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Chapter One

 

Jenny Polo gaped in amazement as the pack of hog-girls raced past her place of concealment.  

They were running on all fours, with their bare breasts bouncing and jiggling. Their hands and feet were encased in leather boots with cloven tips, and they had masks fashioned and painted in the likeness of wild boars on their heads. Their bare bottoms were painted with concentric red and white bull’s-eyes, one half on each buttock. Picked out in gold at the centres of these targets were their anal wells and the plump lips of their pussy mouths.
She now saw a glitter of metal also ringing those orifices.  There were devices of some kind holding them unnaturally wide open, so that they gaped in invitation.  Receptacles for something to be inserted… 
Then, with another toot of hunting horns, a pack of riders came thundering out of the woods, who had evidently been pursuing the hog-girls. To her astonishment, Jenny saw the riders were all female, dressed in long skirts. They were each carrying two-metre long wooden poles, a little like short lances, with curious phallic tips on them that they were waving and jabbing in the direction of the bobbing behinds of the hog-girls. Then they too had passed Jenny, and in a few seconds the entire bizarre cavalcade had vanished into the thick woods, and the sounds of hoof beats and the jingle of harness and the blare of horns gradually faded away.
Jenny stood up and stared after them. What kind of place had she landed in this time?  Women with pig stickers hunting other women dressed up as wild boars? Well she was not going to get caught like that! The first thing she had to do was find some clothes and then…
Too late she heard the muffled clop of gently cantering horses’ hooves behind her and spun about.
Two more riders had been following on behind the main group. Before she could conceal herself again, one of them called out, pointing at her. ‘Your Highness: look!’
Jenny knew she could not outrun horses, so she stood her ground and tried to look as innocent as possible while being stark naked.
The riders circled round her. They were two young women in jackets and long riding skirts, possibly culottes, carrying more of the short lances. She looked up into their faces. One of them had a bright face with high cheekbones, pale blue eyes and long blonde hair tucked up under her hat.  The other one… 
The other one wore the face Jenny saw when she looked into a mirror. 
She appeared to be Jenny’s identical twin!
There was a mutual gasp of amazement from the two riders as they stared at her features.
‘What devilry is this!’ her twin exclaimed, as she took in a replica of her own form.
Jenny was pale-complexioned with a neat compact stature. She had shoulder-length brunette hair, an open heart-shaped innocent face, high cheekbones and dark intelligent brown eyes. She had sharply defined and prominent pink nipples that were set high on her large pale breasts, so that they jutted slightly upwards. She had a supple waist, a flat stomach with a round naval, curvy hips and a deeply cleft pale bottom. She had strong and shapely legs and a bare pink vulval cleft with pouting inner labia. The only outwardly unnatural mark upon her was an indelible green ink circle with a “Z” inside it on the upper slope of her right buttock, put there by the great Wizard of Oz.
This detail now caught the eye of the blonde woman. ‘See… she even has your birthmark, My Lady!’
‘So I can see, Helga,’ the other one said, swiftly regaining her composure. ‘Who are you, girl? Is this some kind of joke? Did Rudolf put you up to this? Or perhaps it was Michael…?
Her voice was Jenny’s, but it was honed by a well-bred, quietly imperious and commanding manner.  She had to be Jenny’s own age, but she acted with the poise and self-assurance of somebody ten years older.
‘She is naked but without a collar,’ Helga observed. ‘She must be an escaped pet…’
By now, Jenny had managed to control her own surprise and answered as is reasonably she could. 
‘Nobody has put me up to anything. In fact, I don’t even know where I am.’
‘This is my family estate in Grundheim, south-west of Strelsau,’ her twin replied.
‘And you are?’
‘She is Princess Flavia, of course,’ said Helga.
Jenny groaned. Now all those names connected up in her memory.  This was not her home Earth. Although she could not explain why the Princess looked like her, she knew what story she was in.
‘So, this is Ruritania?’
‘Where else did you imagine you were?’
Jenny cursed loudly, using some cutting words that were excusable in the circumstances, but which made the two women start.
‘Mind your language in the presence of the Princess,’ Helga scolded.
‘Sorry, it’s just that I’ve had a really bad day… well, actually a bad few weeks…’
‘Is her mind addled?’ Helga wondered.
‘Clearly she may outwardly resemble me to an uncanny degree, but she does not know how to behave in polite company,’ Flavia commented. ‘And such resemblance does not excuse her trespass.’  She fixed Jenny with her sharp gaze.  ‘In such cases, the law says that you may be detained and used as the landowner wishes – until somebody comes to claim you or pay a fine.’
That was not going to happen any time soon, Jenny thought grimly.
‘Look, I didn’t mean to trespass,’ she said aloud. ‘If you could just lend me something to wear, I’ll get off your land…’ 
‘You don’t think I’d let you go without finding out who or what you are, do you?’ Flavia said.  ‘You are going to tell me all about yourself, after you have been properly punished…’ 
The women urged their mounts towards her with deft tugs of their reins and taps of their heels against their flanks, hemming her in while jabbing her with their pig-sticking poles.  They drove her backwards until her back was pressed against an oak tree.
‘Secure her, Helga,’ Flavia commanded, as she pressed the tip of her pole into Jenny’s throat.
Helga slipped from her saddle holding several lengths of leather strapping.
She could try to make a run for it, but how far would she get, Jenny thought frantically. Her double and her friend were apparently used to hunting down women. And there were other huntresses in the woods as well. 
Helga took hold of her right wrist, wrapped a loop of strap about it and then pulled her arm back behind the tree. Jenny did not resist. The other end of the strap she looped about Jenny’s left wrist and secured that in a similar manner.  Then she did the same to her legs.  Her movements were quick and assured, as if she had done this kind of thing many times before.
Can’t I go even half an hour without being tied up, Jenny thought in a mixture of exasperation and tremulous excitement, feeling her nipples standing up in anticipation of whatever was to come.  It was frightening and degrading and what was even worse, it seemed that her body welcomed it. 
When she was secured, the Princess dismounted and looked at her closely, taking hold of Jenny’s chin and turning her head from side to side to examine it in detail.
‘The resemblance is uncanny,’ she conceded.  ‘You will explain yourself in full. But first, you must be punished for trespass and the use of coarse language…’ And she held up her riding crop.
Jenny shuddered. ‘No, really, you don’t need to, I’ll…umphhh!’
Helga had pushed another strap between her teeth and tied it about her head, gagging her and muffling any further protests.  As she did so, Helga started again. ‘She even has your tongue, My Lady…’
Flavia examined Jenny’s mouth that was now stretched open by the leather strap, revealing the tip of Jenny’s silver tongue. ‘So she does,’ Flavia said. ‘I thought that was unique to my family.’ 
As she spoke, Jenny clearly saw the tip of her tongue was also silver. What was going on?
Flavia pinched and rubbed Jenny’s tongue tip.  ‘It does not seem to be paint. This is getting very strange. However, first things first.  I want her properly chastened and discomposed. Use the sticker on her while I beat her…’
Helga looked troubled. ‘My Lady… I’m not sure I could do that to somebody who so closely resembles you.’
‘She is not me, Helga. Whatever she really is we shall soon find out. But first she must be punished! Just because she resembles me, it does not mean she is above the law.’
‘Yes, My Lady.’
Jenny’s eyes grew wide.  How could a woman who looked just like her treat her like this?  Very easily, was the answer.
Flavia swiped her riding crop precisely across Jenny’s breasts, cutting into their soft flesh and making them leap and jiggle about.  Jenny shrieked and jerked against straps that bound her tightly to the tree. Meanwhile, Helga was crouching down, jabbing the tip of the sticker pole up into Jenny’s pussy.  It was a bristling, ribbed rubber sheath that teased and rasped inside her as it twisted and churned, and it made her lower stomach bulge as it was pumped up into her again and again.
The intrusive thrill of this clashed with the burning heat in her breasts, which were turning from pink to scarlet.  Tears were trickling down her cheeks and splashing onto their hot upper slopes is they shivered and heaved.  She had a blurred impression of Flavia wearing her own face filled with sensuous delight as she beat her. This was cruel and callous and…
Then Jenny’s masochistic reflexes, honed by her altered nature and refined by her adventures, kicked in and she dribbled and chewed on her gag strap and groaned in helpless delight.  Her nipples throbbed with delight and her pussy sucked on the pumping, churning, sticker pole tip. The familiar dark thrill of being helpless and mistreated filled her. Pain and pleasure became one and with a sob a searing orgasm tore through her and she slipped away into her own private heaven. 

* * *

The next thing she knew, Flavia was slapping her cheek.

‘She is a passionate creature,’ she was saying. ‘She actually fainted, although whether from pleasure or pain I’m not sure.  No, leave the sticker inside her. It will remind her of her position…’
Helga wedged the end of the pole into the grass, leaving it impaled within Jenny. She felt its end slippery with her expelled orgasmic juices which also covered her splayed thighs. Her breasts simmered happily from their beating.  It was all wrong, of course, but she felt indecently wonderful…
‘Can you hear me, girl?’ Flavia continued. She pulled her gag strap from between Jenny’s lips. ‘Now, explain yourself.  Who are you and how do you come to be here?’
Jenny licked her lips, trying to concentrate.  Should she confess the truth? If she couldn’t be honest with her twin, then who could she open up to? And yet it might frighten her. 
‘Do you want me to tell you a believable lie, or an unbelievable truth?’ she asked.
Flavia raised a delicate eyebrow. The corner of her mouth twitched in a fleeting smile. ‘You are a bold creature. Let me hear your lie first and see if it convinces.’
Jenny tried to recall the background to this story and pick something useful out of it. 
‘My name is Jenny Polo and I come for England. My family had some connection to Ruritania a few generations ago. A bit of a scandal concerning one of your ancestors on a visit to London, I think. I suppose we are distant cousins. That might explain our similarities, and the tongue and the birthmark. I came here to see the coronation and took a walk in the woods. But a band of masked men robbed and stripped me. They might have done something worse, but they were frightened off by the sounds of your hunt and I got away from them.’
Jenny thought it sounded quite reasonable. Of course, it was nonsense. She couldn’t really explain why Flavia looked like her. She was taking a gamble that enough of the original structure of the story remained for it to make sense to her captors.
‘Yes, that sounds quite plausible,’ Flavia agreed. ‘I believe there were such stories of an ancestral escapade abroad at some time in the past. But if that is a lie, what is the truth?’
‘Please, go with this for now,’ Jenny begged.  
Flavia nodded. ‘Very well, I’ll accept your story for the moment. But now, what shall I do with you.’
‘Let me go and wave me on my way?’ Jenny suggested. 

Flavia chuckled. ‘You are very amusing, Jenny Polo.  I can see this situation has many humorous possibilities.  Imagine people’s amazement when they see you. But we must keep your appearance a secret for now.  Helga: go back to the chateaux and bring me a full slave hood, collar and leash.  Then go and find the others and make my excuses. Say my horse went lame or something. Tell nobody what we found…’

Helga mounted up and rode off. Flavia turned back to Jenny and smiled and stroked her cheek. ‘I’m going to have a lot of fun with you…’









Chapter Two

 
Half an hour later, Jenny was led out of the woods into the grounds of a fine chateaux. It had lush ornamental gardens and a large stable block adjoining one wing. She did not appreciate the finer points of its architectural style, however.

Jenny’s arms were now strapped behind her back and her head was covered by a leather hood. Leaving only a slot for the tip of her nose and holes over her eyes which could be covered by integral blindfold patches if desired.  There was another slot over the mouth which was covered by a strap that held a rubber plug gag in her mouth.  A heavy leather collar had been buckled about her neck. To this a long chain had been clipped, the other end of which was hooked to Flavia’s saddle. Dirt had been smeared over Jenny’s tell-tale Oz brand, concealing it from view.
Now she was completely anonymous, and nobody would suspect her of being the Princess’s double.
They reached the courtyard of the chateaux and Flavia dismounted. A waiting groom took away her horse.  He only spared Jenny a passing glance.  Clearly it was nothing unusual for a princess to lead a naked bound and hooded woman into the chateaux. Jenny’s stomach knotted up tighter. This was beginning to feel all too familiar.
Jenny was led inside a richly decorated and lofty hall and up a sweep of stairs and along a corridor to a luxuriously furnished suite of rooms.   Here Flavia gratefully removed her hat and riding jacket.    Then she considered Jenny’s body, still grimy from leaf mould and her landing in the pond in the woods.
‘The first thing I’ve got to do is to get you cleaned up.  Normally I’d have the slave master do it, or else my maid, but I want to keep you secret, so I suppose I must do it myself. Oh well…’
The suite of rooms included an antique bathroom with chunky brass and copper fittings, an oil- fired water heater, which was probably the latest thing, and a big freestanding bath tub.
Flavia removed Jenny’s hood and gag. 
‘Don’t give me any trouble,’ she warned her.
Jenny said. ‘If you’re offering me a hot bath, then I’m not going to run away. At least, not until I’m clean again.  Throw in some bath salts and I’ll be in it for an hour and a half, easily.  You won’t be able to drag me out…’ 
Flavia laughed aloud.  ‘You do say the most extraordinary things.  Is this the English style of modern banter? And you show me so little respect…’
Jenny wiggled her still sore breasts. ‘Did you show me any respect?’
‘It was my right,’ Flavia said.
‘But nobody was compelling you to exercise it,’ Jenny pointed out
‘You seem to enjoy the process in the end.’
‘But you didn’t know that when you started,’ Jenny counted.
Flavia looked very curiously. ‘Yes, you are rather special.  All right then, you may bathe yourself...’  She held up her riding crop.  ‘But if you give me any trouble you will suffer…’
And so the rest of Jenny’s restraints were removed and she had her bath, complete with lavender bath salts, while Flavia sat watching her.  Jenny was acutely aware of her eyes examining her body in detail.  She supposed it was not surprising in the circumstances.
Flavia spoke once. ‘You speak very good German,’ she observed.
Jenny not been aware of it, but now she recalled that they spoke German in Ruritania. She had simply adapted to her surroundings once again.
‘Thank you.  I, er… went to a German-speaking school.’
‘Is that another lie?’ 
‘Yes,’ Jenny admitted.
Flavia stared at her intently, as if trying to perceive the truth. But she would never guess in a million years.
When she was done, Flavia actually helped towel Jenny dry. Then she pulled Jenny’s wrists behind her back and snapped cuffs onto them. ‘The bath is over and so is your promise. I’m not taking any risks with such an accomplished and self-confessed liar…’
There was a small cage in the bedroom clearly designed to hold a slave girl. Flavia locked Jenny into it.
‘There will be dinner this evening when I will be entertaining my guests.  You will eat with me then. I shall find some suitable make up to disguise your birthmark. Meanwhile, I have other duties to attend to…’ 
And she left Jenny alone.
Jenny made herself as comfortable as possible on the padded mat that covered the floor of the cage. Then she tried to think clearly.
Flavia and Helga both came from a story called “The Prisoner of Zenda”, that she had researched for her college essay, which seemed to have become the blueprint for her misadventures.  It was set in the late Victorian era. On the eve of the coronation of King Rudolf V of Ruritania of the House of Elphberg, his younger half-brother Michael, Duke of Strelsau, has him drugged while enjoying the hospitality of his hunting lodge, so Rudolf cannot attend and will be discredited in the eyes of the people, thanks to his well-known dissolute nature.  
But by chance, the king had earlier met Rudolf Rassendyll, a visiting English gentleman and a distant cousin and lookalike of the king.  Rassendyll is persuaded by Colonel Sapt and Fritz von Tarlenheim, loyal attendants of the king, to impersonate Rudolf at the coronation until he recovers and can resume his duties.  
But the unconscious king is then abducted and imprisoned in Michael’s castle in the small town of Zenda, and Rassendyll has to maintain the deception far longer than was planned. If that was not bad enough, Rassendyll falls in love with Princess Flavia, the King’s betrothed, but he cannot tell her who he really is.  In the end, Rassendyll leads a daring raid on the castle to rescue the king, which was the cue for a lot of exciting dashing about and dramatic swordplay. Eventually, the real Rudolf is restored to his throne, but English Rudolf and Flavia, both bound by a strong sense of honour and duty, have to part with their love unrequited.
The enduring popularity of the story, which was made into films, plays and tv series, resulted in "Ruritania" becoming a generic term for any small, imaginary, Victorian or Edwardian Era European kingdom, in this instance fictionally situated between Saxony and Bohemia, used as the setting for romance, intrigue and in the plots of adventure novels. It lent its name to a whole genre of similar writing: the “Ruritanian Romance”. "Ruritania" was also used as the placeholder name of a hypothetical country to make points in academic discussions.
It was a very plausible place, which was why it made it easy to imagine enough people believing in it for it to exist somewhere amongst the fantasy worlds shaped by the forces of multiple ego pantheistic solipsism.
But this version was clearly perverted in a way she was becoming all too familiar with. These highborn women seemed perfectly at ease hunting female slaves and treating them like sex toys and pets.  And if that was how they behaved, what would their men be like? 
Men would behave like men, Jenny decided. What was even more disturbing was why Flavia looked exactly like her. Or could it be the other way around?  Of course, there was a saying that everyone had a double somewhere, and perhaps she had simply met hers by chance.
No, that didn’t make sense. No natural double could also have her Oz brand as a birthmark, and her witch-given silver tongue. Those were things she had acquired on her travels.  They were nothing to do with genetics.
Something else was going on here, and she suspected that was the cause of it, but she had no idea what.









Chapter Three

 
Jenny attended the dinner that night as Flavia’s sex pet. There was no other word for it.  Their dress, or lack of it, even co-ordinated.

With Helga’s help, Jenny’s hair was cleaned and combed until it shone and pulled out through a vent at the back of a supple red leather hood mask.  Her arms were confined behind her back by a red leather binder, and Flavia, now dressed grandly in a red dress, led her by a short leash connected to a sparkly red leather collar now buckled about her neck.  Her mouth was free as she was going to eat, but Flavia had been very explicit about what would happen to her if she actually spoke a word during dinner.
In any other circumstances, they would have been the absolute centre of attention. But here in this version of Ruritania, it was apparently perfectly normal.  The other women in the dining room, who she had previously seen charging enthusiastically after naked prey girls disguised as wild boars, were also now finely dressed. And they had brought their own naked girl pets with them.
A few of the guests commented that they had not seen Jenny before, and Flavia said she had only just been imported from England, and still needed further training.  She added meaningfully that she would have to be very strict with her if she misbehaved. Only Helga spared Jenny a second glance and then she gave Flavia a knowing smile.
The candlelit table was richly spread, and immaculate servants brought in dish after dish and kept glasses of wine topped up.  Jenny had her own bowl with the same food as was supplied to the other diners chopped up in it.  And the food was good and Jenny was hungry and so she told her pride to take the evening off and she hunkered down with her legs spread and bottom up to keep herself balanced and buried her face in the bowl and ate, while her breasts swayed beneath her and her nipples brushed the floor.  The other girl pets had adopted similar postures, showing off their private parts in the process.  What a spectacle they all must make! She felt a familiar illicit thrill at the thought. 
It was almost worse when Flavia handed down in a morsel from her own plate and Jenny had to take it delicately from her hand or the tip of her fork, just like a dog might.  And then she patted her head and told her she was a ‘Good girl’.  She was having fun with her.
But this degradation was quite minor compared to that of the feast’s unique table decorations.
The hog-girls from the hunt had now been set out on the table on large silver platters.  Their masks had been removed so they were totally naked. They were resting face up with braces fitted to the trays supporting the small of their backs, so that their hips were thrust upwards. Their arms and legs had been pulled in under them and strapped together.  Green apples had been pushed into their mouths to act like gags, and into their sex mouths, presumably simply for decoration or devilment.
Once again, this was something that had never been in the original Zenda story, which had celebrated Victorian ideals and morals!  But the rules were different here. This was how highborn Ruritanian women in this version of reality amused themselves. 
As the meal progressed and more wine was consumed, the guests got merrier. They had been swapping tales of the hunt and choice titbits of society gossip, which Jenny did not understand, but now it was getting raucous. Flavia tapped a glass with her spoon. 
‘It’s time that our pets had their desert,’ she said.
They had their pets climb up onto the table and begin nibbling away at the apples lodged in the pussies of the hogtied hog-girls.   Jenny was afraid Flavia would make her join them, but there were more than enough to go around. The hog-girls squirmed as the apples were consumed. When their intimate orifices were exposed, the guests slapped the bottoms of their girls, so they dipped their heads again and began to lick the living table decorations out.
The hog-girls shivered and moaned as they began to drip over the faces of the pets.  Their owners urge them on to greater efforts.  Those pets without a pussy to suck attached their lips to the hog-girls tremulous up-thrust nipples.  Finally, with shudders and sobs, one by one, they climaxed.
Some of the girl pets also looked highly aroused and the scent of their excitement filled the air.
The women pulled them off the table and tweaked their hard nipples and rubbed their fingers through their wet clefts. There was no doubt what was going to happen when they got back to their rooms.
And all this came before the coronation, which would then be followed by Flavia’s wedding to Rudolf. Was this a kind of lesbian sex slave hen night, Jenny wondered?  Were all these women single or were they married? Did their men know about such goings-on? It was all done so openly in front of servants that it suggested, like the hunt, that it was nothing out of the ordinary. Perhaps Ruritanian men thought that sex with slave girl pets satisfied their women’s desires, without involving other men.
And, presumably, that was the service she was now going to have to perform for Flavia. For her identical double!









Chapter Four

 
Jenny lay spread-eagled on Flavia’s bed. Her wrists and ankles were secured by cuffs that were chained to its corner posts.  Her mouth was gaged so she could not protest. She was all ready to give pleasure. The posts had numerous scratches and abrasions from the chains that had been polished over many times. This was a well-used piece of furniture. There was even a square of rubber backed towelling underneath her buttocks, ready to absorb her passion juices and protect the bed sheets.  That spoke of common sense and long experience. How many other slave girls had laid here before her?  She felt a dark thrill of anticipation.

Flavia returned from the bathroom, wearing only a light silk robe. She smiled down at Jenny for a moment, and then slipped it off, leaving herself naked.  She stood there posed with hands on hips and one foot forward and knee slightly bent, as if showing herself off to Jenny. Yes, she looked exactly like her, even down to…
Flavia rubbed her fingers through her own naked sex cleft.
‘Yes, we seem to have that in common as well. Also a family trait. For obvious reasons it’s not as well-known as my birthmark.’
I do look hot, Jennie thought as she stared Flavia. And for the first time ever I can say that without it seeming narcissistic.
Flavia sat down on the side of the bed and ran her hands over Jenny’s body, fondling her pussy and then squeezing her hot breasts.
‘These seemed to have healed very rapidly,’ she observed. ‘But that’s good.’  She rubbed and patted her some more and Jenny shivered. ‘Oh, this feels almost indecent, and yet also exciting. Is it wrong that I desire you? Would that count as self-love? But then you are not me, are you?  Not even, I think, a distant cousin.  I could force you to tell me the truth…’
She squeezed Jenny’ breasts harder, stretching and twisting her nipples until Jenny whimpered and hot tears pricked the backs of her eyes. This pressure had the effect of making milk spurt out of their tips.
Flavia started in surprise, looking at the fluid on her fingers. ‘Are you nursing?
Jenny shook her head. 
‘Another of your mysteries?’
Jenny nodded.
‘Well, in this at least, you’re not like me.’  
She stared at the milk dribbling down the sides of Jenny’s breasts for a moment as if in slightly ashamed calculation, and then she dipped her head and lapped it up.
‘No doubt this is very wicked, but you taste delicious,’ she said. And then she applied her lips to Jenny’s nipples and sucked hard on them, squeezing her breasts as she did so, forcing the milk out of her in little jets that she swallowed down excitedly.
Judy groaned at the sensuous feel of her breasts being drained and soft lips stimulating the sensitive rims of her areolae.
When Flavia lifted her head again there was milk dribbling down her chin and her pale cheeks were flushed.  Her eyes burned with lust.
‘I must have you now!’
She took something from her bedside cabinet. It was a black rubber dildo curved like a hook. The tapering tip of the hook had a bulbous cap and its inside curve bristled with many prongs. Just above these were rings to hold the middle of a securing belt. Beyond this, the shaft bent in the other direction and thickened and became ribbed, with a penis-like plum head on its end. 
Feverishly, Flavia spread her legs and pushed the hook between them, jamming it upwards so that its tip popped up into her anus. This pressed the bristle of prongs into her naked cleft. She pulled the ends of the belt around behind her waist to secure it.  Now the other end of the dildo jutted out from her pubic mound like a penis.
Flavia clambered onto the bed between Jenny’s widespread legs and guided the tip of the dildo into her cleft and then lay down upon her, ramming it deep up into her.  Jenny gasped about her gag as Flavia’s body – the spitting image of her own body – bore down upon her.  Their breasts mashed and flattened together, squirting more milk out of Jenny’s globes and lubricating their squishy slitherings. Jenny stared up into a copy of her face looking excited and masterful and triumphant.  Of course, she must have done this kind of thing many times before. Then Jenny dipped her head and kissed Jenny’s gag-stretched lips.
‘I command you to please me, my lying not-cousin!’ she said huskily.
And Jenny did. There was no fault she could find in the body writhing on top of her.  It was hot and female and very lovely. It felt incestuous and yet of course it wasn’t. But that added a sense of encroaching onto forbidden territory.  The sum of all this was irresistible. And she did not try to resist it.
Flavia’s juices flowing out around the bristle of prongs exciting her slot and dribbling onto Jenny’s cleft, to mingle with her own outpourings. That was so intimate!  Jenny’s hips bucked, almost lifting Flavia off her.  Flavia rammed into her, again and again, stretching Jenny’s sheath even as she pleasured herself with the inner prongs of the dildo.  The naked lips of their engorged clefts kissed about the contrivance of rubber that joined them. 
Then the world seemed to explode.

* * *

Sometime later, Jenny lay beneath Flavia’s soft warm body as they both recovered from their outpouring of mutual passion.  They were still joined by the rubber dildo: plugged into Jenny’s sodden vagina and Flavius tight anus. Apart from gentle breathing, neither made a sound. Jenny couldn’t speak because she was still gagged, and Flavia had said nothing because there was no need.  Even if Jenny could have spoken, she wouldn’t. At that moment they were in a perfectly tranquil place beyond words, and neither wanted to break the spell too early.

That had been amazing, Jennie thought in a daze. One of her best ever climaxes out of a very strange selection she had acquired during her adventures. She felt a pang of guilt that it had been with somebody who looked just like her, but then she had no choice, which only made it that little bit more exciting. She had succumbed to the lure of slavery and bondage once again, at the hands of her own twin! 
Then confusion filled her once again. Even though it had been wonderful in the end, it hadn’t been fair.  A rich titled woman had taken advantage of a lost trespasser.  Their physical resemblance was incidental from that point of view, although it added a perverse twist.
Once again, she wondered how could she be so cruel to herself? Then she reminded herself that, looks apart, Flavia was not her.  She been brought up quite differently with her own set of moral values and experiences and desires.
Then Jenny realized how little was said about Flavia’s background in Zenda story. No parents were mentioned that she could recall, nor even her family name.  She was simply a cousin, presumably distant enough to permit marriage, of the King. She was pretty and virtuous and dutiful: an object of desire and a means to an end. One might even say she was merely a plot device, to give Rudolf Rassendyll a love interest to test his chivalry, and Black Michael something to strive for to help him claim the throne. 
But in the book, she had red hair, while here she was somehow Jenny’s physical twin, right down to her naked pubes. But her pubic hair has been removed in Oz and had not grown back. It was something she had acquired, like the silver tongue and brand. How did Flavia look the same? Perhaps a kind of “feedback” from her adventures was somehow influencing the story she had fallen into.  But that hadn’t happened in Lilliput or in Hollow Earth.  But this time, perhaps she was fitting into a very tightly shaped role.  The whole story revolved around the uncanny resemblance of Rudolf Rassendyll for the King. Since she couldn’t play his part, she had to be a double of the Princess.  But apparently her looks were not going to change, so Flavia’s did. Not that she knew it, of course. This was all perfectly normal to her. However, Jenny, as a double, was the more important and interesting character, as English Rudolf was in the original story. 
Poor Flavia. She was really being messed about by the dramatic necessities of storytelling.  Were there rules about such things, as there were with the interactions of matter and energy and so on?  If she knew what they were, then that might help her navigate her way home through multidimensional worlds of fantasy.
Just then Flavia stirred and lifted her head and smiled.  ‘That was wonderful! You are remarkable. I feel perfectly at ease with you...’ She pulled Jenny’s gag out and kissed her passionately on the lips, which was in its way even more disturbing than their coupling had been. ‘You are me and yet not me,’ she continued, unconsciously echoing Jenny’s thoughts. ‘Which makes anything permissible…’

* * *

Flavia lay reversed on top of Jenny with her face buried in Jenny’s slippery cleft, while her own pussy mouth ground across Jenny’s face. Once again lost in helpless passion, Jenny licked and sucked at it. She tried to penetrate her hot wet passageway, but she found her probing tongue was blocked by a membrane of flesh.  Despite her familiarity with lesbian sex, Flavia was still technically a virgin.  So Jenny concentrated on her labia and clitoris and pleasured them until Flavia’s juices sprayed out over her face, even as she drenched Flavia’s busy lips and tongue.

* * *

It was while they were recovering for a second time from a delightful mutual orgasm, that Flavia commented on that anatomical detail.

‘I know you felt that I was still intact. My hymen is for my future husband to take. Rudolf.

I may dally with women all I like, but I’m expected to be a virgin to him, and I will be.’

Her voice was flat.
Since she was still un-gagged, Jenny said. ‘You don’t sound very happy about getting married to a King.’
‘It’s my duty. For the sake of the country’s stability. I’m not sure why, but apparently I’m popular with the people. Whoever I marry gains something from that approval. I know Rudolf is something of a wastrel and dissolute, but that is how it must be. In his own way, his half-brother Black Michael is even worse.  So, I suppose I’m getting the better part of the bargain.’
‘You don’t need men,’ Jenny said.  ‘If the people want you, you could be a queen and rule the country by yourself. Things can change you know.’
‘You do say the most remarkable things,’ Flavia said. ‘This has been planned for a long time. Nothing is going to change that now.  But at least I will have you with me as an amusing companion.’
‘Haven’t I paid my penalty for trespassing by now?’ Jenny protested.
Flavia laughed. ‘Not by many leagues, unless you care to tell me the truth about yourself?’
Tell you that you’re just a character in a story that I happen to mention in a college essay? And that you’re wearing my face, because I am on an adventure through the multi-dimensional worlds of multiple-ego pantheistic solipsism? No way, Jenny thought.









Chapter Five

 
The next morning in Flavia’s chambers, she and Helga looked down on Jenny critically as she knelt on a mat before them.

‘I think she looks perfect,’ Helga said.
‘There’s no danger of anybody noticing the likeness?’ Flavia asked.
‘None at all, My Lady,’ Helga assured her.
Jenny had been dressed as Flavia’s new pet puppy-girl. She wore a dog muzzle half mask with a skull cap supporting leather ears to hide her features.  The muzzle had a soft rubber bar stretched between its jaws which passed between Jenny’s teeth; not preventing her from speaking but reminding her to keep quiet, although apparently a few whimpers and whines were permissible. 
A plug-in rubber tail bobbed over her bare buttocks.  A deep spiked collar was padlocked about her neck. Her hands and feet were bound up in black leather balls, a little like shrunken boxing gloves, giving them some resemblance to dog’s paws.  A broad, corset-like like belt was bound about her waist which was connected at its sides to a pair of leather sheathed helical springs that were linked to her ankle cuffs. The tension on the springs kept her legs bent up under her and forced her to move about on all fours. Once again, her Oz brand had been covered by make-up.
Flavia tugged on the leash clipped to Jenny’s collar and she followed her about the room at her heels like a good pet.  Walking on all fours and with her legs doubled under her was not easy but she had no choice. The springs which prevented her from straightening her legs out did give her some bracing, carrying the weight of her torso to a degree, which helped.
Jenny glimpsed herself in a long mirror. No, nobody was going to point a finger and say that puppy-girl is the exact double of the Princess, even if they somehow saw beneath her disguise.  Her costume put her in a certain social category.  She was a naked sex slave and Flavia was a princess. Nobody would imagine anything else.
Helga smiled. ‘I have to say that, having the same build, you both look well together, My Lady.  Something in the way you both move harmonises.’
‘I suppose that is not surprising. But Rudolf will be surprised when I reveal her to him at the right moment.’
And she smiled happily at that thought and patted Jenny’s head.  Jenny shivered and wiggled her hips, setting her tail wagging. This was going to be a fresh nightmare.

* * *

Waved off by her hunting friends, Flavia and Helga, with their respective pets at their heels, climbed aboard the carriage that was to take them to the town of Grundheim and the station where they would take a train to the capital of Ruritania: Strelsau.

Helga’s puppy-girl was called Mitzi, who was slim and compact with olive skin, glossy dark hair and neat little brown-nippled breasts.  She moved so elegantly on all fours that it made Jenny feel clumsy. How long will it take before she was as comfortable in a puppy-girl harness? She hoped she would not be here long enough to find out.  At the chateaux, Flavia had been between puppy-girls. It seemed that Jenny had arrived just in time to fill that void.
Was that a coincidence? Had the story opened up to accommodate her, or had she pushed her way in?
Jenny felt a fresh shiver of humiliation as they disembarked at Grundheim station and their luggage was unloaded by porters onto a cart.  There were people waiting for her and waving flags and cheering, and suddenly Jenny felt herself exposed and near naked before so many strange eyes. But of course, all this was perfectly normal in Ruritania, and besides she was just a puppy-girl. Flavia was the star of the moment. And she played her role well and smiled graciously. The stationmaster for personally escorted Flavia and Helga to a private carriage on the train and they climbed on board.
The journey north and east took about an hour. Jenny was able to look out of the window for most of the time. They passed through rolling green countryside, with scattered villages, fields and farms interspersed with stretches of wild woodland.  Finally, the city came into view. Parts of it looked quite mediaeval, with heavy rooftops a few buildings over three stories high, here and there pierced by taller church spires.  But some more recent developments were also visible.
Strelsau station was modern by Nineteenth Century standards and was full of smoke and bustle. Flavia and her retinue descended to receive another civic welcome headed by the Marshall and the Mayor of the city, plus assorted dignitaries and a crowd of well-wishers.  They clambered into another carriage and were taken out onto the streets. Cheering crowds lined the route. Flavia was clearly popular.
‘The King himself will have no finer welcome in this city,’ Helga commented.
They made their way along spacious and more modern boulevards and through residential quarters to a fine townhouse that had already been prepared for her. Gratefully, Jenny scuttled along at Flavia’s heels and they went inside. 

* * *

Dinner that night was a quieter and more reserved affair than the hog-girl table-top orgy, that Flavia shared with Helga alone. Once again, the puppy girls ate their meal on the floor from bowls.  It was good food and there was plenty of it, so Jenny could not complain.  It had been carefully set down in front of her by serving maid.  Jenny was aware of a small company of servants inhabiting the house and keeping it running, but she only glimpsed a few maids and footmen and a magisterial butler in passing. They of course paid her little attention.

Afterwards, Flavia and Helga talked idly and sipped wine, while their girl pets huddled at their feet, and then they departed for bed.

* * *

Their lovemaking was not as frenzied as the previous night either. But Flavia still made good use of Jenny.

Flavia sat back against the headboard of her bed with her legs spread wide. Jenny laid in front of her with her arms strapped behind her and her face buried in Flavia’s pussy, sucking and nibbling and lapping away. Flavia tasted nice, Jenny decided. Was that what she tasted like?
Flavia held a long handled spanking paddle that she used on Jenny’s buttocks to encourage her to greater efforts.  Her yelps of pain were swallowed up by the hot, fleshy wet crevice that sucked on her nose and mouth.
‘I’m tempted to tan your bottom until you tell me your secret,’ Flavia said, swiping the paddle briskly down on Jenny’s buttocks and making them shiver and blush.
Jenny lifted her face from the sweet streaming cleft of her pussy. ‘Please, I can’t,’ she said.  ‘I might spoil things or hurt you. Better that you don’t know.’
‘Don’t you think I’m strong enough to bear a shock, or capable of understanding some complex mystery?’
‘No, but it really is a big one. If you disbelieve me then there will be no point, and if you believed me then you might hate me for telling you.’
Flavia frowned at her words. ‘I sense you are sincere. I must know if this mystery of yours could in any way threaten the peace of Ruritania?’ 
‘I hope not,’ Jenny said. 
‘You don’t sound certain. Maybe it is necessary that I know whatever the cost. I’ll wait until after the Coronation, but then you must tell me.’ 
‘All right,’ Jenny promised. Hopefully of course Flavia would have other distractions by then.
Afterwards, when Flavia was done with her and they were both drifting off to sleep, Jenny wondered why was she so fearful of telling Flavia the truth? Some instinct was preventing her. Was it that this reality was so very real, much more so than Oz or Lilliput or Hollow Earth? These people could really have existed a century and a bit before her time. And the story they were in, assuming it would progress in this version of reality as it had in the fictional one, was very particular and personal to them. It felt fragile. She didn’t want to upset things any more than she had already.









Chapter Six

 
The next day, Flavia took Jenny out for a walk in a public park close to their residence, along with Helga and Mitzi.  They were followed a few paces behind by two footmen assigned the temporary duty of escorts and bodyguards if needed.  Their manner however was quite casual and there was no suggestion of any serious concern.

Jenny felt the disquieting thrill of public exposure once again as she trotted along at Flavia’s heels. The trouble was her enforced posture lifted her bottom up exposing her vulva and showed off her tail-plugged anus.  She was not greatly consoled to see that she was not the only one suffering such humiliation.
They passed puppy-girls walking with their masters and mistresses and elaborately harnessed ponygirls pulling expensive carriages.  There were also a few higher-class shop windows which featured slave girls in them as living models. One of them was repeatedly stripping herself and putting on new dresses, assisted by another slave girl dressed in a minuscule maid’s outfit.  Even worse were the living signs that hung over the pavements. Frames encasing naked slave girls bound and twisted into different shapes, advertising some expensive service or product.
And yet all this was perfectly natural. It was clearly ingrained into the local culture and this perverted version of the original story. Why could she not land somewhere where they did not treat women like this?
Finally, they reached the Park and proceeded along one of its many tree-lined walkways, which felt a little more natural and open.
People who recognized Flavia bowed respectfully in passing and Jenny was acutely aware of them being watched from a distance, but she was not mobbed.  They recognized that she was out in a private capacity and they did not hinder her.
However, it soon became evident to Jenny that Flavia’s superficially innocent morning walk with her puppy-girl was in fact a calculated reminder of her presence in the city and readiness for the Coronation and therefore support for her husband to be.  This is a place where well off people went to parade about and be seen.  
There was a cafe in the middle of the park where Flavia and Helga stopped to refresh themselves. Its owners were overjoyed by her patronage.  It was another show of her common touch and support for local people. After all, she would soon be Queen of the city.
As she was respectfully admired, she and Helga threw bits of cake for Jenny and Mitzi to catch.
Afterwards, Jenny encountered a strange edifice in the park: a public convenience for puppy girls.  It was a wrought iron structure a little like a fountain, with freshwater continuously flowing through it and drinking pans at different levels. The lowest ones were there for puppies to pee in. Mitzi unconcernedly cocked her leg and squirted a stream of urine accurately into it. Blushing under her mask, Jenny copied her, but her aim was not so good and she splashed some down her leg.  Flavia gently scolded her for her carelessness.

* * *

In bed that night with Flavia, their coupling had a certain desperate edge. Perhaps because tomorrow was Coronation Day.

Flavia bound Jenny face down on the bed and use a spanking paddle on her buttocks until they were rosy red. Then she fitted the double ended dildo onto herself and rammed it up Jenny’s anus, making her squeal. It was as if she was trying to work out some powerful emotions, or else distract herself from her fears with a dose of lusty sex.  Jenny’s sensitised anus sucked on it hungrily, revelling in her penetration, until she convulsed with another orgasm.
Afterwards, lying on top of Jenny’s sweaty back with them still coupled through the dildo, Flavia apologised to Jenny.
‘I did not mean to be so vigorous. I am troubled in my mind. I confess that I don’t love Rudolf and yet I know I must do my duty.’  She kissed Jenny on the cheek.  ‘But you are a great comfort. Whatever you are, I feel I can confide in you honestly. Even more so than Helga, who is a dear friend.  If I’m to endure such a marriage of necessity, then I don’t think I’m going to let you go…’
Jenny had a bar gag on her mouth, useful for biting on, but which did allow her to speak about it.
‘But I’ve got to get home!’ she protested.  ‘You can’t keep me here as your slave!’ 
‘I think I can, according to the laws of the land. But if you’re worried about your family, then they can be contacted to assure them that you are safe and well. Some arrangement can be made.  I will gladly compensate them. Just tell me who they are and where they live.’
And of course, that was what she could not to. How could she explain that her home was in another reality?
Flavia noted her hesitation. ‘Is the location of your home wrapped up in another of your mysteries?’ 
‘Yes.’
‘Is there anybody you love missing you right now?’
‘I’m… not sure.’  Had she actually been gone any time at all from her own reality? Did time spent in Oz, Lilliput and Hollow Earth count?
‘Then why not stay here with me?’ Flavia said.  ‘I’ll take good care of you. I need you…’
Flavia pulled the dildo out of Jenny’s buttocks and took it off. Then she adjusted Jenny’s bonds, turning her over onto her back so that her breasts were presented to her.
‘Give me some of your sweet warm milk to help me sleep,’ Flavia said, dipping her head and beginning to suckle from her.
Jenny shivered at the sensation of Flavia’s lips fastened to her nipples, sucking the milk out of her. Was she really going to be trapped in this twisted version of Ruritania for ever, acting as a comforting sex toy and wet nurse to an unhappy Queen? She reminded herself of the structure of the story she had dropped into. If it went to plan, then at the Coronation, Rudolf would be replaced by his English double and Flavia would fall in love with him. With any luck, Flavia’s infatuation with her, which was never part of the original story, would diminish. Of course, it would not end happily, but at least she would have had a true romance.  Not that she dared tell Flavia that, of course.
‘I’m sure it will work out for the best in the end,’ was all she could say by way of comfort, as Flavia suckled from her breasts.
As to her own personal situation, how could she get herself out of this fictional world and back home, even if she had the opportunity? From past experience, she knew that she needed some sort of intense sadomasochistic event to help shift her, possibly aided by a jolt of electricity. The trouble was, from what she had seen of Strelsau that day, they only used candles and gas and oil lights. And this was the capital, where one would expect the latest technology to be on show. Where would she find a helpful shot of electricity in Ruritania?
Wait a minute, the telegraph system was electric, wasn’t it? They must have batteries and things. Could she somehow use that? Except that she was never likely to have any chance of getting near them while she was Flavia’s favourite pet, kept on a collar and leash when she was not chained to her bed!
She might be in Ruritania for a very long time to come!









Chapter Seven

 

Coronation Day dawned fine and bright. At least the weather was cheerful.

Flavia and Helga spent some considerable time dressing and having their hair prepared. The end results were stunning, Jenny had to admit.  Flavia especially looked, and there was no other word for it, regal. Only a slight hollowness in her eyes betrayed her true emotions. 
Then they took a carriage to the cathedral.  Jenny and Mitzi, also both freshly bathed and combed and wearing new polished harness, accompanied them. They now had small silver bells clipped to their nipples and labia, so that they tinkled merrily as they moved.  It was an embellishment Jenny could have done without, advertising her humiliating condition. But hopefully, on today of all days, few people would pay her much attention.
The great grey front of the Cathedral, embellished with hundreds of statues framing a set of great oak doors, came into view. There was a line of carriages in front of it disgorging a finely dressed host of dignitaries, not only from Ruritania but, judging from their varied styles of dress and uniform, the rest of Europe as well. Medals and decorations and jewellery sparkled.
There was also a procession of frames mounted on low flat carriages which supported banners bearing various colours and assorted coats of arms.  Underneath these naked women hung spread-eagled.  Their bodies were decorated with ribbons, ropes of ivy and flowers.
They were unloaded in front of the cathedral and carried inside by teams of men.
Flavia noticed Jenny’s bewildered interest in them and explained.
‘They are tributes sent from districts all over the country. It is an old tradition. They symbolise loyal submission to royal rule. The women are chosen by lot from groups of volunteers from amongst the common people. It is matter of great pride to represent one’s district at such an occasion.’
Tradition could excuse any absurdity, Jenny thought.
Flavia and Helga disembarked and were escorted into the cathedral.  Jenny wondered if she and Mitzi were expected to huddle down by their feet all through the service. But she discovered that provision had already been made for puppy-girls attending the cathedral.  Just inside the front door was a stretch of wall with a row of low set tethering rings on it and mats on the floor beneath them. There were already a few puppy girls crouching down upon them.  She and Mitzi’s leashes were clipped to these rings and then Flavia and Helga proceeded on up the nave to take their seats.
Jenny realized that the ring she was fastened to was well worn from use, and stone wall behind her was polished from the bodies of other slave girls who had huddled against it for hundreds of years before.  In Ruritania it was clearly quite normal to bring your slave girl to a church service.
Still, it was not a bad vantage point, and she was able to look about her and take in the strange scene.
The air was full of incense and smoke from candles illuminated by bars of sunlight coming in through the cathedral’s great stained-glass windows. The naked tribute women hung in their frames were being positioned between the rows of columns.  Oddly, they did not look quite so out of place now. They had become part of the cathedral trappings.  There was a throng of gorgeously robed priests and the stately and heavily bearded figure of what Jenny took to be a cardinal seated on his archiepiscopal throne. 
There was another empty throne close by, with a sparkling crown resting on a table beside it.  That was where the king would sit to be crowned. 
The subdued chatter of voices in the congregation dipped slightly and heads turned as a man and woman entered through the great doors. He was dressed in a splendid uniform and had full-blooded cheeks and black hair and dark deep eyes that had a glint of triumph in them. On his arm was a pretty woman: elegant, tall, dark full-figured, perhaps in her early thirties. She looked less happy. Jenny realized he must be Black Michael, the King’s half-brother and Duke of Strelsau, and she was his mistress Antoinette De Mauban.
They proceeded on up the nave and took their seats.
And so they were all ready and only waiting for the King to arrive and the coronation ceremony to begin. Except, Jenny knew, that it wouldn’t be the King, but Rudolf Rassendyll masquerading as him.
However, the minutes passed but no king of any sort arrived. An uncertain, impatient murmur began to fill the cathedral generated by important people who did not like to be kept waiting. A few priests and functionaries fluttered about anxiously, going to the doors and checking outside and then returning looking troubled.
This was not part of the story, Jenny thought.  Where was Rassendyll?  On the day before the coronation, he was meant to have met the King by chance in the forest near Zenda while the king and his party were out hunting.  The King, greatly amused by meeting his distant lookalike cousin, had invited him to his hunting lodge and…
Jenny suddenly shivered.
That was, very nearly, what she had done a couple of days ago. Except that she had dropped in on Flavia’s hunt and been revealed as her double.  Was there only room in this story for one double at a time?  Had she taken Rassendyll’s place and messed everything up?
There were whispers going around the Cathedral, some of which Jenny overheard.
‘… of course, I always had my doubts… a dissolute character… hair that red can’t be trusted… Michael would be a better choice…’ 
She had! She had spoiled everything, and now Michael would claim the throne!
Flavia and Helga appeared coming back down the nave, talking together urgently. 
‘Perhaps his train simply been delayed,’ Helga was saying, in an evident attempt to reassure Flavia.
‘We would have had news of that by now,’ Flavia said. ‘I must find out what has happened to him…’ 
Jenny knew, and now she must tell Flavia.
As they came to the wall where the puppy-girls were tethered, Jenny whimpered urgently and said under her breath through her muzzle.  ‘Please, Mistress, I must speak to you now… about the king… it’s urgent!’
Flavia glanced at Helga and then she unhooked Jenny and led her off with a jingle of nipple bells. They found a small deserted side chapel. Flavia took off Jenny’s dog mask.
‘We’ve both got silver tongues, but can you do this?’ Jenny asked. She extended her tongue to its full and impressive length and licked it across her face, wiping her eyebrows. The two women started back in amazement.
Jenny continued while she had their undivided attention, trying to compress everything into as few words as possible. ‘My secret is that I’m a traveller between different worlds, different versions of reality. Places you think are fictions are real to me. Ruritania is just a place in a story where I come from. I didn’t plan to come here, but I know how things are meant to turn out because I’ve already read it…’ And she told them about Michael’s secret drugging of Rudolf to discredit him, and of an Englishman who was his double stepping in and unexpectedly saving the day.  Except that he didn’t seemed to have turned up…
When she was done, Flavia and Helga looked dazed.  She did not blame them. Of course, it all sounded to fantastic.
‘You must ask Colonel Sapt and Fritz von Tarlenheim,’ Jenny continued. ‘They’re the King’s aides, right?’ Another memory bubbled up and she looked at Helga. ‘You’re sweet on Fritz, right?’ Helga nodded dumbly. ‘He’s been with the King. He knows what happened.  I’m sorry I may have spoilt things, but just make sure Michael doesn’t take advantage of it.  Can’t you tell people the King is sick and not drunk? You can put the coronation off for a day, can’t you?’
Flavia took a deep breath and nodded. She put Jenny’s dog mask back on and led her back out into the Cathedral. As she did so, two men in uniform came through its doors.  One was rather short and stoutly built, with a big bullet-shaped head, a bristly grey moustache, and small, pale-blue eyes. The other was a slender, handsome young man, of middle height, dark in complexion.  Colonel Sapt and Fritz, of course. Both were grim-faced.
‘They mustn’t leave the king alone back at the lodge, or else he might be kidnapped,’ Jenny said urgently.
Leaving Jenny with Helga, Flavia intercepted them and spoke urgently and listened as they explained. She nodded and spoke again, and then the three of them went up the nave to the Cardinal.  Black Michael took himself over to the group as well. Then they all retired to the vestry out of sight of the congregation.
Helga was left nervously minding Jenny.  She whispered. ‘If you truly know what happens to us, tell me… will Fritz be safe?’
‘He was in the original story.  But this is different. I’m not sure what will happen next here and now.’  Helga looked so distraught that Jenny felt compelled to add. ‘After the story proper ended, you and Fritz got married.’
She brightened at that.
The Cardinal, Flavia, Black Michael, Fritz and Sapt emerged from the vestry.  Michael did not look happy. Fritz and Sapt briskly marched out. Jenny just hoped they were going straight back to Zenda to keep the King safe. Flavia stood before the whole congregation and the babble in the Cathedral hushed.
‘I must apologise.  The King was taken unexpectedly ill this morning before he could begin his journey here. I am assured that his life is not in danger and he will not be indisposed for long. He will have the very best of treatment. We shall hold the coronation tomorrow and everything will then proceed as normal.  Until then, please pray for the King’s swift recovery.’
There was a palpable easing of tension in the Cathedral. Flavia’s prompt, simple and straightforward explanation had calmed the situation.
Michael and Antionette left. Now it was Michael’s face that bore a grim expression. He had been cheated of this chance to make the most of the King’s absence.
Flavia re-joined Helga and they gathered up Mitzi, and together they left the Cathedral.  Flavia looked perfectly calm and composed, but there was a new air of commanding authority about her.
‘We will spend the rest of the day seeking out everybody we know of influence and assure them that everything is well and that the King’s indisposition is natural and temporary,’ she told Helga. ‘We shall also take another walk in the park with our pets. Tonight, we shall dine somewhere in public, and act as though the events of this morning were a minor inconvenience, nothing more. Do you understand?’
‘Yes, My Lady,’ Helga said meekly.
As soon as they were in the carriage, Flavia tugged on Jenny’s leash, pulling her to her until they were almost nose to nose, and looked deep into her eyes.
‘And then you are going to tell me absolutely everything about yourself, how you got here, and what lies ahead for us!’ she said.









Chapter Eight

 
That night, Flavia’s bed revealed unexpected secrets. 

The wooden side rails which appeared to connect the foot and head of the bed and support the mattress were in fact independent of the actual supporting rails which lay inside them. The outer set hinged upwards about pivots set in the foot of the bed and locked into place, forming vertical posts. They had sets of recessed tethering rings set in them. 
Jenny was standing between the posts with her arms and legs stretched out wide and cuffed to the rings.  Pairs of chains from the tops of the posts were fastened to the sides of her collar, holding her head up.  A large strap and plug gag covered her lips and filled her mouth, preventing her from speaking.  At least it would give her something to bite on.
The front foot board of the bed also slid downwards to the floor along channels in its supporting posts and then flipped down flat, forming a kind of shallow step at the foot of the bed. It had panels on its inside face, now facing upwards, that had opened to reveal previously concealed panels under them.  These had been deeply carved in regular latticework pattern, leaving a grid of small close-set blocks that had been further trimmed and sharpened to form small pyramids that were painful to stand upon. Jenny’s bare feet were now chained in place over them, so she had no choice.
Once she was secured, Flavia looked at her thoughtfully. Then she took out a couple of the rubber backed towelling pads she had used to soak up the Jenny’s juices when coupling on the bed and positioned them between her spread feet. 
‘There may be soiling,’ she said simply.
Then she stripped off her own clothes, leaving herself naked with full freedom of movement.

She pulled out a tray from under the bed, which had a variety of punishment implements in it, together with other identifiable devices. She held a selection of them up in front of Jenny so she that could see them. Her eyes widened in horror, even though she felt her pussy tingling and nipples beginning to stand up.

‘I know you had reservations about revealing your mysteries,’ Flavia said. ‘If I understand what you have said already, then it seems that you thought you were protecting us from distress or confusion. However, as this knowledge now affects the King and the future of Ruritania, is my duty to hear them. I was feeling at ease with you, but now I’m not sure what you are.  In truth you frighten me. All I know for certain is that you are an alien, a foreigner, an outsider of some sort and that you may be a threat to the kingdom - or perhaps its saviour.  It seems you tried to help us, and yet you also admit you may have been the cause of greater misfortune.  In either case, I can no longer permit you the right to keep any secrets from me.  So you will tell me everything, no matter what the cost to either of us. 
‘Perhaps you have deeper personal reasons for withholding the truth, which may seem honourable to you and may not have any bearing on our situation. However, I can’t the chance. To make it easier for you to tell me the whole truth, I’m going to persuade you… No! I will not use such a euphemism.  I’m going torture you until I’m satisfied I know all.  Normally, I would never treat a girl like this, but then things are not normal, and it is necessary. I’m doing this myself, because I still feel your nature must be kept secret. I beg your understanding and forgiveness in advance…’ 
Jenny found herself nodding. Her words sounded so reasonable. Flavia was only doing her patriotic duty.  She understood why she had to do this. She would have to suffer until Flavia could be certain that she had uncovered the whole truth. Jenny also knew that the same kind of reasoning had been used to justify inflicting horrors upon many ordinary innocent people in other times and places.  Fortunately, she was not ordinary…
‘Now I’m going to reduce you to tears,’ said Flavia. ‘I’m going to terrify you.  I’m going to leave you in no doubt that you will suffer further extreme pain if you do not tell me everything.  And I will do this all night until I’m satisfied…’
She took out a set of three spherical lead weights the size of billiard balls with sharp toothed spring clips on them. Flavia hung a pair on Jenny’s nipples and another one on her inner labia. Jenny shrieked about her gag and felt tears spring to her eyes as her sensitive flesh was stretched and bitten into.
Then Flavia took up a bamboo cane and swished through the air. Jenny gulped. Flavia positioned herself and began to beat her with far greater savagery than the cropping she had received in the forest. 
The cane cut across upper slopes of her breasts and then into the lower ones, striking the heavy lead weights and making them leap and bounce about, yanking agonising on her nipples and causing little jets of milk to spurt out of them. Flavia beat her way down Jenny’s belly, criss-crossing the strokes over her navel as her stomach palpitated. She clambered up onto the bed behind Jenny and knelt, so that she could get a good angle of swing to thrash her pale buttocks that clenched and shivered desperately as they were cut across again and again. Then she returned to stand in front of her and swiped the cane across the fronts of Jenny’s thighs, making her legs jerk and knees turn inwards in an instinctive attempt to escape them. The final blows of course came up between her legs, slashing into her pubic cleft. The lead weight between her thighs was struck repeatedly and it swung about like a bell clapper, tearing on her flesh petals.  A web of scarlet streaks and deep purple welts covered her body.  Some were oozing blood.
Jenny screamed and sobbed and wailed in pain, biting on her gag even as she drooled about it. Tears and dribble fell onto her hot breasts and stung as they filled the searing welts across them.  The whole body seemed to be burning of filling with pain. And yet her stretched nipples were throbbing and her pussy was dripping over the weight dangling from it.  And every jerk and shuffle she made ground her feet over the beds of wooden pyramids under them.
A final cane slash right across her clitoris caused her to lose control of her bladder and she peed out through her stretched labia in a messy spray, even as her loins convulsed and burst in orgasm. And then she escaped the pain into the refuge of her own world of bliss.

* * *

Flavia was slapping her cheeks and lifting her head up by her hair, so she could look into Jenny’s tear reddened eyes.

‘It seems that even in great pain you still climax.  Remarkable.  But it means I shall have to be harder on you.  Do you understand?’ 
Jenny gurgled and nodded feebly.
‘Then you will tell me the truth.’
Jenny nodded again.
‘I must be sure…’
Flavia removed the terrible weights from Jenny’s nipples and labia, but only to expose her to a fresh torment.
She took out a short metal rod with screw clamps on its ends and fastened them to her nipples, driving in the screw tips until Jenny sobbed in pain. The clamps were set in larger knobs that could be twisted around, turning her nipples with them.  Flavia twisted them through ninety degrees, stretching her breast flesh into spirals about them.  Jenny shrieked as more milk was expelled from their tips and trickled down the undersides of her breasts and across her crimson-welted stomach.
Flavia buckled what appeared to be rubber garters about Jenny’s splayed thighs. They had hooks and clamps hung on their insides. These she fastened to Jenny’s labia, pulling them out wide like pink elastic until the glistening wet gash of her sex mouth gaped indecently.  Then she brought out a device like a pendulum with some clockwork mechanism hung upon it. Its lower end curved and was tipped by a sharp spiked ball.  She hung this from the bar hung between Jenny’s nipples and adjusted the length of its shaft so that the spiked ball rested on the mouth of Jenny’s open sex.  Jenny whimpered as its needle-like tips stabbed into her most intimate and sensitive flesh. Then Flavia started the clockwork going. It swung an internal weight back and forth, causing the hanging pendulum to start swinging out and back again, building up momentum. 
Jenny shrieked as she was pricked again and again. Her clitoris and the mouth of the urethra and the front of her vaginal passage were stabbed repeatedly. As she shrieked and writhed, she threw the pendulum is to one side and it smacked into the peeled-back lips of her vulva.  And every swing tugged on her twisted nipples.
Flavia watched to suffer with determination barely masking her sorrow and loathing for her own actions.  This was not a playful spanking to warm a slave girl.  She was torturing her own twin. But it had to be done.  
Jenny sobbed and whimpered and dribbled, hating and loving her for what she was doing to her. And then her body rescued her once again and she succumbed to another masochistic orgasm.

* * *

‘Will you tell me the truth?’ Flavia asked.

She was only half aware of the words. Jenny nodded in a daze.  The pendulum had been removed from her nipples.
‘Forgive me, but I must know beyond doubt…’
And then she realized that Flavia was kneeling on the bed behind her. Her arms reached around her beaten, spread-eagled body and cupped and squeezed her poor ravaged breasts, making her whimper.  Further spurts of milk filled her palms.
She felt the shaft of a big dildo being run through her buttock cleft. Then its head found her anus and it was rammed deep up into her.  Jenny shrieked as she was stretched wider than anything she had yet known. Then the mounting pad covering Flavia’s pubic mound ground into her sore buttocks and she shrieked again. The pad bristled with spikes on its outside face.
Again and again, Flavia sodomised her, punishing her already welted bottom with the pad of spikes until Jenny felt the blood running down her buttock cheeks and the insides of her thighs.  The big dildo stretched and churned away within her, filling her with the horror that she would burst.  The pain was real and it hurt, and yet it was also was so cruel that it was wonderful…
And for a third time her body convulsed and filled with a savage orgasm and she slipped away to a place beyond care.

* * *

Flavia was splashing water onto her face.  She was standing in front of Jenny looking concerned.  Were those tears in her eyes? Only as Jenny’s own eyes focused upon her did her face become impassive and determined once again.

‘Will you tell me the truth?’ Flavia demanded once again, sounding close to the end of her resolve.  And then she pulled Jenny’s gag out.
‘Yes… everything,’ Jenny croaked.
Flavia gave her a sip of water.  Then she bent and lifted Jenny’s feet and folded back down the panels covering the sheets of wooden spikes so she could stand with greater comfort.  She was till secured between the bed posts.  If it wasn’t for those chains, Jenny would have collapsed. Flavia pulled a chair over and sat in front of Jenny.
‘Begin,’ she commanded.
‘I do come from England… but in the twenty-first century and a different future from yours… you are not part of my history… I was with a man I liked… but something went wrong… he attacked me… and then some force took hold of me and pulled me into the land of Oz…’
And so she told her story from beginning to end.  Flavia had never heard of Oz, which is not surprising as even if a version of L Frank Baum existed in this reality, the books were not written until the beginning of the twentieth century. She had heard of Swift’s Gulliver’s Travels, but the idea of a Hollow Earth filled with Nazis mystified her.
‘It does not sound possible.’
‘It isn’t possible, it breaks all the laws of physics,’ Jenny said wearily. ‘Just like Lilliput, just like Oz. But I was there. You can see what a witch’s magic did to me. In fact, this is the most believable place I’ve come to so far.’
‘Tell me what you know about us… about Ruritania.’
‘I read about in a story called The Prisoner of Zenda…’
And she told Flavia everything she could recall about the story.
When she was done, Flavia nodded slowly.
‘I should not believe such an incredible tale, and yet I do.  Which means I must accept the fact that I’m a character from a story.  The creation of somebody’s imagination. A man called Anthony Hope, according to you.’
‘I think maybe we all exist in some story somewhere,’ Jenny said. ‘At first, they’re created by some inventive fabulist, and then they are strengthened by the belief of people who read about them. And, if they’re popular enough, then somewhere they become real. That’s how multiple ego pantheistic solipsism works.  I think.  But you’re more than the character I read about. Apart from looking like me, you are an individual. You don’t have to follow a script. You’re free to make your own choices.’
‘No, I’m not,’ Flavia said sadly. ‘I have a duty to fulfil. I must marry the King. And you know what I feel about him.’
‘But maybe you can make the King a better man.’
Flavia sighed. ‘We shall see. But first we must get through a second coronation.’ 
Flavia got a bucket and sponge from the bathroom and carefully wiped Jenny clean of blood and urine and milk and sweat.  She kissed the worst of her cane welts.
‘I’m truly sorry for what I’ve done to your lovely body.  I was harsher than I meant to be. I cannot take you to the service looking like this.’
‘By tomorrow morning I won’t have a mark on me,’ Jenny said.  ‘Did I mention that was another of my Oz adjustments?’
‘Truly? Well I’m glad.  That eases my conscience a little.  But now I am exhausted and we have another taxing day to face.  Let’s go to bed…’
She freed the restraining posts and let them fall back flat again, carrying Jenny with them. Then she slid them up through their running grooves and back into place along the sides of the bed, leaving Jenny neatly spread-eagled in an inviting posture, but at least lying on the luxury of soft sheets once more.
Jenny realized that although Flavia had expressed regret, no doubt genuine, for the hurt she had just caused her, she was not freeing her. She was still treating her as her slave and sex toy.
Flavia gaze down at her and then rubbed her fingers through her naked slot. ‘Is it wrong that punishing you so cruelly excited me so much? I must have you…’
And she fell upon Jenny, grinding her body across hers, flattening their breasts together and sliding the mouth of her sex across Jenny’s mound until their swollen clitorises met.
And then the world seemed to explode once again, this time for both of them.

* * *

Afterwards Flavia lay across her hot body, kissing Jenny gently and sipping from her breasts.

‘If you are correct, then somebody is reading about what we’ve just done? What will they think of me?’
‘That you did your duty as you saw it,’ Jenny said.  ‘And then you needed a release from your fears and worries. Don’t worry, I enjoyed that bit as well.’
‘If I am to endure this, I will need your support, your companionship.  Not just for me, but for the sake of the country. If you are lost and can’t find your way home, I promise I will take good care of you here. Why not make your home with us?’
The offer was sincerely meant, but it also chilled Jenny. Was this her destiny? To be enslaved by her own double in a fictional Victorian alternate reality?









Chapter Nine

 
The next day they assembled once again at the Cathedral. However, this time the mood was not so joyful. The crowds were a little thinner and more muted in their cheering, and not all the dignitaries who had attended the previous day had returned.  The only good news had come to Flavia earlier via the telegraph, that the King had recovered sufficiently to attend the ceremony.  But they all knew the danger was not passed.  The King’s reputation, already fragile, had been further diminished.  It seemed certain that somehow Michael would still try to capitalise on the previous day’s debacle.

Huddled beside Mitzi, along with the other puppy girls, Jenny saw the guests enter the cathedral.
Michael was there again of course, but without Antoinette. Instead he was accompanied by a trio of strapping, capable-looking men. One of them stood out. He must have been the youngest, only a few years older than Jenny, and had a thick mane of dark hair and dare-devil looks. Was this Count Rupert of Hentzau? He was the character who gave Rudolf Rassendyll the most trouble in the original Zenda story.  He was dashing and dangerous.
Finally, the King entered the cathedral, flanked by Fritz and Sapt.
He was a tall, redheaded man, splendidly dressed in the uniform of a colonel of the Guard, including a sword and pistol. He was still quite handsome, but with the shadows of too much self-indulgence beginning to make themselves visible on his features. It was clear that he was still not fully recovered from whatever drug Michael had contrived for him to take.  His smiles were forced, and his stride was slightly unsteady.
However, he was clearly determined to see this through. Accompanied by organ music, he made his way up the nave and was properly received and then knelt before the Archbishop to receive his blessing and make his vows.  Then he took his seat on his throne.
Jenny expected that he would then be crowned, but apparently it was the custom, and who was to deny custom, that he received the offerings from the districts of Ruritania first.
At last the poor female living offerings, who had twice now hung so long in their frames, would have their moment.  One by one they were wheeled forward to stand in front of the throne facing the King.  A strange device was moved out and positioned under them. It was a vertical phallic shaft supported by a long double-lever system, like a pantograph, with the other end capped by a flat pad by the throne. The men who had accompanied them declared themselves and offered their undying loyalty to the King. He accepted graciously and then drove his hand down on the pad capping the shaft beside him.
The other phallic end was driven upwards and penetrated the poor girl.  She shrieked about her gag and jerked in her bonds as the phallus filled, making her lower stomach bulge. There was a ritualistic cheer from the Ruritanians in the congregation. And then a little trickle of blood ran down that shaft.  Jenny gasped.  She had been a virgin!
The shaft was pulled out of her, she sobbing as it was withdrawn. Its phallic head was wiped clean of her blood by a bright white cloth which was handed to the men tending her. Her frame was rolled aside, and the next frame was moved into position and ritual was repeated.
Jenny stared at this procession in amazement. Virginities were being sacrificed to the King. It was a genuine blood sacrifice, even if not actual slaughter.  And she had felt humiliated and degraded by her own exposure.  At least her maidenhead had not been ruptured in a cathedral in front of a thousand people! Yet according to Flavia, there was stiff competition for the role.
The frames carrying the freshly violated women were returned to their positions between the cathedral pillars. They were trembling and tearful, but Jenny saw they were also smiling. The cloths that had been used to wipe their blood from the impaling shaft were now carefully stuffed up into their newly ravished clefts, soaking up any further discharges.  A long end was carefully arranged to dangle between their legs, showing off the bright red smears and splashes of virgin blood.
At last the final hymen had been punctured and last drops of virginal blood had fallen, and the brightly decorated frame with its softly groaning but presumably proud occupant had been cleared away.  Now it was time for the actual crowning.
The Cardinal stood before the King, intoning his solemn Latin incantations. He had the sparkling golden and jewelled crown in his hands.
And then Michael made his move.
He rose from his seat and stepped forward and stayed the Cardinal’s hand. Then he turned to the congregation and declared a loud voice. ‘I say that this man, though he is my brother, is unfit to rule Ruritania!’
The King gaped at him in astonishment, his face going white. Other men sprang to their feet, both Michael’s supporters and the King’s, facing off against each other, their hands resting on the hilts of their swords.  There were shouts both of support and angry calls for him to sit down.
All around Jenny, the other puppy girls were straining against the springs that held their legs bent, trying to stand to see better.
Michael continued to speak clearly and powerfully. ‘Yesterday, Rudolf was too drunk to attend his own coronation. Just because he has managed to drag himself here today, does not make him any fitter!’
Now King was on his feet, an angry flush now filling his cheeks, swaying with shock and emotion.  ‘I could not come because you drugged that bottle of wine you arranged to have presented to me, you swine!’
A gasp of dismay and consternation rose up from the congregation.
Michael maintained his cool. He opened his arms wide in as if in a show of innocence, inviting the understanding of all those watching. ‘That is a damning accusation, Brother.  Have you any proof?’
And of course, if the wine had all been consumed, then there probably was no proof, Jenny thought in despair; except by pharmaceutical analysis beyond current Ruritanian science.
Michael turned to the congregation again. ‘You see how wretched my brother has become: blaming me for his own infirmity!  It pains me to say it, but he is not fit to rule Ruritania! I say you should choose another King!’
A great hurrah rose up from his supporters, temporarily drowning out the cries of shame from the rest.
It was too much for Rudolf.
With a snarl he unsheathed his sword and made a clumsy lounge at Michael.
Michael took a step back, drew his own sword and parried the blow.  Then perhaps by simple reflex, perhaps by calculation, he lunged and thrust.  His blade pierced the King’s chest and then withdrew.
The King dropped his own sword and clutched at his heart, over which a bloody stain was growing.  And then with a choking sob he collapsed to the floor and lay still.









Chapter Ten

 
There was one terrible long drawn out moment of disbelieving silence. 

Michael was staring at his bloody blade almost in disbelief at what he had done.
Fritz sprang forward and knelt and cradled the King’s head in his arms, seeking for life but finding none. 
‘Murderer!’ Sapt bellowed at Michael.
‘Self-defence,’ Rupert Hentzau cried back, drawing his own blade and stepping in front of Michael.
And then the entire cathedral broke into an uproar and everybody seemed to spring to their feet and boil out into the aisles, blocking Jenny’s view.  Women were screaming and men were shouting.  There came the crash of a pew being overturned. Swords clashed and rang and then there were the cracks of pistol shots.
‘For the King!’ and ‘For the Duke!’ men were shouting. 
Jenny tugged at her leash, feeling frustrated and frightened.  How could she be a helpless slave at a time like this!
And then a knot of figures emerged out of the confusion, dashing towards the doors.  There was Helga and Flavia, holding their skirts up to run. Flavia was also carrying something in one hand. They were followed by Sapt and Fritz with their swords drawn, escorted by a handful of guards.
Helga and Flavia reached the line of puppy girls, unhooked Mitzi and Jenny and dragged them out through the cathedral doors.  Their pussy bells jingled with mad jollity as they bounded along at their respective mistresses’ heels.
Outside the cathedral people were still at a loss, realising something momentous had happened but not knowing what. Bodies of soldiers were trying to keep them back.
Fritz, Sapt and the escort soldiers forced their way through the crowd, with Helga and Flavia following in their wake. They reached the row of waiting carriages and piled into the first two, Fritz with Helga and Mitzi, and Sapt with Flavia and Jenny. 
‘To the Palace!’ Sapt shouted, brandishing his pistol in the driver’s face to ensure there was no argument.  
And with a clatter of hooves and wheels on cobbles they raced off at a mad pace through the streets of Strelsau towards the great square and the Royal Palace. Inside the swaying rocking cab, Jenny huddled against Flavia’s knees.  Her face was deathly pale. And then for the first time Jenny saw what she had been carrying.
It was the crown Rudolf would now never wear. 
‘It had fallen on the floor. I could not leave it for Michael,’ Flavia said simply.
Sapt did not realize she had been speaking to Jenny.  Now she saw his face. There were tears in his old eyes.  The man he had sworn to serve had just been killed before him. 
‘You did the right thing, Your Highness,’ Sapt grated. ‘By God, I say never imagined Michael was ready to force a such a confrontation on holy ground or had such support prepared.  If only the king had held his temper! But he played right into his hands. Michael can now claim it was self-defence.  We know the King was provoked and still not right in his mind from his drugging, but proving it is another thing.’
‘It is done now,’ Flavia said. ‘We shall mourn him properly later. What are we to do next?’
‘Keep the crown from him and rally our forces before Michael can sweep all opposition aside and claim the throne.  You are his only obstacle, Your Highness. I only hope it is not too late…’
A minute later they bowled through the gates of the Palace, with Sapt shouting out at the guards: ‘The King has been murdered! Close the gates to anybody who supports Black Michael!’
They reached an inner courtyard, piled out of the carriages and raced inside, scattering confused servants. Jenny glimpsed a great hall with tables laid out for a feast, no doubt for the second time in two days, that would not now be eaten. There were showpieces of confectionery set out on gold and silver salvers, including elaborate sugar crowns to celebrate a coronation that had ended in tragedy. They seemed to mock them as they passed.
They reached the Kings apartments and Sapt slammed the doors.
‘We’re safe for now at least’ he panted to Fritz.  ‘We have the Crown and the Princess. Neither must fall into Michael’s hands. Now we must see to the palaces defences and organise the resistance against Michael.’

* * *

Hours passed. Jenny discovered that if she kept out of the way in a corner or under a chair, nobody took much notice of her. Sometimes she rested her head on Flavia’s knee in reassurance, which show of loyalty seemed to be acceptable behaviour for a puppy girl. That way she saw and heard everything.

As panic and confusion gripped the city, assorted servants, soldiers and messengers came and went from the Palace from the Prefect of Police and the offices of Marshal Strakencz, keeping them updated.  There were reports of the railway station being captured, and with it a large part of the telegraph system, and mutinies in barracks and sporadic fighting as the factions faced up to each other. It seemed that Michael had been planning for this moment and was ready to take advantage of the confusion after the failed coronation, which should of course have been the previous day. He had secretly won over many supporters in the city, both civilian and military, in anticipation of some form of confrontation, although he could not have foreseen these exact circumstances.  Apparently, the King’s body had been swiftly removed from the cathedral, no doubt to prevent it from becoming a focus of reverence and resistance.  Some reports said it had already been buried secretly.  Loyal supporters of the King were shocked and confused and fragmented by the sudden tragedy.  
There were people in the square outside the Palace.  Some were just confused and looking for leadership, or waiting for some official announcement, while others were divided into factions, shouting at each other and having fistfights.
Some were shouting “murder” and others were saying that Michael was only defending himself from a frenzied attack.  The story was being spread widely that the King had gone mad in the cathedral. Support for each side was balanced on a knife edge. Only the presence of so many foreigners in the city for the coronation prevented Michael from taking more overtly hostile action against his rivals. He wanted a smooth transition of power and recognition of his claim to the throne, so he had to appear moderate and statesmanlike.
For the moment Michael had the initiative.  What he lacked were two important symbols in his power: the Crown and Flavia.
‘Should I support him?’ Flavia whispered to Jenny as they sat in a quiet corner. ‘I know what he has done, but I can’t let the country be destroyed by Civil War.  As Rudolf’s half-brother he has a strong claim to the throne. And yet I fear for the future if Michael was crowned.  Would the people accept a king who had slain his own brother to reach the throne? But if I rally the people in the King’s memory, there will also be war. Poor Rudolf. If only he had held his temper, we might have seen this through without bloodshed.  There was nothing in your book about this?’ 
‘No, this is all new.  Can’t you just declare yourself Queen? The people like you. And now you’re the only alternative to Michael. Anybody who drugs his rival to get a crown can’t be allowed to wear it.’
‘No woman has ever simply declared herself Queen in Ruritania before. It’s not done.’
Jenny could tell she was confined by protocol and tradition and perhaps, unconsciously, by the limits of the Zenda story she inhabited.  Maybe those snapshot fantasy bubble worlds never progressed beyond their boundaries because they had no real futures or pasts.  But in this one the old story was already broken, she reminded herself. 
‘Sometimes you’ve got to take a risk and do something radically different and new, otherwise nothing ever changes,’ Jenny pointed out.

* * *

It was late afternoon when a large band of mounted men and infantry under Michael’s command, appeared in the square and marched up to the gates of the Palace, which were closed in their faces.  They spread out, encircling the Palace.  To distinguish them from loyalist soldiers they wore black sashes. The place guards held their rifles at the ready. There were more soldiers outside the Palace than there were defending it. The crowds of people who had been milling about in the square drew back a little way, but despite the potential danger they still looked on. They knew this would be the deciding moment that might shape the future of their country.

A message from Michael was passed through the gates and brought up.  Sapt read it.
‘He demands that the Princess returns the Crown and, in the interests of peace in uniting the nation, consents to marry him once he is crowned king.  We have an hour to decide. Otherwise he will, as he makes clear with great reluctance, force his way in and take it and her to a place of safety during this state of national emergency.’ Sapt spat and screwed up the message and threw it in the fireplace.
‘You can’t agree to this, My Lady,’ Helga begged.
‘I will if there is no better choice,’ Flavia said. ‘It will be my duty to the country to spare it all out civil war.’
‘We can rally support in the countryside and bring in reinforcements from other garrisons to face down Michael, I’m sure of it,’ Fritz said with passion.  ‘If only we had time enough.’
‘Michael will be unlikely to let us walk out of here without a fight, My Lad,’ Sapt observed bitterly.  ‘The Princess may be safe, but we’d be for it. Even if we surrendered, no doubt there would be some “unfortunate incident” soon after that would silence us.’
It was then the Jenny had her inspiration.  It was hideously dangerous of course, but then she felt in part responsible for this mess.  It was time to be Rudolf Rassendyll.
She tugged at Flavia skirts and whimpered urgently. Flavia followed her into the King’s un-occupied bedroom and shut the door, while the others looked on in surprise.
Flavia emerged five minutes later and called in Helga, Sapt and Fritz.
There was Jenny standing up naked and out of her puppy-girl harness, with only her dog mask on. As they stared at her in confusion, she pulled the mask off to reveal her face.  Then she gave a twirl and pointed to the green Oz brand on her bottom. Then she faced them again and stuck out the tip of silver tongue.
‘What the devil!’ Sapt exclaimed. 
‘I… don’t believe it!’ Fritz said.
The men were looking from Flavia to Jenny and then blushing as they imagined this was what she would look like undressed.
‘This is Jenny Polo from England and I trust her completely,’ Flavia said to the astonished men. ‘I will explain all about her when we have more time. Meanwhile, she has volunteered to do a very brave thing, so please give her your full attention.’
Jenny shivered but tried to look as confident as possible while stark naked and talking to a pair of men who, only five minutes earlier, had thought she was nothing but a puppy-girl slave. 
‘I’m going to play my part as a royal double.  I’m going to keep Michael and his men distracted while the Princess and you get out of the Palace. There’s a panel in the Kings dressing room leading to a secret passageway that opens onto a quiet street at the back of the Palace Gardens, isn’t there? If the streets aren’t being watched too closely you should be able to use that.’
‘How could you know that?’ Sapt said suspiciously.
‘I read about in a book.  Now, you must get out of the city and rally support wherever you can find it. If Michael thinks he has the Princess, he won’t look elsewhere for her.  We must stop him before he establishes himself in power. The only question is how long it will it take.’
Sapt frowned. ‘If we have to travel incognito about the country, then it will be a week at least.’
‘Then I’ll do my best to keep you busy that long,’ Jenny said. ‘The Princess and I have talked about this.  When the time is right, you’ve got to make him look greedy and incompetent and foolish.  Humiliate him in the eyes of the people, so he loses support without triggering all out civil war. So, it must be done someplace public.’
‘Where he drove Rudolf to his death,’ Flavia said with feeling.  ‘The Cathedral!’
‘Yes, but I’ve got to know when you’re ready, so I can play my part.’
Flavia said. ‘When the Crown is “found”, which will bound to be reported to Michael as soon as possible, then you’ll know. And you’ll know what he will want to do next.’
‘I’ll try to keep him occupied until then and make a start on the humiliation,’ Jenny said.  She smiled at the men. ‘Now, you might want to step out for a minute because I’ve got to get dressed in the Princess’s clothes…’
‘I shall go with you,’ Helga said suddenly.
‘No!’ Fritz said.
‘Yes,’ Helga insisted. ‘It will be expected that somebody accompanies the Princess.  Everybody knows I’m her companion.  It will also help to make the deception more convincing.’
‘Are you sure? Jenny asked.  ‘Things might get unpleasant.’
‘I know that.’
Flavia hugged and kissed Helga. ‘I understand. We do what we must…’
Fritz was looking distraught. ‘Helga… you can’t.’
‘Jenny is risking everything, so how can I do any less?’ Helga said simply.  ‘It is for my Princess, and for Ruritania…’

* * *

Half an hour later, wearing Flavia’s dress and with her hair now styled in her fashion, Jenny stepped out into the courtyard separating the front of the Palace from the great square. She was accompanied by Helga, walking beside her, carrying the crown on a big red silk cushion.  Helga’s face was very pale, and she stumbled a few times, but she held her head up proudly. 

Cries of recognition went up from the watching crowd and they began to edge closer. An audience Jenny thought.  Good.  She wanted to draw the biggest crowd possible.  And she knew just what would do that.
She marched up to the gates and looked through them at Michael.  She was glad Rupert was not with him. He would be harder to deceive.  She just hoped that the subtle persuasive power of her silver tongue that Zephyra had given her back in Oz was still working and would serve her now.
‘Why are doing this, Michael?’ she asked loudly, trying to speak with that assured, well-bred tone Flavia had.  She wanted her words to carry as far as possible.
Just for a moment she feared that he would point a finger and say: That is not the Princess, that is an imposter! But he accepted her at face value.
‘Why?’ he retorted. ‘Because the king was an incompetent, a wastrel. He would have shamed this country if he ruled.’
A few cheers rose up from his close supporters.
‘Or perhaps he would have reformed,’ Jenny counted. ‘Unfortunately, he didn’t get the chance to prove it, did he? Because you killed him in cold blood!’
A gasp ran through the watching crowd at those words.
‘It was self-defence! You saw him. He was mad, ranting! I was only defending myself from an unprovoked and unwarranted attack.  Believe me, I did not want Rudolf dead. But it was a consequence of his own foolish actions.’
‘But are you any better than Rudolf? Will you make a better king?’
‘Yes!’
‘But can you prove it?’
Michael frowned.  ‘What do you mean?’
‘You are taking power by force so that you can wear a shiny crown. That proves nothing. I mean what would you sacrifice, not for greedy self-satisfaction or a lust for power, but out of love for your people.’ She pointed to the crowd peering through the railings. ‘These people here. What would you do for them.
‘I will rule them justly!’
‘Of course, you’d already have power by then, so they wouldn’t have much choice, would they? I mean what would you do right now to prove yourself, so they’d cheer for you before you are crowned? What sacrifice are you willing to make?’
She had Michael thoroughly confused. ‘What are you talking about?’
Jenny began walking up and down the line of railings along the front of the palace court, past the thin line of nervous palace guards, with Helga shadowing her, so they could all see and hear.  She was aware of more people coming around from the sides of the palace. She was gathering an even bigger audience.  Michael, surprised by her sudden motion, had to push along the outside of the railings to keep up with her.
‘I mean this. To prove my sincerity, to prove that I love Ruritania more than my personal pride or shame, I will sacrifice that here and now…’
And she began stripping off her clothes.
As she shed each item, she turned and walked back the other way again.
A thousand eyes were following her. Why could she not keep her clothes on for more than ten minutes, she thought ruefully? But at least this was for a good cause.  She felt a thrill of exposing herself again. Just hope she was doing it in as dignified a fashion as Flavia might have managed.  Not brazenly like a stripper, but deliberately as a gesture of sacrifice.  She was using the only weapon she had: her body, augmented by Ozian witchcraft.
The soldiers outside the gates were staring at her, unprepared for a royal flesh show. The palace guards on the inside of the railings were gaping in embarrassed fascination, while letting the muzzles of their rifles wander all over the place. Michael was goggling at her, totally at a loss. This was not something he could possibly have prepared for.  Attracted by the press of people against the railings, others were being sucked in from across square.  Even some of Michael’s soldiers who had been sent to guard the other sides of the place grounds were drifting back.  She had the undivided attention of everybody in sight.  
When she was totally naked except for her shoes, she put her hands on her hips and stared defiantly out that Michael. 
‘Now, will you do something like this to prove your humility before your people?’
A few people began cheering.
‘I will,’ Helga suddenly said loudly and clearly.  ‘I am Countess Helga von Strofzin, the Princess’s companion, and I will proudly follow her example! For Ruritania!’
Jane looked at her in surprise. This was not planned. She saw that Helga was trembling and very pale but clearly resolute. Helga firmly handed the cushion and the crown over to her and then she also began marching up and down and stripping off.
There were gasps and groans and more cheers.
Item by item, Helga revealed a good slender figure, with the neat high breasts with plump pink tips, a tight waist, nicely rounded buttocks, lean shapely legs and a fluffy bush of golden pussy curls.
When she was done, she took back the cushion and crown the stood beside Jenny, swaying slightly and with her cheeks burning crimson, but also smiling.
‘This is what we are willing to do to show how much we believe in our country,’ Jenny said.  ‘Do you dare to prove you are as brave as us Michael? What are you ready to sacrifice?’
Michael was red-faced and spluttering.  There were a few mocking calls from the back of the crowd. ‘Show us you can beat that, Black Michael!’
‘Prove you will wear this crown with honour,’ Jenny persisted relentlessly.  ‘Sacrifice something that matters to you, like Helga has. She’s just proved she’s twice the person you are!’ 
‘Rudolf was… was unworthy,’ was all Michael could say.
‘I know he wasn’t perfect. I think the people knew he was not perfect. However, it didn’t help that you drugged him while he was staying at your hunting lodge in Zenda, so he couldn’t get here for his coronation yesterday!’
That brought a fresh gasp from the crowd. Many of them clearly hadn’t yet heard about Rudolf’s accusation.
‘That… that’s not true!’ Michael shouted.
‘Yes, it is! And that is why he lost control today. He had not fully recovered. He saw an evil, scheming snake before him, so of course he attacked it!’
‘It’s mine!’ Michael bellowed, lunging forward against the rails for the crown, completely losing his composure.
‘Then try to take it. Open the gates,’ Jenny commanded the palace guard captain manning the gates.
Pale-faced, he obeyed, swinging the big double gates open.
Michael rode into the palace courtyard.  Jenny snatch the Crown off the cushion and held it up high, dancing away while taunting him. ‘Can’t even take it from a naked woman, Michael?
He rode at her. She threw the Crown high up in the air and dived to one side.
Every eye watched the crown ascend and then fall again.  With an oath Michael reached out for it but missed. It struck the courtyard and shattered into a thousand pieces!
‘Just sugar, Michael,’ Jenny shouted. ‘As fragile and worthless as your ambition!’
And the watching people laughed.
Michael swung down from his horse and lunged at her.  Quickly Helga held out the silk cushion. Jenny took it and shoved it into Michael’s face. 
There was a squelch and a splatter. The cushion with its centre cut-out fell away to reveal the big cherry and chocolate gateaux that had been hidden under the sugar crown.
Michael stood there foolishly, covered in cream and cherries and cake sponge.
‘That’s a great improvement to your features, Michael,’ Jenny said.
And many more people howled with laughter.
Michael scraped the mess off his face, looking livid. An ambitious ruler could survive being shot or stabbed, but not made to look foolish in front of a crowd with a cream cake. He raised his fists as if to strike Jenny, and then he lowered them again. Nor could her publicly hit back at a naked princess.
He grabbed hold of Jenny’s wrist and squeezed it until she whimpered. 
‘Where is the real crown?’ he snarled.
‘I don’t know.  Maybe its hidden in the palace. Its only got about five hundred rooms.  You’re free to search for it.’
‘Take them away,’ he commanded his men.
There were some boos and jeers and cries of “shame” from the crowd directed at their escort as they were marched off.









Chapter Eleven

 

That night, Jenny and Helga, under heavy guard, were taken by train to Zenda.  Possibly he wanted to get them out of the capital so they could not cause him any more embarrassment.  Zenda was his real power base.  Perhaps he felt safer there. 

They were still naked. 
‘If you want so badly to make an exhibition of yourselves, then so be it,’ Michael had said.  ‘Enjoy your shame…’
Jenny eyed their guards warily, expecting they might be molested at the very least. She could endure it, but she feared for Helga. But the men seemed to be slightly in awe of them. They must be used to see plenty of naked slave girls and puppy-girls running about, but not highborn women.  Apparently, their defiant display outside the Palace had given them a strange new status that their guards had not yet come to terms with.
And so Jenny and Helga sat together holding hands and trying to look suitably calm and aloof.
‘Imagine we are dressed in pride and virtue,’ Jenny whispered.
‘I’ll try,’ Helga whispered back.
Michael also travelled on the train but in another carriage. Perhaps he had not worked out how to manage them yet. In any case he had other matters on his mind. Every time the train stopped at a station, messages were passed from its telegraph office to him, keeping him abreast of events in the city.  Jenny hoped they did not contain any mention of Flavia, Sapt and Fritz being captured with the crown.  Hopefully their show at the front of the palace had given them time to escape from the city.
Early the next morning, after another carriage ride from a rural station, Jenny saw a fine modern chateau, built on the side of a lake, at the end of a tree-lined avenue. It was linked by a drawbridge to an older and grimmer castle set in the middle of the lake, making it into a moat. Descending from their carriage, they were marched through the hall of the chateau and straight out across the drawbridge into the castle.
Here they were handed over into the care of larger and equally grim men, who leered at their exposure and made a few crude comments about their appearance, without any sign of awe or respect.  Jenny suspected these were some of the group of six men mentioned in the Zenda story, including Rupert, who were most closely bound to Michael by various dark and deep obligations.  They could not expect any deference from them due to their rank or sex.
The women were marched through a heavy iron-bound oak door and down some stairs and through a couple of anti-rooms into a small dungeon cell, lit by a single high barred window. Its walls had been roughly whitewashed, and its single door was set in a wall of iron straps riveted together, leaving the cell perfectly secure but also open on that side to anybody looking in.  It was simply furnished with a small bed, a table with an enamelled water pitcher and bowl on it, a chair and a waste bucket.  The floor was scattered with straw. 
More sinister were the assorted tethering rings set about the walls with a variety of cuffs and chains hanging from them, and the heavy leather straps fitted to the sides of the bed.
Their guards wasted no time fitting heavy padlocked metal collars to their necks which were then fastened to long lengths of chain. They permitted them to move about the small cell, but not to go much further beyond it, even if its door was open.
Helga whimpered as the cold metal closed about her neck. She had plenty of experience of putting slave girls in bondage, but clearly none experiencing it personally.  For a fleeting moment, Jenny thought rather uncharitably that perhaps Helga should learn what it felt like to be naked and chained helpless and at the mercy of others.  But she could not help her upbringing, and she had been incredibly brave front of the Palace following her example.
Their guards left the cell and locked its door.  Then they closed the solid door of its anti-chamber. 
As soon as they were alone Helga burst into tears.  Jenny hugged her tight.
‘It’s all right,’ she told her. ‘Cry if you want to. You’ve been very brave.’
After several minutes, Helga managed to control herself.  ‘I… I never thought I could do it. It was so shameful… But it felt a little exciting as well. Is… is that strange?’
‘No,’ Jenny said.  ‘It’s like being a soldier in combat.  They might be terrified but also thrilled by the sense of danger. You were fighting back against Michael using the weapons nature has given you… your body.  That can be quite a powerful tool, especially against men…’
Half an hour later, Michael visited them.  He was not alone. He was accompanied by Antoinette de Mauban. 
‘There you are, he said just told you,’ Michael said gruffly. ‘They stripped themselves naked in front of the Palace and then mocked me. What did you think I was going to do? Leave them there to stir up more trouble?’
Antoinette looked resentfully at Jenny.
‘And what are you going to do with them now?’ she asked.
‘With von Strofzin: nothing involving carnality, unless she gives me any trouble. With Flavia… you know what I must do.  With Rudolf dead, I’ve got to stake my claim on her.  If I have her and the crown, then I can win the people over.’
The phrase “stake my claim on her”, gave Flavia shiver. What did he mean by that?
‘But what about me?’ Antoinette persisted.
‘You’ll still be with me.’
‘I want to be your Queen, not your mistress!’ 
‘You know that’s not possible.’
‘But I love you!’
Jenny thought she sounded truly desperate and she felt some sympathy for her.  This was one of the tragic romances in the Zenda story. She was not the first woman to fall in love with the wrong kind of man who had had bigger ambitions.
‘As far as I’m concerned you can have him, Antionette,’ Jenny said.  ‘Take him away from Ruritania.  Before it’s too late.’
‘Hold your tongue, Princess!’ Michael snarled. ‘I had to endure quite enough of your foolish prattle yesterday.  But there is no crowd to play to now. Be quiet, or I will have your mouth stuffed!’  He turned back to Antoinette. ‘Go now. You won’t want to watch this…’
‘No, don’t!’
‘Yes. I must despoil her quickly, so she is unfit for any other man but myself. That may also make her a little less defiant and more willing to see the sense of the proposal I will offer her.’
Jenny felt queasy, while Helga gasped audibly at his words, and squeezed her hand in reassurance.  So that was what staking his claim meant!
Stony faced, Antionette left the room.  Michael took a key from his belt and unlocked cell door. Jenny and Helga shrank away from them. Unexpectedly, Michael grabbed hold of Helga first and pushed her against a wall. 
‘You will be my witness…’
There were dangling cuffs there that he snapped about her wrists, holding her arms above her head.
‘No, no you can’t do such a thing to the Princess!’ she protested. ‘It’s not right… umphh!’
He had taken down a chain with long strap on its end which he forced between her teeth and buckled in place, gagging her. Then he turned to Jenny.
‘Get on the bed,’ he commanded.  ‘Do it, or I’ll get my men to make you.  They’re just in the guardroom out there. It will only take a few words…’
Taking a deep breath, trying to act as she imagined Flavia would in the circumstance, Jenny lay down on the simple bed and spread her arms and legs out. Michael buckled her wrists and ankles to its side rails.  When she was secured he looked down at her with evident passion.  She saw a bulge growing in the front of his trousers.
‘You would have been wasted on Rudolf,’ he commented.
With impatient fingers, he stripped off his jacket and trousers and parted a flap in his underwear to free his straining penis. Then clambered onto the bed and, without any attempt at foreplay, he penetrated Jenny brutally.
Of course, his shaft slid easily inside her and met no resistance.
His face, already flushed with lust, now clouded in confusion. ‘What… you’re not a virgin!’ 
Jenny grunted under his weight.  ‘A… a riding accident when I was young… it took my maidenhead… I do not talk about it…’
‘But when the time comes, everybody must know it was I who had you first. There must be blood…’ 
He pulled out of her and fished in the pocket of his discarded jacket and pulled out a penknife. He unfolded a blade and bent between her legs, parted her labia and made an incision in her tender flesh. Jenny yelped in pain. He squeezed it so that blood flowed into her vagina. Then he mounted her again and began to thrust hard and deep, flattening her breasts under him and making the bed frame creak.
Jenny’s body responded as it always did when it was under stress. Her juices flowed and her nipples hardened and her loins filled with heat.  The pumping shaft of flesh inside her might belong to a repellent man, and but it was something to suck pleasure out of.  She squeezed tight about it and let herself go. With a sob she bucked beneath him and disgorged her juices even as his hot sperm spurted up into her.
Michael sprawled panting across her for a minute. Then he looked her in the eye in wonder and disgust.
‘So, when she is taken for the first time, the Princess comes like a trollop. Maybe you have secretly been longing for a real man to have you after playing with your girl toys?  You are not so hard to break after all…’
He pulled out of Jenny and climbed off her to show his stiff wet penis, smeared with her blood, to Helga. She gazed at it in horror for a second and then turned her head away and screwed up her eyes.  Michael slapped her.
‘You are my witness. I took her virginity! Say it!’
‘Yes… yes, you took her virginity!’ Helga sobbed. ‘May God forgive you…’
Jenny panted. ‘I’m not broken! You have only taken my body, Michael, not my heart! I will never agree to marry you!’
‘But I do have your body, Flavia, to do with as I wish. And where that leads, your heart will eventually follow. This was a gentle introduction to life in my dungeon. It will now get much harder…’
He dressed and tidied himself up and then left the cell and passed through its anteroom to the guardroom. Jenny heard him say. ‘Bring the rack…’

* * *

Jenny screamed about the leather strap clenched between her teeth and lost control of her bladder. Her pee fountained out from her cleft between her legs, arced over and spread and returned to fall over her thighs and groin and belly like a shower of rain.  Some of her pee trickled over her stomach and onto the soft mounds her trembling breasts, which were jutting outwards and seemingly trying to flow towards her collarbones.

She was hanging upside down within an octagonal wooden frame hung on swivel mounts halfway down two of its parallel sides supported by stout side posts.  This mounting allowed it to pivot freely, flipping from upright to inverted.
Her wrists and ankles were clamped to the front faces of opposite parallel sections of the frame, stretching the body out into an “X”.  Heavy ropes were stretched across the middle of frame from side to side, and were bound about her waist and knees, holding her body rigidly in place.
Michael was standing before her beating her with a lash.  He had worked his way up and down the front of his body until it was one rosy blaze from neck to knees marked here and there by purple welts where the lash thongs had cut unusually deep.  When he had punished her breasts and belly and pussy sufficiently, he flipped the frame over and began beating her backside.  He laughed in appreciation as her buttock cheeks, clenching in a futile attempt to reduce their exposure, shivered under his blows.
He changed the angle of his swing and the thongs of the lash hissed down between her spread thighs and cut between her buttock cheeks and ripped through her pussy cleft.  Jenny screamed again, her cries echoing back from the stone walls.
And that was when she wet herself so spectacularly.
This torment was taking place in the antechamber on the other side of the barred wall of their cell. Helga was looked through it, clenching the bars so hard that her knuckles were white, not caring that her breasts were being mashed against them, sobbing in shared distress.
Michael paused for a moment to flip the frame into a horizontal position, so that Jenny was looking up at the ceiling.  He took hold of her hair and twisted her head around so that she stared up at him through her puffy, tear-filled eyes.  He massaged her hot breasts.
‘You can spare yourself further pain if you swear on the Bible to marry me for the sake of the country.  Have no fear, I wouldn’t expect you to honour your pledge in the marriage bed, beyond the necessity of producing an heir at a suitable time. But in public you will be my devoted queen and wife.’
‘No… never…’ Jenny croaked about her gag strap.
‘Then prepare to shed more tears…’
Just then one of his men entered.
‘There is a communication from Strelsau, Your Grace.’ 
‘What does it say?’ Michael asked impatiently.
‘It’s from Count Hentzau, Sir. He says the capital is secure for now, but news of the Princess’s … er… act of defiance at the palace has already spread beyond its boundaries. There are also complaints from those foreign dignitaries who are still in the city and want to know when it will be safe to leave. He suggests you reassure them in person.’
‘Very well, I’ll return there immediately.’ He glanced at Jenny. ‘It seems I won’t have time to break you now. I’ll let you consider your situation overnight…’ 

* * *

Helga tended to Jenny after she had been taken off the frame and returned to their cell.  She sprawled on the little bed while Helga gently sponged her simmering, beaten body with cold water. They had been given some food and the door to the guardroom was locked, so they could speak freely.

‘Some of these welts are deep, I’m afraid. They may leave scars.’
‘Don’t worry, I heal quickly.’
‘I was terrified he would damage you. When he used the lash between your legs…’
‘I nearly came. Yes, it hurt but I get a kick out of it as well. I’m strange like that.  You must ask Flavia when all this is over.’
Helga looked puzzled. ‘I must confess that I still don’t really understand why you’re doing this for us. Enduring such suffering.’ 
‘Again, you’ll have to ask Flavia.  Just say I felt an obligation.’
‘Well, I am still grateful.’
‘And I’m glad you came. It’s nice to have company.  Sorry the accommodation isn’t better.  Now we’d better get some sleep. I’m sure there’s a fun-filled day planned for us tomorrow.’
Helga gave a little laugh. ‘Sometimes you speak so strangely, making a joke of everything. Is this the English manner nowadays?’
‘Just say I’m ahead of the trend.’
That night they slept huddled together on the small bed.









Chapter Twelve

 
They had more time for rest than Jenny had hoped for.

The next morning they were given breakfast by their guards, while only having to endure their leers and crude comments about their bodies and what they would like to do with them, and then they were left alone again.  Judging by the angle of the light coming through their small cell window, it was near to midday before they were disturbed again.  This time it was Rupert Hentzau who came into the anteroom of their cell.
He unlocked their cell door and then bowed with mock sincerity and beamed at them.
‘My dear Princess… Countess von Strofzin. I come bearing the Duke’s apologies. He regrets that the situation compels him to remain in Strelsau for the time being. He has sent me back here to Zenda continue the process of breaking you to his will.’
Helga gave a little whimper of dismay, while Jenny shivered. She had the feeling that he was more dangerous than Michael.
Rupert was still beaming brightly. ‘However, there’s no reason why this cannot be entertaining – at least for one of us.  The Duke’s methods can be a little crude and impatient, whereas I prefer greater subtlety and originality.’  His eyes fastened on Jenny.  ‘For instance, I understand that Michael has already violated you, so that you have no chastity or virtue to protect anymore.  He wants you humiliated and your will to resist him broken, and I have always admired you. So why not combine the two desires? I promise I will not use violence to coerce you this time, if you are obedient and cooperate. If you refuse, then of course I can bring in any number of persuasive devices. I’m sure that Lauengram and Krafstein, who are waiting just outside, would enjoy helping me apply them…’ 
Helga looked questioningly at Jenny, who nodded. It would make no difference in the end they might as well spare themselves some pain. If Rupert, or Michael, acting through him, thought mere shame and degradation would break her, then he was going to be disappointed. They would simply be wasting their time, which was what she was were here for.
‘All right,’ Jenny said, with what she hoped was the correct degree of haughty disdain. ‘I shall satisfy your perverse desires, Hentzau. But don’t mistake this for a sign of surrender.’
‘I trust not,’ Rupert said, looking shocked. ‘Don’t tell Michael, but I hope you continue to resist for a while yet.  It will be so much more of a sporting challenge that way.  Now, Princess, if you would stand and bend forward from the hips, spread your legs, and raise your arms up behind you. And Countess, if you will take hold of the Princess’s hands and straddle her head and squeeze it tightly between your pretty thighs to brace her…’	
And they obeyed, Jenny bending with her bottom thrust out and legs wide, and Helga holding her arms twisted at the shoulders supporting her, while Jenny’s shoulders were pressed against the front of her thighs beneath her golden bush. Rupert walked around them admiring the strange tableau they made, with Jenny’s head peeking out from beneath Helga’s naked buttocks.  Jenny saw a bulge growing in the front of his trousers. 
‘Really lovely,’ he said.  ‘Now don’t move…’ 
He smacked Helga’s buttocks.  She yelped but held her position.  
‘That was just a test. I was not coercing you…’
He cupped and squeezed Helga’s breasts, tweaking her nipples.  She groaned.
‘So was that…’
Rupert moved round to inspect Jenny’s outthrust buttocks, stroking and squeezing them appreciatively.  Jenny gritted her teeth.
‘These are very fine indeed, but I understood from the Duke that he had given you a good thrashing, but I see no signs of it. 
‘I am sustained and healed by the ancient spirits of the forests and the fields,’ Jenny said, speaking from between Helga’s thighs.  ‘Because my heart is true to Ruritania. Is yours?’
She would have to explain her rapid healing somehow, and perhaps claiming a bit of mystical aid might help confuse them.    
Rupert however, remained stubbornly cynical.  ‘Really? How very convenient...’
And he smacked Jenny’s outthrust buttocks. She also yelped but remained still. Rupert slid his fingers between her thighs and investigated her vulva. 
‘Not as tight as I imagined it might be for one freshly broached. But it is far juicier. You will both hold perfectly still until I’m done with you. If you break your pose, then I’m afraid you will regret it…’
And he opened his flies and took hold of her hips and rammed his stiff manhood up into her. 
Jenny groaned but she did not try to pull away.  Helga had to grip her thighs tight about Jenny’s head and lean forward to counterbalance his thrusts jerking her forward.  Perhaps Rupert thought she would break down in tears at being violated for, as far as he knew, the second time only in her life. Well, he would be disappointed.  She couldn’t see his face. It was just a cock inside her. Her enhance vagina was responding, flowing with juices. She squeezed tight about him. If he was going to spurt inside her, then get it over with…
Rupert grunted and ejaculated.
She felt a brief thrill at being used and filled and soiled. And then it was past.

‘You are unexpectedly… accommodating, your Highness,’ Rupert said, still breathing heavily. He pulled his shaft out of her, move around behind Helga’s back, took up a handful of
Jenny’s hair and wiped his cock clean on that.

‘Now you can move,’ he said.
Helga let go of Jenny’s arms and she pulled herself free of Helga’s thighs.  Jenny straightened up, acutely aware of Rupert’s sperm beginning to seep out of her.  She met his gaze defiantly.  
‘You are slightly better than Michael,’ she said with contempt. ‘By which I mean two out of ten instead of one out of ten.’
‘Ah… a fine riposte,’ Rupert complimented her.
Helga took up the bucket and sponge she had used to clean Jenny yesterday and knelt before her and wiped her clean.  Glancing round at Rupert for a moment, she then used a hank of her own hair to wipe Jenny’s cleft dry.
‘Thank you, Helga,’ Jenny said.
Rupert had clearly expected them to be more unnerved, but he maintained his nonchalance.
‘Yes, you put up a fine show of defiance,’ he said. ‘But I’m only just beginning. Would you like to go for a row on the lake?’

* * *

Their collars were freed from the wall chains, and they were taken back up into the castle courtyard.  From there they descended another short flight of steps to a tiny jetty recessed into the castle walls and guarded by an external portcullis.  There was a little rowing boat there, with some unusual fittings. Helga whimpered at the sight of it.  Perhaps she had seen something like it before and knew what was coming. But of course, they had no choice.

They sat on a plank seat fitted to rails so that it could slide back and forth.  It had a pair of rubber anal plugs rising out of it that they had to squat on to take up inside them. Helga whimpered as it penetrated her.  Instinctively they clenched their anal rings tight about the tapered bases of the impaling plugs, which only added to their awareness of them.
Jenny realized that the plugs were mounted on springs, so they flexed within their bodies.
There were slots in the seat in front of the anal plugs with the top halves of small wheels protruding through them that bristled with rubber prongs. These dug into the hot, moist depths of their clefts.
Rupert cuffed their hands to an ore each.  He positioned their feet against a board running cross the bottom of the boat, so they could brace against it and cuffed their ankles in place. Then he fastened a bamboo rod with two pairs of crocodile clips on it to their nipples. There was a chain connected to the middle of the rod with a wooden handle on its end, which he kept hold of. Then he took up his position on the stern seat controlling the tiller.  
One of the castle staff, cranked up the small portcullis. Rupert gave a jerk on the nipple rod chain and they yelped. 
‘Start rowing,’ he commanded.
Awkwardly they began to row.
With their first pull, extending their legs to get the most out of the stroke, the seat rolled backwards on its little rails. Then as they bent forward it slid forward with them.  This motion spun the pronged wheels pressing into their clefts through some set of gears or drive belts hidden under the seat, turning them first forward and then back. At the same time the sprung anal plugs bent forward and back, sucking and pumping within them.
Helga sobbed at this intimate teasing, while Jenny felt her juices flowing again.
Rupert laughed at their discomfort. ‘Keep rowing!’ he commanded.  ‘I want to see full length strokes…’ And he gave their nipples another yank.
They rowed out from under the castle walls and onto the lake.  They had voluntarily exposed themselves before many hundreds of eyes in the palace courtyard. But now they were being forcibly exposed while labouring humiliatingly for one of their captors.  There were people on the castle battlements looking down, and troops marching along the road that encircled half the lake who could see them.
While they sobbed and moaned and strained, Rupert steered them round in a complete circuit of the moat, passing between the castle and the chateaux and under the drawbridge, which was currently lowered.  He was grinning and lounging back on his seat with the tiller under one arm, jerking every so often on their nipples. With evident appreciation he watched their straining faces growing red and sweat beginning to bead their brows. He glanced down between their open thighs and saw the tormenting wheels churning in their pussy clefts with obvious approval.  
As they began their second circuit, Rupert began jerking harder on their nipples.
‘Faster! Row faster!  I want to see you sweating!’
Sobbing and whimpering in pain, they obeyed, straining at the oars.
But the faster they slid back and forth on their seat, the faster the wheels spun in their hot and slippery pussy clefts, beating up a froth.  They began to spray splatters of juices over their stomachs and thighs.  Soon Rupert had his show of sweat.  It began to run off them, trickling between their heaving breasts and down their backs into the clefts of their buttocks.
At the beginning of their third circuit of the moat, Jenny groaned and sobbed as a climax tore through her and she squirted her juices over the tormenting pussy wheel. A few seconds later, Helga did the same.
As they sagged limp with shock and shame, their heads dizzy from their explosive release, Rupert laughed aloud.
‘I always thought that there was no difference between a slut and a lady – even a Princess. You can all be controlled through your cunnies. I suppose you’re proud of yourselves for being so brave and surviving an hour of this? But what about a week, or a month? You know that Michael will win in the end. He has wide support among the common people and he will win over those still undecided in the Army. They will see the sense in making him King. Perhaps you might have rallied some resistance, but not from your dungeon. Why don’t you do the sensible thing and support him?’
‘Never,’ Jenny said.
‘Then it’s going to get harder on both of you,’ Rupert promised darkly.  ‘Do you realize this is a merciful way of breaking down your resistance? If I could use pliers and hot coals, you would be kissing my feet and ready to agree to anything in five minutes. But it is not considered “polite” to treat ladies that way, and besides the Duke doesn’t want you badly marked, because you will have to be put on public show afterwards. So, we’ll do it the gentle way… for now.’
He jerked on their nipple rod, making them yelp in pain.
‘Now, you can do another circuit. Let’s see how many spends you have in you…’

* * *

That night they were exhausted from their exertions and drained by several forced orgasms. But Rupert was not done with them yet.

He strapped Helga to the dungeon bed while Jenny was chained to the wall.  And then he opened his flies and took out his stiff penis out and massaged it in front of them.
‘Now I’m going to take your friend’s virginity,’ he told Jenny. ‘Unless you submit to Michael’s wishes.’
‘Don’t do it, My Lady,’ Helga said, trembling with fear but defiant. ‘He can do anything he wants to with me, but I will never help put Black Michael on the throne.’
‘Helga speaks for me,’ Jenny said. ‘Do your cowardly worst, Hentzau. You seem to have found your rightful position in life: doing Michael’s dirty work for him!’ 
Rupert glowered at that. And then he mounted Helga. 
‘Do you think von Tarlenheim will want you now?’ he taunted her.
Then he plunged into her. Helga shrieked as he ruptured her maidenhead and then pounded roughly away into her until he spent himself.  It was all done quickly and without any true passion. When he climbed of her, there was virgin blood his penis. He made a point of wiping it clean across Jenny’s pussy, before he freed her from the wall.
But instead of letting her go, he dragged her by the hair across to the bed and bent her over and rubbed her face into Helga’s freshly ravaged pussy.
‘Now lick it up!’ he commanded.
Trying not to be sick, Jenny lapped away at Helga’s hot cleft, oozing with sperm and juices a fresh blood.  When she was done, Rupert cuffed her across the back of the head.
‘It will get harder for you tomorrow,’ he promised. Then he went out, locking their cell door and then that of the antechamber.
Jenny freed a sobbing Helga from the bed and cleaned her up properly with the sponge and water, as Helga had done for her.
‘Take no notice of Hentzau,’ Jenny said firmly. ‘I promise you that Fritz will still want you. He knows why you have done this.  You are both fighting for the freedom of Ruritania, in your own ways.  That’s much more important than whether a little fleshy membrane is intact or not.’
Helga tried to smile, but she was still clearly shocked.  She was used to sex and understood the biology of it, but not on the receiving end.
‘I never imagined having a man’s… penis inside me would feel like that. I mean, I hoped it would be Fitz’s one day. But it hurt… and it felt so… dirty!’
And she began to cry.  
‘It depends on the man and the circumstances.’ Jenny said, stroking her hair.  
She had reassured Helga as far as she could, but she was not sure how much further her sympathy would stretch. She was a privileged upper-class woman and must have inflicted a lot of pain on her own slave girls for her amusement. After all, only a few days ago she was enthusiastically ramming the end of a pig sticking pole up into her vagina.
‘If puppy girls and slave playthings can survive this kind of treatment, then so can you,’ she suggested.
Helga looked up at her through tear-filled eyes.  ‘But… that’s what they’re for. It’s their nature. You know that…’ And then she realized who she was talking to.  ‘I’m so sorry.  How do you ensure it?’ 
‘Maybe I’m a bit special,’ Jenny said.  ‘Just let it happen.  Cry when you must and cum when you can. We’ve got six more days to go…’









Chapter Thirteen

 
Jenny had hoped least to get a reasonable night’s sleep to prepare her for whatever came the next day. But at some sometime in the early hours, they were woken by the sound of the door to the guardroom was opened and Antoinette du Mauban entered the anteroom to their cell. 

Apparently, she had not gone with Michael back to Strelsau.  
Jenny saw that there was something nervous and furtive in a manner.  Was she doing this with permission?  Did Rupert know she was here? 
The guard called Krafstein followed her in. He was carrying a bundle of chains in his hand. He unlocked the cell door and went in.  He pulled Helga out of the bed and pushed her against the wall and cuffed her wrists to it, so she could not take a step away from it.  
‘Leave her alone!’ Jenny said.
‘Just keeping her out of the way, Princess,’ Krafstein said, grabbing hold of her. 
He pushed Jenny face forward against the wall of bars that divided the room, so that her breasts slipped through the gaps between them. He pulled her arms round behind her back and tied her wrists with chains.  Then he stretched the ends of those chains out to hook onto the bars on either side of her, holding her in position. He pulled her feet apart and pushed the fronts of her legs hard up against the bars and bound them in place as well. As a final touch, he pushed a plug and strap gag into her mouth.
He came back out of the cell and looked at Jenny squashed up against the bars.  He had one chain left in his hands and he bound it in a figure-of-eight about the roots of her breasts as they pushed through the bars; making Jenny whimper and them to stand up and bulge out even further. 
 ‘Is that how you wanted her, My Lady?’ he asked Antionette, he asked when he was done.
‘Yes, thank you.’
She dropped some silver coins into his hand. He bowed and left the room.
Jenny stared fearfully at Antoinette. In the Zenda story, she had wanted to break up Michael’s marriage scheme and covertly tried try to help Rassendyll. But of course, here and now she did not know she was doubling for Flavia.
Her face did not look very friendly.
Antionette reached up and pulled something out of the elaborately piled up coiffure of her hair. It was long hatpin. 
While Jenny stared out in horror, Antoinette stepped forward and took hold of her bulging right breast where it squeezed out of its collar of chains.  She lifted the hatpin and drove its tip into the soft upper swell of her breast.
Jenny screamed and bit on her gag.
‘If Michael is made king, and he marries you, then I want to get something completely clear,’ Antionette said, pulling the pin out and driving it into a fresh spot and making Jenny scream again. ‘You are simply a means to an end…’  She pulled the pin out and drove it clean through Jenny’s right nipple.  By now tears were streaming down her cheeks. ‘I will be his wife in every real sense….’ She pulled the pin out and moved to Jenny’s left breast and cupped and stabbed that. Jenny shrieked. ‘You will simply be a figurehead…’  The pin pierced her left nipple.  ‘Whenever we are alone you will submit to me…’ She stabbed her breast again.  ‘You will never take Michael from me…!’  And she stabbed the pin half a dozen times up into the taut undersides of Jenny’s breasts.  Jenny wailed and dribbled about her gag, her drool mingling with her tears and dripping onto her tortured globes, where they joined the trickles of blood running about their soft curves and down her chest.
Antoinette knelt and examined Jenny’s naked pussy where it was framed by the bars. She pinched her labia, stretching them out through the bars and making Jenny whimper. She jabbed the hatpin into them again and again, making Jenny bite frantically on her gag and sob whimper.  Fresh trickles of blood flowed down insides of her thighs
‘Do we have an understanding?’ Antoinette asked.
And she jabbed the hatpin straight into the hood of Jenny’s clitoris.
Jenny screamed and convulsed so hard that the bars rattled.  The pain was exquisite. It overwhelmed her bladder control and her pee spurted out through the bars and splashed onto the cell floor.  A little went over Antoinette’s skirt.
‘Well?’ Antionette demanded.
Jenny nodded frantically.
‘Good.’
And she pushed the hatpin back into her hair and left. 
A moment later Krafstein came back into the cell. He freed Jenny and then Helga and then left again without a word.
Dizzy with shock and stinging with pain, Jenny staggered back to the bed and flopped down upon it. Tearfully, Helga used a wet cloth to wipe the blood from her breasts and groin.  
‘That was so cruel,’ Helga said.
‘She’s desperate,’ Jenny said wincing as Helga tended her. ‘I’m glad she’s not torturing us…’ 
With the blood removed only pinpricks were left to show what had happened.  Gingerly Jenny examined them. They would heal quickly enough. 
‘She’s such a sad woman,’ Helga said. 
‘Yes,’ Jenny agreed. ‘There’s no way this is going to end well for her.’
‘Should we tell Hentzau what she did?’ 
‘I can’t see how it can do us any good. Might get Krafstein into a bit of trouble for allowing it, but that’s all. We were secure all the time and we’re here to suffer. He might say Antoinette was just doing her bit for the cause. Or he might just laugh. Or get ideas about using needles himself…’
They climbed back into the bed together where Helga hugged her sympathetically. 
In a few minutes they were asleep again.









Chapter Fourteen

 
Jenny’s brief but painful encounter with Antoinette was soon forgotten the next day.  Her injuries had healed so there was no evidence of the incident and they had more immediate concerns. Because, as Rupert had promised, their ordeal became harder.

‘As both your passageways are now open, you can put them to good use,’ he told them.
They stood in the anteroom of the cell facing each other, with their wrists cuffed and their arms stretched up above their heads to a large ring set in the ceiling. The tension pressed their naked bodies against each other.  Gag straps cut through their mouths, leaving them only able to stare in despair into each other’s eyes.  Jenny felt her nipples rising in anticipation and was pleased to feel Helga’s doing the same.  Of course, Helga did not have any inhibitions about girl on girl sex and this was probably her normal response. Not when she was bound and helpless as well, however.
Rupert inserted a large double-ended dildo into them that was curved up at each end like a banana. Helga winced as it stretched her still little-used passageway. It had a ring in the middle connected to a chain and a double belt strap. These he buckled about their waists, holding it in place.  Then he selected from a rack of devices that had been brought into the chamber, a spanking paddle.
‘But why should we combine pleasure with pain?’ Rupert continued. ‘I will beat you until you both climax. You’ve had some practice on the lake. Now you can do it to each other, just as if you were ravishing a girl pet…’
The paddle swished through the air and smacked into Jenny’s bottom. She shrieked and jerked, grinding her breasts against Helga’s and ramming the dildo deeper up into her. Rupert moved around and beat Helga’s bottom, and she shrieked and did the same.
And so he slowly circled about them, swinging the paddle, filling the room with crisp smacks of rubber on flesh while they shrieked into each other’s faces and sobbed and helplessly ground their naked bodies together.  The dildo, pushed and pulled from both ends, churned within their passageways. It probably hurt Helga’s hardly exercised vagina more than it did Jenny.  But her juices flowed any way and they began to froth at the junction of their pubic mouths.  As they squirmed about, sweat sprang up between their bodies, soon making them as slippery as eels.
‘A curious thing happens to slave girls,’ Rupert reflected philosophically, as he beat them. ‘When they have been subjected to sufficient pain and stimulation, they forget which is which. But by then their bodies have become addicted. They hate those intense sensations, but they need them as well. They become so used to their bonds and following commands, that eventually they forget how to think for themselves. Freedom frightens them. They live only to obey and please their Masters. I wonder how long it would take to reduce the pair of you to such a state? And then you would simply do what you were told without question. And you’d be happy to do it! Now if you fear that, then submit now while you can, and swear you will endorse Michael’s claim to the throne in public. Or else soon you will have no choice! ‘
With a final vicious smack on Jenny’s bottom, that made her flesh ripple halfway up her back and down her thighs, they came.
Their eyes grew wide as they shared a wonderful moment together as their loins seemed to burst in harmony. For a few seconds nothing else mattered in the world. Then they went limp, dangling from their cuffed wrists and dribbling from their mutually skewered vulvas down their thighs.
Rupert laughed. ‘You see. You’re learning already.  I’ll let you hang there for a bit. Then we’ll have a bit of sport…’

* * *

They hung together for some time in silence, acutely aware of their soft breasts mashed up against each other, and the double ended dildo still connecting them so intimately. Eventually Jenny spoke out about her gag strap.

‘If it hadn’t been for the paddling, I would have enjoyed that.  You’ve got a great body to rub against.’
‘Oh yes… and you,’ Helga said faintly. ‘It’s just that you look so much like the Princess, it’s… embarrassing.’
‘Have you and Flavia ever… made love?’ 
‘Oh no! Ladies don’t that with each other.  That’s what girl pets are for.’  She paused thoughtfully, and then added. ‘I think, if we survive this, I will be kinder to them in future.’
‘There’s nothing like walking a mile in somebody else’s shoes, is there?’ Jenny said.

* * *

An hour later, they were taken down and freed from the dildo. With their gag straps still in place, they were led up to the castle courtyard.  Some of the castle staff were already gathering there, or else looking down upon it from the battlements.  Jenny shivered.  They would have an audience for whatever torment was going to be inflicted upon them next.

There were some objects set out in the middle of the paved space.  Two small wooden turntables with what looked like short sections of wooden hitching rails mounted on them.  Sets of leather straps had been bolted to their uprights and crossbars.  Each turntable also had some small objects set out beside it that Jenny could not make out at the moment.
There was an even stranger device resting in one corner. It looked like the torso of a horse made from heavy wickerwork, with splayed poles with wheels on their ends for legs.  The “horse” even had a saddle fitted to it, but it was quite hollow and open along its underside.  Resting beside it was a stand of several of the pig sticking poles Jenny had seen when she arrived in the middle of Flavia’s girl-hog hunt. There were also a couple of naked slave girls crouched down beside the horse. But they were not masked or harnessed like hogs.
‘I understand you both enjoy hunting girl-hogs,’ Rupert said. ‘I would greatly have enjoyed taking you out for a hunt in the chateau woods, however that might to be unwise in the circumstances.  So, we’ll have to make do with this substitute. Of course, you won’t to be doing the hunting, you’ll be the hunted…’
Jenny gulped while Helga stifled a sob of fear.
They were each bent face down over one of the turntable rails and strapped into place, with their arms and legs stretched downwards and outwards to the base of its posts. This left their bare bottoms out thrust where there were bent over the crossbar. Straps were bound about their waists to keep them immobile. Now their buttock clefts, anuses and vulvas were all starkly displayed.
‘Now, I must have something to aim for,’ Rupert said. 
He picked up a pot of paint and boldly drew red rings around their buttocks and the soft sides of their pubic mounds. Another paint pot provided gold paint that he used to mark out their sex lips and anal rings.   Their intimate orifices had been turned into targets, like those of the hog-girls Jenny had seen in the hunt.
Helga whimpered in terrified anticipation.
Rupert took up more of the objects that had been resting by the turntables. They were flared cones, like the mouths of small trumpets, made from wire mesh.  He pushed one each into their rectums and vaginas.  The tapering ends of the mesh cones ended in rounded bulbs which helped hold them inside their bodies, while the flared ends stretched their orifices out painfully wide, turning them into deep inviting pits.
Jenny shivered at the sensation of her passageways being opened wide and their interiors exposed to the air.  She felt her juices being to flow. Evidently the insertion process hurt Helga far more, with her passageways being less well exercised. She began to snivel and tremble helplessly.
Rupert went over to the wickerwork horse.  The slave girls stood up as he approached them, and Jenny saw they had leather cords fastened between them that were clipped to their nipples and then ran through rings on the sides of their collars. They also had broad belts buckled about their waists.
The slave girls were made to duck down and then stand inside the horse, both facing in the same direction, with their heads and shoulders pressing up against the roof of its hollow body. Their wrists and belts were strapped to wooden crossbars spanning the interior of the horse. Now all that was visible of them were their hips and legs sticking out from under the horse between its wheeled feet.  The ends of their nipple tethers passed through holes in the head of the horse and connected to its set of reins.
Rupert mounted up and took hold of the reins.  He kicked his heels against bars protruding from slots in the wickerwork flanks of the horse.  They drove bars bristling with wooden spikes on the inside of the horse body inwards against the tension of the springs holding them in place. The tips of the bar spikes dug into the girls’ flanks. They yelped in pain and strained to roll the wickerwork horse forward, its wheels clattering on the slabs of the courtyard floor. 
Rupert tugged on the reins which in turn tugged on the cords clipped to their nipples on one side.  They twisted around within its body, sending it slewing to one side.  He tugged on the other half of the reins and they turned in the other direction. In this manner he rode about the courtyard for a minute as if to get the feel of his strange mount. 
Then he returned to the stand of sticking poles and took one up. Jenny saw it had a strip of thin coloured cloth folded over its phallic tip and tied lightly in place.
Rupert signalled to Lauengram and Krafstein, their regular guards, who were watching proceedings with interest.
‘Set them spinning,’ he called out.
The men took hold of the turntables on which Jenny and Helga were mounted and gave them a push.
Evidently the bases of the turntables were well-greased and weighted, so that they rotated ponderously but with plenty of momentum. The women began to spin round and round.
Holding the pole out before him and leaning sideways in his saddle, Rupert urged his mount forward so that it rattled towards them.
He thrust the pole forward as Jenny’s haunches turned in front of him and she shrieked in pain and bit on her gag strap as its tip was rammed up into her vagina.  Rupert jerked the pole back and it came free of her body, leaving its cloth cover dangling between her legs.  Jenny continued to spin around, and with a cloth now embedded within her as proof that Rupert had found his target while she whimpered in pain.
He rode back and took up another sticking pole and then charged at Helga’s rotating body. She screamed as he scored a bull’s-eye on her pussy.   As she continued to spin round, tears dripped from her eyes and were flung outwards by her motion.
The wire mesh cones prevented the insides of their passageways being torn by the impact of the sticking pole head, but they still transmitted the smack of its blow deep up into them with bruising force.  The twist it made as it was pulled free again was also shocking.
Twice more, Rupert rode at them, this time sticking his pole tip with great precision up into their gaping rectums.
By then, Jenny felt her juices were flowing freely in attempt to protect her interior from this vicious onslaught. But they flowed through the mesh tubes keeping her open and were soaked up by the cloth stuffed inside.  And the swift penetrations by the lance head were too rapid for her to take much pleasure in. They simply had to be endured.  The best she could do was squeeze on the mesh cones inside her.
When all their orifices for plugged with fluttering cloths, the turntables were stopped and the cloth markers were pulled out of them.   By then slave girls strapped into the wickerwork body of Rupert’s mount were panting with effort and dripping with sweat.
‘Turn them the other way,’ Rupert commanded. 
Jenny and Helga were set spinning again. Rupert took up a fresh lance and charged at them once more…

* * *

By the time he was done, Jenny and Helga were dizzy and sobbing with pain. Their passageways felt stretched and bruised and pummelled.

Rupert climbed off his wooden mount and examined them.
‘That was fine sport, don’t you agree?’
‘Let’s… switch positions… and see if you still say that…’ Jenny choked out.
Rupert laughed. ‘Such defiance! I assume you’re not ready to submit to Michael’s demands?’
Jenny shook her head.
‘Of course not,’ Rupert said. ‘Actually, I’m pleased. It’s much more fun this way. But you understand, I have to be able to report to Michael that I’m still trying…’
He pulled the wire mesh funnels out of their aching orifices and Jenny and Helga groaned as they felt their stretched mouths slowly begin to contract again.
But before they could, Rupert rammed his stiff cock up into them.  
He took Jenny’s anus first and gave it half a dozen rapid thrusts. Then he pulled out of it, still stiff and undrained, and strode across to Helga’s rectum and introduced that to sodomy. Then he came back to Jenny and penetrated her vulva. Then it was back across to Helga to ream out her vagina. The women sobbed and moaned as they were screwed front and rear.
Finally, Rupert ejaculated over Jenny’s buttocks. He laughed and gave them a slap and rubbed his sperm into them. Then he did up his flies and called out to the rest of the castle staff.
‘Anybody who wants to can have them…’
Men from all over the courtyard began to approach them, opening their flies and freeing their stiff erections…

* * *

Much later, when they were at last taken back in their cell they were both totally exhausted, aching and raw. Jenny knew she would recover quickly enough. But Helga could not stop crying.  Jenny hugged and stroked her and did all she could to ease the suffering, but the tears still flowed.

‘I did not know… that it would … be like that. So many c… cocks. One after another. Big and filthy and dirty! I saw it done to slave girls, but it seemed quite merry. As if it was a party. Of course, they squealed at times, but that was what you expected.  But today… when all those men had me… I… I was sickened. And terrified.’
‘This is a frightening situation,’ Jenny sympathised. ‘The people here are not playing with slave girls, so they are not going to obey any rules. We must endure it as best we can and play for time.  Don’t feel ashamed about being frightened or feeling sick.  I feel the same.  Just don’t let the fear get in the way of snatching a little bit of pleasure, however twisted it seems, if you get the chance.’
‘Did you?’
‘I managed to cum a couple of times.  It was better than the hog sticking. At least I had something to work on inside me for more than a second. I get aroused very easily. That helps distract me from the nasty side of things.’
Helga looked at in tearful amazement. ‘I don’t know how you endure it.  I’m not sure I can take much more. But please, whatever I say or do, take no notice. You be brave and do what you must.’
Jenny decided that Helga needed distracting.
‘Let me tell you a secret about myself,’ she said.  ‘I’ve told Flavia and now I’m trusting you. A strange story about a place called Oz…’

* * *

Jenny managed to distract Helga until she calmed down enough for them to sleep, crammed together on the little bed. But Jenny knew Rupert was still determined to break their will. He could have done something far more brutal and terrifying, but while he had the luxury of time, he was holding off, enjoying prolonging their suffering.  He was still using a degree of shame and humiliation to amplify their suffering; assuming that as highborn women it would hurt them almost as much a simple physical pain.

He was completely wrong in her case, of course, and yet his methods were having an effect. 
Jenny could feel her resolve slowly being ground down as doubts filled her mind. What chance was there that Flavia and Fritz and Sapt could get everything ready in time?  Anyway, what did it matter which Royal personage sat on a throne? Why didn’t the people have a revolution and get rid of the lot of them? How had she got herself involved in the problems of fictional people in a fictional country?
Perhaps because, here and now, they felt real. And she felt guilty in case she had messed up their story. And Flavia did have her face.  The story had shaped itself around her, and now she was deeply involved in it whether she liked it or not. 
She had to keep the deception going.  She was only person who could. And she had her Ozian adjustments to help her. Hey, she thought, they were almost like superpowers.  What hero could she be? Maso Girl? Slutwoman? Super Pussy?
Jenny fell asleep wondering if she should wear a costume or not.
What would be the point? She’d never keep it on for long.  Her bare skin was her costume…









Chapter Fifteen

 

The next morning it seemed as if they were hardly awake before they were dragged out of their cell and introduced to a fresh torment.  By now they were so tired it was hard to stay focused.  They had to be slapped on their cheeks to appreciate the subtleties of their new ordeal.

They stood spread-eagled and strapped and chained inside wheeled rectangular frames facing each other.  Light chains were slung between them, crossing over in the middle and connecting their nipples and labia.  A large hook was slung on the crossing point of these chains, from which a bucket hung between them at about knee height
Its weight tensioned the chains, stretching their nipples and pulling their breasts downward, and stretching out their tender labia until they whimpered, and their eyes filled with tears.
That was painful enough. But Rupert’s perverse ingenuity had turned it into a nightmare.
They had buckets of water hung above their heads, supported by brackets extending forward from the cross beams of the restraining frames. At the bottom of the buckets were small brass taps into which were plugged rubber hoses that ran down into rubber masks that had been fitted over their noses and mouths and were buckled tightly in place.  There were small holes in the tops of the masks on either side of the bridges of their noses through which they could breathe. The taps on the buckets had been adjusted to trickle slowly, gradually filling their masks with water. The only way to clear them so they could keep breathing, was to swallow it down.
Soon their bladders were full and they had to be emptied.
But hung from the insides of broad garters strapped to their thighs were the ends of short lengths of metal guttering that ran downwards to rest on the lip of the bucket slung between them.  Apart from adding to its weight, they had a far more sinister purpose.
When they could not contain their straining bladders anymore, hot pee gushed from their clefts into the channel and streamed down into the bucket, adding to its weight and stretching their labia and nipples a little further.
They whimpered with pain.  It was a terrible predicament. Every time they peed, they were torturing themselves.  But if they did not pee, their bladders would burst.  If they didn’t drink down the water that filled their bladders, then they would drown.
Rupert walked around them as they moaned and shivered and squirmed in distress.
‘You will not be broken by abstract threats,’ he said. ‘You will be broken by devices such as these, which will haunt your dreams. You will know deep in your hearts, that if you submit and promise to support Michael but later go back on your word, then these will always be waiting for you.  Just the thought of them will be enough to keep you under control.’
That sounded absurd, but it was still terrifying enough.  Could they be broken beyond recovery? Where their minds being screwed with as much their bodies?
Helga was sobbing and shaking her head, although whether it was in defiance or despair, Jenny did not know.
Rupert smiled. ‘I’ll leave you to enjoy yourselves for a little while,’ he said. And then he left.
Jenny started into Helga’s distraught eyes, wishing she could help her.
If only there was some sexual element in this, something she could find some pleasure in. Her stretched nipples were pulsing with blood, but they also felt as if they were going to be torn off. Her labia were in the same state. Her vulva was gaping and exposed but there was nothing inside it.
Which only left…
Her peeing!  That was a discharge, an outpouring of juices, and very close to her clitoris which was standing up but very alone.
Jenny gulped down water quickly to clear her mask, then spoke urgently. ‘The next time we pee, we’re going to cum as well!’ she told Helga, her voice oddly muffled by her mask.  ‘Look at me! Look at me…’
Helga blinked and nodded.
Jenny gulped down more water again. ‘Now imagine screwing me. Imagine that you’re a man spurting his seed into me. And I’m thinking of doing it to you as well. Imagine your clit is a cock. Think of it standing up. Think of it filling with blood and lust. And then imagine screwing me with it. And now let it all go…’
Jenny let the pee spurt out of her.  She had never realized how thrilling it was before. Sensual… arousing… yes!  Her loins burst and added their discharge to the stream.  Then she bucked and squirmed wildly, making the frame creek and the chains jingle. Helga was doing the same. It was spurting out of her pussy! She could smell her sex juices.  
They jerked about so much that they set the bucket swinging between them. The ends of the guttering channels slid off its lip and clattered to the floor, carrying the rest of their pee onto the flag stones. The bucket became a little lighter. A victory!
The orgasms tore through them and they fainted, and for a few moments they didn’t care about anything else.
They made so much noise that Rupert and the men in the guardroom ran in to find them both half-conscious and dripping with juices that had sprayed out over their thighs.  Their eyes were rolled up and they were trembling and sighing happily – in between gulping down more water that still trickled into their masks, which they were then happily peeing out over the floor.
Jenny recovered from her brief blackout to see Rupert’s bemused face.
‘I told you… the spirit of Ruritania sustains me,’ she whispered, dizzy with a strange sense of triumph.

* * *

But Rupert was not giving up, and that afternoon he subjected them to a fresh torment.

He had them suspended from horizontal wooden beams hung from the ceiling, that were laid across their shoulders like yokes. Their arms were stretched out along the beams and strapped tightly in place.  Their legs were pulled up and bent and twisted outward and held in place by more lengths of strap bound about their thighs, knees and ankles.  This left their buttocks and groins dangling and totally exposed.  To open their interiors even further, the garters that had been used on them earlier were bound about their thighs.  Now they had sprung hooks fitted to them that were dug into their sex lips to pull them painfully wide.
Stands were positioned under them supporting adjustable vertical rods which had big rubber dildos on their ends. These looked fearsome enough, but Rupert had added a cruel addition.  He held up a pot of something that in other circumstances would seem quite innocuous.
‘This is fine strong mustard. It’s an excellent accompaniment to meat. But not so pleasant if it enters you the wrong way…’
Carefully he smeared the mustard all over the dildo heads. Then they were raised up and forced into the women’s gaping vaginas.
Jenny squirmed and bit on her gag strap and then screeched as she felt herself stretched wide and deeply plugged. Then the mustard began burning into her delicate sheath. Oh fuck, that was hot! Through her suddenly tear-filled eyes, Jenny saw that Helga was already sobbing with pain and fear.
‘For Ruritania!’ Jenny choked out, trying to cheer her.
‘Yes, for Ruritania!’ Rupert echoed mockingly. ‘Our Ruritania, not yours…’
Rupert gave the beams from which they hung a push, setting them spinning round and round, screwing themselves onto the mustard dildos.
Then guards step forward holding straps and spanking paddles.
‘They are going to keep you spinning and beat you while they do it. Unless you wish to declare your support for Michael first?’
Jenny and Helga shook their heads.
‘As you wish,’ Rupert said.
The guards beat their wide-splayed thighs, their hanging buttocks and their jutting breasts.  Their flesh rippled and shivered and jumped and began to burn almost as hotly as their mustard filled vaginas.  The women sobbed and shrieked, and tears trickled down their cheeks.
‘Enjoy it!’ Jenny cried to Helga.
Their only escape was to turn everything on its head. It was so terrible it was wonderful. They had everything they needed to enjoy masochistic sex. They were naked and helpless and being abused. Their womanly parts were being put to an unnatural use.  Crude men were beating them and laughing at their discomfort…
Jenny convulsed as her burning sheath clenched on to the mustard dildo. The explosive thrill of an orgasm filled her, and she contemptuously doused the dildo with her juices.
Helga cried feebly. ‘For Ruritania!’ 
And then she jerked and shuddered and fainted.

* * *

That evening they had to be carried into their cell. They could hardly walk. It took them a long time to recover sufficiently to move or take a drink of water.  They had survived another day of torments, but Jenny knew they were getting weaker.  Helga was looking hollow eyed and could not stop trembling. 

Jenny hugged her. ‘You did like I said. You managed to cum. That was terrific!’
Helga forced a brave smile. ‘Yes… but I don’t know how much longer I can last.  Decent people would never treat girl pets like this. At least, I never did. Oh God, I hope I never did! No! I gave them rests. A chance to recover. I was not a monster… not like Hentzau. This doesn’t stop…’ She sobbed again. ‘I want it to stop!’
But Jenny knew there was no choice. They had to see the plan through. It was her plan, more or less; improvised on the spur of the moment in desperation and now sustained by bluff and deception. Could it work? It had to. What was the news from Strelsau? She presumed if Fritz or Sapt or Flavia had been captured, then they would have been told about it. Michael’s coup could not be working out perfectly smoothly, or else he would have returned by now. How many days had they been in Zenda? Was it four or five? Every day they endured was a small victory, but it made Rupert more determined. Despite his professed amusement at their stubborn resistance, he could not afford to toy with them forever. At some point he would get serious.









Chapter Sixteen

 
The next morning, as they stumbled up the stairs into the light, with their hands bound behind their backs and gag straps between their teeth, they saw a new device had been set out in the courtyard ready for them. 

It was a loop of heavy knotted rope supported on wooden stands forming a circle about ten feet across.  Half a dozen men holding spanking paddles were standing by it, grinning in anticipation.
Rupert took hold of the women by their hair and twisted their heads round so they were forced to look into his merry but menacing eyes.
‘I suggest you seriously consider your situation,’ he said gravely. ‘You have both proved your bravery, beyond anything I would have expected from women, but you know it will mean nothing in the end. Let this ordeal break you. Then you will be put into a comfortable room and be allowed to bathe and sleep on fine beds.’
If he had better news of the progress of Michael’s coup, then Jenny suspected he would have used it to try to sway them. That must mean things were still in the balance. They had to be brave a little while longer.
‘Let go of me, Hentzau,’ Jenny said with as much contempt to she could muster while speaking around a strip of leather in her mouth. ‘I’m eager to ride your rope and see how much pleasure it gives me. Be sure to tell your men not to spare the paddles.  I want to be well beaten all over...’
For a moment Rupert looked at her searchingly, as if genuinely surprised and impressed.
‘Michael does not deserve you,’ he said softly. ‘I could make so much more of this land with you at my side.’ Then more loudly said. ‘All right, Princess, as you wish…’ and he pushed them forward.

* * *

Jenny and Helga stumbled round and round the ring of knotted rope that they had been made to straddle, apparently chasing each other in a never-ending race. Its height had been arranged so that the knots tore through their clefts, making their lips ripple and bulge as they passed between them.  If it had been dry and rough, then it would have been so course that they would have been bleeding in minutes. But it had been greased, no doubt to prolong their ordeal or prevent too much damage. It was still bad enough of course, but it did give them the chance to find the twisted thrill in it.

The ring of guards and castle attendants unwittingly helped them along with their spanking paddles, swatting at their buttocks and breasts.  Each blow hurt, of course, and but they struck those most sensitive parts of their bodies that were also ready to generate sexual responses.  With their clefts already stimulated by the rope knots tearing through them and teasing their clitorises, they began to get aroused.
Jenny knew she was running over rope that Helga’s juices were soaking into, and she was doing the same for her.  If they could overcome their inhibitions, then they could survive it.
Sobbing and dizzy and dripping and feeling as if their vulvas were being pummelled to death, they stumbled on. Then a sudden blissful orgasm would overwhelm them, and they shuddered and slumped over and fell off the rope. 
The watching men laughed and threw a bucket of water over them to revive them. Then they picked them up and felt their aching, slippery pussies with contempt but also a little wonder. Then they put them back on the rope and drove them on again…

* * *

Jenny spluttered as another bucket of water was dashed over her. She coughed and blinked her eyes open.

She was lying on her back on the stone slabs of the yard. Her legs ached and her pussy throbbed and simmered. Helga was sprawled close by her. Men were dousing her down as well, but she seemed to be unconscious. One of them laughed and opened his flies and peed over her. Still Helga did not stir. 
Jenny looked up into Rupert’s handsome, mocking face.
‘Go ahead… piss on me if you want to…’ she said huskily. ‘But do not humiliate an unconscious woman! It gains you nothing but contempt.’
‘Enough!’ he snapped to the other men. Then he looked back at Jenny. ‘I warned you to end this show of defiance. I have stayed my hand so far on Michael’s orders. He did not want you damaged more than was necessary. But now I must break you.’
‘Then break me… if you can. But leave Helga out of it.’
Rupert smiled. ‘Perhaps you could not stand seeing her suffer more serious harm? Is she your Achilles heel? Then she will suffer beside you!’

* * *

But Rupert could not use Helga against Jenny immediately because she was still unconscious. It took them an hour to revive her.  When she did come round, she seemed almost to be delirious.  Her eyes rolled about, and she was shivering and shaking. She kept mumbling. ‘I’m sorry My Lady… don’t take any notice of me… I won’t tell…’

‘What won’t you tell, Countess?’ Rupert demanded. 
‘That it’s a lie! It’s all a lie!’ Helga babbled.
Fortunately, he could make nothing more of that and was impatient to get on.
‘Take them up to the tower!
They were half-carried and half dragged up several flights of stone stairs to one of the towers overhanging the moat.  It provided Jenny with a panoramic view out over thick woodland and then fields and a town in the middle distance and the railway line to Strelsau.  Closer to there were people on the road and soldiers on patrol. Some were looking up at her.
A wooden device had been erected on the top of the tower. There was a big drum of rope operated by a crank handle, and a gibbet-like arm that was mounted so it could be swung out over side of the tower walls.  Jenny felt her stomach knotting up in fear. What was this for?
‘You’ve rowed on it, but now see how much you enjoy a plunge into the moat,’ Rupert said.
She and Helga were laid on the ground and tied together back-to-back, with thick ropes binding their ankles. The hook on the end of the gibbet arm was passed through these. Then it was cranked up, dragging them off their feet until they dangled upside down.
Helga was moaning incoherently. Rupert pulled hessian sacks over their heads and tied them about their necks, so they could see almost nothing. That added to the terror.
The gibbet arm was swung out over the side of the tower and then they dropped. 
It was not a complete freefall. The rope drum was not allowed to turn freely, dragging on them, braking their descent. But it was still utterly terrifying. Jenny wet herself in fear.
Splash! The water hit them like a sharp blow, smacking into the tops their heads and their shoulders and tearing at their bare breasts. The cold waters of the moat enveloped them, while the shock emptied their lungs. They gulped in water. For a few seconds they kicked about wildly in terror. Then the rope tightened about their ankles and they were cranked upwards again.
They broke the surface, coughing and spluttering. But the clinging sacks held a film of water over their faces and they strained to breathe through it.  Jenny felt Helga kicking and squirming in panic against her back.  Then the film of water drained away and they could suck fresh air again.
Slowly they were hauled back up the side the tower until they reach the top again.
‘Well, look what we’ve caught,’ she heard Rupert say. ‘Two pretty little pink fish. But they look like they’re floundering about. Would they like to be landed and made comfortable?’
Feebly, Jenny shook her head.
‘Drop them again!’ Rupert commanded.
Helga screamed as once again they plunged down the side of the tower into the moat.
Again they hit with shocking force that drove the breath out of them even as they plunged into the depths.  It took noticeably longer before they were pulled out again.
As they ascended, shivering and dripping wet, Helga’s moans and struggles became feebler. How many times could they endure this, Jenny wondered.  There was no sexual release or distraction to work with. There was just helpless fear. 
They reached the top. ‘Give in, Princess!’ Rupert demanded.
Snivelling, Jenny shook her head.
They plunged downwards again.
On the third time being winched back up, Helga was limp against Jenny’s back. If she was unconscious she might suffocate, Jenny thought in despair. She had to stop this, but without surrender.  But how? Her Ozian adjustments could not help her now.
Or could they? 
When they reached the top again she twisted and writhed about frantically.
‘Bring them in,’ said Rupert.
They were swung over the top of the tower and Rupert pulled the sodden sacks off their heads.
Jenny took in a wonderful deep breath of fresh air. ‘Is Helga still breathing?’ she demanded.
Rupert checked, taking hold of Helga’s nipples and pinching them and digging his thumbnails into them until she gasped and spluttered. 
‘Yes. She lives. Now what have you to say to me?’
Jenny was naked and dripping and bound and hanging upside down, but she felt a fire in her belly and her gaze still passed over the other men on the tower with contempt. 
 ‘That you should have continued tormenting us in private or done nothing worse than take us for a row on the lake. But you brought us up here and then you nearly drowned us. That was a mistake…’ she laughed. ‘Now you can’t win!’
Rupert looked genuinely confused. ‘What are you saying, Princess?’
‘Because everybody has seen what you are doing to us: the soldiers on the banks, the people in those carts on the road over there, servants in the Chateau, everybody in the castle. You can’t keep them all them quiet. If you make a mistake or let the rope slip up here, you will have killed us! What would the people think of you then? To treat noble women like this is the way of the coward and the traitor. Is that how you wish to be remembered?  But if I surrender, then Michael makes me Queen and then I will have power, and do you think I will look kindly upon you then?  But if you show so some mercy now, then, perhaps, I will do the same later!’

Only now did Rupert realize what she was doing and clapped his hand over her mouth. 
‘Ignore her!’ he commanded.

But her words could not be un-said.
The men hesitated, looking uncomfortable.  The subtle persuasive power of her silver tongue had got to them, sowing the seeds of doubt.
In the book, Jenny recalled Michael’s men being quite ready to dispatch the captive king in cold blood when he was imprisoned in Zenda. But apparently, although they would happily beat, screw and humiliate women by any number of sadistic means, they still had some moral limits.
Rupert realized that he had lost the initiative.
‘All right… take them down to their cell!

* * *

But Helga was now in a very bad way.

Even when she was dry, she was still cold and trembling, even when covered by all the blankets that the bed possessed. Jenny huddled up tight against her and stroked and caressed her.
‘It’s all right,’ she said. ‘They won’t be dropping us into the moat again.’
‘I’m… almost done… My Lady.  I don’t have your strength…’
Jenny was not sure if, in her confused state, Helga still remembered that she was a fake.  It was so unfair on her. In truth, Helga was being braver than she was. She didn’t have her advantages. But what else could she do for her? Oh, yes, there was one thing…
‘This will warm you up,’ she said, 
She cupped and lifted one breast and slid its nipple into Helga’s mouth. 
‘Go on, suck,’ she said.
Almost instinctively, Helga began to suck. Jenny shivered at the sensation of her sensitive nipples being drained. Who would have thought it could be such a turn on? 
Helga’s eyes grew wide in wonder and a little colour returned to her cheeks. She lifted her lips from Jenny’s nipple for a moment. ‘Oh… My Lady… how is this possible?’
‘Another of my secrets. Don’t tell Rupert or else he’ll want some. Just keep sucking. Now, I’ve told you about Oz. Now let me tell you about my adventures in Lilliput…’
Tomorrow was the seventh day. The week of delay and distraction she had promised to buy by playing the Princess’s double would be up. Then it would all be over.  She hoped…









Chapter Seventeen

 
They had a longer lie-in the next morning than Jenny had dared hope for. Maybe Rupert was having to rethink his strategy of torments. At least it gave Helga more time to recover a little of her strength and resolve. But then they discovered the reason for it.

Black Michael stormed into their cell, trailed by Rupert. He did not look happy. Jenny glimpsed Antionette du Mauban hovering the background.  She appeared worn and tired.
Michael grabbed Jenny by her hair and hauled her out of the bed and looked her naked body up and down from all sides.
‘You said you had been breaking her down! I don’t see a mark on her!’
‘It seems that she heals with unusual rapidly,’ Rupert try to explain.
‘That’s because he tickled me with feathers every day!’ Jenny said, trying to sow a little more mischief.
Rupert actually chuckled.
Michael slapped her so that her head rang. ‘Be quiet!’
‘She has been unusually brave and stubborn,’ Rupert said.  ‘Since I was not allowed to use every and any means…’
‘I don’t care!  The situation is not good. There is resistance in the countryside and the Army is still evenly divided. I need her support now. Punish her where it won’t show. Do what you must!’
Rupert nodded. Then he bowed to Jenny. ‘I regret, Princess, that our little game is over.  The time has come for you to be broken…’

* * *

Jenny screamed and bit on her gag strap. Saliva ran down her cheeks to mingle with her tears.

She was suspended from the wooden beam of a torture frame by spiked breast clamps.  These were formed from four interlocking petal shaped pieces of metal that could be screwed together to form a cup. They were lined with pins on their insides. They squeezed and bit into her breasts, even as they stretch them upwards until it felt as if they were going to be torn from her chest.
Little trickles of blood, mixed with a little milk that she had not fed to Helga, ran down her chest. 
Her arms were outstretched and cuffed to the side posts of the frame, but these were of polished metal and the rings her cuffs were chained to slid smoothly up and down them, giving her no support whatsoever.
Her legs were also twisted outwards at the hips and raised upward, with her knees bent.  They were held spread wide by more sliding rings and cuffs, which also gave no support.
The only bracing she had to take the weight of the body off her poor tormented breasts was of an agonising kind.
Adjustable rods rose from the base of the frame. On their ends were nothing as friendly as rubber dildos, but metal choke pears, as she thought they were called. They were like smaller versions of the clamps about her breasts, but they were designed to expand when they were screwed. They had been pushed up inside her rectum and vagina. Twisting a ring further down the rods open them up inside her.  She could feel them stretching her insides and practically grinding together, while her bottom and stomach bulged from the internal pressure.
In addition, Rupert had strap fitted with metal studs that he was using to beat Jenny. He was laying it across her stomach and inside her thighs and up into the trembling curves of her buttocks. It left deep bruises and welts in her flesh and a few scratches and drops of blood.  As she flinched and writhed from its onslaught, she tore at her stretched breasts and churned the terrible choke pears inside her.
And so, Jenny screamed.
And yet despite the agony, she could feel her loins filling with familiar perverse lust. This was the kind of the torment she could endure.  Thank you, Zephyra…
Michael paced about impatiently, while Antoinette, sat in a corner and shivered. After their earlier encounter, Jenny imagined she would enjoy seeing her suffer, but for some reason she could not bring herself to look at Jenny. Perhaps relations between her Michael had deteriorated and she feared that everything would go wrong. Helga could also see her through the wall of bars from their cell and she was biting her lip and crying.  Rupert had not suggested to Michael about using threats against Helga to sway her. Why not? Was he holding her in reserve?
‘What is wrong?’ Michael bellowed.  ‘Why does she not break?’
‘You can see how she is suffering!’ Rupert almost snapped back. 
‘Well skewer her deeper!’
Rupert bent down and adjusted the vertical rods, driving the metal pears further up into Jenny. She shrieked again. That was so terrible it was amazing.
‘Now they’re at their maximum,’ Rupert said. ‘It is hard to believe what she can take inside her.’  
‘You must use something better to beat her with.…’
‘I don’t know if it will do any good. She heals so quickly, and she seems to feed on the pain until…’ 
Jenny convulsed. The pain had ignited her loins and they burst.  Her sensitised rectum and anus and vagina squeezed in delight about the terrible things inside her celebrated them. Her hard nipples, squashed up in the breast clamps, pulsed in delight. A spray of passionate juices squirted out of her stretched vulva and over the floor.  The surge of fierce pleasure tore up through her body and burst into her brain and filled it with raw bliss.

* * *

Dimly, Jenny heard Rupert saying.  ‘And there you have it, Sir.  She has done it every day.  Defiance by orgasm. I’ve never seen the like.’

‘Wait,’ Michael said. ‘Is she trying to say something? 
He leaned towards Jenny, whose chin had sunk down onto her chest.
‘The spirit of Ruritania… of truth and justice… still sustains me,’ she groaned. ‘Defy it if you dare…’	
Michael sprang back with an oath. ‘She must be a devil to endure this!’ he exclaimed. 
‘Or an angel?’ Rupert suggested.
Antionette came forward and laid a hand on Michael’s shoulder. ‘This has gone far enough. You cannot keep her here any longer. If she will not break then we are lost, and everything we have done will be held against us.’
So that was what she feared, Jenny thought dizzily.  Inflamed by fear and desire she had in effect participated in her torture and now she was frightened about the repercussions.
‘Perhaps we might consider some alternative strategy,’ Rupert said.
And then a messenger rushed in.  He held a note that he handed to Michael. He read it and cried out in delight.  ‘The Crown is found! It was in a concealed closet in the Palace!’
‘Then it seems, Sir, that you will at least have your coronation,’ Rupert said.
At last, Jenny thought in relief!
She let out a sob of despair, allowing all the pain and humiliation she had suffered to fill her heart. That didn’t require a great degree of acting. It was so easy to feel broken and helpless.  As the pleasure glow of her orgasm faded, the terrible pain returned. She was doubly impaled and ready to burst and spiked clamps were still trying to tear her breasts off. And the fear had not left her. She still didn’t know how this was going to play out.
Michael caught this.  ‘Ah! maybe this is what it takes to break her!’  He took hold of her hair and lifted her head up, so she could look at him through her bleary, red-rimmed eyes. ‘Yes, My Lady, all your posturing and suffering is for nothing. I have the real crown!  There will be a coronation. That will help win the people round. How and if you wish to participate is now up to you.’
He was encouraging her to bargain. Good. 
‘Don’t hurt Helga anymore,’ Jenny croaked.  ‘She’s nothing more to do with this…’
‘Agreed.  And in return?’
Jenny choked. ‘I… I will submit to you in public and then urge the people to support you.’
‘Then you will be my Queen?’
‘If you are crowned King, then yes….’
‘Please, Michael,’ Antoinette begged in despair. ‘We can do without her if you have the Crown.’
‘We have been through this before!’ he snapped.  ‘I still need her support to be safe.’
‘But I love you. She doesn’t.’
‘What has that to do with it?’ Michael said.
Everything, Jenny thought wearily. You don’t realize what she’s done for you. For better or worse she truly loves you.  You should be satisfied with that. But you won’t, because you’re greedy for power. This is not going to end well...
Michael gestured to Rupert. ‘Take the Princess down and clean her up. Tomorrow, she has a coronation to attend and I want her looking at her best.  Since she so enjoyed exposing herself before the people when she humiliated me, she will do so in the same state when she begs for my forgiveness!’









Chapter Eighteen

 
And so, for the third time inside ten days, Strelsau was decked out in flags and bunting, and people filled the streets ready to celebrate a coronation. But this time the atmosphere was noticeably more subdued and confused.  There were many black-slashed guards lining the route of the procession, on watch for any trouble from supporters of the red Elphberg line.

Michael drove to the cathedral in what had been Rudolf’s state coach, accompanied by Rupert, and surrounded by an escort of mounted soldiers.  Antoinette, to her chagrin, rode in a carriage a little way behind him. He didn’t want to parade his mistress in front of everybody, although the whole city seemed to know about her.  Today was his day of triumph. 
Jenny had an excellent view of the procession that she would have gladly forgone. She was riding on the back of an open cart, hastily decorated, being paraded very like the virgin tributes had been before Rudolf’s abortive coronation.  Once again she was naked before thousands of pairs of eyes.
She was strapped upright to a heavy wooden cross that was slotted into a stand on the back of the cart. The cross had been bound about with colourful ribbons and strands of ivy.  There was also an ivy crown on her head.
Her status was very strange. She was the darling of the city, and yet she was also his prize and captive.  She had defied him publicly and therefore some retribution was expected.  Women were expected to submit to their men.  Now she was exposed before them, not in defiance but in shame. The cross signified both penance and forgiveness. If Jenny was to be his wife and supporter, then she had to undo the shame and humiliation she had caused him just as publicly. It made sense by Ruritanian standards.
Helga, struggling to hold her exhaustion at bay, had tried to explain all this to Jenny when they had been alone together on the train to Strelsau, telling her what she could expect at the coronation.  Jenny had to know when she should make her move. If everything else had gone to plan, of course.
Helga was also on the cart, still cuffed and naked and chained by her collar to its headboard.  The people would expect to see her returned with Jenny after they had so publicly been taken away. She also wore an ivy crown, but while kneeling she was not as exposed Jenny.  She looked to be genuinely broken.
At least Jenny’s body had had time to recover from yesterday’s torture, and looked outwardly unmarked, much to Michael’s surprise, pleasure and relief.  Unfortunately, that also meant it was responding in its normal way to stimulation, with her nipples up and her pussy swollen and wet even as her cheeks burned. It did not help that there was a wooden peg jutting up at an angle from the front of the cross between her buttocks, so that its head was buried in her rectum. She felt every jolt as it clattered along the road.
Silver bells, similar to the ones she had worn as a puppy-girl, had been hung on her nipples. They jingled in time with the rattling of the cart, calling everybody’s attention to her naked state in case they had not yet noticed.  While making her cheeks burn even hotter, they also added to the dark thrill of it all.
Jenny tried to keep looking straight ahead with what dignity she could muster, the way she imagined Flavia would do in such circumstances.  But she was aware of the looks she was getting from the crowd.  Of course, they were used to seeing naked girl flesh on show on the streets every day, but presumably not that of a Princess. 
Some people simply stared at her in bewilderment and wonder, as if unable to tear themselves away from the spectacle, but not yet sure what to make of it. Others, presumably keen followers of Michael, tried to promote his cause and perhaps gain some favour by a public show of support.  They jeered at her, shouting out.  ‘Shame begets shame, Princess!’  ‘Michael for King!’  There was even an attempt at punning. ‘Keep a tight rein on her!’
Some eggs and rotten tomatoes were thrown at Jenny, splattering on her bare flesh and making her flinch.  The escorting soldiers allowed a few of these missiles to be pitched and then signalled that was enough.  The gesture had served its purpose.
However, many in the crowd, especially women, wept in sympathy at her plight and threw flowers onto the cart.
If those proportions represented the feeling in the rest of the city and the country, then everything was still in the balance.
After what seemed like an eternity, the procession arrived at the cathedral.  More black-sashed troops were stationed there, keeping the crowd back.
The base of the cross was pulled out of its mounting slot and Jenny, still strapped to it, was lifted off the cart. Her ankles were freed from the base of the cross.  But because its shaft projected down behind her longer than her legs, she could not stand upright. She was forced to bend over, scraping its tail on the ground and bearing its weight on her back. It was another deliberate humiliation and part of her public penance.
Michael strode up the cathedral steps alone. Jenny had to follow after him, the tail of the cross bumping and scraping over each step.  Every bump and jar worked the plug in her bottom painfully within her. It all signified her contriteness and submission to the man who would become her King, husband, lord and master. 
Rupert followed leading Helga on a leash. She stumbled up the steps painfully slowly. Some way back, Antoinette brought up the rear, escorted by one of Michael’s men.
As they entered the cathedral, Jenny’s eyes darted about, looking for reassurance.  At first, everything seemed much as it had before. There were the anticipated local dignitaries, presumably minus those red Elphberg supporters, and more foreign guests than she expected, who presumably had stayed on or returned specially.  There was the Cardinal and the choristers and the flock of priests. There was even the row of puppy girls chained up along their wall…
She blinked and stared and then looked away quickly. Oh my!
As she struggled up the nave between the pews, sweating under the cross, she saw people looking at her once again in pity or contempt or wonder. But a few of the faces amongst the foreign dignitaries showed something else entirely. She looked away from them back to Michael.
Michael was striding forward boldly and proudly, looking straight ahead to the throne awaiting him. She hoped he had not noticed what she had.
Michael knelt before the Cardinal and received his blessing and spoke the words expected of him about being a just king in the eyes of God. Then he took his seat. There was a rich scarlet robe draped open over the throne ready to be put on when the King left the cathedral. The crown was waiting there just beside him. But he had to receive Jenny’s submission first.
If he had the Crown and her, then he had the kingdom.
‘Princess Flavia has a penance she wishes to perform before you,’ Michael said.
Jenny sank to her knees. Michael’s men unstrapped her from the cross and pulled out its terrible plug which sucked on her insides.  It actually made a little pop coming free, which in the solemn, expectant silence sounded very loud. Somebody gave a chuckle which was quickly hushed.
Jenny crawled cravenly forward on her hands and knees up to Michael’s feet and kissed the tips of his boots.
‘I beg your forgiveness for my past actions, Michael,’ she said loudly and humbly.
‘What do you offer me?
This was it! 
‘Some milk to go with the gateau, sucker!’
She stood up, clasped her breasts, pointed her belled nipples at Michael and squeezed hard. Twin jets of milk spurted out from all over his face.
He flinched backwards, trying to shield his face, while a collective gasp of astonishment filled the air.
Jenny turned to face the congregation, naked but bold and defiant, trembling in fear and excitement. She raised her hands for silence, sticking out her silver tongue and flicking it in the air like a lizard.  There were more gasps of disbelief and a few shrieks from the women present, as every eye was fixed upon her. For a moment she had them. Now let her silver tongue do its subtler work once more… 
‘My name is Jenny Polo and I come from England,’ she said loudly and clearly. ‘For the last week, that milk-drenched idiot there has been wasting his time thinking I was Flavia and keeping me in a dungeon and torturing me, so I’d endorse him. Well guess what: I don’t! Because the real Princess would never want him to be king.  He sabotaged the first coronation by drugging Rudolf and then took advantage of his confusion to kill him the next day.  He is not fit for the job! After all, as you can see, he can’t even tell a real princess from a fake one!’
Somebody laughed.  Yes! Jenny thought.  If she had used any ordinary weapon against him, then she might be dead now. But she had used milk and ridicule…
Michael was still spluttering and wiping her milk from his face, looking totally lost. Rupert was standing by his side with a sword drawn as if to defend him, but he was staring at Jenny in wonder and then with a smile of understanding.
‘But… where is the real Princess?’ somebody called out.
Jenny pointed down the aisle. ‘There!’
A puppy girl was on her feet and running towards them, shedding her harness. The dog mask came off last. To reveal Flavia’s face.
She arrived at the throne as naked as Jenny, picked up the Crown and planted it on her head. Then she hugged and kissed Jenny quickly.
‘You did it!’ 
‘I like the costume,’ Jenny replied.
‘You left me wrapped in a bed sheet, if you remember. What else was I going to wear? Actually, it’s been an excellent disguise.  Nobody expects a Princess to be a puppy girl.  I could go anywhere.’
The congregation were staring from her to Jenny and then back again.  Still nobody made a move against them. Sometimes naked bodies had a lot of power and twin ones had twice as much, Jenny thought.
‘She’s the real thing!’ Jenny said to them. Then she bowed to Flavia. ‘Your Majesty…’
‘Long live the Queen!’ Somebody cried out, and then it was repeated by other voices.  ‘Long live the Queen!’ 
And then there was a commotion as people broke out of the pews containing the “foreign” guests, shedding outer coats to reveal swords and pistols and red sashes. They surrounded the throne, hemming in Michael’s guards. Among them were Fritz and Colonel Sapt.
For outside the cathedral came shouts and a clang of sword blades and the crack of pistol shots and more cries of ‘For the Queen!  ‘For Flavia!’
Flavia turned to Michael, who still seemed to be in a daze. 
‘Get out of my throne, Michael. We have men enough in the city to overthrow yours, but I would rather avoid any more bloodshed. You have been made a fool of twice in public. Do you think you’ll ever get over that? Unless you wish to draw your sword and kill me here and now, like you did Rudolf? Do the sensible thing for once!’
She was naked and defenceless and simply radiated power.
Michael looked round desperately the faces of his men. But they gave him no comfort.  Even Rupert looked at him in pity. His coup had failed, and his dignity had been shattered beyond repair. Slowly, Michael got off the throne and staggered aside.  Antoinette pushed her way through the crush of men to him.
Flavia took his place.  She pulled the fur collar of the royal robe about her shoulders and fastened its clasp about her neck. Otherwise, apart from the crown, she was still quite naked of course.
Jenny stood beside her and grinned. ‘That’s a radical new look for a queen.’
‘As you said, sometimes we have to do radical things or else nothing changes,’ Flavia said. ‘I learned a lot going naked and on all-fours while moving about the kingdom.  Terribly embarrassing for poor Sapt and Fritz of course.’ 
Jenny grinned foolishly, filled with a hot surge of elation.  ‘It’s over.  We’ve won!’
And then Michael cried out in rage.
He drew his sword, spun about and lunged at Flavia.  His eyes were wide and filled with a blind, unreasoning fury that wanted only revenge.  Sapt and Fritz were both turning to protect her, but they were too far away. As if in slow motion Jenny saw it all happening before her and flung out a hand, for all the good that would do to turn a blade aside.
Then Rupert Hentzau acted.  His sword was still drawn.  He sprang forward and lunged in one lightning smooth motion.
His blade pierced Michael’s chest clean through and then withdrew.
The Duke staggered, stared at Rupert in disbelief for a moment, and then collapsed.  He was dead before he hit the floor.  With a sob of anguish, Antionette fell upon him. 
Once again, everybody in the cathedral was momentarily paralysed with shock and disbelief, except for one.  
Rupert turned and saluted Flavia, who was white and trembling, with his still bloody blade.  
‘Long live the Queen!’ he said.  
Then he smiled at Jenny and saluted her as well.  
‘And her most remarkable twin. I would dearly wish to get know you better, but I think it best that I leave Ruritania for a while…’    
And with that he sheathed his sword and, tossing back his thick mane of hair, he strode nonchalantly out of the cathedral, with the bemused guests parting before him. 
Jenny took and deep breath and hugged Flavia.
‘Now it’s really over,’ she said.









Chapter Nineteen

 

It was not really over that easily or quickly, of course.  

Now Flavia was Queen, there were decrees to be signed and witnessed, foreign delegations to be received, courts to be convened, bitter rival factions to be reconciled and, in due course, funerals to be arranged.  As historians would later agree, it had been the most extraordinary day in Ruritanian history. But at some point, everybody simply needed to rest. And so it was midnight when Jenny finally found herself alone with Flavia, in what were now the Queen’s apartments in the Palace of Strelsau.
Jenny realized with mild surprise, that both she and Flavia had spent most of the day naked.  Of course, she had spent most of the last ten days naked, but it hadn’t ended when she expected.  Helga had lent her a cloak and she had trailed around beside Flavia, who made do with the Coronation robe and Crown.  The combination with bare flesh was quite striking. After all, the only purpose in dressing up for some ceremonial occasion was to make the wearer look distinguished, and there was no mistaking who was the Queen of Ruritania today. After a while it had seemed perfectly normal.
Now, as Flavia hugged and kissed her wearily and their naked bodies pressed together, it became very apparent once again.
‘You set an example with your display outside the Palace when you won us time to escape,’ Flavia said. ‘I had to live up to that and learn to be just as bold when I disguise myself as a puppy-girl. After a while I found it… empowering.  Perhaps every ruler should be naked in front of their people at some time. It’s a great test of purpose and trust.’
‘But only when the weather is good,’ Jenny suggested.
Flavia laughed. ‘Yes, perhaps only then.’ She looked seriously at Jenny. ‘I wish you could stay here with me.  The people should know what you’ve done.  Your name would be famous. There should be a ceremony in your honour where I will present you with many medals.’
Jenny laughed. ‘As long as they don’t have to be pinned on.’
Flavia tweaked Jenny’s nipples. ‘Oh, I’d find some way of hanging them on you.’
Jenny sighed.  ‘Well, I might have to stay if I can’t work out anyway of moving on again. I may need access some source of electricity to help give me the kick I need to shift realities again.’
Flavio looked sad, but she nodded in understanding. ‘If you must, then I’ll find you whatever you need.  But, before then, there is one more service you can do for me tonight.’
‘What?’
‘Play the part of my husband. Get rid of my maidenhead! In a way that is what this conflict has been about.  Either Rudolf would take it, or Michael would.  I was saving it for one or the other of them and that would bind me, and the country, to them. But that’s wrong. I don’t want to be a virgin anymore, and I will lose it to whoever I chose.  So, will you take it?  Unless you think it’s wrong and selfish of me to ask such a thing after a day like this?’
‘If it helps you be a better Queen tomorrow, then it isn’t wrong,’ Jenny assured her. ‘And down-playing the importance of virginity will make things easier for Helga and Fritz.’
‘Then you’ll do it?’
Jenny took a deep breath. ‘I’ve never had sex with a Queen before.’
Flavia smiled.  ‘There’s a first time for everything…’
She led her into the bedroom. From the bedside cabinet she took out a rubber backed towel and laid it on the bed. 
‘There will be blood,’ she said. ‘I’ll put it on public display if necessary to prove the stupid thing is gone.  Then everybody will know it’s nothing to be ashamed of.’
Then she took out a large, double-ended dildo with a securing strap. On an impulse she knelt before Jenny and offered it up to her meekly.
‘Please, use this on me.’
Jenny felt a thrill of power and excitement that made her nipples pop-up.  Quickly, she jammed one end of the dildo up into herself and strapped it into place.  Its rubber shaft let out from between her thighs in a show of absurd masculinity. She felt masterful, and she sensed that was exactly what Flavia wanted.
‘Kiss its tip and beg me,’ she commanded.
Flavia kissed the tip of the dildo.  ‘Please, Jenny, will you use this to take my virginity like a husband would?’ 
‘Yes!  Now get on the bed and show me I will be welcome inside you,’ she commanded.
Flavia obeyed. She lay on her back and pulled her legs up and opened them wide. Her eyes were bright with fear and excitement.
Jenny gazed into the sweet, soft pocket of flesh between Flavia’s thighs and for a moment she understood the intense male desire to penetrate it and probe its secret depths.  
Jenny climbed onto the bed between Flavia’s spread legs and lay on top of her and nibbled her hot swollen nipples and then kissed her hard on the mouth. Flavia returned the kiss with passion. Then Jenny positioned the jutting end of the dildo and slid it up into Flavia’s cleft.
For a moment she felt a slight resistance. She thrust harder with her hips, tearing through Flavia’s maidenhead. Flavia gave a little gasp as her membrane was ruptured, and then she was penetrated to the hilt.
She was a virgin Queen no longer.
Jenny rode her lovely body, the exact mirror of her own, with mounting desire. She kissed her again, sliding her silver tongue deep into Flavia’s mouth and making her gasp in wonder.  A film of sweat made their bodies slippery, while their juices flowed into and round the dildo shaft that joined them, mingling and soaking into the towel beneath Flavia’s buttocks, which already bore her virgin blood.
This felt so impossibly right, Jenny thought.
Flavia was groaning and gasping beneath her, while Jenny felt her loins were ready to burst with passionate juices.  It was more intense than any coupling they had had before. But of course, Flavia was no longer a virgin and this time Jenny was the masterful Mistress.  There were no limits or constraints any longer. Perhaps at last the full power of Flavia’s orgasmic nature could be released.
They both climaxed with an insane rush of delight.
For a perfect moment Jenny felt a huge surge of power binding them together as one on each end of the dildo they shared so intimately.  And then, like identical magnetic poles resting together, suddenly the same force was pushing them apart. She felt herself being torn free of something, becoming disconnected, departing.
She was travelling again!
Jenny just had time to call out to Flavia.  ‘Goodbye… I love you… good luck…’
And then the dildo and Flavia and the bedroom and the Palace and Ruritania melted away into the swirling mists of myriad probabilities, and Jenny was tumbling and falling into the unknown.
I want to go home, Jenny thought desperately, I want to go home…









Epilogue

 
Jenny hit a pool of greenish water with a splash and kicked about frantically for a moment, her feet touching a hard bottom.  And then she rose to the surface, coughing and spluttering and blinking the water from her eyes. 

The water was bath-hot with steam rising from it, mingled with a slight whiff of sulphur. She had the impression of being enclosed by ranks of towering and richly veined columns of marble, interspersed with heroic statues.  Closer to, and indeed sharing the pool with her, were a dozen very surprised looking and quite naked men.
Wherever this was, it was not home.
‘Hello… sorry for dropping in on you like this,’ Jenny said. ‘I don’t suppose you could tell me where I am?’
One man spluttered. ‘You… you are in the Baths of —’  
Jenny stopped him with an upraised hand. ‘Sorry, I need a wider context.’
A second man began. ‘You are in the City of —’
‘No good. I really need the bigger picture here,’ Jenny insisted.
‘The Realm of Atlantis?’ a third man ventured.
‘That’s more like it,’ Jenny said. ‘Atlantis. Right. Um… I don’t suppose anybody has a towel I could borrow?’
 

End of Book Four
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