil­ing. Maria felt a shiver of fear as she thought of it crash­ing down across her breasts or her bot­tom, and she shrunk back, afraid that at any mo­ment Les­ley would flare up into un­con­trol­lable an­ger.

	Then Les­ley’s ex­pres­sion began to change. It took on the look that prom­ised only pain. Her smooth con­toured face began to crinkle, and her eyes tightened and her lips curled up­wards, as she flushed around the cheeks and took a deep breath. Maria fell back even more and she felt her heart beat­ing frantic­ally.

	“You are a sorry sight, my dear. But why are you stand­ing, surely you have been trained bet­ter than that? Don’t you know how to be a slave yet? Surely you know how to beg and scrape by now? Get down on your knees you fuck­ing slut!”

	Maria dropped to her knees and bent her head in sub­mis­sion.

	“You don’t re­mem­ber me do you? Do you? No, of course you don’t.” Maria did not un­der­stand. Of course she re­membered her, it was Les­ley, her boss at work, she knew her well, she had worked for her for ages.

	“Les­ley, what do you mean?”

	“Ad­dress me prop­erly! I am Mis­tress Les­ley!” Maria felt her heart pound­ing loudly.

	“Please, Mis­tress Les­ley, of course I know you, you know I do.”

	“Hah! You may look up at me if you wish, yes, look closely and cast your mind back. Yes? Do you re­mem­ber now? I think you do. I was one of the girls in that muddy hole, yes? The day you walked past and saw me with my panties down hav­ing my young bot­tom smacked, re­mem­ber? Yes? Well it doesn’t mat­ter a fuck if you don’t. You missed a treat my dear Maria, oh yes, be­cause that is how it all star­ted. I went to Father Thomas, just like you, I went to beg for for­give­ness. But I was dif­fer­ent, braver than you. “Bend over my knee my child, a good spank­ing will save you.” Oh, I can re­call it so clearly. But I did not run away like you, I bent over his knee and let him pull my white panties down. I lay across his lap in that dark con­fes­sion box and let him spank my bare bot­tom un­til I cried and sobbed for for­give­ness. Oh, I still go wet at the thought, that beau­ti­ful pun­ish­ment, that beau­ti­ful spank­ing. But things changed didn’t they Father?” Father Thomas smiled sub­ser­vi­ently.

	“His spank­ing was not enough for me, even the hard ones he gave me. I needed more than that and so, as time went on, though he spanked me so hard, oh so hard, poor Father Thomas had to find me more. A cane, a whip, a chain, but still it was not enough. It was not long be­fore I was train­ing him in the ways of pun­ish­ment and hu­mi­li­ation. Father, how far we’ve come. Now, as you can see my dear, I have de­voted my life to it. Some­times I keep a slave for my own pur­poses, I am hav­ing this one, Bar­bara, but not you my dear, no, I am not go­ing to keep you.”

	Maria felt her skin tingling with fear. How could Les­ley say such things? She looked to­wards Father Thomas and saw his lips turn­ing up at the corners in a wry smile and, as his teeth were ex­posed, she saw that wolf­like grin spread­ing across his face and it caused a cold, wet shiver to run down her back.

	“Ah Father Thomas, what a mar­vel­lous ser­vant you have been. All those girls, how hard you’ve worked in find­ing them, how well you have pre­pared them. They have all been across your knee and have all felt the whip that you have wiel­ded so en­thu­si­ast­ic­ally. We are all so grate­ful Father.”

	Les­ley turned to Father Thomas and poked the tip of her whip against his face. He opened his mouth and his teeth shone wetly as Les­ley ran the end of the whip slowly down the front of his chest un­til she reached his waist, then she stopped and turned away.

	“So what of you, my dear Maria? Well, you will not be here very long, though long enough for a little en­ter­tain­ment I think. Father Thomas tells me you have a taste for be­ing the mas­ter, a bit like me! How could you be like me? You are so small, your tits are puny and you are so sniv­el­ling and slutty. No, that will not do at all, but I think we can beat it out of you.”

	Les­ley laughed as she stepped for­ward and stood over Maria who knelt sub­missively at her feet.

	“We have some cli­ents in South Amer­ica. We have told them what a slut you are and they are eager to see you. You will be shipped out to­mor­row. Caleb will be your es­cort, he will look after you well I’m sure. Per­haps he can help pol­ish up some of your skills on the jour­ney? But for now I need to see how you can per­form. We shall soon see if Father Thomas has been do­ing his job prop­erly!”

	Maria was hardly tak­ing it all in. Her eyes looked blackened and stared fear­fully up at Les­ley and the tape across her mouth caused her to breathe heav­ily through her nose. Her firm breasts were forced for­ward by the tight­ness of the ropes that bound her wrists at the back and her nipples stood out eagerly. Her slim body was smooth and ra­di­ant, her but­tocks spread slightly as they were pressed out­wards by her heels and her cur­va­ceous hips ac­cen­tu­ated her slender waist. The tiny, gold cross swung slowly from the thin chain that draped through the noose at her neck. The other end pulled down tightly across her belly and just dis­ap­peared into the soft edges of her shaved crack, be­fore emer­ging again where it ran into the golden ring that pierced her clit­oris. Her long hair fell back in a swirl around her neck and trailed loosely onto her shoulder blades.

	Les­ley bent down, took hold of the small cross at Maria’s neck and twirled it slowly between her fin­gers. The chain pulled at her neck and this tugged at the chain that stretched down to her ring. As Les­ley played with the cross, Maria felt the tug­ging of the ring in her clit­oris and shivered as tingling waves of hot ex­cite­ment flooded through her body.

	She felt her clit­oris swell­ing and de­mand­ing more and she bent her head slightly to in­crease the pres­sure. She looked down and, open­ing her thighs slightly, saw the ring emer­ging from the crack of her cunt as her clit­oris en­gorged in re­sponse to the gentle pulling of the chain. She looked back up and smiled at Les­ley as her clit­oris be­came fully ex­posed and throbbed between the soft folds at the front of her shaved crack.

	“Ah Maria, some­times I feel so hard to please. I hope you will not dis­ap­point me.”

	Maria shivered with fear as Les­ley par­ted her legs and flexed the thin black whip between her hands. She thought of the whip and how it would soon be flail­ing across her but­tocks, she thought of all she had been through in the last few days and wondered what else lay ahead. She looked up slightly and felt the ten­sion of the ring in her clit­oris, a wet­ness spread across the soft edges of her cunt and she looked up more.

	“Yes, very hard to please,’ said Les­ley. “Now bend over Maria, and we will be­gin.”

	Then the whip­ping star­ted and Maria strained with agony, de­light and ex­pect­a­tion.
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