
        
            
                
            
        

    
Silver Moon

Stiletto SM

Over 100 great novels

OF

Erotic Domination

If you like one you will probably like the rest

New Titles Every Month

All titles in print are now available from: www.ofdinebookshop.com

Electronic editions of all titles can be found at: www.adultbookshops.com



If you want to be on our confidential mailing list for our Readers' Club Magazine (with extracts from past and forthcoming titles) write to:







Silver Moon Reader Services

The Shadowline Building

6 Wembley Street

Gainsborough

DN21 2AJ

United Kingdom

or info@babash.com







or leave details on our 24hr UK answer-phone

08700 10 90 60

International access code then +44 08700 10 90 60




New authors welcome

Please send submissions to

Silver Moon Books Ltd.

PO Box 5663

Nottingham

NG3 6PJ

or

editor@babash.com







Sisters in Servitude first published 1995 Silver Moon Books

2nd Edition 2003

ISBN 1-897809-26-3

© 1995, 2003 Nicole Dere

The right of Nicole Dere to be identified as the author of this book has been asserted in accordance with Section 77 and 78 of the Copyrights and Patents Act 1988





Sisters in Servitude




BY




Nicole Dere













Also by Nicole Dere




Naked Truth

Naked Truth II (The Whip Hand)

Voyage of Shame

Linda's'Master













All characters in this book are fictitious, and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

THIS IS FICTION - IN REAL LIFE ALWAYS PRACTISE SAFE SEX!






ONE




Fran watched the little plane as it took off, then turned her attention to the tall blond figure of her sister's boy friend as he strode towards her.

He was holding out what looked like two silver bracelets. With a puzzled grin she held out her wrists, and in a trice he had snapped the bracelets over them and clicked them shut.

"No. Keep still. They need adjusting.”

There was a series of rasping clicks as the fine metal circlets tightened still further until they gripped. The bewildered Fran realized then that she was truly trapped. Their inner surface was lined with a soft, spongy material covered with leather, so that they fitted snugly, without chafing. She also realized that they were linked by a short length of chain, about six inches, and that she was thus effectively handcuffed.

This was not what she had expected from her sister's boy friend!

She held her arms out in front of her; the chain tinkling softly as she tugged half heartedly, trying to separate her tethered hands.

"What's this? Some sort of joke?”

Stephen gave a deep, knowing chuckle. "You're my prisoner!”

Fran's laugh was more uncertain now, even a mite nervous. She blushed prettily. She shook her wrists more vigorously, the chain jingling. "Hey! Come on! Undo me. I really can't get them off.” She stared at Stephen with shy embarrassment, feeling foolish and somewhat gauche.

She had seen pictures of Stephen Holt, so she recognized the tall, strikingly handsome figure in the tailored, knife-creased slacks and crisp bush shirt. As to herself, in her faded jeans and plain white T-shirt, and with her black hair cut short, its fringe flopping untidily around her elfin features, Fran felt very much like the schoolgirl she had been until a few short weeks ago.

"Where's Anna?” she asked. "Come on! Let me go!” Now he was clipping what looked like a dog leash to the small central ring of the short chain joining the manacles. Her voice was louder now, squeaked a little in shock and embarrassment, for Stephen began to pull her along the track towards a nearby house.

"My case—”

"Never mind that!”

"Where's Anna—”

"Later!”

Feeling too confused and ridiculous to resist, she let herself be tugged gently forwards.

She was glad there was no sign of anyone else around to witness the bizarre scene as he led her into the exotic garden that surrounded the house. The grass of the sloping lawn was extremely short, worn away to bare earth in patches, and had the seared, parched look that such man made efforts have in the tropics. But the red earth of the flower beds, and the variety of trees and bushes showed a splendour of rich colour and bold, dark shape against the clear, deep blue of sky which proclaimed how distant and foreign they were to the colder climate which Fran had left behind only hours ago.

A world away from everything familiar, alone now in this remote little island, she felt the brassy boldness of the sun enfolding her in its savage embrace, boring through the thin clothing, blinding her in the ferocity of its caress on her startled face. Beyond the bougainvillea hedge, the sea was a hazy shimmer of dancing light, which pained her screwed up eyes when she attempted to look directly at it.

She stumbled a little at the pull on the chain which drew her along the front of the house, to a paved path, sealed off from the building by a high hedge of thick, glossy, star shaped leaves. At the end of this path was a bricked arch, with a narrow, black wrought iron gateway, which was standing open. Stephen stretched up, reaching for the top of the arch, and Fran saw the smooth, pale honey tan of his skin peep through as the shirt parted company a little with the waistband of the slacks at his efforts. At the same time, Fran's arms were pulled sharply upwards until they were stretched above her head, and she became aware that he had fastened the handle end of the leash securely in the brickwork above. Belatedly, Fran pulled at the bonds, felt them grate against her wrists, without yielding in the slightest.

Stephen Holt stood back, smiling, clearly enjoying Fran's growing discomfiture."Let me go!” she shouted, a little breathlessly. She could feel her breasts pulled taut by the way her arms were lifted above her head. She twisted at the end of the chain. "What's the idea? Where's Anna?”

No reply. His self-satisfied look was becoming infuriating, maybe a little frightening. Then came a low delighted chuckle. "My God! You do look like Anna, don't you? You could be twins. You're both absolutely gorgeous. I think I'm going to enjoy you as much as I do her.”

He came close and held the twisting figure firmly round the waist, then kissed her on the lips, gently but with lingering sensuality.

Fran's face flamed. Her mouth quivered as she blinked back the tears. "Please don't! I'm not like that!” she gasped. "Let me go!”

"That's not what Anna told me!” Stephen chuckled. Fran's face burned. What on earth had Anna told him? A warm hand came up, caressed her cheek, stroked the side of the slender neck, and the dark head tossed as Fran jerked away. Somehow, she felt too ridiculous to start struggling properly, especially as she knew quite well she would not be able to free herself anyway. Instead, she had to endure another, more lingering caress of the palm about her face and neck. "You look lovely when you pout like that. Just like Anna! I can't wait to see the pair of you together!”

The tears sparkled in Fran's brown eyes, and her voice shook with the threat of their onset. "Look! I think the joke's gone far enough! Just let me loose and we'll say no more about it! I won't even tell Anna, I promise!”

He laughed deeply. "Gorgeous! Like I said!” And this time, he stepped in really close, until Fran could feel the swell of his powerful chest pressing against her own slight bosom, and, slipping one arm around her slim waist, and with the other holding the back of her head firmly so that she could not escape contact, he drove his lips searchingly against her mouth, moving his jaw, worrying at her in a rawly passionate kiss, until the young girl felt her head spinning, and she was forced to open her mouth, into whose warm, yielding wetness, the invasive tongue thrust with a conquering pride which sent a quiver through the captive frame.

When, at last, he released her, Fran gulped in the precious air, and a huge juddering sob shook her from head to toe. Before the weeping girl could recover her wits, Stephen stepped away from her.

"Joseph!”

There were footsteps, then, through the dancing veil of her tears, the mortified Fran saw a very tall, muscular figure. The open face and exposed limbs in the ragged khaki shorts and almost sleeveless shirt were a deep golden varnish colour. He stared in widely grinning delight at her slim, suspended form. "Oh!” Fran squealed in horrified outrage, hanging there, overcome with shame.

"This is Joseph. The gardener. And my good friend. This is Memsa'ab Frances. Memsa'ab Anna's little sister. Isn't she like her? Just as beautiful!”

"Ndio!” Joseph nodded his bewitched agreement. Fran felt his eyes sweeping over every inch of her.

"But she's a naughty girl. We've got to teach her. Just like we taught Anna. Right?”

"Right, Bwana,” said the beaming figure. Stephen stepped close once more. Fran screamed in horror as she felt his short nails scratch lightly at her sensitive skin. Stephen was tugging at the waistband of the jeans, roughly tearing open the button, dragging down the zip of the fly. In vain, Fran writhed, swivelled her hips. All at once, the jeans were clinging round mid calf, and Fran was all too aware Of the tiny triangle of the cotton flower patterned bikini briefs which were fully displayed. She tried to kick out, to twist away, but the jeans were like another set of bonds.

At his master's gesture, Joseph stepped forward eagerly, caught the struggling girl by her bare legs, and held her while Stephen pulled off first the trainers, then the jeans, then the ankle socks.

"Oh no! No! Please — no!” Her scream rang out on the hot, late afternoon air, as those nails scratched once again, the fingers plucking down the scrap of cloth that was her last covering below the waist. She sobbed, distressed now, her long legs kicking hopelessly. Then she stood, thighs clamped together, trying desperately to hide the small neat fuzz of her pubis, which stood out enchantedly against the paleness of her skin.

"What do you think, Joseph? The fly switch, Yes?”

The gardener raced off, brought back the horsehair instrument, with its long, intricately carved, ebony handle. Fran gasped as her tormentor drew the plume of hair ticklingly across the tops of her thighs, and the clenching little rounds of her behind.

"Bastard!” Fran wept desolately. "I'm guh — going to tuh — tell An — Anna!” Then she yelped at the cut of the horsehair switch across her buttocks. Again, her hips jerked wildly, her pale shape spun, as she tried to twist away from the light blows. Finally, she realized that her mad jerking, and her cries, were giving all the greater pleasure to her persecutor, and the grinning spectator, and she bit her lip determinedly, and stood there, muscles tensed, the rounds of her bottom delightfully dimpled, refusing to move, or cry out again. In truth, the blows were more blushingly stimulating than painful.

Stephen quickly stopped.

"Not enough. Those canes. The ones you use for the foxgloves. Bring me a bundle.” With an appreciative guffaw, Joseph raced away down the path, returning a few seconds later with a bundle of thin bamboos. Stephen gathered several of them in his right hand, gripped them tightly, then measured his distance with a practised eye.

There was a loud crack, and a thin ripple of stinging fire flared across the white rounds. Fran leapt and spun on her chain, her hips rotating wildly. She opened her mouth and screamed, her dark head flung back, and danced about in agony. Across the centre of each cheek, neatly symmetrical on either side of the tight cleft, was a series of faint but rapidly darkening pink stripes.

Crack! Stephen struck again; again came the high pitched scream, and again the slim form writhed and capered, oblivious of the spectacle she presented, or the divine and unrestricted view she gave of her most private flesh, the enchanting little divide of her labia, beneath the mossy covering adorning her mons. Because of her plunging movements, not all the blows fell on her buttocks, though Stephen did his best to make sure that those luscious little curves received the brunt of the punishment. Soon, they, and the tops of her thighs and the jutting hip bones, were covered by a closely woven network of thin, angry lines, some in little raised blisters, on the throbbing skin, and Fran was howling blindly in pain, unmindful any longer of the undignified spectacle she presented.

At last the distraught girl realized that the pain now was a steady throbbing burn, that no new blows were falling, and she stood there, tethered helplessly, her frame shaken by the engulfing sobs which continued to tear through her.

"Thank you, Joseph. Put these back, then you can go. You'll have a chance to meet Memsa'ab Fran again, and say hello properly. Off you go.”

"Bye, Bwana. Bye, Memsa'ab Fran. Welcome to Lama Island.” He did not seem to mind that the weeping girl did not answer, and he left, his brown face still split by the huge grin.

Stephen was panting. He could feel the sheen of sweat on his brow and his body, as well as the throbbing beat at his crotch which betokened his excitement. He sat on the nearby low wall, and stared hungrily at the slender form, the arms gracefully upheld, and savoured the red marks of the moderate beating he had administered. He glanced around, struck by a sudden thought, then left the quietly sobbing figure, to return to the house.

Achoke, the cook, was busily working at the kitchen sink, preparing the evening meal, and Stephen felt a smile tugging at the corners of his mouth at his exaggerated concentration, from which he deduced that the old boy must have been sneaking a view of Fran's punishment from the concealment of the hedge and had just now scurried in to his duties. He picked up a large pair of scissors and headed back to the garden.

The tragic young face, its cheeks stained with tears, stared in fresh alarm, as, with deliberate care, Stephen slowly cut the T-shirt up its middle, from waist to rounded neck, until it fell apart to reveal the white cotton bra beneath. "You don't need this,” Stephen said gently. "No more bras while you're here. All right?”

The dark head hung down. Fran did not look at him, or answer, until Stephen seized her by the hair and roughly jerked her head up. "All right?” he repeated tightly, with a grin.

"Yes! Yes! All right!” blubbered the wretched Fran. She tried to breathe shallowly as Stephen slipped the cold blade under the elastic beneath the cups and snipped. The cups fell apart. Stephen cut through the thin satin shoulder straps, and plucked the ruined garment clear of the trembling body. The breasts were small but delightfully firm, lifted to prominence by the position of the tethered arms. The nipples were very small, too, a pale pink, like the little areolae which surrounded them.

"Nice little titties!” Stephen crooned. "Like a schoolgirl.”

The twin little mounds heaved and shook enchantingly, as another huge sob erupted. Fran gasped, her eyes widening in renewed alarm at the feel of his warm palms cupping the soft flesh, hefting, caressing. Thumbs and forefingers plucked at the nipples, rolled them until they peaked, and the helpless girl shivered. Again, Stephen moved, plastered himself against the pale form, gathered her in, and again the mouth descended in a passionate, claiming kiss. There was no resistance.

In spite of her fiercely stinging bottom, Fran forgot her pain at the passion of that open mouthed, demanding kiss, at the feel of his clothing rubbing against her bared skin, at the exotically strange feeling of the still hotly enveloping sun on her nakedness.

She was gasping, drawing in huge lungfuls of air, when Stephen finally released her with a low, growling chuckle. His tongue flickered in the delicate swirl of her right ear, lapped at the pink lobe, with its tiny, simple earring. Another convulsive quiver passed through the nude frame which Stephen clutched to him.

"Now,” he breathed sensuously, his hands sliding round the slender waist, his fingers lightly feeling the raised welts, the marks of the beating on the clenching rounds of the behind.

The blond head dipped, and Fran felt those warm, stirring lips close round her left nipple, which quivered electrically with blazing desire at the wetly engulfing, suckling caress. After a short time, similar attention was given to her other breast. Then the head dipped lower, until Fran was gazing down on the neatly styled, short hair, with its narrow parting, and she felt that wickedly rousing tongue flicker into the recess of her navel, before trailing down the slight curve of belly, to the dark bush of her pubis, into whose crinkled curls, Stephen's nose rubbed like a nuzzling, affectionate animal.

Gentle fingers moved now, too, feathering up the insides of the trembling thighs, gently pushing them apart, until the damp folds of the tissue hidden between them was revealed. The fingertips probed, peeled away at the outer opening, the uppermost peaks, of the vulva. Then the feathery caress of that flickering tongue joined them; with a helpless cry, the pale belly thrust forward, yielding for fulfilment.

Fran, quivering from head to toe, hung there, lost to the thunder of her senses, the hunger which her captor drew from her so consumingly. The long shadow of the upright girl, and the bent shape soldered to it, spread across the dry grass of the

lawn, like proudly pointing fingers in the mellowing evening sunlight.

"Oh, please! Please!” Fran blubbered, her blood on fire, unaware of her desperate, begging tone, her thighs spread, aching to be lifted, her sex throbbing for fulfilment. He withdrew, and stood upright, laughing softly, wiping his face on a dazzlingly white handkerchief. He turned and walked away, and left her hanging there, head bowed, weeping blindly in the now gently caressive warmth of the enveloping sun.






TWO




Fran gave a little gasp, wincing involuntarily at the light touch of the sponge on her tender bottom. The black woolly head lifted immediately, the young, brown face puckered in concern.

"Sorry, Memsa'ab. It still stings, yes?”

"Yes!”

Fran stood feet astride in the thick, scented foam of the tub while the slim maid carefully washed between her thighs. Fran nibbled at her lip, and gasped again, though not with pain this time. 'Thanks, Nara. That'll do. Let me sit.” She lowered herself gingerly into the bubbles, squirming at the contact of her behind with the tub's surface. "I can manage now.”

"No, no,” the girl said quickly. She lifted Fran's leg by its slim ankle, and gently washed the narrow foot and its shapely limb. "You very lovely girl, Miss.”

Fran blushed. 'Thank you. So are you. How long have you been here?”

"More than one year now.”

Fran held up her manacled wrists. The foam clung to the fine chain, dripped from it. "Don't you find — isn't Mr Stephen a bit strange?”

Nara grinned, raised her pert little backside in the pale blue overall. "He beat me much worse — many times!”

Fran squirmed a little, pulled a rueful face. She could not get rid of this dream-like feeling, which she had had ever since the amazing individual had clamped the bracelets on her wrists. When she had recovered from the fierce abandon of the near climax which Stephen had so skilfully brought her to, her strange host had led her into the cool of the house, where, excruciatingly conscious of the goggle eyed stares of Achoke, the skinny old cook, and the pretty young figure of the maid, Nara, Fran had kept her Own eyes lowered, staring through the shimmering tears at her bare feet, while Stephen introduced her, then brought her back up the stairs to her room.

He had removed the leash but left her wrists manacled, and made her stretch out face down on the wide bed while he massaged some soothing cream into the abused flesh of her behind. Amazingly, Fran had actually slept for a couple of hours before being woken by this nubile girl, bearing a deliciously cold ice tinkling gin and tonic, and with instructions that she was to stay with her and bathe her.

Sitting at the dressing table mirror, Fran combed her hair and applied some light make-up, all of which she was easily able to perform despite her restraints. "Does Bwana Stephen live here all alone?”

"Oh, yes. Until Memsa'ab Anna — your sister — come.” She sniggered, but went on quickly, "He very rich. He have another woman. She gone to America. He bought this house, Cassuarina, from the prince. Prince Salman. Very big man. All island belong to him. Big Arab man. Friend of Bwana Stephen.”

Fran nodded. Her thoughts turned to Anna. What was her true relationship with this strange, handsome figure? Had she been subjected to these weird sexual games, beaten, and chained like this? It was all too dream-like and bizarre to be true.

She turned on the soft stool, holding up her arms enquiringly. "What now? Are you going to dress me, too? This is quite ridiculous!”

Nara nodded, with her mischievous, child like grin. "It's okay. You stay like that. Go to dinner now.”

Fran's eyes widened. "What? Downstairs? But —”

"It's okay. Nobody come tonight. Just you and Bwana. No problem.”

Fran blushed when Stephen advanced towards her with a beaming smile at the foot of the stairs, and took her by the arm. He led her through to the comfortably old fashioned dining room, pulled out a solid, velvet upholstered dining chair with a high, carved back, and waited for her to sit, sliding it in to the backs of her legs as she did so. Despite the tickling softness of the material on her bare skin, Fran winced, and squirmed a little, then blushed at Stephen's knowing smile.

"Still a bit sore, are we? Did the cream help at all? I really didn't think I'd been at all hard.”

Fran's blushes deepened when the scrawny figure of Achoke the cook came in, along with the maid Nara, to serve the excellent food. She forced herself not to cover her bosom, and took comfort from the thought that he could see little else as she sat demurely at the elegantly spread table. Nevertheless, she was acutely conscious of his gaze on her small, high breasts, particularly as Achoke stood leaning at her shoulder to offer her food.

"Can you manage?” Stephen asked solicitously, and Fran nodded. He poured her a glass of wine.

"How long are you going to keep me chained like this?” asked Fran, when the servants had withdrawn. "And naked? What will Anna say when she gets here?” She glanced towards the loudly ticking wooden wall clock as she spoke, as though she expected her sister at any minute. Stephen smiled fondly, and laid his hand over Fran's as it rested on the table.

"You won't be seeing her for a while yet. I wasn't quite truthful earlier when I said she would be back tonight. I sent her over to Kenda Bay because I wanted to have a couple of days or so alone with you.”

Fran coloured, and her eyes widened in surprise at the use of the word 'sent'. Before she could say anything, however, Stephen's deep, quiet tones continued. "I've been eager to get you here. Although it was Anna who wrote to you to persuade you to come out here, it was entirely at my bidding. The more she told me about you two — and she's told me everything,” he added, in a voice charged with such significance that Fran crimsoned immediately, "the more I knew I just had to have you here as well.”

Fran felt such a powerful stirring of emotion that her breath caught, and a tremor passed through her — a kind of fear, and, more, a shameful excitement which forced her to recall those frightening, wonderful moments when she had hung there in the gateway, and this strange, compelling individual had opened her, taken possession of her so completely, and with such devastating effect that she had been almost afraid even to dwell on it since the event.

"What do you want?” she whispered, her brown eyes fixed hugely, and with a strangely pleading expression, on the handsome form sitting so coolly and self-possessedly opposite her.

"You! Not just your luscious little body, wildly divine though it is. I want you. The very essence of you, your spirit.” He smiled disconcertingly. "Your soul, perhaps. Yes, that's it. Maybe I'm your devil, and you're my little Miss Faust!” He laughed again. "Don't look at me like that. I'm not mad, I swear it. You'll see what I mean soon enough, I promise. I've already got Anna. And now I want you.”

Suddenly she realised that the meal was over. He drew out the chair, held her arm as she rose, and escorted her across the hall to the large living room. The windows were open, though the framed insect netting was closed. Fran could see the velvet quality of the dark; hear the steady, muted hum of the cicadas, and, over all, the sighing beat of the ocean. The dreamlike sensation swept over her again, overpoweringly.

She sank down in one of the huge, low armchairs, with their bright, chintzy covers. She was roused by the rough caress of the cloth on her nakedness. She twisted sideways a little, aware once more of the discomfort of her bruised buttocks, and drew her legs up onto the cushions, keeping her knees demurely together, her feet to her right. Achoke brought in a coffee tray with the cups and jugs. She saw his eyes flicker secretively towards her, and she resisted the urge to drop her hands over the small triangle of her dark pubis in the crease of her thighs.

Stephen got up, poured the coffee, came close to rest her cup and saucer on the chair's wide arm. "Thanks,” Fran murmured automatically. She stirred the thick, black liquid in the tiny cup. Again, she lifted her wrists, showing the chain, then gestured to her slender body. "You don't have to do all this to get to know me. I want you to, just like I want to know you, too. After all, you're practically family. The way Anna's written about you —”

"Anna's written exactly what I've told her to write,” Stephen cut in firmly. "That's the first thing we've got to achieve. I must have your total obedience, in everything. That's essential.”

Fran sat up. She stared at him in complete astonishment, her mouth hanging open.

"What? Are you serious?”

"Perfectly. That's why I wanted you alone at first. No distractions from Anna. Absolute obedience. And it's got to come from you. You've got to give it willingly, submit to it. Then we can be really honest in our relationship. Can you understand?”

"You — you are mad!” Fran was still staring, transfixed, her mind racing. Suddenly, for the first time, she felt a clutch of real fear. She pushed herself to her feet. Her breasts heaved, her heart was racing. "I demand you take these bloody things off me. I want to get dressed right now. If you don't, I'm leaving. Tonight! I'll stay at that hotel. What's its name? Anna mentioned it in one of her letters.”

Stephen chuckled. "Don't be silly. This part of it won't take long at all, believe me. You'll love it once you get used to it.”

Fran's lip trembled, and her voice shook with the threat of tears. "You can't keep me here!” She realized even as she spoke how feeble she sounded. And how untrue it was, as Stephen's next words proved.

“Right then,” he said in a business like fashion. "We might as well get on with it.” He called out for Achoke, and Fran abruptly sat again, and drew her knees up, once more arranging herself as modestly as she could. "Tell Joseph to come. And Nara.”

"No!” Fran gasped, her eyes filling with tears. "Why—”

"It will save time,” Stephen replied crisply, "in case you're tiresome.” He nodded at the long, low table, from which Achoke had just removed the coffee things. "Just lie down across the table there, facedown.”

"What?” It came out as a tortured little gasp of outrage and disbelief, and Stephen smiled grimly.

"See what I mean? I don't want to manhandle you myself.” At that instant, the looming figure of the garden boy, still with that ear splitting grin, appeared in the doorway, and, behind him, looking tiny in comparison, the slim figure of Nara. "Ah. Nara. Fetch me the chain. And a hairbrush. The tortoise shell one. There's a good girl.”

Fran sprang up, gave a small scream. There was nowhere to run. Stephen said something in the local language, and the huge bulk of Joseph came forward. Fran tried to strike and kick out as one meaty arm enveloped her waist and plucked her easily off her feet. The room spun, her head hung down, her feet waved ludicrously in the air as he upturned her, then bent her across the cold, unyielding surface of the low table. She felt the sharpness of its edge as he eased her forward until her toes and the insteps of her feet were scraping on the roughness of the sisal carpet.

Nara had reappeared with the chain and brush and Stephen clipped the chain back in place, then wound it around the base of the table, dragging Fran's tethered arms forward as he did so, until her knuckles touched the carpet and she was bent securely over the narrow wooden surface, her hindquarters prominently presented.

The instrument this time was the smooth back of the long handled hairbrush. He struck so hard that, within a few minutes, the quivering rounds were glowing a fiery red over all their clenching and hollowing surface. Each blow brought a loud crack, followed by its complementary shrill yelp of agony from the victim. No thought of denying pleasure by stoic silence now!

The fire burned, and Fran squealed, her face as red as her rear, screwed up with pain, and liberally stained with the tears which poured unchecked. Her whole body jerked, but Joseph knelt, his large, coarse hands easily encircling her slim ankles, which he held down to the carpet, effectively limiting her struggles.

She howled and blubbered, oblivious to the spectacle she provided, lost to all sensation save the scorching pain, her body racked with convulsive sobs.

When Stephen eventually stopped, his face shone with perspiration and delight. Joseph stood, but the bent figure did not move, apart from the involuntary trembling, and the quiver of those hotly glowing cheeks, on which the fresh outlines of brush strokes were superimposed on the earlier lines. Fran sobbed piteously, while Joseph and Nara left the room with last lingeringly appreciative looks at the slumped form.

For long minutes the only sound in the room was the anguished, abandoned weeping, and the measured ticking of the clock over the muted soughing of the sea and the chirruping insects.

Some time later, Fran lay stretched out on her stomach along the length of a sofa, her throbbing head resting on her folded arms. She gasped as Stephen tenderly replaced the damp cloth with another, fresh with the blessed coldness of the fridge, spreading it gently to cover the reddened curve of the smarting buttocks.

"Why are you doing this to me?” She turned her head to look at the immaculately groomed figure crouching beside her. Fran's eyes were red and swollen, puffed with her prolonged fit of crying. The momentous events of the day were making her brain reel in confusion. She found it hard to believe in the ordered world she had been part of only hours ago. She felt as though she had been held prisoner here, naked and bound, for a lifetime.

Stephen's head dipped until the neat blond locks rubbed against hers. He kissed her lightly behind her ear. "I've told you, darling. I must have obedience. You'll be glad of it soon, just as Anna is.”

Fran's head lifted, her agony temporarily forgotten in her amazement. She gestured back towards her face cloth covered bottom. Her voice squeaked with her incredulity.

"You've done this — to — to Anna?”

The grey eyes danced with mischief as Stephen nodded. "Oh, yes, my love.”

Fran shook her head hopelessly. "I — I still don't understand. I don't see why —”

"You will, you will! Trust me!” With fond exasperation Stephen stopped any further protest with a gentle but lingering kiss on Fran's lips.

To Fran's dismay, she felt the tears well up chokingly again at this transformation to such tender and loving concern for her. Yet when she tried to move there was that fiery throbbing pain in her bottom to remind her that this suave, warmly affectionate creature, who had already made love to her with a fervour equal to anything she had known, was the perpetrator of a physical punishment also as extreme as anything she had experienced.

Stephen insisted Fran take a sleeping pill, and the young girl, too weary, and, ashamed as she was to acknowledge it even to herself, too frightened to argue, obediently swallowed it. She thought Stephen was going to sleep with her, but he merely sat, still fully clothed, on the bed beside her as she stretched out gratefully on the cool sheet.

"No need to sleep under covers. And there's no mozzies in here. We burn the coils, and Achoke sprays every night just in case.” And it was just as well, for Fran did not think she could have borne even the lightest contact on her burning flesh. She lay on her stomach, and thought woozily she would not get any rest. But that was only minutes before she drifted to a deep sleep, with Stephen still sitting beside her, his hands soothingly stroking at the unblemished paleness of the slender shoulders.






THREE




Fran drifted up reluctantly through the foggy layers of sleep, clinging to the powerfully flowing eroticism of her dream, unwilling to surrender its pervading sweetness. She moaned, and turned, aware muzzily of the throbbing soreness of her buttocks, the pain of her returning consciousness. Then, bewilderingly, she became sensible of the filtered light, of the breath of the sea, the strange bird song, while, at the same time, she realized that that overpowering sexuality was still there, beating madly.

Groaning to full wakefulness, she gasped in shock at the feel of the devouring warmth at her loins, the wickedly arousing tongue, the exquisitely knowledgeable fingers burrowing and stroking within her pulsing, wet tightness, the responsive throb of her most secret, and now helplessly yielding flesh. Her back arched. The sharp pain of her behind was forgotten at the ferocity of the sexual hunger erupting in her. She bit her lip, groaning with frustration at the cruelly restricting bite of the manacles at her wrists when she tried to put her arms around the lean brown frame pressed to her. Her lips parted in a breathy sigh, brushed at the ear of the golden head burrowing into the softness of her neck.

"Please — can't you untie me?” she gasped, then her open mouth was clamped eagerly to his, she felt the long probe of his tongue divinely exploring her, and the running wetness of her sex over his wickedly arousing fingers buried in her tight sheath. Her thighs began to jerk, her belly lifted. He pushed himself up onto his elbows, and she saw the slim brownness, the fine covering of black hairs between the rounds of his nipples, then from the potent black bush of his pubis, the long, thrusting column of his erect penis.

"I want you!” she rasped hoarsely, striving in vain to reach for him.

"That's good, my darling.” He stood all at once. His prick jutted like a lance, proud and fearsome in its proportions. She could see the swollen glans, its dark slit gleaming with the emission of his juice, and her body craved for him intensely. She stopped writhing, and lay back, sprawled, nakedly abandoned, her legs parted, waiting for him to claim her. "See you downstairs.” He grinned and turned, walked out, his tight haunches rippling. Her entire frame shook with her anguish and her need. She rolled onto her stomach, pressed her face into the soft dampness of the pillow. Her feet flew as they beat a tattoo of utter frustration on the silken coverlet.

The ordeal of her embarrassment was as great as ever, through the leisurely breakfast which they shared in the now sun streaming dining room. "Let me put something on. Just a wrap?” she pleaded.

"How's your bum?” Stephen asked pointedly. "The bruises are starting to come out nicely. You'll have some lovely shades by tomorrow.” And Fran lapsed into blushing silence. "Beach this morning,” Stephen announced firmly. "We've got to make a start on your all over tan.”

Miserably, Fran swallowed hard, fought back the threat of tears, as the dog lead once more appeared, and Stephen fastened it to the chain linking her wrists. However, Fran's distress was held somewhat in abeyance by her unqualified appreciation of Stephen's wonderful form, splendidly revealed in brief, orange coloured bathing trunks, which, apart from a pair of simple, blue thonged rubber sandals known as flip-flops, was all he wore. His skin was a golden toast shade, evidence of its habitual exposure to the powerful sunlight, and beside him Fran's nude form looked positively white.

The trip to the beach did not take long. All it involved was a walk across the cropped lawn, through the gate in the high hedge, and there they were, on the dazzling white slope of sand, which was already so hot Fran gasped and did a little, skipping dance when her bare feet came into contact with it.

Joseph appeared, and Fran, beet red, turned away from his embracing glance as he opened up and placed two brightly covered sun beds on the small slope of beach.

"I've not sunbathed nude for ages,” Fran said. "I'm scared I'll burn.”

"I won't let you do too long. Then we'll put the shade up. Come here. Lie down.” He squeezed a generous handful of sun cream onto his palm, began to apply it to Fran's shoulders, then, enjoying to the full his task, to the high little breasts, whose pale nipples soon hardened under this rousing stimulus. Fran could not help tensing when the same treatment was given to her reddened, and, in several places, bruise darkened, bottom, though Stephen was as gentle as he could be.

"I think we'll leave it until tea time for your beating today,” he said conversationally, when he had finally finished slathering Fran's slender ankles and feet with the cream.

The brown eyes gazed almost imploringly at him, limpid with the tears welling there. "Oh, please, I'm trying to be obedient.”

Stephen settled himself on the other narrow lounger, handed over the bottle of cream. "You can do me now,” he said calmly. He lay back; let Fran savour the thrill of rubbing in the fragrant cream. Fran saw, and felt, the firm flesh under her light caress, and felt the corresponding beat of excitement deep in her belly at the delightful sensation. But all at once, Stephen's elbow moved, he knocked the stroking hands away, with a deep laugh. "You're just copping a feel, you little lecher. That's quite enough. Now. I want you to tell me all about yourself. Total honesty, remember. That's what I want from you, young lady.” He reached across, tapped Fran's bruised and sore bottom suggestively. "And that's what I'll have. All right? Now. Tell me about your lesbian experiences. Every bit. Was Karen your first? Or did you start before then, even? When you were at primary school, perhaps?”

He laughed deeply, with evident relish, at the comic look of astonishment on Fran's face at the mention of Karen's name. "You see? It's no good lying, my girl, because I shall know. And take steps accordingly. Right. Away you go!”

Haltingly at first, through her acute embarrassment, but then, with the steady pain from her bottom to urge her on, Fran began to recount her early and adolescent experiences, quickly moving on to her passionate involvement with her closest school chum, Karen Briggs.

"I knew she fancied me. She used to give me presents and things. Share her pocket money. I thought it was a bit of a giggle, really. Didn't take it seriously at all. Lots of the girls talked about — you know, pashes and things. But then, one day, after games, in the showers, she got me.”

She giggled, her blush deepening attractively, and glanced shyly at the attentive Stephen. "I mean really got me. You know.”

"No. Tell me. In detail.”

Awkwardly, Fran described in full the physical moves in the amorous assault. "I was shocked,” she concluded, "but then I couldn't stop her. Didn't want to,” she admitted ashamedly. "By then it was too late, anyway.”

"How old were you?”

"It was just before my fifteenth birthday. I — I brought Karen home with me to help me celebrate it. It was at the beginning of the hols.”

"Was that when you tried to get her to have it off with your cousin, Damien?”

Fran sat up, gaping in comic incredulity. "How — how —” she spluttered, eyes wide with shock, too dumbfounded to show even shame.

Stephen was revelling in the girl's utter astonishment. "From Anna, I told you, I know all sorts of things about you, my sweet.” Suddenly, he assumed a look of intense seriousness. Dramatically, he, too, sat up, swung his feet off the lounger to the fine, warm sand, facing Fran, their knees lightly touching. He caught hold of Fran's slippery hands, held on to them firmly.

"Tell me. The truth. Are you a virgin?”

Fran could not drag her eyes away from the piercing gaze, though the colour slowly mounted from the slender neck. Her mouth opened and closed again soundlessly, and her shoulders rose in a helpless little shrug. At last, she struggled to find her voice. "I — I don't know what — with Karen, we — we made love. Used things.” Her voice faded, she hung her head. Stephen laughed tauntingly.

"I'm not talking about little schoolgirls poking each other with their fountain pens and candles! You know what I mean!” He seized Fran's dark head in both his hands and pulled it forcibly up, compelling her to gaze into those powerful grey eyes. "I'm talking fucking, sweetheart. With boys. Have you done it yet? Who was the first lucky lad?”

The brown eyes looked suddenly terrified. Stephen felt the little headshake of negation, against the tight pressure of his hands. "No,” Fran whispered, the tears welling up, trembling divinely on the dark lashes before they fell.

"Okay, little sister!” Stephen pushed her roughly away, and stood abruptly. "Lie down!” he ordered curtly, and slowly Fran obeyed, stretching out carefully, her hands resting on her gleaming thighs, across which she could feel the sun warmed heat of the short chain. "Stay there! Don't move a muscle.”

The tone was peremptory, and Fran obeyed. Stephen headed back to the house without another word. Fran's mind was racing. She felt a sensation akin to panic rising within her, and her heart bumped painfully as she thought about Stephen's question, and its disturbing answer. Surely, he couldn't know about that? It was impossible!

She could hear Damien's urgent, tear strained voice fiow, whispering out of the past. "No one must ever know! You mustn't tell anyone — ever!” He had sounded so scared and frantic even she had been infected by it, despite her tremulous air of bravado. Her face and body burned as she relived the intensity of those isolated, wondrous, weird hours.

Anna had come along to the room, found her and her cousin already half undressed, then, astoundingly, she had smiled, and joined them on the rumpled bed, peeling off her T-shirt, revealing her high, jutting little breasts. At eighteen, her lithe figure was one which her younger sister envied sharply. Then they were all three naked, and emotions such as envy were all forgotten as all three rolled and clutched and kissed avidly in the kaleidoscope of youthful flesh. The beautiful velvet smoothness of Damien's body, so closely mirroring their own, except for that delicate, brown little shrouded piece of flesh, so small and dainty looking, coiled shyly in the crease of his belly and thigh, the exciting, satin feel of it, then its thrilling and scary beat and squirm, rearing like some tiny, blind animal at Anna's gentle caresses, the pink helm peeping forth, its throbbing heat under her tightening grip, the corresponding excitement in Fran's loins at the effect of the rhythmic strokes. Feverishly, her sixteen-year-old body blazing with desire to know fulfilment, she thrust her sister aside, grabbed at his slippery member, savagely tugging as she knelt across Damien's quivering thighs. His whimpering, feeble cries, gave her almost an equal thrill, then she could not prevent herself from edging forward, inexpertly but determinedly manipulating him, rubbing that wet, pink tip along her clamorously melting groove.

It was Anna's painfully fumbling hands which finally succeeded in guiding him into her for the first time, and she felt the column slide into the spasming tightness of her sheath, the mad, all too brief ecstasy of the plunging deep within until the warm, exquisite instant of his gushing release.




***




She was shocked back into the present as a shadow fell across her. She opened her eyes, to see a huge black silhouette against the sun. She struggled up on her elbows. Joseph, naked except for his ragged shorts, leered down at her. "Come, Missy.”

She screamed softly as he plucked her up and swung her over his shoulder. She felt the smooth warmth of his bare shoulder pressing into her belly, the rub of his torso on the front of her thighs, his strong arm and hand clasped about the back of those same, gently kicking limbs. Her head hung down, almost on a level with his backside as he walked easily through the fine sand, round side of the house, through the widely spaced coconut palms and sparse grass tufts, until she saw that the sand beneath his feet was replaced by bare, hard earth. She heard shrill howls of delight, then her feet jarred as he swung her off him and set her upright.

She found she was standing in front of a grass hut, the frame of which was provided by long, thin poles of young, silvery Eucalyptus trees. She could see several others dotted about among the tall palms — a kind of mini village. A small crowd of women and children gathered, the women naked above the waist, with brightly patterned sarongs of the inexpensive kitenge cloth draped about their hips. Joseph spoke and two young girls, their high, conical shaped breasts suggesting they were in their mid teens, stepped forward, their dazzling white teeth displayed in identical wide grins.

There was an upturned canoe in front of the hut, which looked as though it had been roughly carved from some huge log. Joseph gestured to it, pointed to Fran.

She stared at him, then gasped as she realized he wanted her to prostrate herself across the sloping back of the craft. "No!” she squealed in outrage, but he merely nodded again, still grinning. She screamed piercingly and fought, as the two young girls closed in on her, but she was not adept at such brawling. They captured her manacled wrists. One clamped her startlingly strong arms about Fran's waist and hoisted her in the air, and the kicking, weeping figure was thrust unceremoniously down across the sloping, upturned base of the canoe. One girl held the chain securing her wrists, the other, on the other side of the long vessel, crouched and pinned her by the ankles. A small boy stepped forward eagerly to assist in holding her down.

"No!” she began to plead, sobbing, her exposed buttocks already clenching in anticipation of what was to come. This time the instrument of chastisement was a short, home made whip of woven strands of thin rope, about half a dozen in all, which were plaited together to form a handle. Joseph's first strokes were so light as to make a mockery of the idea of punishment, and the sobbing Fran thought that it was merely some cruel joke to make her ridiculous. But then the girl holding her wrist chain said something sharply, and Fran yelped as she felt a much sharper blow sting her. Soon, her bottom was glowing and burning again, and she was jerking in real pain against her captors' hold, the little rounds dimpling deeply at the succession of stinging blows.

In spite of the discomfort, and her copious tears, Fran was well aware that the bulky figure had not used anywhere near his proper strength in wielding the whip. Though her behind stung and burned, this, her third beating, was nowhere near as severe as the two Stephen himself had meted out. She stood there in the dusty compound, squirming about miserably, head lowered, the tears still flowing, while the crowd of islanders examined her with close and curious frankness. She flinched as one of the youngsters actually reached out and, with a high pitched giggle, plucked at the fine curls of her pubis, encouraging others to do the same. She was glad, therefore, when Joseph picked her up once more, despite the indignity of this mode of transport. She felt the hot sun beating down on her scorched bottom.

He dumped her back on the sun lounger and left her. Now she lay on her stomach, her behind too tender for her to endure its contact with the towel which covered the canvas surface. She heard someone approach, but did not look up, and so started in shock at the cold caress of the cream on her burning flesh. Stephen massaged the hot rounds gently, then stood and arranged a wide umbrella, which cast its deep shade over the two narrow beds.

Fran felt the tenderly caressive hand on her shoulders, as she lay weeping quietly. "Now then,” Stephen murmured, in tones of the most reasonable persuasiveness. "Once more, my angel. Tell me about your first fuck.”

Fran gulped, her quavering voice caught in the hiccupping sobs which shook her. "It was Duh Damien,” she answered immediately, in spite of her scalding shame, and Stephen almost purred with pleasure.

"Of course it was,” he answered soothingly, and Fran's reeling brain registered its shock that Anna should have made the shocking confession. But then the unbelievable events she had been caught up in over the last twenty-four hours or so forced her to acknowledge that it was not so unbelievable after all. "Tell me all about it. Every little bit. Don't leave anything out, darling.”

And Fran didn't. She relived almost every minute of the affair as she softly told her tale.

Fran blushed, gave that helpless little shrug again. She was sitting up, facing the attentive figure lying beside her. "I thought — well, I felt so sorry for him. He was so miserable. He'd never done it, either. He was scared he might be gay. I thought — if he could do it with me, it might —” She shook her head, unable to explain the depth or complexity of her feelings for her cousin's plight. She drew in a deep, sighing breath.

"Anyway, I sort of took charge. Even though I'd never done it before. He just lay there, crying, at first. I had a few ideas of what was supposed to happen. You can't survive at boarding school without learning quite a bit about the facts of life. Then it all just happened. Except that I was sitting on him, and he was underneath, and — well, it worked. After a fashion.”

She blushed anew, shivered slightly at the memory. "I guess we were both horrified at the mess afterwards. It didn't hurt me much. Just a bit. And there wasn't much blood. Well, none, actually. Like I said, Karen and I had already used things. But his stuff — his come. It was all over. I remember panicking. We rushed off to the bathroom. We jumped in the bath, I washed myself over and over.” In spite of herself, she let out a youthful giggle. "Damien even poked his fingers in, covered in soap, and tried to wash me out from the inside. That hurt worse than when he — did it properly.”

There was a painful pause, which Stephen did not interrupt. Fran sighed. "But those next few days. We spent all our time together, mostly in bed. I showed Damien what to do to make me come. And he loved it — going down on me and everything. And I did the same for him. It was wild. We tried fucking again, too. It was okay sometimes. As long as I was on top, and did everything. But Damien came far too quickly. He couldn't help it. That's when he —” Fran stopped, the blushes burning intensely, then somehow felt compelled to go on. "He said he wished he was a girl. We did something crazy. I made him up, he wore some of my undies. He managed to get into one of my school skirts and blouses — although he's two years older nearly, he's just about the same build as me. He even wore my tights. And we went out, got a taxi to the nearest town. Chatted up two boys, and snogged them a bit, then sneaked away, back home. Went back to bed together. We were both dead excited. It was — great!”

"Aren't you forgetting something?” He reached over, and very lightly touched her glowing, lash marked bottom. "You haven't mentioned Anna's part in all this. And she was quite important, wasn't she?”

Fran's face burned with shame. She could not meet his gaze. "I — I thought —” she stammered — "you wanted me to tell you about Damien. About the — fucking.”

"If it hadn't been for her you wouldn't have got round to it, would you?” he chided, still gently. "There's a lot of things your big sister taught you, isn't there?”

She gasped, feeling as though her whole body was aglow with her shame.

"I know all about it,” he continued, in the same softly reasonable tone. "I told you. There are no secrets between us. All three of us. I know all about what you did, your incest with each other.”

She began to weep quietly. The pain in her behind was nothing compared with the pain of her flayed sensitivity. "I'm sorry.” Somehow she forced herself to speak, stumblingly at first, about the beginnings of that hauntingly beautiful, forbidden relationship the girls had shared, and vowed not to tell another living soul.

Stephen reached over and embraced her warmly.

Thank you, angel. That's more like it. Now for your

reward. Off you get. Kneel down. Hands and knees,

that's it.”

Suddenly, Fran guessed from her assumed posture what Stephen wanted, and she sat up on her heels quickly. "Oh no!” she begged. "I've done what you wanted. I've never told another soul about those things!”

"I'm going to let you off lightly, Fran. This is all you'll get today — ten little taps with this!” He picked up one of the blue-thonged sandals.

Fran lifted her tear stained face beseechingly, and they kissed, a slow, tender, passionate embrace that lasted long seconds. Then he made her kneel and raise her fiery bottom, knees planted well apart in the warm sand. There was a loud splat, and her whole body jerked at the brief flare of fire. She squealed and bit her lip. The tears flowed. "Oh God! It hurts so!” she blubbered.

"There, 'there, my darling. Only nine more.” Whimpering, Fran knelt there, and once again proffered her throbbing behind to the vigorously descending arm.






FOUR




Her second morning at Cassuarina, Fran was woken in the same exotically stimulating manner as before, with equally spectacular results. Stephen had not inflicted corporal punishment on her after the brief spanking on the beach, and Fran was surprised, when she had recovered sufficiently from the love making to register such things, to find that her buttocks, though they were still somewhat sore and the muscles ached when she flexed them, gave her far less pain than she had expected.

She had expected the maid, Nara, to come in and help her bathe, so she was startled when Stephen produced a tiny key and unlocked both the wrist bracelets. In spite of the soft padding on the inner surfaces, Fran's wrists were marked by twin circles of red skin, and she massaged them tenderly. She swung her arms, exercised her hands and fingers in surprised pleasure and relief. It felt so good to be free of the bonds, for she felt as though she had worn them for ages.

Stephen grinned and hugged her.

'Take a shower. You can manage yourself, can't you? I'll see you downstairs for breakfast. Just come when you're ready.” He kissed her lightly and went out, laughing quietly at the look of astonishment and profound gratitude on her face.

Fran stood there, at a loss for several seconds, before she joyously ran across the hall to the adjoining bathroom. Had she at last passed whatever strange test he had devised for her? Were the beatings, the restraints, all done with? Her heart beat with renewed excitement as she washed herself, then stood under the warm caress of the water.

Blushingly, she acknowledged to herself the strange power of the sexual bond he had established over her. In a way, it was an equally harsh part of her torment, an overwhelming reinforcement of his dominance over her, for, in spite of the dizzying, wild abandon to which he brought her helpless body, with his kisses, the feel of his lean nakedness next to hers, the unbelievable skill of his teasing, caressive fingers that had her quivering ecstatically on the brink of consuming fulfilment, he had, so far, refused to complete the consummation for which her riotously clamouring flesh hungered.

Back in her room, Fran stood again, staring at her reflection indecisively. She noted the tender pinkness of her breasts and the tiny triangle around her mons, which bore witness to their new exposure to yesterday's fierce sun, and she was glad that Stephen had insisted on coating and re-coating them with the protecting cream. But now, what to do? Would she be allowed to cover herself? Was this the start of a more normal relationship? Surely it was, otherwise Stephen would not have released her, allowed her to bathe alone. But she was nervously uncertain. After much hesitation, she decided to compromise, and pulled on her black silk, knee length wrap. She wore nothing underneath.

As soon as she entered the dining room, she saw Stephen's eyebrows arch upward in exaggerated surprise. Fran blushed deeply.

"I — I didn't know,” she stammered. "Is it all right? I mean —”

"Did I say it was okay?” Stephen asked. Only one half of the long, highly polished table was set for their breakfast, and he nodded at the uncovered end. "Lie down across there,” he said crisply, still not raising his voice.

Fran began to whimper softly. "Oh no! I'm sorry — I didn't know —” Hastily, she shrugged off the gown, tossed it aside. She held out her arms, posing to indicate her nudity.

"Shall I call Joseph?” Stephen asked gently. Crying softly, Fran moved, reluctantly, and slowly lay face down on the gleaming surface, shivering involuntarily at its cold, unyielding contact with her sensitive flesh. She felt the sharp edge cutting into the tops of her thighs. Her feet were still on the floor, and she pressed her legs tightly together. Her toes curled, dug into the thick surface of the oriental carpet. "Put your arms above your head,” Stephen commanded, in a slightly harder tone, and Fran obeyed instantly. Her head was turned away, her cheek resting on the hard wood. Her frightened breath clouded the mirror bright surface as she waited tensely.

"I'm sorry,” she wept. "Don't hurt me. Please! I'm still so sore.”

"Nonsense! I was obviously too soft with you yesterday. It's early days yet. Now, what shall it be today? Ah! Yes!” Fran could hear the firmness in his voice as he called out for Nara and gave his instructions. The chosen implement was a red plastic fly swat, usually kept hanging in the kitchen. Like the rubber soled sandal, it made a deliciously satisfying crack as it made contact, left an angry red mark which faded quite quickly, and did not cut or scar. The sting it gave was fierce, but it, too, died

after a short while. Fran could not help lifting her head and crying out shrilly at the first loud blow, but she managed to force herself to lie submissively over the table again after each successive strike.

A dozen or so hits and the punishment was over. Fran stood, sobbing, head down, feet slightly apart. At least she had the luxury of being able to massage her burning bottom, and she could not refrain from gingerly rubbing at the hot surface with tender palms.

When Fran's weeping had eased a little, Stephen ordered her to come near him, then to turn around. "Put your arms down. That's it.” Fearfully, yet more afraid to disobey, Fran did as she was bidden, and groaned as she felt the familiar clasp of the steel bracelets around her wrists once more. This time, however, the results were far more inhibiting, for her hands were behind her, thus limiting her freedom of movement greatly. She realized this at once, for as soon as she placed her stinging behind on the velvet chair she discovered she was not even able to feed herself.

Stephen pulled his chair close to the weeping figure and made to feed her with a spoonful of cereal, for all the world like a baby. Scowling, Fran shook her head, compressing her lips tightly, but then, seeing the dawning annoyance on Stephen's face, and aware of the painful throbbing of her bottom, she thought better of it, and opened her mouth.

Stephen fed her, enjoying to the full her helplessness, wiping the dribble of milk from her chin, and from between the slight breasts. He lifted the coffee cup, encouraging the distressed girl to sip at his bidding. There was worse to follow, after the leisurely meal and Achoke's grinning stares. Upstairs again, Fran found she could not even use the lavatory without some assistance, which the grinning young maid was perfectly willing to give.

"Please!” Fran wept, sitting haplessly on the pedestal. "I can't do it with you standing over me.”

"Call when you're ready,” Nara urged, and went out, leaving the door wide open. Painful as it was, Fran had, indeed, to call for help, and endure the embarrassment of the subsequent ministrations. Sitting on the bidet, with the blessedly relieving cool of the jets playing on her still smarting posterior, Fran bitterly acknowledged the lesson in humility and dependence Stephen was teaching her.

"Please let me be like before,” she murmured humbly, when they made their way out to the strip of sand again.

"Oh no! I should have had you like this from the first!”

Defeated, she stood quietly with her hands secured behind her back as Stephen knelt and began to rub the lotion all over her thighs and belly, and the still stinging buttocks, then down the legs.

When they were settled on the loungers, and the grinning garden boy had departed once more, Stephen spoke again.

"So your cousin was your first lover, but you say you haven't fucked him for more than a year.” Fran nodded anxiously. "So — who else has enjoyed you, sugar? And remember — I want the truth. I already know it, but you have to tell it. Willingly.”

"No one!” Fran answered urgently. She blushed. "No boy, anyway. Just a girl. A friend we were on holiday with. Melly. Melissa.”

"Tell me. All details.”

Fran needed no further bidding. Graphically, she described the encounter in the twin bedded room the girls had shared at the Italian villa last summer. "I woke up to find her getting into my bed. I just lay there, and she started making love. It took ages. Then I did it to her. I sort of felt it was — well, all I could do. She'd made it happen for me.”

She hesitated, went on swiftly. "I told Anna about it when she came. She joined us later. That night she came into our room while we were making love. Pretended to surprise us. She made out she was really furious. Shocked and all that. Said she would have to tell daddy and Melly's folks. Poor Melly! She was having fits. Anna put her over her knee and gave her a good spanking. Then she made love to her, too. And then of course Melly realized it was all a put up job. She was more than a bit put out at first, but there was nothing she could do. Besides, she enjoyed making out with Anna as well. We made love quite a few times while we were together, all three of us. I haven't seen her since. And — I haven't been with anyone else, boy or girl.”

Stephen reached over, kissed her on the mouth. "Oh, you poor thing. No wonder you're so hot for it. I bet you'd do it with a donkey, eh? Right! We must organize a treat for you. Joseph!” He saw the look of dawning horror on Fran's face, and chuckled delightedly. "Oh, no, my dear! Not the garden boy. Not yet, anyway. He doesn't deserve anything as nice as you.”

Joseph appeared, and Stephen spoke rapidly to him. He loped away, round the side of the house.

“There. I've arranged a little boating trip for us. This afternoon, about four. It won't be too hot then.”

After a light lunch, at which Stephen once more fed her like a baby, they retired to their beds. Fran was surprised, and, she admitted to herself, more than a little disappointed, when Stephen left her almost immediately, after only one lingering, open mouthed kiss. "Better save yourself for later,” he said mysteriously, and alarmingly. Nevertheless, Fran soon drifted off to sleep, lulled by the sound of the sea, and despite the discomfort of her hands pinioned behind her.

At four she obediently trooped down to the beach at Stephen's side. Stephen was wearing a loosely flowing shirt, made from the local kitenge cloth. Through the thin, flowered cotton, Fran could see the outline of the lean body. He was wearing the bright trunks, whose orange triangle fitted tightly over the promising bulge of his genitals. She envied him even such minimal cover, especially when, with a gasp of embarrassment, she saw the long canoe drawn up in the lapping wavelets, and the grinning features of two slim fishermen, their popping eyes drinking in every detail of her nakedness, none of which she could hide with her hands fastened as they were.

"Edward, Amit, this is Missy Fran.”

Their eager hands reached out to touch her, steadying her as she carefully stepped into the narrow, high-sided craft, and gingerly lowered herself to the narrow wooden thwart. When she sat, she was so low that her knees were on a level with her face. She forgot about her embarrassment at her fear for the stability of the canoe, which wobbled and rocked alarmingly as they drove it through the

shallows. Thankfully, it settled a little once they reached deeper water, and the two men soon had it skimming through the small waves with the skilful strokes of their short paddles.

She was near the middle of the craft. Just behind her sat Stephen. The men were at the bow and the stern, so Fran had plenty of time to study Amit as he rowed. He wore only a small pair of blue bathing trunks, of satin smoothness. His brown body was thin, but attractively muscled, shining with its patina of sweat. But what drew her helpless gaze and held it, was the elongated outline of his penis and the swell of his testicles, so clearly silhouetted beneath the little triangle of the trunks. She could see the shape of the pointed glans, so close to the garment's top that she feared it must peep out any second.

She screamed at the suddenness of the assault as Stephen's arms came around her neck, plucking her backwards off the seat, cradling her shoulders in his sprawled thighs, holding her there, with her legs waving ridiculously in the air. When she tried to struggle, Stephen held her tighter. "You're first, Amit,” Stephen said, and the lean figure in front of her rose and stood in the precariously rocking craft.

Fran stared up, mesmerised. He became a dark shape against the sun. Then she saw he was slowly peeling down his trunks, smiling as he did so, watching her terrified gaze, savouring it. She stared at the thick column of his prick, its head fully exposed. It was not erect, but it looked enormous to her untutored eyes, hanging down to almost mid thigh, already more than twice the length Damien's fully erect member had been. Even as she gazed, the glans lifted, the column stirred, like a beast slowly awakening, and it protruded in a bow like curve from the little scrub of tight black curls at its base.

Through tear blinded eyes, Fran looked up at Stephen's face hanging over her. "Oh, please!” she wept pitifully. "Don't let them — Please! I'll do whatever you want — anything. It's you I want! You must know — I beg you — you can do whatever you want —”

“That's right, honey. And right now, I want you to fuck with them. Your first real man, sugar. And two for the price of one. Don't knock it, baby. Just lie back and enjoy, as they say. I know you will. You were made for this. Just relax. You'll love it, I guarantee.”

Whimpering, Fran watched as the smiling Amit knelt. He plucked the wooden seat loose from the backs of her knees, and set it aside. She tried to kick out at him, and he grabbed her ankles, parted them, and pushed her legs open, bending them so that they hung over the sides of the boat, holding them there while she struggled, and cried out at the cutting hardness of the rough wood on her tender skin. "Relax!” whispered Stephen once more, and sobbing hopelessly, Fran ceased to struggle. He released his hold, and she remained, sprawling, open, every detail of her belly and the narrow divide of her sex on view.

Amit moved forward, between her thighs, began slowly, teasingly, to play with himself, massaging the thick foreskin down from the helm to the root of his pulsing column. In a few strokes, he had achieved massive rigidity, and Fran's muscles tensed with fearful anticipation. She gasped at the slimy feel of that helm rubbing against her flesh lips. To her

dizzying astonishment, he made no effort to enter her, just kept on rubbing his penis along the length of her labia, until she felt her body's spasming reaction.

Then the dark fingers, with their short, pink nails, very gently caressed her, peeled open the cleft until the gleaming pink inner surfaces showed, opening like a fleshy, blossoming flower, ripe and moist Fran could even feel the kiss of the hot sun on the sensitive tissue and she moaned with pure sensation now, her head resting weakly on Stephen's cushioning thighs.

"Don't let him hurt me,” she whimpered, her belly lifting slightly, in instinctive hunger, as though pleading for his violation of her. She knew only the compulsive beating of her desire now. When at last the huge dome nuzzled and slid inside, her sex was wetly ready for him, eager to feel him. Remorselessly, slowly, he eased bis column into her, and she felt her passage gripping welcomingly about him, but then, in spite of her excitement, she felt the burning pain. The knifing agony suddenly increased dramatically, so that she cried out, yet still her belly lifted, embracing the splitting ordeal, and she felt his head drive against her very cervix, and the splitting feeling grew worse, along with the madly beating hunger, and he moved, undulatingly, she responding.

She felt the hardness of his bunched thigh muscles rubbing against the backs of her own limbs. She began to groan and thresh, lost to everything now except the wild abandon of her excitement Pain and pleasure fused. She was yelling, screaming, his hands were like iron on her thighs, holding her, Opening her even further. "Don't stop!” she screamed, her dark head threshing madly against Stephen's thighs and belly.

She could feel the massive throbbing of Stephen's prick, trapped in the confines of the trunks, beating against the back of her neck. She was potently, devastatingly aware of him watching her, yet madly fantasised that it was he whose surging manhood was possessing the very core of her.

She felt the hot, potent surge of his coming fill her, but it was Amit, she shuddered in painful ecstasy, "Don't stop!” she howled desperately, riding savagely, bucking on his spearing column. And miraculously, he didn't, and she plunged into the orgasm, the undying bliss that lasted for eternal seconds, until she collapsed, spent and completely lost in a riot of tears and joy, and a fulfilment she had never, never known.

Her first awareness came when she felt her body being gently raised. The naked Amit quickly swung her legs out over the side of the rocking canoe, then, with his strong hands at her back and thighs, slid her over, lowering her slowly into the water, finally slipping his arms under her shoulders, supporting her as she hung there, immersed to her breasts in the sea. It was delightfully cool, and cleansing. She gasped sharply at the initial salt sting on her wounded, tender flesh, then savoured the sensation of its lapping embrace as the thick fluid oozed, then flowed from her throbbing vulva.

There was a small splash and Stephen slipped into the water at her side. He had discarded the shirt. Fran felt his limbs and body wrap protectively around her, their thighs and bellies nuzzling gently together. Completely unselfconscious under the gaze of the two men, Stephen pressed his mouth to Fran's,

held it there in a long, loving kiss. Their noses rubbed as he spoke. "There, my darling. Wasn't that marvellous? Your first real fuck. You'll never forget it.” He clung to her; they kissed again, clung together for long minutes while Fran sobbed heartbrokenly.

"I wuh — wanted it to be you! Suh — so much!”

"There, my darling. Shush! I made it possible. I put him there. I watched your face. It was sensational, wasn't it?”

Wearily, she leaned her forehead against his shoulder, and he held her until the violence of her grief had abated.

"I didn't think you'd come so quickly,” Stephen said presently, smiling affectionately. “That's why I brought the two of them along. I thought you'd need them both.” He pulled a ruefully apologetic face, laughed softly. "You'll have to let Edward have his turn, my angel. You don't mind, do you?” He saw the look of dawning dismay. "I'll tell him to be quick if you like. They're very good, these boys. They get lots of practice.” Fran began to weep quietly again, and Stephen continued, "Tell you what. Stay in the water. It won't hurt a bit. You might even manage an encore, who knows?”

Chuckling, he spoke to the men, and they helped him up and into the boat again. Immediately, the thin brown form of Edward took his place. Now Stephen's head hung over her, still smiling down tenderly. "I'll hold your shoulders. You won't drown. Just enjoy it.”

Fran felt Edward lifting her feet and legs around his waist. They were hooked over his arms, and when he reached out to grip the edge of the canoe with his hands, Fran's feet were thus raised out of the water, on a level with her face, which was down near the lapping surface. Her muscles contracted in anticipation of the cruel pain, but, in fact, Edward's penis slid in to her proffered sex much more easily than she had thought, even though its size appeared to be impressively close to that of his companion. In fact, so impressive that, when he slid home, thrusting rhythmically but in controlled passion, their pelvises did not clash but remained several centimetres apart. His face hanging over Fran's pale, floating features, Stephen savoured the visual thrill of watching the thick, dark column slowly boring into the receptive, paler flesh.

Fran felt totally desolate now, almost beyond grief, at what he was doing to her. If he had decided to kill her then, she would have welcomed it, she thought, for life had never seemed so cruel. He was utterly without mercy. Though pain was once more stabbingly evident, Fran was astounded to feel the faint, then rapidly growing, excitement rising, despite her very recent climax. But, clearly under orders, Edward soon began to thrust with buffeting urgency, rubbing her shoulders painfully against the rough wooden hull in the process, which, mercifully, did not last long before she felt the spurt of him deep within her. He withdrew at once and, gratefully, she let her limbs sink down in the soothing water, and felt yet again the strange sensation of the residue of his discharge flowing out of her stinging orifice.

She was plucked on board the slender craft again. All at once, a fit of convulsive weeping seized her, and she lay awkwardly, her body gleaming palely, folded in Stephen's loving arms, her cheek resting thankfully on the half concealed splendour of his supporting breast.
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"Go and bring the hairbrush, will you, darling? You know the one.”

Fran's vulnerable brown eyes and her mouth opened in circles of dismay. Stephen smiled widely. "I just want to give you a light dusting. Put a bit of colour in your cheeks. Carl Thierys' coming over this morning!”

Fran closed her mouth. Although she had been at Cassuarina only a week, she knew the consequences of any argument or even hesitation. She moved quickly from the dining room, ran up the stairs to do Stephen's bidding. She hoped he was telling the truth. The choice of the hairbrush was a good sign, at least. Though it stung fierily, it didn't do any real lasting damage. Not like the leather tawse he had used on her three days ago. She had been strung up in the gateway for that, and she'd twisted and turned and howled like a baby, oblivious to the stares and grins of the small crowd which quickly gathered at her screams.

Then, as usual, had followed the gentle, loving care, the teasing, passionate love making that roused her so shatteringly, and changed her tears to those of profound happiness at his tenderness, then stormy hunger and longing for the blessing of release. She had, several times, found that release, at least in the purely physical sense, for, at his powerful kisses, the soaring delight of his lips on her mouth, on her pliant body, and, most erotically of all, the caressing touch of his expertly knowledgeable fingers on and within her flesh, she had exploded in a moaning crisis which overwhelmed her with its strength. Yet, in spite of all her sobbing pleas at such moments, he continued to withhold the gift of his wonderful body from her, the final conjoining of flesh which her own body ached for with every nerve and sinew, whatever her shocked mind might register.

Nevertheless, his tenderness towards her, especially after the ordeal of the whipping with the tawse, had made the confused and bewildered girl tearfully grateful. In fact, Stephen had used only the flip-flop and the brush since then. And the day before yesterday he had removed the silver bracelets and they had not made their reappearance. Fran had kissed him with tearful fervour, to try and show her thanks.

She ran back down the creaking stairs, into the sunlit lounge, where Stephen, looking dazzlingly handsome in pale linen slacks and matching shirt, was sitting on the long, low sofa. He patted his knee. "Here. A proper spanking today. Over my knee. Because you've been so good.” Fran moved almost eagerly, lowered herself across the limbs, her hands resting on the rough rug.

She could not keep silent, however hard she tried. She sensed that Stephen wanted her to make the effort, just as he wanted her to fail, and, after a couple of muffled grunts, she let out a yelp, then a full bodied scream. She did not have to pretend. The burning pain was intense enough, and soon her cheeks were glowing hotly, crimsonly marked with the brush's outline. But the punishment was brief, and Stephen pushed her swiftly off his knee, so that Fran fell sprawling on the sisal, and scrambled up to stand in front of him, her breasts jiggling enchantingly with her weeping, her hips rotating slightly as she gingerly rubbed at her throbbing bottom.

Fran already knew Carl Thiery was the American manager of Kenda Bay, another estate across the small island where Anna had been banished. Fran's heart beat with quickened excitement. Would she at last see her sister?

When they heard the noise of a vehicle, they leapt up simultaneously. Fran had been dying to ask if her sister would be coming back, but already she was learning fast. Stephen did not like her to show the slightest initiative, even in her conversation, and, somehow, she had managed to bite her tongue. Now, she glanced beseechingly at him.

It was nearly nine months since the two had last met, when Anna had come home on a brief leave from overseas. That had been before her fateful meeting with Stephen Holt. She had been as bubblingly vivacious as ever then, and quietly defiant of their father's bullying attitude. She came tiptoeing along to Fran's room that first night, and, despite the younger girl's blushing, and weak, initial resistance, had got into bed with her and made love as passionately and with as powerful an effect as they had shared before her departure for foreign climes.

Stephen and Fran went to stand at the head of the steps at the front of the house. A sand coloured Suzuki jeep had pulled up, and Fran gazed eagerly as a tall, slim figure in a navy polo shirt and white cotton slacks climbed out. Her heart sank as she saw that the figure was alone, and she turned imploringly to Stephen. At the sight of the cruelly sadistic smile on the handsome face, a wave of sheer misery engulfed her. Mutely, she swallowed, and two huge tears formed, then rolled slowly down her cheeks.

"Oh dear.” Stephen's tone was rich with mockery. "Anna's not here. Never mind, my love. Perhaps later.” The figure advanced, and Stephen moved forward. They shook hands warmly, then turned towards the weeping, nude girl. "Here she is,” Stephen declared usheringly. "This is Fran. Anna's baby sister.”

"I thuh — thought —” Fran began. A huge sob shook her, and she began to cry more noisily.

"Gee, I see you're thrilled to meet me.” The voice was low and smoky, the accent American. Carl Thiery was considerably older than Stephen, around forty years of age, Fran guessed. His long face was sinisterly handsome, his black hair cropped close to his skull. "Let's have a look at you.” He took hold of Fran's hands, raising them high, and inspected the slim form carefully, turning her slowly, to take in the hollowed back and the curve of her flanks. "Very nice,” he breathed at last. He pinched Fran's cheeks between his thumb and forefinger, gripping her so tightly that it hurt, and held her mouth captive, kissing it lightly, allowing his teasing tongue to flicker across the lips in blatant sensuality. "You taste good, hon.”

"Sorry about the waterworks,” Stephen apologized. "She seems to have got the idea that you'd be bringing Anna with you.”

"Good God, no! She's tied up at the moment.” He gave a rasping laugh, in which Stephen joined, and Fran blushed deeply. "She's fine, though. Keeping her pecker up, as they say.” Again, both he and Stephen exploded in laughter, much to Fran's chagrin.

Fran gulped. "I wuh — want to see my sister!” she spluttered through her tears, her voice trembling with the fear that gripped her even as she spoke. Carl's eyebrows rose in twin arches of eloquent comment.

Stephen ignored the outburst. By now all three were in the cool of the spacious hallway. Fran could feel the smooth chill of the marble tiles on her feet. "You — you cuh — can't cuh — keep me huh — here!” she gasped, the sobs shaking her and choking her words. "You — you've no r-right! I w-want —”

She gasped as the American suddenly seized her upper arms in a fierce grip, spun her round. "Ah-ha!” he exclaimed, nodding. "Her butt's hardly marked.” Fran flinched, jerked away wildly as he ran a hand over the slight curves. "Skin's not even broken. And she's not tied.”

"She has been,” Stephen answered easily. "I only let her off a day or so ago. She's been very good —”

"Doesn't seem like it.”

Fran stood there, sobbing loudly. "I'm nuh — not your p-prisoner!” she cried. "I'm going to leave. Now!”

"Sorry about this, Carl,” Stephen said, as though he were referring to some minor inconvenience. "I'd no idea she'd play up like this. She's been as good as gold these last few days.”

"Too soft, Steve, old chum!” Carl smiled. "Needs a few more lessons, I'd say.”

Stephen nodded. "Go upstairs,” he said, his voice ominously hard. "Right away!”

"No! I —” The sobbed protests ceased magically, for Stephen, with the speed almost of a professional fighter, stepped in close to the naked girl and, with a short jab which travelled so fast Fran had no time to avoid or even see the blow, drove his right fist into the midriff, just above the navel.

Fran folded and fell to the floor, all sound cut off, except for a wheeze, followed by a ruptured, bubbling gasp, as she tried desperately to suck in air. Her knees jack-knifed, then her limbs scrabbled on the polished surface, her doubled frame writhing feebly. Stephen stepped away from the squirming figure, and called out for Achoke, who was told to summon Joseph.

Fran was still lying, wriggling feebly, when the garden boy appeared. Stephen nodded down to her. "Take her up to her room,” he commanded. "Lock her in. Leave key in outside.”

Fran was spitting and retching, her mouth open like a landed fish. She was scarcely aware of what was happening as Joseph easily scooped her up and carried her in his arms up the stairs. He dumped the coughing girl on her bed and went out, locking the door behind him as bidden.

It was some considerable time before Fran could stop her asthmatic wheezing, as she rolled about in agony on the dishevelled bed. Finally, her torment eased a little, though her stomach still ached abominably. Her face buried in the soaking pillow, she sobbed desolately, until her eyes were puffed and her head throbbed almost as intensely as her poor belly. Then, weaving its way in to mingle with her blind despair, came that claw of fear which, she knew, had been present in her mind, hovering just beneath the surface of her thoughts, ever since she had first landed on this little island and Anna had not been there to meet her.

What would happen to her now? She had finally shown open rebellion, after all this time. All this time! Was it really only a week ago that she had arrived here? Only a week since she had been held prisoner, been kept naked like this? It seemed far, far longer. The world outside, her home and friends and family, seemed dim and distant memories. Perhaps Stephen intended to keep her here, his prisoner, for ever.

She shuddered at the thought of the face of the stranger, Carl Thiery, the way he had looked at her, with that coldly appraising eye, as though her body were an object. She shivered at the recall of that hand feeling her behind, the detached cruelty of his observations.

She began to whimper softly, as she had when she was frightened as a child. She lay still now in the incongruously bright, sunny room. Of the beatings she had had, only the punishment with the leather tawse had been really excruciating. That had scared her, coming as it did immediately after a prolonged display of affection and physical love that had left her giddily breathless with confused gratitude.

And that had followed immediately on that momentous boat ride, when the two fishermen had had sex with her. She had been in a state of shock when they returned, sobbing piteously at the way Stephen was now showing such tender regard for her, bereft at the cruel way he had allowed the two natives to use her like that, calmly witnessing their fucking of her helpless body. Then he had brought her up here, bathed her stinging vulva, soothed the swollen, angry looking lips of her sex, then nursed her until she fell into an exhausted sleep. When she woke, Stephen was there with a tray of food, had personally fed her, then climbed into bed with her and made such gently, slow stirring, passionate love, that Fran had been utterly lost in its force. For the first time, Stephen had stayed with her, spent the night with her.

She had been sure then that he would at last possess her, but still he had shown that frightening control, despite his obviously roused state, until, weeping softly, all pride fled, she had begged him to take her. He had talked instead, his voice a deep, hypnotic flow, soothing and yet stirring, in a manner which made his words even more bizarrely unreal than any she had heard.

"I don't need to fuck you, my angel” he had murmured, letting his swollen, semi-tumescent member rub against her thigh fleetingly. "I have you already. You're mine. That's what today was all about. The boat ride. Edward and Amit.” His hand reached down, fondled the dark curls of pubis, the lingers exploring with complete freedom the puckered tissue of her vulva. "This hole of yours, delightful as it is, already belongs to me. Can't you see? I can choose not to enter it. I can choose to put Amit or Edward's prick in it, watch them going at you like dogs, and all the time know that it, you, belong entirely to me. Your sweet body, every curve, every pimple, every orifice, every function, even — it's all mine, my darling. And that's all you need to know. That's what you exist for.”

She had stared at him incredulously, her grief forgotten in her amazement at his words. Suddenly, she shivered, quite visibly. "Don't you want me? My body, I mean?” she whispered brokenly, humbly.

He laughed gently, touched her dishevelled hair as though she were a small child. "Haven't you been listening to anything I've said? What do you mean, want you? That's what I've been trying to tell you. I've got you. Completely.”

"But —” Blushing, she had nodded at his now fully erect prick, the strawberry purple shape of the glans fully exposed, the glint of emission at its tiny slit.

He laughed again, softly, touched the long column lightly. "I prefer to savour the knowledge that it's mine anyway.” She gasped as his finger slid easily between the tight divide of her labia, found the slippery wetness of her vagina, which spasmed in joyous welcome in spite of her soreness. Her mouth opened, she sighed as the finger moved, grazed over the beating bud of her clitoris. Her belly lifted supplicatingly to his strokes. "I can come any time,” he went on, "with Nara, or any one of a score of juicy little cunts waiting for me.” Even though she was already meltingly roused by his caresses, the tears came flooding to her eyes at his cruelly painful words. "And they still won't belong to me as much as this damp little treasure.”

For the first time, Fran had been allowed to fondle and caress him, though not to bring him to the bliss of climax she herself had received. And did again, once in the darkest night hours, then, again, on waking in the sun filled morning.

Tender loving, then beatings. That was the pattern, all along. And through it all, this fearful sense of unreality. Like the morning after their wonderful night, when Stephen had led her down to a tiny office off the hall, where a computer stood on its work top. To her amazement, Fran was shown her file on the screen, which contained all kinds of details about her, including her complete medical records from Dr Bell. She could only assume that Stephen had written and somehow been sent a copy.

"Now,” Stephen had said, tapping away at the clicking keyboard. "Period dates. This is vital. Especially now we're into shagging. When exactly was your last one? Are you regular?” At first, her mind had gone blank, then, after Stephen's insistent prodding, she had managed to work out her dates. "You'll take these two now. And another tonight.” He handed her three orange capsules. "That should make sure Amit and Edward haven't left anything at home in there. And we'll start you on the pill proper on Wednesday. I take it you're not already on anything?” It all added to her sensation of being caught up in some surreal dream.

In a way, she guiltily upbraided herself, she had gone along with it. She blushed to acknowledge it, even in the loneliness of the locked bedroom, but she had experienced a very powerful erotic thrill out of most of it. Including even the beating, the nudity, and — yes! — the chains, too, particularly when Stephen had fastened her hands behind her, so that she was unable to perform many of the most basic tasks.

That was the biggest danger, her own complicity, in what she had believed, in spite of the pain and violence, was all some weird sexual game. Her own body seemed to be part of this conspiracy. Stephen had brought her to the most shatteringly powerful orgasms she had known. And then, those two strangers, the natives, in the boat. Rape, rape, her rational self cried out in righteous protest. But deep within, her secret muscles twitched even now at the recall of that pounding, invasive excitement, the explosive response of her flesh to the plunging penetration. How could she claim to have been raped, when she had come so fiercely she had been lost to its strength?

And even now, as she lay in the silent room in such fear, she was startled, and deeply ashamed, to find that her hands had crept down between her clenched thighs, her fingers caressing the folds of tissue at the base of her pubis, which were flickering with damp desire at her light strokes, and her tumultuous thoughts. She lay on her stomach, her belly pushing into the springy yieldingness of the mattress, the muscles of her thighs bunching as she squeezed them together. Her fingers moved, strayed round to the dimpled curves of her bottom, gingerly explored the sore rounds, the remnants of the raised welts. Another shiver passed through her frame, of dread, but, also, of that weird, shameful excitement. What would they do to her now, to chastise her for her defiance?

She had no idea how long she lay there, locked in her room. Stephen had taken her watch from her the first day, when he had manacled her. She got up at one point, and tried the door; stood there listening, but she could hear nothing. She moved across to the window. The hot sunlight streaming in no longer felt strange on her skin. Her small breasts had lost their whiteness already, no longer standing out so contrastingly from the darker tones of her shoulders and midriff. Wearily, she lay down again, even managing to doze off, waking with a start at the rattle of the key.

She sat up, her eyes wide. "Stay there,” Stephen said quietly, and Fran felt a faint spark of hope from the softness of his tone. But then she glanced at Carl Thiery's thin face, saw the gleam of the smile that tugged at his mouth, and her heart fluttered rapidly.

"What are you going to do to me?” she quavered, her voice breaking with her fear.

"Just lie down. Arms over your head.”

"Oh, please, don't!” Fran groaned when she saw the silver bracelets in Stephen's hand. "I'm sorry —”

"No, don't apologize,” Stephen smiled. "It's my fault. Carl's quite right. It was far too early for me to start treating you the way I have. You need more discipline.” Fran began to whimper, but she felt her strength draining from her, and she made no resistance when both men seized her arms and held them up while they pinioned the wrists. Fran noted with dread that Stephen had already fixed another short length of slender chain to the central ring of the links connecting the two bracelets, and this new length he now wound round the bedhead, firmly securing it to the metal rail.

"Don't forget to turn her over,” Carl prompted, with an amused chuckle.

Stephen took hold of Fran's hips. "Over you go, sweetheart.” Sniffling in increased fright, Fran nevertheless obeyed, rolling over onto her stomach, feeling the manacles and their chain pull and twist. "Slide down the bed a bit.” She wriggled, doing as she was instructed. She jumped as she felt similarly padded steel bands fastened and adjusted round her slim ankles. Instinctively, she tried to separate her feet, tugging against the restraint, and discovered there was a chain linking the anklets, again only six inches or so in length. This chain, too, was attached to another, which was firmly fixed to the foot rail. She lay there, bound now hand and foot, on her stomach. Hands plucked once more at her hips, raising her slightly, to slide a firm little cushion under her belly, and Fran wept a little louder, for it was clearly intended to lift her buttocks, so that they presented a more prominent target. "I'll scream!” she blubbered, the tears pouring down now.

"Oh, yes,” Stephen laughed. "Please do, there's a good girl.”

Fran's head swivelled round desperately to see what weapon would be used. Her bottom dimpled fiercely as she felt the feathery touch of the triple tailed tawse trailing across her behind. The tips nestled in the deep narrowness of the cleft itself, then caressed the backs of her rigidly locked thighs, followed the contours of her limbs to the hollows at the backs of her knees, down the gentle curves of calf, to the little pink rounds of the heels and the slightly wrinkled, dusty soles of her feet, which rested in helpless demureness side by side on the cover.

She screamed from the very first blow. It fell with a terrifyingly loud crack that made her whole body tense, right across the centre of her hindquarters, then the bed shook, the chains rattled, as Fran arched and bucked at the exquisitely fine line of rippling fire burning into her. There was a pause, long enough for her to suffer in full the torture of her agony, then to tense up once more in quivering expectation, before the next, equally consuming blow fell.

Stephen beat her with new deliberateness, watched by the deeply roused Carl, who soon asked to be allowed the pleasure of wielding the tawse himself. He did so with a fury even greater than Stephen, until Fran's head swam, her shrieks changed to howls for mercy, then to gut wrenching, deep, juddering sobs, then groans, the pain a flaring, scorching, throbbing nightmare that made the slim, tethered body rock and twist to a crazy rhythm in time to the swishing crack of the lash.
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Fran came awake through the haze of her pain, to a shooting throb of new agony, which caused her to whimper even as she surfaced to full consciousness. She realized that her flayed buttocks were once more being tenderly bathed by Stephen, who was seated on the bed, while Nara stood, holding the bowl and cloths, and the ointment which would be applied as a final ministration. From the position of the sun, which had moved along the wall of the room, as well as by the mellowing quality of its light, Fran deduced that it must be early evening. She must have finally sobbed herself into an exhausted sleep, for she had been left alone, chained on the bed, for hours.

She was profoundly thankful that there was no sign of Carl Thiery, for whom she had conceived an immediate loathing — and fear at his cold, calculated sadism, which was far removed from the strange, haunted passion of the man now so lovingly tending to her. And who, right now, bent and placed his lips in a feather light kiss, on the raised, hard bars of blood swollen flesh standing up in parallel ridges, on the slope of her behind.

The coolness of the water, and the cloths, were a blessed relief, as was the thick coat of cream which Stephen gently applied, until the abused flesh shone. Even so, the agony was throbbingly intense. The slightest, involuntary twitch was enough to send a flaring dart of wicked pain through the slim frame. When Stephen unclipped the tethering chains from the head and the foot of the bed, leaving both wristlets and anklets in place however, Fran could not move without assistance. Stephen and the maid Held her by the arms, and she shuffled slowly, like an arthritic old crone, to the bathroom, where she whimpered afresh at the touch of the plastic when they lowered her gingerly onto the toilet.

She was too weary and despairing to register any other emotion than the much needed relief when, with a tinklingly vigorous spurt, she emptied her bladder into the bowl, even though both Stephen and Nara stood there, over her, hovering solicitously.

Stephen leaned down and looped his arms round the bent shoulders. He placed his forehead against Fran's, nuzzling, then kissed her lightly on the lips. "Try a hot bath, angel. It'll be sore at first, but it'll help. Just lie back. Nara will do everything.”

"Yes, Missy,” Nara affirmed, her dark eyes big with compassion.

It did help considerably. Afterwards, kneeling awkwardly on the bed, for she could not bear the slightest contact on her bottom, Fran obediently tried to eat a little of the cold meats and salad which Stephen fed her off a spoon. The wrists were tied behind her again, so this help was absolutely necessary. Fran had no thoughts of protesting. Indeed, apart from the misery of her scorched and stinging flesh, she appeared to have sunk into a deep apathy.

"Listen, my darling,” Stephen said in a low, curiously urgent tone, when Nara had cleared away the supper tray, "you know that the thrashing was absolutely necessary, don't you?”

The grey eyes held hers. There was a distinct pause, before the slim throat convulsed as Fran swallowed, a sob shaking the thin frame. "Yes,” she managed to whisper, nodding faintly. Two tears escaped and splashed down her cheeks, though she fought hard to muffle the sound of her grief.

Stephen caught hold of her hands, held them, squeezing tightly. There was almost a pleading note to his voice as he went on. "We have to have your obedience. Utter and complete, under all circumstances. You must understand that, Fran. Unquestioning. You have to belong to us. Like I said, body and soul. I wasn't joking.”

Fran's head shook, as her shoulders heaved once more in the grief she could not overcome. "Us? Who do you mean? That revolting American? I thought he worked for you!”

"You see? Unquestioning! That's why we have to beat you.” Stephen's tone was sharper, with frustration, and a look of fear quiveringly passed over Fran's tragic features.

"No,” she stammered. "It's just — I don't understand. I don't know what's happening. Why — you're doing all this.” She was also still fearfully wondering who the 'we' was to which Stephen had referred, but she was afraid to repeat her question. Even in the midst of her confusion, and her fear, Fran reflected bitterly that she was learning already.

"That's the point, my love,” Stephen answered, moving his hands up and down expressively. "There isn't anything to understand. You're here. You're ours, now. Mine, really. You belong to me. You just have to accept. That's all. You don't need to understand anything, or do anything, or think about anything except pleasing me, being mine.”

Fran shivered. Her brown eyes, swimming with tears, looked enormous in the rapidly fading light. "You mean like a slave? That's what you want?”

Stephen's face twisted with what seemed like pain. "There! You see? Still questioning! Listen!” he said again, his expression assuming that urgent look once more. "I want your love. Obedience, yes. Unquestioning. But loving obedience, that's how it should be. Carl thinks —” He noted the start of attention, the look of brief terror which flickered across Fran's face at the mention of the American's name — "Carl thinks you need far more beatings. Proper ones. Like today.”

Fran's face registered plainly its rising horror.

"That's how Carl operates,” he said. "He says fear has to be the key. Whip out all resistance. You break down your subject — slave, if you like. You train them so that the only thing left is their fear of punishment. To the point where they will do anything — I mean anything — to avoid more punishment. And do it immediately, unthinkingly, no matter what. Then he says you can make them love, too. Just like training an animal. He's done it as well. He's trained animals that way. Now he says he can train people.”

Fran was gazing at him, astonishment overcoming for the moment her discomfort and sorrow. "But why? Why —”

"Again!” Stephen hissed, his face twisting with that strange expression, of anger, of pleading almost "Questions again. Never mind why. To hell with that! It's happened. To you. You've been chosen. Call yourself victim, whatever. But it isn't a victim, at all. If only you could see — "

He broke off, went on more matter-of-factly, knowing that his apparent coolness would have its effect on the frightened young girl.

"Carl thinks I should keep you here to myself for at least a month. The first two weeks should be nothing but whippings. I mean real whippings, with the tawse, or one of the hide whips. You should be chained at all times, hand and foot, and you shouldn't be allowed to speak at all. Oh yes! And he says I should use a gag when I thrash you. He reckons that's very important, because screaming and crying is a kind of protest and shouldn't be tolerated. He says if I'm worried about marking you permanently — though he reckons unless you've got funny skin, it's very hard to cause permanent scars on somebody's backside — I should use the bull's pizzle. It's kept over at Kenda Bay. It's very special. It's like having your bottom blasted with a blowlamp, and it doesn't even break the skin.”

Stephen chuckled, deriving a mean satisfaction from the incredulous horror spreading over Fran's tear smeared face.

"He says I should draw up a timetable and stick to it rigidly. A flogging after breakfast, another in mid afternoon, and a final one in the late evening, after dinner. And I should always have an audience for these, even if it's just staff. The more the merrier! He also thinks I've gone terribly wrong making love to you right from the first. He reckons I should never touch you myself, except with the whip. Immediately after your beatings, you should be raped. By both males and females. You should always be tied down for it, and they should be as rough as possible, and should never consciously attempt to give you pleasure. Sex for pleasure must come from no one but me, but only after at least a month.”

Fran could only gape at him when at last Stephen had finished recounting his bizarre message. He chuckled, fondled her dark head, pulling it close to kiss the quivering lips. Fran responded eagerly. Stephen sighed, his mouth working against the parting lips. "So. Should I hand you over to Carl, my sweet? He guarantees it will work. He'll give you back in a month's time the perfect slave.” He pulled a quick face of distaste. "I hate that word! It's so — disgusting! It's not what I want at all!”

But what else is it? Fran thought bitterly, trying to hold on to her spinning mind. She had slipped over the edge of her world, into a timeless nightmare. "Let me stay here with you,” she murmured faintly, submissively, loathing herself, yet putting that breathless humility into her soft tones deliberately, flickering down her dark, tear dewed lashes in a modest, maidenly gesture which she knew was winning.

Stephen stood in sudden decision. "When your poor bum's better, in a day or two, we're going over to Kenda Bay.” He saw the utter terror on the upturned features, and held out his hands placatingly. "No, no, my love. Not to hand you over. Never! I want you to love me. And I'm not going to beat the shit out of you to do it!” He gestured at Fran's pale body. "I don't enjoy lashing you like that, believe me.” Could have fooled me, Fran thought, but kept still and silent, her eyes fixed on the standing figure. "Oh, I like my beatings. Making your bum smart a little. That's Okay. But —” He shook his head decisively. "No, I'll take you there. You ought to see it. And to see Anna. I promise you, you will this time. No tricks. And we'll bring her home with us.

How's that?” He smiled brightly. "Now, you'll be a good little girl for me, won't you?”

"Oh yes! Yes!” affirmed Fran, weeping with tears of relief. Stiffly, she climbed off the bed and, despite her chains, knelt and burrowed her head into the warm concavity of Stephen's thighs and belly, kissing the firm thigh through the soft cotton of the slacks, laving it with her teardrops. She felt the potent swell and surge of his manhood press back responsively beneath the thin cloth against her eager lips.

After two days, though the marks of the whipping were vividly evident on Fran's bottom, in a variety of hues ranging from deep indigo to pale yellow, the soreness was of a much lesser degree. Just as she was amazed that the skin had not been broken at all, she was also greatly surprised at how quickly the severity of the pain eased. At first, she could hardly bear even the lightest contact with the swollen flesh. Any movement could only be made slowly, and she hobbled down the stairs like an old woman. She had to kneel on her chair, or stand at the dining table to be fed. But by the second day after the beating, she was able to sit. Gingerly, it was true.

She was extremely anxious not to receive any further corporal punishment. Though it secretly galled and shamed her how swiftly she had caved in under the harsh regime, she strove as hard as she could to make sure she gave no offence, by looks or words or actions, that could serve as an excuse for Stephen to carry out such punishment. Fran knew that, in a way, her apparent subservience merely reinforced the loathsome Carl Thiery's theory about the way to extract obedience, except that, as Fran

acknowledged to herself, her servility was far from unthinking. Indeed, she was ever watchful, thinking very hard, to make certain that she gave no cause for Stephen to be displeased with her.

She had the feeling that Stephen did not find pleasure in whipping her as severely as he had this last time. The tenderness he displayed afterwards held more than a smattering of genuine contrition, Fran was sure. There was no more beating of any kind in the three days that followed, while she was recovering from it, not even the mildest of spankings, which she knew he did enjoy, and which he found sexually arousing. Though she blushed to herself to admit it, Fran herself was roused, too, even as the recipient of such punishments.

But the episode in the presence of the weird American, as well as being so distressing physically, had really frightened Fran. For the first time, some sort of subtle boundary had been crossed. She had been given a terrifying glimpse into a new territory, at a sadism which she felt might lead far beyond any sexual games she had ever imagined. And Stephen's earnest talk later that day in the bedroom had added to that terror. It brought home to her just how frightening her situation was. The masochistic element in her make-up had somehow gone along, perhaps almost subconsciously, but, nevertheless, acquiescing, considering that what was happening to her, while in some ways alarming and quite violent, was still part of some extended fantasy, a deviant sexual role play from which she would emerge some time soon.

The sexual intercourse with the fishermen had shaken her. But it was the appearance of Carl Thiery, and the subsequent thrashing, which proved the watershed. It was no game. The violence was real, and so was her captivity. The prospect was mind blowing, but it was real. The possibilities were truly fearful. She had to be constantly on guard, and, above all, she had to be what Stephen wanted. Fran was appalled at the very idea of being passed over to Carl. And she was sick at heart when she thought of what had happened, was happening, to Anna. She remembered with dread Stephen's early reference to her. "I've sent her to Kenda Bay.” Now, Fran was both longing to see her, and sick with fear at the thought of visiting the American's place.

She took comfort, great comfort, from Stephen's penitent tenderness towards her. He made love to her every night, with the slow, building passion which never failed to draw its climactic response from the weeping Fran, who wished fervently during these long sessions that she might be allowed to take a more active role and bring her partner the release she herself was brought. But Stephen would not let it happen, and, though, once or twice, Fran sensed that if she had pressed on, taken the initiative in their love play, she might have achieved her goal, she did not take the risk.

Then, one night, the unbelievable happened, though, as with everything else in this crazy world she had fallen into, it was not as she had imagined, and was tinged with a new, very real fear which all became part of the fantastic thrill. His kisses, and his fingers moving in her wildly beating wetness, had brought her to a threshing, moaning climax as powerful as ever. The tears of relief had dried on her cheeks, she was lying quietly, serenely, in his arms, when she felt him move, lift her by the shoulders. She stared with meek curiosity into his tenderly smiling features, then he was moving her, drawing her down unmistakably, to the proudly jutting phallus, its domed head rearing as though to meet her embrace.

She realized at once what he was demanding of her, and her heart pounded with a novel fear. "I've never —” she stammered, instinctively, unable to complete her sentence. But his smile was reassuring and calm, in a way that belied the urgency of that throbbing column thrusting imperiously from the base of the tight curls at its root. His hand pressed with gentle, remorseless pressure on the top of her dark head.

Tremulously, she bent, her nostrils filled with the masculine odour of him. Somehow, she knew what to do. Timidly at first, her pink tongue poked forth, lapped at the tip of the great helm, tasting the sharply distinctive flavour of the fluid already glinting at the tiny slit. Her lips formed a small O, bestowed a light caress on the dusky flesh, then slid gingerly round the dome, slowly parting to take in more of the wonderfully soft, responsive flesh. Then, bravely, all at once she stretched her jaw, and, with a convulsive sob, slid her mouth as far down the thick column as she could. She felt the throb of him, the surge of his potency filling her, driving to the very back of her throat, and her cheeks hollowed as she suckled furiously.

Her head bobbed, her sweating forehead pressed against the pubic curls, pushed at the cushion of his belly, and she strove again to take him as far as she could into her working mouth. The nostrils flared as she drew a whistling breath, then, with an audible plop, she withdrew, gulping for air, before she renewed her amorous assault. She felt him swell mightily, chokingly, inside her, then his fingers clamped on the sides of her face, eased her away a little, so that she was forced to release him. She knew that he was telling her to prolong the sensation, that he was dangerously near the explosive climax, and that he wanted the sweet agony of the passion to continue before his fulfilment.

She could understand that so well. Now, she began to lick at him, swift little catlike laps, at the brown underside of his scrotum, savouring the yeasty smell, the heavy promise of his balls, burrowing her face, stroking delicately with light fingertips. Her tongue moved on, up the veined, hot shaft, thrilling to the beat, the pulsing she could feel against her. Her own damp core responded wildly. Then she was lapping at the flange where the helm rose majestically from the column. Once more, she captured that massive glans in her straining mouth and suckled again. His fingers knotted painfully in her hair, and held her captive to him, his loins thrusting with an urgency that signalled the approach of the climax. And now, the fear rose once more, her heart beat in a panic as wild as the threshing figure to which she was joined, yet, somehow, she conquered her fear, until she felt the mighty surging spasm of muscle, felt the thick, hot gush of his discharge fill her, and, at last, he let her go.

Coughing, retching, she turned her head, feeling the thick flow of his juices over her face and chin, mingling with her sweat and her tears, and she sobbed with fervent gratitude for the great gift and blessing he had bestowed on her.

She staggered off to the bathroom to clean herself, and when she returned, she lay down at his feet, her head resting on his thigh, her eyes still dewy with tears. "Thank you. Thank you so much,” she whispered, and felt an overpowering warmth and love for this strange man. His hand fell lightly on her head, and stroked her tenderly, and, as she drifted towards sleep, she found herself longing only for the bliss of one day having him make love to her properly, of feeling him deep within her. For then, finally, she knew she would belong to him utterly.




***




Fran's mind was a whirl of conflicting emotions when, on the fourth morning after Carl's visit, Stephen announced after breakfast that they were to go to Kenda Bay. Fran could not hide her dismay when Nara reappeared with the twin pairs of silver bracelets, though she made no show of resistance when Stephen called her to stand while he snapped on both anklets and wristlets. Her arms were once more positioned behind her, so that the short chain hung across her buttocks, and her movements were extremely limited. She blushed fiercely, blinked back the tears. "Will — Anna be there? Will we see her?”

"Yes, I told you. We're bringing her home with us.” He saw the shame and distress still on the young features, and chuckled softly. "You're not embarrassed, are you? She's seen you like that before, after all.” His grin widened impishly, nodding at the chains. “Well, maybe not quite! But don't worry. She'll understand perfectly.” Again came the low laugh, which gave Fran no comfort at all. However, her heart leapt with sudden hope at Stephen's next words. 'Tell you what, though. I'm going to give you the chance to dress up a little for the big occasion.” He rattled off a quick command to the maid, who giggled and raced off, to return with a pair of the cheap rubber flip-flops. She dropped them at Fran's feet. Fighting back the threatened tears at this cruel mockery, Fran wriggled her toes into place. She was glad of them when they went out to the drive in front of the house, and she had to walk across the hot gravel surface to the little jeep.

Fran's mind was too preoccupied with her swirling thoughts to take much notice of the scenery during the drive across the small island. In any case, it didn't take long, for Lama was no more than seven or eight miles in width. The road was little better than a dust billowing track, but there were no other vehicles. They passed a number of islanders, on foot or riding bicycles, all of who waved and called out cheerfully. It was some time before Fran realized the strangeness of the spectacle they must offer. The smartly dressed figure at the wheel, the crisp cotton shirt, the slacks. And beside him, a slim, naked girl, dark hair waving in the wind caused by the bouncing jeep, the warm, dusty air playing sensuously about her body.

After ten minutes, Stephen swung off the track onto a narrower path. The shimmering sea appeared ahead, through the dark clusters of the palm trees, then they bounced through a wide gateway with painted metal posts on either side, and drove through a number of small plots, with banana plants and sweet corn growing almost to the doorsteps of the * simple grass huts Fran could see at a distance.

"Kenda Bay is much grander than Cassuarina,” Stephen said equably. "It's a proper estate. Farms and the lot. But I prefer the other side of the island.”

The house was much grander, too. Double storied, made of blocks, with a balcony at first floor level running the length of the house's facade. Stephen scrunched to a halt at the foot of the wide steps. Fran's heart was racing. She glanced about with excitement, and trepidation. Awkwardly, she swung her legs out, slipping on the rubber sandals again, negotiating the high step down from the vehicle.

Carl Thiery appeared from the gloom of the open doorway, advanced down the steps, arms outstretched. He was dressed in a bush shirt, with shoulder lapels, and buttoned pockets, and a high collar. He was wearing jodhpurs and tight, calf length riding boots of highly polished, rich mahogany coloured leather. He greeted Stephen with easy familiarity, then turned to the silent, nude form a few paces behind. He gave a satisfied sigh when he saw the manacles.

"Come! Kiss!”

Instinctively, Fran made to drop her head, but she remembered in time, as the strong arm went firmly round her waist, pulling her close until she felt the roughness of the clothing rasp against her skin. The thin mouth clamped over hers, the lips parted, the tongue pushed intrusively, and Fran opened her mouth, allowing the tongue to slide deeply within. She was gasping, her breasts moving divinely, when Carl eventually released her. "Hope your behind’s like raw meat, is it?” He turned her round, inspecting her slowly, tut-tutting. "Not good enough, Steve. Nicely bruised, but not even warm.”

He turned, led them into the cool of a wide, impressive hall, with gleaming wooden floor. The smoky laugh rumbled. "But now it's tender reunion time.” He raised his voice. "Come on, Anna. Come and say hello to your sister.” All her discomfit forgotten, Fran stared, eyes popping, her mouth agape.

She was struck by the slender youthfulness of the pale shape that stepped forward, with an air of bashfulness. She was naked. Unable to prevent herself, her eyes were drawn to the genital region. Snaking low across the narrow hips, hanging at about the uppermost level of the small triangle of the pubis, which, the astonished Fran noticed, had been recently shaved, for only the lightest, insubstantial stubble remained, was a fine chain, acting as a kind of belt. At her mons, where the divide of the vulva should have been in evidence, ran a leather strap, fastened to the chain at her belly by a small ring. About an inch or so wide, this dark strap curved between the slim thighs, hugging the contours of the vulva, to lie deep within the cleft of the bottom, where, at coccyx level, it was fixed by another ring, to the chain at the back.

Fran dragged her eyes from this strange spectacle. The limpid brown orbs were swimming in tears as hers were. "Anna!” she croaked, made to spring forward, when Carl's arm, stiff as iron, shot out across her chest.

"Where do you think you're going?” Carl growled. "Did we tell you to move?” As he spoke, he let his hand drop, to fondle Fran's right breast Fran gasped, tried to keep still under the blatant exploration. Then the nipple was taken between thumb and forefinger. Carl rolled it until he felt it harden, then, all at once, he nipped it cruelly, twisted and pulled, and Fran screamed, lurching forward, drawn down by this cruel, degrading agony. When he let go, Fran was sobbing. She couldn't even ease the pain by touch, for her hands were pinioned behind.

"Come and greet your master,” Carl said, and Anna hurried forward. To Fran's incredulous horror, she saw her drop on one knee and bend low, her dark head stooping to the ground. Unbelievably, she was kissing the instep of the supple leather casuals Stephen was wearing. The blond figure bent and took her by the shoulders, drawing her to her feet, and then held her in his arms, kissing her passionately and lingeringly full on the mouth.

He was panting slightly when he released her. "God, I've missed you, Anna!” Then he turned, took the weeping Fran by the arm. "You were right. She's absolutely gorgeous, isn't she?”

Suddenly, neither sister was able to look at the other. They stood there, heads down, silent except for Fran's quiet sniffling. "Why don't you two kids go off into the garden? That's all right, eh, Carl?” Stephen's face was calm and smiling, in contrast with the highly charged atmosphere.

Carl gave his gravelly laugh. "You're too soft on 'em, Steve, I've told you. But okay, go ahead. William's out there anyway. He'll keep an eye on them. Go on then. Scat!”

There was a slight pause before Anna moved quickly away, and Fran, with a last scared glance at Stephen, who nodded encouragingly, shuffled awkwardly in her wake. They crossed a wide, sloping lawn which ran down to the fringe of coconut palms, then miniature dunes of silvery sand. As soon as they reached the seaward edge of the grass, well away from the house, which was out of sight except for the red tiled roof, Anna turned, with a cry that was half sob. "Oh, Fran!” she murmured.

"Anna!” They flew together. Fran's chain chinked, rubbed across her bottom as she instinctively tried to put her arms round her. Instead, Anna gathered her into her, and their open mouths strained together, tongues working. Their bellies and thighs pressed together, Fran shivering at the cold, damp pressing of Anna's chain against her, and at the feel of her roused nipples, one still throbbing painfully, against those which mirrored her own.

Their bodies strained together, seeking to maintain contact along their length, deriving comfort as well as sexual excitement from the touch. When they broke the kiss, their flowing tears mingled, and Fran sobbed without abandon in her sister's slender arms.






SEVEN




Fran was making a huge effort to stem the flow of tears that had spilt over at meeting her sister under such weird circumstances. She couldn't even embrace her properly, though Anna continued to hold her in her arms, their kisses more restrained now, after the first release of emotion. "Why?” Fran blurted at last, when she could speak. "Why did you do it? Get me out here? What have they done to you?”

"He wanted you. He knows — all about us. I told him everything.” She blushed, her eyes darting away from Fran's intense stare.

Fran wriggled free, stood legs astride, in front of her, blatantly shimmying her small breasts, then turned, presenting her badly bruised behind. "Look. I've been thrashed. With a leather strap. And — and raped, by two fishermen!” Her voice broke, the tears returned in full force.

Anna thrust forward her own belly, proclaiming her own nudity. She also turned, and Fran saw the crisscross pattern of lines, some pale pink, others a darker red, of more recent origin. "I've been beaten, too!” she cried passionately. "And this last week, since I've been here...” Her voice faded, but her slender frame shook in a convulsive sob that was eloquent testament enough to her treatment at the hands of the American. Her voice, too, trembled with emotion.

"I just want to get back to Cassuarina. With you, and Master Stephen.”

"Master!” Fran's voice squeaked with disbelief at the quaint use of the word.

Anna's blush deepened. Again, her head lowered slightly, but she muttered almost defiantly, "He is. In the truest sense. I belong to him.”

"You're crazy! You're as bad as they are!” Fran whispered, staring at her in horror.

Anna glanced about her immediately, letting go of her. "Be quiet!” she hissed urgently. "You mustn't —” She broke off abruptly, looked around them at the garden. "I don't see William about,” she continued anxiously. "We'd better walk up towards the house. They can't see us from here.”

She set off immediately. "Wait!” Fran called, but Anna did not slacken her pace, and Fran had no recourse but to hurry after her. The mincing little steps she was forced to take because of the chain linking her ankles, as well as the feel of the other chain brushing against her buttocks as she ran, was a cruel reminder of their captive state. Her despair, and her sense of betrayal by her sister, were, however, temporarily forgotten as she gaped in astonishment at the spectacle confronting her.

Coming towards them across the cropped turf of the lawn was a tall, beautiful creature as naked as themselves. She was a head taller than either Anna or Fran, almost six feet. Her shoulders were square and quite broad, like an athlete, though her high breasts were small, scarcely larger than Fran's, and her waist extremely narrow. But again, her hips curved generously, her long thighs and legs, though shapely, were firmly muscled as those of a sportswoman.

The complexion was fair, and, indeed, the body looked a slightly angry pink where it had been exposed to the sun. The fine beauty of the Nordic features was crowned by the fuzz of fine, white blonde hair, shaved more drastically than any boy's Crew cut, so that the shape of the splendid neck and rounded skull were clearly on show.

Fran had stopped in her tracks at this amazing sight. She gaped dumbstruck as she noticed that the girl was wearing a thick dark collar like a dog's, studded too. From the front of this collar, a fine chain fell vertically between the conical breasts, down the curve of belly.

There was no sign of any pubic hair. The small swell of the mons offered itself pertly, gleaming in bared pallor, with not a trace even of the tiniest stubble. Just at the point where the uppermost peak of the labial divide should have showed, the descending chain was fixed to a leather strap, identical to that fitted between Anna's thighs, and following tightly the curve of the vulva, as hers did, and which was itself fastened to a chain of similar fineness strung across the hips in a low belt. From between the superb cheeks of her firm bottom, where the strap re-emerged, attached to the chain belt at the rear, another fine chain rose, bisecting the splendid back and shoulder blades, and affixed to the dog collar, at the back of the neck.

The girl gestured for them to sit, and lowered herself onto the lawn, and Fran saw an islander, naked except for the usual ragged shorts, wielding the long metal slasher which they used to cut the grass. He grinned and waved at them, and Fran deduced that this lovely white girl, beyond doubt a prisoner like themselves, had been sent with instructions for them to return to a place where the garden boy could see them.

"This is Alice,” Anna told Fran. "Alice. This is my sister, Fran.”

Fran smiled shyly. "Hi. They've got you, too, eh? Where are you from?”

"She's from Edinburgh,” Anna answered quickly. "She was back packing around, and she ended up here.”

Fran smiled warmly again, trying to establish a sense of rapport at once. The pale blue eyes stared back at her guardedly, the face betraying no emotion other than a careful watchfulness. She did not respond to Fran's friendly grin. "Look, we're all in this together,” Fran murmured disconcertedly. "We've got to find a way of getting out of here.” She shook her head. "It's crazy!”

Immediately, she saw the fear in the blue eyes, and felt Anna's instinctive start at her side. By now, they were all three sitting cross-legged in a tight circle on the grass. "What's the matter?” Fran whispered uneasily, when the girl continued to stare at her. "Don't you trust me?” She turned to Anna. "Why doesn't she speak?”

"She's not allowed to!”

"Bloody hell!” Fran was aghast. "But — there's only us. Whisper! No one will hear you. Or see.” Terrified now, Alice shook her blonde head vigorously. As Fran tried to move towards her, Fran felt the restriction of the chain trapping her hands behind her, and her shoulders shrugged in helpless frustration. "We've got to get away!” she gasped, the tears threatening again.

"No!” She was pulled up short by the fervour of Anna's reply. 'That's wrong. Just stop fighting it. Let it — it'll be all right, you'll see!” Her face turned

to Fran, with a pleading expression that frightened her more than anything that had so far happened to her.

"You're mad!” Fran whispered, shaking her head in horror. "They'll — they can do anything to us. We might never get away from them.” She was distracted, in spite of her rising panic, as she noticed the tall girl's regular little movements. Her long legs were drawn up in front of her, and the thigh muscles hardened and relaxed as she kept on rhythmically opening her thighs, affording brief glimpses of the bare mons and the dark line of the strap covering her sex lips, then squeezing them shut again. The tips of her even white teeth showed as she nibbled at her lower lip, and her face had a strange, intent expression, as though some private feeling was preoccupying her. Puzzled, and even more alarmed at this strange behaviour, Fran wondered if the unfortunate girl's mind was disturbed by her ordeal. It would not be surprising. After only a week, Fran had begun to have frightening doubts about her own mental ability to withstand this torment. And now, even Anna seemed scarify different, actually appearing to go along with this madness!

Faced with such alarming speculation, she lapsed into silence, sitting there watching the girl's strange movements, the tiny rocking back and forth. All at once, the misery and the fear, which she had somehow felt would be dissipated by meeting up with Anna again, engulfed her once more, so that the silent tears flowed unchecked, falling into her lap. Worse was to follow.

"Come!” Carl's single, barked command, yelled from the veranda, had them clambering hastily to their feet, Fran angrily shrugging off the tentative help from her two companions. "Lunch time. Help yourselves.” A long table was filled with various dishes, but Fran had no thought for the generous spread, for, with a gasp of horror, she found herself facing yet another stranger, this time a short, stocky man, with a complexion as dark as that of the native islanders, and with thinning black hair, swept back from the central peak of his high brow. He was wearing a white open necked shirt and dark, lightweight slacks.

Stephen came forward, slipped an arm around her waist and drew her close, offering her for his leisurely inspection. "Here she is, Alec. Fran, Anna's little sister. Come here, Anna, my pet.” She moved quickly to join him and he slid his other arm about her waist, presenting the pair of them. "Aren't they absolutely gorgeous? What do you think?”

"Hmm. Mouth watering, Stephen, my friend. Exquisite!”

It was some time later that Fran gathered this was Alec Butterfield, the owner of the island's only hotel. At the moment, she was simply overcome with embarrassment before a perfect stranger, one who spoke in such an easy, cultured drawl, and who was eyeing both her and Anna with a mercilessly taunting attention to their every naked detail.

"Too much to hope she's virgin, I suppose?”

Stephen laughed. "Just too late, Alec. If only I'd known. I gave her to Amit and Edward — you know, the fishermen —just a couple of days ago. The poor child was absolutely dying for it. Couldn't wait any longer.” He tapped Fran's bottom playfully. "Mind you, she'd fooled around with a cousin's teensy little cock when they were kids. But we certainly can't count that, can we? So those two had quite a treat, I can tell you.”

"And did you enjoy it, my dear?” Alec asked, moving in close. His finger curled and he tucked her under the chin. She jerked her head away, her breasts shaking as a huge sob rose and escaped.

“Of course she did!” Stephen laughed. "I'm surprised you didn't hear her yelling over on this side of the island. She's got a taste for it now, I'm sure.

"Is that so?” Butterfield murmured. "Might I be permitted to find out?”

"Certainly.” Fran gasped, feeling a great sense of betrayal, the bitter tears flowing as she recalled the intensity of the emotion they had shared, in the magic intimacy of the bedroom at Cassuarlna. "But let's have a good lunch first, eh? It's always better on a full stomach.” Laughing, they all moved to the table, to begin piling their plates with food, while the three naked figures stood by silently. Stephen spoke Over his shoulder. "Anna. Get some grub for Fran, will you? I'm afraid you or Alice will have to feed her, but you won't mind that, will you?”

"Oh, by the way, Steve, you can see I've fitted Anna with a belt. I hope you don't mind?” Carl Thiery's perfunctory remark suggested that he did not anticipate any objection, and, indeed, there was none. "You know how hot she is now that she's got a taste for cock. Even William and the other shamba boys weren't safe!” The three men laughed indulgently. "And I didn't want Alice or any of the other girls stirring up her honey pot, either. I like to keep my girls simmering, as you know.”

He smiled with cruel pleasure. "She's been enjoying her sex change, though, haven't you, sweetie?” Fran heard the sharp intake of breath from the silent girl at her side. "And so have the others, eh, Alice?” The men guffawed. "We'll have to have a demo later. She wields a dildo like a sex maniac in a convent.” Again, the burst of hearty laughter. Fran could feel the mortification of the two naked figures beside her.

The three captives sat as bidden on the steps, literally at the feet of Carl, Stephen, and Alec. When Anna held up the first fork full to Fran's lips, she compressed them and pulled her head away with a furious shake of rejection. "Please!” Anna whispered softly, her brown eyes big with compassionate concern.

Suddenly, there was an explosive burst of annoyance from Carl Thiery, who sprang from the low chair, with a muttered oath. His left hand seized the back of Fran's head, the fingers hooking viciously into the short hair, and twisted her round to face him, while, with his other hand, he scooped up a palm full of coleslaw from the plate lying on the floor nearby. Cruelly, he mashed the soggy, cloying mess of mayonnaise and salad into the startled visage held there. Fran spluttered and, as she opened her mouth to scream, Carl's fingers forced in the sticky food. "Eat!” he growled. Fran tried to spit out the mixture, but Carl's palm pressed smotheringly over nose and mouth, smearing the pale stuff over her.

Fran choked, was compelled to take in some of the food, chewing and swallowing convulsively. Blind, sobbing, the woebegone girl slumped there, bent, coughing and gasping, her face covered in the clinging food.

"You're far too soft on her, I'm telling you!” Carl warned Stephen, who merely laughed, while, once more, Fran felt the rising sense of misery and betrayal, as well as a certain bewilderment at the nonchalance with which Stephen tolerated the American's brutal treatment of her.

"Why don't you take her upstairs and clean her up?” Stephen said casually to Anna, who made to rise, but glanced tentatively at the American as she did so, a gesture that was not lost on Stephen. "Now!” he added, in a sharp tone. Almost roughly, Anna pulled her sister by the arm, leading her out of the room.

Upstairs, she gently sponged away the mishmash from Fran's brow and face, and her chest, while Fran sat quietly weeping on the cold edge of the tub. "Please, Fran! Don't fight it. It'll only make things worse. For all of us.” Anna took her by the shoulders, then held Fran's head to her breast. Fran savoured the warmth of the rising mounds against her cheek. But when she glanced down, she saw the thin stubble of the pubis, the chain belt, and the top of the dark leather disappearing between the golden brown thighs which bore evidence of the length of time Anna had been a captive here.

"But do you want to stay like this?” she asked incredulously, nodding towards her trussed up genitals. "You want to be their slave?”

"It'll be all right once we're back at Cassuarina, with Master Stephen,” she said again, and her words made Fran groan with helpless outrage. The nightmare sensation swamped her again. As though to highlight her despair, as they turned to leave the luxurious bathroom, the squat figure of Alec Butterfield suddenly appeared, blocking their path.

"Bring her in here,” he said. He turned away, completely confident that he would be obeyed, and, indeed, Fran shivered at the way Anna slipped her arms around her, steered her in the wake of the short, solid looking individual, who walked across the wide landing and entered a bedroom of equally impressive comfort. The bed looked enormous, even in the generously apportioned room.

At once, Butterfield unbuttoned his shirt and slipped it off. His torso, though thick, was not flabby. His chest, between the nipples, was covered with fine black whorls of hair. From the indented navel, a thin line of hair ran down to the waistband of his slacks. Pleasantly conscious of their wide eyes on him, he slowly unzipped his fly, and pushed down the trousers, stepped out of them, and then pulled off his shoes and socks. The tiny white underbriefs were of silk, and had no opening in the front. Fran stared at the hugely thrusting shape of his genitals stretching the small garment mightily.

His grin was cruel. He lay back on the wide bed, patted the coverlet beside him invitingly. "So you like to play mummies and mummies with each other?” he chuckled. "Go ahead. Show me.”

Fran screamed when Anna immediately moved to catch her by the waist. "Pack it in!” she yelled, writhing vigorously. Anna called out her name urgently, and they swayed there, wrestling, though she was hopelessly hampered by the arms pinioned behind her. As Anna flung her on the bed, Fran jerked up her knees, both as a weapon, and to protect herself. There was a searing pain as the short chain tethering her ankles was seized and brutally wrenched, straightening her legs, pulling them down and holding them there, and she saw the grinning features of Alec Butterfield looming over her, holding her limbs down easily.

"Go to it, Anna!” he mocked. "Seems like she's more than a match for you even with two hands tied behind her back!”

When she felt the hotly nuzzling face of her sister at her belly, Fran's resistance fled all at once, and with a great sob of despair, she ceased her struggles. With wicked knowledge, the tongue flickered caressively around her recessed navel, the curve of her belly, to the line of her dark pubic curls, then at the insides of her thighs, until she was trembling with a melting weakness, her mind spinning as she felt herself slipping over into the realm of physical sensation, like being drawn helplessly over the brink of a waterfall. The tongue moved again, to the base of her belly, where the tuft of her body hair nestled over the upper peak of her sex lips. The feathery, quick strokes lapped, followed the tight divide, until Fran groaned at the opening bliss, the flowering storm of pure excitement, the melting hunger. Finger tips prised her open, revealed her inner tissue, glistening with the ministrations bestowed upon it, and her own dampening response to this irresistible stimulation.

Her belly rose and fell, she wept and muttered Anna's name meaninglessly, the tears squeezing from behind her closed eyelids. The anklets dug into her tender skin, the chain quivered tautly as she unknowingly strove to separate her limbs, to open herself more widely to her rousing caresses. A finger slipped inside her running wetness, worked into her narrow passage, found the throb of her clitoris, and she whimpered with the ever-nearing crisis.

Then, all at once, her sister was gone, plucked from her, and she felt a crushing weight descend across the tops of her thighs, driving her down into the yielding mattress. Shocked, she opened her tear blurred eyes, to see the squat figure of Alec sitting astride her, and rearing over her belly, an impressively gorged penis, its helm almost purple, fully exposed, the slit of its mouth gleaming with emission. He moved forward. His heavy balls, fanned out on either side of that rearing column, lay heavily and silkily on her pubis, the glinting dome nuzzled up towards her breasts.

He moved again, now his buttocks crushed into her belly, so that she thought she would faint from her inability to breathe. His belly drove forward, the thick, veined column slid hotly over her skin, leaving its cold smear of fluid, until the great helm nestled between her small rounds, which were cruelly squeezed by his dark hands. The palms cupped her breasts, crushed them into that beating length of flesh, which pumped back and forth between them, until they were coated liberally with his oily juices, a pool of which lay in the valley between.

Just when she thought she would lose consciousness at the crushing weight, he was briefly gone from her, then she felt that massive prick nuzzle in a more traditional resting place as he endeavoured to force it into her narrow orifice. He succeeded, eventually, and the burning agony was more intense than any coupling she had known. The agony was exacerbated by the fact that she could not open her legs wide, held as they were by the length of chain, so that it was painful even for him to force a way into her.

Realizing the difficulty, he abruptly withdrew, a fact in itself which caused a renewed flaring of intense pain, but only to seize her ankles and swing them up and over her head, thus bending her double, lifting the whole divide of vulva and behind upward for his pleasure. He knelt, his fingers peeling open her labia, the massive wet dome nuzzled yet again at her entrance. She screamed wildly, terrified for one instant that he was about to sodomise her, but the dome slid over the tiny, secret bud of her anus, and to the more accommodating entrance designed for it.

Though it still hurt abominably, the penetration was effected fully, and he rejoiced in the clinging, virginal tightness about his pistoning prick. He pumped madly, gasping, crying out hoarsely. "Don't stop!” she moaned, pounded, crushed, folded under him, lost to all save that rushing ecstasy of approaching climax. But he didn't hear her, plunged on blindly, and came powerfully. She felt the hot spurt of him, and drove up, too, desperately, sobbing wildly, until she felt his hardness die within her, and she sobbed desolately, trapped beneath his dead weight.

Staring, eyes huge in the sunny room, Anna stood there, her own vulva swollen painfully against the restricting leather pad, the fluid seeping through to add to the discomfort of the tightly sealing band on her throbbing, sensitive flesh.






EIGHT




"What have you been doing to my poor little Fran's fanny?” Stephen's laughing tone was rich with mock dismay, as he drew Fran close to him and gently parted the blushing girl's thighs, softly peeling back with his thumbs the outer edges of the labia.

Fran's sex smelt fragrantly fresh. Her still smarting orifice was cool, soothed by the comforting flow of water from the bidet on which she had crouched, sniffling in after-shock, while Anna tenderly and intimately cleaned her. But her narrow divide had that pouting, recently opened look, and texture, which proclaimed Alec's hectic use of it.

They were all gathered once more on the veranda outside the long dining room, glasses of ice chinking martini in hand. "If you're so worried about your precious Franny,” Carl drawled mockingly, "why don't you put a chastity belt on her as well? Guaranteed to make her hot for whatever you want from her when you take it off.” He chuckled deeply. "Eh, Alice my love?” He waved a hand and immediately, the tall, crew cut figure moved forward; standing over Carl's reclining form. The American reached out, and ran his fingers lightly down the thin, dark leather strap covering Alice's vulva. "I had to make sure Allie here wasn't being screwed by every rampant prick around the place, bearing in mind where she's bound for.”

In spite of her own private woes, Fran could not help staring with renewed curiosity at the attachment the blonde was wearing. Fran had already deduced, both from the appearance and position of the equipment, as well as Carl's teasing remarks, that it was designed to act as some kind of restraint, barring access as it did to the sexual organs. She was intrigued by the added refinement of the dog collar and the linking chains which the tall Scots girl wore.

Nor did she fail to note Carl's strange words, and the tiny but perceptible quiver of fear which they aroused in the strikingly tall frame that stood in passive obedience while Carl fondled her. Carl's palm cupped the strap, pressed it against the cushioning flesh, and the jutting cheeks of the behind dimpled deeply, the white hairless belly thrust forward, while Alice's mouth opened slightly to emit a tiny sigh of emotion.

"I've got a few spares,” the deep, smoky tones pursued teasingly. "Why don't we try one on her? Or have you got some other pricks in mind after Alec's?”

"Charmed, I'm sure!” Alec rejoined, and they all laughed.

Carl nodded across to Anna, who was standing just behind her sister. "It's fun isn't it, Anna?” He suddenly slapped Alice resoundingly on her bottom and released her. "Keeps 'em on the boil the whole time. Reminds them what they're here for. The fact that they're simply a walking pussy, and that they're ours for the taking. Or not,” he added significantly. "Nobody else can get at them without our say so, and they can't even play with themselves unless we let ‘em. What do you say?”

Stephen appeared to hover indecisively for an instant, then gave in, with a smiling shrug. "What the hell! Why not? Otherwise, she'll have big sister there rootling away at her goodies all day long.”

"Fine!” Carl fired off instructions to Alice, who hurried away. Fran's heart was thumping. She glanced around wildly, her body trembling violently. She contemplated making a run for it, but knew she would not get far. As for resistance, she had already learned what defiance would bring. And the dread that here, on what seemed to be the American's home ground, she would no doubt be subject to Carl's despotic cruelty, was enough to deter her from even a show of intransigence. Stephen appeared dangerously under the older man's malign influence.

So, when Alice presently returned with the contraption of thin chains and leather in her hand, Fran, though unable to keep back the silent tears, moved submissively forward, and stood legs apart while the entire group gathered eagerly around her.

Carl held up the leather strap, and Fran noticed immediately that, on one side, there was a raised object, in hard, shining plastic, black in colour. It was about three inches in length, wedge-like in shape, sloping gradually to a height of about an inch at one end. There was a curling, gentle hook at this point. The whole thing looked vaguely like the trigger guard of a gun, to Fran's bemused and fearful gaze.

She soon discovered what it was for. Carl fitted the strap carefully between her spread-eagled thighs, pressing it firmly into the soft curves of her vulva, and the crack of her bottom. He manipulated the supple leather back and forth with his palm over Fran's mons, until the plastic protuberance on the inner surface slotted into the groove of the sex lips. All at once, Fran gasped, her belly jerked, and the same deep dimples which had appeared on Alice's splendid hindquarters now appeared in hollowed evidence on Fran's slighter buttocks. Fran felt the muscles of her vagina spasm; the still tender button of her clitoris throbbed surgingly as the tiny tip of the plastic nudged against it.

She realized now the import of Carl's taunting remarks, and the strange little movements of thigh she had first noticed in the tall, naked figure of Alice. Like an arousing, tormenting finger, the plastic nuzzled into her. Its tip constantly, titillatingly, rubbing against the area of the clitoris. Once he knew it was fitted into place, Carl swiftly clipped the thin chain belt around Fran's hips. As he did so, he playfully gathered a thumb and finger full of Fran's dark pubis, and pulled until the white skin beneath lifted from the mons, and Fran whimpered.

"I'd have these off,” Carl growled. He nodded towards Alice, with his thin smile, savouring to the full his explicatory role as he addressed the apprehensive Fran. "We have them taken out by the root. Individually.” He smiled with cruel glee. "Takes hours, and hurts like hell. Doesn't it, my bald Viking? But they won't come back.”

He stood, and Fran watched tensely as he came near with yet another contraption. This was the leather dog collar, with its two longer, dangling chains. He raised his dark eyebrows at Stephen interrogatively. "I didn't put the collar on Anna, but I'd certainly recommend it for this one. She hasn't learned to toe the line yet, has she? And this little baby” — he held up the long, thin collar with an evil grin — "will help to teach her what she needs to know. It focuses their attention on what they are. Their raison d'etre. You'll see what I mean.”

He fitted the collar carefully about Fran's slender neck, taking time to adjust it, so that it was neither too slack nor tight. He adjusted the chain at the front, which led down between the heaving breasts and clipped onto the belt at the front. Then he ferreted between Fran's buttocks, prising open the cleft, drawing the thin strap tighter into the divide, before fastening the back chain running ticklingly down between the shoulder blades.

"That's the really important bit,” Carl explained, standing back, surveying his work, slipping his lingers through both front and back chains, then feeling the narrow strap between Fran's legs once more, sliding his finger tips along the edges of the leather. "You've got to have those chains from the collar fairly tight. They keep the tension. Pull the leather into the pussy. Keep it rubbing. Every time they move, it's like somebody's fingering them the whole time. Eh, girls?” He laughed deeply, finally smacked Fran stingingly across the buttocks and shoved her away.

"Go on! Allie! Take her for a jog. Up and down the lawn there. Let's bring a blush to your pretty cheeks. And I don't mean your butts. Not yet anyways.”

The tears poured down Fran's cheeks, tears of shame and humiliation, but, clinging to Alice's hand, she ran self consciously across the hot, spiky grass, breasts jiggling, the chains rubbing tantalisingly on her skin. Then, worst shame of all, she felt the invasive pressure, the hard but caressive friction of the plastic lip rubbing against her sensitive inner surface, whose oily secretions rapidly enhanced the stimulating effect of the rousing contact.

Fran tried desperately not to yield to the temptation to add to the unavoidable stimulation, but the very motion of walking, moving one thigh in front of the other, produced a spark of physical sensation, and soon she couldn't help flexing her belly muscles, squeezing her thighs now and then, in those curious little movements which had so puzzled her when she had noticed them in the tall blonde girl, and which now disgusted her, more so at her own inability to refrain from making them.

She found herself longing to escape from this fearful place. Cassuarina began to seem more and more attractive as the long, hot afternoon wore on. But the ordeal was far from over. Unable even to eat or drink, or perform some of the most basic services for herself, because of the way her arms were still fastened behind her, Fran had to rely on Anna and Alice to cater to her. The three of them had to stand attentively by the three lounging figures on the cushioned chairs, while they drank and chatted and, in Alec's case, dozed.

Stephen, his handsome face flushed with both drink and excitement, had Fran and Anna position themselves either side of the lounger, within easy reach, and he would playfully, then absently, stretch out his hand right or left, and fondle the proffered flesh, trailing his fingers caressingly over their quivering bottoms, or along the edges of the exotic, new, dark leather which sealed off the divide of the beating vulva. Carl, too, occasionally fondled the statuesque figure who stood obediently at his side, but presently the American sat up decisively.

"Okay, kids! Smack botty time.” He glanced across to Stephen, with a faintly sneering air. "Just a little glow in the cheeks, that's all. We'll let Anna do it, huh? That way, you know nobody’ll get hurt. That little cunt couldn't whip cream, damn it!”

Both Alice and Fran were made to bend over the low wooden rail of the veranda. Fran's manacled hands were just about on a level with her behind, and so she had to bend her elbows and lift her wrists to the small of the back, to offer her bottom as a target. She did so without demur, knowing that far worse would follow if she did not.

There was a good deal of lighthearted chaff among the three spectators as to what the instrument of chastisement should be. "What about your trusty pizzle?” Alec declared, and Carl shook his head scornfully.

"What? In that little slut's hands? Certainly not! That's for proper punishment, eh, Alice?” He chortled in anticipation. "Mind you, I'd love to use it on your little Fran's fanny. Not to mention her pussy. I'd make her sing!” He shook his head mockingly. "But I know old tender hearted Stephen here wouldn't dream of it, would you, partner?”

"How about a fly swat?” suggested Stephen quickly, to divert them from Carl's taunting remark. "That makes a nice little impact.”

"Or a rolled up newspaper?” Carl answered witheringly. "I guess the old rubber thongs will have to do.” There were several rubber flip-flops lying about, among them Fran's discarded pair, one of which Carl picked up and tossed to Anna. "I want to see them blush,” he snapped aggressively, "otherwise I'll blister your pretty little cheeks for you.” He chuckled aggressively, glanced at Stephen.

"And she knows I can do it, too, don't you, Anna, honey?”

She needed no other urging. She began to strike at the palely rearing backsides. Alice's much meatier globes offered a bigger target than Fran's smaller, tighter cheeks, but both were pleasing sights as the resilient flesh twitched and throbbed, took on the rosy outlines of the slipper as it landed with a resounding thwack at each blow. Both girls whimpered, and their backs arched, but always they forced themselves to bend over again, the hard wood pressing into their bellies and the tops of their thighs.

Weirdly, Fran found the painful chastisement more stimulating than usual, for, with the biting hot pain, which in itself, ashamed though she was to admit it, was a powerfully exciting element, as long as the beating was not too severe, came the added arousal of the thing within her vulva which, at each convulsive movement of her buttocks or belly or thighs, sent a flaring spark of melting desire through her.

Doubtless it was the same for the hapless companion who hung at her side, their hips almost touching. "Ow! Oh nuh — no! Please!” Fran's cries and wails of distress, which now punctuated their whimpering, brought fresh pleasure to the onlookers.

The scorching pain soon began to outweigh the vicarious pleasure, and Fran was. glad when the beating stopped after only a few minutes. She stood, crying quite noisily, and massaging the hotly stinging cheeks, the short chain chinking softly. She was extremely conscious of the thin leather deep in the cleft, which had served to separate and somehow highlight each quivering round as a target for the punishment There was a hint of subtle defiance, too, in her cries of distress, for she had noted how swiftly the tall blonde girl had fought to suppress her moderate whimpers, and now stood silently again at Fran's side, though, like Fran, she could not resist the urge to rub the burning globes.

"Stop that goddam wailing,” Carl growled at Fran irritably. "You should be cooing with pleasure at that little tickle.” He turned back to Stephen and Alec. "Come and let her see what real punishment's like. Remember the young black kid? Waringa?” He addressed his remark to Alec. "She's going to Prince Salman, along with Allie here. We soon got Alice into shape, but the little black girl's a whole new ball game. She's still under restraint. Let's go up and give her a whupping. Give Franny here a chance to see the famous pizzle in action. Maybe scare the shit out of her, too! She could sure do with it, eh?” He laughed harshly, and the whole troupe of diem followed him into the cool of the interior.

Up the wide staircase, and along the landing, there was a door at the end of the passage. Fran noticed as they approached how stout the door was, like a prison cell, with a round window of duck glass in its centre. Once inside, for a few seconds Fran's eyes were dazzled. The sun poured down from the glass roof, and the length of the outer wall consisted of glass doors, which had been drawn back, so that the sun shone from that angle, too. There was a narrow balcony, where a plump African woman, dressed in green overalls and matching headscarf, was sitting reading a magazine. She leapt quickly to her feet at their entrance and greeted them, beaming with apparently delighted surprise at seeing Stephen.

"How's our patient, Annie?”

The big face grinned. "She very good, Bwana.”

Fran was gaping in amazement at the spectacle which occupied the centre of the room. There was a large rectangular metal frame, firmly bolted to the floor, and, inside this, fixed at the midway points, was another, similar frame, but smaller, which could be rotated to any angle. With, wrists and ankles tightly secured by a series of broad, cloth and elasticated webbing to the four corners of this inner frame, was a slim naked body, of dark chocolate hue. The small high breasts suggested that the bound girl had not yet reached full physical maturity, as did the thin pout of the vulva, fully presented, the mons entirely devoid of pubic hair. The delicately rounded skull was shaven, too, without even the slightest of black fuzz, and shone with some kind of aromatic oil.

At their entrance, the hands and feet twisted, the slim frame bucked and contorted as far as it was able under the restraints which held it. The frame creaked and shook. Fran saw the wide white eyes, rolling frantically in livid terror, or perhaps it was hatred. She had no way of knowing, for the only sound apart from the creaking of the metal frame, was a softly muffled, gurgling noise. The horrified Fran noted the wicked darkness of the gag wedged between her teeth. The thin straps led from the corners of the mouth, two at each side, looping under and over the ears, fixed by buckles at the back of the neck.

"This is Waringa,” Carl announced proudly. His thin face was alive with his excited pleasure. "Her daddy sold her to us last month. We've had her here three weeks now. But she's a stubborn little mare.”

He stepped up close, and lasciviously ran his hand between the straining thighs, whose muscles knotted at the caress. His short neatly manicured nails pushed at the labial divide, forced a way through the tightly pressing lips, and the curving belly jerked, the jutting rounds of the buttocks hollowing delightfully.

"Her old man swore she was a virgin, didn't he, Steve? Doc Patel wasn't too sure when he examined her, but she's certainly tight, aren't you, my lovely black cherry?” Again, he laughed with deep happiness at the captive figure's wild plunging.

"She's strapped up here from ten until sunset,” Carl told his fascinated audience. "She's not allowed down for any reason. Annie cleans up her mess, though. But she's getting better, aren't you, Ringa, lover? She's learning to control herself a whole lot better nowadays. At first she was disgusting, wasn't she, Annie? She's thrashed once before lunch. I usually do it myself. I give her a real going over, front and back. But take a good look,” he invited them. "You won't find any scars. And she gets another beating after lunch. A dozen lashes or so. The shamba boy does it. I can't trust old Annie here. You're too soft on her, aren't you, you old rogue?” The attendant giggled and uttered a respectful denial. "Then I come up again just before we untie her and give her another whipping. You've got to have a routine,” he said firmly. He grinned at Stephen and shot out his hand to pinch Fran's reddened behind. "I just wish you'd let me have this cutie for a day or two. She'd come back a little lamb, I guarantee.”

There was a large cupboard at the far wall, with doors of dark, panelled wood. When Carl opened them, Fran gasped to see a variety of whips and straps and wooden paddles, slotted into their allotted positions, just like a gun rack. Almost purring with pleasure, Carl selected an implement and came back to the centre of the room. Fran sensed the shrinking dread, the tension, in Alice's splendid frame, and also in her sister's slender form, while the black girl thrashed about even more wildly, the gleaming skull rolling around on its long, slim neck. The sounds of muffled anguish increased a little.

"Here we are. The dreaded pizzle.”

Carl held it out lovingly, and all eyes rested on its sinister length. There was an intricately carved ebony handle, about nine inches long. The actual material of the whip was a strangely pale colour, a sort of parchment hue. At the handle end it was quite thick, reminding Fran of a horrific snake, but it tapered off quickly, to a long point. The weird fleshy look added to the feeling of revulsion which made Fran's skin rise in goose bumps.

As though sensing her reaction, Carl came, chuckling deeply, and rubbed the tapered end softly across Fran's breasts and her midriff, then let it slide round her slim hip to trail across her haunches. Fran forced herself to remain still, apart from the involuntary, visible trembling that she could not control. The girl tied to the frame was still threshing madly. Carl was clearly overjoyed at her reaction. He moved in on the dark girl once more, caressing the thin waist, the high little breasts, the helplessly accessible genitals. "That's right, Ringa, honey. A little extra lashing, just for a treat. To show these good people how wild it is, eh, baby?”

As he spoke, he slipped two fingers into the tight little crevice of the vulva, and began to rotate them, sliding in and out, slowly, rhythmically, until the hapless girl's threshing quietened, and her belly began to undulate in time to Carl's arousal. After a minute or two, Carl suddenly withdrew his fingers, which glistened wetly, and held them under his nostrils, sniffing luxuriously. "Ah!” he breathed slowly. "How pungently divine!”

As though suddenly prompted by etiquette, he stepped back deferentially and offered the fearful whip to Stephen. He grinned insolently, highlighting the subtle mockery. "Sorry, boss. I forgot. You want to do the honours? I guess she's as much yours — till Prince Salman gets her.”

Stephen smiled, shook his head deprecatingly. "No, that's all right. You go ahead. I'd hate to deprive you of one of your greatest pleasures.”

"Too right!” Carl answered enthusiastically, giving no hint that he detected any sarcasm behind Stephen's words. He stepped back, and tilted the frame vigorously, until the shaven skull swung down, almost touching the floor, while the dark legs, spread open in their Y shape, were lifted. The line of the vulva, whose outer lips showed evidence of their recent stimulation, were thus highlighted, presented to the rapt audience's intent gaze. Carl took another short step back, measured distance carefully, with a cruelly practised eye, then, with a short, swift motion of wrist and hand, brought down the pale whip exactly along the line of the raised vulva. There was a heavy thwack, and the pinioned body writhed.

Fran saw the pale yellow soles of the girl's feet arch, saw them struggling to turn against the tightness of the ankle bands, saw the dark, sturdy toes, with their exotically pale undersides, curl and twist with a mad life of their own. The belly, the lips of the sex itself, seemed to convulse. A swelling darkness appeared on the chocolate skin, like a rising blush, or a dark bruising, as blood rushed close to the surface, though no skin was broken, nor was there any real swelling.

Carl waited, enjoying the agony of his victim to the full before he struck again, in the identical spot. Now, Fran could hear the awful, smothered howls drowned by the gag, could see the lines of veins, the working muscles that showed where the screams were trapped in the long throat. Air hissed whistlingly through the flared nostrils. The dark body gleamed with a new sheen of sweat and the musk of her fear filled the room. Carl delivered twelve measured strokes. He, too, was sweating visibly at the end of this activity, but he again swung the frame, spinning the pinned figure through an arc, until Waringa was upright once more. Now, Carl tilted the frame so that the African was leaning forward at an angle of almost forty-five degrees. Moving round to the other side of the frame, Carl planted his legs solidly apart, then swung the softly hissing whip so that it fell across the centre of the proudly jutting buttocks. The pointed end curled wickedly around the hip, to add a final bite of agony to the base of the belly.

The lash marks were more obvious on the rich, slightly paler milk chocolate tones of the clenching bottom. 'They'll be gone in an hour or two,” Carl assured them, somewhat breathlessly. Three more strokes, and he stopped. He held out the whip to the absorbed Alec. "Here!” he panted. "Care to have a go? Steve's heart isn't really in it. No good asking him to help out.”

Alec seized the whip eagerly, stepped back and struck hard.

The figure danced and twisted at the renewed ordeal.

"Careful!” Carl cautioned, chuckling. "Don't tear her backside, for God's sake. Prince Salman's going to pay through the nose for this little beauty. He'll want her perfect.”

After two or three more restrained blows, Carl said, "Stephen? Come on. It's been a long time since you used one of these things. Show us what you're made of, boss.”

Fran was clearly aware of the tension between the two men. It puzzled and alarmed her. Carl did not act like an employee or a subordinate. He seemed to be constantly both needling and challenging the younger man, who was doing his best, not without some difficulty Fran felt, not to react to the taunts.

It added to the leaden despair weighing heavily in her gut that Stephen should be so closely involved with someone as loathsome as Thiery. Somehow, despite her total subjection, the relationship she had shared with the strange, good looking individual in the capsuled insulation of Cassuarina, had seemed a deeply personal, intensely emotive one. Now, it sickened her to her stomach to see these other poor creatures, including her own utterly servile sister, so degraded and subservient, treated like contemptible objects, brutally chastised, their flesh bought and sold, and to know that Stephen was all part of it, perhaps even the prime mover in the whole sordid business.

Making an effort now to maintain his air of casualness, Stephen stepped forward. He struck quickly, flicking his wrist with light expertise, though the body contorted convincingly enough, to indicate the severity of the pain. Nevertheless, though he struck skilfully, he wielded the deadly whip with far less vigour than the other two assailants.

"Sure you don't want to try it on your little Franny's fanny?” Carl taunted, and Stephen shook his head smilingly.

"No need. My cherubs are just perfect. You obey me without question, don't you, my sweets?” He held out both arms, and, with one accord, as though seeking shelter, Anna and Fran moved quickly into his embrace, and nuzzled like kittens into his protective bosom.






NINE




The overwhelming relief of having escaped from the American's clutches without further horrors being heaped upon them, made the girls almost euphoric during the short jeep ride back to the haven of Cassuarina. That, and the fact that they were united again. For, in spite of the drastic change in Anna, it was still deeply comforting to be with her again.

Stephen insisted they wear their belts throughout the day. It was, as the sadistic Thiery had so gleefully intimated, a fiendishly effective way of keeping them in an almost constant state of arousal, from which it was extremely difficult to find relief. That first evening back 'home' Stephen made them wear them even during the bath which they shared under the taunting, watchful gaze of Nara. Through the leisurely dinner, while they sat at table with their 'host', Fran was keenly aware of the damp, chafing leather, and had to fight to sit without shuffling.

This disturbingly titillating sensation continued afterwards, in the lounge, when the sisters sat on the long sofa, their feet drawn up to the side, knees demurely together. Stephen lounged in an armchair, and they watched videos of such graphic pornography that Fran found herself blushing with embarrassment in spite of the fact that they were both sitting there naked and absolutely at Stephen's mercy.

Later still, in her bedroom, Fran prayed mutely that Stephen would at last break the taboo he had cruelly imposed on sexual intercourse — at least with her. Guiltily, she found herself wishing fervently that he would dismiss her sister, send her off somewhere so that he and Fran might spend one of their special, tender nights together.

She was totally devastated when he took her by the shoulders, and with that stirring, warm smile she already knew and waited for, drew her to a hard chair which was positioned at the side of the bed and pressed her firmly down upon its straw woven surface. To add to her torment, he had removed the chains from her wrists and ankles as soon as they had climbed back into the jeep to return from Kenda Bay, and so there were no physical restraints upon her freedom of movement when he gently ordered her to remain sitting with her eyes fixed on the bed.

He sat now on its edge, and, motioning the silent Anna towards him, he positioned her between his knees and swiftly unbuckled the leather harness from her genitals. Stunned, Fran saw her sister's buttocks clench as Stephen began to caress the area between her parted thighs. Her hips swayed slightly in response. After some minutes of this, he lay back on the bed, pointing towards his own loins, where the light linen slacks bulged with potent promise.

With slow sensuality, and with a practised ease which suggested that she had performed this service many times, Anna undressed him. He moved accommodatingly to assist her, and soon, he, too, was naked, his penis rising majestically from the lean brown thighs. Anna now straddled his legs, facing him, and reverently dipped her head.

Fran watched in despair as the huge glans disappeared into Anna's straining mouth, followed by at least half of the thick, pulsing shaft. The dark head bobbed back and forth, the sound of her sucking noisily filled the room.

Fran bit her lower lip with a force that drew blood. Her fingers dug convulsively into the hard sides of her seat to hold her there. Her entire body was trembling; her vaginal muscles were spasming with a strength approaching orgasm, so deeply roused was she, despite her grief. No, she prayed. No. Please! Not with her! Use her mouth only, as you have mine.

His lean body shivered. He reached out, gently pulled Anna's still searching mouth away from him. He slipped his hands under her arms, drawing her up towards him. She came forward, spreading her thighs, reached down between their closing bellies and sought his rearing prick, guiding it towards her vulva. The thick column slowly eased into the welcoming grip of the lowering figure.

It seemed to take for ever, and all the while Fran stared, unable to take her eyes off the joining flesh, while her whole being throbbed with her need. Indeed, at the very instant when Stephen slid fully home Fran moaned, and her frame shook in the throes of a climax which speared through her.

But though her body had found physical relief, there was no ease for her mental torture as she helplessly watched her sister riding the supine form beneath her.

At first Anna scarcely moved at all, as though desirous of making the union last as long as possible, and he too lay passively. But then the rhythm grew more frantic, and his belly began to lift as he thrust up into her, tossing her so that she moved as though riding a mettlesome horse. Their movements combined to an inevitable crescendo. The veins stood out like cords in his neck as his head tossed back, his buttocks lifted clear of the bed, his frame arching in mighty eruption, while Anna threshed and twisted in complete abandon.

Seconds after his fury had subsided, Anna gave a long, wailing cry, her body was seized with a convulsive shudder which told unmistakably of shattering fulfilment, and she fell forward sobbing, her dark hair brushing his face as his arms enfolded her in a tender embrace.

Tears streamed unchecked down Fran's cheeks, though she made scarcely any sound. She had no idea how long she sat there, staring through her tears at the couple still joined on the bed. The soft lamplight bathed the room in its intimate rose glow, casting dramatic shadows in the corners, and across the high ceiling. Through the open window the black velvet of the night breathed, insects fluttered and rustled against the netting which kept them outside the magic inner world. The sighing of the sea on the reef was like an echo of Fran's forlorn soul.

At last Stephen stirred and immediately Anna rose, stiffly, disentangling herself from his hold, easing herself from him and lying down at his side, at the furthest edge of the bed from Fran.

"Come to bed, Fran,” he murmured, patting the coverlet at his other side. His voice was far away and drowsy, replete with love.

"May I go to the bathroom?” she asked. Her voice was a husky whisper, her throat felt swollen and dry.


"Come here,” he said, in the same, lazy tone, and she went to the bedside. He reached up and quickly unbuckled the belt. She blushed at the pungent aroma that rose, and at the greasy wetness of the strap's inner surface, with that gleaming trigger of

plastic.

When she got back she hovered indecisively, heaving a sigh of relief when he did not put the belt on her once more. "Put the lamp out.” She obeyed, and climbed in beside him. On his other side, she could hear the deep breathing which indicated her sister's contented sleeping. She felt Stephen's arm come round her, and she snuggled into his warmth, the tears still trickling silently in the dark.

Sun and bird song filled the room when Fran woke next morning. Her first conscious sensation was of throbbing physical desire and of a fiercely burning pain, all in the same tender region between her thighs. As she came fully awake, she thought she was still wearing the leather contraption, then realized that her soreness came from the long hours it had been clamped to her the previous day.

Stephen's lightly mocking tone immediately brought back all the pain and humiliation she had suffered the night before.

"Anna, I think poor Fran here's feeling a little left out after last night. Why not say good morning to her properly? Put her in the right mood to face the day, eh?”

"No!” Fran cried out from the depths of her tormented spirit when she felt Anna's warm familiar body insinuate itself on hers, and she fought wildly to clear herself of the clinging embrace. "Leave me alone!” She kicked out viciously. A knifing pain seared her scalp as Stephen seized her hair and twisted it fiercely in his grip, dragging her head back down on the pillow.

"That's not very nice!” he said. He had to use considerable force to hold the squirming girl down. He rolled her over onto her stomach and pinned her there, while she sobbed and swore. Her feet drummed in a rapid, scissoring tattoo on the bed cover. "Very well. You obviously prefer something a little different. Anna, get that hairbrush and do the honours while I hold her down.”

"No! Leave me alone, you bitch! You pathetic little cow! I wuh — oww! Ye-eow!”

Fran squealed in agony at the burst of flame that scorched across her behind. The blows fell in blistering succession, while her shrieks of rage turned swiftly to howls of anguish, until, quickly broken, she blubbered for cessation. "Oh stuh — stop! Puh — please! I'm suh — sorry! I'm sorry!” But the stinging blows did not cease until Stephen gave the order for Anna to desist.

She was left weeping disconsolately in the room, until the grinning Nara came to summon her to breakfast. Anna was already sitting at Stephen's side at the dining table. Grinning, he waved Fran to him. Her eyes grew big with dismay, but she stood motionless, legs apart, while he fastened the belt into place, manoeuvring it as Carl had done to ensure that it fitted correctly into the groove of her labia and that the cruelly tantalising plastic lip had found the nub of her physical desire. He let his hand play over the red, still hot, smarting cheeks of her bottom.

"No more tantrums,” he cautioned smilingly, as though to a little child. "Eh?”

She knew he was awaiting her reply. "No,” she murmured faintly.

"No, what?”

She felt the scarlet tide rising from her neck, just as she felt her sister's eyes fixed on her. "No, Master Stephen.” She could almost hear him purring with delight.






TEN




Both girls were trembling visibly one morning a few weeks later when, with the tall figure of Alice and the silent downcast form of Waringa, they stood behind the welcoming committee of Carl, Stephen, and Alec Butterfield, waiting respectfully on the veranda until the gleaming, glass bubbled helicopter dropped onto the lawn out of the sun.

His Royal Highness Prince Salman was a short, rotund individual. Another of his build might well have been described as a 'fat little man', but somehow the aura of absolute power surrounding the Prince dismissed such an epithet. He was not wearing the traditional Arab robe and headdress, but a short sleeved safari suit of immaculate cut and material. His thick frame suggested a solid strength, despite his lack of height. He was wearing mirror like sunglasses. And the closely trimmed black beard gave an air of sinisterness that contributed greatly to the overall effect of his appearance.

He stooped as he clambered from the small helicopter. Three bodyguards, all of impressive bulk, descended after him, but stayed a few paces behind in order to minimise the disparity of height. Carl moved forward familiarly, and he seized the prince's hands, kissed him rapidly on both cheeks. "Welcome, Your Highness,” he crooned.

The Prince came forward. He greeted Stephen in like manner, then his eyes took in the four nude figures lined up like a guard of honour for his inspection. His eyes swept lingeringly over every detail as he mounted the steps, studying them with evident pleasure.

"This is Alice,” Carl said. He slipped an arm around the magnificent shoulders, exerting only the slightest pressure. "Greet your master, girl!”

Alice dropped on one knee immediately, the white blonde head dipped low. She took hold of the heavily bejewelled right hand and kissed it fervently.

Prince Salman rumbled his delight. The hand went under her chin, lifting the silent girl to her feet again. His eyes were on a level with her high, jutting breasts, as she towered over him, but once more he chuckled. Then his hand reached down to the base of the belly, his fingers caressing slowly, feeling the slight swell of the mons, the upper fold of the vulva. Apart from the deep clenching of her buttocks, the blonde girl betrayed no other movement.

He nodded slowly. "So smooth. Very good. She is delightful. She looks Nordic. English, you say?”

"From Scotland, Your Highness,” Carl answered quickly. "And completely ready for you. I think you'll find her satisfactory in every way. She has been kept silent for the past month.”

The eyes of the Prince were still passing devouringly over her beauty. She kept entirely still, her eyes downcast. The thick fingers moved from her genital area, toyed now with her breasts. The little pink nipples hardened. "You have done well, Carl,” he smiled. "And Stephen, of course,” he added, as an afterthought.

"And this is Waringa. This one has been quite a challenge. I think we've tamed her now.”

"Beautiful,” he murmured. Again, his hand moved, over the slightly more protuberant swell of the belly, which emphasised her air of youth, as did the prominent pout of the sex lips, the absence of folds of tissue about the tightly pressing labia. When his fingers played along their upper surface, Waringa suddenly let out a gasp of anguish, and her hips jerked violently away from him. She began to sob noisily, and fell in a heap at his feet, gibbering in her own tribal language. Her arms clasped him about his ankles in supplication.

Carl's polished boot shot out and rested on the nape of the neck. He jabbed viciously and the hysterical girl yelped with pain. "Be quiet!” he hissed, not loudly, and the girl's cries subsided to a frightened whimper. She remained grovelling on the wooden floor. "A virgin, her father assured me,” Carl told the prince. "The doctor's examined her. It seems to be true. Her father says he has kept her for sale.” He nodded down towards the still snivelling form. "She's still not properly broken in, Your Highness. No doubt, you will enjoy completing the process.”

"Oh, yes, indeed. Have no fear.” He grinned at her, removing the dark shades. "You have done well, gentlemen. Very well.” His dark eyes turned to the blushing Fran, who lowered her own eyes at once, staring at her toes. "And who is this exquisite pair? Sisters, yes? Charming.” He chuckled, his podgy hand reaching out to toy with both of them. "How gorgeous!”

"They're mine, Your Highness,” cut in Stephen quickly. "Anna and Fran. Anna's twenty. Fran's eighteen. Almost a matching pair.”

"Both are beautiful,” rumbled the Prince, his gaze moving from one to the other. "Name your price, my friend.”

Stephen gave a small laugh. "Oh, I couldn't, Your Highness. I haven't had them long myself. I'm only just beginning to appreciate them. They have a long way to go before they're broken in. It's a personal thing. A challenge for me. You understand.”

There was a short, awkward pause, before the party began to move in to the drinks awaiting them inside. "No, no. I am serious,” the Prince said, his arm sliding round Stephen's waist in what he meant to be a gesture of easy familiarity. "Name your price. They are charming. I want them. I won't take no for an answer. A million dollars?”

Stephen laughed again, a trifle less certainly this time. "Please — don't embarrass me, Your Highness. I couldn't, really.”

Alec Butterfield cut in smoothly. "Well, perhaps Stephen will allow you to sample them. I can't speak for the older one, although she did warm her little sister up nicely for me. As for her, she's the juiciest fuck I've had for many a long day. I can thoroughly recommend her, Your Highness.”

There was a chorus of laughter in which everyone joined. Fran wished that the floor would open up and swallow her. The tears stung her eyes as she fought to keep them from spilling over. They did not prevent her from noticing, and feeling, the full force of the lascivious, hungry stare which the Prince directed at her. It filled her with a terror as great as any of the hundreds that had haunted her since she had first set foot on this nightmare island.






ELEVEN




Fran bit her lip to prevent a cry from escaping, though, in truth, the pain of the Prince's buffeting thighs and belly on her hot buttocks was worse than the stabbing entrance of his thick column into her beating, well lubricated vagina. She was bending over the back of the low couch, her face buried in the soft cushions, her feet spread widely, her knees locked to take the strain. She was also aware of a profound relief that Prince Salman had not tried to force his prick into the tight little rosebud of her anus, offered so temptingly by her upthrust bottom.

That bottom glowed redly now, for at Carl's wicked suggestion she had been beaten first, with a bundle of birch rods. 'Just to tickle her a little. Get her in the mood.' Luckily it was Stephen who had administered the thrashing, and, though sharp enough to make her yelp and squirm against the restraining hands of Anna and the tall Scots girl, it had been far less severe than if the American had been wielding the rods. Then Stephen had removed Fran's belt, and left him alone with the three naked figures.

The Prince had ordered Alice to undress him, and she moved at once, unbuttoning him, peeling off the safari suit, the shoes and socks, the silk under drawers. His belly jutted roundly, but it was solid. Most of his body was thickly covered with whorls of black hair. His penis, unspectacular in length, was nevertheless thick and undoubtedly ready for action.

He was in no hurry, however, and ordered Anna to perform cunnilingus on her sister, to prepare her for intercourse. The tall blonde girl, meanwhile, used her mouth on the rearing prick, while he lay back and savoured the spectacle of Fran's slender beauty sprawled on the couch, with Anna crouching between her spread-eagled limbs, her dark head buried in her sister's belly.

All at once, the Prince thrust aside the cropped blonde head and rose. "Come!” He positioned Fran as he wanted, and placed himself between her thighs, driving himself against the still rosily warm buttock cheeks. His penis slid deeply and quite easily, despite her tightness, into the welcoming grip of her vagina. She grunted, feeling more acute pain as his prick rammed fully home, stretching the narrow orifice. Her clitoris, so sensitised by the constant wearing of the belt for so many days, and by the devastatingly effective attentions of Anna's tongue and lips just now, began to throb madly at Prince Salman's jerking plunges, so that her grunts turned to gasps, then whimpers of excitement. 'A-a-a-gh!' she cried out shrilly, lifting her behind madly against his thrusting loins, the powerful orgasm bursting through her at the very instant she felt the deep spurt of his coming inside her.

'You were so right,” the Prince declared, when, a while later, dressed once more, he joined the others in the elegant lounge. His arm snaked around Fran's supple hips, he drew her forward, as though returning her to the smiling Stephen. "She is indeed a delightful fuck.” He glanced over his shoulder at Anna. "As, I'm sure, is her sister.” He smacked his lips suggestively, and everyone laughed appreciatively. He smiled across at Alec Butterfield. "Now then, my friend, both these charming gentlemen have provided me with superb entertainment. What have you got to offer me? Anything special at your hotel?”

The hotelier had clearly been awaiting his opportunity. "I think so, Your Highness. Though we must be patient for a while. Later, I can promise you a rather enchanting spectacle. We have a young couple staying at The Gardenia. French. They arrived two days ago.” He laughed salaciously. "They are very much in love. As you will see, if you wish.”

Prince Salman nodded. "Indeed.” He gestured to the silent figures of Fran and Anna standing in the background, then turned to Stephen and Carl. "We'll all go, yes? And we can take your charming creatures here with us, I hope.”

Stephen agreed at once, and Fran's heart began to thump painfully at the thought that, for the first time since she had arrived, she would be leaving the boundaries of Cassuarina and Kenda Bay. Perhaps there would be an opportunity for her to escape? Or at least make contact with someone outside this bizarre slave world? The thought both terrified and excited her.

Alec's next words added to her wildly beating hope.

"I'm afraid we'll have to put some clothes on them,” he said almost apologetically. "Lama's not exactly a tourist spot, but even at the Gardenia a couple naked like them would arouse some interest.”

Prince Salman glanced at his hosts enquiringly. "No problem,” Carl replied. "We'll find something for them.” He stood decisively, clapped his hands. "Now! I've had Ringa tied up on the frame again. As you saw this morning, she's still not completely ready. Time for another dose of the pizzle, I reckon.” He smiled invitingly at the Prince. "Perhaps her new master would like to do the honours for us?”

After they had watched fearfully while the black girl was given a whipping which left her hanging there, her dark skin gleaming with sweat, moaning through the gag, scarcely aware of her surroundings, Fran and Anna were led to a bedroom, where Stephen and Carl began to riffle through a large wardrobe full of clothes.

He chose a loose, full length robe of very fine cotton, in a brightly coloured floral design, more like nightwear than a dress to be worn in public. When Fran obediently slipped it over her head, the outlines of her body showed mistily through the thin material. The darker circles of her nipples, and the triangle of pubis were temptingly visible, advertising her nudity beneath the gown. Yet to Fran, the light covering felt strange, and extremely comforting, for she had been naked the whole time during her captivity. Stephen pulled out a gown very similar to the one Fran was wearing, for Anna.

The dainty, heeled evening sandals felt even stranger on Fran's feet, and she stumbled as she climbed into the back of Carl's jeep. Carl drove and Stephen sat beside him in the passenger seat. The Prince was accompanying Alec in his car. Unseen in the dimness of the interior, Fran reached out and surreptitiously squeezed Anna's hand, trying to signal her excitement, hoping that she would understand that this could be their golden chance to escape. She held on to her, applying pressure in return.

Fran's brain was whirling madly as the jeep pulled into the lamplit gateway, then up the short drive to the bright entrance of the modest hotel. She was amazed that Stephen and Carl were prepared to take the risk of allowing them access to the world they had been shut off from for so long. Did they really think they had subjugated her to such a degree? Her trembling body tensed, Fran wondered wildly if she should make a break for it as soon as the vehicle stopped. But the only exit from the jeep was by the front doors. As soon as Carl alighted, he turned, and his hand clamped like steel around Fran's thin wrist.

"If you so much as fart out of turn, honey, I'll cut your heart out. Understand?” Fran suppressed a scream as she felt a prick through the thin material of the gown, and, glancing down in horror, saw the wicked gleam of a short knife nestling into her side. Her nerve failed. Her legs were like jelly as she stepped forward obediently, Carl leaning intimately into her, smiling brightly at the few people in the discreetly lit reception area.

Alec led them quickly up a short, thickly carpeted staircase, and along a corridor with doors on either side. They passed through a door marked 'Staff and up a much narrower stairway, and yet another. They entered a small circular room whose doorway was so low they almost had to stoop to pass through.

Fran gazed around her in wonder. In the centre of the small room, there were several very low couches, strewn with large cushions. They had no backs so that they were more like beds than seats. There was a small but well stocked bar. But the most intriguing feature of this weird place were the wide windows set in the round walls, which stretched from about two feet above the rich carpet to a similar distance from the ceiling. The delicately subdued lighting came from concealed spots in this ceiling, which added to the clarity of the view to be seen through the panels of the windows.

Fran gaped in astonishment as, at one of these brightly lit rectangles, a short, fat, Asian looking man appeared, absolutely naked, and faced them, staring in at them stolidly. His belly was pronounced, like a pregnant woman, and hung low over the insignificant scrub of pubis above his short, squat penis. As she continued to stare open mouthed, the man took the flaccid prick in his right hand and carefully drew down the foreskin, exposing the pale helm. He began to massage the column, which stirred and rose a little, thickening in his grip. Slowly, staring impassively out at them, he stroked himself until his prick was rearing, considerably swollen and stiffened.

Alec chuckled. "The things our guests get up to!” He shook his head good-humouredly. "Now, Your Highness, Gentlemen. What can I offer you?” He turned to the drinks. "Needless to say, that's not what I brought you up here for.” He nodded at another window. "That's our young lovers' room. They're in the bar. But they'll be up very soon, I'm sure. They're far too much in love to leave each other alone for long.”

The fat little Asian was now in an advanced state of erection, his penis bobbing hugely, almost touching the glass. Fran and Anna continued to stare, Fran ashamedly aroused at the sight, but, all at once, the figure turned and moved rapidly away, the big cheeks of his backside loosely wobbling as he did so. "Thank God!” Carl chuckled in his deep tones. "For one horrible second I thought he was going to come all over the glass!”

"Ah!” Alec's cry caught their attention. "Here they are. At last. Our love birds.” It was not until this point that Fran fully realized that what she was seeing through the windows of this secret hideaway were the various hotel bedrooms, viewed through sound-proof one way glass, the other side of which appeared to the occupants to be a giant mirror.

The room to which Alec directed their eager gaze was one of the most luxurious. Discreetly lit by the table lamps, it nevertheless afforded a clear enough sight of its interior and the wide, silk covered bed.

"The girl's name is Françoise,” Alec told them softly, in the manner almost of a compere. "Her young man is Antoine. He has been working in Tanzania. She flew out to meet him from France. This is a kind of honeymoon, you might say. Except that they are not yet married.”

In spite of her repugnance at what was happening, Fran could not keep herself from staring at the enchanting scene being played before them. Both the strangers were incredibly beautiful. The girl's thick black hair hung down in twin rich, glossy curtains to the bottom of the jaw line, curling softly inwards, and framing a face of almost perfect beauty. The brown eyes were large, and limpid with love and the hunger to be loved. The lips were full, their rich colouring owing little to the light make-up she wore. She was clothed in a flowered sheath dress which showed off her slim form exquisitely, clinging as it did to the svelte curves of her hips and flanks. It ended at mid thigh, thus allowing the observers to note with due appreciation the splendid contours of the long legs, encased in darkly sheer nylon. The black suede shoes, with their slender three-inch heels, completed the image of dainty femininity.

The man was dark, too, and much more deeply tanned than his partner, betokening his months of exposure to the tropical sun. His hair was quite long, curling to the fringes of his white collar, but its deep waves were neatly combed. His body, though not particularly muscled, was pleasingly lean and supple, clad in a simple, short-sleeved shirt of dazzling white, and dark, narrow slacks.

As soon as they were safely in the room, with the door closed behind them, they sprang together, their forms striving to make contact through every inch as their mouths strained together, open, their tongues penetrating, their jaws worrying. Her slender bare arms were wound about his neck, while his brown hands slid possessively from the shoulders, down the hollowed back to the slight curves of her haunches. Dark on the lightness of her dress, the fingers spidered out, dug into the rounds of her behind, pulled her loins in to meet his fierce thrust, and they pressed hungrily, their mouths glued together all the while.

There was a collective explosion of breath in the small, now silent hideaway, when the lovers finally parted.

The girl turned, and the man fumbled at her neck, then drew down the long zipper of her dress to waist level. The creamy expanse of her flawless back appeared first, then she shrugged her shoulders and arms forward, bending slightly as she did so, and turning towards the mirror. She smiled dimplingly at her reflection as she slipped the dress down, thus offering her breasts to the enchanted onlookers. She wore no bra. The areolae were vividly dark, the nipples quite long, peaked in excitement.

She wiggled, pushed the tight dress down over her hips until it fell at her feet and she stepped out of it. She was wearing a pair of black G-string briefs, so that her buttocks appeared bare when she bent to retrieve the dress and hang it in the wardrobe. The dark nylons were self-supporting. To the spectators' delight, she slipped down the briefs and, hopping awkwardly, pulled them off her feet without removing her shoes. She stood, posing coquettishly in front of her consort, naked except for the high heels and her stockings. The neat little triangle of her carefully trimmed pubis stood out darkly against the paleness of her belly and upper thighs.

The man hastily divested himself of his clothing, too. His lean body was a fitting complement to her beauty. There was little body hair on the brown smoothness of his flesh, but the dark bush of his pubis was abundant, beneath which rose the gently waving, semi erect curve of his penis, of a length which was adequate testament to his masculinity. The helm was fully revealed, and the girl's mouth opened in a clear little exclamation of pleasure as she dived forward, and knelt lovingly to take the bobbing prick in her daintily manicured fingers. The vivid lips bent also and nuzzled reverentially at the glans. Her pink tongue flickered out, and licked delicately at the base, causing his appendage to rear mightily like a snake. Its girth increased, as did its length, the veins standing out on the beating column.

Bolder now, the girl's mouth parted in an O and the lips slid round the top of the helm. Her fine jaws stretched as she took the entire head inside, and her cheeks hollowed deeply as she sucked at him.

He stood there, his tight buttocks clenching, his belly jutting forward. Her glossy black hair swung across her face as she worked at him, and, with her finger tips, she swiftly brushed it away from her brow and her eyes in a dainty and enchantingly feminine gesture, before those long fingers flew back to caressing the thick column, almost half of which had somehow disappeared into the valiantly working mouth. His hips moved rhythmically. Her breasts heaved when she withdrew, gasping for breath, then she turned her head again, sideways, licking and nibbling at the rigid column from the side, like a greedy child eating a corn cob.

His prick was jutting like a bowsprit now, pole hard, and he quite roughly pulled her away from it, hauling her upright. He swept her into his arms and carried her to the bed. He laid her across the silk coverlet, so that her feet still rested on the floor, and pushed her knees widely apart. As she was directly facing the mirror, the rapt audience had a fine, uninterrupted view of the narrow divide of the vulva, from the base of her dark pubic curls, the flesh on either side of the labia a deep coral brown. Already, there was a hint of the gleaming redness of the inner surfaces as the sex lips flowered with her sexual excitement.

The audience sighed in disappointment as he knelt between her spread-eagled limbs, his dark head dipped between her trembling thighs and hid the treasure on which, clearly, his eager tongue was feasting. His hands rose, parting the narrow cleft, to facilitate his further penetration, and to assist in stimulating her.

Though initially dismayed at having her view of the girl's heavenly flesh cut off so abruptly, Fran found herself almost as powerfully and damply aroused by the sight of the man's kneeling figure, framed by the girl's lovely, nylon clad legs, his gorgeously tight buttocks clenching and unclenching, and offering tantalising glimpses of the bag of his testicles swinging at their base.

All at once, her red nails dug convulsively into his hair, and her feet lifted, waving abandonedly in the air. He raised his head, and they caught the divine vista of her vulva, well lubricated both by his saliva and her own juices, the labia peeled open like a ripe fruit, the dark red flesh glistening, with a swollen, somehow hungrily anticipatory look.

One of her dainty shoes had already fallen off with the increasing violence of her movements, and he swiftly removed the other as he once more positioned her on the bed, this time along its length, thus giving the onlookers an excellent profile of the lovers' actions. With admirable restraint, the man slowly rolled down the dark stockings, easing them off the bent, shapely legs, kissing the pale flesh of thigh and calf and ankle, and, finally, narrow, arching foot, as they came into view.

The girl was trembling now, reaching imploringly for him, her knees raised. They lifted further, until they almost touched her shoulders, and the divine curve of her haunch was thus lifted to him. He hung over her, his lance like penis jutting, dipping to her belly, which rose eagerly, and, at last, he lowered himself between her thighs. Slowly, his rigid penis disappeared into her wetly clinging, madly throbbing orifice, while the enraptured spectators held their breath. The outline of his buttocks showed magnificently as he rhythmically raised and lowered himself, exerting great self control, penetrating her with deliberate slowness. They saw her belly, fringed with the dark curls, lift sacrificially to meet each spearing thrust. Her feet made rapid little scissoring motions in the air, lifting higher and higher as she sought to take him deeper and deeper within.

The movements, quickened, they plunged, then, all at once, ceased, and he hung motionless over her, still buried deep inside, and her arms clung to his neck while they kissed long and passionately, before their bodies began the slow undulating rhythm once more. Clearly, neither of them wished to bring their consuming bliss to its conclusion, for this pause occurred several times. But, suddenly, she began to twist and buck furiously under him, her lovely face torn by her urgent, crying need. Her ankles crossed, her delicate pink heels drummed at his plunging buttocks, her frame lifted, clinging madly to his, and he began to buck wildly, too, until the wide bed shook with their wild thrusts. Her fingers hooked, and clawed at his shoulders, her feet sawed the air, and the black hair swished as her head whipped back and forth in a frenzy.

The cheeks of his behind hollowed deeply, and the onlookers saw the final, convulsive shudderings transmit from one to the other, until both bodies were curved in a soldering arch to each other, before they folded, collapsed into the crumpled silken folds, utterly spent, their skin shining with sweat.

Fran bit down on her lip savagely. Her breasts tingled; her nipples rock hard, rubbed teasingly against the strangeness of the cloth. She could feel her inner wetness, the spasming of her secret muscles.

All at once, she was recalled to awareness by the Prince's harsh calling out of her name. Someone pushed her roughly forward, so that she staggered, almost fell, and his arm came round her, while his other hand thrust unceremoniously up under the loose gown, and his fingers sought out her vulva. They prised open the oily labia, pushed inside, into the running wetness, into the tight, sore entrance of her vagina, and drove on, rigidly, back and forth, back and forth, while she stood, legs apart, shivering violently, until, all too soon, she felt the irresistible rise of the climax, spiralling up to explode in her spasming flesh, the juices flowing over those stretching fingers, onto her thigh. Her belly and buttocks jerked, she cried out, lost in the throes of the fierce release, and sank to her knees, sobbing hopelessly, feeling the tearing of his fingers as she folded to the floor, her head sinking weakly onto his plump thigh.






TWELVE




By the time Fran had recovered, she was aware that some fresh diversion had been planned which was affording a great deal of enthusiasm and amusement. The lovers, still entwined, had dragged the silk coverlet about them and settled to sleep. It would be several hours before their audience could expect any further action from them.

"I'm sure it'll work,” Alec was saying. "Old Patel always takes a girl back to his room with him. Usually he's so sozzled he can hardly get it up. Sometimes he can't. He likes the local whores, but I'm sure he'd jump at the chance of a jump with a European.” He chuckled lasciviously. "And Anna looks absolutely gorgeous. I could quite fancy her myself.” He reached out to slip an arm round Anna's slender shoulders. "She's as pretty as her sister. And right now she's looking a lot less fucked!”

They all burst into laughter. "I hope he'll be gentle with my darling girl,” Stephen smiled. He held out his arms, and Anna moved to him immediately, her head lowered. He raised her blushing face to his, his finger crooked under her chin, and they kissed, with slow passion.

Watching their lips glued together, Fran felt once more that consuming jealousy burning like fire within her, particularly as the kiss was such a blatantly public proclamation of his closeness to her sister, in spite of her subservience. Because of it, she corrected herself viciously. If I became his fawning, crawling lapdog like she has, he would be kissing me like that, in front of everyone, instead of casually passing me over to be shagged like some cheap little tart by all and sundry.

"He'll be in the bar now, well plastered,” Alec said. "Let me take her down right away. Just watch that space.” He nodded at the empty room where the Asian had stood masturbating at the mirror. The hotelier seized Anna by the hand and led her from the room.

"We'll go down as well and watch from the bar,” Carl announced. Clearly, he was taking no chances. Fran, penitently guilty at her ignoble thoughts concerning her sister, prayed that Anna would seize any chance offered to escape, or at least to get a message somehow to the outside world. Carl nodded at Fran. "In the meanwhile you might like to satisfy yourself with this one, Your Highness,” he offered politely, then turned belatedly to Stephen. "Oh! Sorry, Steve. I keep forgetting they're yours.”

"That's quite all right,” Stephen murmured as they left the room.

"Come. There won't be much time.” Prince Salman gestured for her to kneel and spread herself across the couch, on her stomach. Unceremoniously, he lifted her gown up above her behind, and pushed her legs open. He knelt between her feet, swiftly flipping out his already rampant penis, and thrust it at the cleft of her bottom. Grunting, he withdrew, and pulled her upright, while he positioned some of the soft cushions, then bent her forward once more, the cushions under her thighs and belly raising her flanks the vital few inches which made his entrance easier.

She winced; bit back a moan at the burning drive of his prick stretching her tight, and sore, passage, which quivered after its recent tempestuous penetration. It was uncomfortable, but he pumped furiously, and rapidly achieved his climax. In fact, Fran was shocked at the faint but distinct flutters of excitement within her at his efforts, despite her own recent orgasm.

There was a small toilet cubicle, and she retired there gratefully to make what repairs she could, dabbing at her gleaming, distended sex lips, from which his come was thickly oozing onto her spread-eagled thighs. Alone in the room with him again, she waited apprehensively, but he smiled affably and patted the cushion next to him. She sat and he slipped an arm about her, toying with her breast beneath the light cloth.

"You must come back to Qumrah with me, my dear,” he murmured. "The girls have a luxurious life there. And they are very beautiful. Many kinds, from all over the world. There are several of your countrywomen. Do you like making love with girls?”

She blushed deeply, squirmed with embarrassment.

"I asked you a question,” he prompted gently. 'You must answer. You know you will be whipped for disobedience.”

"I — I think I do,” she muttered, her voice quavering. "With my sister, I — she makes love to me. I like that.”

He chuckled. His hand cupped her breast, the thumb flicking at the hardness of the little nipple straining through the cotton. "And do you like doing it to her?” She nodded her head. "At the palace, you would be allowed to choose from so many. You would love it. Your sister, too. You'd want her with you, wouldn't you?” Miserably, she remained silent, afraid to tell him she dreaded the very idea of being sold to him. "I could make you very, very happy.”

He squeezed her breast companionably. Fran was saved from replying by the return of the two men, accompanied by a broadly grinning Alec. "It's worked!” he declared excitedly, nodding towards the window. "They'll be up any second! Patel thinks he's pulled himself a corker. Can't believe his luck!” Chattering and laughing, they settled themselves on the cushions, like an audience at a first night.

The overhead light snapped on, and Anna appeared in the oblong of the window, freshly made up, the added mascara and eye shadow making her timid brown eyes look enormous. In the loosely billowing gown, Fran had to admit; she looked a winsomely tempting sight. It was clear that the fat, elderly Asian thought so, for his arm slid around the slim waist, and he pulled Anna into him with an eagerness indicative of his desire.

Their mouths clamped together, the little man straining to drive his tongue as far down Anna's working throat as he could. They were both gasping when at last they broke the embrace.

To Fran's surprise and mounting disgust, she saw her begin to take the initiative in a coquettish way, for her delicate hands plucked at the belt around the fat waist, then drew down the zipper of the flies. Her nimble fingers pulled out the shirt, swiftly unbuttoned it and peeled it off the sloping shoulders. Kneeling, she tugged down the trousers, easing her willing partner onto the bed while she drew off the garment, then slipped off the socks and shoes.

The Asian was clad only in a baggy pair of striped shorts, through the flap of which poked the pink head of his rising prick, already emergent from the rim of its foreskin. Anna's gentle hands pressed on the man's shoulders, and the Asian allowed himself to fall back on the coverlet, while she skilfully eased off this last garment. Kneeling astride the plump, working legs, she swooped, her mouth opened, and fitted itself around the rearing helm of the squat penis, at which she lapped and nuzzled greedily, all the while stroking the beating column with her light fingers. More and more of the prick disappeared inside her gaping jaws, the dark head bobbing more and more violently.

Fran was sure the man was about to come in her sister's mouth, but all at once, with a tremendous effort, Patel seized the slim shoulders and bodily thrust the bending figure from him. She saw the glistening chin, the fear flaring suddenly in Anna's eyes, as she tried in vain to resume fellatio. But now the fat little man was rough. He tugged at the reluctant partner's gown, dragging it up to reveal the shapely legs, almost tearing it from the slim body, until Anna was compelled to let the garment be pulled over her head. Her crossed hands flew indecisively between her breasts and the tiny, still sparse triangle of the pubis.

Patel's squat prick was bobbing in beating excitement, though still not fully erect. His eyes bugged, his plump face was almost purple as, with startling suddenness, he drew back his hand and slapped Anna viciously across her face.

"Don't let him hurt her!” Fran shouted, and Stephen's hand shot out, seized her by the wrist and held her tightly to his side, pulling her down so that Fran had to sit on the floor, legs folded beneath her, Stephen's knees digging into her back.

"Shut up and watch!” he hissed in her ear.

Patel flung Anna down on the bed. The slender, pale form lay there on her back, making no move to defend herself, but her submissiveness merely inflamed the furious intention of the aggressor. Speaking rapidly, his eyes still bulging with emotion, the Asian left the bed. Anna lay still, clearly bidden to do so, while Patel crossed to the dressing table, where he rummaged in a drawer. He came back with a tie in his hand. Anna rolled over immediately onto her stomach, and Patel fastened her wrists tightly together, then knotted the loose end of the tie to the bed rail. He arranged the pillows in an unsteadily vertical pile, then made her lie across them. Her rump was thus raised prominently.

The Asian moved back again, returned with another thin piece of material in his hand. This time it was a narrow leather belt, whose end he wrapped several times about his knuckles. Measuring his distance, he hovered over the pinioned form, and then struck viciously. A dark, thin stripe rose vividly across the tightening haunches. Anna's body jerked, her legs kicked, then she prostrated herself across the pillows once more. The second blow fell, adding another dark line to the first. The buttock cheeks dimpled deeply, shook with the chastisement; the thighs scissored, then were still again.

Anna lay there, struggling hard not to move, other than her involuntary jerk at each fall of the belt. Soon her bottom was liberally striped with dark angry weals, but, strangely, as the succession of blows fell, her movements became less and less violent, until at last she was almost still, apart from the quiver of her behind at the lash.

The corpulent, naked figure was gulping in huge lungfuls of air when he finished. His pendulous breasts shook, the great belly rose and fell, while the squat prick was thrusting out ramrod hard from its dark bush. He spoke to Anna, and the slim figure moved stiffly. Patel grinned cruelly. She knelt, her head resting in her folded arms, her bottom raised high, and Patel knelt behind. In one hand he held a jar of cream, with which he smeared the deep divide of Anna's buttocks liberally. Then he placed himself between the upturned feet, and drove in. It took some time, and effort, for him to achieve success, but, eventually, with a slowness which the weeping Fran agonised over, she saw the thick column disappear between the abused, throbbing cheeks of the uplifted behind.

"I'll go and get her.” Alec's voice brought Fran back to awareness. "I'll say we've had a complaint about the noise. Would you like to spend the night here, Your Highness? Our lovers will be at it again in an hour or two, I dare say.”

Prince Salman smiled, nodding courteously to Carl and Stephen. "If that is all right? I'll see you in the morning, my friends.” His tone indicated clearly that they were being dismissed, and they rose at once. "Please think about my offer,” he added to Stephen, his hand familiarly passing across Fran's bottom. "A million dollars for the two of them. You could do a lot with that kind of money.”

On the ride back through the velvet dark, along the narrow, deserted roads, Carl added his persuasion to that of the Prince. "It's a fortune. You can't afford to turn it down. You'll be able to find lots of others. The world's full of gorgeous girls. And boys.” In the back of the noisy jeep, Fran and Anna crouched, their knees touching, their hands clasped tightly in their fear.

Anna could not bear to make contact with the upholstery of the narrow bench seat, and she twisted round, squatting between Fran's knees, struggling to suppress her weeping. She was wearing a simple piece of kitenge cloth, wrapped under her arms and over her small breasts, for the gown she had been given earlier had been ripped when the brutally sadistic Asian had dragged it from her.

Fran was profoundly thankful that Stephen did not accept Carl's invitation to spend the rest of the night at Kenda Bay, but immediately transferred to his own vehicle, still parked in the drive. "Be sure you're back here early,” Carl growled. His voice was terse with annoyance. "The Prince is an early riser, and he'll expect to see you. Don't disappoint him.”

Back in what now seemed the haven of Cassuarina, they blinked at one another blearily in the lamplit lounge. Stephen's face showed the strain as well as the tiredness that the momentous events of the day had brought.

"Well, my lambs. Now you know how valuable you are. We'd better start taking better care of you. How would you like to join his highness's harem?”

Throwing caution to the winds, Fran flung herself down at Stephen's feet. Her lips kissed the soft shoes, making the obeisance without any thought of dignity or pride. Her tears splashed onto the light coloured leather. "Oh, please, please!” she sobbed. "I beg you! Don't sell us to the Prince! I'll — we'll do anything. Obey you always. Only — please! Keep us here with you.”

"You mean it?” Stephen's hands dug into her shoulders and hauled her upright. Suddenly, the blue eyes were blazing into hers, with an intense, haunted look. Fran had the weird notion that it was Stephen now who was doing the pleading.

"Yes, oh, yes!” she sobbed, and their mouths came together, sealed in a fierce kiss.

Stephen's eyes shone when they broke, and his face was working with emotion. "Bed!” he sighed. There was a pause. "Why don't you and Anna sleep together? Take her along to your room.” He had noticed her stiff, painful gait. Her wincing discomfort Both girls were deeply, tearfully moved by the tender warmth; the compassion in his voice. Suddenly, all three seemed to be held, wrapped in an enveloping communion of spirit.

"Bathe her arse for her, will you? Nara will call you in the morning.” He held out his arms, and the sisters moved eagerly to him, their lips offered in harmony.






THIRTEEN




Fran was woken by voices. Anna was shaking her arm urgently. "Come on! We're wanted” Still blinking, she rose, and trailed after her, towards the beach.

A small, beautifully shining white and silver motorboat was nosing into the shallows. A laughing crowd came splashing ashore. Fran stared in surprise. Stephen was wearing the tiny orange trunks. His lithe body glistened with a thick coating of oil. Carl was in a similar state; the triangle of his genitals was hidden by a white strip of material. His thin body was hairless, and also shone with a protective layer of oil.

Helping the others ashore were Prince Salman, his darkly haired, rotund figure displayed in a loose pair of checked bathing shorts, and Alec, also in trunks. But, most astonishing of all, and a sight which made Fran stand there jaw agape, forgetful of her own nakedness, was the vision of the beautiful girl she had witnessed making such passionate love the night before. A tiny piece of white cloth snugly hid her genitals. It was a kind of G-string, so that the gleaming curves of her behind were entirely exposed, as were her gloriously proportioned, high breasts, which shook freely as she came laughing to the sand, her black hair moving attractively across the oval of her beautiful face.

Behind her came Antoine, her lover, his lean body as exciting as it had appeared in the privacy of the hotel room, the tiny blue pouch hugging his penis, whose heavy outline showed through clinging cloth, merely adding to the tingling sexual excitement Fran immediately felt shivering through her at this totally unexpected, divine spectacle.

"The little minxes!” said Stephen, greeting Fran and Anna. "I simply can't get them to keep their clothes on! Not even their bathing things! I'm sorry. I hope you're not shocked by them. Come here, you naughty children, and meet our guests.”

Stephen's voice, breathless with gushing laughter and a touch of embarrassment, was perfect. Somehow, Fran and Anna found themselves sliding into their role-play, sheepishly advancing, holding out hands, giggling slightly.

"This is Françoise. Isn't she absolutely beautiful? And this is Antoine. Isn't he absolutely beautiful?” Everyone laughed again. "They're staying at the Gardenia. We've invited them to join us. And this is Fran and Anna. Utterly shameless, aren't they?” He turned apologetically to the newcomers, who were staring at the slim, naked figures.

The girl, Françoise, was the first to recover. The dark, glossy hair shook as she answered laughingly. "Au naturelle! Mais c'est charmant, n'est-ce-pas?” She fleetingly touched her own proud breasts, then her red nailed fingers moved to brush the tiny white triangle hugging the swell of her mons. "We are almost nude, too. They are more honest, I think.”

"Well, if you'd like to join them?” Prince Salman growled, his voice tailing away suggestively. Once more, the chorus of laughter.

The dark eyes looked black. They danced mischievously.

"Perhaps — how do you say? — later.”

Fran, surreptitiously studying the lovely, tanned face, saw that it was animated, and flushed with more than sun. The whole party had clearly been making merry. In fact, they were still holding glasses, and Alec was laden with several bottles of champagne, of which he was quickly relieved, as Joseph and Nara both came running from the house at Stephen's call.

"Where are you from? Do you -— how do you say? — live here?” the French girl asked, falling in at Fran's side as they trudged up the short slope of dazzling sand to the garden gate.

Stephen appeared at Fran's other side, and slid his arm around the slender waist, hugging her affectionately. "Anna — her sister — came first Fran arrived last month. It was supposed to be a holiday. Now I can't seem to get rid of them.”

"We're from England,” Fran said, her voice a little loud and unsteady, like a nervous child. "Surrey. We'll have to go soon. Daddy's getting anxious about us.” As she spoke, she felt Stephen's arm tighten around her waist warningly.

"But it is so beautiful here!” Françoise sighed, looking about her admiringly as they walked across the lawn to the veranda. "It is heavenly, yes?” Stephen's fingers grazed across Fran's hip, and the nails dug in deeply, with sudden sharpness.

"I'll just tell my cook to prepare something. A snack. And we'll have some cold drinks, eh?” He smiled, caught hold of Fran's wrist, and smiled beamingly at her. "Come with me, darling. And you, Anna, precious. Come!”

He led them through to the kitchen, pausing to give some swift orders to the grinning Achoke, then hurried them upstairs, to Fran's room. He closed the door, leaned against it, and regarded them steadily. They stood waiting. "You're my guests,” he said quietly. "Behave naturally, be friendly. Turn round.” Puzzled by his abrupt command, they nevertheless obeyed, and he inspected their backsides critically. "Hm. Those bruises are still pretty vivid on both of you.” His fingers lightly brushed their buttocks, which quivered and clenched at the caressive touch. "Make a joke of it if anyone notices. You and Anna fooling around, that sort of thing. You'd better put something on, though.”

He moved to the heavy chest of drawers, rooted about in them. He pulled out the briefs of Fran's black bikini and flung them at her. "Here! Put those on. The French girl's topless, anyway.” He turned to the drawer again, rummaging once more, and produced a pair of denim blue briefs this time, for Anna to wear. 'There! All decent!” He stared pointedly at their loins. "My God! I hardly recognise you. You look so overdressed.”

He turned to go, then seized them by an upper arm, squeezed so hard that they winced with pain. "Just act naturally. You're both shy, anyway. But answer when you're spoken to. Give as little away as you can about anything.” His grey blue eyes bored into them piercingly. "This is the Prince's show,” he murmured warningly. "He organized the chatting up of our French love birds. I don't know what he's got in mind. But remember — he wants you two. And he wasn't joking when he offered me a million dollars. Don't forget that, will you? If you go to Qumrah, that'll be the end of you. No one comes back from that place. Understand?”

Their pale, terrified faces nodded in unison.

"Why don't we take you back to the hotel?” Carl said. "You can freshen up. Or have a sleep, if you want to. Then you'll be fit for dinner at my place this evening. You mustn't miss that. I can promise you some splendid entertainment. With a local flavour!” Carl winked, tapped the side of his nose suggestively.

Fran, curled up in Anna's arms, their legs intimately entangled as they shared the narrow confines of a sun lounger, noted the heavy lidded drooping of Françoise's eyes, the exquisite curl of the black lashes lowering to touch her cheek, fluttering, rising again as she fought to keep her eyes open. Had they put something in her drink, or was it merely the effect of all the alcohol she had consumed? Either way, the poor girl was almost unconscious, which was clearly part of the plan.

Antoine had already been lured away by the Prince and Alec, with talk of showing him something of interest in the nearby village. Fran was afraid even to think of what would happen to him.

"Yes. Alec and the Prince will bring Antoine back to the Gardenia.” Stephen added his persuasion. He bent over the reclining figure, stroked the brown arm tenderly, a gesture that was not lost on the ever watchful Fran.

"Yes, I think you're right.” Françoise's mouth stretched in a huge yawn. She giggled ingenuously. "You must forgive me. I think it must be the sun. I can normally drink like a — how you say — soldier?”

"That's it. Trooper. Come on. Up you get. Between them, Carl and Stephen drew the girl to her feet. Suddenly, she giggled again, nodded at her bare bosom. "But I cannot go back to the hotel like this, I think.”

"True, ma'mselle,” Carl chuckled. "Anna. Would you be a sweetie and run down to the boat? Get Françoise's top? You'll find it lying about somewhere.”

Heart hammering crazily all at once, Fran rose, made to follow her, when Carl's harsh voice struck her like a whiplash, pulling her up short. "Where d'you think you're off to, Missy? I'm sure Anna can manage a bra top. Better git your own titties covered up. Not that they exactly poke any eyes out, huh?”

Bitter disappointment smothered any resentment Fran might have felt at the sneer. She stood there, trembling, her brain urging her even now simply to run. She could be through the door before they could reach her. Down the beach, into the motorboat. And away, would they be able to start it? How did it work? A key, probably. Like a car. Would they have left it in? Inwardly writhing with indecision, she remained rooted there, unable to will her shaking body to act.

"Nara! Go and bring a kitenge for Miss Fran and Miss Anna. We're going out.” Anna came back, carrying the top, and the French girl fitted it over her breasts. "Here. Let me.” Dextrously, Stephen clipped the fastener in place between Françoise's flawless shoulders. Carl and Stephen both slipped on the loose, billowing shirts in the bright local cloth. Nara handed Fran a wide piece of cloth of similar material, which the local women wore like a sarong, draping it about their hips. An identical garment was brought for Anna.

"Isn't she gorgeous?” Stephen murmured, tousling her dark head playfully, as though she were a pet. Fran, meanwhile, had knotted the cloth over her breasts, whose cleavage peeped from the brightly patterned material.

 Françoise's magnificently golden body was thus the only one still minimally covered by her white bikini, when they filed out to Stephen's jeep. "Can you three manage in the back? It'll be a tight squeeze.” Stephen smiled, patted the French girl's arm. "But you won't mind that, will you?” Frangoise blushed a little as they climbed in.

Immediately, Fran felt the tightening, swelling response from her quivering body at the sight, and the feel, of Françoise's practically naked body, exquisite limbs so intimately pressed against her. She felt the strangely unaccustomed, titillating hug of the cloth covering her crotch, she squeezed the muscles of her thighs and belly tightly, felt the dampening, spasming beat of her vagina, as the thrill of sexual appetite flowered overwhelmingly.

She found herself aching with longing for this beautiful girl, and pressed back against her divine flesh with surreptitious lust. Her nose brushed dizzily in the scented softness of the black hair, her arm slipped tremulously around the curving back, her hand rested in seeming casualness on the smooth thigh. In the midst of her fever, she found time to wonder if this enchanting girl had the same effect on Anna, who was equally intimately entwined on her Other side.

At the hotel, in the room which Fran blushingly recognised from the previous night, Stephen's fingers once again dug into the softness of her arm with cruel intent. "Why don't you stay here with Françoise?” he offered sweetly. "I'm sure you two will get on like a house on fire. You could keep her company. Perhaps you could have a little nap together?” He glanced at them both, eyes dancing with mischief, and both girls blushed prettily. "Carl and I have a few things to do. I'll send the jeep for you later. Or maybe call back myself. Okay? Be good to each other. Ciao!”

Carl and Stephen were gone, Anna trailing obediently in their wake. All at once, there was a stultifying air of embarrassment in the comfortably appointed room. Their brown eyes met, darted self consciously away again. The heavy innuendo of Carl and Stephen's parting remarks hung there. Françoise's voice was a little breathy, quavering slightly. The black hair swung like a curtain across the face as she shook her head. "I feel so — so drunk.” She gazed at Fran with a kind of helplessness. "Normally, I — I do not know what it is.”

'Too much sun and booze,” Fran murmured, her own voice even softer and unsteadier. She knew what she had been left here for. Suddenly, she couldn't care less whether she was obeying like some mindless slave or what. All she wanted was this lovely creature. Her thoughts rioted crazily. Unbidden, she pictured herself tied to that archway, in the blazing sun, the feel of Stephen's arms about her, his lips on her. The feel of Amit's ramrod prick driving into her, the explosion of her response. Damien's squirming, insignificant member, poking into her as she sat and bounced on his thin, twisting body, all that time ago. What was she? Who was she? What did it matter, any of it?

She moved slowly to the standing figure, so close that their knees rubbed. She slipped her arms under those of Françoise, reached for her back, found and opened the catch of the bra top. Still slowly, she drew the cups off the breasts, let the garment fall to the floor. She knelt, her forehead touching the tops of the thighs, and slid her thumbs into the string-thin straps of the G-string briefs at the girl's hips, rolled and eased the triangle of cloth down, unveiling the gleaming dark curls of the pubis, splendidly rich against the paleness of the mons, whose pungent sexual aroma filled Fran's nostrils, stirred her so powerfully that she groaned with longing.

Down the long legs she rolled the briefs, and the narrow feet shuffled obediently, stepping out of them.

 Françoise remained standing there, motionless, her body trembling, her brown eyes glistening with tears, an expression of pleading uncertainty on her features. Though she was at least five or six years older than Fran, Fran felt wonderfully in charge of the situation, her heart throbbing with her desire and her joy. She had to reach up slightly, for the girl was four inches taller. She kissed her gently on the soft, tender mouth. She felt the unmistakable pressure of the response.

She put her arm around the waist. "Come,” she whispered huskily. "A shower first.” Like someone in a dream, Françoise let herself be turned, led to the gleaming lights of the bathroom. There was a sharp hiss of annoyance from the select little gathering in the secret room when the girls disappeared through the door of the bathroom. "Surely she knows what we want?” growled Prince Salman irritably, glancing at Stephen, who reddened.

"I thought it best not to tell her,” he murmured, discomfited. "I thought she'd be less inhibited.”

There was a faint, muffled moan from the figure in the centre of the room. Antoine's eyes were still clouded with the effects of the drug which had incapacitated him, and which was now rapidly wearing off. His brow furrowed deeply in dawning disbelief as he felt the sealing, shining black tape pressed firmly over his mouth, the tight ropes cutting into his arms and ankles, binding him to the hard chair. He tried to cry out as he realized belatedly that he was naked. His struggles brought the smiles back to the faces of the onlookers.

"Why don't you get Antoine ready for the sights we're about to witness? I'm sure the girls will soon be back from the bath.” The Prince nodded invitingly towards the hopelessly twisting figure, and Stephen signalled to Anna, who moved forward at once, dropping to her knees, resting her bare arm on the brown thigh. Delicately, she picked up the soft penis between thumb and forefinger. It shrank into the hood of foreskin as though trying to hide.

"Why, Anna,” Stephen crooned, "look. It's hardly any size at all, the sweet little thing. We'll soon alter that, though, won't we, Antoine?” The men's voices rang deeply with lascivious laughter. Her loins beating with excitement, Anna began, very slowly and lightly, to work her fingers up and down the stirring column, drawing back the foreskin to expose the pink strawberry of the helm, her masturbatory movements growing stronger, her grip ever firmer, until the throbbing prick thickened, grew impressively long as it reared up from the dark curls at its base.

She bent, licked timorously at its tip, then let her pink tongue flicker at the base of the flange, where the glans ran into the veined, brown length of the shaft. The prick rose rigidly, and a quiver passed through the bound figure. His erection beat fiercely, the muscles on his thighs bunching, standing out attractively, his belly lifting against the bonds that kept him pinned to the chair.

Anna withdrew, wiping her shining chin, sensing that the bound figure was about to climax, and looking towards her enraptured audience for guidance. "Carry on, Anna. Do your stuff. Keep him hot.” At once, she stooped obediently, her dark head dipping between the captive thighs, her mouth stretching, the room filled with the faint slurping noise. The muffled groans behind the gag became more frantic, the struggles momentarily increasing, to everyone's delight.

“Don't make him come!” the Prince called warningly. "Not yet.” He nodded to the lighted square of the window. The fragile scraps of Françoise's bikini lay crumpled on the floor, beside the empty bed.

Under the shower, Fran was using the edge of the fragrant white soap, rubbing it along the divide of Françoise's labia, then pressing it up into the cushioned pad of the mons, moving it over the flattened tendrils of the pubic hair, which were coated with foamy bubbles. Françoise was shivering. Her dark nipples were hard and rubbery, the droplets clinging to them as Fran's delicately teasing tongue savoured their sweetness.

"I have not made love like this since I was a child,” Françoise gasped, clinging helplessly to the stooping, slender form. "I am not lesbienne.”

Fran ignored the words in the urgent tide of lust which swept through her.

"God, you're lovely!” she wept, hugging her fiercely, forgetting everything in her overwhelming need to make love. "Come on!” She dragged her from the shower, flung the huge white towel about her, rubbing her own body passionately against that of the taller girl, then, seizing her hands, she pulled her through to the bedroom once more. Wrapped together, the bodies fell onto the bed.

Fran rolled the helplessly weeping figure over onto her back, spread her legs widely, exposing the whole expanse of the vulva, towards which her mouth was irresistibly drawn. The thighs and knees came up, covering Fran's bent shoulders, then fell slackly open again as she abandoned herself to the storm of physical bliss Fran was mercilessly arousing.

"Oh, oh! Mon Dieu!” Françoise screamed. Her fingers hooked and knotted in Fran's wet, plastered hair, her buttocks jounced as she bucked frenziedly under the burrowing face, juddering to a climax which made her howl madly at its tearing force.

The audience sighed palpably. "Why don't you make use of our friend?” Prince Salman said thickly, his dark eyes burning into Anna, then swivelling towards the mighty, red, throbbing prick rearing up from Antoine's thighs. Anna, gasping for breath, had withdrawn a little, at Carl's bidding.

Stephen laughed deprecatingly, and shrugged his shoulders. Carl chuckled, and put his arm companionably over the naked girl's shoulder. "She's not really a dyke, Your Highness. Are you, sugar? She swings all ways, eh, Steve? You want her to ride the Frog?” Stephen shrugged again, but said nothing, and Carl's eyes narrowed. He smiled thinly. "Although I guess it's the other one, her sister, you let folks screw. Maybe you like to keep this one for yourself, huh?”

"Not at all,” Stephen answered coolly. "Go ahead.” He nodded again at the watchful Anna.

Carl grinned. "Shame to let the poor boy suffer any longer.”

Anna moved forward, and seized the rigid penis in a firm grip. She manipulated him until it rose once more in vertical rigidity from his hard, quivering thighs. The muffled noises from the taped mouth increased in rapidity and volume. She swung her foot Over the brown limbs, straddling him. She continued to hold the rearing column. The swelling helm was a deep purple, like an overripe fruit about to burst, but, still with exquisite deliberation, she began to lower herself, her thighs spread widely like some oriental dancer, until the gleaming tip of the captive penis touched the divide of her vulva. Teasingly, she rubbed it along the narrow cleft of her labia, before guiding it between them, allowing it to penetrate fractionally. Centimetre by centimetre, it slid into her moistly welcoming sheath, until, with a convulsive sigh, and a shudder which passed right through his lean frame, she sank down to sit on him, his prick buried in her to the hilt

"Finish!” Carl barked urgently, nodding towards the window, and Anna at once began to bounce and twist in a burst of fury. Within seconds, the watchers saw the bound figure stiffen, while the naked Anna convulsed at his hot discharge deep inside her. When she eased herself, exhausted and sore, from him, his prick, still impressively lengthy, fell into the fold of his thighs, glistening with the thick coating of their combined juices, and rawly red.

But the onlookers' attention was already diverted elsewhere.

Back in the bedroom, the girls had recovered. Fran lifted her head from Françoise's still trembling thigh, and they came together, limbs, bellies, breasts, pressing sensuously in contact, dark heads touching as their lips were sealed in a long and tender kiss. Fran gasped as Françoise's long fingers slipped between their bellies, and the forefinger prised open the crevice of her labia, finding entrance to the slippery, wet folds of the vulva which yielded willingly to her invasive caresses.

"Please! I have to talk!” Fran whispered, her lips against those of the French girl. The finger moved rhythmically, slid in further, and Fran felt the flaring response of her sensitive clitoris. Her hips jerked, she shuddered. All at once, she wanted nothing more than to lie back, surrender to this beautiful young woman's loving, but she forced herself to go on.

'You have to help us. My sister and I. We're prisoners here. We're — oh!” She stopped as all at once she realized why she had been left here, with this girl. Terrified, she lifted her head, stared towards the mirror, in which she saw their nude, interwoven forms, her own fearful gaze. Of course! They had watched everything. Perhaps they could hear her.

 Françoise had raised her head, too, staring at her in almost comic incredulity. "What do you say? Prisoners? What —”

At that point, the door opened, and Carl and Alec came in, smiling broadly. Françoise screamed, tried to cover herself, to hide behind Fran. Before she knew what was happening, Alec had flicked her over, and there was a jerk as Carl drove the hypodermic needle deep into the soft flesh of her left buttock.






FOURTEEN




"You're absolutely sure you won't sell?” Prince Salman asked Stephen, with a pleasant though rueful smile. Stephen gave a polite little shake of the head. "Well, at least don't deprive me of their company during my brief stay. I'll be leaving tomorrow or the day after. Let them stay here for now. You'll be returning yourself later, won't you? I promise we'll take good care of them. Won't we, Carl?”

The American gave his thin lipped, wolfish smile, and Fran's heart fluttered with renewed terror. She felt her tongue clinging to her mouth, drying with her panic, and she had a powerful urge to fling herself once more at Stephen's feet and beg him to take them with him.

Stephen seemed strangely uncertain, almost subdued. ”Yes, all right,” he murmured, his own smile somewhat forced. "I must go and get some rest. I'll come over tonight.”

Carl moved and aimed a mock punch at Stephen's upper arm. "You can be a stubborn bastard when you want to.” The gruff, smoky tones were mocking. "It's not every guy who turns down a million dollars.”

Fran stood there on the veranda of Kenda Bay and watched Stephen make his exit. A feeling of cold foreboding spread inside her, and her naked frame shivered, despite the hot sun.

"Let's go and see how your latest acquisition's doing, shall we?” Carl chuckled. He snapped his fingers at Fran and Anna, who moved silently in the wake of the two figures, up the broad staircase, to the first landing. Carl opened an unlocked door on the left.

Inside, lying on top of the bed, was the nude form of Françoise, while the tall blonde, Alice, and her dark helpmate, Waringa, were sitting at her feet. The black hair was wildly dishevelled. Thick strands draped across the lovely features, whose cheeks glistened, and whose dark eyes were swollen and red with her tears. That same gaze was cloudy with incomprehension and dawning fear at the nightmare which was unfolding about her.

"Ah! You're awake. Good.” Carl smiled briskly. The dark head lifted feebly from the pillow and fell back again weakly.

"Where am I?” Françoise croaked, the tears catching at her voice. "Quelle — what happens?” Her focusing gaze met Fran, standing silently to one side, and she blushed deeply.

"You're at Kenda Bay,” Carl announced, in the same business-like tone. "Not that it matters to you any more. This is your master, Prince Salman. You belong to him now. All you have to do is obey. Understand?”

It was clear from the girl's incredulous stare that she did not. The head shook, she struggled up on her elbows. "You — you are mad!” She sat up, swung her legs off the bed, groaning at the pain in her swimming head. Belatedly aware of her nakedness, she clasped her hands between her thighs, over the small black triangle of her pubis. "Where is Antoine? I want to go to him.”

The Prince put his hand on her shoulder, and she shrugged it off violently. "Antoine no longer Concerns you, my dear,” he said smoothly, ignoring her gesture. "He has left the island. He sold you to me. For a very large sum, I might add. So you belong to me now. Like these charming girls.” His hand moved in a wide sweep to indicate the naked figures standing at the foot of the bed. "You must be a good girl. Obey at all times. Then you will have a very good life.”

She rose unsteadily, her tearful face transformed with her disbelief. "Crazy! I — I am leaving! I demand — I want Antoine. He would never —” She began to sob harshly. She made to push past them, and Carl thrust her down unceremoniously on the bed. The French girl glared wildly up at them. "You cannot do this!” she gasped. "Les gendarmes!”

Carl's hand flew out in a blurring arc and struck the girl a resounding openhanded blow .across the cheek, which sent the thick hair swinging in a curtain across her face. The vivid imprint of the palm stood out on her skin. She screamed, and made to rise. Carl stepped back and nodded towards the two girls in attendance. At once, they moved, and flung themselves on the sobbing Françoise, who writhed helplessly. In less than a second, the strikingly tall, athletic form of the blonde Scot was kneeling astride the heaving chest, pinning the slender arms above the threshing head, while the slim form of the native girl knelt across the stirring ankles.

"Time for the first lesson, I think,” Carl said, with obvious relish. "Bring her to the punishment room.” He turned, frowned at the staring Fran and her sister. "Help them, you two!” he snapped, as he and the Prince went out. Hopelessly, knowing that even to hesitate would entail some fearful chastisement, they moved to obey. Fran grabbed a slim ankle, the

Coloured girl held its companion, while Anna and Alice each held a wrist.

Frenziedly now, Françoise began to struggle, her lowered head flung back, her shrieks echoing sickeningly through the bright morning. Fran stared down at her lovely body, cruelly exposed in her abandonment. The curls of her pubis stood out in contrast to the paleness of the mons beneath. The fleshy divide of the vulva recalled all too powerfully the delights of loving Fran had enjoyed. Her own eyes blurred with tears as they carried the twisting form along the landing, the back bumping painfully on the stairs as they lugged her up another flight, to the topmost corridor, and that dreaded, sun filled, long room, which sent a shiver through all four of them when they dumped their captive in the centre of the highly polished floor.

There was the terrible metal frame. Françoise kicked and struck out wildly when they once more seized her, but Carl stepped in close, dug his fingers talon-like deep in the black hair, and dragged the terrified face back mercilessly, eliciting a shrill scream of agony. The features contorted, a thin bubble of spittle appeared at the corner of the working mouth. The eyes rolled whitely with her terror. Carl's lips moved caressingly close to the girl.

"It's useless to fight it, honey. If you do, the pain will be far worse. Ask these kids. They know, they've been through it. Believe me, we'll win. You'll end up obedient, like them. Give yourself a break.”

His voice was low, vibrant with a crooning sensuality, and he let his lips touch lightly on the length of the exposed throat. His tongue flickered over the sweet flesh, then he kissed the trembling mouth, kept his lips there, lingering, soft. His thumbs and fingers came up, teased at the deep red brown nipples until they blossomed, thrusting proudly erect. Thumbs and fingers dug in then, nails pressed into the swollen teats, twisted and pulled, elongated the graceful mounds, while the girl convulsed, her shriek of torment resounding about the large, airy room.

She sagged in the captive arms, sobbing brokenly, head down. It was a matter of seconds to strap her into the frame, which Carl rotated until the splayed form was tilted forward, almost horizontally, her face towards the floor. The cupboard was opened. Carl tenderly brought out the pale length of the pizzle. "I guess time is of the essence, Your Highness. I assume you want to take her with you.”

The Prince nodded. His dark eyes were alight with hunger and anticipation. "Would you like to begin?” Carl offered. Gratefully, the Prince took the black handle; let the thick whip trail through his fingers reverently.

"Wait!” Carl called, moving to the cupboard once more. He produced a thick wad of leather, curved, with straps and buckles dangling from it, and he bent at the helplessly turning head, grabbed the hair to hold it still.

At his command, Alice hastened forward, and between them, they fitted the gag into place, their victim unwittingly assisting them by opening her mouth in a terrified scream. Straps were pulled tight and fastened at the back of the head. They stood, savouring the now faint, muffled noises coming from the golden, supple figure, whose delightful buttocks, a creamy pale around the deep cleft before shading out to the dark honey tan of the rest of her flawless skin, were dimpling sweetly as they clenched and hollowed in apprehension of what was to come.

The Prince struck quite lightly, though hard enough to bring up a reddening, angry line across those divine cheeks, which quivered at each fall of the lash. He delayed the blows, pausing long enough to savour the threshing struggles before striking again. Soon, his eyes aglow, a sheen of sweat appearing on his fleshy features and a straining bulge at the crotch of his linen slacks, Prince could not resist the urge to strike harder.

The lines stood out more vividly, his aim became wilder. The backs of the thighs, the deeply hollowed back itself, was redly marked. The frame shook, webbing holding the pinioned wrists and ankles creaked more violently, the splayed form plunged up and down more madly against the restraints.

He paused at last, his ample frame quivering.

The handle of the whip was wet with his sweat, and Carl surreptitiously wiped it when he took over. He spun the frame, the captive figure whirled through a wide arc, tilting crazily, until now her head brushed the floor, her spread-eagled legs pointed towards the ceiling, and there, on merciless display, was the whole enchanting area of her genitals, the hair capped cushion of the mons, the deepening brown shades of the inside of the thigh, shelving to the poutingly inviting divide of the labia.

Grinning evilly, Carl nodded at Fran, who had been staring with sickened fascination at the whipping. "Come on, sweetie. You like pussy, don't you? Come and open up this little honey box for us.w Appalled, Fran nevertheless sprang forward at the American's bidding, stepping awkwardly inside the frame. She forced herself not to look down through the inverted legs to the tear splashed features, tried to cut out the noise of that inhuman, muffled squeaking, and the whistling breath through the flared nostrils.

Though the rank stench of fear was unmistakable, as the gleaming film of sweat on the abused body testified, the aroma of sex filled Fran's senses, stirred her profoundly, vividly recalling the loving they had shared in the hotel bedroom.

She slipped her hands around the captured thighs, feeling the rigid, bunched muscle, holding on tightly against their threshing struggles, which made the harness jingle. She bent until her nose was nestling in the tight curls of the pubis, then, feather light, she let her tongue flicker over the uppermost peak of the vulva. Rapidly, she passed her tongue back and forth, and, almost immediately, the violence of the struggles ceased, the muffled noises changed in intensity, the body trembled with a new sensation.

She let her tongue drop now to the base of the deep buttock cleft, where the hot, swollen ridges of the whip's marks still throbbed. She probed into the musky depths, followed the long curve of the slit upward, lapping more greedily, until she met the gleaming pink of the tissue where she had begun her ministrations. The lips blossomed, opening, their gleaming, coral surface more exposed, the belly heaving now in a helpless rhythm, the thighs juddering to the power of the sexuality which was transfused into the melting core, in spite of the still throbbing agony of the scorched flesh.

"Enough!”

A thrust at the back of her bowed head drove Fran's streaming face deep into the heavenly flesh she had worshipfully tended, before cruel fingers at her scalp plucked her away. There lay the gleaming divide, newly revealed, throbbingly proffered to view. Carl stepped back, wielded the whip with short, measured strokes, the pale thickness of the strand laid in perfect alignment along the cleft of the sex.

Toes curled, the narrow soles of the feet arched, and turned frenziedly, the entire frame shook with renewed madness at the pure fire which rippled up through the girl's belly to her very brain. The lash fell again, the fire blazed. Behind the gag, spittle streaming, vomit clogged the working throat, the world became a red blanket, a flood of pain, nothing else but the singing kiss, the fire at her centre, until her senses faded.

The entire area of the pudenda was darkly swollen, a rich purple shade. The body hung limply from the bonds, the moans from behind the gag even fainter. Carl stood back, his cruel face alive with excitement, the dew of perspiration shining on his brow. Carefully, he wiped down the handle, then the tapering strand of the whip. He moved to the cupboard, but then, with grinning malevolence, he turned swiftly and flicked his wrist lightly. The thin point of the pizzle darted out like a snake's tongue and caught Fran high on the hip. It was not a serious blow, but at once a stinging burn rippled on her skin, and a red line glowed on its paleness. Fran yelped and jumped. Her hand flew to massage the throbbing flesh.

Carl chuckled. "Your turn will come, sweetheart,” he murmured. "You'll taste it soon.”

Fran fought back the tears which brimmed on her lashes.

"I have a more immediate use for her,” Prince Salman grated harshly. "Come! You, too!” He nodded at Anna and the sisters hastened after him. Down one flight of stairs, in the luxurious bedroom with its enchanting view of the sea and the breaking reef, he quickly undressed, tossing his clothes on the floor, until he was naked.

"Over!” He pushed Fran down, and she knelt, her feet on the carpet, her upper body resting on the bed. "Up! You're too low.” His cruel hands dug into her hips and pulled her up, so that she was forced to stand, her bottom thrust up, feet wide apart, her head still lying on the silken coverlet. He stood between her thighs. She felt the thickness of his belly like a cushion pressing against the backs of her thighs, then she felt the cold slime as the engorged head of his prick burrowed deeply into her buttock cleft.

For a frightening instant it nuzzled against the tight slit of her anus, but his fingers fumbled, and guided it into her moistly waiting vagina. Though she was wetly receptive, and anticipating his driving entrance, the pain of his brutal invasion made her gasp. She was driven forward, his weight curled over, bearing down on her, though, mercifully, the onslaught was brief, for after only a few furious, thrusts, she felt him discharge powerfully into her, and she shuddered as he immediately withdrew.

When he was dressed again, he drew up a comfortable chair close to the bed, at which he nodded, with a wide grin. "Now let me see how you perform with your sister. Your master tells me she was your first lover. I find that very hard to believe.”

Waving Anna over to him, he slipped one arm around the slim hips, pulling her in close, while with his other hand he toyed with the narrow cleft of her vulva, his thick fingers parting the soft labia, to play in the slippery wetness of the inner surfaces.

"Show me how you manage together.”

Anna lay out on her back at once, and closed her eyes. Fran, although she blushed, also moved quickly enough, positioning herself between the sprawled thighs, and knees jutting upward at either side. She lowered her head until her tongue was lapping at the exposed groove of the sex, which she caressed, then opened lightly with her fingers, two of which penetrated, to gain a fractional entrance. Soon, Anna jounced up and down madly, crying out at the spasm of wakening desire, the sensations which stabbed through her, in spite of her humiliation. She felt a wetness, gave a louder cry, caught in the throes of a climax whose power shattered all thought, or consciousness of her surroundings. At last, the mad buffeting ceased. Fran, breasts heaving, rested her shining face against her sister's quivering thigh. They lay still, exhausted, until the Prince laughingly applauded, and Fran climbed off Anna's recumbent figure.

Prince Salman summoned her to stand between his slack knees, and almost idly played with the damp folds of her vulva, crusted with the residue of his own juices. "I want you to do something for me, my dear,” he murmured. "You must persuade the French girl to write a short note to her parents. All she has to do is copy what is written. It must be in her writing. To her parents, telling them that she and her boyfriend are heading north. Backpacking on the mainland. Up to the hills. It is very dangerous territory. No one will be surprised when they are not heard of again.”

Two fingers probed, slid into the gripping slipperiness of her vagina, brushed the madly beating core of the clitoris, drove on, withdrew, plunged again, and Fran's belly pushed forward, her thigh muscles locked, and she whimpered at the imperative surge of excitement coursing through her.

"It always pays to cover our tracks. You, too, have written cards to your father, haven't you? You will write others from time to time. They will be posted at intervals, from different countries. No one will suspect.”

"A-a-agh!” she sighed, her hips rotating in rhythm to his arousing strokes. She could feel the running wetness, the inevitable approach of the orgasm. "Antoine!” she gasped, fighting to delay her crisis, her thighs immodestly splayed in front of him. "Did you — did he really — tuh-take money — fuh-for Françoise?”

"Every man has his price. But in this case,” he said with a sinister emphasis which Fran, even in the throes of her soaring excitement, could not fail to recognise, "I really could not waste time to find out.”

The Prince stared out to the dazzling peacock shade of the ocean, the thin line of distant breakers. His fingers plunged a final time, and Fran cried out sharply, her belly jerked, and her twisting, quivering frame folded and jacknifed to the floor, her dainty feet scissoring in the fluttering burst of the orgasm tearing through her.






FIFTEEN




The lowering afternoon sun threw long oblong bars of bright light through the open windows, and enveloped the captive flesh in its bathing brilliance. The five naked figures hung there, like an exotic ancient frieze, along one wall. Their arms stretched high above their heads, their wrists were crossed, tethered by the silk covered bonds to the large metal rings which hung at the ends of their ropes from the ceiling, which had been carefully adjusted to make sure that each prisoner could rest only on the balls of the feet to maintain balance on the shining floor.

Through the open windows, the sighing beat of the distant surf was all that was heard, other than the faintly whistling breath of Françoise, whose mouth was still stretched and sealed by the leather gag. Fran's quivering, still intensely throbbing frame, hung next to her. Then came Anna, and, next to her, the lofty Alice. Finally, the slim, petite form of Waringa was pinioned furthest from the windows, and nearest the door.

Fran fought hard to keep the sobs of shock and pain buried in her heaving breast. She had howled dementedly at the whipping Carl had administered. Never had she felt so helplessly vulnerable, arms and legs spread wide, trapped in that diabolical metal frame, her body able to be turned at any angle to offer up its secrets for chastisement. The punishment had been more severe because of her shrieking protests. "You can't do this to me! I'll tell Stephen! I'm not yours!” Her tortured cries had merely fuelled Carl's sadistic delight, not to mention the grinning anticipation of the Prince and Alec Butterfield, who had been keen spectators.

Her desperate appeal to Prince Salman had also been in vain. "I did what you asked!” she blubbered. And she had, she recalled bitterly, though her aching body shivered with relived sensation at the memory of the passionate love she had made with Françoise's helplessly tied beauty, until the French girl had twisted against her bonds and groaned with the torment of pleasure at the fires spreading through her rebellious flesh.

After the French girl had come, she had been released, to lie weeping in Fran's sheltering embrace, and Fran had whisperingly urged on her the dire necessity of obedience. It devastated her to have to play such a role, but she knew there was no alternative, and, finally, the broken spirited girl, driven by their loving, and by her despair at her abandonment by her lover, wrote the note demanded of her, scribbling the words hastily, crying all the while.

So it was doubly unjust that, only minutes later, Fran should find herself the recipient of a flogging more agonising than any physical pain she had known, which left her feeling as though her very skin had been flayed from her writhing bones. But she had already learned her bitter lesson, as had her fellow slaves, except perhaps for their latest addition. Even she, Fran thought despairingly, had taken her first steps on the road to obedience, tormented with shame at her own vital part in breaking down Françoise's resistance. And, she guessed, her tear rimmed gaze fixed on the lovely figure hanging next to her, she would soon yield, as the others had.

Except for Françoise, none of them were gagged, yet they stood there, stretched like living statues, silent because they were bidden to be so, though they had been left alone in that hot, sun filled room for hours.

More terrifying even than the physical pain to which she had been subjected, was the fact that it had been perpetrated at all. The evil Carl had gone ahead with total disregard for Stephen. Fran found herself yet again wondering at the strange relationship between the two men. She had a strong feeling that Stephen disliked the American, was as repulsed by his cold inhumanity as she was. Yet, on the surface at least, he accepted, indeed, condoned, every excess the loathsome Thiery was capable of. And why had he so readily abandoned them to the terrors of this awful place?

Hanging there, her body stinging as though a thousand bees had attacked her helpless flesh, she prayed that Stephen would return soon. Surely he would be furious at what Carl had done to her? But the Prince! The fact that he had witnessed and relished every detail of her whipping, made Fran sick with anxious fear. His implacable cruelty, his usage Of her, and the others, as pure objects, reducing their young flesh to a simple physical thing existing solely for his pleasure, filled her with a cold dread more terrifying than any fear she had known.

The bars of light moved round to the walls, indicating early evening. There would not be more than an hour of daylight left, for night came early here.

Fran's stretched arms ached abominably. The muscles of her calves throbbed, as did those of her clenched, still stinging buttocks, at the way she was forced to stand, reaching up on her toes, to keep her balance. Though all five heads swivelled apprehensively, there was almost a feeling of relief when the door opened.

"That's good, my children.” Carl surveyed them with a sardonic smile. "I listened outside for a while. Not a peep. Now. A little pre-dinner entertainment for our honoured guest.” His gruff voice was heavy with amusement. Through the door came several men, carrying small couches. Fran recognised the Prince's three bulky bodyguards, and also the slimmer, brown skinned fishermen, Amit and Edward, whose eyes blazed with pleasure as they surveyed the row of hanging figures. Those eyes had a glittering wildness about them, and Fran thought she detected an aromatic whiff, a sweetly scented tobacco smell on the air. She was convinced the men had been smoking bhang, or some other powerful drug.

Her speculations were cut short by Carl's approach, and she flinched automatically. But the American stood before the hapless Françoise. He held her by the slim waist, standing so close that the girl's trembling thighs brushed against the light clothing. Carl's hands moved with the freedom of complete possession over the hollowed back, the shoulders, with their little bunch of raised muscle, then down to the curves of the clenching behind.

He drew the terrified figure even closer, until the quivering body lay pressed against his form along its length. The brown eyes, brimming with tears, pleaded for mercy.

"Will you be a good girl if I take the gag off?”

Carl crooned softly, his face almost touching that of his victim. The tangled black hair swung as Françoise nodded, and Carl gave a chuckle of deep satisfaction. "Not that it matters,” he mocked. "We don't mind your yelling, anyways.” With some difficulty he reached behind the dark head and eventually succeeded in unbuckling the straps, and the soaking apparatus was pulled clear. Françoise coughed and spluttered, her jaws gaped as she sucked in blessed air, rejoicing in this small release.

She had little time to savour it, however, for Prince Salman entered, together with Alec Butterfield. They were accompanied by two strangers, both elderly, and clearly of some importance. One was an Indian, silver haired and dapper, smartly dressed in a lightweight tropical suit. The other, short and very fat, was an islander. He was dressed in a loose, flowered shirt. His enormous belly hung over the folds of a gaily-patterned sarong. His bare feet were showing over the thongs of a pair of the rubber sandals universally popular as footwear on the island.

The party settled themselves on the couches, which had been placed opposite the five naked figures. The dark face of the plump female whom Fran had previously seen acting as attendant in this fearful place appeared round the door, and nodded, grinning broadly at Carl.

"They ready, Bwana!”

In single file, like a team making its entrance onto a sporting field, came the five men who had brought in the couches. But their transformation caused a collective gasp of astonishment and dread from the helplessly pinioned prisoners, for their bodies, olive and gold in contrasting shades, were glistening with oil, and they were totally nude. All eyes were drawn as though by magnets to the impressive jut of their members, some rearingly erect, others hanging in semi tumescence, but all looking potently huge and threatening in the mellow sunlight.

"Abdullah, you take Françoise,” Carl commanded, orchestrating them officiously. "Mohammed, you can have our little Fran here.” He smiled cruelly at the tragic face. "I'm sure she'll want a new dick. She's been fucked so many times by our gallant fishermen!”

He moved across to Anna with a grin of wicked delight. His nails grazed the satin smooth inner thighs lightly, leading to the pad of the mons, still only lightly covered by the fine tendrils of the regrowing pubis. She shook with tension, turning slightly on her bonds. He hefted the small pad of flesh, shook it teasingly between thumb and finger, but the anticipated agony did not come, for he released it with a little laugh.

"Edward. You get on pretty well with our cute little Anna here. No reason why she should miss out on the fun, is there? Why don't you screw her, Edward?” Nothing loath, the fisherman grinned, and positioned himself in front of Anna.

Carl moved on to the magnificent body of the blonde Alice, who stood head down. She seemed to tower over the figure facing her. Carl's thin hand fell to the base of the belly. 'Open your legs!' he hissed sharply, and, at once, Alice obeyed, swinging slightly on the suspended rope as she did so. Carl caressed the pale smoothness of the bared mons, insinuated a finger into the tight groove of the labia.

The girl shivered. Carl reached forward. His tongue flicked over a nipple, and both peaked at the attention given to them. "I shall miss you, honey,” he murmured throatily, his finger burrowing deeper into the moist tightness. "Come on, Amit, old son.” He nodded at the rearing prick which bobbed in front of his loins, looking almost out of proportion to the slimness of his frame. "A big man for a big gal, eh?”

Finally, Carl stopped before Waringa, whose mouth hung open as she panted wide-eyed in her terror. Carl's hands moved caressingly over the shining contours of the shaven skull, then traced a path down to the high, conical breasts, toying with the dusky purple of the nipples until they stood out from the immature rounds. The curve of the belly, sweeping down to the bare mons and the pouting divide of the sex lips, was more pronounced than those of the other girls.

"My little Ringa. You were fun, honey. But I tamed you, didn't I?” The head lowered, the girl bit back a sob, but Carl's fingers pinched cruelly. "Didn't I?” he repeated softly.

The slender body jerked, the head came up. "Yes, Bwana!” she gasped, the sob escaping, shaking her frame which swung and turned a little.

"What about Waringa, Your Highness?” Carl asked, looking over at the Prince. The last man, the bodyguard, Khalid, stood grinning. He was tall, but with a pronounced belly, beneath which his penis jutted rigidly.

"She's a virgin, Khalid,” Prince Salman said. "I think we'll keep her that way for a while. Use her as you would a boy.”

"Now!” the Prince called, raising his voice. "We have all placed wagers on you. I offer a new Cadillac to the man who comes first. On your marks! Set!

Go!”

They moved in swiftly, grabbing their appointed victim behind the buttocks, lifting them off their feet. They slid their hands down the backs of the thighs, parting them as they did so, and tucked the legs under their arms, holding them against their own waist, thrusting between them as though between the shafts of a cart.

Only Françoise and Waringa fought, forgetting everything in their terror and revulsion. There was a hissing splat, and their screams rang out shrilly. Carl stood behind them, a short, three-pronged lash in his hand.

The coupling figures jerked madly. Fran's head fell back, the bonds tugged at her shoulders until she thought they would be torn from their sockets, then the agony was forgotten as she felt the burning thrust of her assailant's ramrod prick boring into her very centre. She gripped his heaving bulk, lifting her belly to meet his spearing thrusts, accommodating him as much as she could, to ease her own ordeal. Her head hung back, dizzily swung back and forth. She heard the grunts, the furious, panting breath, the hopelessly stifled cries of her fellow slaves.

'Ah-ha!' A shout and a cheer went up, and the man holding the unfortunate Alice stepped back with a gasp of triumph, brutally withdrawing and releasing his hold, and she swung and spun giddily, feet trailing. The plump black woman sprang forward, and she and Carl captured the weeping figure, cruelly parting her long legs, mercilessly revealing the gleaming tissue of her vulva, peeling back the raw sex lips, on which the thick residue of the man's come shone.

Amit, legs bent slightly, thin thighs agape, gestured shamelessly to his glistening prick, which dangled, still impressively, the rope like strands of semen hanging from the pink tip.

"Don't stop!” the Prince urged the plunging figures. "All of you must come. We have the silver and the bronze yet to award!”

The copulating men needed no encouragement. Despite her shame, Fran could feel the irresistible beat of her rising excitement at the hugely filling column pistoning into her melting vagina, and she began to thrust ever more urgently in response, her feet writhing and kicking in helpless frenzy. She was only dimly aware of the laughing Carl bending over her. "What about the girls?” the gravelly voice called mockingly. "Is there a prize for them, too? Fran here's on the boil, aren't you, love?”

She was, too. Seconds later, when she felt the mighty surge of the lunging man coming in her, her wild excitement drove her to cling tightly to his loins, her legs crossed, hugging him like a wrestler, while she threshed against him, lost to all sensation except the roaring power of the orgasm which drove through her.

She hung there, sobbing abandonedly, not aware of the agonising pain of her arms, her limbs sagging, as she swung on the end of her rope. When finally she recovered her senses, all the frenetic activity about her had ceased. The room was quiet, except for the weeping of her companions on either side of her.

"Anna! Are you all right?” she croaked.

Her sister was hanging as she was, head down, but she lifted his face towards her. Fran saw the pain twisting her features, the stains of her tears, and, most distressing of all, the shame in her brown eyes. She nodded silently and turned away once more.

When the rings were lowered and wrists untied, all five figures sank gratefully to the floor and lay there exhausted, but soon Carl returned alone. He moved among them, using the short lash he still held, and they flinched away, scrambling to their feet.

"Get cleaned up. Take a shower. We want you down in the dining room in ten minutes.”

He went out quickly, and the black woman, Annie, raucously yelled at them. At once they rose, and followed her along the corridor to a bathroom, where they stood in jostling intimacy under the shower jets, and helped to soap one another, making the most of the opportunity to touch and to embrace.

Fran clung to Anna under the soothing, warm flow. She rested her chin on the thin shoulder. "When's Stephen coming for us?” she asked tremblingly. "He will come, won't he?” Anna's eyes were huge as she shrugged hopelessly — it was clear that her sister shared her dread.

In the restrained comfort of the softly lit dining room, they were assigned to stand by the chairs of the diners. Fran found herself next to the fat old islander, who turned out to be the chief of the local community. His English was poor, not that he bothered to communicate much with her. His podgy fingers, unpleasantly slippery with the grease from the meat he insisted on eating with them, crawled up the inside of her thigh and toyed with the crease of her still sore vulva. Finally, he prized her open, and slid two digits inside, to the gleaming inner tissue. In spite of her soreness, and her repugnance she felt herself grow wetter and wetter under this stimulation, and he grinned widely up at her blushing face.

They moved to the lounge for coffee and drinks, and once again the five naked figures were required to station themselves at the guests' sides, and within their playful reach. When Fran heard the sound of a jeep drawing up outside, her heart leapt with resurgent hope, and she glanced across at her sister, who was sitting on the arm of a chair, being fondled by the distinguished looking Indian.

It was Stephen! He had never looked handsomer nor more desirable, Fran thought fervently, when the blond figure at last made his appearance.

"How're my girls?” Stephen asked, coming over to Fran, beaming, and Fran's eyes filled with tears suddenly. Anna had stood up, too. All at once, the tension was screamingly apparent. Fran wanted to speak, to fling herself sobbing at his feet, tell him all that had happened. But, somehow, her courage failed, and she merely hung her head and stayed mute.

"Oh, we've had great fun, haven't we, kids?” Carl said easily.

Stephen turned Fran around. He had already noticed some smudges on the thighs. Now, he could see quite clearly the dulling but still clearly visible red marks of the pizzle's sting across the buttocks, the tops of the thighs. His lips compressed. He turned with a look of wounded accusation towards the seated Prince. "Your Highness —” he began, and Prince Salman held up his hand.

"There has been a change of plan,” he said smilingly, the smile sending a cold chill throughout Fran's trembling body. "A take over, you might say. I have discussed things with Carl. I must say, he shows greater business acumen than you do, my friend. It may be some months before I can make another trip — and I really cannot resist the beauty of these exquisite creatures.” He gestured towards Fran and Anna, who, deathly pale, were staring in hypnotic terror at the unfolding drama. "It's not good to be so personally involved with the merchandise you are dealing with. The money I offered will be paid into your account. But I regret I cannot take your no for an answer. These two will go with the other three girls tomorrow.”

The room was absolutely still. Stephen gaped at him as he stood alone in the centre of the floor. He had already quaffed most of the drink that had been handed to him immediately on his arrival. Too late, he glanced down at the almost empty glass, which fell from his nerveless fingers, to roll on the carpet. He took a tottering step forward, then his knees buckled, and he pitched on his face on the floor, beside the still rolling glass.

Fran wanted to scream, but no sound would come. Nor could she move a muscle to go to the aid of the unconscious Stephen.

"He'll be perfectly OK, Your Highness,” Carl said smoothly. "He'll have a sore head and a sick gut when he wakes up tomorrow, but that'll wear off after a couple of days.” His cold eyes swept over the nude figures of the sisters. "Once these two are safely out of sight, they'll soon be out of mind, I guarantee. He'll see the error of his ways, I'm sure.”

The Prince gave a charming little shrug, to indicate his own helplessness to resist temptation. Carl gave rapid orders, and two of the bodyguards, now once more clothed, entered, picked up Stephen, and carried him out of the room.

"No!” At last Fran was able to move. The frantic cry tore from her throat, and she flung herself towards the door, only to find herself seized by the waist. Carl's thin arms encircled her. Driven beyond reason by her anguish, she fought, her long legs kicked out, her hooked fingers sought to claw his evil visage to bloody shreds, and he had difficulty in holding her until, at his harsh command, Alice and Waringa came to his help, and captured her flailing arms. She was borne back, pinned out on the hard, polished surface of the large table, her limbs tightly held. Above her, the thin face, red with effort, shone with malevolent delight.

"OK, you little cunt! You'll pay for that!” Regaining control all at once, he eased himself from her. Leaving the Scots girl and the African to restrain her, which they did easily, for the fight had gone out of the sobbing figure like air from a pricked balloon.

"I'd like a quiet word with this one in private, Your Highness,” Carl said, making an effort to restore his composure. "I'm afraid Steve has been very slack with this pair. No doubt that's why they're so anxious to stay here with him. I'd like to teach her a proper respect, so that she at least understands how to behave properly.” He glanced across at Anna, who had not moved at all during the brief explosion of violence. "Her sister's been here a bit longer. And I've had her under my wing for a week. I think she's pretty well learned her lesson, haven't you, Anna?”

"Yes, sir,” the frightened girl murmured, her head lowered. She was struggling not to let the tears fall.

The Prince nodded indulgently. "Have your fun. But don't damage her,” he added warningly. "I meant what I said. I will pay for them.”

"Of course, Highness.” Carl's head bowed slightly. He nodded to the two girls who were still holding down the weeping Fran. "Bring her upstairs.”

The athletic Scot and her black companion easily held the sobbing figure, whose legs kicked helplessly now. In the punishment room, whose long windows showed the heavy blackness of the night, and gave back a dim reflection of the scene within, from the three overhead lights which cast their glow from the high ceiling, Fran offered virtually no resistance when they strapped her to the metal frame, though her muscles tensed with anticipatory dread at the merciless whipping she was sure would be her fate at the cruel hands of Carl Thiery.

"You two go back downstairs,” Carl said coolly to his two assistants. "Your new master will be missing you.” He smiled, and the silent figures left. Still Fran waited, the trembling growing more violent with each long second's passing, while he stood there, the smile still on his face adding to her terror.

She gasped as she felt his fingers prizing her open, for which purpose he tilted the frame, so that her splayed legs rose, making her more accessible. Very gently, he teased and toyed with the narrow divide of her vulva, lightly inserting finger pads, seeking the tiny core of the clitoris, stroking at the sensitive tissue about it until it beat wildly and Fran's belly began to lift in supplication.

She could feel the increasing wetness, felt the stickiness on his fingers, and her thighs. She was rocking rhythmically now, her buttocks clenching deeply as she swung back and forth. "Please!” she gasped, her head hanging back, rolling on her slender neck.

"You want it, baby?” the voice crooned, in her ear. "You want it?”

The fingers played on, slid deeper into her pulsing flesh, and the muscles locked in her belly, and bunched on her rigid thighs. The secret spasms of her sheath became sweetly unbearable. "Oh yes! Yes!” she sobbed hopelessly.

"See, baby?” the hateful voice crooned softly in her ear, all the while his fingers deep within her, rousing. "Doesn't matter a damn who it is.” He chuckled. "Or what it is, huh? You're just a cunt, sugar, like all the rest.” His fingers suddenly thrust rigidly deep into her vagina, which spasmed grippingly about him. They moved and she whimpered with pain, though still the throbbing excitement predominated. 'This is what you are. This is all you are. That's what you've got to realize, baby. See?”

"Yes, yes! Puh — please!” She screamed out, her body tossing madly, arching, thrashing against the bonds.

"Tell me what you want, baby,” he whispered, his lips touching her, his breath hot.

The frame shook, her belly lifted in her Overwhelming need. "Fuck me!” she cried, her voice echoing in the huge, empty room.

He chuckled softly, then left her, his fingers sliding out of her wetness, and she hung there, lost, defeated, shamed beyond measure. She sobbed abandonedly, hanging there, open, utterly humiliated. She forgot him, forgot everything, except her degradation and her shame.

When Carl came back to the frame, Fran was not aware of his presence until she felt his hands gripping her thighs, digging cruelly into her flesh. She felt him tilting her further back until she was lying horizontally, her face pointing towards the ceiling. Lifting her head, she gaped in astonishment. He was naked, his thin, palely smooth body positioned between her spread-eagled thighs. From his loins thrust a wickedly long phallus, of shining blackness. It was not a realistic facsimile of a penis. There was no glans, merely an ebony smooth, slight upward curve, to the rounded tip of the instrument. A harness of thin leather straps attached it to the wearer, whose own genitals were hidden beneath a tightly hugging pouch like a cache sex,

Fran's screams, and her frantic struggles, increased briefly, until Carl bent close, and his hand moved back and forth. Two resounding slaps sent the dark head flying, the blows making the head ring, and knocking the fight out of the pinioned form. He played once more with the folds of the vulva, his fingers toying with the crack of the labial divide, until the helpless form could not prevent the rekindling of her response to the caressing strokes. Then Carl thrust forward his own loins, seizing the black dildo, teasingly guiding its extreme tip along the groove of the vulva, fractionally pushing between the softly flowering lips of the sex. When, finally, he allowed the instrument to slide smoothly into the clinging sheath of the vagina, it was moistly ready to receive and accommodate the transgressor.

But the brutal coitus, the stabbing plunges of the unyielding rod, soon brought a pain that far outweighed any bodily excitement Fran might have unwillingly experienced, and her cries changed to agonised yelps at each burning thrust. The thin hips continued to drive back and forward furiously, until the helpless Fran was half fainting, her in sides skewered on a burning nightmare of running torment.

It was Carl's own panting exhaustion which stopped him. Bathed in sweat, his face transformed by his climactic thrill, he withdrew at last. The parted lips of the vulva were mercilessly revealed, like a gaping wound. Indeed, pink traces of blood were mingled with the natural secretions which had thickly flowed, and now stained the paleness of die inner thighs. The exotic figure hung there, perfectly motionless apart from the rise and fall of her breasts, silent except for the soft sound of her muffled weeping.






SIXTEEN




The noise of the helicopter engine was deafening. The bushes tossed back and forth crazily, stray grass and leaves, and billowing clouds of orange dust, swirled up to tree top height. It was the second trip the small craft had made. At first light, it had dropped onto the lawn in front of the house at Kenda Bay, to pick up Alice, Waringa, and Françoise, together with two of the Prince's bodyguards, Abdullah and Khalid, and transfer them to the private air strip on the mainland, where Prince Salman's private jet was waiting. Now, the sun was well up in the bright morning sky, and burning with its customary ferocity.

The Prince nodded to the two figures standing silently on the veranda. They were completely enveloped in black, even their feet hidden in the loose folds of the abaya, the voluminous garment which Arab women wore as an outer covering. Their heads, and even most of their faces, were concealed by the shawls of the same material.

The bodyguard took hold of each girl's arm. He exerted only the lightest pressure, but they moved obediently down the wooden steps, feeling the heat, and the prickle of the sparse grass on their bare feet. Clutching awkwardly at their gowns, bunching them around their knees, they negotiated the high step up into the small cockpit, and slid into the narrow bench seat, their hips bumping in the confined space.

His Highness came aboard, the glass door slid shut, and they rose dizzily. The tears came then: the desolate abandonment of all hope. Fran watched the large house rapidly shrink away in the shimmering haze, saw the waving figure of Carl Thiery disappear. A last glimpse of the tiled roof, and she thought with leaden misery that somewhere beneath those red tiles, so close and already a world away, Stephen slept on, oblivious of their fate. And helpless, when he did learn of it, to do anything to alter its merciless course.

Fran sank into a state of apathetic despondency. That, and the heavy tranquillising drug they had been given before leaving, made the details of the subsequent journey vague in her memory. In the blinding heat of vast wavering scrub covered bush, the party transferred to the Prince's private aircraft. Fran had expected something small, though luxurious. The plane was much larger than she had thought. It was, in fact, a VC-10, whose interior was as opulently appointed as any top class hotel suite.

Here they were reunited with the other girls, and the bodyguards who had accompanied them. It was only at this point that it registered with Fran why the swarthy features of the guard who had stayed with them, and who had grinned in a reassuring, friendly fashion whenever he had opportunity to do so, looked so familiar. He was the one who had used her in that strange, copulating race in the punishment room, scarcely twenty-four hours previously. Already, it seemed a lifetime away.

None of the shrouded figures spoke. They sat in the comfortable seats at the rear of the Prince's compartment, in listless self-containment. Later, Fran could not recall whether they had been forbidden to speak, or whether the silence was merely because each was wrapped isolated in the cloak of her own misery. Some snack type food was brought, and cold drinks. They chewed and swallowed obediently, and sank back to their gloomy introspection.

"Fasten your seat belts. We are about to land.” The sky seemed to be filled with a rose pink, hazy light. She gazed down at a dramatic landscape of pale colours — yellows and browns, and darker shadows indicating the roughness of the desert terrain. As they' descended, more features became discernible. It looked more and more as though they were about to touch down on the surface of the moon. There was none of the comforting signs of human habitation; no roads, buildings, vehicles. Only the vast slopes of sand, the harshness of rocky outcrops, deeper gullies edged by higher, jagged pinnacles of rock that rose in terraces, like medieval fortresses. Then they were down, with a bouncing screech, and running along a sand dusted strip of tarmac. She felt the pull of the belt in her abdomen as the plane roared to a halt, then began to taxi forward slowly.

The sun embraced them in blinding power when they emerged from the air-conditioned coolness of the interior. It struck through the thin stuff of the cloth to their nakedness beneath. The metal steps burned the tender soles of their feet, and they jigged and shuffled painfully, much to the amusement of all those about them. Drawn up beside the steps was a sparkling new land cruiser, into which the five girls were ushered hastily, before they could take stock of their surroundings. Hips and knees touching, they sat on the seats on both sides of the vehicle, which set off immediately.

They heard voices, caught a quick glimpse of mud coloured, crenellated walls, and a high gateway. It was all like something from the set of a film — Beau Geste sprang to Fran's protesting mind. Huge double doors of studded wood swung open, clashed shut after the land cruiser had passed through. Then they were stopped and a voice called for them to alight.

They were in a large enclosed courtyard. Palm trees were dotted abundantly; raised walled flowerbeds gave bursts of vivid colours. Fran recognised the tall dark leaved canna lilies that had been such a striking feature of the gardens at Cassuarina and Kenda Bay. There were tall bushes, hung with fragrant blossom whose scent was immediately noticeable. The contrast of the rich gardens with the harshness of the desert beyond the walls was astounding.

The newcomers scarcely had time to take note of their surroundings, or of the frankly curious stares of the several gardeners at work there, for they were hurried through a doorway into the low building which surrounded this open space. The coolness of the marble floor, the slender pillars, the high, ornamental ceilings and wide window spaces empty of glass impressed upon them at once the simple beauty of the traditional architecture. But again, they had little time to study their setting.

A figure stepped forward which, to Fran's dazed mind, seemed lifted straight from the pages of Arabian Nights. His shaven skull gleamed, his smooth, olive torso, entirely free of hair, shone also, freely revealed under a short, richly patterned waistcoat which remained open. Fran stared at the perfect dark red circles of his nipples, which crowned the twin slight, but clearly discernible rounds of his breasts. A broad pale blue sash wound about his waist. Baggy white pantaloons, fastened below the knee, and gold embroidered open toed sandals, completed his exotic outfit. Somehow, Fran was not surprised that his voice, when he addressed them, had a high, reedy quality of sexual ambivalence.

Mohammed and Khalid, the two bodyguards who had brought in the girls, said something, and laughed coarsely, at which the colourful individual frowned, and tossed his head angrily. He snarled a reply, and they left, still chortling.

"Welcome to Qumrah. You are now in the slaves' quarters, where you will live. My name is Habib. You must obey me at all times. Obedience is very important. If you obey, you will be happy. If not, you will be taught to obey. Come.”

They followed him along a corridor of chequered tiles in black and white. Ahead of them, they could hear the chatter of voices. He turned left, through another double door. An excited gabble of shrill cries burst over them, and they stared in surprise at the spectacle before them.

They were in a spacious room, sparsely but comfortably furnished with a number of long couches, and vast cushions scattered about the tiled floor. The window openings were set high in the wall, too high to see out of, though the latticework that filled the tall, narrow spaces admitted abundant quantities of air. It was not the furnishings which caused them to stare in astonishment, however. The room was full of women, all young, all extremely attractive, and all completely naked.

They came forward eagerly, calling out excitedly, in a mixture of languages as varied as their appearance. Fran saw a girl whose white blonde hair and lightly tanned features suggested a Scandinavian origin, while there were others whose brown complexions and glossy black hah* proclaimed their Asian heritage. Others had even darker hue and distinctive facial characteristics, their close-cropped, woolly hair, declared them to be of Afro stock. There were several shorter, slim figures whose delicate beauty had an oriental look.

Habib shouted above the chatter, and the girls fell back at once, quietening a little. "Give me your gowns!” he said to the new arrivals, and quickly they shrugged off the black garments, to stand naked once more. Fran blushed as she heard one or two wolf whistles from the crowd surrounding them, and explicitly approving comments.

"Where is Beatrice?” Habib snapped impatiently, glancing around him. "Ah! There you are!”

A tall girl came through the parting ranks. Unlike the rest of them, she was dressed, in a magenta coloured tunic, buttoned down the front, which fitted tightly her full bosom, then flowed out below the waist in a short mini skirt which ended at the upper thigh, and so revealed enhancingly the splendour of her long legs. Their shapeliness was accentuated by the high-heeled shoes which matched the colour of the tunic. The long, elaborately coiffured hair hung in careful casualness to her shoulders. She looked older than her companions, perhaps in her mid thirties, though her elegantly made up face was still of outstanding beauty.

"His Highness has just brought in these girls. Take care of them. We’ll begin in the morning.”

Once the strange figure of Habib had departed, brief bedlam broke out, until Beatrice succeeded in restoring some semblance of order. Clearly, though she was in charge of all the girls, they did not fear her as much as Habib, nor did she show any particular desire to exert authority. "Come on,” she chided laughingly, "give them room to breathe. Let them catch their breath, poor things. Remember what it was like for us when we first got here.”

Her English was extremely good, though it was clear she was not a native speaker. It was only later that Fran discovered she was Dutch, 'picked up' in Amsterdam twelve years before. She had not left the palace since. Somewhat shyly, the five newcomers introduced themselves. The girls exclaimed sympathetically when Anna and Fran announced their relationship, obvious though it was from their physical appearance. The young African, Waringa, burst into noisy tears yet again, and there was no, lack of similarly dusky arms to offer her solace and support. Françoise, too, choked with grief as soon as attention focused on her. Of all of them, she had still not had time to adjust in any way to the horror of the fate that had overtaken her.

'You'll be all right here,” Beatrice counselled them, "as long as you do as you're told. I'm sure you've already heard that countless times, but it is important. Some girls have great difficulty in realizing just what it means being here. You are the property of the Prince now. You do whatever anybody outside this room tells you. As for those inside this room, you do what I tell you, all right?”

Her dimpling smile took away any offence or fear her words might have caused.

"I expect you'd like a bath. We eat soon. There's no privacy here, but that mustn't worry you. There aren't any guards inside here, anyway. Come on through. I'll show you the bathroom.” She smiled again. "That's one thing about not having anything of your own. You don't have to worry about unpacking.”

Soon, Fran realized the truth of her remark about the lack of privacy. There were no doors to close and hide behind. Even the toilets, with their gleaming, western style pedestals and fitments, stood in a long row, open at the front, and separated at the side by a low wooden partition less than three feet in height. The showers, washbasins, and the three wide, sunken baths, were similarly open to view. The sleeping area was a wide room along the walls of which were lined double mattresses, with pillows, sheets and blankets.

In the area adjoining the sleeping place was a wall lined with mirrors, with lamps fixed above them, and, beneath, a bench that ran the length of the room. There were dressing stools in front of each mirror, and the bench was crowded with various items of make-up, tissues, and hand towels.

"You are allowed nothing personal here,” Beatrice told them as she showed them round. "There are cosmetics of all kinds. Soaps, towels — everything is provided, and all for common use. Now, I suggest you bathe. Supper will be in half an hour or so.” She paused, smiled sympathetically. "There are now forty seven girls here, counting yourselves. We have to get along with one another. Punishments can be severe if anyone steps out of line. Remember what I said. We're all the Prince's property. And he can dispense with us any time.” Her words hung significantly in the air. "Don't ever forget that.”

As she turned to go, the tall Scots girl suddenly stepped forward, and seized her arm. The face beneath the cropped blonde head stared pleadingly: her eyes glittered with emotion. The Dutch woman gazed back enquiringly, then looked startled at the tightness of the grip on her wrist. "What is it?” she asked sharply.

Alice turned wildly to her companions, then back to Beatrice. She pointed to her mouth. Fran, blushing fiercely, and feeling ridiculous, said, "She was told to keep silent. Over a month ago. We've never heard her speak.”

"Who gave the order? The Prince?”

Alice shook her head, and Fran answered once more. "The American, I think. We're all from Lama. There's an American. Carl Thiery. He — recruits — gets girls for the Prince.” She paused, sweating with embarrassment.

Beatrice nodded. "Yes. We've got others from there. Did anyone say anything — about her continuing the silence in here? Did his highness?”

"No.”

"Well, in that case...” Beatrice shrugged. She reached up and stroked the Scots girl's cheek tenderly. "Perhaps you'd better check when you're called out tomorrow. But in here — I don't know anything. Have a good natter, sweetheart. I guess you've got a lot of catching up to do.”

Alice burst into noisy tears. "Thank you.” Her voice was a hoarse, catchy whisper. They were the

first words she had uttered in seven weeks.

The girls, their heads still spinning from all that had happened, were the centre of attention as those who had been captives for some time, several for a number of years, plied them with eager questions, about the outside world, about the circumstances of their own capture, and answered their tentative queries about what would happen. One of their most immediate worries was all too visibly apparent to them, for they could not help but notice that all the slave girls were totally devoid of pubic hair, as Alice and Waringa already were.

There was also the inescapable evidence of their servility, in the form of a small metal disc, the size of a small coin, and secured by means of a fine wire ring, to the uppermost folds of their labia.

"It doesn't really hurt much,” a raven-haired British girl with a broad Lancashire accent assured them. "Only a bit, like. They put summat on so's yer doan't really feel it. Mind, you 'ave ter sit bloomin' still.” She sniggered, flicked the tiny circle with her fingers. "It quite turns yer on sometimes.” She touched herself again, and shivered a little, chuckling salaciously.

"What's it for?” Fran asked ingenuously.

"Why, it's yer dog tag. Or pussy tag!” The girl giggled again. "It identifies yer. They give yer a number, and put yer name on, in Arabic.” Fran forced herself not to flinch away when the girl reached down between Fran's thighs and let her fingers play with the fine curls of the dark pubis. "Looks dead sexy, all that stuff. You lot 'ud better watch yerselves tonight. We're a right randy lot in 'ere, kid! And you're all fuckin' gorgeous!”

Her words, though delivered with raucous jocularity, had more than a ring of truth, the new girls discovered later. Waringa had already been led willingly away by two of her countrywomen, and the athletic frame of Alice clearly appealed to the Dutch overseer. The Scot, still speaking in a husky whisper reminiscent of a Glaswegian tough, seemed quite amenable to Beatrice's advances, and went off with her to the isolated splendour of the leader's mattress, which was placed in a walled off recess well clear of the general sleeping area.

Fran and Anna, hands tightly clasped to indicate that they were already paired, found an unoccupied mattress. Fran glanced around her. Almost everyone had paired off. With a fine disregard for privacy, the couples were wrapped amorously about one another, and the air was full of murmurings, heavy sighs, and gasps of more violent emotion.

"Where's Françoise?” Fran stared at her older sister. "I'm going to find her. All right?”

"Sure. I'll see you in the morning.” As Fran went to move away, Anna's hand shot out, gripped Fran's shoulder. Fran turned back. Her sister's eyes were brilliant with tears. She saw the slender throat working. The small breasts quivered with the force of the sob which escaped. "I — I'm sorry. For what I've done to you. I didn't — know — it would end like this. I didn't mean —” The tears spilled over, her head sank to her chest.

All at once, Fran sensed a swelling return of the bitterness she had so often experienced since arriving in Lama. She felt a mean pleasure in Anna's distress. "It's too late to be sorry now,” she answered rawly.

Anna's sobbing increased. Her hands reached out

beseechingly. "Listen! If I can ever — do anything — to help — I wish — I'd die to get you out of here!” Her cry was so heartfelt, Fran could not help responding. She touched her sister's hand briefly, then wordlessly moved away.

She found the French girl sitting on the cold floor, in a corner of the huge room, her knees drawn up to her chest, her arms interlaced around them. The cheeks shone with the tears which flowed silently. When Fran's arms went compassionately round the drooping shoulders, Françoise turned, and buried her face in Fran's warm breast. Sobbing with a ferocity that tore through her convulsing body.

"We'll get out of here somehow,” she crooned, her lips to the French girl's ear, clasping her tightly. "I promise. Don't give up hope. I swear. I'll find a way.”

"He wuh — would not leave me. Give me to —f She choked on her words, sobbed on in hopeless despair, while Fran sat rocking her like a baby in her arms. Much later, they found an empty mattress, crawled under a sheet together, and made love with a desperate passion that took them briefly from the bizarre world into which they had sunk like victims drowning in the vastness of an ocean.






SEVENTEEN




Fran lowered herself slowly, until her hard little nipples just grazed the flabby chest of the body beneath her. Through the ample hair which covered the torso, blackly and wetly flattened now, half hidden by the clusters of foam bubbles, she saw his own tiny teats peak in response. She swung back and forth by her arms, bending them slightly, to allow her breasts to make fuller contact, letting him feel their caressing weight on his skin.

He groaned with pleasure, closing his eyes, and his round belly stirred. She felt him rub against her straddling thighs as she knelt over him. Kerri's hair moved ticklingly against Fran's rump, and she turned, to see the Lancashire girl's dark head working between the plump, splayed thighs. Kerri's delicate hands made rapid little strokes, from the root of the testicles, up the thick column of the penis, lathering it with the frothy suds, while her pink tongue lapped with quick greediness at the strawberry dome of the gleaming glans.

Fran moved further, sliding her knees up the slippery hardness of the bench until her breasts grazed over the sweating face below, and she gasped, stifling the sudden pain when the teeth nipped tightly at her nipple. He began to suckle furiously, and swiftly she dipped her shoulders, allowing the softness of her bosom to sink cushioningly against the working jaws.

The naked figure of one of the Thai girls appeared, bearing another bucket of warm, foamy water, and Fran lifted herself obligingly, squatting over the barrel like shape of the man, while the girl tipped the suds over his upper body. Fran moved now, carefully, as she had been taught, keeping most of her weight from him, sitting on her heels and letting her loins trail sweepingly up the glistening torso, spreading the clustering foam, until her genitals were only inches from the flabby folds of his chin. She gasped, then remembered to laugh tinklingly as he suddenly opened his eyes and thrust his face eagerly between her spread-eagled thighs.

She felt the hard little scratch of the metal tag against her sensitive mons, and fleetingly recalled the absurd ceremony with which the five latest additions to his highness's private harem had been officially initiated. It was some days after the long, tediously uncomfortable business of removing their pubis, by a combination of methods which entailed hours of lying there on couches, legs spread, while the Thai girls, who seemed to perform those kinds of duties so skilfully, worked away at them, and various members of the Prince's vast household wandered in and out and stared admiringly.

On the day they were to get their discs, the Prince himself had been present with several of his many brothers, watching enthusiastically.

The girls' sexual organs, newly bared by the lack of pubic hair, were carefully prepared, the labia caressingly teased until they were receptively opened, the upper folds of tissue gently elongated, the gleaming inner surface held tightly by a pair of tiny tweezers. The victims had to sit, thighs spread, on the edge of a narrow bench, their bellies thrust out profferingly. A quick dab of some icy liquid, which temporarily froze the captured flesh, a stab from some kind of electronic pincer — it made Fran almost hysterically think of the time when, as a teenager, she had nervously gone to have her ears pierced — and that was it. The fine wire ring, the metal tag, were in place, at first hanging with obtrusive and titillating heaviness. All five of them stood like soldiers at a parade while his highness came down the line, inspecting, lifting the tags in his fingers, smiling.

How long ago was that? Two weeks, three? Anna estimated they had been there over a month already. None of the girls had any real notion of time's passing, other than the natural divisions of day and night, and the subdivisions of meal times. 'It doesn't pay to reckon time in here,' Beatrice warned. Fran shuddered when she thought of how long the Dutch woman had had within these walls to learn that lesson. The girls whispered privately that it had been twelve years, but Beatrice herself did not refer to it, only acknowledged her seniority with a wry smile.

"You!”

Fran started at the slap on her thigh. The portly figure gestured, and both girls climbed off him hastily. Fran knelt on the sliding wet surface of the bench, resting her brow on her folded arms, raising her behind high, spreading herself so that he could enter her easily from behind. She felt the pad of his belly press yieldingly into her buttocks, and she thrust back against his bulk, so that he could penetrate fully, reaching down between her thighs at the last second to lift the metal tag and hold it against her belly briefly, so that it would not scratch as he drove in.

Their slippery bodies, still gleaming with the

foamy suds, fused easily. Her orifice, besides being wet, was also oilily prepared inside to receive his clamorous attentions, for the leisurely bathing procedure had been a powerfully stirring experience. She gnawed her lip, muffling her frustration when, all too soon, she felt the hot gush of his discharge, and he withdrew abruptly.

The water sloshed freely over both of them and at a nod from the Thai girl, she climbed stiffly from the high table, and moved to one side, to clean herself more thoroughly, while Kerri bent once more to her task of cleansing the whale like bulk again supine beneath her.

Prince Abdulaziz was one of the senior members of the royal clan, an older brother of her master. Fran had no real idea how many brothers the Prince had. The girls reckoned somewhere in the region of twenty, which had astounded her until someone reminded her of the custom of having several wives, as well as concubines, many of whom were treated as persons of great account and dignity. 'It could happen to one of us,' some of the girls mused dreamily, but the reality gave little hope.

Not that life in the slave quarters was bad — if you remembered the all-important watchword — obedience. Both Fran and Anna had been called upon no more than five times in the already seemingly endless period they had been captive here. Each time they were required to attend the Prince's dinner party, acting as serving girls to see to the diners' wants, standing behind the guests as they sat cross legged on the rich rugs, an enormous feast before them.

Then had come varied and shocking sexual exhibitions which had terrified the new girls at first, but they had been involved in none of them. Only later were they required to service the guests, and then the Prince personally assigned each of them to one guest only, with whom they spent the night in a luxurious bedroom, returning to the slave quarters in the morning.

Apart from those occasions, there had been only the enclosed and enforced idleness of their comfortable abode, and the beautiful garden, in which they were allowed to rest, or play, from mid afternoon until the sunset call to prayer, which was their signal to return indoors. And there were diversions. All that beautiful, naked, and available flesh — if a girl was not inclined towards lesbianism when she first entered the quarters, she was soon driven to it from sheer necessity. Passionate love affairs flourished, usually with brief intensity, to be replaced by another. Quarrels could be vicious, too, resentments harboured, but such discord had to be hidden. It was in everyone's interest to keep them so. Retribution could be swift and deadly if disharmony was seen.

A fearful reminder of the servitude under which they lived was disturbingly brought home by the fate of Françoise. In spite of all Fran's increasingly anxious efforts to get the French girl to accept her lot, even to divert her by a lavish display of the physical attraction she felt for her, the girl's grief and pain could not be assuaged, or concealed. The hours of lonely crying gave way to sullen resentment.

It flared soon after their arrival, when they were first taken for the treatment of their body hair. In the room equipped as a beauty parlour, Françoise suddenly threw a fit of screaming rebellion, kicking aside the startled figure who approached her, lashing out in frenzy until, on the orders of the eunuch Habib, the others, Fran among them, finally overpowered her, and strapped her down on one of the leather couches.

The girls went to work on her, ignoring her screaming invective, her wild sobbing. Habib told them to hasten the procedure, so that the triangle of dark hair was quickly and painfully plucked from her. Later that night, back in the quarters, she went into another screaming fit, howling to be released, and again the girls had to forcibly restrain her. Habib brought some pills, which were crammed down her throat, and knocked her out for the night and half the next day. But they made little difference, apart from quietening her. She refused to eat, to obey orders, until, a couple of days later, under Habib's direction, two of the girls dragged her out.

That afternoon, instead of going out to the garden, all the girls were taken from their quarters through the long corridor of black and white tiles, and up a wide staircase, to a room on the first floor. At first Fran thought it was some kind of gymnasium. There were bars round the walls, and what looked like various bits of bulky apparatus. Prom the high ceiling hung four large rings, suspended on long ropes about five feet from the floor. They could have been the rings on which gymnasts performed, except that they were too near the ground.

Fran recognised the powerful figures of two of the bodyguards, as they entered, holding the feebly struggling Françoise by her wrists. With swift expertise, they bound her by wrists and ankles to the four rings, and then stood back while the naked figure writhed and swung, contorting as she fought vainly against her restraints. Exhausted, she gave up, and hung there, sobbing piteously.

There was a subdued murmur as the Prince himself came in. He was wearing a white gown, but was bareheaded. His menacing look brought the fearful audience to breathless silence. Habib followed him, bearing something on a small, embroidered cushion. It looked like a coiled serpent, and Fran's heart sank when Prince Salman picked it up, and she saw the obscene, pale length of it hanging from the short, black handle, for she recognised all too well the revolting instrument of chastisement whose fiery bite she had tasted at the hand of Carl.

The sweating Prince went into action once more. The lash struck across the madly clenching buttocks, and the backs of the thighs, as well as the splendid hollow of the back itself, and the tormented shrieks rose high, until Fran wanted to block her ears from the sound. The red fire spread, the body jerked and swung, though the screams subsided to a steadier, keening wail, through which Françoise blubberingly begged for mercy. It seemed an age before the chastisement ended.

That night Fran waited anxiously, but Françoise did not appear. "What will happen to her?” Fran asked Beatrice fearfully.

The Dutch girl shrugged, somewhat callously, Fran thought privately, though she said nothing. Indeed, few of the girls seemed to show any sympathy for the French girl's predicament. "She

brought it on 'erself; fuckin' stupid cow!” Kerri commented dismissively.

"I think she'll be kept in isolation for a while,” Beatrice told Fran. "They have some powerful methods of persuasion here,” she added ominously, and Fran shuddered. "If she proves absolutely intractable...” she shrugged again, leaving Fran's imagination to run fearful riot.

Meanwhile, Fran had her own survival to ensure. She maintained a certain coolness towards her sister, which clearly distressed Anna a great deal. But, after all, Anna was right to feel bad about what she had done. Those letters, written in her own hand, whether they had been merely copied or not, had been directly responsible for getting Fran out to Lama, and so ensnaring her in the trap which had now closed about her. In spite of her brave, whispered words to the sobbing French girl the first night they had arrived here, Fran did not really hold out any hope for their escape.

It was a prospect so terrifying in its bleakness that she frantically sought to divert herself from dwelling on it, by concentrating on what pleasures there were to be found in their restricted existence. Secretly, she was glad to see that Anna had adopted a similar approach, and was soon intensely involved with Odette, a lovely Goan girl, the two of them scarcely able to keep their hands or lips from each other. And, in the encapsuled intimacy of the quarters, they did not have to.

Fran herself struck up a passionate attachment to the Lancashire girl, Kerri. Her pert manner made her naturally predominant, but in their strange world there were few determinedly butch females. Though Kerri took the early initiative in their love making, she soon allowed Fran the heady pleasure of returning favours, and the nights became hectic intervals of supreme physical delights. Often, it was not until the first pre-dawn prayer calls were distantly heard in the still dark sky that their tired, satiated bodies, closely entwined, fell back into exhausted and happily dream free slumber.

It was through Kerri's influence that Fran was assigned one day to the bath house with her, to assist the four Thai girls who ran the place for the guests of the Prince, and the members of his family, of whom there was an apparently endless supply. Fran was shy at first, especially when she watched wide eyed while the Thais demonstrated what her duties would be, and the techniques she would be required to use. However, when she got to work on her first customer, she found the routine undeniably arousing. "One thing. Yer certainly keep clean on this job, eh, kid?” Kerri sniggered, and Fran grinned in return.

They worked well together. One day, the Prince himself came and availed himself of their services. Clearly, he was far from dissatisfied, as his thickly rearing prick, thrusting through the bubbles like a miniature periscope, testified.

Quickly, he signalled to Fran, who immediately straddled his thick thighs, her knees jutting upward at either side, and lowered herself onto his engorged member, taking care that its entrance into her pulsing vagina should be teasingly gradual. When she could feel him fully home in her, she made her movements equally restrained at first, gently rocking back and forth. With her soapy knuckles, she kneaded his breasts, sitting upright, arching her back as though

she were taking part in some equestrian competition.

Behind her, the black hair tickling the base of her stirring buttocks, she could feel Kerri crouching, softly stroking the Prince's testicles as they moved up and down in their thrusting quest. The Prince's own movements soon became urgent. His fingers dug painfully into her riding thighs, and, obediently, she began to bounce more actively, increasing the rhythm until she was furiously plunging, could feel the burning spear of his flesh driving up into her, then, finally, when her own flesh was screamingly beating with her drumming desire, exploding flood-like within her.

More often than not her clients came well before she was ready for a similar release. It could be cruelly frustrating, particularly if she was near the point of crisis, which, because of the lengthy and erotic ritual of the bathing, she generally was. But she had to remind herself that to them she was a mere object. Her body was a thing of pleasure, solely for their use, not hers.

It was a salutary lesson, though a bitter one, until she quickly realized that, once they had departed, there was the delightfully wicked Kerri, or one of the Thai girls, to bring her to that blissful zenith of pure physical joy. It might not be the same as when a man was inside you to the hilt, but it was equally powerful, she was sure.

And there were even wickedly effective substitutes for that, too. One day, a giggling Kerri produced an amazingly realistic phallus, both in shape and size, made from sweetly scented, ivory coloured soap, which she proceeded to put to lengthy and devastatingly successful use. "Who needs a fuckin' prick anyhow?” she panted triumphantly at last, in her forthright way, while Fran slowly drifted back to awareness after the mindless splendour of her orgasm. "And clean as a whistle, inside and out!' Look at yer! Ah'm for ever blowin' bubbles!” Fran squealed and thrust weakly at the dark head, which dipped to kiss the narrow divide that gleamed from the loving attention it had so thrillingly received.

Françoise came back one afternoon while the girls were out in the garden. At first, Fran did not recognise her. She thought it was some new arrival, and stared in some interest at the whitely shaven skull, which gave an extra, exotic strangeness to the beautiful, slender form, and seemed to proclaim even more dramatically its nudity. Then she saw who it was, and she darted forward with a welcoming cry. The cry turned to one of compassionate horror, when she saw how slowly and stiffly the girl moved, saw the dark circles, faded somewhat now but still all too clearly visible, beneath the darkly tragic eyes themselves.

She walked like an arthritic old woman, and was glad to sit on the nearest bench. Already, the tears were flowing. At first, she would not talk at all about her experiences, though many of the girls crowded around enquiringly, their sympathy ringing rather false, Fran reflected. Only later, when they managed to snatch some time 'alone' together, did the French girl talk, in a stumbling, haunted tone all the more chilling for its softness.

Fran could not help noticing the puffed, distended line of the labia, standing out against the paleness of the belly, the dark, swollen look of bruised tissue. "They beat me — many times. With that thing. Always here first.” Gingerly, she touched her sex, the metal disc moving slightly as she did so. "But then —” The weirdly attractive bald head dipped, the tears beginning yet again, though she made a great effort to conquer them, and carried on in the same quiet voice. "They gave me to the guards. There were so many.” She shook her head helplessly. "I don't know. I lose count. They keep me in this room. On this bed. I don't know. Maybe three days, maybe more. They come in and use me — have sex with me. All the time, one after the other. I think I will die. After, they take me to a room like the hospital. They treat me.” Again, she gestured towards the area between her thighs.

She looked at Fran, who saw the depths of misery and despair in the brown eyes, which made her own gaze mist with tears. Françoise touched her bald head. "They do this — that eunuch, he come to me, tell me it is to show how bad I am. Everyone will know.” The head dipped briefly, then lifted again.

"I wish I could die. I want it,” she said, with such awful simplicity that Fran's heart chilled.






EIGHTEEN




Stephen Holt stared down at the articles of clothing in the opened drawer. There was nothing blatantly or provocatively sexy, as such. The pants were mostly white, little cotton briefs, very sensible for the climate. The bras, too. No teasingly transparent nylon, or frilly scraps of lace. There was only one garment like that, among her night things. A short, pale blue wisp of a thing, with its thin trimming of lace along the hem. It wouldn't have hidden, or covered, much. He smiled; let it fall through his lingers.

Anna's clothing had been pretty much the same. Plain underthings, a couple of dresses of some crease resistant material, among all the tops and jeans. Not a lot, she had travelled light. Still, at least he had seen her wearing some of it, before he had begun the process of her enslavement.

He wondered if he would have been as successful with Fran. She had more spirit, he had felt it, suspected that she still carried strongly within her that core of independence, despite her outward show of obedience. It was that that had intrigued and excited him so much.

He had been determined to reach into her, to break it finally. As he went to shut the drawer where her underthings lay, his eye caught the tiny sprigged pattern on the bikini briefs. He recognised them at once. Nara must have taken them and washed them, for they were fragrantly clean. Vividly, he recalled drawing them down, pulling them off the kicking, weeping figure. He picked them up and buried his face in them, savouring the feel, the aroma, his heart caught by a desolation he did not think he would feel again. Savagely, he flung them back, slammed the drawer shut. He prayed that in Qumrah she had learned truly to obey, or had kept that inner core of rebellion hidden. He could imagine the consequences if she failed.

And now, yet again, he sternly damped down his own blazing rage against the Prince and all his entourage. As for Carl — when Stephen had finally woken, sick and disoriented, in that opulent room at Kenda Bay, the American had been there, sitting on the wide bed, his long face creased in concern. But, beneath, Stephen was sure he could sense if not see the sneering contempt, and evil delight in what he had helped to bring about.

His sickness was exacerbated by his feeling of helpless disgust. He had felt unmanned, almost as though he had been somehow physically abused. The thought even crossed his feverish mind, for he found himself lying naked, the covers turned back off his sweating body, Carl's hands lightly touching as he wiped him with a damp cloth. "Sorry, old buddy. It was the Prince's idea. I just couldn't talk him out of it. He was determined to have those two chicks, and he knew you wouldn't change your mind.”

And he hadn't. It had been hard, swallowing his fury, hiding it from the sharp eyed Carl, but he knew it was essential. He couldn't pretend that it didn't matter. That would have fooled nobody, least of all the wily American. But he could, and did, he hoped, hide the depth and strength of his anger, and his resolve to get both girls back, and have his revenge. He knew it would involve much patience. And time.

He told himself he was crazy even to dream of penetrating the fortress of Qumrah. As far as he knew, no Westerner had ever been invited there. And he was not so foolish as to think he could get within ten miles of the place without Prince Salman's permission. That was what he had to achieve. And to regain the Prince's confidence and trust, he had to wait. He hoped that the girls could, too. They were tough and level headed, for all their ingenuous youth. They would survive, he kept reassuring himself.

Fooling the Prince meant fooling Thiery, too. Once Stephen had recovered, he kept his distance from Carl at first. That was not part of his plan. He almost literally couldn't stomach the man. But vengeance could wait. An ice-cool nerve and a mind like a razor were what he needed now.




***




Fran could not prevent her thoughts from dwelling almost incessantly on Stephen, though it added severely to her anguish, as the days stretched out to more weeks. There were still diversions. Kerri had lost her early possessiveness, and though they still frequently enjoyed each other's bodies, Fran was free to choose pleasure elsewhere. With the slim grace of Mumtaz, for instance, a Somali girl with whom she had developed a deep and abiding attachment.

One day, when Fran and Kerri returned from the bathhouse at around the midday mealtime, they found the quarters buzzing with excited chatter and speculation. "There's a European here. A guest!”

Beatrice was consulted. In all her time here, she had never known a white man to have been brought within the walls of the palace. Yet two of the girls claimed to have seen him, when they were returning from a night servicing the Princes.

"Tall. Blond. Gorgeous looking.” Fran's heart started to race. She felt sick and giddy, and leaned weakly against a cool pillar. It's him, she thought dizzily, and then savagely chided herself. Don't be so stupid! What would he be doing here? How? After all that's happened. He couldn't be! It would be too dangerous.

Yet her stomach churned, fluttered wildly, when Habib, the reek of his perfume almost making her gag, came and seized her arm.

"Make yourself ready. Bathe and oil yourself. You are appearing before his highness tonight, after dinner. Your sister, too. I will send for you. Be ready.” The girls gazed at each other, their eyes large with speculation, while, around them, the chattering voices rose shrilly.

They waited anxiously, their carefully made up faces and perfumed bodies aquiver with anticipation. When Habib came to lead them to the Prince's sumptuous quarters, they held hands, their sweating palms clasped convulsively. The large dining room was lined with people. The meal had been cleared; the rich rugs were spread in bright array over the central area of the polished floor. There was Prince Salman, his round belly thrusting out the dazzling whiteness of his robe. He had discarded his outer cloak, and his headdress.

Fran gasped. She felt Anna's hand tighten fiercely about hers. She was afraid she might faint, wondered fleetingly if she were dreaming. There was Stephen, beside the Prince, his face and neck dark against the white sports shirt. Then she saw his countenance more closely, saw nothing else in that crowded assembly. His eyes shone with the delight of seeing the girls, yet reflected a pain that matched her own, and she felt a cold chill settle on her.

Habib jabbed them in the back, and belatedly they remembered the ritual of their status. They advanced, letting go of each other, and dropped down on one knee, heads bowed, before the Prince.

"Look at me.” He touched them lightly, and they looked up. Fran could feel herself trembling violently. He was smiling sadistically. "You recognise Mister Stephen. Your former owner. He has risked a great deal coming here. He must set a high value on your worth. More than a million dollars, which he has returned to me. Reluctantly, and foolishly perhaps, I have agreed to take pity on him and help him. He is the first non-believer to enter here. I'm sure he appreciates the honour done to him.”

He leaned forward, gestured for the girls to rise. They perched awkwardly beside the ornately carved chair as he held out his arms, slipped them around the slim forms. He began to fondle them, on breasts and flanks, then, with crude ostentation, he let his thick fingers play with the tiny discs which swung darkly against their bellies. The symbolism of his action was all too clear. "Though you belong to me, I have decided to be merciful.” Fran's heart was thudding now. God, God, don't let me faint, she prayed frantically, unable to believe in the miracle about to happen.

"However,” the smooth voice continued, destroying her spark of hope almost as it was born, "I cannot bear to lose you entirely. Therefore, in generosity, I offer my friend here half of what he wishes. And I will be deprived of half my happiness, too, though it will cause me much grief.”

The cruel smile gave little sign of the distress he was claiming.

"One of you will go with Mister Stephen, one stay with me.”

His fingers pinched hard at the softness of their breasts.

"We will settle this in a time honoured way among my people. We are simple desert folk.” All at once, with a force that sent them both sprawling painfully on the thick rugs, he flung them from his embrace. His smile glittered down at them, his dark eyes piercing. "You will fight for the right to go or stay.” He laughed softly. "The winner will go with Mister Stephen, the loser will remain!"






NINETEEN




"No!” Fran cried out instinctively, her revulsion overcoming all the harsh lessons in servitude she had learned since she had first stepped off the plane at Lama's tiny airstrip. She saw the shock and dawning fury on the Prince's cruel face, but even that could not prevent her.

"You can't — eugh!”

Her words ended in a gasp of pain as Anna suddenly launched herself at her, cannoning into her unsuspecting frame, just as she was getting to her feet, and slamming her down on her back on the rug, knocking the wind from her. A searing pain shot through her scalp. Anna's clawed fingers hooked in her hair, and savagely yanked it, jerking back the head, while her other hand, similarly taloned, fastened on the soft rise of her right breast. The fingers dug through the cushioning tissue until they encountered the hardness of rib bone beneath. The nails raked a brutal scarlet path across the pale skin, and Fran screamed out in agony, and utter amazement

“Tight, you little bitch!”

Anna's twisting frame descended, pinning her sister down, pounding her to the floor. A great shout of laughter went up at her initiative. The Prince's anger was forgotten; his eyes glowed with delight at the sudden unleashing of this spitfire. The crowd roared encouragement

Fran's eyes overflowed with tears of pain and of shocked disbelief. The cruel hand moved from her stinging breast, the palm delivered a ringing slap across the side of her face. Then Anna's weight came down crushingly on her chest, driving the breath from her. She felt the thighs encircle her, almost at her neck. The hands dug once more into her hair, lifted her head, and thumped it down on the floor, whose hard surface was mercifully cushioned by the thick rugs.

Fran began to struggle. Her heels drummed a rapid tattoo on the carpet, her belly jerked upward as she tried to dislodge the entrapping weight All at once, unbidden, a long forgotten incident came to her bewildered mind. She had been thirteen, Anna just turned fifteen. They were in France, at the old farmhouse in the Dordogne the family had rented for the summer holidays. As usual, their mother had promptly disappeared to Paris, leaving them in the careless charge of Mme Combet. the housekeeper.

The girls had been quarrelling about something or other, watched by a small group of the village children, sniggering peasants’ kids, who had been mocking the two foreigners. There was an old rain barrel, full to the brim of blackly ancient water, with a generous green scum floating on the top. Suddenly Fran, losing the argument, slapped Anna's face resoundingly, whereupon the older girl had grabbed her, seizing her hair.

They had fought in earnest then, and Anna had torn Fran’s blouse, ripping it open, then dragging it half off her shoulders, exposing the pretty little camisole she wore underneath, much to the sniggering goggle eyed delight of the urchins in the group of spectators. Not content with that, she had hauled the screaming Fran by the hair to the barrel, and dunked her head and shoulders in the loathsome, scummy liquid, cutting off her cries of protest, and half drowning her.

When Anna finally released her, Fran had stood there, helplessly choking and coughing, water pouring from her, thick strands of green mess in her hair and hanging down her face. And, worst of all, the mortified youngster had looked down to see the thin camisole, soaking wet, plastered to the outline of her newly budding breasts, whose little nipples and the circles about them showed in clear detail through the clinging cotton.

Pinned now to the floor, her sister's weight holding her down, squirming and sobbing, legs kicking, she recaptured all the indignity and humiliation of that far off memory. With frenzied strength, she succeeded in tossing off the straddling figure. Her shock at the transformation of Anna into a snarling, clawing animal was gone. Elemental fury possessed her. The naked forms locked, Fran's assault carrying her opponent backwards. They fell, rolled across the floor, clasping each other in combat. Butting, biting, scratching, they sobbed and fought. Then Anna's knee came up, drove squarely between Fran's thighs, slamming into the soft swell of the pudenda. Fran yelped at the sharp, cutting sting of her disc on her tender flesh, then she doubled, fell, releasing her hold. Anna was on her, their wet and sweating faces strained, clashed together.

"Hit me!” Anna gasped, her lips on Fran's ear.

Astonishment filtered through the redness of pain and rage.

"What!”

Their heads were still together, their limbs entwined. Fran almost ceased struggling in her surprise.

"You want him, don't you? Fight for him. Hit me, you stupid little cow!”

Anna raked her nails across Fran's neck, then turned, offering her body, momentarily unprotected, as a target. Fran grabbed her, wrestled her down. Anna's long neck turned, presented itself.

"Punch me!” she whispered. "As hard as you can.” Fran's hand formed a fist. Rising on one knee, she lashed out, swung the fist. It slammed into the angle of the neck and jaw, and Anna hurtled backward, arms flung wide, legs similarly sprawled. She lay there, on her back, gasping harshly, and moaning. Her head turned back and forth. One knee bent, then the leg flopped out again, feebly twitching.

Fran stood, her breasts heaving as she gulped in great lungfuls of air. Her whole body ached; smarting sweat ran into her eyes, to mingle with the tears as huge sobs racked her frame. She trembled violently, her legs almost giving way beneath her. Anna still didn't move.

A loud roar of elation went up all round her. She cried out her sister's name, frantically, made to go to her, but suddenly there were people all round her. Stephen was holding her; she was actually in his arms, her weeping head resting on his chest. If he had not been supporting her, she would have fallen. All at once, despite her weariness, a great wave of contentment swept over her. The noise and jostling was deafening, but she no longer cared about anything. They would probably kill them both right now, and she did not care. She was in his arms, there was no better place to end it all, she was sure.

Still in a daze, the tears streaming down her smarting cheeks, she clung to him, gaining her strength from the arm encircling her shoulder, the brush of his clothing on her skin. She was so close to him that she stumbled as they moved. She heard the Prince's voice, heavy above the murmurs of the crowd, the deep rumble of Stephen's reply. He was moving, pulling her along; they were in the wide corridor along which she had first walked when they arrived at Qumrah. All at once, she recovered her senses. She stopped, crying out 'Anna' in panic.

He gathered her, his arm squeezing her as he lifted her off her feet, dragging her across his hip. "Into the jeep!” he hissed urgently. "That fight was rigged! The Prince will be furious! Let's get the hell out of here. Come on!”

With a gladness she would later remember with deep and abiding shame, she surrendered to her own weakness and his strength, let herself be swept along. The heaviness of the buzzing darkness enveloped her. She smelt the hanging scents of the fragrant gardens, the still warm concrete of the path was rough on her feet, then she was scrambling inelegantly up the high step into the seat of the dusty vehicle, and he was in beside her.

The engine roared, the headlights stabbed out into the blackness. Turning, she saw the crowd, which had followed, staring at them as though uncertain. The windows of the palace were strung out like the lights of a ship. Her heart lurched at the sudden jarring halt of the jeep. Faces surrounded them once more, in the red and white checked headdress, the military style uniforms, and she realized they were at the gates, the high doors barring their escape.

She trembled, whimpered softly. Stephen called out, a face came closer, peering in. She felt as well as saw the man's eyes slide greedily over her. It was not until then that she even considered the fact of her nudity. Then the doors swung open, and the massive, brooding emptiness of the desert hit them. Stephen gunned the motor, they roared away, bouncing, sending great clouds of dust up in their wake as they fled.

She collapsed, sank back into the sticky embrace of the leather seat, sobbing hysterically, all the strength flowing from her like the tears she could not check. She felt her swollen knuckles, felt again the jar of the blow she had struck, felt its savage force on her sister's offered neck.

'Hit me!'

The grief came like an engulfing tide as the full import of Anna's sacrifice bore down on her tortured mind. 'I'd die to get you out of here.' Her sister's words, spoken that first night at the palace, rang with echoing accusation in Fran's spinning brain. And that was virtually what Anna had done. Surrendered her chance of escape in trying to give Fran her freedom.

Stephen said nothing, concentrating on the dusty sand swept tarmac of the deserted road, running ribbon like through the stark haunted beauty of the landscape, heading for freedom.




***




Oh God!

There was nothing, nothing beyond this moment, her whole life and being was centred in this. She felt him come deep inside her beating core, the hot spurt of him. She moaned, her mind slipping, the onrushing oblivion of pure sensation taking her over as she soared, thrust frenziedly upward into the apocalypse of her own climax.

The sobbing died down; the tears glistened wetly on her cheeks, the heaving of her breasts quietened. Automatically, the grip of her thighs tightened about his hips as she felt him soft and spent, felt the muscles of her throbbing, electrically pulsing vagina relax. No. She wanted to weep again as their flesh sundered, he slipped wetly out of her, leaving the cold, gaping emptiness, the cooling dew of sweat beading on her body.

He was still hanging over her, resting between her thighs, his face above her, filling her vision. She felt the words that were thundering in her brain swell within her, she could almost feel them pressing for utterance against her lips. I love you. No. She must not say them. They were forbidden, she knew, they must never be spoken. She was his. That was it, simply. He possessed her. As he wished.




The End
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