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Chapter One 

The Soiree 

“Ah! Madame Duvalier, what a pleasure to see you still flourishing with all this unpleasantness abroad.” Mr. Trowbridge stood a head above his noble hostess. The American businessman smiled deferentially, while twirling his greying mustache between his thumb and index fingers, briefly. He bowed, graceful in his brown tweed suit, looking as cultured as any Continental man, a rare quality in those travelers from the United States. 

“Abroad, sir!” the diminutive beauty looked aghast, hefty bosom heaving passionately, cheeks unusually flushed from summer wine and indignation. “Why this war is hardly on English soil…it will be at my backdoor within days, if the news reports are correct.” 

“I didn’t intend to diminish the danger here, Madame,” Trowbridge quickly returned, “but merely point out how well you manage under these stressful circumstances.” He gazed appreciatively about the room, honoring the elegance—a reflection of a Golden Age of prosperity in the new millennium gone awry—wondering as everyone did, how long the ornate stained glass, the damask, brocade and finely paneled wood would survive when the rebels finally ransacked the city. It had been a hard journey through the 21st Century and an especially treacherous one for the female of the human species. Her golden years were over. 

Madame Renee Duvalier calmed, not wanting to make too much a scene of her vexation. She cocked her head sweetly, her mass of brunette curls strewn lustily about her shoulders—those falling from a lazy bun, held secure by a single jeweled hair pick. Her dress of amber, autumn hues clung closely to the curves of her sensuous form in a retro style reflecting the mid 20th Century. The neckline plunged obscenely, hinting at the sexual treasure beneath her clothes. Madame batted her long lashes coyly, turquoise eyes exuding feminine chicanery she’d long been noted for. Madame Duvalier lived by wits, by beauty and what wealth she managed to hide from a corrupt government. She had learned to remain calm in most circumstances, regardless of how harrowing. After all, her world was teetering on the edge of chaos, while she hosted a mannerly soirée in her formal parlor. 

Beneath pleasant smiles and urbane chatter, disquiet reigned—even in the confident Mr. Trowbridge who had so simply suggested that the uprising was an English affair. He had great reason to fear. Unable to book passage to the United States, he moved to the continent where he could hopefully find safety for himself and his two daughters. There was little doubt that his safe return home would be ensured, but for Isobel and Katrina, their youth, fair skin and nubile bodies made them prime targets at any border crossing. Hundreds of young women had already been declared missing—most likely kidnapped, raped and brutalized if the underground press could be believed. No woman was safe.

The flaxen-haired Isobel was a hearty and sensuous twenty years—full bosomed with a curvaceous figure and flirtatious cinnamon eyes. Her hair was unusually short but naturally curly and decidedly wild. She pursed her thick lips one minute, licked them wet the next, and solicited men with the allure of her voluptuous promise when her daddy wasn’t looking. Madame Duvalier admired her charms; at the same time realizing what a detriment they were for a young woman in dangerous times. She was so unlike her younger sister, Katrina. The demurely shy young lady had her own appeal—a muted sensuousness, innocent grace and smoky blue eyes that dripped unknowingly with romantic desire. It would not be easy protecting either one of them. At the very least, Isobel could live by her wits. Katrina’s fate was less certain. At nineteen, she seemed many years younger than her sister. Madame Duvalier dreaded the proposal about to be offered her by the two young beauties’ father. He was a desperate man—whether he knew it or not—his entire world was at risk. At risk, a desperate man looks for solutions, even the most difficult to manage. 

“I think you worry exceedingly, Madame,” Professor Leopold chimed in. The portly fellow swaggered forward with his wine in hand, practically spilling the contents of his glass. Perhaps he already had too much. “Why just yesterday I heard that the rebels were taken down in the former Germany.”

“It is temporary, I assure you,” his hostess declared, though she wouldn’t divulge the source of her information. 

“If we can believe any tales we hear,” an unexpected voice piped up with sarcasm exceedingly thick. Three pairs of eyes turned to Madame’s cousin, Brigitta, a comely, though not ravishing woman of nearly twenty-three. She had been university educated with an excellent government position, just before the first insurrection when the government changed. She was cast out of her job after just six months, thrust into the streets and thankful that her cousin still had a way with the prevailing establishment or she would have been arrested and deported to one of the camps for female rabble-rousers. She was of German birth and had written several documents—just simple term papers as far as she was concerned—critical of the current government and its questionable ties to tyrants. She had thought her rantings would only get her a decent grade for the most recent term; instead, the student documents at the university were seized, opened and thoroughly inspected to root out rebels and instigators. To date, this inquisition hadn’t done much good; there were rebel factions popping up throughout the Continent. Her writings, however, had left Brigitta as Madame’s responsibility. The wise mentor kept her younger charge safe when there were so few options for women like her. Madame had taken her off the streets, exchanged her trousers for decent dresses, and fashioned her sand-colored hair in a feminine style, curling the straight ends and drawing them behind her head with a bow. 

“It’s not that I have any problem with the way you’re dressed,” Madame told her, “but you can’t look like a lesbian, an insurrectionist or an independent thinker and survive these times.” Brigitta didn’t like dressing prissy—as she called it. But she was no match for the powerful Madame Duvalier when she wanted her way. Besides, Brigitta was neither a rugged woman nor a defiant trollop. Though her sexual preference was questionable, she was still a virgin. Not to mention that her views on life and politics were virginal, uninformed and shallow. Her outlandish dress and behavior had been more for show than substance. She liked the theatrics, but easily relented to her more worldly and experienced cousin when she was scared out of her wits faced with deportation, incarceration and death.

Tonight, Brigitta felt secure in the protection of Madame Duvalier’s façade of safety; and she looked forward to stretching her limits—just for the fun of it. If nothing else, the evening would be a cure for her constant boredom. With the eyes of the room staring her way, she smiled, quite coyly—she loved the attention. “I don’t believe you can count on any news agency to print the truth,” she went on. “That was exactly what I was going to handle for the Bureau of Communications when I was ousted. We’re all dupes now. I’d trust no one.”

Mr. Trowbridge nodded, understanding her well. He held the same views.

Monsieur Leopold did not. He swilled more wine, while his smoldering wife stood at his rear, whispering things like, “Don’t you think you’ve had enough to drink?” He shrugged her off repeatedly. 

“Anna, you’re an alarmist like the rest of them!” He was annoyed with his bride, and spoke to the rest of the guests. “There is too much money vested in the status quo for Versegian to let us down.”

Brigitta was on him instantly, “You’re foolish to think that! Why, even my cousin is preparing to go to her country house, as ticklish as things are now.”

“I’d spare myself the trouble, Renee,” the Professor shot back at his hostess. “If it’s as bad as you think it is, your estate will not be invulnerable to attack…” he swilled his wine like a sailor swills ale, “but I still wouldn’t worry.”

“Ah, Professor, gentlemen, ladies…what good does it do to talk politics tonight? I invited you here to get away from the storm of fear. If we can’t put all this aside for one evening, then what good does it do to live?”

“You are so right,” Mr. Trowbridge moved forward, bowing in deference to his hostess. 

He seemed to have the others in the lady’s parlor settled, when from the hallway, everyone heard the sound of a fist banging on Madame Duvalier’s front door. The room instantly quieted as if they expected the gendarmes to appear at any moment. 

“Madame,” Louisa opened the parlor door, her sweet face showing a trace of fear she tried covering with a pleasant grin. “Inspector Lyon says he has an appointment?”

Madame Duvalier nodded, not a hair on her head quivered. “Show him into my receiving room, Louisa, and offer him a glass of port.”

“He has a young man with him.”

“Really?” She was curious but not distressed. “Then offer him some port as well.” She turned back to her guests, “If you’ll excuse me, I might be a few minutes.”

“Is there something wrong here, Renee?” the Professor asked. 

“Why heaven’s no!” She whirled around too fast to be convincing. “The inspector does have a terrible sense of timing,” she laughed, “but I am obliged to meet with him. We’ve been on the orphan’s committee together the last two months.”

The explanation further reassured the small crowd. As the sumptuous woman swept from the room, the others returned to their drinks and lighter conversation. A Brahms Concerto was playing on the radio to cheer her guests, and even the dim lights in the room seemed to brighten for a time, as if their Mistress cued them just before she left. 

“Inspector,” Madame Renee Duvalier graciously held out her hand for the government official. In like fashion, he kissed the back of it and clicked his black, knee-high boots, bowing as though he belonged in a world two centuries past.  

His dark hair was suitably short, his mustache neatly trimmed and his uniform perfectly pressed. His associate, on the other hand, was more casual. Young, to be sure, and filled with testosterone. But with his surly grin and buff-colored military clothes, there was the suggestion of hostility and threat surfacing in the encounter. 

“Madame, you have met Captain Labeque?”

“No, I haven’t had the pleasure,” she answered.

The inspector turned to his young friend. “No, sir, the lady and I have not met,” he confirmed. His eyes perused her lustily, catching Madame’s eye. The feeling behind that gaze made her quake to her core. He took her hand as the Inspector had and turned it so he kissed the palm—a more intimate gesture. In some circles, it would be an insult to a lady of such breeding, but few people would object now, and certainly Madame Duvalier would not. 

“Well then, he has much to look forward to. I’ve told him of our accommodation.”

“Inspector, I would love to accommodate your friend, but I have guests this evening and must return to them.”

“Surely. But only after we’ve gone upstairs.”

She stared at them, internally unnerved, but determined not to let her anxiety show.

“I would have time another night,” she said evenly. 

“You’ll have plenty of time tonight, Renee.” He used the familiar because he did not respect her position—even in her own home. Titles mattered little in his world. Hers was a relic that few bothered to acknowledge anymore. His vision narrowed, ebony eyes glimmering ominously, while his bushy brows hovered above them as storm clouds might. 

“Yes,” she said, voice fluttering only momentarily, “I’m sure I will. Let me inform my guests that I will be detained.”

“Yes, you do that, Madame Duvalier. I hope that they appreciate what they have here. It will be so much rubble in a few months.”

There was no reply to his warning. Just a simple nod and a pleasant, if not a bit phony, smile. She moved back to the parlor as the gendarme and his military friend quickly took the stairs to her boudoir. 

***

The lust apparent on the Captain’s eager face disclosed his youth. Though his swarthy complexion was quite appealing, his dark aims were enough to make Renee Duvalier’s tummy flutter excitedly. His earthy demeanor was too attractive for a woman who guarded herself against such false perspectives of the men.

“I’ve informed Captain Labeque of your sexual deviancies,” Lyon remarked. “He was intrigued that a woman could favor the kind of sex that drives you.”

Renee turned to her unexpected suitor, “I’m afraid the inspector tells you only half the truth,” she said boldly. “I am not a woman of loose morals but I am a woman of convenience.”

“It matters not to me what you are, Madame,” the soldier replied, “I’m simply looking for a good show. You won’t disappoint me.”

“Of course not,” she smiled, while Inspector Lyon gestured widely toward the corner of the lady’s bedroom, toward a velvet covered apparatus, its purpose still a mystery. 

She moved to the green velvet, giving the dust cover a quick tug, revealing a large and rather complex looking bench designed for the submissive wife, lover or penitent to offer themselves for punishment. 

“Pull it forward, Renee,” Lyon ordered. “If you don’t want us to waste your time, I’d suggest that we get on with this.” He turned to the Captain, “Emil, she keeps her weapons in the safe.” He pointed to a black lacquered cabinet on the opposite wall, an Oriental design inlaid with wood and painted with a border of Chinese figures in explicit sexual positions. Just opening the cabinet a swoosh of erotic energy seemed to flood the room, immediately raising the ante in this confrontation with desire and coercion. With one quick inspection, the young man could see that Madame’s weapons were tools for punishment, not devices for deliberate maiming. 

Renee tugged the heavy apparatus into position so that the men could have easy access to further their plans. It lurched across the hardwood floor and simply wouldn’t budge further when it reached the thick carpet. Without suggesting to them the other available options for the device’s use, she knelt on the padded bar at the front of the bench, raised her skirt with her hands and tucked it under her waist. She wore a pair of simple black panties that she left about her bottom to be dispensed with later. Over time, she’d learned she would assume too much to take them off at this point in an encounter. 

“Pretty damned submissive, if you ask me,” the Captain turned happily to the Inspector. 

“She knows it would do her no good to balk now,” Lyon replied. “Don’t let her lead you either. Have her as you like and punish her well. You’ll have a juicier snatch to screw if you lay it on hard.” 

Renee trembled more, urgency and desire rolling through her body as she laid her tummy forward over the bar. A cool draft in the room ruffled the hair at her nether regions, which the position completely exposed. Moving forward, Captain Labeque grabbed the top of her panties and yanked upwards so that the thin film of black cloth disappeared into her anal crack and left both ass cheeks white and bare. Their dimpled surface shown luminescent by candlelight—looking almost radiant and begging for punishment. 

“Does it help or hurt you to know I’ve never beaten a woman’s ass?” the Captain wondered aloud.

“I’ve plucked many a virgin,” she retorted saucily. 

“You call me a virgin!” He looked amused and aghast. 

“In my realm you are, sir.”

He chuckled. “Perhaps so, but that doesn’t mean I’ll go easy on this hide of yours.” He ran his hand along the skin, then slapped it. Not hard, but firmly. The sensation radiated outward from the print of his hand reaching her throbbing clit where the buzz made her internal sensation more acute. Her insides clutched excitedly, though Madame never gave away her arousal until she was bound toward climax. She breathed now evenly, contentedly, settling, as she’d become accustomed to doing these last two years of her service to the gendarmes of the city and the hierarchy of the local government. 

She recalled the first days, when she stood her ground, protecting her property from attack. Inspector Lyon headed the committee to roust her and dozens of women like her from their homes—on orders from the general collective. Renee Duvalier defied them while the others buckled under the threat of dismemberment, rape or death. She refused to be incarcerated, or driven into the country in the dead of winter where, with little prospect of gathering food, she would surely die. Madame prevailed… but not before she was taken to her bedroom, stripped of her clothes and raped by the entire lot—save the Inspector. She could easily give up her body, but never her home! The crafty Inspector Lyon didn’t take her that first day as the others did, but came back the next with a peace offering—the accommodation, as he liked to call it. 

The imaginative man had pulled the polished wooden containment device now housed in Renee Duvalier’s bedroom, from a basement on the Left Bank where a bizarre faction of Sadomasochists practiced the ancient rites of body purification. The group had quietly exited the city, driven out when the prevailing political rhetoric turned reactionary. They knew their way of life would soon be threatened by guns, imprisonment and strong-armed tactics, which made their relocation across the borders imperative. They left their collection of oddities with little thought that they’d even be used again as they were intended.

In the dead of a chilling winter night, Inspector Lyon had the cleverly tooled wooden instrument of torture delivered to Renee’s door and installed in the corner of her bedroom—decorating the elegant boudoir with the macabre guarantee of a grisly future. 

At the time, no one—least of all Madame Duvalier herself—had known how much the containment device would become the symbol of a quiet revolution waged by women who learned to use their bodies as weapons to protect what little they could in this dangerous climate. She was one of a few wealthy women who survived the blitz when one government was defeated and another installed. For nearly a week, she entertained soldiers and government officials from both sides of the conflict only to see several of her lovers die during gunfights just outside her front door. While her lovers were still alive, Renee became the paragon of sexual delight used for the wicked crimes of the most deviant men. She took her task in stride—giving herself up to the pleasure of sex—doing her best to forget that love and emotions ever had anything to do with sharing the intimate secrets of her body. When the Inspector’s unearthed device arrived, it became the opening salvo of a torturous week. As the first three rebel soldiers were led to her boudoir, Madame Duvalier was in her dressing gown, cloaked with fear but hardly shaking. 

Once her attackers focused on the beautiful woman, her dressing gown was brusquely ripped away. Naked, she was taunted for several minutes, spun around like a top, flesh probed, inspected and jeered at. She was accustomed to similar treatment, but theses brutes were unlike the more cultured ones who used her as a high-class prostitute, who graciously, and rarely with malice, bound and teased her to a long string of climaxes. They were gentlemen, in awe of her sexual prowess, grateful for the opportunity to take such liberties with a woman. But their creative inclinations stopped long before they discovered any real sadistic designs. 

The week of her ravishment, Renee Duvalier was not so lucky with her lovers. 

They came on her like a wild wind blowing from the north… to look in its face bit the flesh and wounded the soul.

The wooden struts and beams of the horrid contraption were pulled into place in the center of her luxurious boudoir. In one of its many possible arrangements, the device allowed the victim to be strapped face down or face up along a padded beam, legs and wrists fixed in tight metal cuffs. At her first session, she was laid face up, her naked body bound with leather to the wood frame at the underside of her breasts and again at her waist. Her thighs, shoulders and arms were similarly bound by metal straps that locked tightly into grooves, keeping her flesh inert while every bit of her from her toes, to her opened crotch, her breasts and mouth were exposed and prey to her attacker’s malicious fascination.

One beastly fellow turned the crank beneath the containment device, forcing the struts to move further apart, stretching her body with them. She worried that they’d rip her limbs. Although even as the timbers creaked and the physical strain became more intense, her body swelled with sexual heat. Humid late night air playfully teased her pubic mound. Her breathing quickened, and her inner spirit pressed forward to gain any bit of satisfaction possible before the onslaught of pain began. A gag was forced inside her mouth—an open ‘O’ ring made of wood, fitting neatly behind her teeth, but wide enough to press down her tongue. She nearly gagged before she became accustomed to the awkward fit. With concentration, her throat relaxed and Renee’s spirit eased from her ever-present fear. She was wise to realize that there was just one way to survive these extremes: let her cunt take charge and let her basest instincts rule. 

The abuse began with floggers, no more meanly struck than her more gentlemanly lovers used them. But that simple pleasure was short-lived when the lead fellow—his name Leontis—quickly stopped the attack, pushing his friends aside. Renee’s proud nipples thrusting boldly toward the ceiling were too much inspiration to be ignored. With deft fingers, he circled them with metallic threads and tied the supple strings so they dug cuttingly into her flesh. Her nipples were stretched and fastened to a holding beam above the rack, pulled tight enough to make her shriek. 

Ignace, an awkward, gangly giant of a man tickled her clit with surprising skill until Renee’s body could not refrain from replying, chest heaving so her nipples were drawn out more tautly still and her belly thrust out beckoningly. 

“Not so fast,” Leontis slapped Ignace’s hand away. “Sluts don’t deserve to come so quickly—if at all.” His lips curled into a jeer, while his body twitched, lust aflame and pouring through his veins. “We’ll see how this one takes her cunt impaled with this.” 

He stood between her bound legs, pinching a long needle between his fingers. Dousing her cunt with whiskey, he snatched her outer lips together and held them high while he skewered the flesh.

“EEEEEawwwwwwww!” Her scream hit the walls like lightning hits the heavens, enough to the shake the struts beneath her body and make her nipples rip with fire. 

Afterwards, the thunder of sensation that burst through her body settled shamelessly in her crotch. The pain had passed. 

“I think the bitch likes the pain,” Leontis came up snickering as he held the needle and her labia lips high enough to make the stretch hurt. He fixed the threaded flesh to the beam above with another cord, leaving his prey seven ways bound, body panting heavily, chest and pelvis constrained not to move. Her physical urgings came on more strongly now. Her pussy ached for rape—if nothing else. 

“Wanton little whore, you are.”

She would agree, but not in words; only the most muffled noise emitted from around her gag.

“Perhaps I should pierce the rest of her flesh and string her up,” he gloated for his friends. But instead, he turned them on her with their quiet floggers. “Try her now and see how much she enjoys.” Ignace and his friend, Cyrus, worked her in tandem, in erratic rhythms, breasts first while Leontis remained between her thighs; then exchanging places with him, they moved down to flog her belly and thighs with ever-increasing muscle. With every twist and turn, excruciating sensations wracked her system. Arms, nipples, labia, tugged. Her muffled cries were agonized—though her body belied them with the erotic movement of her swaying groin. Female nectar seeped unbidden from her hot snatch.

“Want more, slut?” Leontis taunted her, peering down scowling.

Answering was optional. 

“Didn’t know what you opted for, did you now? Thought this gig would be an easy show of sex. But even the raunchiest bitches can be taken down. And I’ve only begun.” He pinged the nipple threads like guitar strings. “Hurt?”

Her eyes filled with tears. She was waiting to climax, but would wait more. Her lovers were sadists and this tale of woe had just begun. 

Leontis followed, dripping candle wax on her exposed clit, with Renee’s eyes glued to the pool of liquid paraffin that gathered about the wick and watching it suddenly fall free. Her flesh bounced each time the drizzled wax burned the surface. In tandem with that shock, her pussy spasmed. The ache for climax expanded. From her deeply distraught insides, through her torso to her limbs, the craving to satisfy this lust crescendoed until she felt as though she were on a high precipice waiting, teetering on the  brink of the most glorious sensation. 

A devious master of the macabre, Leontis noted each response with unexpected understanding. He was no dimwitted buffoon, but a craftsman in the art of sexual torture. Dripping wax along her upstretched nipples, he then reached underneath her head and yanked her hair. Renee’s chest rose high, while her crotch dove low and the piercing pulled to the point where it seemed that it would tear away. Still between her out-stretched thighs, Ignace stopped the flogging just long enough to press his erection into her weeping sexual center. 

Little but pain and oblivion remained in the infinite minutes that followed. She came almost the instant that her first attacker plunged into the dew-drenched crevice. The pleasure didn’t stop until the last man—Leontis—pierced the hollow of her insides with his ravaging seed.

Once his stores were depleted, each man was too faint with satisfaction to worry over her torture. They left her boudoir with smiles, and with Renee Duvalier still pierced and strung to the beam above by nipples and crotch.

“I didn’t say this would be easy,” Inspector Lyon reminded her as he cut the taut cords. “You want the needle to remain?”

“No,” she shook her head to make her point. “Let the others who have me think for themselves.”

“Suit yourself.” She was quickly freed, allowed to stand on her own. As proud a woman as she was, she found his warm hands comforting—if not overtly affectionate. She allowed the Inspector to lead her to her bed where she collapsed to sleep. 

“I’ll return for you, Madame,” he said almost politely, “bringing the rest. Though, I could stop the assault now, if you like.”

“And be deported?” With her last bit of strength she looked toward the door where the Inspector waited for her reply. “I think not.” Her voice was calm and determinedly focused. 

“Suit yourself,” he replied. “I imagine you’ll toil for several days before this rout is over.”

She lay her head down on the pillow without answering. 

It was minutes, not hours before she was pillaged again. 

Her emotions torn, her body bruised, her mind raging with darkness, Renee existed in this curious vacuum for six days, submitting as though she were masochist enough to enjoy the ravaging. In part, she was. She learned to suppress the inner urge to fight, to plunge darkly and well into caverns in her psyche that were beyond her understanding. Physically, she had never been more satiated. If that was all there were to life, she could survive and happily so. But there were other matters in her mind that needed expression, too. 

The only constant in Renee’s life was Inspector Lyon. He was one of very few government officials who were valuable to both sides of the conflict. His only imperative was to survive, so it didn’t matter to him which side paid for his skills in gathering information. He blew with whatever wind blew to his advantage. He weathered storms of controversy, smilingly amenable to any vision that protected his position. Madame Duvalier saved his ass a dozen times, giving her body in sacrifice to the men Lyon brought to her boudoir. She offered her services to soothe rough waters in a rough land, knowing only that she was saving herself. Doing Inspector Lyon favors was only secondary. 

For himself, Lyon came to Renee’s bed alone; he never took part in the wilder festivities he afforded her special guests—though he often watched. When he wanted sex himself and Renee was the target of his affections, he would appear at her door late at night and she would wordlessly lead the man upstairs. He would sit in a chair watching her disrobe, then often wearily draw her to his face, planting his cheek into her belly, drinking in the aroma of a good woman’s perspiration and sexual perfume. Like Madame Duvalier, he was a sensualist. Lungs filled with the redolence of her body, his hands would move caressingly over her flesh, his mouth soon dining in a liquid bath at her cunt. Parting her labia with fingers and tongue, he lapped the juices, drawing in another deep breath of her, sighing, often murmuring… “If it were only another time… another time, another time.”

She found his sentiments endearing at first, but soon tired of the ritual; after several months finally declaring in exasperation, “It is not another time, sir! It is now. And now, you are holding me hostage to whatever political winds drift your way.” She pulled back from him. “Fuck me now, or free me from this persecution.”

He stared up at her in wonder, no surly expression, no fire in his eyes. There was a glimmer of lust, however, raised even more by her authoritative tone. Following the suggestion as if it were an order, he rose to his feet, gathered her in his arms, and laid her on her bed. Turning her on her side, with her long and supple back facing his face, he entered her from behind, and diligently planted his best fruits into her clambering crevice. This was exactly the way he fucked her every time he needed her—wordlessly—except for the finishing gasps of climax that came from them both, sadly. He left her in the same position, exiting the lady’s bedroom without looking her in the eye. Despite the anonymity of these encounters, they were pleasing, creating a certain bond between the pair that needed no explanations to be understood as healing for them both.

Thwack! 

The sharp sting of a flattened palm connecting with the flesh of Renee’s ass woke the dreaming Madame Duvalier from her memories.

“Think me a virgin if you will, Madame, but think me a scoundrel, too.” The Captain’s voice grated like nails down her spine. An unwarranted response registered in the juices seeping from the slit between her legs. He’d find it and know the truth—and probably assume too much about her state of passion from the natural act. Others had. She believed herself as little more than Pavlov’s dog at such times. Hook her to the apparatus and push the buttons—she reacted on cue—with juices flowing, like solace for a weary soldier’s under-used erection—there and ready for the taking. She’d been thinking so sarcastically for several months now—when sessions like this one become so commonplace that they lost their thrill. Now sex was just a physical response to stimulation, with Renee crawling inside herself to wait out the end result. She relished the days when she was menstruating and could legitimately refuse a session with one of the Inspector’s friends. 

“I think you’re desperately horny,” she quipped lightly to his comment. She wanted to be back with her guests, but supposed that they would survive without her—hopefully no one would have the need to seek her out during the long absence. 

“Indeed, I am horny.” He flogged her ass with a flourish as if he’d practiced the maneuvers before, and to her surprise—once her bottom was flaming hot, and that heat was coursing sexually through her body—he took up a five-foot single tail whip and, standing back, began to curl it about hips, ass cheeks and the exposed flesh between her thighs. He sent her body and mind into a nightmarish dance with darker possibilities she hadn’t enjoyed for many months. 

The braided fall tickled her clit, while her ass replied thrashing in ecstatic rhythms. She was forgetting herself and a hastily agreed on vow not to respond too enthusiastically to any man’s attentions. This one was getting to her through his expert whip. He snapped the tail end gently at her ribbons of hair, danced it over her shoulder blades, then slowly traced a delicate line down her back. With the leather thong reaching in and upwards, he jiggled the snake in her river of liquid. By then her panties were thoroughly soaked and her clitoris bulged, blood-filled against the cutting garment. He was seeking her cum—making Renee wonder if the Inspector had filled the man with stories—Oh! Certainly he had. She suspected that he boasted of her sexual deviancy to get his clients interested in her talents. This one had taken his words literally—either that, or he truly understood what motivated her. 

Her randy snatch tangoed on the plaited leather, seesawing in an established rhythm. Emil Labeque answered her fitful, pleasurable squirm with more stimulation. Three times he backed off, teasing the nerve endings of her skin with more stinging pings and snaps, until he returned to her crotch and jiggled the whip end against her swollen clit again. The entire region of her inner thighs and crotch vibrated, soon shivering madly. 

“Am I such a virgin to your now?” the soldier wondered as he suddenly whisked the whip away and moved in on her scorched and welted ass. 

“No, sir!” she found the submissively begging woman in her soul instantly replying to the question. 

“I didn’t think so.” He ran his hand over her skin, from her neck, slowing spreading his fingers over her spine as his hand descended to the plump red orbs. He greeted each one with a rude squeeze, sending a new river of desire and heat through Renee’s body. 

“You like this?”

“Yes, I do.”

“No, no, call me sir. I like the term of respect. Seems I’m owed a little more now that I have you practically cumming.” He reached between her thighs with fingers barreling toward the opening. “Say it, bitch!”

“Yes, sir,” she came back strongly. 

“Yes, sir, Master Emil,” he corrected her further. 

“Yes, sir, Master Emil,” she breathlessly panted. Her inner muscles closed tightly around his fingers as if she could squeeze them off and have them lying inert inside her. No such luck… or dire happening. The man played on, now vigorously thrumming her slit, vibrating the clitoris itself, and every sensitive tissue around it. 

“You don’t come without permission, slut.”

“Yes, sir,” she answered. 

“Yes, sir, what?” he snarled, withdrawing his hand and backing off enough to burnish her ass cheeks with a good dozen smarting thwacks. 

“Yes, sir, Master Emil,” she instantly responded, seeking a return of his hand to her overwrought, cum-ready portal.

“Better,” he said more quietly, voice soft, the explosion gone. His exploring fingers moved on her cunt again, slithering inside now, where she grabbed them trying to pull them further inside. While keeping the region stimulated, he turned his back to her, eyes toward the Inspector. “Something for her ass, I want her tight… as tight as she can stand.”

Lyon’s eyes lit up, and he moved directly toward the Chinese lacquered cabinet, withdrawing a thick, pinkish anal dildo. “This is the biggest she has taken.”

“You have one larger?”

“Perhaps.”

“I don’t want what she’s already had. I want to go beyond her limits—enough to make her hurt—and remember me. She won’t think me a virgin after today.” 

The Inspector was amused, and like a dutiful servant padded back to the shiny black cabinet, replaced the one dildo and withdrew another, which had been stuffed in the back of the cabinet where no one had discovered it. The Inspector knew. He’d put it there, but her other lovers were satisfied with ones that were less extreme. 

Grinning with devious passion, Emil Labeque dampened the thick stalk with the juices pouring from her worked vagina until the rod was slick. Feeling the head and girth of the piece along the crevice, Renee shuddered, knowing… rightfully imagining the dildo’s broad circumference. She’d seen the thing before and ignored it… but not now. Not now, especially as he pressed the end against her sphincter and began to tenaciously demand that she open her posterior channel wide enough to receive the impalement. She quaked; tiny pains opened her senses, colors flashed before her eyes—green, blue and yellow shapes floating out of nowhere. Her red spanked ass lifted naturally, wiggling slightly to negotiate the fullness. Emil massaged the forward portal gently, teasing those sensations back to life, so she would not forget what had been happening before this breach. Renee latched on to the sensation of her cumming cunt, remembering well as these newer sensations joined the others and a new wave of feeling undulated in powerful waves through her spasming body. 

“Oh, yes, yesssssssssssssss,” she hissed snakelike, lost to the animal passion. 

Once the dildo was fully inserted in her ass, wedged deep with the base of the rod fitting snuggly to the opening, Emil was on her ass, with his groin stripped of his pants. With his organ rich with blood, pulsing in great surges, he aimed the turgid purple head at the wet entrance to her cunt and speared her with the hefty meat. 

Her mind went blank, her body momentarily numb with fright and too much sensation. She might forget it all, and listlessly take the man as she’d taken so many other scoundrel soldiers, but this one had the kindness—or the good sense—to see to his mount. He stroked her clit with his fingers, eased off his first major thrusts, letting her get used to the fullness and anticipating the following savagery. She calmed, joined him as the tempo increased. Drawing his erection out, almost to the head, he lunged back in place, only to follow with another withdrawal and vigorous lunge. Faster, her body kept up with the pace. 

“Don’t cum until I order you!” he reminded her of his earlier directive. 

She remembered but she didn’t like it. Cumming was natural, was expected now that she had all the sensations ordered and in their place, working her to the finish. She held on, uncertain how he’d punish her if she let the passion have her. The heat grew strong. As he slapped his thighs against her ass, she felt as if he were a furnace, blasting hot air on her ass. 

She cried, wildly. “Yes, yes, take me, sir!” her exclamations were nearly intelligible, except this one. It repeated over and over until holding off her climax seemed nearly impossible. 

“Sir, Master Emil, please may I cum?”

He fucked her harder.

“Say it again, slut!”

“Sir, Master Emil, please may I cum!” 

“Again!” he shouted. 

“Master, may I cum?”

“Thank me, bitch.”

“Yes, sir…thank you,” she managed though the cumming superseded any words of gratitude. Her body reflected her sentiments, writhing under him, muscles squeezing his well-worked cock, the man as beyond and uncaring as Renee was now. Grabbing her ass cheeks, he hung on her fervidly while depositing his cum in thick bursts of pleasure, body arching back and groaning in exclamation. 

He was breathless, as was she. But Renee had a modicum of comfort from the padded bar and Emil did not. 

Not liking the situation as it was, he pulled her off, allowing the dildo to slip from her bowels and drop with a dull clatter to the floor. The spent soldier pushed her to his feet and made her bow. 

“You belong there, slut. You’ll serve me there when I come again. And don’t hesitate to have me next time. I will not be so kind. The thought of punishing your flesh is appealing… especially since I’ve figured out what you have hidden here…” He moved forward with inspiration guiding him, fingering the wooden struts of the ingenious rack, making mental notes of the contraption’s odd configuration, immediately grasping the other possibilities that he’d earlier ignored. He kicked her side. She raised her head. “You won’t forget, will you?”

“No, sir,” she started, “no, sir, Master Emil.”

“I will have you again, my lady fair,” he declared. His lip curled cruelly then broke into a more genuine smile. He nodded knowingly, and without saying more, motioned to the Inspector and exited Madame Duvalier’s chambers. So gallant and so cruel.

***

“We thought you’d disappeared for the night!” the Professor exclaimed when Madame Duvalier swished back into the room, freshly coifed, a reasonable, though somewhat sober smile on her flushed face. 

“I’m so sorry to have avoided you so long,” she said. “Has Louisa taken good care of you?”

“As always, Madame,” Mr. Trowbridge replied. “I hope your business was not unpleasant.”

She smiled warmly. “Now, do I look as though my business was unpleasant? A bit difficult, perhaps.” She noted the ache about her ass as she spoke, though that was not what she referred to in her comment. “These are difficult times. Talking of orphans and warring rebels is not a pleasant subject, but in this case a necessary one. The Inspector is working hard to remove all the children from the city. We disagree on a few matters, but not the principle. Our discussion became involved, but I believe we’ve settled things. I do apologize for my thoughtless absence.” 

“No apology is necessary, Renee, I only hope you can assist our children in your efforts,” Anna vented emotionally. “I am so scared for them now.”

“Be scared for yourself, my dear. You are no safer than the younger ones.”

“Which is why she’s traveling into Denmark next week,” the Professor announced. 

Mr. Trowbridge responded for the room with surprise, “You claim that the city is safe and yet you send your wife away!”

He was too besotted to make sense. The wine had obviously flowed in Renee’s absence. “Precautions, precautions,” his voice fell away and so did the attentions of the other guests. He sunk down on the settee, almost faint.  

“Madame,” Mr. Trowbridge moved right in anxiously, “I suppose now would be the best time to handle a rather ticklish matter of my own—the care and keeping of my daughters.”

Renee viewed him kindly, and being forewarned of his request, was not shocked by his proposal. 

“Unlike your friend the Professor, I do take the threats to this region seriously. I was hoping that, at least for a few weeks, you could give Isobel and Katarina safe lodging—until I can arrange to get them back to the States. The American State Department is acting slowly and though I’ve applied for their papers, I’m told it could be another few months before the permits are issued.” The gentle man was nearly in tears, his eyes weary, the cheery disposition he displayed all night had disappeared as his talk became more compelling and grim. “No telling what can happen in that time. I desperately need to return to England, but I can’t risk taking my children with me. As dangerous as it may be here, it is a hundred times worse across the channel. I realize that this is a terrible imposition, but I simply have no other choice.” He couldn’t have been more sincere if he had gotten down on his knobby knees and begged. 

“By chance and circumstance, some impositions must be ignored, sir,” Madame Duvalier calmed him with her words and the touch of her hand on the back of his palm. For a time, she held his hand in hers and looked into his eyes. “They can stay with me as long as they need to. Understand, though, I cannot ensure their safety, but I will do my damnedest to keep them from danger. What I cannot do is in the hands of a power greater than mine.”

“You are a blessing.”

Renee thought back to her last hour, wondering what the upright Mr. Trowbridge would think of her if he’d seen her most recent abuse—and her incredible sexual response. Would he think his daughters safe in such a household? She almost declined his offer on that basis; however, in light of his great need, it seemed impossible to deny him when she was his only recourse.

“I will do my best to care for them, Mr. Trowbridge. We can only hope that the matters that have caused this strife will soon be resolved.”

He bowed graciously and relieved. 

The businessman was so sure of the lady’s answer that he had his daughter’s luggage packed and ready to bring inside the house. Once Madam agreed to his request, he did so quickly. The night that had been so bright and good-humored had become ragged and old, fading, turning grainy like an old photograph. It needed to be set aside for another day, when sagging spirits might be lifted again with a few signs of hope. 

***

Late that night, Madame Duvalier met with her housemaid, Louisa and the cook, Jeanne-Marie. “The girls will be staying in rooms on the third floor as far away from my boudoir as possible. It is my hope that they will know nothing of the private visitors to my rooms. I trust that you will keep silent about any activities that are not fit conversation for these young women.”

“Yesum,” Jeanne-Marie answered.

“Of course, Madame,” Louisa followed.

“Hopefully their father will send for them before there is another incident to cover up.”

“I don’t believe they heard anything, ma’am,” Louisa tried offering her assurance. 

“Good. We will keep calm and get through this.” Her turquoise eyes lit sharply and in earnest. “Now, I have even more reason to protect what’s mine.”


CHAPTER TWO

Escape 

For three weeks, the city was peaceful and Madame Duvalier’s houseguests were clueless of the activities that kept their lives safe from harm. 

With a rude banging at the door in the middle of the night, however, Isobel and Katarina’s thoughts were easily reminded of the night when their father first brought them to Madame Duvalier’s house. They jolted from bed, the commotion incredibly loud, thundering all the way to their third floor rooms. The girls were up and on the stairs, inching downward, peering suspiciously, as they listened to the sounds of Madame Duvalier arguing with a man in the foyer. Perhaps she didn’t realize how much sound carried in the house.

“I will not be driven out,” she shouted.

“You have no choice!” the man shot back emphatically. They seemed to remember that particular tone of voice, but couldn’t recall when. They inched further down the stairs until they were at the second floor landing, gripping the rail with white-knuckled tension, every nerve in their bodies on edge with panic. 

“I have made accommodations before, I will again. I trust you to make arrangements. What happened this time?”

“Your favors are not enough, Renee.”

“And why not?”

“A different breed of men that would as soon put you in jail for fornication as enjoy it themselves. Don’t fight it. Your time has run out.”

“Impossible.” She seemed to vent more than rage with this remark. The girls now within view of the barbed squabble watched their enraged hostess practically pounce on the dark-haired, mustachioed official. She seemed to know him well, though their relationship was obviously not an amiable one. 

“Get your head about you, woman!” he pushed her off him. “Attacking me will get you nothing but my belt across your ass. And then you’ll still be ousted!”

“No,” her anger turned to tears with the once proud woman reduced to begging; she was on her knees. 

“Get up, whore,” the fellow ordered. “It’s no use. Your mind is in tatters. You have the night to think this out, then I’d suggest that you act, or there will be no one left to save.” He raised his head toward the stairs, which made the two young women instantly retreat into the shadows hoping that he hadn’t seen them. “You have your country house. I’d suggest that you make your way there under the cover of night. The sooner you leave the better.”

Isobel and Katarina shuddered as the importance of this meeting became clear. All that their father feared seemed to be on them now, real, almost tangible. Their anxiety rose. 

“What are we going to do?” Katarina whispered. 

“We’re going to pack,” Isobel determined. “We’ll be moving by morning, I’m sure of it. Soon as Madame relents.” Isobel was wise for her years, and astute enough to know how seriously their lives were threatened. 

The Inspector left the house as the two maids scurried back up the stairs to pack their few belongings. By the time they were finished, Madame Duvalier was in her receiving room, pacing the floor. It was nearly three a.m..

“We’re ready to leave,” Isobel announced herself at the door of Madame’s salon. 

“What?”

“We heard the commotion, Ma’am.”

Renee sported a broad grin. “That was nothing.”

“We know otherwise, Ma’am,” Isobel said firmly.  

The woman was deeply moved, peering at the girls from the shadows through tearstained eyes. 

“The truth can’t be hidden, can it?”

“Perhaps in some cases, Ma’am,” Isobel replied. “But there are too many signs of this whole world disintegrating. You can’t stay here. We know that. I heard it said you have a country house?”

“And what about your father?”

“Father is long overdue. If he has survived England, he may in prison or even deported. We can’t rely on him. We both know that.”

“We do?” Katarina asked innocently. 

“We can’t kid ourselves,” Isobel turned to both women with her conclusion. “And you can’t keep laying yourself down for rape in order to save us.”

Renee jolted, realizing that Isobel had caught the gist of her augment with Inspector Lyon. Her mind computed the possibilities quickly, her decision smartly made.

“We’ll have to awaken Brigitta.”

“I’ll go,” Isobel seemed more anxious than anyone to exit the house, as though she had a sixth sense about danger in the light of this impending disaster. Her face was beautifully flushed and her brows furrowed purposefully over her cinnamon eyes. The young woman’s voluptuous form seemed enlivened by the adventure—even the danger—with bosom heaving, erotically charged as her instincts for survival were being challenged. 

Madam Duvalier wished she could take the young woman in her arms and love her, the rush of desire between the two women was so intense, but the revelation of such sexual desire would have to wait for another time. 

“I’ll get Brigitta. She won’t be hard to convince, but she’s a bear when she’s awakened in the middle of the night.” Renee dashed up the stairs and down the corridor to the end of the hallway where her cousin slept soundly, oblivious to the activity the night brought down on Madame Duvalier’s domain. 

Within the hour, the four women were dressed in pants, men’s shirts, jackets and shoes ready to brave a testy night of drizzling rain and ambush around every turn. They thought their disguises enough to make them unnoticed along the roads—just more young men traveling for food or work. 


CHAPTER THREE

Sacrificed Virgin 

The cold night closed in around their womanly bodies, hiding little of their sex from any discerning eye. Their only salvation was the inclement weather; and the likelihood that few would bother with a small band of ragamuffins fleeing the city. They rode in a humble gardener’s truck, which had been stored in Madame’s garage for some years. There was no roof and only a small windshield, so they were subject to the miserable air and winds. They covered themselves in blankets as much as they could to protect against the elements. Renee drove with Katarina at her side, while Isobel and Brigitta rode in the small back seat. The ancient vehicle had two speeds and could attain no more than thirty miles an hour; but it was a better choice than the alternative for the kind of journey they planned. To take the motor car might have meant less time covering the sixty-mile distance, but it was generally known that all automobiles were searched. The dilapidated old truck would not draw the attention that a more expensive late model automobile would.  

Deciding to hide their identities as women was another attempt to keep attention away from who they were and the purpose of their trek. If they appeared as commoners or workmen—men specifically—they were less likely to be hassled. Tucking their heads down against blasts of wind, holding their coats and blankets zealously to their chests, they made their way along the road as though they were thieves stealing a prize hen. 

They passed two checkpoints without incident, while sleepy guards manning the stations hardly lifted their heads to acknowledge their passing. They had just one more checkpoint to go before they would be outside the reach of the reigning city government. By the time they were beyond the last guard post, they could take to the forests that Renee knew well. Her country home was only a few miles further, yet, untouched by rebels or ransacking officials. Though the house was just sixty miles from the city, it seemed forever in consciousness, a place far outside time and certainly the circumstances of upheaval common now.

Reaching the final checkpoint, the truck moved aside another larger vehicle, making it nearly unseen by the watchmen as it passed through the gate at a snail’s pace. Assuming that they had safely escaped the scrutiny of the government, the four women were about to let out a collective sigh of relief when a man’s gruff voice shouted from behind them. 

“Madame Duvalier!” 

Hearing her name, Renee jerked slightly; then closed in on herself again. The truck jerked forward, with the women praying fervently under their breath. 

“Madame halt!”

Renee continued taking no notice of a command she had every right to ignore were she not Madame Duvalier. Beside her, Katarina starting sobbing quietly, until Renee nudged her with an elbow, “Shush!”

The wheels of the truck seemed to grind more noisily, while footsteps striding hurriedly from behind finally caught Renee’s hand on the steering wheel. 

“Madame!” She had no choice, turning to face the guard dressed in a pea green uniform. While his flat and uninspired face, his small eyes and thin lips left him indistinguishable from many soldiers and officials, Renee recognized the fellow—one of many men brought to her by Inspector Lyon within the last few months. “Yes, I was right to recognize you!” he snapped at her sternly, taking the wheel of the car and turning it with a jerk. A second later, he jumped into the front seat, shoving Renee and Katarina into the right hand door. 

He turned the truck around; heading it toward the compound behind the checkpoint station, stopping twenty yards beyond a barbed wire topped gate before a grey stucco cottage with green shutters. It was obvious that this was a confiscated family home. Flowers still bloomed in the flower boxes at the windows. Though the temperature wasn’t yet cold enough to freeze the shrubs outside the house, the scraggly pink-orange geraniums seemed odd against the grey shadows of night, amidst the cold whipping wind. Yellow candles burned inside the windows, making jumping phantoms dance along the walls. Electricity to the outlying villages and countryside had been down for several weeks. With no repairman to fix the outage, the situation might remain for some time. A wood fire blazed in what had been the parlor, adding a layer of soot and ash to furnishings that had once made this someone’s comfortable country home. An antique floral couch from the 1930’s had been shifted to one side of the room, pushed up against a wall to make room for a massive and ugly steel-grey metal desk. The room was dotted with non-working lamps, end tables and chairs that had been used by the previous owners. Now, the genteel ambience was lost, replaced by the worn-out desk, ceiling high stacks of official documents, metal filing cabinets, cigar ash and general grime. 

“Achoo!” Katarina sneezed. The vapors tickled her nose and she sneezed again.

“You look the worse for wear,” snarled the Lieutenant in charge. He looked up from his papers, peering through wire rim glasses with his black eyes gleaming. His head was shaved, left smooth and shiny like a bowling ball. In the corner of his jaw, he held a smoldering cigar butt, with the ash breaking free and floating in the air before it settled to the clutter of tattered folders and smudged papers below. Taking another puff, he breathed out smoke, removed the stogie from his mouth and set it on the side of a tuna can. Emptied of its original contents, it was filled with the remains of a dozen cigarettes and cigars. A layer of smoggy haze hung in midair like a grey blanket about to settle to the ground but never getting there. 

“Women, sir. All of them,” the guard announced as he shoved them forward with the end of his nightstick and then stepped back. “Dressed as men, they must have something to hide.” A fellow guard moved from one woman to the next, pulling off hats, blankets, and finally their overcoats until it was clear that each stoned-faced trembling form was indeed an attractive and youthful woman.

“Hiding their gender would be the only way to exit the city safely,” the Lieutenant contended. “But then, their little plan didn’t work.” His eyes moved from Isobel, to Katarina, to Madame Duvalier to Brigitta, mentally making note of his captives’ most alluring attributes. “Where are you going?”

Madame Duvalier took one step forward from the line-up. “To my home in the country,” she answered curtly. “If you’ll just let us pass, we won’t be any trouble to you. We are unarmed and simply want to…”

“She is Madame Duvalier… a whore,” the arresting guard declared, dwelling on the sound of ‘whore’ as if it were a thought to savor. 

“I am not a whore, sir!” Renee objected, trying to stand tall in her thick black shoes. The oversized white dress shirt had been tossed over her lacy brassiere so hastily that she’d forgotten the upper buttons, leaving the shirt to gape wide, giving the Lieutenant a generous glimpse of the bounty of cleavage underneath. Even in these modest, manly clothes, she was ravishing to look at. Any attempts to hide her gender had been completely undone. She beamed female sexuality at the same time struck a proud and regal pose of command… even if she commanded nothing in this small universe of government officials at their sleazy outpost. “I am a lady of position and wealth. Even if that was the old order to you, it still means something to me and a great many other people.”

She heard the young guard behind her chuckling under his breath. “If you have a grievance with the city officials, she’s the broad they offer you to soothe the waters.”

Renee flinched at the truth, while the Lieutenant’s lips coiled into a smarmy smile. “Let me see the others,” he snapped. “Bare them to their waists.”

The women gasped in horror. 

“Oh, no you won’t,” a spirited Isobel struggled with the guard behind her. However, her efforts to jerk out of his grasp were quickly dashed, as the young man reached around her bosom, pulled the blouse apart, and tore it from her body. Her breasts were covered in a thin white floral lace, with her darker nipples evident inside the gauzy film of cloth. 

Likewise, three guards yanked Brigitta and Katarina’s blouses to their waists; with the last one, Madame Duvalier finally bared for their lewd inspection. Their bodies shook with fright, every move, twitch, gesture and forlorn expression written with alarm and awe. Each looked odd wearing men’s baggy trousers, while above their half-clothed bosoms heaved with scared passion. Passion has no definable attributes except its human energy; passion, scared or otherwise, bred lust in the men around the makeshift conference room. The sensuous quartet were only more desirable cloaked in fear—while their nubile forms… asses, thighs, breasts, even their pretty faces were suggestive of the deeds they could perform to please hungry crotches. 

A bizarre air of excitement swept the room… clouding words with feelings no one wished to name—least of all the four women.

Katarina was on the verge of fainting, while Isobel’s anger surfaced along with her trepidation. She scowled at the guard who stripped her blouse, looking as though she was about to kick him in the shins. Brigitta remained uncommonly quiet, receding into herself, letting the event pass her by apparently unruffled by the prospects she faced. Yet, her inner turmoil belied her placid expression.

“The deceit is obvious here,” the Lieutenant charged. “I can only assume that you have something to hide.”

“We have nothing to hide,” Madame Duvalier repeated. “We were simply trying to protect ourselves. Surely you understand our position.”

“Understand, yes,” he nodded, seemingly kind, but that sentiment was short-lived. “Makes no difference to me who you are. There is a price to pass safely through this checkpoint, and you will pay. And for your deceptive tactics, you will be punished…” he let that thought sink in on the horrified faces of the four, then leveled his last message with a lewd glance, “then we’ll see what other penance we can extract from you sorry dames.”

Hefty guards stationed behind the women apprehended the quartet, gripping their upper arms with fingers biting rudely into their tender flesh. Forced through a side door into what had apparently been the dining room of the house, their panic swelled as they watched the Lieutenant ahead of them brusquely seizing a leather strap from the sidewall.

“Nooooooo!” Katarina screamed. She fell into Madame’s side, sobbing bitterly, only to be jerked away by the guard behind her. “Please, no!”

Begging was useless.

“Shut up!” the Lieutenant roared. Katarina shrunk back like a scared animal. “You have such an aversion to my schemes, little lady, you can go first.” 

“No, no, no,” she entreated him now, sinking to the man’s feet, bowing like a supplicant slave, tears falling bitterly down her pink cheeks. 

“Strip her naked!” the man ordered.

“No, please,” a calmer Renee moved forward to intervene. “She’s young, impressionable and innocent, sir. She won’t survive this.”

“I have no plans to kill her,” the Lieutenant shrugged. “Now get back in line where you belong.” He gave her chest a firm shove, which was quickly followed by the guard collaring Renee by the neck and jerking her in place. 

“If I could…” Madame started again. 

The lieutenant whipped around. “You can’t!” he snapped before she could finish. He turned back to Katarina who had been shoved over the end of a table with its sharp metal edge digging into her upper thighs. He unhooked the clasp from her bra to let her voluptuous breasts swing free. Reaching around her torso, he unbuckled the belt on her saggy pants. They dropped to the floor with a heavy thwush and pooled at her feet, leaving her ass, creamy thighs and slender legs exposed from her ankles to her waist, and leaving nothing but a thin pink panty to cover her skin. A barely perceptible shudder ran the course of her back. She was sobbing through every attack on her modesty. Mortified by this horror, she clamped her legs together firmly—grasping for the very last shred of propriety available, determined that these vile ghouls would not see the feminine charms between her legs. 

The starched looking lieutenant snarled like a mad dog, strut boldly behind her and appraised the loveliness of his target. Removing his pocketknife from his pants, he grabbed the waistband of Katarina’s panties and cut them free with three quick slices of the shiny blade. Jerking them loose, he raised them high, perversely beaming with glee.

“No, no, no!” she sobbed. Her feet were already dancing inside the tangle of material wrapped around her ankles. 

“Don’t move, slut!” the Lieutenant seized her by the neck and held the knife blade to her throat, “Or, I will slice your body into shreds.” 

She froze, fear leaping to her heart, her head, and souring belly.

The Lieutenant, however, was only inspired by his evil plans. 

One look at his crotch revealed a swelling member tenting his pants, hot from the serendipitous pleasure afforded him this night. He’d see more than hot red asses before he was finished with these tempting sluts. In his mind, unaccompanied women were fair game for any man’s lust. And these fair creatures would pay a portion of their gender’s crimes. He thought of the world as a balance scale, where time would shift attitudes and who was in power. Some decades women took the forefront, pressing their advantage, their boot heels at the necks of groveling men, shoving them down further in subservience…at other times, the Amazons were driven back—as they were now—women put in the place of animals, little more than bitches for breeding, sex and heavy labor. He liked living in these times when he could abuse a woman liberally and see no consequences. Lust welled from his rooted feet up through his legs, expanding in urgency as it hit his crotch where his cock throbbed angrily, insistent and demanding. The power moved upward to his aching arm, which reared back, the strap behind, and with the snap of his wrist cracked forward landing with the broad flat leather striking the center of Katarina’s pale ass cheeks. 

“Eiawwwwwwwwww,” she swooned with heat bursting through her bottom. The strike was not as painful as it was a shock. Only after the next few spirited thwacks did the fire on her bottom become uncomfortable. More—her ass was agitated and angry. Some smacks, the leather skimmed the resplendent surface, while for others it jumped off the skin like a flag unfurled. She wrestled with the agony until she was finally unable to take more. She unexpectedly slumped to the ground with the leather sailing over her head, ruffling her hair without hitting skin. 

“Get up!” the Lieutenant roared. 

Katarina couldn’t move. 

“Get up!” he roared again.

She gazed up toward the man’s scowling face as his hand flew back without the strap in tow, palm heading for her cheek.

“No! I’ll take the rest of hers,” Isobel shot forward between her sister and the pissed-off officer. She seized the officer’s striking hand, staring him down, eyes turning dark, smoldering hotly but with clear intention that everyone in the room could read. “Trust me, sir, I’ll be a better prize for your strap.” She slowly lowered his hand with hers, eyes still fixed on the man’s amazed face, until he finally snickered and backed off. He nodded his head, as his thoughts moved forward to the robust, comely Isobel. “Yes, if you think you can handle her punishment and yours, we’ll give that a try.” 

It took two men to lift Katarina’s dead weight from the floor and push her toward the side of the room where she collapsed in the corner and cried. 

Isobel, proud and sure of herself, took her sister’s place before the metal table. Without assistance, she removed her trousers and brassiere—her fingers fumbling nervously but her bearing almost noble, without a trace of haughtiness. Sure and determined. Her body glistened with perspiration, and if the crowd could have peeked at the hidden treasure, they would have noted that the pretty triangle of her Venus mound was wet with female dew. Despite the horror of these circumstances, the event was not without some arousal—especially now that she’d taken control of her fate—such as it was. 

Bending over the table, the edge cut into her thighs the way it had Katarina’s. The discomfort seemed only to spur her conviction to endure. She did so soundlessly, as if Isobel and the inspired Lieutenant were squaring off for some cosmic cockfight. She grabbed the forward edge of the table and gripped it tightly. Breathing evenly, she focused her attention deep inside herself where her greatest strength seemed to lie. 

Behind her, the Lieutenant strutted and paced for nearly sixty seconds, letting the desire in him build. He breathed evenly too, but seemed to be powering up for a contentious skirmish. Picking the strap up off the floor, his hand flexed around the end. The weary instrument was old enough to have seen some wear, for the edges to be slightly tattered and the end frayed. The gripping end now formed a handle from the leather, shaped by use, by the dozens of men who’d wielded the hefty implement. In the Lieutenant’s hand, it created an awesome picture of power and manly force. About to be applied to a young woman’s behind, it raised the expectations of the room. Would Isobel fare better than her sister? Or was her bravado simply a good show, only to crumble into cowardice with the first strokes? 

Brandishing his weapon, the Lieutenant took aim at Isobel’s bounteous ass cheeks. They shone like her sister’s, but being more generously endowed than her sister, the allure of her bottom was even greater. The cowering Katarina was forgotten in the corner—now feeling guilty for her crimes of weakness as her sister took her place. 

Arm high and powerful, muscles flexing under his tan, sweat-stained shirt, the officer let the leather sail.

Smmmmmack! 

The first stripe ripped a fat red swath of instantaneous color across Isobel’s behind. 

Smack! Another thunderous strike followed quickly. Then more in a flurry so fast that it was difficult for anyone to count—least of all the resolute victim. The sound of leather hitting flesh bounded off the walls, inside the ears of those watching and reached beyond the plaster and wood as a ringing declaration of man’s authority over women. 

Isobel, true to her tenacious substance, remained silent in her agony. Gritting her teeth, muscles taut against each wicked strike, she absorbed the pain, and drove off the desire to fight or flee. She even resisted the urge to stamp her feet or twist away. 

Her ass was crimson, growing hotter with each blow. During those tiny slivers of time when the Lieutenant paused, she wondered when, or if he’d stop. Though increasingly, as the punishment wore on, her mind was lost in a submissive oblivion, experiencing nothing but the thought of pain. It wasn’t numbness or exactly pleasure that replaced her torment, but in time, the strikes no longer hurt. A swell of energy burst through her body, leaving her to swim in the remnant…as if all at once, a dozen times over, a hundred skyrockets had ignited inside her body. She was cognizant only of the shower of after sparks as the bright cloudburst faded into the night. 

She was unaware of her moaning, or how her body erotically moved against the table, or how the picture of her torment inspired the appetites of those looking on. 

Isobel did win her fight. Even though her ass was streaked with blood blisters, and bruises were ready to rise against the surface, she won the battle of wills. He could not go on forever unless he planned to maim her permanently, and that would be counterproductive to his further aims. He stopped suddenly, jerked her off the table and shoved her exhausted body to the corner of the room, where her sister’s arms enveloped her like the wings of an angel. 

He was wordless now, motioning to Brigitta to take her place. She had an air of false pride, though she shivered so nervously that her legs could hardly take her to the table. One of the guards was needed to remove her trousers when she struggled for a time. But taking inspiration from Isobel, she gathered her courage, grit her teeth and waited for the firsts blow.

To her advantage, Isobel had taken some of the spirit from the contemptuous Lieutenant. He was less likely to give the woman the same treatment. Though the bite of the leather was just as sharp and the sting as unnerving, there were fewer blows and the impact was not as treacherous. Brigitta was quickly screaming for mercy, though managing to stay put. Like Isobel, she would survive the attack, if not as prettily. The ride was rough, but over sooner than she planned, and like the other two, she was pushed off to the corner, breathing heavily, her tears her own. She didn’t need comfort, she needed solitude and the two hugging sisters afforded her that small indulgence.

“You as tough as your companions in crime?” the Lieutenant chortled the question as he faced his last victim. 

“Why would I not be?”

“They are girls, you’re a woman. A lady of leisure who’s had few demands.”

“You don’t know that’s true, sir. But think what you like. I wouldn’t bother explaining myself to you.”

“And you’re as cantankerous as that little blonde bitch.”

“I’m sure I’m more.” Madame was not sure what made her tussle with the man in power—especially before she faced his wrathful strap. Certainly, there was indignation—more than indignation—complete defiance. Every atom in her being begged to revolt. But where would that lead her? What would that do to the frightened, beaten women in the corner of the room who needed her strength, who counted on her cunning? So far, she failed them—the whole trip an utter disaster. She couldn’t give in to such shallow impulses; she could not fail herself or them. 

“I’ll bet you’re more than a cantankerous bitch,” he seethed, coming closer to her. Body heat poured from his groin. An erection throbbed painfully as it grew thicker and longer, turning into a steel-like rod. 

She turned her last grimace into a simmering smile, her anger into lust. “I’m sure I’m that, too,” she almost purred. He was close enough to feel her womanly breath on his cheek as she colored her words with seduction. She could feel his hot crotch pulse, even her own sexual energies taunt her.

“Get to the table, slut.” 

He pushed her forward, watching as she disrobed. Used to the shameless revelations of her body, there was not one finger trembling, not one quaking nerve. 

Following orders, she moved to the table and presented her naked bottom for the strap, exuding as much haughtiness as Isobel, though she was strangely respectful of the man in command. Through her many trials serving men’s sexual wishes, she had learned to make pacts with her lovers—to even think of them as lovers. She treated the Lieutenant the same, knowing that if he suspected a willing sexual partner, he would go more lightly for her beating. Though the scheme was a wordless one, she counted on it working to her advantage, even in this ticklish predicament. She was not disappointed. 

Instead of delivering the blows himself, the lieutenant handed off the leather strap to one of his guards—a woefully feeble young man with peach-fuzz on his cheeks who looked far more scared of his duty than Madame Duvalier was at the prospect of having her ass whipped. One wonders why the officer would give such a splendid task to someone he knew would only administer punishment halfheartedly. Though he tried his best to punish Renee with the same masterful force as he’d seen from his commander, his attempt was paltry in comparison. He gave Renee’s white behind a good red blush; the sting was rich with sensation; but her body only soared erotically with the delicious stimulation. The pain was brief. It seemed this sallow youth had the ability to provoke sexual ecstasy rather than the agonizing punishment intended—if punishment was intended at all. 

For her part, Renee moved as though she were defeated. She moaned. She gasped. She grit her teeth as she rode the presumed torment. She might have fooled a few who watched. Others were too numb by that time to care how she responded. But the Lieutenant knew she was more aroused than tortured, and that was exactly how he wanted her. 

When the scene was over, the four women were marched naked before the outpost administrator—each still dealing with the embarrassment, the pain—or pride—that surfaced during their trial. Katarina, Isobel and Brigitta were far more scared than the aroused Madame Duvalier. Madame was not in the least scared for herself but for the young women she was supposed to protect. 

“Now, my sweet gems,” the Lieutenant chortled, with a shrewd and lecherous look pouring from his eyes. “You’ll do what women do best and copulate with my guardsmen until we’re all satisfied.” 

The three young virgins shrunk back, hovering into themselves as this new horror suddenly leapt up to hit them in the face. 

“What? You didn’t expect that you’d be fucked?”

“Lieutenant, Sir,” Madame rushed forward purposefully, sashaying her red naked heinie to tease the company of men. “There’s no reason to spoil these young women. You already know of my sexual prowess. I can take the lot of you and give you far more satisfaction than the three of these together. My mouth, my tongue, my cunt, my ass.” She turned that last word with a delicious hiss. “I bear the experience of a whore in a lady’s finely kept body—and besides, I love sex. You have scared children here.”

The Lieutenant viewed his options, viewed the robust but frightened Isobel, the quaking Brigitta, and the shell-shocked Katarina; then returned his glance to Madame Duvalier whose eyes bred sexual innuendo, who licked her salty lips with lust and smiled coyly.

“You can save two of your virgins, Madame; but I want one to spoil. Your choice.”

Renee’s face paled instantly. “You can’t mean that, sir?”

“Indeed I do. You think yourself a sexual goddess. No doubt you are, but the thrill of spoiling virgins has its own rewards.”

“You are cruel.”

“Perhaps. I am certainly an opportunist. 

“I cannot dissuade you otherwise?” she tried again, passionately delivering her request.

“No,” he stated flatly. “You have thirty seconds to decide or I go back to my original plan.”

Her eyes quickly flashed toward the terrified trio. Her mind worked fast. 

“Brigitta,” she finally said. Her cousin was her only choice. 

The Lieutenant nodded knowingly as he stared past the pretty tear-stained one and the voluptuous blonde to the stalwart but pleasantly erotic woman. Yes, she was prime to pluck. He relished her carnal qualities. “I’ll take your choice right here. Then the two of you can take care of my guards.”

Renee could hardly look her cousin in the eye; though she trusted that Brigitta would understand the choice as well as she did. She could lose her virginity easily since she had no plans to marry and men made no difference in her life (even less after this episode). She might even enjoy the absurd sport of it. Certainly, she couldn’t be hurt any more than her ass was now. This was what Renee counted on, and prayed for as the Lieutenant plucked the scared young woman from the rest. 

“Tie the others to chairs and let them watch the sacrifice!” he scowled. 

Katarina took a labored draught of air about to break into another round of sobs. 

“You start whimpering, slut,” the Lieutenant assaulted her face to face, scowling, “I’ll take you, too, just to see you suffer.”

Distraught, Katarina silenced her whimpering, while biting her lip so hard that she tasted blood.  

The two spared women were pushed to chairs and wrapped with long lengths of rope zigzagging across their bellies and breasts, run down through their crotches, up over their shoulders until they were aptly bound. Their breasts jut out rudely, taking absurd shapes, with nipples blood-filled and almost too beautiful to ignore. 

The room, however, turned its attention to the Lieutenant and Brigitta—an awesome and frightening sight. 

Brigitta had a broad face and a widely set jaw line. Her eyes were bold—the color of dry green grass late in summer, lending a strangely haunted look to her appearance if someone chose to stare at her for some time. Being tall and bosomy with amply shaped hips, some would describe her as hearty and plain. But there was a curious attractiveness to her features and a strangely seductive allure. She presented a fascinating challenge. 

“Virgin, are we?” the Lieutenant sauntered toward her, mockingly, teasingly. Seemed he was a bit wary of this one’s enigmatic quality, but she invited him on. 

“Apparently not for long,” she said.

His lip quivered. He didn’t know what to make of this one. 

“Minutes, Cherie. Savor them.”

“I savor nothing now,” she stated. 

“Too bad. But you will soon. Imprinted in your brain will be the memory of this night and how a military Lieutenant ripped your maidenhead asunder.”

She didn’t flinch so anyone could see—even her nakedness did not disturb her now. Though as the Lieutenant walked forward, she stepped back. One step… another…another still, until her ass bumped into the metal table and she had nowhere to go. 

“On the table!” the Lieutenant dashed off the order. While one guard cleared the surface of a stack of papers, two others swept forward lifting the virgin’s ass to the cold, vacant metal. They pushed her shoulders down, and as each one grabbed a leg, they jerked them wide apart, holding her thighs firmly in their hands. All eyes instantly focused on that lovely spot at the apex of her body where a muff of pale hair covered Brigitta’s Venus home. All eyes save Madame Duvalier’s. 

The Lieutenant turned to the woman, “You’re not going to witness the occasion? How cowardly.”

“Cowardly to ignore a crime—watching would condone it.”

“It was your choice, fair Madame.”

“There was no choice.”

“You wish to change your mind?”

“No! I wish to take her place.”

The Lieutenant mocked with his glowering smile. “But you are no virgin. There would be no blood, and I would have no fun. What good is that?”

“You might keep your self respect.”

“Ah! A prostitute luring me with high-minded ethics!” he jeered at her merrily. “I have none, Madame.” He turned away from Renee, focusing on the soft curls of Brigitta’s innocent snatch. Tickling her at the center with his fingers, the young woman began to quake slightly, but enough for everyone to see. Her eyes remained with his, turning dark and strangely beautiful, as if there were a wiser woman beyond this virgin who had an understanding of the moment that the innocent Brigitta did not. Reaching out to the Lieutenant from some lifetime past, she lured him into her like a black widow would lure her prey. His eyes stayed focused on her face, until he was so unnerved by what he saw that he shook his head to shake off the phantom hussy and lunged two fingers into the untried orifice. Finding Brigitta’s juices dripping from her center, he laughed to mock her, even though it was unclear who was mocking whom. 

He wanted her done quickly. This night was wearing on too long. Erection hard, he unzipped his trousers to set it free, and taking the virgin’s hips in his hands, he brought them forward just as he lunged his fullness deep into her feminine home. She gasped silently, back arching against the metal table. The fuck was quick, Brigitta’s silent body thrashing back and forth—in ecstasy or pain, it was too difficult to tell. She sucked him dry, milking the long hard staff with muscles as practiced as a whore’s. In the midst of her savage reply, the Lieutenant spent his juices, then pulled out of the bloody vagina to watch Brigitta’s lustrous sweaty body spasm a dozen anguished times. Gentle murmurs and exhausted moans were her only audible response, though it was clear to everyone in the room that the girl had climaxed. Seeing her wrenching movements build, expand and finally diminish, her belly shimmy and every atom seem to vibrate, the enthralled room waited with bated breath for her to finally settle. Once she did, the hypnotized Lieutenant gained his wits and again shouted orders. 

“Get the whore into the upstairs bedroom and this one next door. Take them as you like.” Having gained some lost confidence, he swaggered toward the bound Isobel and Katarina, lording their lowly position over them. “Looked like your friend there had a great time—what do you think, Cherie, want to try yourself?”

“Please, sir, no!” Katarina sobbed turning her head away as Brigitta and Madame were led from the room. 

“No?” He squatted, grabbing her chin with clawing fingers and made her look into his eyes. “It’s only a matter of time, little one, before some mad rebel is pounding at your cunny door.” He moved his grip to her cunt, which had been tucked deep into the seat of the chair. The way she’d been tied, he could hardly get to what he wanted, but that didn’t matter, her frightened eyes conveyed the mood he wanted. “It wouldn’t pay for you to let down your guard, or be foolish. You can be glad I’m not the brute that my Colonel is—you and the blonde here would be spending your night on your backs like the other two.” He tweaked her distended nipple, and turned it between his fingers until she whelped. 

“Yeech!”

“Hurt? Your hurt has hardly begun.”

“You are a filthy ass,” Isobel spurted out. 

The Lieutenant turned to her. “Oh? I am, huh?”

She wanted to spit, but it would have been a useless show.

He stood, moving to the angered beauty and scowled. “Least she’s respectful. I have half a mind to haul you upstairs and make you take the stragglers coming in from the checkpoints. They’re a sorry lot—foul smelling and crude. They’d like nothing better than to have you in the ass. You want your virginity intact, I’ll put you on hands and knees and let them fuck your ass.”

“No, sir, please.”

“Ah, good. Better back off, bitch.”

Her eyes hurt from the burning tears she refused to shed. 

The lieutenant nodded. “You all have your breaking point. Guess I found yours.” He sauntered off, done with the pair and ready for bed. 

***

In one of the upstairs bedrooms, Madame was laid out on a four-poster bed. “Adam says you’re the kinky kind,” a randy young buck announced. 

She liked his looks, the long dark hair, the scintillating eyes—sharp, the kind that breathed lust and leave ‘em in a single glance. He had no scruples, lived by the state of his erection and was charming enough to bed women on that charm alone. A Hollywood type in the old days when Hollywood teamed with scoundrel actors who seduced thousands of women in their daydreams—making real men pale by comparison. Hollywood had come and gone, but there were a few remnants with a movie idol smile like his one. 

“Tie me if you like,” she answered him dreamily, finding her cunt responding pleasantly just to the look of him—especially the muscled promise between his thighs. 

“And if I tie you, what then?”

“Screw me, sir,” she rattled off with a teenaged grin in her expression. 

“You are a slut, aren’t you?”

“I’m whatever you need me to be,” she popped off quickly, keeping her eyes flirtatiously on the form emerging from his khaki soldier’s clothes. Tanned, sinewy, muscled skin appeared. She imagined its smoothness drawn over her naked breasts, and the feel of his thick thighs pressed to hers, and his groin nestling into her pubic mound, sprouting an erection that would hurt her deep insides. 

“I need you to hurt.” He rattled off his wishes as though it were an everyday matter to wound a woman. In the same breath, he plucked a riding crop from the corner of the room and waved it before her steamy eyes. 

“Then hurt me, soldier,” Renee murmured as her body undulated against the satin sheets—the Colonel’s bed she would assume. A place to fornicate in style—sumptuous and decayingly decadent—the threadbare coverlet, the faded drapes, the well-worn carpet, the nicked and dusty furniture. But these were satin sheets, slippery, sexy, sensuous. Her wounded naked ass met their soothing smoothness—and glided happily over them, seducing her young victim. Though her sexy bedfellow was not convinced who would top the other in this episode.

“Your name first,” he asked. 

“Why does it matter?”

“Because I want your name,” he had made up his mind. 

“So you can etch it into your gun… tattoo it on your arm… remember it when you’re fucking other women? Tell me.”

“So I can whisper it in your ear,” he mouthed quietly, as he ran the tip of the riding crop teasingly down the side of her left breast.

“Oh, my…” Her breath was husky and lush.  

He moved to the side of the bed and raised his hand, the crop poised over her chest. One quick snap of his wrist, the crop hit flesh, a line across both breasts just above the nipples. 

She arched her back, threw back her head and gasped, going rigid and then easing in a matter of seconds.

“Your name, genteel lady.”

“Madame Duvalier.”

“Your given name.”

“Renee, Louisa, Catherine.”

“You need all three?”

“Call me Renee and tell me yours.” Her back squirmed against the satin while she fingered her nipples, pinching them erect. She noted the thin red line across her skin and smiled. 

“Louis Davaleer.”

“There is a resemblance in our names; perhaps we have a relative in common.”

“I’m an orphan from the South, Renee, you’re privileged class from the North, I have my doubts on that.”

“But we’re here now, and you’re going to fuck me.”

“I’m going to test you first,” he reminded her. “See how much you can take.”

“Lay it on, Louis,” she squirmed deeper into the sheets, extending her arms above her head and widening her legs below, closing her eyes.

The riding crop ripped across her thighs, then her belly, then fired off another blow against the same sensitive skin on her stripped breasts. Each pained gasp lured the man’s erection from its slumber. Jarred loose, it demanded its say—though not before Madame Renee Duvalier was euphoric from the pain. 

Her zealous replies incited him more. He whacked her at will, connecting mostly with her thighs and undulating belly. “Turn over,” he ordered. 

Renee instantly obeyed, having expected the command. He was holding back as most sensible men would do. Too enamored with her beauty to permanently scar the sensitive tissue, he understood her back could take far more of a beating. Stretched out, arms and limbs reaching for the corners of the mattress, Renee presented a pretty picture of surrender for the soldier’s satisfaction. His first cut sliced across her ass raising a mean looking welt. Her cry was audible but hardly panicked. The next cut across her shoulders was met with the same gasping shriek. Repeatedly, the crop moved from one target to the next, delivering blows, which were followed by sensuous screams, followed by the lady’s body heaving in mad abandon as though she were seeking more. 

Her skin was hot, the beating throbbing throughout her entire form—red, welted, burning, beautiful. Her lover Louis was in awe. Awe made his erection like a rock, blood pulsing in his anxious bulging veins. He held on for some time waiting for the perfect moment to pounce, assuming that he’d know exactly when the woman was at her peak. He wanted her then, when she was most aroused.

He wasn’t far from wrong guessing her state of excitement. Ass beginning to bruise, back blistered in several places from the deeper cuts, her cries began to change in tenor as if something beyond this room had captured her being. He wanted to be there for the ride. And throwing down the crop, he mounted the bed, drawing her to her hands and knees, grabbing the wounded posterior and finding the sodden pussy between her thighs—asking, demanding his entrance. His hard staff beat against her ass cheeks then pressed into the crevice where her pussy spasmed in precum bliss, wantingly provoking his first plunge. He was sucked inside, losing himself in the warm, wet bath. Even though he was an amoral brute, he found solace from this woman. 

He moved with her, fucking the portal soundly, creating more pain for her endurance test—only to find that the pain drew her deeper into pleasure. They became one animal, one body, one mind, heart and soul for several satisfying seconds. Their thighs slapped together while her hole was rent by the angry member—all to her sexual advantage. Renee’s feminine vigor pulled his strength from him as though she were sucking his power into her and keeping it so she’d be more than she already was. 

He came, bellowing, head back, fingers digging into her wounds, his organ painful from the muscled channel that exploited its advantage over him. 

Who was the victor? Renee could only smile inwardly as her eager, handsome Hollywood/brute collapsed to the bed at her side, exhausted from the skirmish. 

“And the Lieutenant will send you on?” he asked aloud once he could talk again. 

“I imagine so. What good would it do to have a woman in your barracks?”

“Plenty good as far as I can see.”

“And distract you fine fellows from your purpose? I think not.”

“You kid with me.”

“Haven’t I the right after I’ve given you so much pleasure?”

He didn’t answer. There was a banging on the door. “Don’t take all day, man,” an anxious voice rang out. 

“Go away, Artimus.”

“Like hell I will!” the fellow roared. 

“All right, all right, just let me get my clothes on.” He turned to the ravished beauty. Her dark hair was strewn about the bed, like seaweed shining with iridescent color. Her lips were full, tinged with pink, her body still heaving from the vigorous exercise. 

“Sorry, Madame Renee Louisa Duvalier, that I didn’t get a chance to whisper in your ear or lick the substance from your sweet crotch.”

“Time’s a despicable tyrant,” she acknowledged.

“And horny men worse,” he sighed wryly. 

He left her with that thought and another lover/rapist to use her body. 

Five guards took her crotch for their pleasure, all less inspired than this first one. Renee was fucked by two of them while she lay bound face up; but that was the extent of their sexual imagination.  

As if she were back in her boudoir, whoring for Inspector Lyon, her body lead, her mind ceased to function, and she generated desire and resignation with each breath she drew. The only failure of her night was to secure the safety of her cousin with the poor girl required to endure a similar fate. As she was set free, she worried over Brigitta and the blank and vacant expression on the girl’s face as she too was released from this foul captivity and with Katarina and Isobel sent on their way. 


CHAPTER FOUR  

Paradise Lost 

Just as dawn was making a new day, and a bolt of sunlight burst between a forest of trees, the gardener’s truck pulled into the yard of the Madame Duvalier’s country home. One could get lost in the quiet, in the shades of pink and coral and warm cream that colored the stucco façade. Lost in reverie, turning back time, the mind could drift, steal into the sultry illusion of this loveliness, thinking Madame’s world a paradise. A colonnade extended across the front of the stately house. There was a balcony above and on either side of the portico a majestic oak soared gracefully skyward. Madame Duvalier’s being eased; her sharp eyes softened and her night’s work was forgotten. She hugged Brigitta to her side, the forlorn maid was sullen and wordless. Time would heal her rent vagina… but it might take months before her spirit healed. Madame had worried so over her cousin, that when they left the checkpoint compound, she had Isobel drive the truck while she nursed her cousin in the back of the vehicle. Once on the road, the night had been kind. 

The front door opened effortlessly. “Jeanne!” Madame called. “Jeanne!”

“Oh, my,” the maid came scurrying from the back of the house into the foyer, eyeing the bedraggled brood with horror. “What has happened?”

“We’re fine. But we need rooms where we can rest and repair, baths, clean towels, some broth and cakes. Is Johan here?”

“He’s outside in the shed.”

“See if he will stoke the fires in the upper rooms, mine, the blue room and the gold. And for Brigitta, she’ll sleep in my anteroom until she’s feeling better.” The girl had been leaning into her side and perked at the mention of her name. 

“I’m fine, Ma’am,” she said. “Just very tired.” 

“I’m keeping watch on you, nonetheless,” Renee said to fend off any argument. “In my anteroom,” she told her maid again in a tone of firm command. 

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“And bathe her. She’s had a rough night.”

Brigitta recoiled. “I’ll bathe myself.”

“No. Jeanne will.” The lady was fixed.

“But…”

“You will not lose yourself in self-pity girl.”

“I’m not.”

“Just to be sure.”

Inspired by her environment, by her home, her country boudoir, the flowers, trees and immaculate sense of freedom, the lady of the house was renewed, strength flowing through her tiny form in such quantity that it seemed to the three young woman and Jeanne, that she was growing in size with every minute that ticked hurriedly by. Perhaps she knew that something more was written in the stars for their future, and she needed to restore her power.  

***

After several days of repair, after baths and naps and walks in Madame Duvalier’s gardens, the four women finally had a supper together in the formal dining room, wearing clothes fit for fancy cocktail parties and late night soirées. Renee wanted them to remember themselves, as the women of breeding, substance and virtue that they had been raised to be. While dining on seafood crepes and garden salad, while drinking homemade spring wine, they could settle for a time and relish the loveliness of their lives. But only for a time. 

After supper, they joined Madame in the informal parlor, where she lounged on her divan. Brigitta sat in the opposite corner while Isobel and Katarina plopped themselves down in overstuffed chairs facing them. They enjoyed a peek into the latest newspapers from America—where life seemed far more sane than the world they were surviving on the Continent. Though the papers were dated two months ago, the news was news to them; that world seemed like a motion picture with actors, sets and lines read from a script. It was too perfect, but an easy escape. 

“It was only twelve hours—less actually, if you want to be perfectly accurate.” Madame was speaking and everyone turned to her, though neither Katarina, Isobel nor Brigitta understood what she was saying. “Our captivity,” she explained, in a tone so matter of fact that one might think she was speaking of the weather. “I cannot, I will not let you forget what happened.”

“Oh, Ma’am, why should we remember?” Katarina exclaimed, already distraught just from the mention of that miserable night. 

“My country home is solace, but it’s not real, not anymore. We can only hope to be safe here for a few weeks, maybe months if we’re lucky. In a matter of days, we might be overrun by rebels or men of the ilk who abused us that night. We can’t candy coat the truth, ladies. What happened may happen again and sooner than any of us would like—and right here.” She stared around at her four beautiful yellow walls, all perfectly trimmed in white, then at the fresh cut garden flowers, the Tiffany table lamp, the Mondrian, the Klee and the Matisse. Her dead husband had been an avid collector of expensive relics from the early 20th Century. “These may be the last weeks of my reign on life—I’ve certainly prospered far better than most of my family or my friends, or the others who enjoyed this lavish wealth. But all this has truly gotten me little. The men who’d rape us don’t want these prizes; they’d sooner destroy them as take the time to understand what pieces of history are sheltered here. You, like these baubles and paintings, are treasures, too. But I may not be able to defend you anymore than I can keep my things safe from the dustbin. I cannot work miracles with men. I can only adapt.” 

Katarina, Isobel and Brigitta stared in wonder at her speech. Katarina’s eyes were tearing, Isobel’s almost as fragile, and while Brigitta first gazed in awe as she listened to the lecture, she soon turned her eyes, focusing them absently on her toes tucked up on the couch beside her.

“You saw my life when you lived through that night. I know how horrible it was for you… to be stripped and beaten before a room full of men… and then Brigitta sadly deprived of her maidenhood.”

“It wasn’t like that!” Brigitta suddenly vented becoming more animated than she’d been in days. 

Renee nodded at her kindly, reaching to the other end of the couch and pressing her hand to hers. “I know that, too, my dear. In a moment you can speak. But I need to talk now.” She cleared her throat, tossed back her mass of lustrous dark hair, left loose and falling gracefully over her shoulders, though hiding little of Madame’s bosom in her low cut dress. She was an elegant woman no matter how she dressed; and seemed oddly comfortable in any attire from dresses to trousers to business clothes. “If I weren’t so sure of our future, I would tell you to forget that night… never telling a soul what happened—not a husband or a lover or a friend. Pretend that it didn’t exist, that it was no more than a nightmare. We could make a pact together, take our knowledge to the grave and live as if that twelve-hour block of time never existed. We were all asleep.” She sighed heavily, pouring out a melancholy sensuousness that made the three want to fall into her warm arms. But they stayed put; Brigitta in her corner, Katarina and Isobel across the tea table where their teacups and Jeanne’s lemon cookies rested like priceless artifacts from another world and time. Renee bristled for an instant. “But that would be a lie. To circumvent the truth with fantasies right now would be a rape as lowly as Brigitta’s was. You must be warned to protect yourselves, your minds and spirits. It’s a likely chance that your bodies will fall prey to these warriors. It doesn’t matter whose side they are on; they are all the same. But you can keep your souls alive; you can remain the beautiful women that you are. It’s good that you’re no longer innocent of the possibilities you face. You know now what it’s been like for me. I’ve been a whore for those brutes for nearly a year—unpaid, but nonetheless a whore. Yet, I haven’t let them defeat me.”

“You’ve let them rape you?” Katarina asked in disbelief. 

Renee nodded. “The night your father brought you to me, I left to speak with Inspector Lyon of the city gendarmes. For at least the twentieth time in many, many months, he brought me a man who I was required to take into my boudoir. While you, your father, Professor Leopold and Anna were sipping my wine and eating pastries, I was laid out over a cruel punishment rack that the Inspector thought would be a handy device to assist in my torture. I was forced to surrender my naked backside for a beating—just for the pleasure of an Army Captain the Inspector was trying to woo to some unknown scheme. Then he raped me soundly in my cunt while he forced a hefty rod inside my ass.” Renee watched the eyes of her charges open in horror, even Brigitta looked to her in amazement. At the same time, they cringed as the image appeared in their minds. “The truth, ladies? I let myself enjoy their crime. I would not let them defeat me, but loved every cruel trick their minds could play—one step ahead of their evil, I succumbed not to them but to the pleasure their wickedness gave me. That, my dears, is the power you must use to defeat these brutes. You cannot defeat them struggling for freedom—they are men more muscled than you are; they have safety in their numbers. You can’t overpower them with words—they will gag you. They have knives and guns aimed to kill you. There is no winning the battle of your body, but as long as you have your body, use it to give yourself pleasure. Let the sting of the whip and crop arouse you. Dive into the cut, the pain; celebrate the sensation. If you do that, I assure you, your attackers will become your prey, victim to your sexual prowess and at the mercy of your womanhood.”

The room went quiet. Such stillness reigned that the four could hear their veins pulsing with blood, rushing at their temples and through their hearts. The three squirmed in their seats, pussies tickled with the energy Madame Duvalier conjured with these amazing propositions. The first to speak, the sullen Brigitta, turned strangely coy, eyes glimmering as she said, “I understand, Renee.”

“You do?” Isobel’s curiosity was instantaneously engaged. 

“I understood how Madame transformed the horror into something beautiful.”

“Tell us, dear,” Renee spoke kindly, as a silent ‘thank-you’ to heaven escaped unnoticed from her lips. 

The raped, brooding Brigitta gazed at this tiny sisterhood and started to speak…

“But wait!” Renee interrupted before she could begin. “I want Jeanne here to listen.” She jumped from the divan, and quickly dashed to the door, calling her maid from the kitchen. Then returning to her seat, she directed Jeanne to a side chair where she could hear this revelation. Brigitta glanced again at her audience seeing them attentively focused on her.

She offered up a pained expression. “I talk big, sometimes,” she began in a mousy voice that seemed too small for her large character. “I have big ideas. I think myself pretty tough. I’ve squared off with men and won, beat them at all kinds of games in my career—short-lived as it was. At the university, my chastity was a badge of honor I wore like a suit of armor. I defied men to get close to me. Some people assumed I was a lesbian, but I had no female lovers. I’m not even sure which sex appeals to me most. Perhaps I’m sexless. I thought that possible until that night.” She liked being on stage. The more she talked, the more animated she became as she removed herself from her self-imposed cocoon of protection. “My virginity. Hell, I didn’t care. Renee was right to choose me. Not that getting beaten and then assaulted by that Lieutenant’s cock was fun and games… but it didn’t hurt that much. I wouldn’t let it. I determined a long time ago that I was better than any man. At first, I wondered how I happened to be the center of that night’s rude behavior. But then, it’s a wasted game trying to understand fate, don’t you think?”

The room decided not to respond. 

“I’m not sure what came over me… but somewhere between the beating, the attention I was getting from those brutes, and the weird things being done to my cunt, my body was getting excited. I was hot. I almost wanted to laugh; it was such a joke. But I thought better of that. Getting womanized was easy… hardly hurt at all. But inside that room with all that testosterone bleeding into me, I was orgasming with the second man, then again with the third. The fourth decided to whip me more, which wasn’t particularly fun, but afterwards, he ran his hand over my wounds, counting the scars and kissing them. I was aroused again… so aroused that when he forced my head down on his cock, I lapped it up like a lollipop.” Her eyes were dreamy, her mind back in the scene remembering, not with fright but fondness. She even licked her lips. The plain-faced Brigitta bloomed with eroticism. Her skin was flushed, her eyes lighting as if she were seeing stars sprinkled across a nighttime sky. Then she came to earth, to the room, to Renee, Isobel and a wide-eyed Katarina. “I know what Renee’s asking us. I guess I have enough defiance in me not to let those assholes fuck me over. I won’t live like that. I’d rather die. Give me a hundred men, I’d do the same, knowing that I’d have them conquered.” 

“Careful, Brigitta,” Renee cautioned. 

“Careful why?” she looked indignant, confident but strained.

“Careful of getting too arrogant. You did well. I’m proud of you. But there was a piece of yourself you lost… something you can never redeem. Be bold, be sure of yourself, but don’t put up a false front, not here. You don’t need to be that way with us.”

The young woman blushed. “I’m fine, cuz.”

“Of course you are… but first things first.” She placed her hand again on the girl’s (not the woman’s) hand, seeing the pretense crack a bit and tears well in her cousin’s eyes. Madame swept the girl away with her compassion, touching her heart with invisible fingers reaching in to pluck the hurt away with kindness.

Brigitta’s tears began to fall. “No, I’m okay. I am,” she insisted. “I swear, it was all true!”

“I know,” Renee answered her simply, her eyes were tearing, too.

Suddenly, Brigitta’s body shook and she scooted across the couch, falling into Renee’s breast, sobbing quietly. 

“She all right?” Isobel asked. 

“She’s fine. You don’t put a night like that one to bed easily. And it takes some time to heal. But Brigitta is on her way. You feel that, too, my sweets. You were beaten and humiliated. Your modesty was stripped from you. You have cried your eyes out in response and will carry the memory and the hurt with you forever, but you’ve also survived. And in time, the intensity of that terror will cease to plague you. You accept it for what it was, and it will no longer be that 3-D picture show, but like an ancient photograph—stained, blurred and faded. I have many pictures like that in my mind. What is the worst about your trial is accepting the disturbing truth about that night.” Madame’s voice seemed to resonate with its softly spoken resolve. “The thrill, the heart-pounding excitement. There is nothing quite so exhilarating as having death stare you in the face, to feel the force of life flow through you as your being seeks to survive. It is a strange paradox that in the middle of such terror we experience life at its rarest and most beautiful. Even more curious that we can actually take the horrors and twist them to our advantage. Trust me, the memory won’t be so terrifying once you accept the truth of that night.”

Katarina was offended by the thought. “You sound as if there was something positive about that brutality?” 

“Your opinion of that night will not alter today, nor in a week; but in time, if you’re honest with yourself, you’ll see what secrets you learned about life and yourselves.” 

As Madame spoke and Britta recovered, the two sisters dwelled on Renee’s counsel and their personal woes. Tears formed in their eyes but they were put aside. The pair were the sullen, brooding ones then, turned introspective with so much in their thoughts. What rattled around in their brains seemed like too much for women so young. Katarina still wanted to forget, but Isobel was beginning to understand what Madame Duvalier was trying to teach her. 

“I need to know what it’s like,” the thoughtful blonde finally voiced. 

“What what is like?” Madame asked.

“What it’s like to feel the pain and transform it into pleasure. I want to feel it for myself. I want to understand it from someone who loves me—before I’m required to endure for the pleasure of some ugly, brutish scoundrel.”

“You mean what you say?” 

“I do. I swear. There are fantasies in my head that won’t go away. That night…” she stopped, finding the words difficult to speak, but refused to give in to her embarrassment… “that night won’t leave my mind… I think of myself in Britta’s place, laid out on that table, a man’s erection about to spear my vagina. My body swells with physical lust thinking of it, Ma’am.” Her face was flushed pink. 

Renee smiled. She understood. “If I need to, I can be cruel,” she said.

“I need that, Ma’am. I’d rather take my fate in hand than become a victim to it.”

Renee pondered the proposal. She thought loudly, but none of her charges knew for sure what she was considering. Finally, pushing Brigitta aside, she sat up, taking on a more regal bearing, authority oozing from her substance. She hardened, though she still retained her femininity and her lush grace. Taking a deep breath, she gave the instructions. 

“There is a cellar in the house—Jeanne will show you where it is. I want the three of you to go there with a single candle to light your way. Wait there for me. Jeanne, you wait there, too. Don’t speak, but let the atmosphere of darkness and surrender surround you. Feel the gloom and let it fuel that imagination. Think back all of you—especially Isobel. Remember that night and what aroused you. Let the feelings flood you. Don’t hold them back. You’re safe. There are no soldiers to brutalize and rape you. There are no demons, no monsters, except what are in your own mind and heart. You want to experience the darkness, Isobel, you will.”

Isobel was breathing hard, her eyes were growing molten with lust. Her bosom heaved, straining her thin wool dress, while her nipples—already erect from excitement—were pressing against the fabric as two tiny bullets of sexual heat. She licked her lips. They parted wet, luring the room to the eroticism she exuded so easily. She was born to be an easy woman, unafraid of her appetites. This would be her initiation.

“Go!” Renee ordered with her voice rising in timbre and urgency. 

The three quickly rose from their seats and followed Jeanne out of the door. Renee rose, too, once the quartet of lovelies were on their way. She watch their asses swish erotically, Brigitta’s, Isobel’s and Jeanne’s, naturally moving with the fire already kindled in their loins. And Katarina, poor innocent that she was, seemed to flutter nervously, though excitedly from the room. This would be an important lesson for them all. Leave it to a slut like Isobel to suggest it. Renee smiled to herself and then brusquely exited the room. She had several important matters to attend to before she joined her brood below. 

The stairs were dusty. Cobwebs hit their faces as they made their descent. “I haven’t cleaned here in months,” Jeanne whispered as she lead them downward. 

“Shush!” Isobel reminded her of their vow to silence. 

“Sorry,” she uttered, then became as quiet as the others. 

The air was moist, smelling of mould, more dust and cold stone. To touch the walls gave everyone the creeps, so they clung to each other as they followed the candle in Jeanne’s hand and moved through a twisted corridor until it finally widened into a larger room. The glow from the dancing flame made the grey stones flicker and their texture seem to change, as if they weren’t actually real. Isobel finally placed her hand on the damp surface and let the earthy vibrations tingle through her aroused body. 

“She wants us here,” Jeanne spoke, but then stepped back into submission, letting the trio survey the cellar. 

They noted a rack for wine on one wall, now only half filled with bottles… on the other side of the room was a long worktable and several coils of rope. The floor, the walls, even the ceiling was made of stone and massive timber to dwarf any being daring to go inside. Perhaps just eight feet by twelve, the room seemed to close around them making it feel much smaller, and thus, more concentrated and more severe. 

Anxiousness leapt to their throats. Katarina could feel her well of tears rising as a constant product of her fear. Brigitta was in awe, thankful that this was Isobel’s moment of terror. And Isobel spent her waiting moments following Madame’s command to dwell in her fantasies. Her imagination soared, pictures, scenes, real feeling events coming from a place in her psyche she didn’t know was there—from Mediaeval days in stone dungeons where sluts were bound and punished for crimes of passion—from Roman times where dancing harlots became the raw flesh of prurient orgies—from 16th Century harems where slaves were sold for coin, their bodies offered naked before the gawking eyes of masters who would buy them for a night and sell them the next to another devilish villain who took his pleasure and sold them on. 

“Isobel!” She heard her name and whipped around. 

Madame Duvalier stood at the entrance with grim set eyes and arrogance enough to fight a battalion of warriors. She’d changed from her lovely green dress into a long-sleeved, black silk gown that glided down the contours of her shapely body accentuating each carnal nuance of breasts, belly, groin, thighs and calves. The dress skimmed her ankles drawing attention to a pair of small glove-leather boots on her feet. She walked with confidence, and though her mood was serious, she’d not lost one iota of the sensuousness that gave her such earthly strength. In her hand she held a riding crop three feet long with a dangerous looking length of leather at the tasseled end.

“Take off your clothes, Isobel,” she said calmly. 

The girl shuddered under the command, seeing within her vision a woman she’d never met. Madame Duvalier was a woman of many personalities: a gracious hostess, a mentor for young women, a teacher, a confidante, a softly sensuous lover to men—those attributes were instantly obvious to anyone who met her. But this raven-haired witch with cold black eyes and a chilling voice was another version of this quixotic beast that none of the shivering maidens had seen before—except, perhaps, Jeanne. If so, she wasn’t saying. 

Isobel’s burgundy shift fell silently to the floor, displacing a bit of dust that ruffled then settled back to the stone floor. 

“All of your clothes,” Madame ordered when the girl stopped there, leaving brassiere and panties. 

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Don’t talk to me. I want silence.”

It seemed so natural to follow with a polite, “Yes, Ma’am,” but Isobel bit her lip instead; continuing with the order letting her underclothes hit the dust along with her dress. 

Her mind swept back and forth from that gruesome night to this one… from the nights of decadent revelry in her fantasies to the clear and present danger of this one in their dungeon of pretend. 

“Face the wall,” Madame Duvalier ordered. Isobel obeyed, moving toward the stone, facing the cold, the gray and the damp surface. “Press your body to it between those joists.” 

Isobel looked above her, noting the timbers that Madame referred to—two hefty beams that seemed to run from one end of the house to the other… from this room deep into the interior of the mansion. Stepping forward, her breasts touched first. She shivered and stepped back, then moved as ordered so her entire body hit the rough, uneven surface and felt its hardness and its cold strength climb into her. Taking a rope of jute from the table, Madame threw an end over the top of the beam, threading it through the small opening as if she’d done it a hundred times. She tugged the two ends tight, creating a firm knot; then moving to Isobel’s right hand, she wrapped her right wrist, suspending the girl’s body tightly from the beam. 

She repeated the act with the second beam and Isobel’s left wrist, leaving the girl bound and immobile, with fright moving profoundly through every atom of her animated body. It didn’t matter that Madame Duvalier was her friend, the woman was the mistress of her body now—owning her life in these next minutes. Her mentor had taken her at her word in a way more astounding than even Isobel’s imagination could create. What was real was petrifying and beautiful, far beyond the frail pictures in her mind. 

“You want to be at the mercy of men? You want your freedom taken? You want abuse?”

Madame’s riding crop whisked through the air, frightening her captive with the awesome sound. 

Thwack! The first strike cut meanly across Isobel’s ass, which was now just recovering from wounds left there days ago. Madame let loose, cascading the thin crop down from Isobel’s shoulders in a shower of blows that left their imprint in dozens of tiny lines all the way to the back of her knees. The girl cried. She bellowed from deep in her gut, then moaned grinding her hips into the jutting stone. Madame stopped the beating and came at her from behind, brushing her hand over the hot welts on Isobel’s behind, then moving lower, fondling her virgin nether regions. Feeling deep, Madame artfully examined the girl’s body, pressing fingers here and there, pinching labia and clit, finding the pulsating center flooding with the sumptuous nectar of sex. She daubed some of the dew at the other, higher orifice and inserted two fingers into Isobel’s rectum. 

“Ah, Ma’am.”

“Hush!” she said this softly, whispering in her ear. “Feel it. Where’s your pain now?”

Isobel couldn’t remember. 

“Let go, darling.”

The suspended virgin began to quake, making love to the fingers, to the stone wall, to the pictures in her imagination. Everything burst free in the initiating orgasm of her life. Even when her Mistress repeatedly smacked her ass, she used the sensation to fuel another climax. Two, then three, then finally collapse. Panting. Exhausted. Depleted. Loved—perhaps. 

One breath. Another breath. Then another, the spent beauty was returning to the room and reality as her hands were slipped from her bonds. Was the scene over so soon?

“On the floor,” Madame ordered her. Isobel sunk to the clammy dusty place at Madame’s feet, bending over as if that was part of the order, too.

“You use good form, little one. Remember it. It should serve you well.” Madame Duvalier waltzed around her, flicking the end of her riding crop against her thighs. It stung, but did not bite hard. “Pretty thighs. Pretty ass.” She ruffled her loose blonde hair. “Pretty hair. You’re going to attract a lot of attention, slut. The men will want you above the others—especially because this is natural, the same color as those pretty curls below. They’ll want to know that fact before they fuck you. Imagine, a dozen soldiers banging at the door tomorrow, demanding a good randy cunt to screw. Could you give it to them and survive? Or would you fall like a faded flower and be crushed into nothing? Think about it, slut. What kind of woman are you? One who bends with the wind, who survives great gales, or one who languishes in her misfortune?” Renee circled the girl again, her boot heels clicking on the stone, the only sound in the room—except an odd shuffle that no one seemed to notice… at least not right off. “If a man could take you now, Isobel. A good man—even though he is a stranger, would you have him? Would you let your virginity go now, knowing you could be the author of your initiation? Or would you rather wait for fate to dictate the day, the time and the man who makes you into a woman?” Madame stopped at Isobel’s bent ass and tickled her with the crop, running the tip along the crack and as far into the crevice as she could make the implement go. Isobel squirmed fitfully—another orgasm was building in her so rapidly that there was no calling it back. The crop moved deep, tickling her clitoris until the distended bud was pulsing in anticipation of another imminent release.

“Yes, yes,” she hissed indelicately. “I’d have a good man now!” 

“You’re sure?”

“Yes, Madame Duvalier. Please!” Please something fill me now, her wanting body screamed silently.

“Then he’ll take you,” Madame said. “Jeanne hand me the blindfold. Isobel, sit back on your heels.”

The maid moved forward with the requested item. While Isobel sat up, Renee slipped the black cloth over Isobel’s eyes and tied it securely behind her head.  

“Johan,” she called to the unexpected intruder. 

A bearded fellow in country britches, a blousy shirt and leather vest stepped forward as if he were stepping from the pages of an ancient book, or from a time machine that could bring the past to life. 

“Ma’am,” he nodded. 

Renee massaged his crotch, feeling heat, power and purpose through her hand.

“She’s a virgin.”

“I’ve claimed my share.”

“And she wants you now,” she nodded, pointing to the obvious target with the riding crop. The crop moved down along the supple line of Isobel’s flushed cheek until it was under her chin. “Crawl closer, girl.”

Every muscle in Isobel’s petite frame vibrated with desire. Every movement was a sheer pleasure to watch. Her breasts undulated like udders beneath her torso, her nipples fattened, hard and round. Her red ass shimmied in the cabalistic luminescence. She hit Johan’s boots when she’d gone far enough, and stopped. 

Johan reached down, circling her neck with rope as if she were an animal. Tethered, she crawled with him, knees crushing into loose floor pebbles, sand and dirt. Hitting another barrier, she was instructed by the man’s gruff voice, “Up, child.”

Isobel’s fingers fumbled for a time, feeling stone, then wood, then the top of a wooden platform covered with a thick cushion. Using the platform for support, she crawled on, unaware of anything except what she could feel through her hands and heated skin, and smell with her carnal instincts heightened in blindness. Atop the platform, she waited. 

It was not long before she felt a man’s thick muscle against her thighs, felt gnarly hands clutching her waist and drawing her ass into his groin… not long before she felt her head pushed down to raise her punished ass even more lewdly. What would the life she’d known think of her now? Her roused mind wondered. “Keep your head down on the pillow, your ass high,” she was told. 

Johan stood back enough to honor the look of this comely virgin’s posterior, enjoying the fine rounds of her ass, the firmness of her thighs and the love nest of curls, heat and wetness in the center. One finger breached her first. Having aimed for his target, he massaged the intact hymen with the girl’s own juices, watching her pant in expectation, quake with fear, and quietly mouth, “Yes, yes take me.” He heard her breathless prayer with his inner ear and smiled inwardly. 

He’d have a virgin no other way but consensually. Even if he relished treating her as a lowly pet…even if his cock surged savagely as he tugged the rope that circled her throat…even if he lorded his authority over her brutally, she consented. Her body desired everything he had to give her. She’d fare far better in this milieu of madness, dispensing with the slip of skin that called attention to her innocence and made her fair game for men who wouldn’t care how, or even if, she would survive the attack. Spoiling virgins was a deed that spawned the basest passion in men.

Johan’s mind was fixed, his target ready, Isobel’s ass was squirming to get some tangible attention. She was lost, then; a creature of the dark, of the empty page on which she’d begin the next chapter of her life. 

Opening his pants, Johan withdrew his cock—erect, proud, rising out of a mass of curly pubic hair, so awesome that it drew the attention of every eye in the room. The watching women shuddered in envy or in fear—though in this case, the two came from the same erotic source of bodily desire. He lunged quickly into the dark recesses of Isobel’s body, surging past the virgin skin and renting it worthless, creating a place for him to work his organ. A very minimum of blood oozed from the fresh wound; she’d been too ready, too unworried to tense, too easily made a woman. This was just the punctuation mark in a lengthy written sentence begun some weeks before when she first came under Madame Duvalier’s care. 

Isobel grunted quietly, while her stunned sister and the others in the tiny audience saw her draw the man into her with every physical gesture she made. Her crouched body swayed, bobbing sensuously like a buoy floating on the water. Johan joined her movement, riding with her on the waves of passion that rolled within and about her. When he pulled back and thrust again, she emitted tiny gasps as if there was some pain accompanying the workout. He increased his tempo, lunging into her sopping cunt, happy that Isobel’s tight channel was doing exactly what he needed it to do. Without instruction, she seemed to be a genius in the act of fornication, knowing by instinct to bear down, to squeeze, to clench, to tighten, to ease and then to start again. 

Johan grasped both cheeks in a steely grip, now as delirious as his mount, the two riding to their ends in tandem. 

What Isobel first lost in orgasmic stimulus having her virginity expunged, she made up for later, as the rhythm of her first lewd act took hold. There was another kind of orgasm brewing, an inner one that reached deeply into her gut where the head of Johan’s penis knew to strike. She was soon as fully engaged in the sensations as she had been before Johan entered her. The fact became evident with her sighs, and her swooning, indistinguishable exclamations. Of agony? Of joy? There seemed to be little difference. Isobel understood herself now… understanding passion and the root of real joy. 

Johan peaked just as she climaxed, with each element of this duo doing its part to realize the end result. 

Exhaustion followed, settling into Isobel’s body and bones. But regardless, Johan pulled her by the rope collar off the platform and forced her to return to Madame Duvalier’s feet, cunt dripping blood, female juices and his cream. 

“Yours, Ma’am. My thanks that I could help you out.”

“Thank you, Johan,” Renee smiled. She took the rope leash from Johan’s hand and jerked it lightly. “Isobel remove your blindfold.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” the young woman tore away the black scarf, sat back on her heels and looked up. Her eyes were bleary, hardly able to focus in a shadowy darkness that seemed to blind Isobel as much as her blindfold had. “Thank you, sir.” She had her first real look at the man who violated her purity. An odd flutter of excitement lodged in her belly, as she gazed at Johan’s mature face—the craggy complexion, the lovely worry lines about his eyes, his beard, his mustache, the lust, the kindness and mystery in his eyes. She believed that they were that cerulean shade of blue that made the sky so bright in summer. 

This was the first he’d seen of her face, too; and something skipped inside him, lightening his entire being. She was rapturous! A pang of regret seized him, which he wouldn’t speak of, though it would gnaw at him for some time. “I would never hurt you, child,” he was moved to say. “But you are better off a woman than a maid.”

“I know,” she mouthed so quietly that the rest of the room would believe that she was speaking to him alone. 

“Katarina,” Madame turned away from the kneeling sister to the other timid one. “Katarina,” she had to repeat to dislodge the girl from her musings. 

“Yes, um,” she finally turned around. 

“Come here.”

The girl hesitantly moved toward Madame Duvalier. She cocked her head, bit her lip and lightly stroked her face with the fingers of her left hand. “I couldn’t do that, Ma’am,” she shook her head adamantly.

“I know, my darling. But I want you here, with me, come.”

The girl made up the distance, wary but unwilling to disobey any command. When Madame’s arm circled her waist, Katarina’s body warmed. The girl smelled the womanly perfume of experience and desire, and fell longingly into her bosom. 

“Tell me what you’re feeling, child.”

“Frightened.”

“As you should. And what else?”

“I don’t know, Ma’am.”

“Yes, you do,” she emphasized her point, squeezing Katarina’s arm tightly in her hand. Katarina stared at the floor as if she were mesmerized by a crawling bug. However, it was too dark in the cellar to see anything so small. The girl was trying to drift off, find someplace else to rest her mind. This place was too dangerous for her sweet soul to dwell. Madame shook her back awake. “Tell me, Katarina, what do you feel?”

“I-I’m so scared, I-I…” her faint voice disappeared.

“Tell me,” Madame was unwavering. 

“My body feels as if butterflies are dancing on the inside. I thirst, ma’am. Strange places in me ache. Perhaps I have a fever,” she suddenly rushed on, thinking that was a perfect explanation. 

“A fever, yes, but not from illness. You’re feeling the first flushes of desire arousing you here.” She placed her hand on Katarina’s belly, pressing fingers against her skirt enough so she could feel the pressure. 

Katarina shivered uncontrollably, her body appearing as though it were going into convulsions. 

“No, Ma’am, please!” her voice was urgent, at the same time filled with a sultry and more womanly appeal. 

“Yes, Katarina,” Madame held her close to her, gently pressing her palm even lower to the place just above her Venus mound. 

“Ma’am, please!” she feigned indignant, even as her body ached for more.

“It feels like a tiny thunder is expanding everywhere,” Renee guessed.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Like your whole body will burn up or split apart?”

“Yes, yes it does.” She was forgetting her propriety, as the physical energy was releasing, moving outward from her groin, so strong she thought she would go mad. 

“Like it’s moving to some end and you don’t know what that is.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” she panted. “Heaven help me, I can’t stand this pressure.”

Madame Duvalier motioned to Katarina’s sister who was resting quietly at her feet.

Understanding Madame’s aims, and still ecstatic from her own climax, Isobel kindly reached underneath her sister’s skirt, searched about her panties for the great divide where Katarina was noticeably wet. Her arousal was strong. Katarina’s reaction was now evident as the small fingers of her sister’s hand toyed playfully with the folds of skin that she’d never dared touch herself. 

“Oh, my,” she seemed to faint against Madame, but then part her legs in a significantly whorish way. “Oh, oh, oh,” her rasped breaths came fast as this lewd flutter of excitement was too strong to throw back. She arched into the supportive arms of her genteel guide and let the sharp pangs of climax take her. After convulsing for several seconds, she then sank back into Renee’s embrace. “No, no, what have I done!” she cried softly into her shoulder. 

“You’ve experienced the beginnings of your sexuality. 

“I am no virgin?”

“You are still a virgin, my dear. What you experienced has nothing to do with the penetration of a man’s cock in your pussy.”

“You speak so crudely, Ma’am.”

“I speak bluntly, Katarina. I would never ask of you what I offered Isobel. She was ready, you are not. But at the very least, you needed to understand this much about yourself. Sex is about pleasure…for the female of the species as well as the male. Remember this should the world turn ugly on us as I fear and men force you into acts that you despise. We learn to accommodate. It’s not right. It’s not pretty. It’s not how we would choose to experience intimacy. But it is real, and sometimes all we have.”  


CHAPTER FIVE

Sex Slaves

Six Weeks Later…

Darkness, penetrating and deep, reached the corners of her wakefulness, covering her with a gloom from which she could not awaken—even though she tried. Someone was in the bedroom with her. But who? In the midst of the numbing night, Renee’s dreams became fierce—turned into nightmares and then evolved into something else that tasted like lilac and smelled like the aroma of absence and peace. 

The pressure formed at her throat as if someone’s hand were clutching her neck. Her body throbbed restlessly and she heard a whispered voice, “What do we have here?” 

The knife blade pressed into her esophagus, her senses took alarm, her eyes shot open, leaving her gaze on a familiar face. Was it hot blood that oozed at her throat? Was she awakened only to bid adieu to life, and for several last seconds watch it drain away? “You don’t remember me, slut?” He seemed to slur his words, or was her hearing twisting his speech into knots. 

“You’re killing me?” she whispered.

“Oh, good heavens no, Ma’am. Murderers kill, and that I am not.”

“Who are you then?”

“You don’t recognize me?”

She did, but didn’t remember from where.

“I suppose that there were so many in your city boudoir that I was easy to forget.” He stood up, the knife still in his hand but not poised against her throat. “But here… look at this place.” He paced the room, peering into the nighttime gloom and then out the windows, as if he could make out what was beyond the darkened squares. Turning his attention inside the room he inspected there, too, inside the corner shadows as if he were seeking answers to a riddle. Perhaps he could see beyond the walls into Isobel’s gold room. How advantageous if he could! Her mind moved senselessly onward. Silly, funny, ridiculous thoughts are these as this man strides about the room threatening my life!

“What do you want with me?”

“Your recognition first.”

“I train myself not to remember the man I serve, but you do look familiar.”

“I took you for sport in your city boudoir. I believe you were screaming quite passionately from sexual relief.”

“I do that with many men.”

He shrugged as if he were despondent—though he was not. Amused, yes. Mocking, yes. Disheartened, never. Not when he held the knife, and the weight of his authority over her lowly one. 

“You’ve been here six weeks,” he said.

“How would you know that?”

“You think your escape from the city went unobserved? Women of your station and your resources are noticed. You’ve had quite a vacation.” 

“This is where I live,” she stated plainly. 

“And where you’ll work.” 

Renee gulped, hoping the signs of her fear were not visible, but she had hardly thrown off her dreams, and the nightmares were still making her quake. The strangely familiar young soldier accosting her in her bedroom did not help her peace of mind. “Inspector Lyon had his fiefdom, now I have mine.”

“You!” The truth suddenly dawned in her addled head. “You… Labeque, Emil Labeque.” She practically roared; and with indignation flying like a sorcerer’s cape, she swept from bed, grabbed her robe and confronted the man. Even with his knife blade shining like a sharp tooth ready to bite, she came on him eyes consumed with fury. He reached forward without pointing the knife to her flesh, and held her back.

He laughed. “You are a silly thing when you’re riled.”

“And I am riled!” she shouted while trying to pull out of his grasp.

He only laughed more at her wasted, girlish efforts. “You are allowed to live, Madame, because the provisional government and the military have uses for you. And you’ll be used now.”

“I will not!”

“No? Then the other lovelies in your house will certainly suffice.”

“No! No! Go ahead, take my ass!”

“Oh, that I will,” he smirked as he pushed her toward the bed, at the same time unbuckling his belt. Renee teetered close to falling, but managed to remain upright, while Emil Labeque tossed his belt to the floor. How handsome and despicable in one muscled package of lust. How could she be moved by the allure of such a brute? It was that charm, the dashing rebel smile, the alert black eyes, the trimmed official bearing from which he let his darkness issue forth. Perhaps he could be swayed to change his mind.

“Sir, please, must we now?” she asked him, attempting to be coy. 

“What better time? I’m horny and you’re ripe to be plucked. As pretty as I remember you. Take off the nightgown.”

“Can we not do this more civilly?” 

A waspish smile curled on his lip. “Civil isn’t really your style.” Labeque moved forward to within a few inches of her trembling form. “Why resist? I can feel the passion in your gut,” he pressed a hand against her belly, “your loins ache for a man—for a weighty cock, for being stretched and pummeled, widened by my greed.” Curling his other hand through her tangle of raven hair, he kept her captive and unable to move. “You hunger for my breath, my face next to yours, my hands loosening the fury you can hardly abide. You don’t fool me, Madame Renee Duvalier. Even now I can feel your beating heart and the heat from your crotch.” His words were hot against her cheek. Her fear rose, but her passion did not die. “Whores are whores at heart and in their bowels. You enjoy forced sex, beating and being beaten down. Someone needs to claim your prize possessions or you will not be satisfied. I figure that I might as well be that man.” 

“No, sir,” she vented a steamy whisper that only made his point more clear. 

He pressed his lips to hers, in the instant transforming them from cruelty, melting them like butter against the tender, excited flesh. His lips parted and hers followed the gesture. His tongue pressed its way inside her mouth and she opened more as he lapped her like cream and chocolate.

“Now take off your nightgown,” he said pushing away from her a mere foot. 

The knife blade still gleamed as a warning and his bold and comely form loomed above her with certainty—but this time her desire leapt forward willingly. The slip of silk was easily discarded and she stood before him feeling oddly innocent wearing her perspiring skin and nothing more. A trickle of female pre-cum gathered at the opening of her crotch while a rapturous, inexplicable thirst made her tongue wet her lips as though she were about to taste sex.

“Grease your ass and get on your knees!” Emil Labeque ordered the expectant beauty.

She quaked more, staring at him as she moved to comply, mesmerized by his feral sounding voice. What kind of spell was this? That any man so crude could kiss her mouth and have her heart stirred? Could stare her down and have her tummy fluttering as if she were in the presence of her true love? He was too handsome, too fixed, too much like herself. But that made him understand who she was and gain advantage over her—and allow him to command her to submit and she obey without her rage. 

Moving quickly for her lubricating creams, Renee climbed atop her bed, rump out, presenting a taunting picture no man could resist. Resistance, however, was not Labeque's game. He watched as the randy slut smeared thick cold cream in the crevice between her cheeks. The white substance seemed to ooze into her pores and blend with the natural juices she brought from her liquid cunt. The opening gave as Renee pressed two fingers inside, almost as if she were enjoying her nasty act. She was inspired. Sexually quiet for these six weeks of tenuous waiting, her body had instantly demanded she follow through with Labeque's scheme—no more questions, nor coy ploys to thwart the result of his cock in her ass. She wanted it now. Sex for sex. Cock and ass. Lunge, thrust, piston and deliver. 

Before Labeque made his first strike, he fingered her ass… the memory of their first meeting had not disappeared since that night weeks before when her ass sucked a thick dildo inside itself in order to reduce her cunt to a slim, muscled channel. 

“How sweet this memory, Madame,” he offered thoughtfully, as his fingers worked their way around the hole with hers. “But use more cream.”

She was a bath of slippery, greasy substances by the time she completed the order to the Captain’s satisfaction. But that wasn’t all he wanted. 

“Yes, press those fingers deep, Renee. Use all four to fuck yourself.”

He slapped her ass while she attempted to comply. Emotions rose, humiliation surfaced like another earned desire satisfied—propriety took a necessary vacation as she struggled with awkwardness and the last traces of modesty working as much of her hand into her asshole as she could manage.

“That’s it, my slut,” he cooed at her.

“Oh, yes,” she was answering thoughtlessly, hissing and groaning, forgetting who and where she was—being nothing but body, and at the moment, nothing but ass—base and prepared for fornication.

“Remember how you called me master—Master Emil,” the Captain prompted her. 

“Yes, Master Emil,” she said as if it hadn’t been six weeks at all, and she was still living her first moments with this scoundrel brute. 

His fingers joined hers, widening the breach with each stroke inside the channel. The more he forced his way inside, the more she pulled her fingers back, until it was just Emil’s, the master’s fingers, stretching the channel.

“Oh my, lord, I can’t take more, sir,” she cried trembling, as a few salty tears of fear began to fall down her cheeks. He was not dissuaded. The intensity built with each thrust he made into her muscled interior. 

“Relent, sweet bitch, relent,” he spoke softly now. The greater power was in the force of his hand slipping millimeter by millimeter into the strained orifice… until with one unexpected jab, he buried his entire fist beyond the sphincter. She swallowed him whole to his wrist—teeth, jaw, neck, shoulders, thighs and belly clenched. “Relent, sweet bitch, relent.” So soft, so eloquent with his sexy speech. His fist moved inside her haltingly at first, and then as she became accustomed to the breach, relenting as he suggested. She swam—as though having dived into an icy river and having that river warm from her inner flame while being battered from one rocky embankment to the next. At last, she broke out into smoother waters and the edges were no longer laced with rough-cutting stones. His movements lingered for a time, while she made ‘relent’ her mantra and succumbed to that command. Relent, submit, surrender, be at ease, she informed the minions in her that would rebel. Those minions walked away, nothing but peace was left—that and the relentless pressure of Emil Labeque's fist forcing every vital organ in her body to move down that river in a sensuous ride. 

Unexpectedly, he withdrew his hand, shocking her body awake again. What had been relaxed, tightened again, which made his next thrust more painful than it had to be. This time it was his cock—though less stout than his fist, this invasion stirred another breed of surrender.  

He spent less time now. With his preparations over, he wanted the finale swift. He must have wanted her crying, sobbing, in fact. If not, she would sob nonetheless. Wave on wave of sensation rolled through her body, touching nerve endings, making her pussy cry for its loss, making her nipples hurt and her skin crawl and her muscles shudder with the mounting climax about to break her apart. 

The climax came in tandem, the two—once so much at peace—roared and rocked with each other. Renee used the pain to make her happier, to make the offense less offensive, and the end result a dance of pleasure. Interior fireworks, sparklers, deliciously grabbing spasms that seemed to have no end kept on for seconds, minutes, more. She was forgetting where her rapist was. Had her attacker—her master of the moment—cum, too? For a time she wasn’t sure. Only when he withdrew, dripping juices from the tip of his dwindling cock and she accepted them in her mouth, was she sure. She tasted sweetness, tinged with the tinny tang of her inner body.

“You have no idea how much I’ve longed to have your ass, Madame Duvalier. The fist was sheer inspiration—your hand looked so happy fucking yourself, but so awkward that I thought I could help.” His words had that twisted sort of mockery she’d come to expect from men who used her. But, there was some decent admiration in his delivery. 

He pulled away from her mouth and stuffed his depleted member back inside his official pants. 

“You’ll be running a brothel here, Madame, a regular bordello if you hope to remain alive.” His black brows narrowed. “Better tell your soul sisters of the plan and get them acquainted with the demands that will be made of them. I don’t think they can expect anal fisting the first week, but they will need to be trained for the usual sexual services. The state needs them for its general welfare, and I’m sure, with your encouragement, they will be as accommodating as you are.”

“Oh, how vile you are!” She shot up from the bed as she had when he first awakened her, grabbing a sheet this time to cover her nakedness. Not that she was embarrassed or humiliated. She wouldn’t let this blackguard have another seamy look at her body so he could taunt her reduced state.

Labeque grabbed her arm roughly. “Vile, no, Madame,” he said, peering into her eyes with alarming devotion. “I am the one who goes lightly on you. You had better trust me, not condemn me. I am more on your side than you believe.”

“How could that possibly be?”

“My superiors wanted you taken to the camps, the lot of you. Women can whore there just as well as anywhere. Guards do get horny. I was the one who suggested that they confiscate your home and turn it into a brothel for officers and the remaining gentry.”

“And this is doing me a favor?”

“I think it is,” he said. “I’m sure you’ll think so, too. But, now I have to go.” He readjusted his clothes, sheathed his knife and was at her door, looking back. “Surrender, Madame Duvalier. Surrender.”

“Like hell I will!” she shouted as the door closed behind him and her water goblet went flying through the air like a missile, crashing with a shattering sound that carried through the house. 

“Ma’am,” Katarina was the first to reach Renee’s door.

“Don’t step through,” she warned as the young woman’s tiptoes came to rest at the edge of the room. “Broken glass.”

“Oh, my.” She looked down, then up at Madame. “Are you all right?”

“I am fine,” she answered. The others had gathered in the hallway, all staring, stupefied into Renee’s boudoir. “But none of us will be for long.” She sighed deeply, still feeling the effect of the powerful climax. “Get the broom from the closet and let’s sweep this up.” She donned her dressing gown, giving the plum-colored belt a good cinch at the waist, before taking the broom from Brigitta’s hand and cleaning the mess she’d made of her water glass. 

“You were with a man,” Isobel remarked halfway through the task. 

“Yes,” she answered in a flat monotone. “And we need to talk.” 

The five women gathered in the kitchen. Their caucus now included Jeanne as she was as vulnerable as the rest just because of her gender.

“This house will become a brothel in the next weeks, maybe days. I’ve been warned—on good authority. It is my plan to keep Katarina out of this. I don’t see that she’d survive long under these circumstances. 

“I am fit for nothing,” the girl started to wail.

“But, you’ll be fit for being spanked, young lady, if you whine and cry all day.” She turned to the others. “I will be doing my best to protect the rest of you as well.”

“I don’t care to be protected,” Brigitta announced. “I have no scruples that would keep me virtuous. Heaven knows, my mind has been filled with lusty filth since I was raped at the checkpoint. I’ll be doing myself a favor to let this happen to me.”

“It isn’t a matter of sex, Britta,” Madame reminded her. 

“I understand.” Her eyes were ablaze, so that no one would argue with her feelings. And her mind was made up. 

“We’ll put Katarina and Isobel in the cellar while the men are here,” Renee continued. “It might not be pleasant surroundings, but unless the soldiers search the place, there will be little way they can find them.”

“Is that necessary for me?” Isobel implored Renee.

“Yes, it is necessary for you! You will keep Katarina company. I will not let you succumb if I can help it.”

“I am no longer a virgin.”

“I know that, but that doesn’t make you a whore,” Madame Duvalier was again adamant. “There are caves beyond the cellar where your safety can be assured. But we must keep watch, know the night, watch it move, be certain that we’re not attacked in the silence. I don’t want anyone straying from the house—especially Katarina and Isobel.”

***

A day later, just as Captain Emil Labeque predicted, five military utility vehicles came roaring from the woods toward the house. Nine men dressed in khaki military attire, all reminiscent of Labeque himself, jumped from the vehicles into the yard and strode toward the front door of Madame Renee Duvalier’s country house. Some were shaved; some sported scruffy beards. They were in the mood to fuck, but even more so to conquer women. Renee met them at the door before they had a chance to knock; though they did not let her attitude of authority deter them. They pushed past the proud looking woman in the pale blue summer dress and spread out, taking the stairs, the back corridors and the cellar door looking for the others. 

“Where are they?” a man in command asked her. 

“Who are you speaking of?”

“The other women.”

“There are just three of us.”

“Three? I heard there were five.”

“Then you heard wrong,” she told them simply. 

The fellow jerked her by the arm then slapped her face. The hot sting spread on the surface of her cheek and radiated outward. Renee’s body surged forward, while she prayed that her secrets would remain hidden as they should. 

The commotion continued—doors banging, fists banging, boots hitting wood and scowling disapproval appearing on the faces of the marauding soldiers. The nine rejoined in the foyer with Brigitta and Jeanne in tow. 

“This is it?”

“We’ll need more,” the man in charge declared. He was a mountainous fellow with a coal-colored beard and a thick body, hands the size of a bear’s, and lips made to turn easily at the ends into a brooding scowl. 

“Others are arriving from the brothel that the rebels torched last night,” his aide, a younger, meticulously groomed soldier retorted.

“More women?” Renee asked. “We have very little food for any more.”

“You’ll make what you have last. This is no brothel without cunt to screw.” The burly man turned to his younger aide. “Get these out of their clothes and ready.” He pushed Renee at the shoulder into the crowd of men. They parted enough so that Renee, Brigitta and Jeanne could be taken into the back of the house.

“The new order makes women slaves,” the sallow looking fellow announced to them as they were gathered together in the kitchen. 

Renee already hated his face… she’d rather have his brutish superior as this starched, pencil-mustached youth. There was no passion in his eyes, only the empty remains of the soul when the soul has quit its form. Every bone in Renee’s body chilled as though death were passing over her trying to steal her heart away. 

“Strip,” he ordered.

Jeanne—staunch and unmoved by any man—stood with her hands on her hips.

“You want me naked, take ‘em off yourself.”

A second soldier took it as an order and ripped away the maid’s blouse, her skirt and then her undergarments, leaving the comely woman in nothing but bare skin. 

“You lay another hand on me…” her dander was up, her face flushed. She hardly seemed embarrassed for herself, but was required by life and her low class to offer some kind of resistance to the inevitable. Her heavy bosom heaved with purpose as she breathed. Muscled, sturdy, thick legs, shapely waist and a nicely rounded behind jiggled almost musically as she moved. Her fair skin was freckled across her back and down her arms. “You just watch yourselves!” she spat.

“I’ll lay all the hands on you I like,” the vacant soldier retorted. “Give me the collars.” He looked toward his assistant, who searched through a knapsack for the requested items. He pulled out three slave collars, the badges of the new order of women. The newspapers had mentioned these procedures but the reality was suddenly so unambiguous that all three women let their hearts stop pounding for a tiny interlude of unrecorded time. 

Madame and Brigitta removed their dresses rather than be handled by the grimy fingers of their captors. 

“I saw you at the checkpoint,” the vacant soldier noted as if he were chatting over coffee. “Nice show of it… but then that was before the orders were given for the capture of any female. You’re a few of the lucky ones who will serve the state in this luxury.”

“My house does not belong to the State,” Renee snapped.

“No?” he sneered. A chuckle issued forth and he turned toward Brigitta’s unveiled body, noting how her nipples seemed to respond naturally to the stimulation of this disgrace.

“Bend them over and inspect them,” he commanded. 

The three were lined up across the length of the kitchen table, and their legs forced apart while several thin instruments were inserted in their privates—both vaginas and rectums—and forced as deeply as they could go. Once the implements were removed, a suppository was shoved up the rear channel with a pair of forceps until each of the women screeched and the forceps were withdrawn. 

“The drugs will take effect shortly… some find them an aphrodisiac, others find the sensations almost unbearable. The net result is a barren womb—we can’t have babies getting in the way of pleasure slaves, now can we?”

Renee could feel the insertion begin to do its work, warming her insides until she thought her entire ass was roasted meat. Seeing the way her sister slaves squirmed with the same fitful discomfort, she figured they were having the same response—and even trying to mute the burning intensity of this fiery cocktail. 

“Don’t worry, it won’t last long… an hour or two should suffice and give us time to have some fun.”

The later effects of the suppositories appeared in the feral quality of their vaginas. They seemed to ache more deeply than was natural, and more than ache, to turn liquid with their natural juices emitted in abundance to grease the portals that would soon be used. 

While bent at the waist, their necks were circled with round leather dog collars, which fit snuggly about their throats and were locked into place with padlocks. The keys were pocketed by the pencil-mustached officer in charge who introduced himself as the Commandant of Brothels. 

Madame’s woodstove had been stoked with fire, and was now billowing with smoke like a blacksmith’s furnace. Turned into a kiln to make molten ore of iron rods, the first rod was withdrawn from the embers and without warning seared into Jeanne’s flesh at the hip. 

“Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaagh!” the scream would curdle fresh milk. She appeared to faint, slumping into the table passed out cold. But when she was jerked to her feet, the branded maid seemed to come alive, even though she remained dizzy and pale as a ghost.

Before any scared woman could offer up a cry of mercy, Brigitta and Madame Duvalier’s flanks were likewise branded with hot irons. 

Their hair-raising screeches reached into the cellar of the house—and beyond the cellar where Katarina and Isobel sat huddled in the murky dark, fighting their fear of spiders, cobwebs and every creak and noise from above. Though they had no knowledge of the activities in the house, they sensed that the calamity Madame Duvalier feared was now in progress. The screams reduced them to another round of tears.

Even with these awful sounds and the worrisome misfortune, Isobel would rather be atop the ground living through the same unknown treatment as Brigitta, Jeanne and Madame. But Katarina kept her sane and at her side, clutching her so harshly with fingers digging into her flesh that she couldn’t move away no matter how much she wanted to smell the fresh air upstairs. 

“You have to stay with me,” Katarina made her promise.

“I’ll be here. But I don’t know for how long.” She peered up into the darkness. “It’s horrible for them. I can feel it.” Her skin was crawling from fright, and some inexplicable energy that reached down as if it were calling to her spirit. 

“Horrible, yes, but Madame protects us,” Katarina assured her, even though there was no real assurance in her quavering voice. 

“But why should we be protected?” Isobel wondered. “Why are we the only ones not to face the facts of these times?”

“Don’t question, sister, please.” She could feel Isobel’s anxiety tugging at her conscience, suggesting that they had no right to this special protection, especially when three women were braving the calamity for them. But Katarina refused to be moved by guilt. 

After a time, the turmoil above them quieted and they could hear no more—at least there were no more alarming screams. 

In the kitchen the branded women let the horror of the last few minutes subside as they listened to the Commandant of Brothels speak. In just six weeks since leaving the city, laws had been passed, and a new order had been established that made any woman a slave… slave not by birthright, or country, or misfortune, but simply because they were female, with cunts, breasts and the hormones of the female of the human species. As if they had been outlawed, or made traitors to their race, they would, forever, be second-class citizens. Despite the fact that they may have had husbands, fathers, lovers, brothers and friends, the nature of the world in this region had shifted. Love was lost, affection and respect throw away.  

Women were deceitful, traitors. They lusted after power. They squelched the natural instincts of man… the political tracts made these ideas seem so plausible—especially to men who were weak and needed to be propped up by laws and rules to denounce half of humankind. 

“It may come as a shock to you,” the Commandant announced, “but theses measure are the result of a general election. The city from which you escaped was the first place entered by the occupation forces. The women were taken from their homes and deported to the camps where they will eventually be reassigned as slaves to households. Not just the lower class who were unable to fend off these dictums in the first wave, but all women regardless of class. The exceptions are these brothels, where a certain number of women are detained for specific sexual purposes. Be glad that you have fared this well.”

The news was grim, even worse than Renee imagined it would be. She expected the continued chaos and more backlash against her gender, but she never expected these twisted ideas to take such concrete and extreme form.  

After hearing the basis for their miserable fate, the three women were leashed at their collars and made to crawl before a gathering of soldiers, which had swelled in number to at least twenty-five. Ten other women, all freshly branded and attractive enough to be used entirely for sex, joined them, trucked in while Renee, her maid and cousin were ‘processed’ in the kitchen. These new slaves had familiar faces of femininity, though in the absence of clothes it was strangely difficult to distinguish one woman from another. Their bodies were firm, and for the most part slender—though that was not a requirement for the brothel. Some men enjoyed robust and Rubenesque shapes, the kind that they could dive into as though they were plush pillows.

At the direction of the officers, the women made a circle in the center of Madame’s parlor—which had been stripped of its furniture and now afforded enough room for this spectacle. Striding forward, the Commandant of Brothels explained their lives this way:

“You’ll give yourselves over to the devices of these men. Expect nothing—and accept anything that is required of you. If you are beaten, take it graciously. If you are tortured with needles, clamps and wax, be resigned to the pain.” His eyebrows arched with devilish glee as though Mephistopheles had just appeared from the smoke and ash with this advice. “I am told that it can be quite a stimulant to sex.” None of the women responded with the enthusiasm that he hoped—but why he would count on such a thing was a mystery. Disgruntled, he cleared his throat as his unremarkable visage transformed again. It was evident that he was annoyed, though the reason wasn’t clear. “You are beasts now, required to serve. Any faltering will be punished once, and your bodies branded again to indicate your fallen status. From that time forward, any misstep could cost you your life. Punishment will not be easy. The more you adapt, the easier your lives will be. There are camps where females are being turned into human ponies and used for heavy labor. If you think your life here is torture, you can consider the alternatives worse.”

Was all this information clear? 

Yes, perfectly. They didn’t have to say so to be heard. 

Belly, thighs, vaginas twittered as the awful truth of their predicament became unambiguous. Fear bred arousal, bred lust, bred an expectant nervousness as they waited for the real assault to commence. 

The next hours went by in a dream, a rapturous stream of unending sexual stimulation. 

Each slave became the temporary property of a soldier to be used at the discretion and pleasure of the man’s schemes. 

In the first hour, Brigitta was strung up to a newly fashioned device installed in the parlor of the house. The apparatus was reminiscent of the rack in Madame’s city boudoir, with beams and struts, cranks, and a strange machinery beneath the structure for body stretching and torture. As its first victim, Brigitta proved a worthy subject for persecution. Affixed at her ankles and wrists to beams formed in the shape of a cross, her limbs were amply supported, but then stretched tautly until the girl thought that she would be torn apart. Not one, but three soldiers worked her flesh while she was in the upright position, demonstrating the possibilities that the rack provided for the sadistic torture of a woman. 

At one point, the curls across her Venus mound were shaved until her skin was smooth. Brigitta swooned climactically as pairs of hands and deft moving fingers teased her vagina and the folds and valleys of skin surrounding her feminine bounty. Though heavy clamps were attached to her nipples, weighting her breasts until they were unnaturally distended, the bound captive only squirmed in fitful rhythms that suggested she was finding pleasure, not pain in the cruel treatment. Whips and crops etched crimson scratches in her skin. Her breasts were burned with dripping wax from a huge black candle. And her bare cunt shuddered as shards of ice were pressed into her vagina, only to melt and drip with a tiny river of water that pooled on the bare wood floor between her thighs. 

Brigitta’s craving for climax urgently kept her body undulating, asking. As if her cunt could beg, the pulsing mound stuck out like a swollen cock might, and offered lewd come-ons to the warrior villains who heaped their abusive schemes on her. Understanding her message, Brigitta’s cunt was lashed with a braided cat ‘o nine tails until it was streaked vilely with red lines and even these demons had some mercy for her plight. Though having fought and screamed at the start of her trial, by the time her front side was bruising and welted, her mind and body were gone… disappeared into a thunderous endorphin rush, pounding like a raging surf through nerves and veins and skin. 

For nearly an hour, the room was held in thrall by the rapture in gust and torrents. Brigitta moaned distressed, then settled into pleasant sounding ahs and coos that stirred every open heart—and even some that had been hardened by brutality and hurt. 

Several slaves wept for Brigitta, not because they saw her body tortured, but because she’d taken the lesson Renee had taught her, and used the pain to bring her bliss. Then, too, Brigitta was a natural slave of torture. The others could only hope to find as much delight. 

While Brigitta’s front side was initially the focal point of the soldiers’ twisted minds, her back went untouched and strangely wanting, aching to feel a leather work the skin. Aware that they had such a willing subject for their whippings, the three in charge of Madame’s cousin, undid her bonds and lifted her down from the rack just long enough to let her limbs restore some strength. Then, with little ceremony, she was pressed face-forward on the device and secured again, strapped in at her ankles, her wrists, her waist and high on her thighs. Her shoulders were allowed more movement—movement that dragged her welted breasts along the wood and scratched her more. 

The first soldier started with the strap, turning Brigitta’s ass into a sheet of crimson heat, then a second soldier with a single tail whip began to focus his attention on her back and shoulders. The two pudgy mounds of Brigitta’s behind strained for more punishment, while her back took repeated flicks and stings from the snakelike coil of unfurled leather. 

Again, in oblivion, the captive arched her back and climaxed with shudder after shudder of joy that finally made her weep. 

“Seems I chose the proper masochist for this demonstration,” the Commandant alleged. He sneered with a foul look on his soulless face, while the three soldiers backed off. He circled the rack and Brigitta’s spasming body. “Was this pleasure?” he asked, while poking the narrow end of a conductor’s baton into the side of her breast. She’d almost forgotten that her nipples were still clamped—they were numb now. Even the blood-engorged tips had ceased to throb. “Tell me now, girl!” he snapped as the baton end dug deeper into her flesh. 

“Yes, yes, sir,” she whispered faintly. 

“Louder!”

“Yes, sir,” her voice only croaked. 

“You’re a whore, aren’t you?”

“Yes, sir.” She didn’t even know what she was agreeing to, nor did she care. 

“Tell everyone in a clear loud voice what you are.” 

Did he have some vendetta against this woman? Even his fellow soldiers would wonder. What more could she take, save death?

“Tell them you’re a whore! Say it!”

“I am a whore,” she managed to vocalize in a hoarse gasp.

“One more time, in case everyone didn’t hear you.”

“I am a whore!” she spit out the words, even believing them now. 

While Brigitta hung as an example, the twelve other slaves were marched naked in a circle around the rack, while the soldiers ogled their bodies and made their choices for the night’s unfolding schemes. Some would be fucked and little more. Others, like Brigitta, would be whipped as well, or tortured with ice, wax, whips, clamps and even needles. 

One lustrous beauty—a blonde from the South with tanned and buttery smooth skin was pierced with thick needles in three places—her outer labia and the hood of her clitoris. The needles were replaced quickly with polished bone shafts that were anchored with beads threaded through the ends. She was then hobbled at her ankles and forced to shuffle to the parlor wall where she was bound, front forward, presented as an ornament until long into the night when six soldiers finally violated her cunt.

Another slave was forced into a harness with her arms sheathed behind her. Her mouth was gagged with a bit, and around her neck and waist were heavy leather straps used to support a tray that jutted out a good foot in front of her breasts. She would serve drinks for the orgy until her muscles were too tired to move. 

The rest of the whores, including Brigitta, were used for every whim and sexual fancy their captors could devise. Madame Duvalier’s country house became a seamy bordello, in every room asses and cunts were breached, mouths were fucked with fat pricks and cum shoved down open throats. Most of the slaves were bound in some matter—with their arms or wrists tied behind them; or gagged and hogtied feet to wrists while their cunts were probed; or body-bound with a dress of ropes that cut deeply into their flesh. The fashions were as ingenious as the minds that created them—some elegant, some bizarrely crude. 

Madame Duvalier was to be no more than any other slave that night. She was not distinguished from the others because this had been her house, nor because she was an experienced sexual slave. But when it was her moment to be chosen, she was unexpectedly dragged from the circle and taken to her own boudoir on the second floor. Her arms were bound behind her making her breasts protrude, cone shaped and almost stiff, with her pink nipples shriveling into knots. Perspiration made her lustrous white skin shine. Thrown to the floor of the room, she was dragged along the carpet by the leash until she slumped at the booted feet of a soldier who was sitting in her flowered reading chair. One quick glance at her surroundings revealed that nothing was changed in this tiny piece of her other life, except for the jarring juxtaposition of soldier and feminine elegance. Her own bound image would have been as unnerving to some, but she had not yet put herself into the picture. 

“So, you are Madame Duvalier.” After a night of sneers and jibes, and cruel mocking declarations, this voice sounded quite sane. 

Renee looked up, staring into the face of another soldier, like the others dressed in khaki. This had no mustache, no facial hair at all. His hair was short, closely clipped to the side of his face, that face oddly capable of more expression than most of the men’s’ below. 

“I believe I’m just a slave now,” she answered him.

“My slave for the night.” He looked around at the flower papered walls, the thick cushion of downy comforter on the bed and the fine porcelain figurines that gave away the woman’s wealth. “This was your bedroom?”

“It was.”

“And now you’re ruined,” he stated flatly.

“Are you taking pleasure in mocking me?”

“No, I’m just amazed. That anyone could think themselves so important that they needed this kind of luxury. There is a world filled with poverty that could use these baubles to buy food. You use them for ornament.”

“True, but if there is no one with the money to buy these baubles then they become as worthless as pieces of rancid meat.” 

He nodded. “Point taken.” He picked up an amber-colored blown glass vase from the 19th Century. “So, I suppose you’d say that we need your kind to keep the poor employed, otherwise, what would they have to work for? Is that your reasoning?”

“I am not a political being, sir. I was once a woman of breeding, but these times and this incessant hatred of women has turned me into a whore and a slave. I am, like the other women below, forced to serve you. Perhaps, I might have had some say in the matter even five years ago, but I knew no better than what I was taught. I don’t understand this now. Why I am abused so… or my friends and family are. But I will live through it and hopefully see a saner more enlightened day.”

“Oh! You do have spunk,” he sat back amused. He seemed to be an enormous man and in that enormity a very handsome one. His trim, muscled body appealed to her. And his coal black eyes seemed capable of great discernment the way they skirted the room, inspected her and finally came to rest on her humbled form. 

But spunk? His last retort settled like soured milk on her stomach. “You call me spunky?”  

“Spirit, class, guts, character.”

“Oh, that sounds better. And I thank you for noticing. Though I’m no different than the other women incarcerated here.”

“Maybe not. But why don’t you let me think otherwise? Give me some illusion.”

“Why should I? You point out reality to me; I can point it out to you. You’ve made women slaves.”

“And I happen to believe that is exactly what they should be. I applaud you for your beauty, your grace and comely manners, for your ability to work hard and for the cunts at the bottom of your bellies, which I like to use for my pleasure. Otherwise, I find the females of our species to be vapid and wasted in serious matters.”

“Ah, I see. Then there is no use in our conversing. I don’t know why you would. Perhaps you should get on with fucking me… or beating me if you’d prefer that first.”

He pulled her by the hair, pulling hard to bring Renee to her knees where he could see her more closely. 

“Just because I view you as little more than I would a pet, is no reason why I can’t amuse myself. All I need is for you to shut up when I decide I’ve had enough of you.”

“I don’t know why I thought you’d be different than the others. I suppose because, for some reason you’ve confiscated my boudoir—which is, oddly, still sacrosanct to me. But it is obvious that you are as crass, ill-bred, ignorant, foolish and shortsighted as any man in this house.”

He laughed. 

“Laugh all you like. Gag me when you’ve had enough. I really don’t care anymore who you are or what you want.”

His expression looked genuinely concerned. “Now that is a problem.”

“Why?”

“Because we will make love, and I want your spirit in the bed with me.”

“I suppose I cannot separate myself from that,” she conceded.

“Good. Give me that, you’ll have a satisfied lover.”

“That hardly matters to me. I’m just a whore.”

He lifted her further into his lap and began undoing the heavy rope around her arms. “What is your name?”

“Madame Duvalier.”

“That I know, but what do people call you?”

She hesitated between giving him a nasty retort and telling the truth, finally giving in. He had a strange compelling energy about him that she found hard to resist despite his misogynist viewpoint. “Renee.”

“Ah, now that is sweet, even girlish.”

“Girls become women and women become churlish adversaries to men.”

“Humph, now it seems I will have to gag you if you can’t shut up.”

She didn’t want to be gagged. Gags hurt her mouth, made her salivate uncontrollably, which only humiliated her more. “How about I don’t talk?”

“Yes, how about that,” he murmured quietly, without contempt or ridicule, but with sensuous softness in a tender delivery that matched the gentle caress of his hand. He ran it through her hair, untangling the messy snarl of raven curls. He brought her close, kissing softly on her brow and then her eyes, finally finding her mouth and a surprisingly wet welcome of tongue and lips. “To bed with you, slut,” he simpered on. Sitting on his lap, she could sense the pulse of his organ beneath his pants and reacted internally with her crotch jumping wildly to life. Lifting her in his arms, the soldier strode to the bed and gently set her down on familiar covers. She almost felt guilty having such pleasure in her own bed with a man who seemed almost human. 

Yet, the rogue was not as easy as she first figured. 

Instead of the usual routine of body-to-body grunt and grind, he laid her out, tying her hands and feet in spread-eagle fashion, then mounted her, straddling her chest. His organ free and rod-like, veins popping from the muscle as they rushed with blood, he presented the shaft to her face and forced the head against her lips. 

She lapped it as if she were making the rounds of a dripping Popsicle—though this missile wasn’t cold but hot and it wasn’t wet—yet. The aroma of perspiration, urine and masculine pheromones assaulted her sense of smell, prompting a wave of desire to roll down through her body and nestle at her crotch. Her body clamored for something thick to spear her hungering womb. 

Her soldier was seeking a more graphic, animal kind of copulation. He wanted to see her face as he plunged the organ into her mouth and down her throat. He pulled out when she didn’t gag. As a reward, she could work his meat with the muscles in her jaw and the skill of her tongue. As his member moved quickly toward its climax, he jabbed the thing down her throat again and fucked her mouth like any tightly squeezing orifice. The head hit the back of her mouth and slid further down the cavity. 

Good whore that she was, she’d trained herself to deep-throat cock. Head back, body arched, mind now as expanded as her body, she rode out the soldier’s pleasure, until he was finally shooting hot jets of thick white cream down her throat, inside her mouth and, at the very last as he pulled out to watch her facial expression, her cheeks and chin. He smeared the last of his cum over her skin with the head of his prick, then collapsed to her side. 

Renee remained bound while the soldier slept. She drifted off, though her feet were cold and she kept waking. In the middle of the night, she heard screams in the house below—some awful sounds of beating and distress. Her mind traveled instantly to the two young women in her cellar—locked behind a huge oak grate, which was nearly indestructible and hopefully would bar anyone from searching beyond. 

Had Katarina and Isobel been found? Was it wise to have kept them hidden? What if they were discovered? What fate then? Her mind worked itself into a frenzy of imaginings—none of which were acceptable to her conscience. No matter how she looked at the matter, she’d failed their father and them. Locked in a horrible cellar, or collared and branded as slaves, both options were unspeakable.

In the middle of the night, the soldier awakened and rolled over on Renee’s body, using her cunt this time. She thrashed back and forth with him, almost angrily seeking her physical satisfaction. Usually her trips to bliss were easily won, but there was too much on her mind now, too much fear of what she’d find below when she was finally released and allowed some freedom to move. 

At dawn, the soldier was gone, leaving Renee tied in the same position she’d spent the night. To his credit, he’d thrown her shawl over her body so that it covered her toes and offered her some protection from the night air. 

Jeanne came to her room to set her free. 

“Ma’am, these must be hurting badly,” the maid worried over her. She was curiously dressed in her grey maid’s dress, though her apron was missing, and the slave collar was still around her neck. 

“What is happening below?”

“Quiet, Madame. Eerie actually.”

“And you, how did you fare?”

“Well used, ma’am,” she said in a matter-of-fact tone. “Dance me around all over the downstairs for nearly an hour. I was fucked by two randy pricks. Felt pretty good, pretty soothing after I took their blasted cane. Can stand a lot of abuse, ma’am. But the stroke of bamboo feels like I’ve burned myself with a hot iron—bad as that blasted brand,” she rubbed her new wound.

“And Brigitta?”

“She’s fine, ma’am. The worst of them continued to make an example of her all night. But she was gone, drifting pretty merrily, I’d say. They fed her more drugs up the ass. I don’t know what’s in ‘em but they did the trick for me—at least before they wore off. Better than wine or ale.”

“And this morning, have you seen her?”

“Indeed. Britta floated into the kitchen, wearing her own silk wrapper, looking dreamy. She’s bruised and worn out, but there’s no weariness in her eyes, just dreams.”

Renee worked the soreness from her wrists and ankles as she sat up and let her maid bring her something from the closet to wear.

“That Commandant of Brothels wants to see you,” she told her.

“Really? How about the other men?”

“Half are gone, the rest seem to be getting geared up to go. A lot hauled out just after daybreak, some battle just north of here sent them packing. I’ll be glad to get this place back to normal.”

“Normal will not be happening, Jeanne. Not for a long time.”

“I know. I know.” The maid sighed, “But I can dream.”

Renee smiled. “Yes, we all still need to dream.”


CHAPTER SIX

In The Dead of Night

The Commandant of Brothels met Renee in the library of the house—another sunny room, not some dreary men’s study with thick, gargantuan furniture and gloomy bookcases covering the walls. Madame’s library was more genteel, offering several floor-to-ceiling cases of hardbound and paperback books… some dating back well into the 19th and 20th Centuries. She loved the smell of the room, the perfume of paper and glue and printing ink, which though faint now, still roused her imagination and romantic spirit. She particularly liked the words of Henry James, Jane Austen and the erotica written at the turn of the 21st Century. The more graphic and extreme the better. She had kindred spirits in those times… a fact that soothed her occasionally befuddled spirit.  

She met the Commandant while wearing her slave collar and a rose silk wrap dress with a plunging neckline and a sweepy skirt that reached past her knees. She appeared to float as she moved gracefully into the room. It was a cool clear morning with a breeze coming through the windows from the West. 

“Good day, sir,” she said politely with a faint smile on her lips. They were blushed with rose lipstick, as were her cheeks. 

“I don’t like to be kept waiting,” the Commandant answered her brusquely. 

“My apologies… I was rather tied up this morning.”

The man let the pun escape him and moved on. “You’re lucky, Madame, that we’re not staying a week,” he said as he inspected Renee from head to toe, “but you can expect a steady flow of soldiers at your door.”

“Then we’ll make them welcome.”

He looked surprised. “My, what good spirits. Perhaps this life suits you.”

“It will have to, I believe, since you are in charge. If there is anything I’ve learned in the last few years, it is to make the best of any arrangement.”

“Then you’re more accommodating than you were last night.”

“Like my sisters in this brothel, I was well taken last night. I’m woman enough to acknowledge the benefits of sex—even if it’s not the variety I prefer.”

“I would say that bondage and whipping suit many women—your cousin, I believe, is a good example.”

“For some, but not most. For most, such acts are hardly sexual.”

“Most soldiers are not connoisseurs of pleasure, they simply want to vent their frustrations and give their bodies some sexual satiation. As long as this brothel provides that, you will stay in business. The Command will ship you enough food to keep the women fed. You have enough amenities here to supply the rest.”

“And is there someone I can turn to if we need more supplies?”

“I will be here from time to time; you can make your requests then. But understand that we’re not in the business of establishing a lavish brothel, but simply a place for men to take their baser inclinations.” He sighed showing his exasperation. “Unfortunately, the animal desire to copulate with women is a reality we must deal with.”

“Does that mean you don’t enjoy women yourself?” she wondered aloud. 

He sneered. “I wouldn’t stoop so low. I’ve learned to satisfy myself with men and find their company far more appealing.”

“That is too bad,” Renee turned cloy with devilish thoughts stirring a sense of mischief. “I was so looking forward to satisfying your animal desire the next time you’re here. I missed most of the partying downstairs last night.”

“Yes.” He seemed to remember the facts of Renee’s swift exit from the room with some undisclosed concern. “But you needn’t bother with me. Women are no more than sport in my eyes. Like training dogs or ponies to conform, obey and serve. That would be the extent of my use for them. I suppose if you’re more appealing with pretty clothes that is a plus for the men who want to romp your bones. For myself, I’d prefer to strip you of those worldly trappings and return you to your natural state for breeding and menial subservience.” 

A chill raced up her spine as the man’s wicked nature competed with his coldness in causing her to loathe him.

“And about those other two women...” he continued, eyebrows raised. His scrutiny of her was impeccable, looking for flaws in her demeanor at the mention of this new topic. 

“What other women?” she asked innocently. 

“The others you were harboring when you left the city. I believe they were under your protection, the daughters of an American businessman.” 

“Yes, they were in my charge. But they left shortly after our arrival here. It was determined that they’d be safer elsewhere.” Her expression faded painfully. “So many erroneous conclusions have been reached in the last several months. I’m afraid my decisions for those two might well have backfired. I’ve had no word that they have arrived safely in their father’s hands. In fact, I’ve had no word from them at all, and given our current circumstances, I fear they are dead, at the very least captured and detained with the other missing women.”

The Commandant didn’t want to believe her story. It seemed more likely to him that she was lying, but there was no evidence to pursue a lie. The house had been searched from attic to basement… secret passageways had been discovered, dustbins cleared out, the cellar investigated by experts in the art of tracking runaway slaves. The only conclusion that could be reached was that the sisters simply were no longer in the house. 

“What about your caretaker?”

“If you have questions to ask him, do. You have the right.”

“Would he attempt to rescue the women?”

“I doubt that very much. He is a sympathizer with your cause. He’d be in the Army if his age and his gimpy knee didn’t prevent that.”

“Is that so? But I wonder why he would take orders from a woman.”

“He gets want he needs from this house, always has. He does his job because that’s what he knows and likes. And when he wants a woman, he is welcomed into any bed he chooses. We could do worse and so could he. But trust me, his sympathies are with the insurgent forces. I’ve heard him expound many times on the matter—most eloquently.”

“Then perhaps I should put him in charge of this brothel.”

“You’ll do whatever suits you.”

Glaring at her haughtily as if he were in a perpetual snit with her gender, he replied, “Indeed I will. Get the man for me.”

Renee left the room, quickly taking the back stairs into the yard, to Johan’s cottage at the rear of the estate grounds. Beyond the immediate area of the house, there were acres of pastures and forests that had been left wild in the last several years. Johan hunted on the property, furnished game for the household and puttered about the house fixing what he desired to fix and leaving the rest of the work to Jeanne. The other servants had been dismissed several years ago. Johan wanted to stay; though he took few orders, living a life apart—hardly different than Madame’s description for the state official now in her study.

“The Commandant of Brothels wants to see you,” Renee declared when he answered her knock at his cottage door. 

“Me? Why?”

“That’s obvious. You’re a man.”

“I’m not their kin.”

“I’ve told him you sympathized with his cause.”

The aging fellow cocked his head, pursed his lips and leveled Madame Duvalier with his left eye. “You have something up your sleeve, Renee? I’ll whip you myself if you’ve spoken for me.”

“You’ve been loyal, God knows why, but I’m grateful. I merely thought if you were given some power over the house that we would fare better than if there were a soldier permanently assigned here. You’d be happier, I’m sure.”

“You scheme well,” he quietly humphed. 

“But will you go to him?”

“Anything to please you,” he mocked her lightly.

“Thank you.” She started forward to hug him but thought better of it and backed off. 

“Wise move,” Johan said as he moved past her out the door, then he turned back. “The sisters are doing fine. I brought them food last night. Aside from looking like two scared wet hens, they will survive.” He strode off leaving Renee’s heart to warm receiving this good news. If there were even a slight window of time afforded her, she’d be seeking them out herself, but it was just too dangerous with soldiers still about. She was even wary of the other whores—afraid to trust anyone in this new climate of deceit and treachery. Anyone could betray her, anyone prove false.

Thankfully, Johan knew the caves beneath the house as well as anyone. That he cared to feed Isobel and Katarina was a piece of good fortune that she hadn’t counted on. At least they were still well. 

The country house quieted after dark that night. All the soldiers were gone except one drunken blowhard who had passed out from drink and fever in one of the upper bedrooms. Milly, a good-hearted whore, was nursing him through the night and the rest of the women were in bed, recovering from exhaustion. 

Taking the chance that all was well, Renee slipped out of the house and moved rapidly toward the chicken coop. Her movements shouldn’t be suspicious to that point and no one would be able to see her exit out of the back of the coop and make her way to the root cellar and the entrance to the caves. She moved on intuition and memory, finding the cobweb covered cellar door almost too spooky to enter… until she remembered that two young women were sequestered inside those dark recesses alone. 

In the side of the cellar, a fake wall opened into the tunnel leading toward the house. When she was a child, she’d memorized the maze and knew it by heart. Swiftly making her journey now, she took the twisted underground thoroughfare in minutes, coming up to the opening in the tunnel wall where the two young women would be sheltered. She shocked them with her appearance and they squealed running into her arms. 

“Oh, we’re finally rescued!” Katarina screamed with glee. 

“No, no, my dear. You’re still in danger and you’ll have to stay here.”

“Oh, we are all right,” Isobel assured her. “Johan has been bringing us things.”

There were crude mattresses against the wall, clean blankets, plenty of food, wine and even a deck of playing cards and several books they could read by candlelight.

“The light’s horrible, that’s the worst,” Katarina droned. “But if those awful things are still happening above ground, I’d rather stay here.” She was good with the brave front. 

“Our lives are no better than your worst fears. But you cannot stay here forever.”

“Johan took us to his cottage,” Isobel said. “Perhaps he will again.”

“Did he now?” This was a surprise.

“Yes, in the middle of last night he brought us into his cottage and fed us tea and cookies, and berries from the woods covered in cream.” Katarina was radiant with the news. 

“And he took me to bed,” Isobel added, sounding so much more womanly than her giggling sister. Her face was flushed, but not from embarrassment. Renee recognized the mood of lust. 

“And how did he have you?”

She blushed now, looking down at her lap rather than in Madame’s eyes. “Passionately.”

“And were you willing?”

“My body aches for him, ma’am.”

“For him?”

“I think we are kindred spirits in some way. I don’t understand my feelings. I can’t call it love, but…” she paused, “maybe?”

“His sympathies are not with us completely, Isobel. Be on your guard.”

“He won’t betray us, I know that!”

“I believe you, dear. But above all things, Johan is an opportunist, which makes it important for you to be careful.”

“Madam, face it, our lives are in his hands. He knows we’re hiding, and that our conspiracy is against the law. I’m sure if he planned to reveal our whereabouts, he would have already done so.”

“That doesn’t change the fact that he is a pragmatic man. As long as you serve his needs, he’ll keep mum. But as soon as circumstances change, you can’t count on him to stay loyal.”

Isobel was not moved by Renee’s warning. “What choice do we have, Madame?”

“None really,” Renee conceded. “Stay in Johan’s good graces, I’m sure your body is a delight for such an old man.”

“Old ma’am! He’s mighty fit for being old!”

They laughed as they might have laughed under better times, and ate the last bit of the cakes that Johan brought them. They supped their lukewarm tea and bittersweet memories until the strain made them all too edgy to continue. 

“As soon as I can guarantee your safety, I’ll have you moved. Until then, dears, hold on.”

Stars splashed the nighttime sky like white pepper on black coal. Renee stared into the deepest of the patterns, into the Milky Way, wondering what was beyond those tiny points of light beaming so beautifully to earth. Perhaps hope was born there in those regions, and that was why looking into the enormity of the night, she couldn’t be afraid. Life still had substance and meaning. Her only task was to find out what that was. 

Making her way back to the house from the chicken coop, she was almost at the back entrance to the house, when something moved on her from the shadows, sinking a blade into her side, and a firm hand over her mouth. 

“No sound, miss,” the accompanying gruff voice ordered.

Her attacker covered her nose with a rag drenched in something sickly sweet and she lost all will to fight. 

No, no sounds, she reasoned with herself. As though she were no more than a sack of wheat, she was tossed over the man’s oxen shoulders and carried into the opposite woods. Stopping amidst undergrowth too thick to see beyond, she was dropped from the burly brigand’s shoulders into the backseat of a motor vehicle. It was too difficult to make out who was absconding with her, even more frightening as a sash was tied over her eyes, and a wad of wet cloth shoved into her mouth. The vehicle smelled of diesel fuel and soot; the gag a drug she understood would put her out in seconds. One minute she was hearing a running motor gunned, the next, the ringing of a bell some distance away.

***

“She is infamous.” The words hit her eardrums making them hurt. 

“Pretty, too.” 

Her head pounded, thick with blood. Her ankles felt as if they were being stretched.

“I think she’s coming to.”

Something sharp rapped against her ass, she twisted, feeling strangely as if she were falling. Another whap, she spun around, aware only then that she was dangling from her ankles. That was all the explanation she needed for the bizarre spinning, the ache in her feet, the blood rushing at her temples, and the warmth pressing outward from her face. 

“How long does she endure this?”

“As long as I like.”

The voices had distinguishable tones, though none were recognizable. 

“She’s been beaten?”

“Many times.”

Her mind settled on Inspector Lyon. This would be his tactic. Then her thoughts drifted on as the pictures of a dozen lovers ran like moving pictures through her thoughts. 

A hand was at her pussy, burrowing in like the nose of an animal. It wasn’t so easy getting to the target with her feet manacled together and her legs tied off with several rounds of rope. 

“He wants his mark left on her.”

The second voice was quiet, although someone was pacing around her. Renee could feel the draft of air he created when he moved. 

“What do you think of that?” 

The question was aimed directly at her and was emphasized with a sharp rap on her flank, right at the spot of her brand where the skin was still sore and the misshapen insignia of her slavery was trying to heal. 

Regardless of the man’s aim to have her answer, it was impossible still gagged with the soggy wet cloth.

The exploring hand moved from the folds of her cunt, prying open her ass cheeks to expose her sphincter. 

“Blow her up a little, shall we? They say this is a mean torture.”

“That’s what the man wants, that’s what he’ll get.”

What man? she wondered again. 

Something was being shoved into her ass, pushed, prodded, forced inside the narrow channel. The lubricant was light, but apparently enough to serve the purpose. If this were an anal plug, it was a small one. However, seconds after the device was installed, she heard a strange swishing sound of air, and a steady pressure began to build inside her ass. She was being pumped with air—air filling an expanding bag that had been inserted into her rectum. The pressure built to startling heights and then stopped. 

Clamps followed, six that she could count, two attached to her nipples, pressing the flesh and distending her breasts as they hung down toward the floor below her head. The other four were attached to her outer labia in matched spots at the top and bottom of the forward cleft, left there to hang heavily while they pinched her skin. The desire to scream was not as evident as the desire to lose consciousness. Pain came in one roaring sheet of agony as these several places—ass, breasts and cunt—were cruelly tortured. 

In the distance, she heard the sound of voices—they were far away beyond her mind, floating in her daydreams as if they even weren’t real. 

Sudden gashes from a rod ripped off against the flesh of her ass and the flesh of her thighs. Her breasts were struck many times, as was her heaving belly.

Grunting into the gag could be her only response, and that unauthorized reply poured from her body the way a torrent of rain gushes through swollen rivers during a violent storm. 

In time, the horror stopped. The clamps were one by one removed, leaving her blood to rush back into the shards of skin, making each place spike with pain that zapped her like an electric strike. 

Turned upright, held in some man’s hefty grasp, her ankles were released and she was lowered to a stony floor. 

“Crawl,” the voice was specific. Pointless to hesitate, she started, then was kicked in the side to angle her humbled trek. Her ass was full—not in pain, but full. Each movement seemed to amplify the bloated feeling in her behind. Her nipples and cunt still ached from the clamps. Her knees would be bruised from the cold stone. What could possibly be the point of torture, if not for torture’s sake alone? She was in the hands of a sadist who must be standing by admiring his handiwork. What evil! The truth made her shudder deep.

“Stop!” 

She stopped. 

“You’re wondering why this is happening. You’re wondering if you’re going to die. You can’t figure out why you’ve been targeted for this humiliation.” Someone drove a rod into the end of the puffed up anal plug; so the force moved it deeper opening the insides of her body wider. “Madame Renee Duvalier you are a haughty bitch, and this is how bitches are taught lessons in this world. You’re an example. You’re here to learn fast, and understand well. You may have some luxury in your life, but that is only because having your pretty country house be our regiment’s main brothel suits us. It suits our General. So it shall remain. Every day, one of your brood will be brought here for training, just as you are being trained now. We can’t afford to have sluts like you getting ideas, running wild, plotting schemes. You try anything unauthorized, the next girl will suffer more. The torture will increase and they will last longer. Not a pretty picture, is it? And just so you can play a part in our little scheme, you will do the choosing. You’ll decide which girl comes to us next. Hopefully, these little training sessions will make our point, and keep you all on your toes.”

Renee didn’t hear another man speak until after she was silently returned to her country house and laid on her bed as though she had taken a brief vacation, nothing more. Not a day had passed. Hours, just hours and dawn was breaking. Her body ached, her mind was riddled with confusion, but she was too exhausted to do anything but sleep. 

***

Before the next day dawned, Madame was visited by two regular customers: Captain Emil Labeque and her unnamed soldier from the first night—the talkative one whose company she enjoyed and whose style of sex seemed to set him apart from the others.

Labeque came first, in the afternoon, insisting that she awaken from her long nap to service him. That she did easily. He didn’t ask for much but a good fuck, and since he was so youthful and physically appealing, the task was hardly difficult, even when her body ached from the night’s abuse. He was gone quickly… his appearance seemed orchestrated to remind her of his power in the region—fairly amazing for an officer so young. Perhaps he wanted to gloat, too, because he was the author of the training scheme. But she refused to acknowledge that anything unusual had happened the night before, or that her current aches and wounds were anything more than normal for a hardworking whore. 

Later in the day, the soldier arrived. His entrance was quiet, going almost unnoticed by the rest of the brothel. He took the back stairs to Renee’s boudoir as if he were a lover she was required to meet in secret. 

“You!” she exclaimed while turning around to see who’d entered her room unannounced. Her tummy warmed at the sight of him. 

“Yes, me. Have you missed me, dear?”

“I suppose I have,” she smiled coyly. Sitting at her dressing table brushing her hair, she turned back around, flirtatiously looking forward to his next move. “You jest well.”

“I’m nothing but a scoundrel, not be trusted, but I do like your body, Madame.” He moved closer to Renee, who felt his stealthy approach in the shivering tremor that glanced down her back. 

Kneeling behind her, he leaned in and kissed her ear, blowing his breath on the back of her neck. This move caught her in the crotch, seeming to bring every nerve to attention all at once. The feeling was delicious. 

“You know, I don’t know your name,” she suddenly said as her body bristled with energy.

“Does it matter?” he wondered. 

“It makes talking to you and thinking of you easier.”

“So you think of me when I’m not here?”

“I wouldn’t jump to that conclusion,” she warned playfully. 

“Why don’t you call me Dash,” he said.

“Short for Dashiell?”

“No, it’s just a name I often use when I’m doing undercover work.”

“So this isn’t your name?”

He shrugged. “Names don’t matter to me.”

“Well, Dash will do. It would make more sense when I’m dreaming to have something on which to fix my thinking… and in case I cry out a lover’s name in the night.”

He relished her wit. “You are a charming princess.”

“Princess? Why would you call me that?”

“Life handed to you on a silver platter.”

“Wait a minute,” she pushed him off with her palm and rose from her dressing table. “You won’t get political with me, sir. I’ve already informed you of that fact. I’m a dupe, a lowly woman. I have no opinions, no rights and I won’t let you expound on my status. I was born into my life, just as you were born into yours. I didn’t pick the circumstances, and although I’ve had my share of luxury, I’m paying every day for who I am. That’s all I’ll say about that, the subject is closed.”

“What an amazing woman.”

“Yes, I am,” she smiled, smugly. “Now do you want my body?” She opened her dressing gown to unveil the treasure he’d been waiting for.

“Yes, that’s exactly what I want—though I’m not sure if I want to string you up or torture your nipples all night with my teeth.”

She shuddered at that thought. “Either one gives me the willies right now. But then you are the sadist and I’m the lowly masochist.” He was so unbelievably alluring, she wanted to dive into the man forever. For no more reason than—despite his petulant attitude toward women—he made her feel human. It was refreshing to talk so glibly, to feel free enough to spout out anything she liked, and know that he wouldn’t judge her thoughts… or even attempt to stop her rambling chatter. But time for chatter was over…“Do with me what you will,” she murmured softly, sauntering like a feral cat, “sssssssssssss,” beginning to hiss and pretending to claw.

“My, I suppose I’d better be careful.”

“Yes, you should,” she whispered now, clutching the package of steel and softness between his thighs. The organ pumped in her hand, sensation spreading through her fingers like a wildfire. Gently squeezing, his hidden member pulsed even stronger. 

“On your knees, bitch.”

She slumped gratefully to the carpet, sinking her bruised knees into the thick texture, finding her fingers working rapidly to discover what lay beyond the zipper. Finding the slide, she slowly pulled it down, hearing the tiny zipping sounds, and almost squealed with glee as her eyes met the head of his tumescent cock—large, purple, heated, and driving purposefully for her lips. She opened wide, recalling how he’d opened her before, and made her throat work hard to pleasure the organ. This act she did more consciously, offering her lover every effort known to woman for the pleasure of a male erection. Her favorite joy was seeing his body jump as she ran her tongue around the rim of his cock head. He clutched her hair in his hand at that point and refused to let go as he fucked her opened mouth. 

She was ordered to the bed, this time with her wrists roped to the upper posters at the foot of the bed (as long as it wasn’t her battered ankles). He flogged her nakedness, laying strike after strike of leather thongs over the surface of her flesh. Repeated. Heated. Demanding. Thorough and caressing. Overjoyed by the pleasure, her body glided over the edge of orgasm three times that she remembered and several that she didn’t. 

He teased her with the touch of the leather flogger handle at her lips, then ran the implement over her face, drawing it unhurriedly over her shoulder letting each fall tickle its own separate path of flesh. Renee fell back into the wrist restraints, body in a waking faint as this lover worked his fingers into her crotch to stimulate another climax. He withdrew in time to leave her longing, in time to crush the next attempt with a few ass kicking blows leveled at her buttocks, point aptly made. Standing at attention again, she took more leather rain, while crying softly to herself, so only she and he could hear. 

He stood at her back, his hand around her torso, his fingers covering one nipple and squeezing the tender bud, increasing her discomfort until she emitted a sensuous groan, “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.” She was anxious and afraid. 

“I should pierce your skin,” he told her, “leave my brand on your body. Assure myself that you won’t forget me. Seems others are staking claims on the slaves of their choice. I can think of no other brat, or mistress I’d rather have locked in my cellar, hidden away from the rest of the world.”

She jarred uneasily as this dashing soldier stumbled into territory frightfully paralleling the truth.

He played the other nipple, giving it the same excruciating treatment, letting the crudity spin through her body like a top about to crash.  

“You think you can survive with your dreams intact… we’ll see if you can stand the cruelty of my world, and still relish that thought. There is more horror awaiting you, Princess Renee Duvalier. You’ll see your head spin out of control… and your topsy-turvy world stand on end. This story isn’t over, Princess. I’ve only begun to plumb your lusty depths.”

He set the nipple free, and she collapsed back sighing deeply, venting into the strikes of the flogger, finding another forgetful place to dwell for a few orgasmic seconds. Then he was gone, as before, leaving her bound, this time hanging, body waiting for rescue and repairs, mind numb, afraid to remember the strange lines that fed her worst fears. 


CHAPTER SEVEN

Arrested & Accused

The world of rapture and surrender moved forward for a season and a day. Days became less wicked, tortures more infrequent, the soldiers less visible. They had work to do. The whores had only to wait for the men to appear—that and scrape the barrel of provisions for something to eat. 

Renee felt comfortable enough to move her two lonely charges into the attic of the house. She found a perch for them that was more inviting than the bowels of the earth. Johan was pissed, but she let him be. Even if there was a threatening love affair, she couldn’t leave the girls in that miserable place forever. Maybe, eventually, they’d blend into the fabric of the brothel unnoticed by anyone but the girls themselves. But that scheme was for later. Bringing them to the attic was accomplished in secret, a dead of the night move that only Brigitta, Jeanne and she knew about. 

Katarina and Isobel were all smiles. When it was safe, each took baths in Renee’s boudoir, cleansed their hair and put on fresh dresses. 

While these two waited for another wave of political upheaval to change their fate, Renee entertained her favorite soldiers in her boudoir, enjoying the benefits of their voracious sexual appetites. There was little she did not relish, as long as their whips and crops and floggers and painful clamps would send her into that dreamy land of letting go—the only place she felt truly free. Brigitta seemed to have a similar experience, although the young woman had become more calloused by her life as a whore than Renee was. She lacked vision and hope. Maybe it was too much to ask of a young woman who saw no prospect for change—and had little memory of a better past. Renee, the eternal optimist, assumed that the world would make another, saner, more pleasing alteration in its course. 

Just as she was told to do on that treacherous midnight, Madame Duvalier sent one of the thirteen whores for training each successive night. Initially, she worried over whom to send; who could stand the worst of it; who would have the strength to take the kind of pain the training required. It took just one day of tortured ruminations to realize that a system based on mercy would never work. Eventually the young and weak ones would have to serve their time. She was not responsible for this circumstance, and would not suffer every day she sent a whore to face this misery. 

She chose them randomly—no other system worked. Privately drawing their names from an unused teapot, she sent them on. They each took their turn until all thirteen whores had their first training session. Expecting to continue with another round, Renee kept a chart, figuring that they would go in the same order. On the fourteenth night, however, the transportation for the next in line—Renee herself—did not arrive. Nor did the soldier in charge show the next day. After two weeks, Renee assumed that the training sessions were over, but she warned her charges not to become too complacent. Nothing was a certainty. There were no rules, no rituals to live by, just a pile of mysteries, which held little fascination in any of their minds. These mysteries were all too cruel to bother contemplating. 

Time, slipping slowly by, was punctuated with visits from Inspector Lyon—who continued with their odd sexual rendezvous, and Captain Labeque, who seemed to be grabbing up power by the handfuls as he rose in the military government. He had a maverick side she didn’t trust. Though the charming young fellow could always be counted on to give her an interesting time in bed, she worried when he spoke of political shifts, and the new state. He warned her of the strict regimens that would be imposed on her and her fellow whores should they be caught plotting against the government. Labeque's lectures left her quaking with dread. 

Although the rogue, Dash, was likely as dangerous as his young counterpart, Renee looked forward to his visits. She could never anticipate his sudden appearance in her boudoir, but once he showed his face, she breathed a warm sigh of satisfaction. He had a way of altering everything in her tiny world for the short time he was with her.

Sometimes their conversations were livid arguments; other times their bodies coupled in silent passion. Though he never gave her pleasure without demanding a price in pain, his pain was sweet—like opening a box of candy and diving in for the perfect confection. Each time left an exquisite imprint on her mind—much like a holy sacrament. 

When they argued, she was as alive as she was when they had sex. 

Twice she threw things at him in anger. Once he punished her, spanking her like a squalling brat. She loved it all. She wanted to mention love to him, but the word seemed a little extreme and impractical. More to the point, she was afraid to hear his reply. One afternoon the word was foremost in her mind, so she purposely started their conversation in the opposite direction. 

“What is this I hear of a rebel army?”

“You’ve heard of one?” he wondered.

“I’m a whore. I hear everything, sometimes before it happens.”

“And you’ve heard about these rebels?”

“That they have advanced on the border and are threatening the government.”

“You think that’s wise?”

“Wise?” What did he mean by that? “I’m asking you. I don’t have an opinion. I was simply wondering if this was going to change my life again.”

“No one knows. But I suppose you’ll be pleased as a kid in a candy store to see this government fall.”

“I could hardly contain my glee. That is, if these rebels have any moral character to back them, and weren’t just a jealous carbon copy of what we have.”

“I thought you didn’t politically talk?” he jibed. 

“I’m afraid I do have a mind, even if I am a poor, wretched woman.” 

“I doubt we have much to worry over—we, meaning my fellow soldiers and I. The rebels are a natural product of the extremes of these times, and they’ll go away as things become more settled.”

“And you think they are becoming more settled?”

“I think they should. Soon.” He looked curiously thoughtful.

Sometimes she thought of him separately from the others, as if he had no ties to the government that had collared and branded her. These were dreams, she knew that, good dreams that made her smile. Fantasy did a lot to make her life less dreary. 

Dash left her in the same tied up state as before… after long, blissful, bound sex and many tender kisses. He never promised to come back, but she counted on the fact that he would. 

***

On especially dark nights, Isobel would slip out of the attic, take the back stairs surreptitiously and creep from shrub to shrub toward Johan’s cottage. He never told her not to and never sent her away. They spent many nights together, leaving Katarina to dwell worried on the possibility that her sister would never come back. She was afraid for her, selfishly needed her and was jealous that Isobel had found a man to love. Katarina’s virgin body ached. The many nights she masturbated to the sounds of groaning couples in the house below only made her desperation more acute and her fingers fly more violently over the cum-soaked folds of skin. One night she slipped a stolen banana into her creaming pussy, another time she fucked herself with a long-necked beer bottle. Anything she could get her hands on became her lover for the evening or the afternoon. There was little else to do but read, play cards and talk to her mooning sister about things they could never have. She began to long for the activities downstairs, as much as Isobel longed for Johan. 

“What if I were to simply arrive there?” she posed to Isobel. “Pretend I’d been walking on foot, had been hiding in the woods and was finally giving myself up because life was so miserable in hiding?”

“You could,” Isobel agreed cautiously. “But you’re prepared for sex, not for being beaten and treated like a slave. You want to wear that awful collar? Have your ass branded? Give yourself over to the lash and cruel torture, night after night?”

Thinking of these things, Katarina changed her mind and sufficed with the ministrations of her own hand and the homemade sex toys she prized like little jewels. 

***

Renee could feel the storm in the air, though she knew it was a long way off. Clouds were dark in the East, the wind had begun to flutter leaves about the yard and scatter the August dust. Perhaps it was just the time of year, perhaps just premonitions born of past August days. Perhaps it was the particles in air that made the afternoon light glow gold like a halo. Or, perhaps, it was something else that stirred her heart. 

She’d seen Dash the night before and should be reasonably content, having tapped deeply into her sexual psyche, and experienced another night of blissful darkness. However, an early afternoon encounter with Monsieur Brun, the Intelligence Officer for the district, did not go well. He was one of her regulars, but he was hardly a favorite. He liked Madame because he still held old notions about the landed life—something he had never been wealthy enough to enjoy before the military occupation. He had more power now, and would have preferred that his power buy him the traditional luxuries of fancy houses and fine cuisine, expensive wine and women. He wanted more than whores and slaves, but that was all he could get. Madame Duvalier was the closest thing to a lady of importance and good grace he’d ever have. Despite the meager circumstances in these times, she dressed well and treated him like a true lover—at least to start. For a few hours of his day, he was special in her eyes. At the same time, she withstood a good deal of physical abuse if that was his pleasure—and it often was. He couldn’t have been happier with the situation. 

Brun hadn’t the wits, however, to understand that Madame Duvalier despised him. His face was far too fat and oddly shaped, his disposition was normally contemptuous, and his breath stunk from too much garlic and red meat. She spent most of her time with him, holding her breath, seeking fresh air, and suggesting odd sexual acts to keep their faces as far apart as possible. He believed she was simply being creative; and what he didn’t know worked in her favor. 

Another afternoon with Monsieur Brun, groveling at his feet like a dog had been the last thing she desired to do, but she managed well, allowing the fellow to lead her on a leash in a humiliating hands and knees journey through the brothel. He tested her physical endurance with numerous clamps—too many this time to suit her taste. Perhaps it was just the after-ache that was so unpleasant and stressed her mind. 

Gazing now toward the stormy sky, she hoped that it would burst apart. She needed thunder, thrived on lightning. Her body ached for that much passion. She thought of Dash when she thought of storms, his face naturally appearing out of the gloom like a conquering hero. She thought again, wondering if the rebels were advancing and that was what her psychic powers were picking out of the ethers. The collective energy in the brothel had been wary and fitful the entire week. Rumors flew through the brothel. She’d talked to Dash of this and he laughed at her before giving her a sound beating and dancing her ass on the head of his prick until they both climaxed.

The storm was close as Renee hurriedly pulled sheets off the clotheslines and drew them into her breasts. The wind whipped the clean bedclothes like sails, while above the distant rumble of thunder another more ominous sound stirred the atmosphere. Reverberating through the woods, the noise of several heavy trucks assaulted her eardrums. It had been weeks since there had been anything like an orgy in the brothel. Perhaps tonight would be the night. Perhaps she and her brood could benefit from an all out debauchery, or perhaps, they would face another band of capricious soldiers hell-bent on forcing their limits of physical endurance.

Emerging from the woods, a caravan of military vehicles unlike any she’d ever seen before pulled into the yard. 

A military man stepped out of the first car, moving immediately to Renee as if he knew exactly who she was, although she’d never seen him before. 

“M. Duvalier?”

“Yes, I am.”

“Warrant Officer Cavaral. This brothel is now the property of General Marchand. You will surrender yourselves to him now.”

“We are surrendered to whoever shows their face to us,” Renee declared.

“No, Madame. You surrender to these forces alone, the province is now under the command of a new government.”

“The rebel government?”

“There are no rebels, only patriots.” He strode the yard, paced back and forth looking like a puffed up bird. After appraising the structure thoroughly, he turned back to Renee. “The General is particularly interested in meeting you.”

“He is?”

“Tales of your sexual prowess precede you. It’s said this is the best of the military run brothels.”

“I suppose that is a compliment,” she said. 

He ‘humphed’ but did not answer otherwise.

He surveyed the landscape one more time, “There are fifteen women in the house?” he presumed.

“Thirteen,” she corrected.

“I want them out here for inspection.” He motioned to several men who’d gathered behind him and they took to the house on his command, rousing the whores from their beds and salons. The brothel had been curiously empty of soldiers since Monsieur Brun and two of his friends had left a few hours before.  

Renee watched the house as Milly, Sasha, Louisa, Marina and Pauline were flushed out first. In the second wave Brigitta, Jeanne, Ariel, Pim and Willow appeared, rushing hastily to the crowd of tittering young women. The last, Josette and Gabrielle flew to the others already beginning to cry as a mood of threat and fear swept their home. The girls were scantily dressed in short shifts or underwear. A few wore dressing gowns that were quickly plucked from their bodies by a randy soldier wanting a better look. 

Pauline wore nothing but a pair of French lace panties and a tiny hand towel wrapped around her small breasts in an effort to hide the stiffened purple buds at their center of the rounded spheres. She blushed excitedly as a green-eyed, redheaded soldier stripped the pretty blonde with his eyes. Even from where Renee stood some ten feet away, she could see goose bumps breaking out on Pauline’s porcelain skin. 

“I count thirteen,” the commander said. “Where are the other two?”

“Other two?” she asked innocently. 

The scowling fellow stared at the tiny windows high in the roofline of the house, while Renee followed the line of his eyes, fast thinking of something to divert his attention. But she didn’t act in time. 

 “Go search the attic,” he ordered two foot soldiers, who shot off like cannons toward the house.

Sixty seconds of dread followed as the waiting crowd listened to the sound of shuffling boots taking two flights of stairs to the attic. A squeal of women’s cries followed then the whimpering sound of Katarina and a defiant Isobel as they were bodily carried from the house. The arresting soldiers brought the sisters to the commander, threw them to the ground and pushed them forward with the butts of their guns. They shivered in each other’s arms as they scooted forward, scared, forlorn, dressed only in small lace nightshifts that barely covered their asses from the rear and their breasts in front. 

“Get up,” the Warrant Officer shouted. He turned to Renee as the two women struggled to their feet. “You’ve harbored these two in secret?” he snapped sternly.

“Their rooms are in the attic, sir. The house is hardly big enough for all of us.”

“But you’ve denied your knowledge of them.”

“They do not belong here. They are American born and need only to be returned to their native country.”

“They are slaves, Madame, like the rest of you whores.”

“No, sir, they are not!” Renee tried her best offense, though nothing but the commander’s determined eye greeted her in reply. 

“There is no favored status in this country for any slut, no matter where they were born. Whip them now and have them raped.”

“NO!!” Renee roared, and Katarina wailed in the same instant. 

The Officer turned his eye on Renee. A fierce cold swept her body as his stare penetrated clothes, eyes and body. “You, Madame Duvalier, will be condemned with them. You will be tried as a traitor for this fraud. Convicted, you’ll be hanged.”

“Traitor to what!” she shot out. “What can I be condemned for if I broke military laws against which you have fought!”

“You’ve lied to the provincial government, and you’ve lied to me. These maids have no collars or brands, and that, my lady, will prove your undoing.” He turned back to his aides. “Whip them now and have them raped,” he delivered the command again. “And put this bitch under arrest.” 

There was no compromise, no hope for them now. The two young beauties were taken to the front courtyard wall and forced over the balustrade, naked asses waving in the breeze as their nightshifts were pulled back. A whip and cane appeared in the hands of two hefty soldiers, and in minutes rendered the pair of lovely asses raw and streaked with crimson welts. The two wailed, bodies squirming miserably from start to finish, though they were both too scared to flee. Stepping back, the soldiers looked toward their Commander, who motioned them on. “Enough. Let’s fill their cunnies, now.” Two more soldiers strode forward from the group, and handing their guns to their fellows, they bared their cocks to complete the sentence. The crowd of soldiers jeered. The whores cried in terrified wonder. And in the distance, the thunder roared while on its shirttails, the earth seemed to shudder from this mad chaos. 

Ceeeeeeeeeeerrraaaaaaaaaaaakk!

Beyond the stormy rumblings, the sound of gunfire ripped the clamoring air. The whores squealed and Madame Duvalier ran for the bared-assed sisters, while the soldiers grabbed for their guns. As confused as all the rest, the Commander raised his head in disbelief, standing stock-still, peering down the barrel of a shotgun. All eyes focused in that direction as the astonished crowd gazed on the fierce-looking woodsman, Johan, with his shotgun aimed directly at the Commander’s forehead.

“Take them away from here for trial,” he ordered in an even-tempered voice of authority. “They will not be raped in this yard.”

“And who are you, man, to defy me?”

“I am a member of your movement, entrusted with a hundred secrets. You do as I say, or I’ll kill you all. Take the two women to the rebel commander for trial—including Madame Duvalier. But do not lay another hand on those sisters, or you will regret you ever came here.”

“You are Johan?” the commander guessed. 

“I am. Now do as I say,” he nodded grimly, motioning them on with his gun. “I’ll see to it that the brothel is properly run in Madame’s absence.”

His orders were met with the commander’s suspicious expression. But the official had no choice with the weapon aimed his way. He turned to his aides. 

“Have them bound, the three of them, and we’ll take them to General Marchand. The rest…” he stared at the shivering whores… “you can fuck them tonight, after we’ve delivered these goods for trial.”

Still terrified, still weak from the beating, the two sisters gazed at Johan in wonder—unclear about this guardian angel, who had so painstakingly taken care of them while they remained in hiding. Katarina looked at him, hurt and wounded; while Isobel stared at her lover with lustful longing. Her eyes bled tears. Had all his kindness been just a ruse? 

Katarina, Isobel and Madame Duvalier were seized by soldiers, their arms and hands were forced behind them and bound with chains. Their ankles were hobbled with metal cuffs separated by iron bars no more than six inches long. They could barely walk, each of them struggling in the degrading bondage as they were prodded with sticks toward an open flatbed truck. It was impossible for them to climb into the vehicle on their own, so their attending soldier roughly drug them into the truck and left them to lie like bags of bones on the metal floor.

A long, hard ride awaited the prisoners. The terrain was rough, the road pitted with potholes and loose stone. As much as was possible, the three prone women kept their heads tucked in to avoid the pebbles and sand that flew helter-skelter off the road. There was no way to keep their bodies from being pummeled by the debris. For the anxious women, the trip was endless, a journey to hell with no relief. Once they stopped, they’d fare no better—being put on trial, raped in scenes far worse than the spectacles at the brothel, their lives threatened. 

And Johan? What was his role in this? Why had he stopped the incident in the yard only to send them on to another more precarious fate? Madame pondered the awful truth, trying to make sense of it, while Katarina sobbed with fear and poor Isobel felt the sting of betrayal gnaw at her core. Was he saving them, or condemning them further?

For a time, the open truck was pelted with rain; rain soaking their light shifts until they were plastered to their skin. When the rained stopped, the humid night air closed in around their bodies, sending a pitiless chill through their flesh. They rolled together like petrified logs, afraid to move, afraid to open their eyes, afraid to speak, too cold to care. 

The truck came to its final stop with a definitive jerk that signaled the end of the trip. 

The front door rattled open then banged shut, followed by the sound of heavy footsteps as the soldiers moved to the back of the vehicle. 

Someone jerked the prisoners’ feet; though with the hobbles and chain bondage still in place, it was impossible for the trio of women to move far without some assistance. Finally, dragged from the truck bed they were forced upright and speared again with sticks until they awkwardly advanced. 

Even for the thick of night, there was much activity inside the walls of the rebel fortress. While the sisters refused to look their captors in the eye, Madame stared at each soldier she passed, looking for familiar faces. There were none. She sighed in despair as they slowly progressed toward the entrance of a long, low building—another confiscated residence. This one was a simple stucco chateau with a red tile roof and whitewashed walls, which were now grimy from diesel soot and dust. Lingering for a few moments on the picture, her imagination reflected on the building’s former appearance, realizing as the glaring yard lights shone across this military post, that it was once quite a lovely rural scene. 

Inside, the light was less harsh. The building was lit by incandescent bulbs, which were now powered by generators outside the house. At least the place maintained some of its original beauty: original paintings on the walls, a fresco in the living room, and even a beautiful mauve-colored couch and several easy chairs remaining in their logical positions. Only the three bound women seemed out of place, looking dressed for trial not an elegant evening. 

As much as the house retained its homey aspects, however, the sense of its austere purpose was plainly evident in the energy-charged atmosphere of military rigor.

Pushed to a bench pulled from the side of the room, the three were forced to sit and wait, side-by-side, bodies nearly naked, still shivering with fear and cold. 

There was talk in the corridors around them but there was nothing to see. The noises of officialdom rang like tin in their ears, only redoubling their concern. To make their wait more excruciating, an old clock measured off the minutes with a redundant, mesmerizing click, click, click. Set before the oppressive timepiece, the three captured beauties could not hide from its tyrannical hold on their minds. An hour and fourteen minutes ticked painfully by before they finally met their judge and jury. 

At the stroke of ten, a contingent of three men in military garb entered the room. Almost too weary to care, the trio of women looked up, expecting to see no more than the usual stern and self-important faces of authority and misogynist zeal. 

To Katarina and Isobel they were clones of all the others who had spoiled this night. Madame Duvalier felt the same—though she found herself staring with repeated interest at one of the three. Something about the soldier jarred her from her waking sleep enough to make her wonder. She could only see his back, but there was something distinctly familiar about the way he stood, the cut of his hair and the essence of authority that issued from his crisp appearance. He stood some distance away, still conferring with his associates, paying no attention to the women on the bench, until he finally turned around at the same moment Renee’s memory engaged.

“My lord, what are you doing here!” she blurt out at the soldier she knew only as Dash. She wanted to jump right off the bench, but the hobbles on her feet prevented any such aggressive move. Instead, the General swaggered toward her with an unexpectedly caustic look on his face, all puffed up and glorious with power flowing outward in an invisible river of strength. 

“I should ask you the same,” he retorted. He was angered—that was clearly apparent in his expressive eyes. And yet, he had the grace to keep his ire under control. 

“If you’re in charge, you know why I’m here,” she replied. She had no idea what his position was in this rebel fortress, but he exuded so much authority it was difficult to believe that there were many in the compound with more influence or control. 

“I know you’ve been lying,” he spit out, eyes flashing, “keeping two women hidden in your house—and very well hidden I might add since a dozen searches failed to produce them.”

“Katarina and Isobel have no business in the middle of this mess,” Renee declared. “As well as being foreigners, they are both too young for men’s’ schemes.”

“That remains to be seen,” he shot back curtly, “although, they do have a champion among my ranks.”

 “Oh? And who is that?” 

“Why, Johan, of course. Who else?”

“You know him?”

“Well.”

“Then he told you they were hiding in my attic.”

“No, he did not tell me. You gave yourself away. All subterfuge eventually falls on its face—as yours has done. But he did rescue the women from a very wicked fate. Seems one of these beauties has caught his fancy.”

“Then they’ll not be raped?”

“As I said, that remains to be seen, Madame Duvalier,” he twisted her name meanly, as if she meant nothing to him. “You can be sure, however, that your treason puts you in far more danger than those two unlucky ones.” His anger with her became more apparent as the exchange continued.

“Treason! Who are you to decide this?”

“I am General Dashiell Marchand.”

“That’s impossible… you… you’ve been,” her flustered speech hardly conveyed her shock.

“You’re the one they call ‘rebel king’?”

“To some. To most, I’m simply the General.”

“But you were…” her venom began to rise again as her memory of the man made her suffer.

“I played the other side as well as I played my own hand. It’s easy to do in these times… without cameras and TV tapes, we can keep our identities hidden. That’s what the world gets when it moves backward in time, revolting against its technological past. I am a warrior and a rebel and I’m now in charge.”

“Then, sir, be as civil as I’ve known you to be and set us free.”

He laughed, wryly. “Ah! You can play both sides, too, fair lady. Any wind of fate, you’ll blow its way to save your ass.”

“And would you not do the same?”

“That’s why I like you, Renee.” She hated him using the same familiarity he used inside her boudoir. “But set you free? Are you mad?”

“No, I’m not mad. That is the most sane thing you could do.”

“Not in my world. Not by my rules.”

“You ass!”

He chuckled again as Renee’s anger swelled—again. Then he moved closer, toward Katarina, and lifted her chin with his hand so she was forced to look him directly in his steely eyes. They warmed for her as though he were staring into the eyes of his child. 

“Please, sir,” she whispered quietly. 

“You’ll be dealt with appropriately, young one. I think it’s time we put you out of your misery. If you’ve been dodging cock all these months, you must surely have the desire for it burning between those thighs.”

“No, Dash!” Renee objected for the whimpering woman. 

He immediately changed his aim, “You, Madame, stay out of this. You’ll do this one more harm than good considering how pissed I am at you.” His eyes instantly narrowed, mirth vanished, his authority reigned.

“Pissed at me?” 

“What did I tell you! Keep that mouth of yours under control, or I will have you gagged—and you know how much you hate that.”

She quivered with rage but could say no more. The passion between them was fierce, her emotions piqued bitterly, her physical body billowing with fire; and if she weren’t mistaken—she rarely was—he, too, was on fire with sexual compulsion. More than need, more than desire, this was primal, something out of epic poems primal, driving the argument, her rage and his. 

He watched the flame in her eyes diminish ever so slightly, enough for him to turn his attentions back to Katarina. “Tell me, little whimpering one, isn’t this snatch of yours begging to be fucked?” He pulled her by the arm to her feet and clutched her crotch in his free hand, massaging it roughly, but not so it would hurt. 

“No, sir,” she answered, as her eyes remained rigidly on his face. Her lip quivered, while her pupils dilated as if she’d been drugged. 

“You lie, miss,” he said.

She shook her head lightly. “No, sir.” The objection was barely audible and not to be believed, even by the seething woman at her side. 

“You know what sex is about?”

“I-I…”

“Pleasure. Physical pleasure,” he didn’t want her answer; he wanted to teach. “The kind you’re feeling now.”

“Y-yes, s-sir.” She licked her lips, making them shine, keeping them parted as if she were already panting with desire. 

He turned to Renee, beaming. “See, I’m right. The little slut is as randy as the lot of you.” He pushed Katarina back to the bench, where she would have toppled off if a soldier behind her hadn’t pushed her back in place. “We’ll take care of you later,” he chortled. “I could have lots of fun with you.”

Madame fumed but kept her ire inside as the General moved to the other side of Renee, to Isobel.

“And the raunchy whore that Johan has been bedding these months. You are a pretty one.” He trifled with her hair, his hands so delicate, so fueled with sexual innuendo it would appear he was making love to her with just this familiar caress. “He says you could take a bit of training before you’re returned him.”

“No, he wouldn’t say that,” Isobel exclaimed.

The General shook his head. “Careful, girl. Your benefactor is one of the most ruthless rebels I know. Don’t tell me he loves you. Love is a wasted effort. No matter how much your body burns for him and his for you, it’s not love.”

Her eyes were as spooked and teary as her sister’s, as bent on anger as Madame Duvalier’s. “I’m sure no matter what I say, or feel, you’ll twist my words,” she charged. “But don’t think I’ll believe you.”

“You’re probably right, slut. Believe what you like. I’m only trying to spare you hurt. It would seem that a slave’s best defense against emotional pain is to remember who they are. It will be a long time before love will be tolerated in this world again, before poets and balladeers are singing those sweet old refrains. We can’t afford sentimentality, and that is exactly what you’re feeling now. I have ideas for you, but I also have my friendship with your defender. And if he wants you as his slave, so be it.”

This was some small relief.

“Get rid of the hobbles so these slaves can walk and take them to their cages. We’ll set their hearings three days from now. Give them plenty of food, exercise them once a day, and before you put them in prison shifts and bed them down, let them shower. They are beginning to reek.” He feigned disgust with a jocular look on his face that was particularly directed toward Renee. 

She was about to spit, and might have, right in his magnificent face. He guessed her mood and thought better of a headier confrontation. Snickering playfully, he left the room with his aide, and the trio of women to their arresting officers. 

The three were released from the humbling hobbles, and moved quickly toward the processing area in the cellar of the house. Makeshift offices had been carved out of the subterranean caverns. They were noticeably clean of cobwebs and dirt, unlike the cellar in Madame’s country house. It seemed that every bit of space was utilized in the business of establishing the new order of human life. The cellar was dedicated to the making of slaves, equipped with inspection tables, punishment areas, a branding forge and numerous cages, in which at least a dozen women were now being kept and prepared for transport. The cages were stacked three high, four across, on three sides of a square room. Those slaves with enough life in them to still care stared from the front of their cages with saucer-like eyes, wide with fear and awe. Some jumped with sexual life, energies tumbling, unseen but felt from their stimulated crotches. Many were gagged. And those not gagged wouldn’t dare speak. Each was collared in the general fashion for women with the same kind of rolled leather collar that Madame Duvalier and her girls had been forced to wear. Those slaves not seen, hidden far into their cages, just their feet and ankles giving testimony to their existence, were either sleeping or in mourning for the great loss of liberty, virginity and the clear reign on their sanity. They would be forced to accept their new roles, and then, they would be redistributed to the male population who still needed them for sexual relief and common labor. 

“Put them on the tables,” the processing officer instructed the arresting officers. A hard-nosed, flat-faced Lieutenant was in charge of the cellar and its functions. He wore a white lab coat over his military fatigues and carried a clipboard to register his new tenants. The impeccable order of the facility could be attributed to his letter-perfect efficiency; the cleanliness and the neat appearance to a meticulous mind with a perverse sense of spectacle. Reminiscent of the Commandant of Brothels who’d plagued Madame’s country home, he put all three women on edge. He peered at them through thick wireless lenses, as if they were under a microscope and he was altering the focus to suit his vision. With just a glance at their bodies, he divested them of their thin, soiled underwear and had nearly every line and curve of their bodies memorized for future purposes. They were sized up, categorized, pigeonholed and labeled with just a few quick observations from his razor-sharp eyes. 

“The General said to have them bathed, dressed and confined to the cages until their hearing,” one of the arresting officers informed the man. 

“They enter my palace, the get the treatment,” the Lieutenant retorted. “On the tables now. Strap them down.”

Two orderlies appeared from nowhere to assist in the efforts—each moved with robot-like precision, patterning themselves after the Lieutenant Doctor. Quickly removing the wrist and arm restraints, the orderlies positioned the three women on their backs against examination tables. Their legs were wedged into stirrups and strapped in place, while another, thicker strap was buckled around their torsos. Their arms enjoyed a few minutes of freedom as the blood rushed back into their limbs and reclaimed abandoned veins. But the luxury was short-lived. Once the rest of the bondage was complete, their arms were lifted over their heads and fastened out of the way. 

The procedures followed in methodical order. Their mouths, pussies and asses were pried open with speculums and left widened so that the Lieutenant could inspect the inner spaces that would be the focal point of their future life as slaves. He inspected them for disease, irregularities, for the size and shape of their clits, the depth of their inner regions. He tested gag reflex, the strength of their nether muscles and evaluated the nectar that oozed unbidden from their crotches. 

Forceps were used to pinch, to squeeze, and bring their flesh to the point of tearing. After each humiliating act, he wrote on his clipboard, apparently keeping records of all the pertinent details. 

“You’re the whore, I see?” he noted as he came to Renee.

With her mouth still pried open with a metal device, she couldn’t fight with words. But even if she could have talked, it would have been pointless to raise a fuss. This man wouldn’t be moved by a thundering volcano—let alone a woman’s questions. Even a sexual tease would have left him cold. He got his satisfaction probing women just as he was right now. She would have been surprised if his cock was not hard as a bone pressing his khakis. She couldn’t tell, however, with his lab coat hiding the evidence. 

“You’re clean,” he noted after making a complete examination of her ass. “A lot of whores get nasty diseases. Hate to see that, can’t be good for much but heavy labor then.” He continued with his painstaking tasks, being quite obvious with the accompanying pleasure he derived from the act. 

Renee had suffered numerous humiliations of this sort in the last few years, but none so clinical and performed with such meticulous ritual. Her dehumanization seemed complete. She was little more than a specimen in a Petrie dish. 

As dispassionate as this inspection seemed to be, there remained a strange erotic quality to the proceedings. There was the focus on her clit, the way he pulled back the hood and dabbed one finger over the raw tip. And then his clever method of examining the muscular responses of her vagina as he inserted one, two, then three fingers into the orifice and demanded that she bear down. He rubbed his latex covered fingers along the side of her clitoris, between the inner and outer labia, looking for changes in her physical response, fluctuations in her breathing, noting disparities and alterations with tick marks on his clipboard. When he was finished with the anterior orifice, he brusquely penetrated her anus with three fingers, sliding them inside as deeply as he could. Again, gauging her response, noting her breath, her facial expressions and the slight tendency to vocalize, even with the gag in her mouth, he made whatever determinations that seemed pertinent to him, and recorded them with the others on his clipboard report. 

He continued with her ass a good deal longer than he had to, ramming her with increased velocity while at the same time rubbing his thumb in the stimulated area of her clit. The ruthless fucking proceeded for some minutes, Renee determined to hold off any sign of physical release; she’d accomplish this silently, if at all. But the man was far too skilled in his efforts to hide anything from him. He worked her knowing how her body was responding; knowing that more of such determined thrusts would eventually lead to an orgasmic release. As if this was also part of the official examination, he continued, brilliantly creating the very reply he was hoping for. It was the strangest ‘making love’ Renee had ever experienced. But she could describe it as nothing less. She had many more well-intentioned lovers toy with her, without these spectacular results. Holding back did not work. Maintaining a false front of frigidity was foolish. Everything the man did, every tiny or vigorous stroke of her clit, every thrust of his penetrating hand added to the clamoring excitement that rolled through her in a steady wave. Her belly heaved fitfully with nothing held back. She thrashed inside the leather restraints, jerking and straining against the confinement, finding confinement another source of erotic stimulation. 

Her belly seemed on fire and about to burst, while her cunt rocked back and forth with frenetically building spasms. The garbled sounds of pleasure emitted over the gag lent a strange, inhuman quality to her climax. But delirium had set in. Her focus was lost. Waves of pleasure tore crazily through her and clouded her mind of everything but the next spasm, the next clenching burst of muscles and energy, and the next debilitating face to face with reality as it spit the truth of her carnality into her grotesquely straining face. 

With all the information he needed clearly at hand, the Lieutenant withdrew his fingers from his subject’s ass, and pulled the latex off, tossing it in the trash. He laid his hand on her hot belly, feeling the generous warmth still percolating less feverishly now in her groin. 

“General,” he spoke evenly as he looked into Renee’s eyes. “She is worth the trouble. There’s little quarrel in women when you shut them up and go straight to the source of their intended purpose. She fucks like an ancient heathen. Or perhaps you already know this?” 

Renee could make no sense of the man’s odd conversation with himself. The General was nowhere in the room—one quick glance around her revealed that much. But then, in a move so artfully contrived that only a genius of the perverse could devise it, he reached above her to a light fixture that had glared down at her during the entire sequence of events, and adjusted the aim of the beam. What Renee had not be able to see with the light blinding her eyes was the lens of a camera that had been trained on her during the entire inspection. This was one response that the Lieutenant Doctor did not record. But that hardly mattered. He’d been speaking into a microphone, talking to the General. Apparently, the General and whomever else the Lieutenant chose to let in on this flagrant abuse of well respected, well-intentioned human law had seen and heard everything of the episode. 

Renee had not seen such equipment since she was a child, over twenty years ago. Cameras and microphones were outlawed when she was eight, and were now some of the most sought after and dangerous contraband to have in one’s possession. She knew only enough about what she’d seen to realize that her inspection and the senseless dialogue of her cumming had been filmed and recorded. She had no idea if this event would have any far-reaching consequences, or if anyone but those in the house would see it. She feared the worst; after all, these devices had been outlawed for their gross misuse, and the reckless power behind them. She knew for sure that the General had seen her. But there could be thousands who’d view the tape. That fact made her stomach sour and her heart burn again. 

She wanted to cry. She wanted to beat her fists against the man, to shake awake the principle, the humanity, the kindness that she knew resided in Dash’s bones. This stickman Lieutenant Doctor—whatever he was—was like so many men beyond redemption. But Dash! She’d held out some small hope that he was different. Even when he treated her shabbily, she suspected that behind his efforts there was some purpose, some clever scheme. After all, he knew how so many of the humiliations she endured in her whoring life aroused her body in their own wicked and twisted way. They had thrived on that unspoken fact—used it to bring out their outrageous sexual climaxes. But now she wondered that Dash, her Dash, could acknowledge, approve of, even author this kind of gross degradation. 

She held false hope that the rebels would be more civil to the culture that had gone before, and most of all to women. All that hope bled away, was flushed by salty tears and left with the rest of her shambled life. 

Unseen by Renee, Isobel and Katarina endured their inspections. Though she couldn’t see the indecencies performed, she could hear the muffled strains of the voices enduring the degrading examinations. She did not recognize the sound of any sexual passion being expressed, and because their ordeals were over rather swiftly, Renee assumed that the two were not subject to the same procedures that she was. Hopefully, they were not. 

Katarina and Isobel joined Renee in the shower. They were hosed down by one of the orderlies, scrubbed by another—who thankfully conducted the act without anymore scurrilous fondling—and then were dried off by a third soldier and given clean shifts to wear. Following the General’s orders they were taken into the containment room and pushed into empty cages where they were locked up, awaiting the hearing. 

Three miserable days passed before Madame Duvalier, Katarina and Isobel saw daylight. They remained in the cellar where they were fed, allowed to toilet, and, for no more than ten minutes a day, permitted to exercise their bodies. Sleep had been the best refuge against their worries, but even slaves can only sleep so much. It hardly helped that they were at least three times a day made to present their privates at the doors of the cages and were stimulated by some man’s fingers, in what was a deliberate attempt to keep them sexually charged. There was no purpose to this act except to make them anxious and erotically smoldering. They were not kept from masturbating, but encouraged to get off. Moans of cumming women could be heard all day and night. The cages creaked and rocked. The gagged and ungagged women created such a constant roar of sexual energy that just walking into the cellar was an assault to resting genitals. Such a state of arousal would seem pleasurable, but there was contained within it so much desperation and longing that there was a sweep of utter, inconsolable melancholy residing in the cellar that few men—only those like the Lieutenant Doctor who were immune to such stimulation—could bear to stay there longer than a few minutes. The General did not appear in the basement the entire time Renee and the sisters were confined there. 


CHAPTER EIGHT

The General’s Lady

The third night of her captivity, Renee was removed from her cage in the middle of the night—though night was difficult to figure in the underground cavern. She hoped that when she surfaced from the cellar that her sense of time had been so altered that it would be day and there would be a bright and beautiful sun and sky to gaze on. No such good fortune befriended her. The night in the rebel stronghold was as black as black ink on a stained blotter. Led by collar and leash, she was taken to a second building outside the lovely house with the despicable cellar, to a small cottage lit only by candles and perfumed with autumn incense. 

“Amazing that any woman put under such duress could look so lovely,” Dash exclaimed, witnessing her entrance.

“I’m sure to any gross animal I can appear comely.”

“Oh, my, your hatred of me is leaking out, Renee.”

“I hope so.”

“Feisty as ever.”

“And what I know you relish,” she snarled sarcastically. “Having me here to make amends?”

“I doubt that’s possible.”

“You doubt is correct.”

Sitting back in a comfy-looking leather easy chair, drinking whiskey, he motioned to the table, “Have some.”

Liquor was dangerous for whores—put them at an easy disadvantage; but the amber bottle of spirits flickered as though it were liquid glass and beckoned her with the promise of forgetfulness.

She stepped forward and snapped the bottle off the table, pouring herself a drink in the small glass provided. Downing the whiskey in one gulp, she set the bottle down heavily on the table just to make a point about her obstinate mood. “Where did you get the good stuff?”

“The old society isn’t completely dead—a few remnants remain here and there. I pluck them up like candy.”

“I would too, if I had the freedom to do so.”

“Sit, Renee.”

“You want to be civil after what you’ve put me through?”

He knew what she referred to. “And it was delightful to watch.”

“I suppose the camera equipment was remnants, too?”

He smiled. “Sit Renee.”

She viewed him cautiously, finally sinking into the only other seat in the room, a small button-tufted silk boudoir chair that looked as though it had been lifted from a wealthy woman’s dressing room. It was out of place in the General’s Spartan home. Had it been placed there especially for her? If so, to comfort or to ridicule her present situation? 

“Tell me where you managed to find the good doctor?” she asked.

“He is priceless, isn’t he? Makes the work of processing slaves so much easier.”

“He’s a pervert.”

The General nodded. “I don’t doubt that—but we could get crazy with definitions here, trying to categorize people and put them in boxes with weird sounding names.”

“You’ve done that and worse to women.”

“The world has, the consciousness of humanity has. Women have done this to themselves. The backlash is as much a product of your repressed sexual urges as it is men’s need to suppress your power.”

“Is that how you justify what you’re doing?”

“I follow the natural course of life, a pendulum, which at the moment is far flung in a perilous direction—and particularly unfortunate direction for the human female. But I also know that it has taken an extreme turn that can’t last long. I’m fully ready to let the pendulum move back to the center once this season has run its course.”

“My, how easy for you.”

“No, it’s not easy,” he seemed curiously weary, brow wrinkled with uncertainty, hardly sporting the arrogance that displayed itself so well in a public setting. 

Renee did not want to care, but regardless of her anger toward the man, she could not help but wonder what was behind his solemn, sad expression.

“I know what’s coming. I know that squelching any part of the human psyche is dangerous and we are in dangerous times. What is lurking on the horizon is…” he stopped without finishing.

“What is on the horizon?” she asked as if she actually cared to hear his answer. 

“Sadness.”

“Really?”

“We’ve lost a lot.”

“And you think the sadness will bring back what you’re missing?”

“Sadness. Compassion. Human Emotion. Yes. It will begin to, although I don’t see any quantifiable change taking place before I die.”

“Then how sad for you now.”

He perked a bit, looking at her wonderingly. “Oh?”

“You have no hope.”

“And you do?”

“I have to. I decided a long time ago, when I understood the potential of the first riots and the flaming rhetoric that I wouldn’t let anything alarm me.”

“Here I thought I alarmed you.” The comment made her wonder.

True sincerity had a way of wriggling underneath her skin like a boring insect. She was nearly infected. She wanted to cry. In one stupidly silly romantic moment, she imagined running to him, flinging her arms around his neck, kissing his cheek for comfort, crying into his shoulders and having him respond with a passionate, ‘Goddammit, Renee, I love you!’ 

She shook her head to fend off the absurdity of her desperate mind. 

“You did alarm me,” she finally said, without really wanting to. It was a compromise with the crazy angels of her being that would spout out something really asinine. 

“How was that?”

“I have said it before—in anger. But I spoke the truth. For a time I thought you were different. That at the very least you could be redeemed from the woman-hating johns who want to use our cunts and cast off the rest.”

“Perhaps I am.”

“No,” she shook her head adamantly. Renee’s body posture straightened and her bosom heaved as she regained more spirit and strength with each breath she drew. “There’s no way I can accept what you’re doing here to my gender. I can imagine you and your Lieutenant Doctor get some prurient thrill out of those little escapades in the cellar. But it is so abusive, so repulsive, that I can’t believe that any man worth caring about would stoop that low. No matter how you might weep in your quarters, trying to generate some sympathy from me, it’s nothing but bullshit, Dashiell Marchand. Nothing but bullshit. You won’t get what you’re after with me.”

“Humph. Here I thought I was the one with the heart to heal,” he said. “But look at you, as hardened and cruel as any man.”

She hated him for saying it because she was afraid it was true. “I’m not,” she said to defy him. “The hope I nurture is that eventually I’ll find another, better man than you, who is capable of love. I know you’re not. Yes, I suppose that kind of talk is blasphemous from a lowly slave… but I will never degrade myself by believing that kind of propaganda. There are better men in this world and my hope is fixed on that!”

“You do turn a good phrase,” he said. “You have a way with words that kill.”

Bitterness was a two way street. Hers and his were right out where they could both take a long heartfelt look.

Renee could feel the vulnerable side of him again, and the sadness that seemed to pour from his heart like a river spilling its banks. What was this awful passion residing in her belly? Shame on her for feeling any of it! 

“You owe me a good fuck, Madame Duvalier. Let’s see if you still can. Come here.”

The whiskey had worked enough to make her a little dizzy. 

“I owe you a good fuck?” The term flamed her ire.

“I own you, lady. You’re my whore of choice. So, at least until I discard you, you will perform your task with every bit of enthusiasm a good whore employs.”

This news shouldn’t surprise her, though it gave her a titillating shiver of excitement she would just as soon not feel. 

She stood up from her chair and stared him in the eye. Remaining proud, petulant and determined, her fingers met the hem of her small shift and slowly raised it over her hips, showing the triangle of darkness between her thighs, her belly and finally her freely moving breasts. 

Her eyes closed as she began to dance with only the sultry music of her mind playing in her head. Undulating, shimmying, tangoing her crotch before him, he could be nothing but mesmerized by the splendor of each movement. Madame Duvalier—choreographed by survival, the marquee would read. Her animal led the way, the tigress, the stalking black panther, the kittenish new lion. Her mane of hair glistened by the light of candles, tossed back and forward, side to side as she dipped and swayed. It fell around her, down across her shoulders, along her back and in front of her face, sweaty, wet as if she’d just emerged from the jungle. Perspiration drizzled down her skin like rain against a window. She made it lewd, looking as though she’d fornicate before his eyes any dick that found her pussy open. She blinded herself, closing her eyes, hissing, pretending, speculating, wondering at his thoughts, the state of his erection—wondering when she should slump to her knees between his thighs and extract his dick… to suckle, torment, lap, lick and plunge down her throat. 

“Hummmmmmmm,” she hummed the tune in her inner mind and moved closer to the memory of Dash, the man she made romance with on absent nights three months running. She moved closer until she could feel his body heat pour out on her. She stopped allowing the wet warmth of her crotch to dance seductively before his eyes. He said she ‘owed’ him…and in his second breath said he ‘owned’ her. Let him see what his life had purchased. What he failed to love.

Her thighs grazed his open knees. One foot ended up on his right one. Then, she opened her eyes to keep her balance and make her point, staring into him with nothing but what she owed him—lust. 

He reached forward, capturing her breasts in his hands and pulled her forward into his lap, his mouth greedily grasping at hers, opening, tongue circling her lips, asking for hers back. She returned the favor. 

A jutting nipple brushed hotly against his hand. He leapt off her mouth and attached himself to the lovely spike like a baby voracious after his mother’s milk. He sucked her into him as if she had milk to assuage his hunger. But the slut had more. Her crotch. Her pulsating clit. The fire in her animal loins. To copulate, to fornicate, to fuck, to rage on, squeeze down, milk, suck, create a climax. Her muscles were readying themselves for the next battle. As his fingers found the path to paradise through her pubic hair, she invited them in to stimulate the only thing remaining in waiting. She didn’t need him, but she would use that artful technique. That was what they had become—little more than her technique for being a great whore, and his for using the privilege as if it were his right. It was his right. Topsy-turvy universe this was—that emotion, respect and affection could be left out of the picture of the primal man. 

Who cared now? Why bother? 

They were about to fuck. As their bodies moved toward the bed, she pulled off his clothes, and tossed them to the floor. Renee laughed gleefully as she kissed his nakedness, made a long line of kisses from his lips, to his ears, where she blew a teasing breath, then resumed her kissing journey down his neck, down his chest. His muscles were firmly packed inside his skin. She ran her hands over his hard muscles, and through his dark kinky hair. She resumed at his belly button flicking it with her tongue, spending lingering minutes there just because below that little indentation, his cock throbbed worriedly. 

Rolling his balls over the flat of her hand, while her lips avoided the main attraction, made him anxious, but not resistant to the game. She’d graze the purple head with her mouth then move on to lap the sweat of his legs. She teased again and left him hanging. 

Her fingers dove deeper, pressing themselves into the crevice of his ass. Men got nasty when their scrotums were fondled, when their asses were probed and fingers were inserted into the rectums—the way men liked to insert themselves in women. Dash, the General, said as much with another arduous groan, sounding more like he was being torn apart than being sexually satisfied. Was that the sound of sex? The same earthy sound that women made when they were being sexually beaten and loving the abuse?

When his cock went down her throat, his hand quickly fused itself to the back of her head, pressing down. He was on his back, Renee between his legs, wiggling her pussy into the sheets making them wet. 

Such skin! Uncircumcised, the foreskin made playtime especially appealing. Skin slipping on skin, slipping over the head, she pulled it back below the rim, where her tongue eased its way in a circle before it backed off and the procedure started over again. Love-sucking his organ, the urgency crescendoed. She could hate him and still love his body and his cock, and she could tease him forever if he’d let her. 

But Dash wasn’t so awestruck by her beguiling sexual magic that he could not take over; he’d had enough of her pestering playfulness. This was a war of passionate wills he would not lose. He could not let her win. With a hand grabbing each upper arm, he dragged her up the length of him and forced another kiss to her mouth, letting yearning and fondness power their way inside her.  

He stopped her relentless mission, slowing the pace of their sex, slowly, meaningfully running his hands over her body again and again, over rounded ass cheeks, along the sides of her breasts as they remained crushed against his chest, through tangles of hair at her head and crotch, and then even more lightly along the valley high between her thighs. His cock slid neatly into the calmed down snatch, content with an unhurried fuck.

“Ummmmmmm, um, yeees, yes,” oblivion was easier than anger. “Um, ooo, no, yessssssssss,” she continued. She was absent from everything that mattered any more. From the things of life, the ways of man, and the hurt of being a woman—even the belief that she was fucking the devil. Let the bastard have her. He would win. 

Sibilant sounds, sensations, shimmying … rolling, rising, falling, undulating … bodies sandwiched like bread and meat, bodies one as though they were never meant to be apart in the first place. 

She clutched him tightly—arms, hands grasping for forever, as if never letting go—when he came, and when she followed with her climax, and when they rolled over the sheets again. They would not let go. They remained, legs scissored together, twisting like a pretzel, stuck with sweat and substance, fused because their minds would not let this flesh go. 

She’d been out of her head for a time because that was the only way she could have sex with Dash, the General. But her mind was not quite silenced. Not the entire time. It never really was. Not in this lifetime. Not when she was in the midst of pleasure—God seemed to be telling the truth about her female nature, born from the rib of man and destined to remain attached whether she liked the fact or not. To this man? Attached to this man? It was a sad truth she hated. And she’d never tell him so, if she went to her grave with that secret. 

“What are you trying to convince me of?” she asked him once she was disengaged and more sane, lying beside him on the bed, catching her breath. 

“I haven’t a clue,” he lied. “Except that I don’t have sex like that with any other whore.”

“That makes me special?”

“If you’d like to think so,” he decided.

“No, I don’t think so. I think it has to be pheromones.”

“Sure,” he was okay with that, too.

“Maybe because we do despise each other,” she speculated more.

“Speak for yourself.”

“You despise women. You’ve said so.”

“Not true. I’ve told you where they fit in the scheme of my life. But hate? I don’t have time to hate them. They have done nothing to me but give me life and pleasure.”

What an odd contradiction this man was!

After some quiet moment of thoughtful musing, she spoke again, “Do you remember your mother?” 

“A little. You remember yours?”

“A lot. She died just five years ago.”

“And your father?”

“Died at the same time.”

“One of the early raids through the city?”

“Yes. When old people were discounted.”

“Bad thing.”

“You believe that?” She turned on her side because she needed to see his face.

“Yes, I do. It was the beginning of the great demise of society and culture.”

She shook her head. “Not the beginning; that started when I was five.” She remembered clearly. “We were at the country house on holiday… an Englishman arrived telling my parents about the new conservative Parliament and its restrictions on the rights of women. He talked about the media blackouts… the dismantling of the last fifty years of technology. No one seemed to question the move, minds were being reshaped. Just a few dissenters warned the people that they were selling out their liberties, but no one really made a move to stop the blight of ignorance. It was the first time I’d ever seen a grown man cry.”

“Things always happen subtly to start. I think they could have been reversed, or at least shifted if so many of the old ones hadn’t been murdered. All that were left were people who only half remembered how it used to be. When memories are sketchy, it’s possible to twist them into lies.”

“No, Dash, you’re wrong,” she swore. “It has to be the opposite. As long as we have even a piece of our memories, then we have our link to the past and a better time.”

“I guess that’s expected from a woman who still has hope.”

The raw materials were there in him to make him human. And the desire was in her heart, but it was too perilous to even try. And even after such sex, the better part of her needed to despise him. She wouldn’t tell him anything more. 


CHAPTER NINE 

Slaves, Ponies and Pride 

Most de-virginations—stupidly coined word—were done in the cellar with little fanfare. But there was an example to make of the sisters, Katarina and Isobel.

On the morning of their hearing, the two were led with Madame Duvalier in tow into one of the upstairs rooms. It was the first time they’d seen daylight since they arrived at the compound. It was almost too beautiful, too perfect to look at, blinding all three women’s eyes for several seconds until they became accustomed to the heaven-like glare.

The hearing proceeded immediately upon arrival of the prisoners. Katarina, Isobel and Madame stood in a line before a desk of officers: The General, two Captains they had seen several times, the Lieutenant Doctor and another officer, a Major, whom they’d never seen before. 

One of the Captains spoke for the five-member council. He had no name that any of the women could recall—but his face was memorable for the deep scar than ran across his ruddy cheek from ear to chin. He looked up, particularly addressing the two sisters, “We’ve reviewed the documents regarding your deliberate sequestering in Brothel Six. It’s been determined that aside from your claims to American citizenship, there is no documented proof to substantiate your stories. Therefore, you are subject to the same rules applied to other females under our jurisdiction. You will be processed today as slaves, appropriately collared and branded, and then returned to Brothel Six where you will serve the government as whores. Any penalty you would normally have earned for the deceit will be excused on the basis of wrong thinking. However, you will be expected to conform in every way to the thinking of these times and the demands required of you. In your stead, and in accordance with a request from General Marchand, Madame Duvalier will withstand any punishment you would have earned, although her case will be reviewed separately from yours.” He turned to an aide. “Prepare them for branding.”

“You’re not still going through with this travesty!” Renee exclaimed. She lunged toward Dash, with eyes bitterly flaming, her outburst so intense that she had to be restrained. 

“Get back, woman!” he shot out. Any regard for her he’d shown the day before had vanished.

“You vile beast!”

“Get a hold of your anger or the gag goes in your mouth for the next week.”

Her mouth slut like a clam, but that did not prevent her eyes from striking him with venom. 

“Proceed,” the Captain ordered his soldiers once the conflagration had died. 

The shivering maids were each positioned over a table, while in the hearth the metal rods burned red with their brands. An efficient soldier had both women branded and sobbing within two minutes, their bodies shaking and weak from shock and pain, slumping to the floor as the rolled leather collars of slavery were placed around their necks. 

“The one’s been well used, gentlemen,” the General nodded to Isobel. “I’ll take the other myself.”

“No!” Renee could not contain her opposition. She lurched forward again, but restrained herself when she felt a hard hand on her shoulder. “Please, excuse me,” she tried to modulate her protest, “but this can’t be necessary. Please.” Her plea was heartfelt, but ignored. 

“Gag her, sir,” an aide asked.

“No, no yet,” the General declared, eyes narrowing on her in warning, “what’s coming next should punish her enough.”

The General rose from his seat, his great form plucking the quivering Katarina from the floor with one hand. He turned back to Renee as he passed by. “I cannot not, Renee, decide this any other way,” he told her with steely determination, as if this was an important point he wanted her to understand. But she ignored the feeling of regret she heard in his voice, and favored her own anger. Her eyes flashed, there would be no mercy for the man. Seeing her fiery, silent reply, he shook his head and scowled. “Besides, Madame, I think your charge here wants it as much as you want to protect her from it.” He let her stew in the mockery while Renee stared at Katarina looking for any truth in that statement, though she refused to believe what she saw in the young woman’s face. 

“Why don’t you tell her,” the General prompted the girl.

“Tell her what?” She was confused. 

“What you really feel.”

The willowy sensuous thing pursed her lips, quite unlike herself, and fortified her resolve with a strength Renee had not noticed before. “It’s time, Madame,” she said in her quiet quavering voice. “You prepared me for this. I’m tired of waiting. This is life. I don’t want to be hiding in the attic anymore.”

If she could have cried the tears for her, Renee would have. But her heart had turned to stone in order to endure the sight of General Marchand making a woman of her prize virgin. He bent Katarina over the same table used in her branding, lifted her smock, grabbed the twin mounds of her plush derriere and assaulted her center with his long, swift rod. The girl’s face registered a grim look of shock, which disappeared a moment later as an unmistakable flicker of erotic pleasure replaced the pain. Katarina didn’t shed a tear. 

The deed was done. 

Madame’s hearing commenced immediately after the newly made slaves were sent downstairs to holding cages where they would be constrained until transport documents were finished and they could be returned to Brothel Six. 

The further proceedings were conducted by General Marchand himself, who sat rigidly at the table, flanked on either side by the two captains. 

“Madame Duvalier,” his wintry gaze was passionately cruel, “you have harbored women in your home, a crime against prevailing law both in the previous government and this one. The facts have been presented to the officers present and your guilt has been established.”

“I am so surprised,” her reply was teeming with sarcasm.

Dash focused his gaze a little more, showing a piqued expression intended to quell her hostile attitude. “A willing approach to these proceedings will only improve your chances for leniency with this court.”

“Frankly, Sir,” she distorted that word nicely, “I don’t trust a thing you say.”

He was exasperated with the woman, and taking a deep breath as if to cleanse his soul of her, he started again. “A resolution of compliance has been drawn up for your signature, Madame Duvalier. You sign, you can return to the brothel without further recourse.”

“And what does this resolution say?”

“That you agree with the prevailing ideology regarding females, the attitude toward the subservience of your sex, and that you will promote that at the brothel and with the women who serve under you.”

“You think I would sign that, you’re crazy, General.”

“It is in your best interests to sign the document.”

“And if I don’t?”

“The proscribed punishment will go on as originally devised.”

“May I know what that is?”

“No,” he stated flatly. “But it will not be pleasant. The event of your capture and your crime suited a lot of the rebel faction. You are just what this movement needs to enhance its purposes.” There was a strange tinge of remorse in his voice that did not go unnoticed by Renee. “An example will be made of you whether you sign this or not. Being who you are in these times allows us to use you for our purposes. But, if you say the right words, you can return to Brothel Six—your country home—and live a fairly decent life for a woman. The rebel faction will be satisfied.”

“I thought you were the rebel faction,” she reminded him.

“I am its leader, but what we do goes far beyond me, Madame Duvalier. I cannot exist without those who support my efforts. Sign the document.”

“No.” The firmness in her tone of voice left no room for change. 

The General heaved another of many heavy-hearted sighs. Each time she dug in harder, entrenching herself in principle, it took a piece of his heart and twisted it into a knot that made his entire body ache. 

“Well then, let the punishment proceed, Captains. I’ll watch from the box.”

Before she was taken away, the General stood, took her by the arm and hauled her to the side of the room. “I want you to know, this was the best I could do. Since you’ve made your choice, do with it what you always do when you’re confronted with pain and humiliation.”

“Thank you,” she answered him smugly. “I’ll be advised. Although I think I can bear anything you dish out.”

“I’m sure you can. You’re a tough woman.”

***

Tough.

He called her tough! Where was feminine, graceful, sexy, even whorish. She didn’t want to be tough. She wanted to be loved and cared for and respected. But to sign that blasted document, she’d be turning her back on her sister slaves, betraying her future and theirs. Never!

A troupe of soldiers six strong towed the convicted brothel Madame down a winding trail through bramble and forest to a large stable. Renee was led into a circular covered arena with ten rows of bleacher seats surrounding the staging area. Each row was packed with roaring men, snapping banned cameras and illegally taking video films of her entrance. Light bulbs flashed in her eyes, blinding her sight so that she could barely see the soldier who led her by the rope tether. He nearly stumbled and was steered upright by one of the other attending guards. She fell into the soldier’s shoulder and was jerked back into place. “Sorry,” she whispered out of habit. The minute she appeared with her entourage, cheers swelled in deafening volume through the crowd of men. She could see nothing but a sea of flashing light, and knew only that whatever fate faced her, she would be punished before more than just this throng, but before the eyes of anyone who had the luck to gaze on her misery. Times were changing, but not for the better. Just when she didn’t think life could get worse, it was taking this cruel turn. 

The circular arena was thirty feet across, a simple dirt paddock with plenty of room to maneuver. From the center support beam twenty feet above hung a tangle of rope and metal. Placed beneath the apparatus, Renee’s arms were lifted over her head and attached to a foot wide bar she could grasp with her hands. This wasn’t necessary for support, however, since her wrists were securely cuffed to either end of the bar. 

Her smock had been removed before the bondage began, so that she hung naked before the crowd. Their cheers were deafening. 

Surrounding her, six soldiers appeared bearing single tail whips, each of different length, each capable of tearing her flesh apart. 

The crowd was silenced by gunfire. One of the Captains roared through the remaining din, “I present you Madame Renee Duvalier—prisoner by her own consent. Convicted of treason, sentenced to endure a slave’s punishment. Her sentence will be carried out and will not be stopped until the General intervenes.” He looked to the top of the bleachers at the far end of the arena, where inside an unlit press box, the shadows of several figures appeared, moving like ghosts inside the dark. The crowd presumed the General was watching from there. 

Renee glanced with the others for one last defiant moment, then she turned away before her punishment began, and settled her trembling body. She planted her feet firmly on the ground, resisting the urge to sway with the moving bar above her. She could see that it allowed her to move at will or turn in any direction. They would love the way she’d squirm to get away; her mind could easily imagine how she would look fending off the nips and tears at her skin. How frantic and silly she’d become in her attempts to avoid the pain. 

The crowd hushed for a time, waiting. Waiting as the six soldiers with their whips circled her, cracking the tails in the air and on the dusty ground and in her direction—without the intent of hitting her flesh. Seven hundred miles an hour in the fist of a skilled whipmaster, the threat of the bite seemed as perilous as the actual strike. Though that was a notion for romantics and fantasizers who felt the power and experienced the noise as a sexual thrill. Renee did, too, quaking with each thunderous crash that attacked the air. Primal elements of nature bombarded her physical body: the gentle wind through the arena, the silky dust at her feet, the smell of sweat, the taste of sour food on her tongue, and the crack of seven-hundred mile an hour leather splitting atoms and seconds into shreds. 

The soldiers stalked her closer, so she could feel the wind from their whips ruffle her hair down to the tiniest ones at the back of her neck, on her arms and at her pubis. A few strikes glanced off her body. A few felt like the sting of a bee. Another few made her jump. And now and again, one bit like fire. 

She jerked, wiggled, and as predicted turned away from the cuts that truly stung, only to find another whip there to abuse that same wounded spot. From six directions the whips prevailed, keeping her in one spot. It did no good to move. Let them take their aim. She wouldn’t alter their path trying to avoid the hit. The stage had not been set for a battle she could win, but fixed so that she would handily lose. 

Her only recourse was to fall away, let her endorphins fight for her, find some way to move to that point where the pain transformed into pleasure. That task was tough. As soon as she felt even the tiniest orgasmic urge, another strike would tear the bliss away reminding her that this was punishment. Small red blotches appeared over her entire body—two particularly painful ones rose on her breasts, aching incessantly. Another few on her ass and shoulders looked as though they would be permanent or at the very least long-term reminders of his day. Others streaked her thighs, belly and ass with pink and crimson. Blisters and bruises burned from the center of the welts. 

Renee’s response came first in sensuous whimpers and then cries for mercy, and then a relieved sob when the whipping ended and she slumped inside her aching bondage thinking that the ordeal was over.

What she had not heard over the thunderous applause of the crowd was the General, stopping the punishment, silencing the crowd and striding to the center of the arena, shouting, “That’s enough!” He placed his hand on her throbbing ass and she woke up, returning her consciousness to the arena where her arms were being removed from the manacles that held her bound. 

“Bring out the cart and gear,” he roared over the shouts of men. 

A soldier appeared dragging a small pony cart behind him with an intricate bridle and harness intended for demonstration purposes. Renee had been tapped as the focal point for a graphic presentation of this new humiliating practice. The times had encouraged these strange peculiarities—where women were afforded the ultimate humiliation of being turned into beasts for sport, show and labor. Obsolete ritual practices had been unearthed dating back nearly one hundred years, detailing the elaborate procedures used to further the enslavement of women. This stable and arena, now belonging to the General, had once been a clandestine retreat; and only recently had been turned into an expanded training ground, now sanctioned and encouraged by the government. What had been the eccentric practices of a few had become mainstream.

“Step into this,” the General ordered, while the convicted woman was still trying to get her balance and feel some life in her shaky limbs. She did so, at first unaware what scheme was behind the fancy gear. While holding onto Dash’s arms a harness of leather straps was fitted snugly over her upper thighs, her belly, torso and breasts until, at the top of the garment, it finished off with a thick three-inch collar that buckled around her throat. Her slave collar had been discarded in favor of this more provocative one. Renee’s crotch was fed through with two straps that were strategically placed between her labia on either side of her clitoris, prominently displaying the tumescent sliver of purple flesh throbbing there, frantic for stimulation. The straps were joined together at the base of her body, then fit tightly up the crack of her ass, while leaving another strategically placed element of this bondage—an opening centering over her asshole. Locked into the garment, her body publicized its sexuality with breasts uplifted like missiles, her ass boosted proudly and her posture severely straightened. 

Renee’s tresses were gathered in hand and tied into a ponytail at the back her head, perfectly placed to avoid the bridle straps of the contraption that was fitted to her face. A bit followed, lodged firmly in her mouth. Chains were linked to clamps fitted to the tips of her breasts, then to the bridle and the reins her driver would use to steer the woman. 

The crowd was curiously hushed during this painstaking procedure; all eyes focused keenly on the General’s movements, studying the intricate harness bondage that transformed this woman into a beast of burden.

Addressing the crowd, Dash began to explain the basic rudiments of human pony practice. “It’s recommended that your filly or mare wear boots and even doubled socks to keep their feet from becoming injured. This is especially important if you expect them to plow fields or pull carts over rough terrain. You understand that those females who have been living easy lives will take some arduous training before they will be able to withstand a good day’s work. But over several months their legs, their shoulders and backs will strengthen until you have a suitable stable animal.” He patted Renee’s ass to make her stand a little straighter. “I recommend a rigorous instruction and exercise period, along with any necessary punishment in order to have your filly or mare trained and appropriately disciplined for service. Keep them stabled at night, rope bound when they are out of their bridles—or keep their bridles on if they forget themselves and become argumentative.” Dash jerked on Renee’s bridle causing the bit to tear at her mouth. While he drove his message home with a pointed stare, she glared back, completely stupefied by this incredible event. “The more you can duplicate the equine experience in human form the easier it will be to transform the female into a suitable laborer. If you choose to use them sexually, I’d recommend that you copulate in the stable, not in beds. You’ll undo everything you’re trying to accomplish if you let them enjoy any luxury. A few rewards with food are appropriate, but I’d recommend little more. 

“If your human ponies are for show, rather than labor, then you can lighten the heavy physical training and concentrate on form and precision. But again, you need to remember that you’re dealing with beasts, not women. Treat them that way and they will eventually think of themselves as such. Wash their brains of their former lives, and plant new seeds. They will grow.” He referred to Renee, who was now completely harnessed and ready for work—except for a few minor details. “This one is not a good example—not yet. If you want to see some of our trained ponies, you can inspect the stables and find examples of the finished product as well as ponies in various stages of preparations. This one,” he patted her bottom again over the wounds from the single tail, “is wholly untried, untrained livestock. Today will be its initiation, what will certainly be a humbling experience for a female who was raised with luxury. Moments like this one are tough for mares of this breed, but a good trainer, remaining on a steady course can accomplish quite a lot in a first session. You’ll have a chance to see that session now. Though these methods are relatively new—currently in use just a little over a year, we can be fairly sure of our results.” 

There were murmurs through the crowd of enthralled men, and a look of sheer disbelief on Renee’s face as she responded to this outrageous scheme. The rumors of the mistreatment of slaves never hinted at such atrocities. Yet, in the middle of all this, she felt Dash’s fingers brush her crotch—deliberately, she was sure. 

“You defy me, my proud mare,” he whispered, “you flash your eyes all you like, but you can’t hide the fact that you’re wet between these lips.”

She blushed. Something only Dash would notice, but he was the only one she cared about. 

What completely devious, cunning, ingenious devices—the bridle, bit and harness! Without her consent and in complete defiance of her will, her mind was traveling down curious paths of conformity to the purposeful rigors of this bondage. 

“Because our mare needs a little extra encouragement,” the General spoke to the crowd again with a gentle sneer behind his delivery, “she’ll get the tail in her ass. Depending on how authentic you wish the experience to be, this can be a significant addition to the look. In a filly or mare’s ass, it can be a suitable punishment or reminder.” His soldier aide handed him a dildo with a long horsehair tail attached to the bottom end. The device was craftily made so that on insertion, it would fit securely in the animal’s ass, while the tail jutted unashamedly from the rear between the female cheeks. It suggested more exacting submission and discipline than the harness and bridle alone. “Some mares enjoy the feeling, for others it’s brutal. You have to know your animal to discover the difference. Then, you can use that information for your own purposes.” He looked straight into Renee’s eyes at the finish of his statement, telling her to, “Bend over.” 

Even that move was not accomplished without some discomfort. In fact, every move she made had its own reward or grief—hurting or stimulating this nipple or that breast, or the corresponding labia depending on how the movement tugged the pony bondage. 

Dash had chosen a rather large dildo to be fitted in her ass; and with just a coating of lubrication from her wet pussy, he purposely forced the plug inside, inching it along while Renee cringed. During each step in this little theatre, the humiliation was more profound. She hated and loved this treatment with the same sure passion, but most of all, she endured as she had every other amazing turn in her sexual, subservient life. 

With the dildo tail installed in her ass, Renee was ready for work. The General planned a demonstration of both show and workhorse, intended to inspire the audience for their own needs. Renee’s arms were bound behind her—hand to elbow, elbow to hand—and were then strapped to the poles extending on either side of the cart. Once the bondage was in place, she and the cart were one. The vehicle was small, even for a human cart, but there was plenty to test this new pony’s abilities and endurance.  

“Take the cart around the arena, Madame Duvalier,” the General spoke up boldly. “If you cannot pledge the truth about yourself in writing, then you can demonstrate it by your actions.”

Plucking a riding crop from the cart, he stood to the side and snapped the thing against her flank. She started pulling, shoulders immediately tightening with the burden she dragged behind her. The crowd cheered at the amazing spectacle. Half way around the arena, Renee’s shoulders began to loosen enough to make her trek less burdensome. Though there was no doubt that every muscle in her body would be aching the next morning. The task was too arduous to worry about how she looked, or how the crowd was taking such pleasure in the ungainly demonstration of her aptitude. She should have been mortified, but those kinds of feelings were beyond her thinking. Her only plan was to survive this until she was finally freed.  

“Very good,” Dash noted as Renee finally returned to his side and stopped. Sweat was dripping from her brow, while her skin glowed, flushed with fire. “Now, that you’re broken in, we’ll see if you can handle a passenger in your cart.”

The new pony’s eyes widened in horror for a second, then her gaze dropped to the arena floor where she looked at her dusty feet and ankles. She’d be much happier in boots, and probably would make a finer looking pony, she thought to herself. Oh! What a contemptible thing this was! How could her body respond as it was to this rough burlesque? But it didn’t lie. Realizing what faced her, she was determined to seek her own stature in this game, not the shame and humiliation the exposition was intended for. She would not be Madame Duvalier if she did not feel some passion about the event and wish to conquer it on her own terms. Yes, boots would be much better. But in lieu of them, she stood more proudly as the General fit himself in the single-seat cart behind her and then flicked her red stained fanny with end of the riding crop. She started out realizing how much she’d have to dig in, in order to make the rounds of the arena with a man weighting down her cart. But the vehicle had been smartly designed and perfectly built to roll easily even with a man’s muscle sitting in the seat. It took effort, strain and a good deal of sheer grit to follow the command, but Renee managed surprisingly well, at last bringing the cart to a stop where it had started. 

The General removed himself from the vehicle and pointed toward the far door of the arena. “Follow the Captain to the stable,” Dash ordered, referring to one of his officers standing there waiting for her. Renee pranced off. She was exhausted, her limbs weakened from exhaustion, but she refused to show any strain in attitude or physical body until she was out of sight of the mocking crowd and particularly General Dashiell Marchand. 


CHAPTER TEN

The Long Road Back

He rubbed her back, even though she refused to acknowledge his presence. 

“You have performed superbly. Beautifully, Renee.”

The cream was cool, his hand hot. 

The cream soothing, his hand arousing. 

Renee had never been one to mark easily. Small welts disappeared, larger ones diminished in size, and a few deep welts remained that would stay, if not permanently, certainly for many months. That was as it was intended. No good slave was without the indications of her status. She had been training with the pony cart for two weeks. In that time she’d not spoken to Dashiell Marchand—he lived in his cottage and worked in the big house, while she was liveried in one of the stable’s small stalls, given a bed of straw, a bucket to pee in, and simple food, which she ate from a plate without utensils. She was worked for hours every day in the paddock; and, finally issued a pair of boots, was taken over rougher footpaths for more strenuous instruction. She held on to her optimism, but as the days passed, it was becoming more difficult to draw from her resources of spirit what she needed to soothe her weariness and give her hope. She despaired more, and when she didn’t despair, her mind flooded with pictures of the despicable General Marchand that only made her body burn erotically, tormenting her with unfulfilled desire. How cruel this recent twist of fate! Her only consolation was that she was not alone—the training facility held nearly one hundred women being made into pony slaves. The enthusiasm for the practice was growing steadily, in part because of her very public initiation

After two weeks, Renee was finally ordered to the General’s cottage, without the bridle, the bit, the harness or the impaling dildo in her ass. She was unwilling to speak to him as he ministered to her raw wounds. The trainer had whipped her especially hard the night before, after a flawed performance before the stable master. 

“When do I go back home?” Renee finally spoke, as her body and mind began to ease, and the angry fire in her belly began to subside. The tight knot of mistrust and betrayal seemed worthless to cling to—especially with Dash’s comforting hands treating her so kindly. If she railed at him for this punishment, he would only remind her that she brought it on herself. And, she was too honestly tired after her day’s ordeal to argue any point. 

“You don’t go home,” he told her. “This will be your home.”

“No, please,” she pulled her head up looking into his eye for the first time since she last saw him at the arena. “I thought this was just my punishment. I have to go back. Those are my girls, they need me.”

“They need you far less than you think. They are doing just fine under Brigitta’s reign as Madame.”

“Brigitta!”

“She accepted the mantle in stride.”

“Humph. She would.”

“She’s a better whore than you are, I hear.”

“Oh, you think so?” She tried being indignant, but her heart was hardly in the task.

“She’ll turn into a crusty old bitch, but a lovable one,” he figured. “I doubt that her rebellious youth was anything more than just her age. She was meant to part her loins for men. And the way she’s taken to it, I’m sure she’ll survive just fine, while nurturing the young ones in her care.”

This was reasonable and probably very true, but it did not keep Renee from wanting to go home.

“You say I’ve done this do myself,” she sighed tiredly.

“You have,” he stated flatly.

“You could let me go, you know. Just to be civil. Certainly, I’ve been demonstration enough for your needs. And as punishment, this exceeds any necessary penalty.”

“That’s a determination for me to make, not you. And you’ve demonstrated yourself well. But it has been decided that you require more intense training—or retraining as the case may be. I think it would be best to take place right here—where I can keep an eye on you.”

“Who decided this?”

“I did,” he stated wryly.

Renee really didn’t expect him to admit the truth so easily. 

“Oh, really?”

“Yes. I want you here. I happen to be very fond of you as a slave, a pony girl and a woman.”

“A woman? Hope you’re not admitting that to anyone but me.” Her voice rang with life, freshly engaged, just as it always did when she was in the General’s company. 

“I’ll admit it to anyone I like. I want you here. I’m glad you didn’t sign that document, I made it so extreme that you wouldn’t just so I’d have good cause to keep you with me, under my watchful eye.” His eyes looked merry, yes, merry, happy, and not from any particular sense of triumph, but because he was sincerely, truly pleased. 

She looked at him suspiciously. “Why would you want that?”

“Because you’re one woman who I truly admire, who I enjoy fighting with, and who gives me the best time in bed I’ve ever had. Not only that, even though you protest your fate on principle—and you have your point there—you respond to the perverse extremes of sexual conduct and even gross humiliation with such enthusiasm that it’s impossible for me to believe you really hate your life. I want to be with a woman who thinks the way you do, who declares her hope like a mantle to protect her, whose indomitable spirit climbs to the surface of everything she does. You’d better get used to it, my darling. I told you that I owned you, and I do.”

“And if I refuse you?”

“All the more excuse to punish you and it won’t change your circumstances one iota.”

“You won’t let me win, will you?” Her brows were knit… too much going on in her brain to be angry. Would this torment never stop!

“No. But you will have a life you can love.”

“Which, I suppose, is a choice I have to make?”

“I can’t make it for you. I can only present you the option.”

Oh! How lovely he was. How handsome, virile… sly, mean and deviant. He made her heart titter as if she were twelve years old with a crush on her history teacher. He made her crotch ache like the first man—her husband—had made her ache just before he broke through her virginity. That man was dead to her, but this one was painfully, tangibly alive… forcefully, passionately wanting her. 

Everything he said and did made her want him more. Her mind was reckless with thoughts of prancing like a pony around that ring again, hauling in the blasted pony cart through the compound, and then being whipped because she hadn’t done enough. What was happening to her to think these things? Too much sexual heat, she supposed. Oh, what she’d give now for his prick between her thighs to take those thoughts away and settle her body down. Dash, this rebel general, had a way with her no other man did, inciting vulgar passions and emotions that seemed too excessive to consider in a sane state of mind. But if the world had gone insane, which she believed it had, what better way to survive it than dive into its sordid center and enjoy? 

She wept that night for her home, which was no longer home, but a brothel owned by the rebel state. The rebels would become the new gentry, the new establishment, and like Dash predicted the pendulum would swing back and even a few things out between the sexes of humankind. For now, she was one of the lucky ones. The kind who could adapt, the kind who understood the excesses and enjoyed them, the kind who would survive into the next generation and adapt again. She was still young, not yet thirty. A string of empty years lay ahead. Times would change again and so would her life. No looking back, the realist Madame Duvalier had to admit. This room, this simple soldier’s cottage would make a fine new boudoir, she thought. She almost smiled.  

Renee lounged back against the sheets of Dash’s comfy bed. She spread her thighs and fingered the rings he had pierced through her labia several days before. A regular string of them—three on each side—to be used when she was harnessed and bridled. He could thread straps through them, which would connect to the reins and give him another way of controlling her physical movement. Her ribald mind was ten steps ahead of him, thinking these nasty things, and inviting him to that soaked flesh between her thighs where the nectar spilled out freely and lubricated the pathway to good times. 

“Maybe we could think this through together right here,” she said. “It’s a long road back to where I want to be, but I’ve learned to make accommodations.”

The sneer in Dash’s expression was quite becoming, and enough to keep her happy for a while. She’d never like him, but she would make do.

“Come here, Dash, let’s fuck,” she welcomed him as her eyes smoldered hotly with need and she made the General’s bed her new home. 
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