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Chapter One

 
"Open your legs wider."
The chauffeur's glance flicked to the rear view mirror and obediently Paula let her thighs part a little more so that he could see up the short skirt to where her sex nestled at their junction. He might be able to get a glimpse of gold from the rings which pierced her there, she thought, but it was none of her business whether he could or not, just as it would be none of her business what he chose to do with her. When she was doing her master's work, her body belonged to whoever wanted it.
"Pull your skirt higher you slut," he ordered, his voice hoarse with growing excitement. Paula lifted her buttocks and drew the skirt up carefully, trying not to crease it. When she lowered herself again she felt the soft leather of the limo's seats against her naked thighs and buttocks above her stockings. She re-settled herself and let her knees fall a bit further apart for good measure.
The car slowed a little as the chauffeur feasted his eyes on the sight she presented him with, seated in the middle of the back seat. Soon, she knew, he would pull over into somewhere secluded and amuse himself with her for a while before delivering her to the address in London where she would be kept for the pleasure of someone whose help her master needed until he was ready for her to be returned to his residence; her master was the Patriarch of the Church of Ultimate Purification, dedicated to the ordering of society based on 'the proper disciplining of the female'. Paula was one of his most trusted and devoted acolytes. 
And although she loved working for the Church and would enjoy helping steer through Parliament some legislation the Church needed; above all she worshipped her master and only lived for the time when she could return to serve him as a member of his Inner Circle. He had told her that morning as she had left his bed that it would not be long before her mission would be accomplished.
Her thoughts were broken into by the car turning off the side road it had been on and bumping along an unmade track until it finally came to rest in a beech wood, where the giant trees rose from a thick carpet of their own leaves and shed a cool shade on everything below them on this fine spring day.
"Can't have you getting your nice clothes all muddy, can we slut?" the chauffeur said, twisting round in his seat. "So get 'em off! All of them!"
All the girls of the Inner Circle were perfectly well accustomed to being used while they were in transit and Paula's only concern was to make sure she still looked fresh when she was delivered. Calmly she set about undressing. Technically the only authority the chauffeur had over her was as a man, and the Church taught the subservience of women to men as part of its greater plan to create a truly disciplined society. But the Patriarch himself had given this particular man full rights to her body; he was, after all, a driver for many senior government officials and Paula's master knew the value of having spies everywhere. So Paula counted herself doubly honoured, she was acting as bait to attract this man into the service of the Church even while she was on her way to serve as payment for services rendered. 
She left her stockings to last, experience had taught her that hold ups were best as they were more easily got out of, but once her legs were bare she slipped her feet into her high heels, shuffled along the seat, opened the door and climbed out. The air was pleasant on her naked skin and she stood up proudly to allow the chauffeur to inspect his prize. He came close and Paula caught the scent of stale tobacco on his breath. Reaching out he took hold of her nipple rings and began tugging and twisting them cruelly.
"You Church girls do anything a man wants, right?" he rasped. 'Church girls' was how the tabloid press referred to them and their legendary submissiveness was the stuff of tabloid heaven. Paula and the rest of the Inner Circle were keen and frequently amused followers of their own supposed adventures. 
"Yes, sir," Paula answered without hesitation, looking down at her breasts as they were pulled and tugged into long cones, the gold of the rings glinting at their tips between the man's nicotine stained fingers. Sharp little spears of pain pulsed through her as the pierced nipples were stretched. She was immensely proud of her body, she was curvaceous without being spectacularly big breasted and she knew her trim-waisted, full-hipped figure was a turn on for any man. But her real value lay in her toughness and endurance, her master was always fond of exhibiting her to guests for that reason. Sometimes he would have her wrist suspended at one end of the long dining table at his residence and have her flogged for the duration of an entire meal. She orgasmed regularly under discipline, her skin took welts easily and healed quickly and above all, her figure suited heavy welting. She was always delighted at how men stiffened into full erection at the sight of her beaten body and then regained their stiffness almost immediately after they had enjoyed her, ready to enjoy her again. Her master always said that one evening playing with Paula could net him more converts than a month of sermons by a hundred of his priests could.
Now, though, the chauffeur's hand was fumbling its way down her body towards her mons and she shifted her stance to allow the thick fingers to rasp their way between her soft thighs and feel their way into her body. He sniggered as he found her wet and open for him.
"Your master said he wouldn't mind if you were delivered with a few marks, slut. So I aim to oblige. Over there against that tree!"
Roughly he shoved her away but kept hold of the rings on her labia. She stumbled backwards and then cried out as tension came onto them. The man laughed as he released her and began to unbuckle the thin leather belt at his waist. Her eyes watering from the stinging at her crotch, Paula headed for the tree he had indicated and assumed the position she thought he would want. She spread her legs, hollowed her back and rested her forearms against the rough bark, then she leaned her head on her arms and waited. The correct position to take a beating unrestrained was second nature to her; the spread legs and hollowed back displayed her cunt for the flagellator. 
The chauffeur took her master's wishes to heart and gave her enough of a thrashing with the stinging, thin strap to bring fresh tears to her eyes. Her bottom took most of the lashes and that was where he took her when he was ready. Again that was something she was well accustomed to, the sight of the church's X branded on the smooth curve of one buttock was enough to inspire most men to what Paula considered a proper amount of cruelty. He delved his fingers into her cunt, scooping out a good palmful of juice which he then spread roughly around her anus, poking some of it past her sphincter.
"I'm not the first who’s been up this way," he sneered as he felt her muscles give with practised ease. "Not by a long way."
Paula did her best to accommodate him but it wasn't an ideal position for anal penetration and he was very thick. But eventually she found herself impaled on a cock which reamed her passage out very satisfactorily. The pleasure she got from the girth of him made her risk putting one hand down and frigging her clitoris as he took her. An experienced master would have prevented her from taking pleasure he hadn't specifically permitted her but fortunately the chauffeur was too busy approaching his climax to notice.
Once he had finished and withdrawn from her, he made her stay where she was while he cleaned himself, saying he wanted to watch his spunk drip out of her. She could certainly feel it oozing as she waited for permission to wipe herself and was grateful when it finally came. She dressed again quickly after she had wiped herself with some grass, her bottom stinging pleasantly and then the chauffeur completed his job without saying another word to her.
He dropped her outside an imposing house in a square off the Edgware Road and when she rang the bell the door was opened by a small Indonesian woman who looked to be in her forties, handsome but with a strangely expressionless face.
"You are expected," she said in clipped, accented English.
Paula picked up her case and followed her into a well-furnished interior. The woman opened the door to the lounge and took Paula's case, her skin feeling leathery but surprisingly soft against Paula's.
"You wait here please," she said and left.
Paula took in the Georgian proportions of the room and wandered around for a moment inspecting the paintings and the ornaments on the mantelpiece. Finally she settled herself on an elegant chair by the large living room window and waited calmly for whomever it was her master wanted her to serve. The chauffeur's attentions to her bottom had left a fading skin burn on the surface and a feeling inside her as though she had had a big bowel movement. But these were familiar sensations and she was certain that far worse was in store for her. She smiled at the thought of how proud her master would be of her sufferings for him. She leaned back in the chair to take advantage of comfort while she could find it and as there was no man in the room she took the opportunity to cross her legs; something that was normally strictly forbidden. She would confess when she returned to her master.
 
The politician was a tall, athletic looking man with a distinguished touch of grey dusting his hair at his forehead and temples. He stared hard at the man now confronting him, he too was tall, but was very dark and with a hawk-like beak of a nose and dark, very dark, eyes. The two men stood facing each other in a room flooded with mid-morning light striking through the sash windows beside them. Outside, the government security men prowled and lounged against the side of the official limousine. There was not much need for them as they were inside the estate of the Patriarch of the Church of Ultimate Purification; and his own security was as tight as anything the government could lay on.
"I am of course well aware of the hold that you have on an increasingly large section of the community, but I really do think that this going a bit too far," the politician said.
"And of course you are worried that it might not be a vote winner," the Patriarch replied, holding up a hand to pre-empt a response. "I know, you are a politician. You have to worry about such things. But deep in our hearts we both know that what my church teaches is a truth as ancient and fundamental as humanity itself. Woman was made in man's image and should serve him with all her heart, mind...." Here he paused, waiting until the other man's eyes met his. "And body."
The politician squirmed uncomfortably. The current Prime Minister was a happily married man. He traded on it and photo shoots of him being a happily married man abounded in every newspaper. The happily grinning faces peered out of at least one nearly every day.
The Patriarch watched him carefully.
"I don't know. You do have some pretty unorthodox methods. It might not look good if any news of this meeting got out," the politician said doubtfully.
"No news will get out. And you must admit that you are consumed with curiosity about my movement and its true nature. Tabloid rumours are so lurid...and yet they have no idea of how far short of the truth they fall."
The politician stared at the Patriarch as he smiled disarmingly. "The Church of Ultimate Purification believes in complete structure and discipline throughout society but like most things that must start at home!"
The Patriarch paused to pour them both coffee before he continued. "But I do not mean that women should merely be more feminine. I mean that they should be utterly feminine - at all times - and that femininity must be dedicated to the service of men. The only true woman is one who knows the mastery of the male. The only true man is the one who knows the beauty of submissive womanhood."
The politician appraised his host with some anxiety. He had become very fervid and animated suddenly, but then, just as quickly he relaxed and flashed a brilliant smile at his guest.
"Perhaps it would be best if you met one of the products of our female training and discipline establishments face to face. Then you will be able to judge more accurately the value of my proposed Act of Female Limitation."
The politician relaxed in his turn and the Patriarch touched his phone. A pleasantly modulated female voice answered through the speaker.
"Yes, sir?" it asked.
"Melissa, who's on duty downstairs at the moment?"
There was a second's pause.
"It's Annabel, sir."
"Excellent! Send her in please."
A few moments later the door opened and a woman entered.
The politician couldn't help staring at her. It was not that she was spectacularly beautiful, although she was certainly attractive, it was more that she was perfectly groomed and turned out. Even mid-morning on a normal working day she wore a clinging dress of pure silk, a deep turquoise colour, the halter neck left her shoulders bare and the shifting beneath the fabric as she walked revealed that the superbly rounded breasts were unfettered by a bra. The skirt finished just above the knee but was slashed up to the hip on her right. A flash of pale, smooth-skinned thigh accompanied each step she took. The elegant length of leg below the skirt was emphasised by the high-heeled, spaghetti-strapped sandals on her feet.
"Annabel, I want you to meet, Mr Hodson. Mr Hodson is an influential MP."
Charles Hodson barely heard the Patriarch as Annabel favoured him with a brilliant smile and came to shake his hand. Close up he realised that her make-up was as perfect as the rest of her outfit. Her hand rested lightly in his, soft and warm.
"I'm delighted to meet you, sir," she said in a quite easy tone. There was nothing toadying or subservient about the way she said 'sir'. Coming from her mouth the word seemed absolutely right.
Charles was suddenly aware that her hand still rested in his and he broke the contact hurriedly. Annabel smiled again and stood where she was, her hands joined in front of her. The Patriarch came to stand behind her and addressed her from there, while holding Charles with his steely gaze.
"Mr Hodson is a government...whip," he said softly.
Charles saw the woman's eyes widen for a second, then she smiled. "How...interesting," she said.
The Patriarch smiled at Charles as well but then became brisk and business-like again.
"Tell Mr Hodson what you were before you came to us, Annabel."
Charles saw a blush begin to suffuse her cheeks and she looked down at her hands, her fingers beginning to intertwine nervously.
"I was a disgrace to my sex, sir. I used drugs and prostituted myself, making men into mere customers of my degradation instead of treating them with the reverence they are truly due. Now I am enlightened and I live every day to render the best service I can to my masters."
Charles could hardly believe his ears. The woman plainly meant every word she was uttering.
"And who are your masters, Annabel?"
"Principally you, sir. But all men are masters of all women and I serve whoever you want me to."
"Good. And have you been obedient today?"
"Yes, sir. I hope so."
"Then you will of course obey me if I tell you to accept a punishment from Mr Hodson here."
Annabel looked up suddenly, her eyes bright and sparkling. "Of course, sir. And I hope he will enjoy delivering it as much as I will receiving it."
"What implement would you like to use on her?" The Patriarch turned his dark eyes on Charles's disbelieving face.
He stuttered and stumbled over his words, aware that this beautifully dressed woman was offering herself to have pain inflicted on her purely because the Patriarch was telling her to. It was barbaric. Insane.
And yet he realised that at the thought of the domination he was seeing in action, there was a tightness at the front of his suit trousers.
"On second thoughts, perhaps that is hurrying things along a little. I will administer the discipline. You, Charles, watch and learn how a woman should truly behave."
He tapped the surface of the dining table which stood beside them and without hesitation Annabel laid her upper body on it and spread her arms out to grip the edges. Then, quite calmly, the Patriarch bent and grasped the hem of her dress and pulled the skirt up onto her waist at the back, bunching it in front of her against the table. Charles gazed in awestruck lust at the revealed length of satin smooth thigh and the way her thong only just contained the plump-lipped bulge of her vulva below the achingly lovely cushions of soft buttock flesh.
"A hand spanking is wasted on a woman of Annabel's experience. She has been schooled to harder things than that. Harder and much more pleasurable for her masters."
Charles's mouth had gone dry and the tightness in his trousers was almost painful as he watched the Patriarch saunter over to the far side of the room and reach behind a chair to retrieve a cane. It was about four feet long and very thin and whippy. As he came back the Patriarch deliberately swished it in the air and then bent it nearly double so the woman on the table could fully take in what was about to be done to her. He could see she was watching but was making no move whatever to escape.
"Would you hold her waist and put some weight on her lower back please. However dedicated, they all tend to jump about a bit under the cane and it can dislodge the skirt as well as making aiming difficult."
Before he was fully aware of it, Charles had moved forwards and his shaking hands were gripping the slender warmth of a very real female body about to be caned. It was terrible, he knew he should be outraged, disgusted. But he felt his iron hard erection just touch the naked thigh as he settled some of his weight on her and knew he couldn't wait to see what a caned female bottom looked like. He looked down at the broad sweep of the two hemispheres, bisected by the thin line of the thong and knew he would never make it back to London before he absolutely had to orgasm.
Thwick!
It was so quick he hardly had time to register it. The cane seemed to blur as it cut the air, then there was the most exciting sound he had ever heard. It was the sound of thin rattan slicing into naked, submissive girlflesh. Beneath him he felt Annabel heave and her head jerked up. The Patriarch looked at him.
"Ask her if she wants it to stop," he suggested, plainly seeing the warring excitement and unease in Charles.
"Er...do...do...do you want to get up now?" he asked rather lamely.
"Only if you don't want to cane me any more, sir," came the reply.
The Patriarch arched an eyebrow interrogatively.
Charles looked down and saw two sets of lines carved onto the soft flesh, one set on each buttock. Like tramlines they ran straight and double where the cane had bitten in.
"No...no," he almost croaked through his dry throat. "I don't want to stop."
Thwick!
This time he saw it, saw the shaft whirr through the air and then land. The buttocks flattened at the point of impact and then a ripple ran through the whole of both soft mounds. And as he continued to watch, as if by magic he saw the flesh ridge up either side of the strike and a small rough crater appear where the end of the shaft had dug in.
The Patriarch moved to one side slightly and rested the cane against Annabel's bottom. Beneath him, Charles could feel her panting but suddenly his perspective had shifted. He wasn't bothered about her any more. She had had a chance to cry off and hadn't. Now he was desperate for more of what he had just seen. 
"Hold her now. I'm going to cross the first two welts and that usually produces strong results."
Beneath Charles, Annabel tensed.
Thwick!
"Aah!" Annabel couldn't restrain the yelp and Charles had to lean down heavily to keep her in place. On her bottom the new tramlines were blossoming and where they crossed the old ones Charles could almost see the skin pulsing.
"That's a very quick way to draw blood," the Patriarch said. "But such is not the purpose today."
He swung the cane in again, slightly harder but across the lower slopes of the buttocks. Annabel jumped hard again but held her tongue. The Patriarch pointed out to the by-now captivated Charles how a harder stroke produced a longer tramline.
"One can decorate them as one pleases," Charles was told and they shared a laugh before the Patriarch swung in three more hard strikes in quick succession. Annabel almost threw Charles off as her bucking increased with each stroke.
"Stand up and rub for a minute," the Patriarch told her. "Then Mr Hodson will take over."
Annabel stood up stiffly and began to rub her stinging bottom vigorously, her fingers exploring the ridges and marks, her head craning round to try and see. The Patriarch handed Charles the cane and Annabel glanced up as she saw the exchange and a shy little smile played on her lips as, without being ordered, she settled herself once more.
The skirt of her dress needed lifting again and Charles did it himself this time, his hands steadier but thrilling to the feel of her warm, smooth skin.
He delivered six more strokes. With advice from the Patriarch he took his time and spaced them out carefully for aesthetic effect, only driving the final strike across her other welts and fetching a vigorous bucking movement from her and a strangled, gulping noise as her eyes watered and ran at the depth of the stinging.
The two men examined their handiwork as Annabel stayed where she was, gasping and panting.
"Neatly done!" the Patriarch commented. "You show great promise. Now let me show you the icing on the cake." Approaching the woman he tore her thong down until it stretched in a thin line across the tops of her thighs and Charles couldn't believe what he was seeing. Her revealed cunt was open and the lips plainly engorged, her inner ones blooming in coral-like petals to frame the inviting hole of the vagina.
"Go on, feel her," the Patriarch told him.
Slowly Charles reached out and entered her with one finger. Sure enough it slid in with no problem, she was weeping juices and her vagina was hot and clutching.
"But..." Charles started to say, withdrawing his finger.
"The pain is quite real," the Patriarch forestalled him. "She felt the cane believe me, but a proper woman - a properly trained woman - can turn the pain into quite real pleasure. Now, I've got a few things I must sort out so I'll leave you for a few minutes," he smiled at Charles. "You won't be disturbed."
Once the door closed behind him, Annabel slowly lifted herself from the table, reached up to her neck, unfastened the clasp at the halter of her dress and let it slip down her body to her feet. Charles stared at the full roundness of her breasts with their brown areolas and red, hard nipples. She bent and pulled her thong down and stepped away from it before coming so close he could feel her nipples brush his jacket. Then he felt her hand on his rampant cock.
"You need relief, sir," she whispered. "Where would you like to take it?"
Charles's eyes were riveted to her lips as she spoke and his first thought was to plunge himself into this incredible creature's mouth and fill her to choking with his spunk. But doing that would mean missing out on what had felt like a delightful cunt.
Annabel saw his indecision and stepped in. "May I suggest that you fuck me on the table first. That'll hurt my arse again and I'll fuck the better for it. After that I think you'll find I can breathe some life back into you if you want to come in my mouth or over my face."
Charles was lost in admiration; this woman was real flesh and blood and yet was every man's wet dream. She existed to give sexual pleasure.
She winced a little as she sat up on the table and then lay back, propping herself up on her elbows and lifting her feet so they rested on the edge. Her cunt was perfectly displayed and presented. Charles freed himself from the confines of his trousers and holding his length down, stepped forwards and eased himself into her. She threw her head back and growled in pleasure as she felt herself filled. Just before Charles abandoned himself to a race for the long overdue climax, he acted on a sudden impulse and drove his hands under her buttocks. She gasped as his fingers raked her marks but then she reached out for his buttocks and pulled him onto her. He dug his nails into her and she immediately began to swivel and undulate on his cock, her breasts shaking and swinging. He dug his nails in harder and she grimaced but ground herself onto him with increased fervour. Then, unable to resist the temptation any more he dragged his hands from under her and fastened them instead on the soft, quivering breasts. Annabel's head dropped back and they both began a frantic rutting. Hammering at each other they exploded into simultaneous orgasm.
Charles Hodson of HM government, suited and well groomed, roared with primitive delight in full daylight as he erupted inside the naked woman on the table.
No sooner had he staggered clear of her and was leaning against the table to regain his breath than she had slid off the top and was kneeling, naked before him. She unfastened his belt and pulled his pants and trousers down enough to give herself room to work and began licking his detumescent cock and slowly loosening balls. Charles had had a fairly conventional sex life up until then and although he had been fellated many times, he had never been quite so ardently licked. It was an exquisite feeling, the gentle rasping of the tongue as it ran slowly down and then up. She ducked her head and managed to reach through to behind his balls and licked the ridge that led back to his anus. He held his breath wondering how far she dared go and suddenly realised he was hardening again. He hadn't been able to do that for years. Annabel surfaced briefly to tuck an errant lock of her thick hair behind one ear and then she licked her lips as she surveyed his now fully erect cock before she leaned forwards and took him in, in one smooth lunge. For a few minutes he was able to savour the exquisite feelings of her mouth around him and then he felt the pressure start to build again. He had never dared to before but now, having seen a submissive woman in action, he reached down and held her head securely. He felt her check her nodding action as she detected the swelling of his shaft preparatory to the first ejaculation and then grinning in sheer delight he held her head steady and rammed into her; delivering the first true mouth fucking of his life and revelling in every second. She managed to swallow most of the spunk and only at the end did she splutter and dribble a little.
Charles was well pleased but when the Patriarch opened the door and found her still wiping at her face his expression darkened.
"Did she spill some?" he asked.
Annabel's head dropped and he saw a blush start to suffuse her cheeks as she stood up, gathering her clothes.
"Well not really," Charles began. "I mean, I'm afraid I did hold her head rather tightly..."
"Of course you did! And so you should! It's the woman's business to make sure she accepts the full measure of your seed. Annabel failed, therefore she must be punished."
The Patriarch's tone was flat and level, brooking no argument. Annabel simply stood, naked and with her eyes cast down, waiting for her sentence.
"Do you have anything to say, Annabel?" the Patriarch asked.
"I'm very sorry I failed you, master. I hope my punishment will give your guest some of the pleasure my incompetence might have robbed him of."
The Patriarch turned to Charles with a smile of triumph on his thin lips. "There is the measure of a well-trained woman, Charles. Do you know what the punishment is that she is referring to? She does."
Charles shrugged his shoulders helplessly.
"She knows that the punishment for spilling the master's seed is twenty lashes."
Charles gaped at him and then at her. He stuttered something unintelligible before the Patriarch intervened again.
"This way, Charles. It won't take long to administer and then you can be on your way back to London. I expect you'll have a lot to think about."
He turned and made for the door, clicking his fingers imperiously as he did so. Annabel clutched her clothes to her and scurried after him. Charles followed, uncomfortably aware that the thought of Annabel's luscious body undergoing the whip for having failed to suck him off properly had once again made him hard. Surreptitiously he adjusted himself as he stepped out into the main hall and then followed the naked girl, her wobbling buttocks now delightfully striped, along a series of corridors.
Finally the Patriarch stopped and opened a door, standing aside and ushering Annabel in ahead of him. Charles followed and stared around him. The room bore a superficial resemblance to a gymnasium, it was light and airy, there was a polished wooden floor and the walls were covered in bars. However these bars all carried rings for fastening restraints to and were festooned with chains. From the ceiling hung more chains and ropes.  Under one set, Annabel was now standing and was buckling thick leather restraints onto her wrists, her clothing dropped carelessly in a heap at her feet. In front of her was a full length mirror and by its reflection, Charles could see that her expression was one of tight lipped determination and yet there was a distinct flush to her cheeks which spread down to her chest and as his gaze followed it, he noticed that her nipples were swollen and hard, standing proud and firm in the centres of her engorged areolas. He realised that she couldn't wait to taste another dose of male domination.
"Now I come to think of it," he mused aloud. "She did make rather a mess of swallowing my sperm. Not what you would have wanted, I'm sure."
The Patriarch smiled at him and Annabel stopped what she was doing, turning slightly to look back at them through her tousled hair. Charles was pleased to note that her eyes were now wide with nervous anticipation.
"Twenty lashes is only the stipulated minimum a girl can expect for that offence. Do feel free to name your own tariff. After all, Annabel will be quite well aware that the honour of the Church of Ultimate Purification is at stake here."
"I think forty should suffice. And then she can try again to see if she's learned her lesson."
The Patriarch let out a bark of laughter. "Excellent! I can see that you have learned as well! Forty it is then!"
Annabel was positioned lying along the padded crossbar of a trestle. It was short enough so that her bottom stuck out over one end slightly, although her legs were spread and her feet tied to the bottoms of the trestle legs. At the other, her head was left projecting.
"Once she has taken her punishment," the Patriarch explained, "she will be given the opportunity to show you how well a properly trained woman can cope with two masters spending themselves into her."
While her feet were shackled, Annabel stood at one end of the trestle, staring impassively at her reflection in the mirror, in front of which she was being mounted. Once that was done she lowered herself along the crossbeam and carefully adjusted her posture to ensure that her breasts hung neatly to either side of it. Then she obediently put her hands behind her neck to have her restraints clipped to the collar the Patriarch had buckled onto her.
Once she was positioned, the Patriarch chose a long length of plain leather stemming from a plaited handle and ending in five or six short, thin tails.
"This will mark her thoroughly and give her plenty of opportunity to show how we expect a woman to behave under discipline," he explained. "You will note that she was careful how she positioned her breasts. That was to allow the whip to wrap their sides fully and bite at the nipples themselves. It is a very satisfactory stroke to deliver as you will see."
Annabel was instructed to keep her head up so that she could watch the punishment in the mirror and to count the lashes and then the flogging began.
It was the most intense experience of Charles' life. The hiss and smack of the whip echoed around the bare room. Annabel grunted and gasped in the wake of the lashes but kept count, sometimes she acknowledged the accuracy of a particular strike with a long drawn out gasp after it and the Patriarch would wait until she settled again before continuing. Charles crouched down beside her to watch how the breasts, pale and ripely soft beneath her heaving chest, rippled and juddered under the whip, the nipples themselves remaining as hard as bullets. He watched every move she made, every grimace, every flinch. 
After the count had slowly edged up past fifteen lashes, he saw something new about the way Annabel was reacting, her movements between lashes had become more rhythmical, her legs seemed to be straining and her gasps and cries after each strike became more languid and less shrill. At twenty lashes her body arched upwards off the trestle and she seemed to make a series of slight thrusts with her pelvis against the crossbeam. Then she slumped back and managed to croak out the tally in between deep, panting gasps.
"She's got her clit pressed against the beam," the Patriarch explained. "She'll come again at about thirty-five I expect."
Fascinated by the idea of a woman deriving such intense sexual arousal from punishment, Charles went to stand behind her. As yet her buttocks had not tasted the whip and still exhibited the carved tramlines from the cane. Between the striated mounds, the cunt was open and visibly seeping juice. Beneath her the grey leather padding of the crossbeam was clearly stained with traces of her excitement. Her back was laced with criss-crossing pink lines which seemed to writhe of their own accord as she panted in the wake of her orgasm. Charles slid his fingers into her and watched her catch her breath as she felt him enter her. Inside she was awash with juice and the slightest movement made her squelch delightfully.
"I'll give the second part from the other side," the Patriarch said, moving around the prone Annabel. "I like them done evenly."
She climaxed again just three lashes short of the forty and took the final ones slumped and hardly able to mumble the count. But, as Charles was able to ascertain, her cunt was still weeping copiously nevertheless.
The Patriarch offered him his choice of passages to enjoy now that the punishment was complete and they could round off their own pleasure. He chose the mouth and found himself hoping that he could make her choke again. He didn't doubt that the Patriarch would punish her further if she did. 
The Patriarch himself chose to enjoy her rear passage after lubricating himself with a brief penetration of her vagina. Politely Charles waited until he was comfortably embedded in her and she had settled down to accept him before he lifted her head and then let it lower onto the wide dome of his helm. With her hands imprisoned and exhaustion from the orgasms meaning she no longer had the strength to keep her head up, Charles found that he was in complete control of the fellation. He could raise her head to savour the soft caress of her lips or let it fall to enjoy the feeling of filling her to the back of her throat. He gasped in surprised delight when he felt her, after several thrusts, open her throat and swallow him, using her throat to stroke his helm.
Even when the Patriarch began to slam into her as his climax approached, Annabel managed to retain her concentration and continue a superb blowjob, taking down every drop of Charles' spend as she jerked in the aftermath of her master ejaculating in her rectum.
The two men adjusted their clothing and then left Annabel to her own devices.
"She'll bring herself off on the beam I expect," the Patriarch said as they closed the door. "Normally they are forbidden orgasms under punishment but I didn’t tell her not to today, I wanted you to see how much they enjoy what is done to them. I'll send another of the girls for her in due course. But now we need to talk business."
 
Over more coffee, served by Melissa, who turned out to be a drop dead gorgeous brunette with breasts to die for and which she was quite happy to allow Charles to fondle, the Patriarch expounded his ideas and why he needed Charles.
"As you know, the Church has made great strides and in many parts of the country proper order has been restored. Women are back under the control of their masters and the happier for it. Their masters themselves have learned to re-cloak themselves in the garments of proper dominance with all the responsibilities that that entails.
"However, there are still many areas where they are still far too independent and ape the rank and behaviour of men. Melissa herself was guilty of that, she was manager of an estate agency not far away from here. But she is now far happier, aren't you my dear?"
"Oh yes," the mid-twenties beauty kneeling beside Charles breathed, smiling broadly as his hand carelessly kneaded and squeezed the soft breastflesh spilling from her blouse. 
"My proposed act would help women find freedom through submission by limiting society's ability to mislead them into believing they are the equals of men. I want legislation to limit their salaries and the positions to which they can be appointed. It will be a great step forwards!"
After the morning he had had, Charles couldn't help but agree and squeezed the breast he was holding even harder, sinking his fingers deep into the soft weight of it and fetching only a groan of pleasure from Melissa, rather than a squeal of protest. 
"But how am I supposed to get the PM to even countenance it? Let alone the rest of the cabinet and the parliamentary party!"
"I think you'll agree that my girls can be very persuasive. And to keep your mind concentrated on the benefits in store for all mankind, I have made certain arrangements that you will find very much to your taste on your return to London. Leave the wider picture to me and just start working on the PM. I will be in touch when I am ready to move and I think we can make a convert of him. Never forget how much there is to play for. Properly trained women are happy to go with whoever their master tells them, so don't forget that you could be the proud owner of two or maybe three of them. I am a generous man to those who help in the great work.” Charles looked down at the magnificent breasts being offered to him and determined that he would stake his career on the Act of Female Limitation.
 
It was late afternoon before the door to the lounge opened again and the small Indonesian woman entered. She approached Paula who had remained in the chair by the window, patiently awaiting developments.
"Come with me please," she said before turning on her heel and leading Paula upstairs. They passed the first floor and continued straight to the top of the house where they entered a small bedroom under the eaves. It was simply furnished and had a neat en-suite bathroom.
"Your room," the woman informed her and then with a sudden movement that made Paula jump, she reached out and touched her bottom, at precisely the point where she had been branded with the church's X motif.
Before she had had a chance to react the woman had hitched up her cheap, floral printed dress to reveal that she too had been branded. It was the mark of the Inner Circle and only the Patriarch's most trusted women bore it.
"Our master wants me to keep watch on you. But he also wants Mr Hodson to enjoy you, so I will help him," she explained. "He will be home soon and our master wants you to be ready for him."
Paula once again was left in helpless awe at the far sightedness of her master's planning. This woman must have been planted here months previously. For the second time that day Paula stripped but this time the woman told her to retain her stockings as well as her high-heeled shoes, then she was led back down to the first floor and shown into an office. The room was as elegant as the room below it and the desk was positioned at an angle in front of one sash window. Beside it was a marble fireplace. The woman had Paula position herself against this, with her arms stretched out either side of her and her legs spread and feet positioned some way behind her. This left her semi-leaning, her long, stocking-clad legs and branded and whipped buttocks ready to greet a master's eyes.
"Now you are here, I will tell Mr Hodson what I am and I will serve him in his bed. I will let him play with you when he is good and does what our master wants," the small woman told her, running an admiring hand over Paula's back and bottom. "If he is not good there will be no play!" She came to stand beside Paula and a smile, as brilliant as it was brief, lit up her face. "I think there will be lots of play!" she said.
Paula had only to wait a few more minutes before hearing the front door open, the Indonesian woman talking and a man's voice replying before there were hurried footsteps on the stairs and the door to the office opened. Paula kept her eyes fixed on the mantelpiece as she felt a man's hands begin to explore her body. They lingered on the welts left by the belt, they plunged between her open legs, one finger splitting her lips and ploughing forwards to her rapidly hardening clitoris. Then they ran up her ribs and reached forwards to caress her breasts and test the hardness of her ringed teats. Suddenly there was a noise from over by the desk and the Indonesian housekeeper was emptying the contents of a large sports bag onto it. Both Paula and the man holding her watched as whips, restraints, a collar, a hood, a gag and a riding crop tumbled out onto the leather surface.
Again the woman gave her sudden smile.
"Mr Hodson, sir. I must tell you about myself and then I will tell you about my master's plans for her," she said, gesturing at Paula.
Ten minutes later the man Paula now knew as Mr Hodson put down the phone on a conversation with the PM's personal secretary.
"Ten o'clock tomorrow morning at Downing Street," he said. "And I'll start the process of proposing the Act of Female Limitation."
Silently the Indonesian woman handed him a flogger.
Paula was pleasantly surprised by the quality of his technique. He swung the heavy lashes at her back until she had accustomed herself to the weight of the leathers thumping home and was experiencing the first real stirrings in her belly when he shifted his target and made her jump by wrapping the tails around her ribs and making her breasts dance and judder beneath her. He worked back and forth, moving from the right to the left and back again until once again she had settled to the rhythm and was panting more deeply as the pain began to ignite the fires between her legs. And then he swung in uppercuts. She threw her head back in abandon as the leathers exploded onto the softly engorged labial flesh and the throbbing clitoris. She cried out as he kept the whip there and drove her headlong to orgasm.
And when she came down, gasping for breath and feeling her body singing and burning in the aftermath she heard Mr Hodson groaning in pleasure. She looked back over one shoulder and saw the housekeeper kneeling in front of him, sucking avidly at his thickly erect cock. 
She was kept naked apart from her shoes and stockings for the rest of that first day and beaten with the crop after dinner. Mr Hodson took her to his bed almost straight afterwards but then sent her to her own room once he had sodomised her and then finished in her mouth. The housekeeper made sure she was in bed before she turned off the light and Paula heard her footsteps descend to Mr Hodson's bedroom.
 
Charles Spencer William Hodson was far too sensible not to realise his own good fortune. The lovely black-haired Paula did absolutely everything he wanted and he was endlessly fascinated by what he could do with her rings. He had bought some rope and he spent hours experimenting with ways of binding and restraining her as painfully as possible. But the more cruel he became, the more her cunt wept its fragrant nectar and the more eagerly she orgasmed. And Bianca had been a complete revelation. She had always been an exemplary housekeeper but now she had turned out to be an energetic and eager-to-please bedmate as well. He loved the way her lithe, coffee-coloured body bucked and wriggled under him as he fucked her with one hand digging hard into the branded X on her arse. He longed to see how she would take the whip but knew that that was not permitted as yet. 
He had a builder in to make some additions to the office and each day he started work at his desk while Bianca, standing on a chair, clipped Paula's wrists to the chain which now hung where the chandelier had previously. Then while he opened his mail he was serenaded by the sounds of Paula being whipped. After a quarter of an hour or so, Bianca would stop.
"You want me to stop now?" she would ask. Every day he would look up over the tops of his spectacles and survey Paula's striped body, its lush curves sporting new welts on old, her breasts wobbling as she sweated and panted. 
Beside her, under the cheap blouse or sweater, Bianca's own slight but neat, breasts would be heaving in the wake of her exertions. Sometimes he would order a further dose of the crop or whip. Sometimes he would have Bianca strip and bend over his desk while he gave her a quick fuck before sending her back to work on Paula. On other days he would merely dismiss Bianca and have Paula attend to him.
Every few days he would have to call a pause in the relentless cycle of beatings he inflicted on the docile Paula, in order to allow her marks to fade. At those times he would allow her to wear clothes and take her out, smiling indulgently at her every wince and grimace as a movement caused a welt to come under pressure or the rope he had bound tightly between her legs to rub at her clitoris.
But, all too aware of whose goodwill this heaven depended on, every day he would lobby ferociously for what was now his bill. He began to suspect that the Patriarch was manipulating some of his other colleagues and he wondered how many Biancas there were in the capital. Some members and some ministers who were openly hostile initially suddenly began to soften their stance and concede that maybe it was time 'something' was done. He began to hear rumours that the PM was getting representations from other members. A bandwagon was on the move and no astute member would ignore one of those.
He began to attract media attention and got some grillings from female journalists and interviewers. 
He gave an early morning interview to one of the most influential radio programmes on the air and the female interviewer, Simone Bewlay, gave him the hardest time he had ever had. He returned home in a filthy temper and Paula paid the price. He took the crop to her himself and had her tied down over his desk for most of the morning. But even though her buttocks were a fiery pink around the deeper lines of the cropstrikes, she still managed to give him a ride which left him somewhat mollified.
The next day the Patriarch rang and asked him to arrange for the PM to be interviewed by the same woman on television. He protested that if the PM was savaged the way he had been, the bill would be dead in the water.
"Quite the reverse, my dear Charles," the Patriarch had chuckled. "Just get him to the studios whose address I'm e mailing across and leave the rest to me."
It took several weeks of patient negotiating with press advisors and secretaries. The bill was highly controversial but the evidence from the polls was that it was getting a surprising amount of public support and the government's majority was slender. Besides there would be an election in under a year.
One evening in late November, Charles went to the studios, nervous and apprehensive. Simone Bewlay was already out of makeup and was sitting quietly off, reading through her notes. She looked up as Charles walked past but made no sign of recognition. The PM arrived shortly after seven and was ushered straight into makeup. The only saving grace as far as Charles could see was that the show was being recorded and could be edited or even abandoned altogether. He really hoped the Patriarch knew what he was doing.
He retreated to the back of the studio and stood beside the control room where he was surprised to see the Patriarch himself. Through the glass the two men exchanged smiles and Charles began to have renewed hopes that maybe the Patriarch did know what he was doing.
Under the lights, Simone took her seat, her long, shapely legs hidden under the desk but her shirt open to the point of revealing the start of a cleavage, speculation about which fuelled a lot of tabloid coverage. Charles noted that she wore a gold chain about her neck which hung forward as she leaned over the desk. The decoration on the end would dangle just above the point where her breasts began to swell invitingly from her chest. He looked more closely and realised that what bra she wore was no more than half cup. As he watched he saw her hand move to her neckline after a final adjustment to her microphone and she deliberately opened the shirt just a little more. She was going to give the PM a real going over, Charles realised with a sinking heart. She would distract him in any way she could while her questions kebabed him.
The Prime Minister was ushered into his seat and while the lighting checks were made and sound levels tested, Charles watched Simone lean towards him and put her hand reassuringly on his. He groaned inwardly and bade a farewell to the delights of Paula and Bianca
At last Simone was counted in and the interview got underway. She went straight for the jugular.
She leaned forwards and from where he stood Charles could see the amount of breast the PM was getting a full eyeful of. Of course the cameras would only show her face and upper chest. 
"Now, Prime Minister, how do you answer the critics of this medieval piece of legislation you appear to be giving your backing to?"
"Well, Simone, that's a good question," the PM began. "It is of course something we have thought long and hard about but, you know, Rome wasn't built in a day and of course it's only one piece of legislation in a broad raft........."
At first Charles had heard in his voice how even a hardened pro like the Prime Minister had been momentarily distracted by the delightful sight before him. But then he seemed to gather himself and get back on track. But Simone Bewlay wasn't having any of it.
"Prime Minister, even a complete idiot can see that you are about to try and turn the clock back for the women of this country over a hundred years!"
"Oh now Simone, I think that's....."
"Cretinous, chauvinistic and downright dangerous are a few adjectives I've heard used."
The Prime Minister sat up and prepared to defend himself. "Oh now, I think you'll find there will be real benefits for women as well as men in this bill."
"Don't patronise me!" she spat
"I am merely pointing out that certain aspects of female emancipation have not brought happiness!"
"Who told you that?"
"It is widely accepted by the majority of the people of this country that a return to order and discipline is what........"
"A return to men running things, you mean!"
"Yes! And it's about time too!"
Charles groaned and hid his face in his hands. The PM had lost it. He was red in the face and all pretence at following any pre-agreed party line was gone.
"The women of Britain will be happier when they return to the home and the hearth! People need to know where they belong and women belong......."
"In their masters' beds?"
"Yes! And certainly not in television studios being impertinent to their betters!"
There was a thunderous silence during which the two protagonists glared at each other across the table.
"Thank you everyone. Clear the studio please."
Charles looked up in surprise and saw the Patriarch had taken the microphone, then before he knew what was happening the door to the control room had opened and he was striding towards the brightly lit set while technicians and cameramen seemed suddenly to be melting away.
The Prime Minister was bellowing for his staff and for the editor, demanding that the tapes be wiped. Simone sat back with a smile of triumph on her face. It was clearly the smile of someone who feels they have done a good job. She pushed her chair back and stood up as the Patriarch approached. The Prime Minister whirled to face him as well.
"And who the hell are you? What's going on here? Wait, I know you! You run that church thing, don't you?!"
"That's correct, sir. And I'm afraid all this is my fault."
By now they were alone on the set and even the government security men seemed to be absent. Charles began to wonder just how far the church's tentacles really spread.
"What are you talking about?" The PM was practically hopping up and down in frustration and rage.
"Please relax, sir. There was no programme, no recording. I set this up."
"You set...what about that bitch!?" He pointed angrily to where Simone stood.
"She was doing what any properly trained and enlightened woman should do; she was following her master's orders. Mine."
Charles felt his tension begin to fade and it was immediately replaced with the deepest admiration as he began to suspect what had been going on.
"Simone works for me, sir. She is one of my most devoted female followers now that I have had her trained. She acts as a spy for me, reporting to me whenever she finds people or groups who might impede our progress. Tonight she was merely pointing out to you what the future probably will be like without the Act of Female Limitation. Indiscipline, lack of respect and rampant feminism polluting the whole of society with its arrant nonsense."
The PM stared from him to Simone and then back again.
“I was of course aware that in carrying out my orders I would cause you great distress," Simone Bewlay's famously smooth tones broke the silence. "And I accept absolutely that you have the right to punish me, sir."
Without waiting for any order, she hiked up her skirt and bent forwards across the table. The full length of her legs was displayed and to Charles' delight, she wasn't wearing even a thong, so he was able to see one of the most lusted-after cunts in the country fully displayed. And, as he had become accustomed to seeing, it was one whose owner was clearly looking forward to her punishment.
The PM was plainly torn between being aghast at the display and the understandable fascination of finally seeing what so many men had fantasised about ever since Simone Bewlay's voice and figure had seduced the nation.
"She may have been following orders but she did behave like a real bitch nonetheless. She will be honoured to have anything done to her that you please to do. Her body is yours, that is what my organisation teaches and that is what so many of your electorate are finding is a good way to live."
He strode over to one of the scenery flats, reached behind and pulled out a cane.
"Take your time, sir," he said and held out the cane to a still shocked PM. In a sort of trance he reached out and took it but made no further move. The Patriarch decided it was time to move things along. "Simone, I think it would be best if you undressed completely. The Prime Minister should not have anything standing in the way of his pleasure - or your punishment."
He turned to Charles and smiled. "We will wait outside," he said.
Charles tore his eyes away reluctantly. Simone had stood up and was unbuttoning her shirt.
"So why did the cow shoot me down on the radio like that?" he asked as his eyes feasted on the woman reaching behind her to free her bra and then sliding it off to reveal the nation's most desired breasts. They swung free as she immediately moved to unzip her skirt, they were full and heavy but rode high and Charles could see just how they would swing and ripple under the crop, how the smooth, pale skin would mark and how sweetly she would moan as he worked on her.
"Another set-up, I'm afraid," the Patriarch replied. "I needed the contrast between her and my lovely Paula to keep you focussed on the job in hand."
The Patriarch was guiding him towards the door but Charles managed to look around before they left the room. He saw Simone Bewlay, now entirely naked, turn away from the Prime Minister and bend over, holding her ankles. The sight of the ripe buttocks atop the long slender thighs was heart stopping.
"I owe her one as well then," he said as the door closed.
"Of course," the Patriarch agreed placidly. "Just book a time with my secretary and I'll have her report to your house. But I have a more permanent reward in mind for you. You have worked hard and Bianca has been impressed by how well you have exerted your authority over her and Paula. However I'm afraid I must have Paula returned but am quite willing to stand by my promise of gifting you another of my closest servants. There may be more in the months to come, I sense a great future for you, Charles."
From behind the closed door came a sound Charles was now very familiar with and fond of; the sound of a cane cutting into and rebounding off a female backside. It sounded like a hard strike and was greeted by a muffled yelp. In his mind's eye he could see the broad buttocks swaying and rippling in the aftermath. It recalled to him how he had first seen the phenomenon.
"Is Annabel available?" he ventured.
"She most certainly is, but there is one ceremony that must be observed before she can be handed over. When a girl leaves my residence to work in the outside world, she must carry with her the permanent mark of what she truly is."
"The brand?"
"Of course. And as you will recall, Annabel does not bear it yet. Come down next week, arrange it with Melissa, and you can witness the branding process. I think you will find it instructive. You may keep Bianca for the moment and discipline her as you will from now on. When I have further work for her, I'll let you know."
Charles listened for a second. From behind the door came the sounds of the Prime Minister wreaking revenge in full on the hapless Simone.
The Church of Ultimate Purification could count on him he decided. In fact he was eager to get his next assignment, memories of Melissa's breasts assailed him but he sternly resisted the temptation and instead concentrated on the fact that in a few days he would be the proud owner of a branded and fully trained submissive. The future was looking bright. 









Chapter Two

 
When he arrived back at his London house, Charles was met by Paula standing beside a suitcase, fully dressed but looking utterly desirable nonetheless. He closed the front door behind him and leaned against it, looking her up and down. She smiled easily as she saw the naked hunger in his look.
“My Master is expecting me to be returned, sir, however he did say that if I was required briefly before I departed your service, that would not be a problem.”
She was wearing a light cashmere type sweater with a scoop neck and he could see her breasts pressing against it, albeit she was wearing a bra in order to go out in public. Her skirt – trousers or jeans were unthinkable for a Church girl – was a simple  but well tailored red one that finished two inches above the knee and allowed Charles to recall the length and smoothness of her thighs, as well as the willingness with which they were parted to allow him to do whatever he pleased with her womanhood.
He realised that he was now sporting a rock hard erection but as he stood up and moved forwards, Bianca came out of the kitchen door at the far end of the hall.
“Paula is going straight out to work this evening, sir, and our Master has asked that she should not be marked any more than she might be presently.”
Charles swallowed his disappointment but, as he approached Paula and breathed in her perfume whilst glancing down at her breasts, he realised that he could not afford to jeopardise any future generosity from the Patriarch.
“Of course I will abide by your Master’s wishes, Bianca. But I should like Paula to attend me in my office now.”
“Certainly, sir. And if there is anything else you require subsequently, I shall of course be available from now on,” Bianca told him and returned to the kitchen. Charles watched her go and realised that there was no need to be reckless with the Patriarch’s generosity, after all he had ensured that there was no shortage of compliant women. Bianca could serve under the whip perfectly well for a week or so.
Once in his office, he had Paula, whose large dark eyes always shone with such excitement when she was used, lift her skirt for him as he leaned against the front of his desk. As usual she was naked and his fingers encountered her rings at first and he made her gasp and sigh as he tugged at them and twisted. He watched her face as she tilted her head back, her eyes closed in pleasure and her lips parted. There was really only one way to say goodbye to such a gorgeous piece, but he spent a few more minutes penetrating her with his fingers and sampling her always-welcoming, warm and moist vagina before he took his hand out and told her to get rid of her sweater and bra.
For one last time he enjoyed the freedom of having the full softness of her breasts in his hands and did the same with her nipples rings as he had with her labial ones. Her eyelids fluttered and she gave little moans and mews as she stood with her hands obediently behind her back, her head still flung back, abandoned to the delight she took in being used for male pleasure.
“On your knees!” he growled eventually when he could wait no more and as she knelt he freed his urgently hard cock and then grabbed the back of her head and pulled her face onto it. He needed to come and he knew he was entitled to fuck her face with complete freedom so he did so, seeking only his own pleasure and leaving her to find hers in serving him.
He came quickly, ramming her face onto himself and then letting it retreat before slamming it hard against him again. She made no mew of protest at all and swallowed smoothly and quietly as he jerked frantically in his climax.
She kept him in her mouth, licking and swallowing his last few drops until he finally gave her permission to leave him. 
Still smiling and calm she dressed and when Bianca came in to announce that a car had arrived to take her, she nodded approvingly as she saw Paula dab at her lips as she passed out into the hall and out of the house.
Having tucked himself away, Charles stood up and looked at the neatly built Indonesian woman in her simple wrap dress and three inch heeled sandals. Even his recent orgasm couldn’t prevent him from feeling the first stirrings of excitement as he contemplated the fact that she too was there to be used.
“Attend me after dinner in the drawing room, Bianca. I’ll take you to bed after I’ve thrashed you.”
“Yes, sir,” she replied with one of her quick smiles and withdrew.
 
The next day he arranged to go down to the Patriarch’s country retreat the following Wednesday. Melissa said it was a convenient day to have the branding done and she spoke about it so calmly that Charles just had to ask if she too had had it done to her.
“No, sir,” she replied. “I have not yet been sent out to work, but I look forward to being sent out soon and I can’t wait to be branded. And our master has told me that I need to schedule a visit from Simone to your house.”
Charles felt a rush of excitement almost choke him as he remembered the Patriarch’s promise. They arranged a visit for the day before Annabel’s branding and Charles noted it in his diary. It was looking like a week to remember.
And when he did put down the phone he was shaking his head in wonderment, women were obviously born to serve if they could actually look forward to being branded. 
While he had been phoning, Bianca had been standing, naked, beside his desk, her coffee coloured skin bearing the darker traces of a recent flogging across her back and buttocks.
“Bend over the desk,” Charles told her and she did so, exposing her own brand to his fingers.
“Did it hurt much?” he asked her.
“Oh yes, sir. Terribly,” she replied calmly.
“But you’re glad you were branded?”
“Yes of course, sir. Now all men can see that I am there to serve them.”
Charles smiled behind her as he surveyed the neatly swelling hips and shapely legs and the trim back, now wearing its welts prettily. He freed his cock and steered it towards the slightly duskier skinned purse of her vulva. He was about to tell her that if he had to use his fingers to insert himself properly she could expect a further thrashing after lunch, but as soon as he felt her softness brush his helm and he pushed, her lips parted for him smoothly and he slid easily into her warm depths. Grasping her hips he began to fuck her as roughly as he had fucked Paula’s face the day before, and as he rammed himself in, he knew he was jolting the fronts of her thighs against his desk but that only increased his pleasure and he made no attempt to ease her discomfort. Instead he continued thrusting heedlessly until he came, then he made her kneel and clean his cock with her tongue while she cupped her hands under her groin. When he felt he was clean enough, he had her stand with her legs open and scoop out what was oozing out of her, catch it in her hands and lick it off them.
When he had first told her what he expected of her after each fuck, she had simply nodded as if it were the most normal thing in the world.
“Yes, sir. A woman should love the taste of her master,” she had told him.
On that particular morning the phone rang as she was reaching into her own cunt for the last of his spunk. Charles answered it and found himself speaking to the Prime Minister.
“Charles, I need to come over and see you,” he said curtly.
“Of course, Stuart, but wouldn’t you rather I came to Number Ten?”
“No! No. I... er... need to talk to you in private. Something’s come up.” And with that the line went dead.
“Go and clean yourself up, we’ve got company coming in a minute!” he told Bianca and once she was certain she had not left any of his emission inside her, she gathered her dress and left him.
 
The PM was a man in his fifties, an experienced career politician, he was quite handsome and looked almost as if he might have been a high ranking soldier. He was often described as looking ‘distinguished’ with iron grey hair brushed back from a high forehead, he had striking grey eyes and a jutting chin that cartoonists loved him for. He had been a bachelor until quite late in his career but had dominated the headlines for several months when he and Anne Steele had met. She was some twenty years his junior and had been the boss of an internet company that had turned some branches of retailing on their heads and had made quite a lot of money in so doing. She was blonde and attractive with a bikini figure to match which had made her the target of many a paparazzo even before she fell in love with Stuart Markham.  It had seemed an odd match as at that time he had been a mere minister but the celebrity and glamour they brought to the political scene had catapulted him to the leadership of his party and a narrow win at the last election.
When Bianca showed him in he strode over to Charles and didn’t beat around the bush.
“Charles, you were the only other outsider at that scene at the studios the other day. So you’re the only person I can talk to and I have to trust that you’ll never breathe a word of this to anyone else!”
“Stuart, a chief whip knows when to keep his mouth shut! Now sit down and tell me how I can help.”
The two men seated themselves and Bianca brought them coffee. She had exchanged her usual floral patterned wrap dress for a formal grey suit with a tailored jacket and short skirt worn over a crisp white shirt which was undone enough to show off the start of her cleavage.
Charles was startled as she had never dressed like that before and she looked stunning. The silky smooth, dark skin of her legs made her look as though she were wearing stockings and her shining black hair had been loosened from its usual chignon to swirl down around her face as she bent to serve them.
He saw that Stuart was impressed and noted that he watched her sway out of the room on five inch heels, her tight little bottom bouncing bewitchingly in its tight skirt. 
“Ok, so how can I help?” Charles asked as the door closed behind Bianca.
Stuart turned to him. “Christ man! That Simone woman, do you have any idea what I did to her?”
Charles grinned. “Sounded like you were giving her exactly what she deserved.”
“I bloody well caned a woman. Naked! Then I...I...look Charles. You’re one of my closest advisors, I fucked one of the most famous females in the country after I’d thrashed her. If this ever gets out, I- we- are finished!”
“It won’t.”
“You trust this Patriarch chap?”
“Absolutely. He believes completely in what he’s doing; he’s no common blackmailer. And you have to admit his results are bloody amazing!”
“Oh yes!” Stuart agreed and his eyes lost focus for a second as he recalled his time with Simone Bewlay.
Charles used the time to come to a decision, then he got up and went over to the window and told the Prime Minister about his visit to the Patriarch’s estate and his encounters with Annabel and Melissa. “...so tell me what you did to the beautiful Simone and what she did for you,” he concluded.
“I caned her...not hard at first...I mean I was angry but to cane a woman – a naked woman and to see how it...and how they...And then I caned her hard, Charles! I really let fly!”
“Don’t you just love the tramlines!” Charles added.
“Jesus, yes!  And then I calmed down after maybe ten or twelve strokes and I looked at her sex, Charles. I mean those legs of hers and her arse and the stripes and there, right between them, she was bloody open. She couldn’t wait to be...seen to!”
“So you took out the old todger and slipped her a length as she bent over?”
“You could put it a bit more delicately old chap, but yes, I did.”
“And?”
“And…” here the Prime Minister went serious again for a moment. “It was the best shag I’ve ever had – just like you said about yours. I mean she really went out to do the whole thing, humping, grinding. And her breasts...!”
“Good as we all reckon?” Charles asked.
“Better, old chap. Much, much better, so big and soft and just hanging there as I... fucked her!”
“And when you’d finished with her?”
Stuart stood up and paced about the room. “That was just it. Not only a shag to die for, with no word from me she just turns round and kneels down and sucks me clean – and she didn’t just clean me, she really went for my balls and almost my arse with her tongue!”
“Feels good doesn’t it?”
“Never felt anything like it! But look here, Charles. I’m no bloody virgin, I’ve had plenty of women but Simone Bewlay of all women, in a studio, bends over for the cane, fucks like an outhouse door in a hurricane and then does oral! How the hell does he do it! And let’s face it - can we live without it now!”
“I know I can’t and I don’t know how many more men have experienced what we have. Like he says, if we’re bold enough to reach out for this thing, it could be the making of us for life.”
“Look Charles, I’ve been faithful to Anne. I thought she was a pretty good lay actually. But if Simone is typical, we’ve been living in pig ignorance! All men have!”
“I have to agree and it’s why I’ve been pushing the Act of Female Limitation to you. I reckon there’s about fifty of us on our benches who’ve been turned on to the church. The Patriarch is a lot more powerful than people give him credit for.  Look at how he set us both up with Simone, just to prove a point.”
Stuart was quiet, frowning and chewing his lip.
“He’s offered to have Anne done,” he said at last.
Charles gaped at him. “Have her...?”
“He’s said it’ll take him a couple of months but when she comes back, she’ll be like Simone. “
“Are you going to take him up on it, Stuart?”
“Think how much it’ll help the Act along if Anne’s up there purring about how good it’ll be for women,” he replied and Charles realised that the PM had made his mind up before he came. All he wanted was someone to talk it through with. “And he’s offered me Simone again whenever I want her and suggested I have her here.”
Charles’ heart pounded. Maybe the visit the following week would not be the only one.
“We can say Anne’s gone on a long visit to refugee camps in Africa and Asia as part of the humanitarian work she wants to take up for the UN,” he suggested, falling in with the plans immediately.
“Hmm. It might hold the media for a few weeks,” Stuart said.
“On her return she contracted some virulent strain of flu or other and is recuperating,” Charles finished off smoothly
“Perfect!” Stuart strode over to where Charles stood, looking suddenly uncertain. “Do you think he can really do it?” he asked.
“Next week I’m picking up a fully branded and trained one as a reward for my work with you on the Act. And you know the girl who served us coffee?”
“Yes, pretty little thing, where did you get her?”
“I thought I’d got her from a bog standard agency, but as it turns out...” he rang for Bianca and when she stood at the door to ask what he required he told her, “I require you to show Mr Markham what you really are, Bianca.”
She stepped inside, closing the door behind her and walked over to them.
“What would you like me to show, sir?” she asked, shrugging off her jacket.
“Nipple rings first,” Charles told her and to Stuart’s amazement she immediately began to unbutton her shirt.
“Her as well?” Stuart asked as she tugged the shirt off and quickly disposed of the lacy bra, leaving her breasts quivering on her chest as she quickly adopted the hands-behind-back stance. Charles nodded and was unsurprised to see that the nipples were already dark red and engorged, the prospect of imminent use had had its usual effect on a Church woman. At their bases the nipples were threaded through with silver rings. 
Stuart walked around her, his eyes devouring her trim waist and jutting buttocks in the tight skirt. 
“You’ll see she’s been whipped already today,” Charles told the clearly stunned PM, “but that’s not to prevent her being whipped again. Can you see the marks on her?”
Stuart nodded. “Whipped?” he croaked through a throat dry with excitement.
“Sure,” he said and grasped Bianca’s thick hair to pull her against him and heard her gasp in surprised pleasure at his roughness. “I like it better than caning – marks them for less time, so you can do it again quicker. I whipped Paula every day, caned her once or twice a week and fucked her whenever I wanted to. Now I’m starting to do the same with this one.”
“Is she marked like Simone is?” Stuart asked.
“Strip and bend, Bianca.”
The two men stood back and surveyed the picture that she presented once she had wriggled out of the skirt but had retained the high heels as she bent forwards and exposed her bottom for them.
“She’s got fewer rings,” Stuart said, brushing her labia with one hand. “But she’s got that brand,” and he let his fingers dip into the mark gouged in her buttock.
“I think the rings are some sort of badge of rank,” Charles said. “The more they wear, the nearer they are to him. But all of his field workers are branded - without any anaesthetic.”
“Jesus!”
“As I said he’s doing one for me next week and then she’s coming to live here,” Charles told the PM, watching him closely. He was pretty certain that the Patriarch would have wanted this scene playing out – had maybe planned it all along. Stuart’s hands were caressing the smooth buttocks with their fading darker lines.
“Let’s hang her up and whip her in the office while we sort out the details of how we spin Anne’s absence and you can tell me the details of what the Patriarch is planning,” Charles suggested.
Bianca’s slender body looked at its best in suspension, the rib cage showed clearly with the neat breasts crowning it, the chest was deep and the waist slim but the buttocks and hips flared delightfully at the tops of the shapely thighs.
The men took it in turns delivering twenty lashes each with a suede tailed flogger as they talked. 
Bianca was balanced precariously on tip toe and, even as they concentrated on business, their eyes devoured the woman’s every shudder and flinch and twist as the whip laced her entire body from chest to knees.
“He says he’s going to have Anne taken on the way down to the country at the start of a weekend,” the PM said. “But I can’t see how he’s going to hush it up. I mean there’ll be the usual security guys.”
Charles laughed. “Don’t worry about them. Paula told me that she and the others have put out plenty of times for them and the chauffeurs over the past few months. I know mine’s been turned.”
The PM paused for a second and Bianca hung panting as she prepared for him to start again. With a thoughtful frown he stepped forwards and thrust his hand between her legs. Charles knew what he would find and obviously Stuart did too, he made no comment about her wetness, just continued with his thoughts.
“So you reckon he’s got that all sewn up?”
“From what I’ve seen of him, I’d bet on it.”
Bianca began to squelch as the PM went on fingering her but he was too busy to notice, although Charles was inwardly jubilant at the casual way Stuart was settling into using a Church woman. It boded very well indeed. 
“So Anne would just vanish, the car would just return, there’d be no security alert and no police or publicity, we’d just put out a press release if and when it was needed?”
“That’s right, from what I understand, the police are already quite heavily infiltrated.”
The PM took his hand out of Bianca and began to whip her again, making her dark hair swirl and fly as she twisted and bit down on any cries.
“Who’s running this bloody country, Charles?” he demanded as he began to really throw the lash at Bianca. Charles realised he might have gone a bit too far too fast.
“We do of course, Stuart!” he said, backtracking desperately. ”His influence is very much at foot soldier level at the moment. But if we move with him on this, we’ll be able to bring him closer and control him.”
“And we’ll all control these lovely things,” Stuart mused, calming down and coiling the whip before moving in to stand close behind Bianca and caress her breasts.
“Exactly.”
Stuart looked over at him suddenly and Charles was surprised to see he was blushing.
“Does she...does she do...anal?” he asked.
Charles laughed. “She does anything you want! Take her upstairs Stuart by all means, she knows where the lube is!”
He reached up and unclipped her wrists, then sent her on her way with a slap to her flank. And as the door closed behind them he reflected that it was a shame he hadn’t had time to rush out and buy a miniature recording device. That would have insured his pension, he made a mental note to get his constituency secretary to buy one, just so he had it to hand in future.
It was nearly an hour before the PM returned looking flushed and very happy.
“Always wanted to do that but could never find a woman who would! When Anne gets back...well, we’ll see about that!”
Bianca came in shortly afterwards, still naked and when she had dressed, quietly and without disturbing the men, she showed Stuart out.
When she popped her head round the door to ask if there was anything else he wanted, Charles told her to come in.
“Why did you not dress before as you have done today?”
“I was told to stay undercover until Paula arrived and then to let her play the starring role. But if Mr Markham came, I was to dress as I know I really should. If this has displeased you, then you must punish me for it, sir.”
“Well you certainly look much better today, so you are to dress in this fashion every day from now on – and if you need any new clothes just ask me. But this evening you will receive a judicial caning for having deprived me of the full pleasure you could have provided.”
“Yes, sir.”









Chapter Three

 
Since Paula had come and Bianca had revealed herself, Charles had done a little careful online research and had found the idea of judicial caning… and liked it.
He had Bianca bend over the rails at the foot of his bed and he tied her there with her arms spread out to either side and her waist also tied down so that she could in no way draw her backside in and away from the beating she was going to get.
The room was big enough to allow him to stride forwards to deliver each stroke as well as to lift his arm to its greatest extent. The cane slashed down onto the woman’s proudly curved buttocks and she screamed into her gag as the tears coursed down her cheeks. Each stroke bit deep and sent shock waves right through the whole buttock and upper thigh areas. And Charles was pleased to note that although in an everyday caning she only marked slowly, under this full strength punishment her flesh bruised and swelled quite quickly which meant that before he was anywhere near tired, he would have inflicted a serious punishment which would last her for some considerable time.
When he judged he had reached that point, as usual he thrust his fingers between her flogged-raw buttocks and straight into her vagina which was open and as warm and moist as ever. He released her and pulled out her gag, which was composed of her sodden knickers tied in with a stocking, and told her to lie back and keep herself wet while he undressed.
She lay as he ordered, one hand busy at her groin, her dark eyes unusually soft and wide as she looked up at him, as if he had passed some kind of test.
“Did you enjoy that?” he asked as he lay down beside her.
“No, sir,” she said with conviction. “But it is exciting to be owned by a master who knows how to really correct a woman if she needs it.”
Charles was quite affected by the unexpected compliment and gruffly told her that even when Annabel arrived, she would still be needed in his bed.
“I think my tastes will get jaded with just one of you sluts,” he said.
“Thank you, sir,” she whispered as he rolled onto her and she guided his cock into her. Then she lifted her hips so that he could slip his hands under her and grip them in her ravaged buttocks and she held him close while he fucked her to his climax. She didn’t come but she grinned up at the ceiling over his shoulder as he rutted at her. Her Master would be pleased at the day’s work. She had taken both politicians in her body and had helped produce the desired result.
 
The next morning a private secretary delivered a sealed note to Charles at the House, and when he had a moment’s privacy, he read it and shredded it immediately. It had simply said that two Fridays from now had been set as the date. 
The Prime Minister was fully on board now and there was no turning back. His only way to safety lay in carrying the Church’s work forward to completion- especially in regard to Anne. Anything less would leave him open to blackmail and scandal.
 
A few mornings later Charles looked anxiously out from his office window, scanning the pavement for a woman’s figure – one woman in particular amongst the usual London throngs. And at last he saw her. He glanced at his watch and smiled. Dead on time for her punishment, how like the Church. He retreated from the window as she neared the front door, not wanting to look too eager. A few minutes later, Bianca showed Simone into his office and quietly retreated. She was dressed in a simple blue dress whose wide shoulder straps crossed over at her breasts. The skirt was a relatively modest two inches above the knee, but she was leggy enough to make even that look enticing. She came over to where he was standing by his desk and her blue eyes averted themselves down as she stood before him, holding her bag in front of her with joined hands, looking erotically contrite and girlish.
“I’ve come to receive my due punishment, sir,” she said.
Charles knew that perfectly well and had made his preparations but he was fascinated by the psychology of the Church women.
“All you did was what you were told to do. As I beat you – which I will do shortly – will that not seem unfair to you as you experience the pain?”
“No, sir,” she said in the perfectly modulated tones that kept a large part of the nation under her spell. “All that matters is that I caused you upset and anger. The reasons why I did so are irrelevant. I owe you the pleasure which I hope you will take in doing whatever you want to me.”
Charles’ cock hardened to an almost painful extent and he hid the sudden urge to throw her over the desk and fuck her there and then, by assuming a thoughtful frown and walking around her, savouring the real, flesh and blood presence that was such a familiar sight on television when the sound of her voice wasn’t on the radio. He noted the jut of the buttocks and remembered how she had looked, bent over for the PM. He ran his hand across them and felt for the X gouged into her, found it and fetched a slight shiver from her. Then he moved on round her and stood alongside her, admiring the swell of the breasts, then reaching out and touching them, tracing their curves with the tip of one finger and again making her shiver.
“You’re a whore,” he told her. “You can’t wait to get what’s coming to you, can you?”
“I am a whore, sir, if you wish me to be.” she whispered and he loved hearing the words in her perfect voice. “I want to please you and I want to offer myself to you.”
“You’re a cock sucking bitch,” he told her and grabbed a handful of breast, feeling only a very lacy bra beneath the dress.
“I am a cock sucking bitch, sir,” she murmured, her eyes closing in pleasure as he squeezed her breast. Then he broke the spell and pushed her away roughly.
“Get undressed, slut!” he ordered her. “I’m going to thrash you and then fuck your arse!”
She obeyed instantly and swiftly but with the smooth efficiency the church taught. Paula had done exactly the same and now Bianca did, removing clothes with no undignified, fumbling haste on the one hand, but also no stripper-type teasing on the other, just getting naked in as quick and neat a manner as possible.
She was every bit as good as he remembered. Lush curves where a woman should have them, but firm, toned flesh elsewhere. But it was the breasts, deep and fully rounded that he wanted first of all.
He took a newly purchased box of drawing pins out of a desk drawer and tipped them out onto the desk top. For the first time he saw a flicker of uncertainty cross her elegantly made-up features.
“Pick them up,” he told her.
Looking surprised she reached out with a hand and Charles took great pleasure in knocking it away.
“God gave you tits. Use them!” he barked.
A look of understanding and a slight smile crossed her face and she squeezed her breasts together and bent down slowly, spreading her legs as she did so and grimacing a little as she pressed down and felt the first pricks. She stood back up and Charles counted ten pins, their points just piercing the huge pillows of flesh – and he was delighted to note that one had even pierced a nipple. She released her breasts carefully so as not to dislodge any – quite certain that any which fell would have to retrieved by the same method – and picked them off one by one and dropped them back in the box. She looked down again and without having to be told to, turned any which had landed awry so that the points stuck vertically upwards. Then she took a breath, squeezed her tits again and bent down. 
“I haven’t got all day!” Charles told her and leaned on her back. She yelped and her hands flew out to the sides of the desk, but she managed to curl them into fists in order to prevent herself from resisting the pressure he was exerting and instead she allowed a greater amount of tit meat to be pressed onto the pins. When he let her up she sported twenty of them and had to tug at them to get them out.
It took her four attempts before all the pins had been collected and she stood before him, breathing a little hard and with tiny spots of blood speckling the proud swells of her tits, the width of their scattering testament to how hard Charles had pushed her down. 
He sat down behind his desk and beckoned to her, she came and stood quietly beside him and opened her legs. Charles was surprised to see that she bore four rings in her labia, he hadn’t noticed at the studio. Now he reached in and began to play with them, twisting them this way and that and experimenting with tugging at them and noting her winces and gasps.
“Why doesn’t Bianca have these, or Annabel?” he asked.
“Our Master used to ring all the girls the Church took but so many tore out with use that now he only gives them as special rewards to those who are out in the world and have done good work.”
“And what did you do to earn yours?”
“I let a photographer who had been following me, fuck me. Now he has me regularly and keeps tabs on whoever our Master wants.  As a result we have been able to enlist the help of several high ranking policemen when they saw the photographs he took.”
“Will you get a reward for helping with the PM the other day?”
For the first time there was a definite smile on Simone’s face. “He has promised me a belly button piercing, sir.”
Charles smiled as he thought about Stuart asking who ran the country. It was time to get aboard the Church bandwagon alright! He leaned forward and opened the desk drawer he used to keep the labial clamps he treated Bianca to and unhooked the weights from their chains. These he hooked directly onto Simone’s rings and sat back to see the effect. Her hands clenched into fists beside her hips as she absorbed the stretching of her labia. 
“Hmm, pretty enough. But I think they need a bit more.”
He had found them in the bag of toys the church had supplied him with when Paula came, they were conical and heavy with hooks at their tops. He reached in between her obediently parted thighs and hooked them onto her rearmost pair of rings. Again he sat back. The thick labial flesh was now appreciably thinner and stretched an inch or so further down her thighs than before. 
“Aah!” A small cry escaped Simone and Charles looked up at her, the lusted-after presenter’s head was thrown back and her teeth were bared.
“A few more, I think,” he said, smiling to himself. How wonderful to have such a national treasure whimpering and suffering at his hands and helpless to do anything about it. He attached two more to her front pair and she shuffled her feet farther apart to allow for their bulk. Now her tortured lips stretched more thinly and she shook her head and growled to absorb the pain.
“Two more, Simone. You can take them without screaming can’t you? I mean if you screamed and anyone were to hear you, your master would not be happy would he?”
It was such lovely depravity. She was trapped by the devotion that had been beaten into her. She probably even knew that she had been brainwashed, but that didn’t help her. She still had to stand and take it all. And even enjoy it.
He reached in again and with a bit of fiddling about under her, managed to hook on two more and sat back. Simone had clenched her hands behind her and now bent her knees outwards as the distended flaps of tormented flesh stretched down her thighs and the weights swung with her desperate wriggling.
“Now let’s see if you’ve been a good girl,” he said and reached out again but this time to go straight for her vaginal entrance, carefully ignoring the clitoris. His fingers found as warm and moist a welcome as he could have wished for, and soon he was able to thrust three fingers up her, and any movement he made only made the weights swing and increase the pull on her tender flesh. And she soaked up the agony and secreted her juices more and more copiously. The Church could really turn out masterpieces of submissive womanhood, Charles thought. The urge to take her upstairs to bed was getting almost overpowering but there was more he intended to put her through before she got that.
He told her he had some work to attend to and he made her turn around, noticing the tears that began to course down her cheeks as she realised there was not going to be any early end to this torment. She looked adorable and Charles wished he could take some pictures of her in this condition, but it would be far too risky for him so sadly he let her turn her back to him and present him with the lavish expanse of her buttocks with their savage brand. It had been placed so that she could just about wear a bikini and tabloid close ups of those buttocks had adorned many a garage wall and bedroom ceiling. And here he was going to degrade them because he had the power to – and it was sweet.
He began to print out documents, sheet after sheet tumbling from the printer.
“You know, Simone,” he told her, reaching forwards to set the weights joggling and swinging again between her blatantly spread legs. “The only problem with this office is that I never thought about where to put a notice board.”
And with that he picked another packet of drawing pins and watched her shoulders shake as she heard it rattle.
He passed a pleasant quarter of an hour pinning memos to her bottom until it was covered with sheets of paper and she was whimpering constantly from the pain at her labia, but every time he fingered her, he found her getting wetter and wetter – and he hadn’t even beaten her.
But he knew he had to release her labia before the rings tore and so, reluctantly he began to remove them and slowly she subsided as her sex lips recovered their more normal shape.
Then he made her remove the pins from her bottom herself and enjoyed the twists and contortions she had to go through. By the time she had finished, the perfectly coiffed blonde hair was a half undone mess and she was breathing hard. He made her stand facing him, open legged and he felt for her clitoris. Immediately she clenched and bucked and a grunt of effort escaped her. She was nearly coming!
Charles stood up and beckoned her, then whistling happily he led her up to the bedroom. Once there he tied her down on her back to start with and used a flogger on her breasts which still bore the pinprick marks and which marked up and swung and shuddered beautifully. Simone took each strike with a small cry and then looked up to enjoy the sight of her breasts, softly mounded by her lying on her back, swinging and trembling beneath a man’s whip. Then he had her turn over and he used the whip with all his strength on her back.
He loved how she jerked at each strike and a small ‘Ow!’ escaped her. Forty times over she amused him and then he picked up the riding crop, but before he started on that he checked her arousal and found the juice pouring out of her and even marking the sheets she was lying on.
Then he took the crop to her pinpricked bottom and drove her to begging for permission to come.
“Please, sir,” she wailed, lifting her hopelessly tousled head off the bed. “Please, oh please!”
“Please, what you slut?” he asked, smiling fiercely down at the naked body of the woman hotly tipped to present a Saturday night prime time TV programme in the spring as she panted and gasped at the slowly built waves of pain and ecstasy engulfing her.
“Please may I come?”
He beat her a few times more as she wailed and begged and then he gave permission and stood back as she humped the bed and groaned and cried as she climaxed from the accumulated thrills of the degradation he had put her through.
Once she was finished he pulled her head back by a fistful of hair and revelled in the utterly undone, wide-eyed and limp wreck he had created out of a national icon.
He made her climb off the bed and undress him, shoes and socks whilst kneeling at his feet so he could admire her whipped back, then she was allowed to stand to take off his shirt and unbutton his trousers. Then finally she was back on her knees and looking up at him with those famously big blue eyes as she eased his pants down over his erection which was furiously hard and urgent.
“The lube’s on the bedside table. Get some into your arse then kneel on the bed.”
He watched her do just what he said, working the slimy stuff into her own backside, with her back turned to him so he could see her fingers going up her own arse. And then the final degradation. He had her kneel with her bottom in the air while her face was buried in the damp patch her cunt juice had left and she was made to lick it while she was buggered. Anal was not something Charles had had a lot of experience with but her rectum seemed to him a very comfortable place indeed and he was amazed at her ability to grip him as he thrust into her then relax as he withdrew, heightening his pleasure and drawing from him an ejaculation that had him clawing his hands into her breasts as he arched his back and shot every drop of his spend into her. Then and only then did he allow himself to relax, lying on top of her, her body warm and soft underneath him as they both panted their way back down from the peaks they had attained.
“Thank you, sir” He heard the famously modulated tones whisper from beside him. She lifted her head and smiled at him through the curtain of blonde hair. “I’ll tell my master that was one of the best punishments I’ve had. If I can keep you on board Mister Hodson, I might even get another brand!”
“I understand your master wants you to serve the PM here for the next few weeks,” he said, warmly smug at the compliment.
“Yes, sir. I’m looking forward to that now!”
Half an hour later, Simone Bewlay walked out of his house, a little stiffly but still wearing that utterly relaxed look of a well-beaten and buggered woman.  
That night Charles watched her as she read the six o’clock news faultlessly as ever. Beside him Bianca stood with her legs parted and two weights on each labia.
 
Charles duly went down to the country to see Annabel get her brand and was able to fully brief the Patriarch about the progress being made – although he was certain that Bianca and many others kept him in touch too. He was well pleased and while they waited for the preparations to be made they drank coffee and discussed the ramifications of the Act.
Annabel herself came to inform them that everything was ready.
It was the first time that Charles had seen her since his first encounter with her and she didn’t disappoint. Her body was as voluptuous as he remembered and her eyes were as excited and wide as they had been then.
He held her close for a moment to remind himself of the feel of her large breasts against him and asked her why she didn’t seem to be nervous about her coming ordeal.
Her laughter was clear and spontaneous and Charles was startled into letting her go.
“I’m sorry, sir,” she said as soon as she saw she had taken him aback. “But it’s not an ordeal at all! I’m proud that I’m going out to belong to you and to help for as long as you want or need me. I want this done. We are taught; no pain - no pride.”
Charles was embarrassed by his gaucheness but the Patriarch whispered as they followed her down to the cellars, her buttocks bewitching him as they hefted and trembled to her steps. “I have a special whip that even Annabel will find testing. I’ll have it placed in your car. On her first night with you, use it as hard as you can! Take her out of her comfort zone.”
The room they were taken to was a well-lit but plain, brick walled cellar with a brazier of glowing coals in the centre of it. Against one wall rested a thick plywood sheet, bolted to the floor and the wall but angled slightly towards the wall so that it sloped. It had four cuffs at its corners. As they entered a man placed a metal bar with an X at one end in the coals in the brazier.
“Disrobe,” the Patriarch intoned, adopting a more stern and formal tone.
Still without any tremor or fear, Annabel did as she was told and soon stood, naked before the three men.
“Mount her,” the Patriarch intoned again.
The man led her to the board and buckled her wrists and ankles to the corners, adjusting the chains they were held by as he did so to ensure that she was held tightly.
Charles watched with gathering nervousness. His heart thundered and his pulse raced, sweat started on his brow as the brazier heated the room. Now it came to it, what had seemed an erotic possibility was an extremely painful reality and he wasn’t sure he wanted to watch. He glanced across at the Patriarch and was immediately aware that he himself was being watched and assessed. He remembered Bianca’s response to her punishment caning and managed to relax and look forward to the delights that having Annabel as his property would afford.
With her pale form stretched out, vulnerable and voluptuously feminine, unable to move even a millimetre away from the searing metal, Annabel looked delicious and Charles’ spirits began to revive as the Patriarch stepped forwards.
“Do you consent to wear the mark of the Church in your flesh?”
“I do.”
“Will you thank the master you will serve first out in the world for having it placed on you?”
“I will.”
The Patriarch looked round at the man by the brazier.
“Proceed.”
The man picked up the bar and tapped it on the side of the brazier a few times and then stepped forwards.
“There.” The Patriarch pointed from close to, a point at the crest of the right buttock and the metal was plunged against Annabel’s flesh.
Immediately there was a loud hissing and a smell of roasting flesh. Annabel’s head threw back and she let out an ear-splitting screech. Her arms tugged futilely at their bonds and then she slumped as for a few more seconds the metal was held to her. Then it was wrenched away and Charles was devastated by the blistered and inflamed state of her previously unmarked and smooth flesh. 
The Patriarch nudged him though and whispered. “In a week or so it’ll look fine, don’t worry. Step forward, she has something to say.”
Charles approached nervously, keeping his gaze averted from the site of the brand. As he came near, Annabel looked round at him, her eyes tear bright from behind a curtain of dark hair.
“Thank you, sir,” she whispered and then fainted.
 
A fortnight later her bottom was still tender but she was delivered to Charles’ house nonetheless and was whipped in his office. He kept clear of the dressing still covering the brand but made full use of her broad shoulders and strong back and most of all her breasts. 
He had a double bed put in Bianca’s room and an intercom run from his bed to that one so that he could summon either woman at any time in the night.
 
Only two days after Annabel’s delivery, the PM pulled him to one side at the House.
“It’s tomorrow night,” he hissed. “With everything that’s at stake, I’ll be on hot bricks till I hear she’s safely locked up. Can I drop by for a...meeting?”
“Sure thing, old boy,” Charles whispered back. “Bianca’s arse is yours – or maybe you’ll fancy Annabel’s. Or both!”
Stuart smiled at him and punched his arm. “I won’t forget this!” he said as he walked off.
Charles watched him go and promised that he wouldn’t forget it either.
 
Anne Steele slipped into the Jag’s back seat and heard the boot close on her weekend suitcase at the same time as her driver closed her door. At least, it was the man who was driving her tonight, her usual man, Henry, had got some family problems or something and had been given a couple of days’ leave.
Behind her she heard her security men chat as they climbed into the following car and then one of them split off and climbed in beside her driver.
She stifled a yawn, it had been a long week and Stuart was still not finished, which was why she was going on ahead by a couple of hours. She often wondered if the public had any idea how hard he worked. Just a quarter of an hour before they were due to set off for Chequers, Charles Hodson had called to say he needed an urgent meeting and poor Charles had had to agree.
The cars started off and merged anonymously with the London traffic once Downing Street had been cleared. From behind her privacy glass Anne watched the thousands of faces of passers-by and the endless cars. Her own reflection occasionally presented itself when they passed the side of a truck. And without realising it she gave herself the once over. Good presentation of herself had always been a part of her business philosophy and it came in useful with her political life as well.
Her thick blonde hair fell to slightly more than shoulder length and rested on her jacket which had a fashionably tailored waist – and she smugly admired the fact that it buttoned up with no problem, emphasising the swell of her breasts in the large-collared shirt she wore under her suit.
Self-consciously she crossed her legs and immediately was able to see how the skirt rode up and displayed a goodly amount of thigh. She was proud of her legs and fully intended that when Stuart caught her up he would get an eyeful of them before bed time. It often turned him on, and she was sure he would need some relaxation this weekend. She didn’t regret having sold out her business to throw her weight behind Stuart once he became party leader; it had paid dividends after all and here they were in Downing Street. She settled back in her seat, a quick bunk-up tonight and Stuart would be able to concentrate on his work again. She closed her eyes and pictured his solidly built body, naked as he came towards the bed. Yes, if he was lucky she might even give his cock a little kiss before she let him fuck her. She smiled and dozed as the car sped away from London and into the night.
 
She was woken by the car bumping over rough ground and stopping. Before she was properly awake the door beside her had opened and a security man was leaning in – and further in.
“What the- ?” she started as he loomed so close over her that she could feel his breath on her cheek. Suddenly convinced she was being assaulted, she started to kick and struggle.
“Don’t be silly, Anne,” he said. “I just need to unbuckle your belt, you need to get out of the car.”
She looked up at him, still fearful. She hadn’t recognised his voice. But her belt had clicked open and he was drawing her powerfully by the arm, through the car door and out into the chill night. As her Louboutins encountered the uneven ground she stumbled sideways and into the arms of another man.
“Steady, Anne, we’re just taking you on a little journey,” he said holding her with frightening strength.
“Not so little when you think about it,” another male voice put in.
“No, not when you consider what they’re like afterwards,” added another.
They were quite well spoken Anne noticed.
“Who are you?” she asked as her eyes accustomed themselves to the dark and saw she was surrounded by five men and the security car was parked behind them, her driver was presumably still at the wheel of her car, she tried to whirl around and fling herself back but the man’s grip on her arm never even loosened in the slightest and all she achieved was to end up falling into him.
“Whoa there, Anne!” he said cheerfully. “You’re only going where we want you to go, and you’re going how we want you to go. It’s something you’re going to have to learn to accept. Now come with me.”
Anne screamed as loud as she could and for as long as she could but they didn’t seem to mind and two of them simply took her arms and marched her along the grass in the car’s headlights towards a van. And now she began to fight in earnest, expecting to be thrown in the back and gang-banged. She had no idea what had happened to her normal security detail but they never called her ‘Anne’; to them she was always ‘Ma’am’. Immediately two more men caught her legs and she was carried inelegantly to the van and thrown in the back.
She sprawled awkwardly on the metal floor and quickly twisted round to try and sit up and keep her skirt down. To her horror, all the men had crowded in behind her and she was sure she knew what was coming next.
“Will you get a look at those legs!” one man said.
“Calm down! Remember orders! And besides you know there’s plenty at home that look just as good,” said someone she hoped was in charge of whatever group she had fallen foul of. Were they terrorists after a hostage? They didn’t sound like it.
“Yeah, when the light’s out!” That fetched some laughter.
One of the men approached her, shining his torch in her eyes.
“Now listen, Anne. We need you to get undressed-“
He got no further. Anne somehow catapulted herself up off the floor and flung herself at where she thought the door was. Once again she was immediately caught and easily held, but this time she felt a big hand grab her collar and pull her backwards, landing her once more spreadeagled on the floor. And once again she hurriedly had to drag her skirt down and close her legs.
“Look,” it was the one she thought was the leader again. “We don’t want to hurt you but you got to realise that where you’re going to you’re going to learn some hard lessons, so you might as well start learning now. And the first lesson is; do what you’re bloody well told!”
She jumped as he bellowed at her and in the ensuing silence she absorbed his words about not wanting to hurt her and then someone threw a bit of fabric at her. Instinctively she caught it and found it was a simple unbleached cotton shift with a cotton belt and laces at the bodice.
“Strip off and put that on,” the leader said. And then she heard a noise she had dreaded, it was the soft sound of a knife being drawn and sure enough a big blade appeared in the torchlight. “We don’t want to hurt you but we have orders and if you don’t undress and put that on, I’ll have to cut your clothes off. It’s a sharp knife and if you struggle...well you get the picture.”
Anne nodded and clambered to her feet, trying to toss her hair back proudly but being terribly aware she needed to go to the toilet and that her knees were knocking. But with trembling fingers she pulled her jacket off and flung it behind her then unbuttoned her blouse and shed that. She was expecting some wolf whistles and time-honoured snide comments when her bra came in view, but there were none, just the watchful silence from behind the torches. She bit her lip and reached down to unzip her skirt.
“No. Bra too,” the voice snapped.
She hesitated for a second and the knife re-appeared. She reached behind her and undid the clasp then shrugged it forward and tried to shield her breasts as she slipped it off.
“Stand up straight, hands by your sides,” the voice ordered.
With tears of fear and shame making her blink she did as she was told.
Again there were no whistles or stupid comments. Instead there was calm assessment and judgement that she found bizarre and really frightening.
“Now those are nice! Why did you try and hide them?”
“I know many girls who’d be proud to show off a pair like that. Lovely nipples!”
“She’s got to be in good shape to keep a pair that big that high!”
“Alright!” It was the leader’s voice again. “There’s Lambert and Robbins in the front to play with, in a minute. Let’s get this one prepared. C’mon get naked and get the tunic on!” he addressed his final words to her.
Now really afraid she might have fallen into the hands of traffickers, Anne reached for her skirt zip pulled it down and stepped out of it. That left just a pair of Agent Provocateur knickers and her Louboutins. But somehow the silence from behind the torch light didn’t seem gloating or brutal, it just seem calm and assessing. It was weird but it did help her to find the courage to put her thumbs in her knicker straps and push them down, tramp her feet to shed them and then kick off the shoes. And before they could start on their weird comments again she grabbed the cotton tunic and shrugged it on over her head with desperate haste. As she looked down to belt it up she realised that it was, either by design or mistake, far too small for her breasts. They were squeezed and mounded and the laces just seemed to emphasise the fact that a quick tug at them would probably spill them completely.
“Good. Let’s get her fastened and then we need to be getting out of here,” the leader said before she could protest.
Two of the torches were handed to others and two men came forward. Having stripped before them and put on this strange garment made Anne feel as though she were a different person altogether somehow and she allowed herself to be led towards the forward bulkhead of the van and when they indicated, she sat on the floor, once again struggling for her modesty, but then she had more things to contend with because her hands were spread apart and leather cuffs, fastened to chains were buckled onto her wrists. She could sit comfortably enough but could bring her hands no farther forwards than her breasts and could not bring them together at all. She felt very vulnerable.
Suddenly she heard the doors open and gaped as two of the torches were turned off and she saw two girls had entered.
“Is everything ok, Brother Sharp? It seemed to be taking a long time so we thought we ought to check.”
The speaker was a black haired girl in her twenties dressed in the same design of tunic as the one Anne now wore. She was bright and happy and didn’t seem at all cowed by the presence of the men.
“She was a bit stubborn and we had to be a bit more careful than normal on a collection. But she’s ready to go now,” the man she thought of as the leader replied. The use of the word ‘Brother’ bothered her and tugged at something in her memory.
“Oooh!” It was the brunette companion to the black haired girl, a slightly more chubby girl but with very red cheeks, and breasts that strained her tunic rather like Anne’s did. “I know her! No wonder you had to go carefully. That’s really posh totty!”
“Who asked you, Lambert!?” the leader, now revealed to be a dark haired man in his thirties, muscular and fit looking with broad shoulders under a tight fitting, white  T shirt with a simple red X shaped motif on the front.  “I’ll see you on tomorrow’s parade. That tongue of yours will get you into big trouble one day!”
For the first time Anne saw real fear, the girl’s face fell and her bottom lip quivered visibly. But the other girl stepped in quickly.
“Oh, Brother, you know she can put it to good use as well, so don’t be too hard on her!” she said and went to stand shoulder to shoulder with her companion.
The one they called Brother Sharp smiled grimly. “Well you can keep her company at the frame, Robbins. And afterwards you can both serve in the common room.”
Anne had no idea what they were talking about but to judge by the girls’ giggles at that news, they weren’t so downtrodden as she might have thought if these were indeed traffickers. And they thanked the man for something as well.
“Have we got time for a bit of relief, Brother?” one of the men asked. “I don’t mind admitting that one over there,” and he indicated Anne, “has got me needing a bit.”
Sharp looked at his watch. “Be quick about it girls,” he said.
Anne could hardly believe her eyes. With no more coercion than that simple command both girls dropped to their knees and the men fumbled urgently at their flies.  Within seconds the girls were faced with a line of tumescent cocks which they calmly set about sucking, one after the other. It wasn’t simply that the girls performed with no more coercion than one simple command, it was the quiet and business-like way in which they went about it. The black haired girl was closer to Anne and she watched as she tucked her hair back out of the way before opening her mouth wide, her lips soft and gleaming in the torchlight and engulfed the thick shaft which had seemed to dwarf her face just moments before. There was none of the porn film posing and playing to the gallery, the girl concentrated purely on the man she was servicing. 
Anne watched in fascinated horror as she reached out and gently cupped his scrotum as her lips and tongue worked on the erect cock, the broad shaft emerging, gleaming every now and then from her pretty little mouth. But soon the man’s breath caught and he grabbed her head and rammed it against his pelvis, but still the girl didn’t miss a beat and accepted it quite calmly, although the huge thing had to be pushing down her actual throat as he thrust at her and ejaculated. And once he was finished and had relaxed, she still didn’t stop and Anne could see her tongue working at cleaning up the last of his emission. But soon he stepped back and tucked himself away.
“Good girl,” he said quietly and to Anne’s further dismay she thanked him and moved to the next man, where she delivered the same quiet and passionate service and accepted his sperm with nothing but gratitude. And when both girls had served all of the men they stood up and smiled with the quiet pride of those who know they have done a good job and who appreciated the taps on their heads and the ‘Good girl’ approbation they had received after each cock had shot its load down their throats.
Anne just gawped. It was like nothing she could ever have imagined. It was bad enough that the girls had been forced – her mind couldn’t even conceive that they hadn’t been in some way – to humiliate themselves for the men, it was the quiet way they seemed actually to enjoy giving the most intimate of caresses. And it wasn’t as though there was any intimacy – it had been done quite openly with each man waiting his turn and the girls moving quickly and smoothly between them with no spluttering or choking on the successive ejaculations.
Anne had only ever once allowed a man to come in her mouth. It had been at a rather drunken bash for a website launch and despite what she had drunk, when the handsome advertising exec was filling her mouth and he had suddenly grabbed her hair and pushed her face down, she had reacted with fury and as he had pumped his spend into her she had tried to get off him. The result had been an unholy mess and desperate splutterings and chokings from her. She had never forgotten the vile taste of the thick glutinous stuff invading her.
She could not imagine a more profound gift that a woman could offer a man but those two girls had looked as though the men were doing them the favour by allowing them to suck them. Much as she loved her husband she had never been able to bring herself to do more than give his cock a swift and shallow kiss before guiding it into her vagina.
And now, as the doors of the van slammed behind the men and the girls and she heard the engine start and the van bumped off the grass and onto tarmac again, Anne felt utterly confused and out of her depth; they didn’t seem like traffickers, or terrorists. But suddenly her mind jumped from the term ‘terrorist’ to the word ‘fundamentalist’ and added in how the leader had been addressed as ‘Brother’ and her head fell back against the cold metal of the van’s side in despair.
She knew whose hands she had fallen into.









Chapter Four

 
“Think of us like a secret army,” the husky voice whispered in the dark. “It’s soon going to be war. And the Woman’s Liberation Army will be the only friend you’ve got.” 
Kim tried to concentrate on the words but she had no choice but to give out a soft groan of pleasure as she felt a mouth close over a nipple and gently nibble on it. 
“We need you, Kim,” the voice went on as the mouth was withdrawn from that nipple.
“Yes!” she groaned as the other nipple was similarly treated.
“Will you help us?”
“Yes! Oh God, yes!” The last word ended almost in a squeak as the mouth that had been on her nipples now began to gently lick its way down across her stomach and towards her delta. Hardly daring to believe what was coming next she opened her legs and lay back, gripping the pillows as she waited for what she was sure would be the sensual blast of a lifetime.
She wasn’t disappointed.
First there was warm breath on her lips and inner thighs and then there was the gently foraging tongue probing knowledgeably at her clitoral hood, then it was on the clitoris itself and Kim’s world exploded into pure sensation. She shivered and gasped at the power of the spears of erotic charge that jabbed up through her whole body as the tongue began to grind and rasp at her. She had had lovers go down on her before, but never had they been this good.
“Oh, yes!” she groaned again as the tongue went on licking and rasping, harder now, insistent, knowing, driving her upwards and upwards until her mind shattered into a thousand brilliant shards of colour and she came, thrusting her pelvis up at the expert tongue which kept on and on. Kim skipped and spiralled from peak to peak, dizzy and ecstatic, her body trembling uncontrollably and spasming with frightening intensity until at last, at long last, the tongue let her come down.
She lay, dizzy, limp and wrecked as the quilt humped up and Gina’s head appeared, her face glistening with Kim’s discharge.
Kim had been at work in Mr Hodson’s office, where she was admin manager and appointments secretary, when Gina had walked in. She had made an appointment earlier by phone, calling herself Miss Wilson and said she needed to see Kim about a new supplier of stationery for the office. Mr Hodson had stayed in London that weekend and she had cancelled his surgeries so Miss Wilson was the last business of the day and Kim was prepared to let her leave a few brochures, deliver her spiel and then she would usher her out and head for home, bath and bed. She was currently ‘resting’ between boyfriends – as she termed it – and was enjoying being single for the moment.
But then Gina had walked in; tall, glamorous and black and Kim’s plans had gone out of the window, together with her lesbian virginity.
She was never quite sure how it had happened but Gina had quickly rid herself of the guise of sales rep and had instead told Kim about what Charles Hodson’s activities would mean for women. As a constituency secretary, Kim had not paid over-much attention to Westminster and she was genuinely shocked. Eventually they had left the office and gone for dinner, over which Gina told her about the Church of Ultimate Purification. Of course Kim had read some articles and seen some lurid headlines but what Gina told her shocked her even more deeply. But when it came to betraying Mr Hodson, her employer, she had a problem. Gina had reached for the wine, poured them both another glass and become a lot more persuasive. Kim had a vague memory of her leaning towards her across the restaurant table, the cleavage of her smooth, heavy breasts somehow much more visible than earlier and had she imagined the touch of a shoe on her calf under the table? In any event the evening wore on while the wine flowed and things began to develop. Gina was not only devastatingly attractive but also good company and gradually the conversation had shifted to women’s matters and sex and men and finally Kim had asked her back for coffee.
They had sat side by side on the sofa and Kim had suddenly become very aware of Gina’s thigh against hers and then she had looked into her huge, dark brown eyes.
“Who needs men, eh?” Gina had whispered. “Fuck ‘em!”
Kim giggled. “That’s sort of the point isn’t it?”
“You can fuck women too, babe! And it’s good!” Then the glossy lips had been pressed to hers and she felt the woman’s breasts press against her own and she wanted to get out of her clothes….
 
They lay close together face to face for a few minutes while Kim let her hands gently trace the curves and softness of the other woman’s body.
“Mmm,” Gina said eventually when one of Kim’s hands dipped down towards her delta. “Bedding you was not in my brief for tonight, but a good field operative must learn to go with the flow!” And she smiled as she twisted slightly onto her back to let her legs part.
Kim slowly let her hand delve between the satin smooth, chocolate brown thighs and with her heart pounding she felt the thick lips of another woman’s sex and the clitoris, slick and erect, and greatly daring she pressed it hard.
“Oooh! Bitch!” Gina groaned and Kim smiled as she slid her fingers along the woman’s crease until they slipped up into the vagina. It was the strangest and most thrilling sensation to feel her way into another woman’s sheath, and Gina was definitely bigger than she was, three fingers went in with no trouble.
Gina began to moan urgently as she fingered her and suddenly Kim wanted nothing more than to bathe her face in the warm outpourings of another woman’s sex. Quickly she kissed her way down across Gina’s stomach and through the well-trimmed pubic fur, then her tongue encountered the fragrant and pungent sex itself. 
She squirmed further down the bed so that she could lie between Gina’s legs and more comfortably get her tongue to penetrate every crevice and Gina lifted her hips to meet her, letting Kim get her hands under the big cushions of the buttocks. God! A woman felt so good! She rolled her tongue and pushed it deep into the vagina. It tasted fine and the scent of Gina’s excitement was making her heart pound and her pulse race. She lapped and rasped and clutched the buttocks more fiercely and Gina began to utter throaty cries that grew closer and closer together as Kim almost cruelly punished the clitoris, then suddenly Gina was bucking and crying out and Kim kept on rasping with her tongue as Gina’s stomach fluttered and clenched and her legs kicked and twitched. It was fully several minutes until the climax subsided and Kim, her face gleaming and awash with sex juice, wriggled back up the bed to an ecstatic welcome.
Gina kissed and licked her face clean and told her she was the best ever, but inevitably the business of the day reared its head once again.
“Now we’ve got that out of the way, honey, can we think of any way we can throw a spanner in Hodson’s works?” Gina whispered at last. “The Liberation Army is working to discredit every MP who’s thinking of supporting this damn bill that he’s bringing in.”
“He’s very careful about his expenses,” Kim said, resting her head on the softness and warmth of Gina’s breasts.
“Okay. He’s single, so are there any indiscretions with girlfriends or married mistresses?”
“Not that I know of.”
“There must be something, girl! There’s not a man alive who hasn’t got something to hide.”
“Well the other week he asked me to buy the smallest sound recorder I could find.”
”Interesting. Why can’t he just use his phone?”
“Dunno. Why not come to the office on Monday and I’ll look through everything I’ve got.”
“Go through your drawers you mean? Sounds good! But what shall we do with the weekend?” Gina’s voice was husky with desire.
Kim laughed softly and took one thick, dark red nipple in her mouth and nibbled on it. 
“Yeah, we could do that alright!” Gina said and held Kim close to her in the dark.
 
On Mondays and Wednesdays, Bridgett McClean helped Kim run the office until about four o’clock. She was a small, nondescript woman who was efficient and kept herself to herself, so when Gina arrived just before four, she and Kim hardly noticed her leave as they prepared to go through all the correspondence held in Charles Hodson’s office. Kim had the second key to the filing cabinet and Gina turned on the computer. 
“Let me get the IP to Kathy at head office and see what we can see,” she said quietly.
Kim looked up from where she was flicking through all his files, checking there was nothing she hadn’t seen before.
“What are you doing?” she asked.
“We’ve got some pretty hot techs in the army, babe. I bet you we can hack his e mails in a few minutes.”
Kim gaped at her and Gina looked up sharply. “The Female Limitation Act will make it illegal for women to be employed as anything more senior than secretaries. It’ll be illegal for them to be paid enough to live on without depending on men. It’ll say when and where we can go out and there’s even talk of it defining what we wear! You want that?”
Kim shook her head and left Gina to it. Neither of them heard the door of the outer office close behind Bridgett.
An hour later Gina had found an e mail from Charles Hodson to his housekeeper in London referring to someone called Paula but she could get no further. Kim had found some notes about the PM referring to ‘P’ and the ‘CUP’, they seemed to be notes of conversations, reminders, in which ‘A’ was referred to a lot but there was nothing conclusive. However, Kim persevered and eventually she found a scribbled note that referred to ‘A’ as ‘she’ and there was a date, it was today’s date. For some reason, Kim felt a shiver run up her back. 
She was about to call out to Gina when the police arrived with Bridgett McClean in tow.
There were four large men in flack jackets and they wasted no time. Kim was grabbed from behind, one arm was twisted up her back and she was pushed face first into the filing cabinet. Gina put up a fight but was soon bent down across Mr Hodson’s desk with both arms twisted up behind her and was being held by two men.
“I didn’t like the look of that one at all,” Bridgett said, pointing at Gina, “and when I came back to see what they might be up to, I knew I had to call you. They were going through Mr Hodson’s private office!”
“Well done!” the largest of the policemen said. “You’ll be well rewarded for this night’s work McClean. Go and report to Father Hales over in Eastworthy, he’ll let you serve for a week or so at the reformatory there. I’ll tell him you’re on your way and you’ve done well.”
Kim craned her head around enough to see Bridgett blush with pleasure and smile broadly as she bustled out. Father? Some of the weekend’s conversations came back to her and with a feeling of sick horror she realised that Bridgett had to be one of the female converts to the Church of Ultimate Purification.
Then the big man was looming over her.
“And what were you hoping to find in Mr Hodson’s personal correspondence?” he asked.
“Hey! This one’s been hacking his mails!” another of the men called out from by the desk.
“Right we’ll take the computer with us, might be able to get a trace from it. I’ll bet this bitch is one of that bloody Liberation Army of theirs!”
Gina swore and struggled but was easily held down.
Kim’s heart pounded as she absorbed the full implications of the policeman’s words. Gina had told her that the women’s army suspected the police had been infiltrated and if this man knew Gina was a member of the army then it probably meant he was with the Church.
They were everywhere! And now she and Gina were their prisoners.
Her other arm was grabbed and dragged behind her where she felt steel cuffs snapped onto her wrists. Then her head was dragged back by the hair and a ball gag was presented to her mouth. She tried to snap it shut but was too late and the bitter tasting plastic ball was rammed behind her teeth and a buckle was fastened at the back of her head.
“Right let’s get ‘em in the wagon!” the biggest of them said and the two women were unceremoniously hauled out into the yard at the back of the office where a large police van waited with its doors open.
They were bundled into the back where two bench seats faced each other and between them two rails ran along part of the roof. Working quickly and smoothly the men unclipped one cuff on each woman and then re-fastened it after running it over a rail, having brought their hands round to their fronts. The result was that Kim and Gina’s wrists were fastened above them and they stood facing each other. Once they were firmly shackled the men relaxed.
One of them ran a hand over Kim’s bottom, making her squirm away angrily.
“Nice,” he said. “But it’d be nicer if that little skirt was all she wore and not those leggings as well.”
“They’ve both got good tits,” another put in, going to stand by Gina and looking down at her sweater, which her bondage was making stretch tightly over her large breasts.
“Yeah, but she’s got bloody trousers on! It shouldn’t be allowed! A man should be able to get his hand up a pretty girl’s skirt no problem!” another said, joining him. “Mind you, we could always get rid easily enough…”
Gina wiggled and shouted angrily through her gag as his hand went towards the zip on her trousers.
“Steady lads!” the biggest man said. “You know the rules. You can play all you want once they’ve been treated. Not before. And anyway, we’ve got a skirt that can be lifted anytime we want, right Andrews?”
Kim looked towards the front of the van and from the driver’s seat, where the head restraint had obscured her, a policewoman moved out into the gangway between the seats, taking off her hat and shaking out a thick mane of blonde hair. 
“Got two new recruits here,” the big man told her. “Why don’t you tell ‘em their fortunes.”
The woman smiled at him and sauntered back along the length of the van, grinning at the men. Kim noticed that she wore a regulation, crisp white shirt and cravat but that her skirt was rather shorter than she expected and it looked as though she was wearing stockings, added to that her shoes were definitely not sensible flatties but were court shoes with three inch heels.
She came close to Kim first.
“I’ve been where you’re going,” she said in a husky whisper. “And you won’t know yourself when you come back!”
She moved over to Gina and stood very close beside her and whispered in her ear, her lips so close she almost kissed her.
“I thought I was going to be some hotshot Chief Inspector but when the Church had finished teaching me, I realised I had something much more important to do.”
She moved away from Gina and approached the man who made the remark about Gina not wearing a skirt. “Would you like to get your hand up mine, sir?” she asked.
“Don’t mind if I do,” he said with a smirk at his mates and thrust his hand between her legs, which she straddled immediately and with her own hands lifted the skirt until the pale, naked hemispheres of her bottom were revealed above the welts of her stockings.
Kim and Gina exchanged horrified glances over their gags but Kim found she couldn’t look away too long. What was happening was horrific but it was fascinating in a way she couldn’t define.
Andrews had her back to her, her legs were well spread and she was holding her skirt well up over her – Kim had to admit – rather shapely buttocks and she was actually fucking his fingers. She watched as the woman rocked and clenched herself on the thick fingers that must be deep inside her.
“Close the doors,” the biggest of the policemen said. “We’ve got enough time to pass her around.”
And while Kim and Gina watched helplessly, Andrews was passed from man to man until they were all satisfied.
The one who had started by fingering her, soon had her kneel on one of the seats. From where she stood, Kim could see the shaved vulva, shamelessly open and weeping juice between the thighs and the naked buttocks as she waited to be penetrated. The man fiddled with his flies and then blocked her view as he moved forwards and sighed in pleasure as he sank into her. He gripped her hips and began to fuck her with strong, deep thrusts. Kim could just see how she was jolted at the end of each lunge into her. Gradually the speed increased until he stayed fully embedded in her and groaned as he spilled himself into her, then he stepped back and fastened himself up.
Another man grabbed Andrews by her hair and pulled her back to her feet, only to make her kneel up on another seat, but one that faced Kim and Gina this time. He pressed her shoulders down onto the back of the seat so that Kim could see the pale swell of her naked bottom and the hard rod of his cock sticking up from his uniform trousers.
“Only good thing about sloppy seconds,” he said, reaching down into Andrews’ groin, “is it means you can slip in easier by the back door.”
Kim watched as his fingers withdrew from her vagina and then thrust into her anus, making her raise her head and groan. Then, satisfied she was well enough prepared he bent his erect cock down and rammed it into her anus. Andrews cried out and he had to make short stabbing movements for a few seconds before he could sink smoothly in to his hilt.
As he did so, he braced himself by grabbing her hair and as her head was raised, Kim was astonished to see the look of deepest satisfaction on her face as she was brutally buggered before an audience. 
“Fuck! She was tight!” the man panted as he set about pistoning in and out of her.
“Put her down for a punishment and a correction regime then,” their leader said and went to stand by Andrews’ head. “That’s what you need isn’t it? You want a nice comfortable arse for whoever wants it, don’t you Andrews?”
Her mouth was hanging slackly open and she was groaning as her buggering continued but she managed to stammer; “Yes….sir!” in between jarring thrusts up her backside. Then suddenly the man began to come and Kim was amazed to see Andrews’ eyes roll up and she moaned quietly in orgasm as he spent. He wrenched himself clear and fetched one further cry from her, then left her slumped over the back of the seat. The third man simply lifted her head and dropped it onto his erect cock as he stood before her.
He stood slightly side on to Kim and she could see that Andrews, although clearly still dazed from her usage, was co-operating as much as she could, hollowing her cheeks as she sucked on him and flicking her tongue at his polished helm when he lifted her head off him. But when he started his race to a climax, he held her head cruelly tight and rammed her down onto him without mercy. But amazingly she rode it and Kim saw her throat work as she swallowed his come without choking. Then he too was gone and the tousled blonde looked up at the leader with a plainly flirtatious smile.
Kim glanced back at Gina but couldn’t read the message in her dark eyes, and in truth Kim didn’t know what she felt either. Andrews was clearly enjoying everything that was being done to her. But that couldn’t be right!
She was being treated worse than most whores would have been. 
“Well now,” the biggest of the men was saying, holding Andrews’ head up by a fistful of hair. “I don’t reckon I fancy your cunt, it’ll still be a bit on the messy side for my tastes. I could spread your arse a bit wider, seems like it needs it and I don’t mind another guy having smoothed my way into the back door. Or I could go in your mouth again and see how well you swallow a second time. But I reckon these new recruits need to see how a treated girl performs so I’m going up your arse. What do you say, Andrews?”
Kim had never done anal and was aghast that the woman was being made to take a second man up there when she had plainly struggled to accommodate the first. But her response was not what she had expected.
“Yes, sir. Where do you want me?” she asked, her eyes fixed, wide and adoring on his face.
He moved her to a seat right beside where the two prisoners stood and they watched, spellbound, as Andrews herself fetched what lubrication she could from her vagina and spread it around her bottom, from in front, Kim could still tell when she had put her own fingers up her own backside to test whether the traces left by two men would make her comfortable for another. 
“I think I’ll be a good fit now, sir,” she said, half turning to the big man who stood beside her, gently masturbating his massive cock.
Andrews turned and hollowed her back, reaching back one last time to ensure her skirt was well tucked up. Kim watched transfixed as the massive shaft was lodged in the buttock cleft and then was slowly thrust into her. Andrews’ head came up with her eyes screwed tight shut and her lips pursed as she let out a low moan while the shaft spread her wider and wider. And then the head was inside her and past the sphincters, she let her breath out in a long sigh and braced herself to take the buggery with a contented smile on her face. It was a long and thorough buggering and once again she came as he did, which was just as well because she almost screamed in pain as he wrenched himself out quickly before he had shrunk, with studied cruelty. 
“Now, clean yourself up and then get us to the Hub,” he told her and delivered a ringing slap to her flank.
Andrews scrambled up, a tousled wreck with her skirt round her waist, her hold up stockings twisted and laddered, her thighs running with semen and a look of profound pride on her face.
She must have seen the looks of astonishment and disgust on the prisoners’ faces because she brushed her hair back with one hand as she fumbled her skirt back down with the other.
“In a couple of months, you’ll understand! It’ll be hell on earth to start with, but in the end…heaven!” and deliberately she ran her hand up under her skirt and along her groin, then brought it out and licked it clean, lovingly tasting every drop of sperm she could get from her fingers. Then she sashayed proudly back to the front of the van, took a tissue from her bag, dried herself, brushed her hair quickly and then resumed the driver’s seat.









Chapter Five

 
Father Hales closed the file and looked at the woman who stood before his desk. She was in her mid-thirties and was not unattractive when her hair was let down out of the rather severe chignon she wore while on field work, he had seen the picture in her file. He got up and walked around her, she had a trim figure, not overly large breasts but enough to keep a man interested. Her buttocks were quite pert and her legs really quite long for her stature.
He beckoned her over to a window. Outside on a parade ground about forty young men were being put through strenuous exercises by a drill sergeant.
“A new intake,” he explained. “They show promise and are already becoming more adept with the whip and the cane. But for the first week or so, until they discover just how much more pleasure a treated female can give them if they take their time and pace themselves, they are rather expensive in girls. I currently have thirty in the sick bay and five more will be there tomorrow after they’re played with tonight. Just welt-healing time, nothing serious, we do keep a careful eye on them, but it does leave me short. And you are to be rewarded?”
“Yes, father. I am privileged.”
In her file he had read that she had attained the level of Initiate with two stars; one for endurance under the lash and one for the number of men she could satisfy without needing a rest. She sounded like ideal fresh meat! She was not of the Inner Circle but one more good field posting and she might yet attain the brand.
He returned to his seat and lifted his robe, beckoning her over as he parted his legs. She immediately knelt between them and looked up at him, ready to start when told to. He clicked his fingers and sat back, assessing her skill level as she began to lick and caress his scrotum. The young men in his charge had to learn the correct deportment of a Master and he wasn’t going to give them any sub- standard females to practise on. Her tongue was gentle and accurate and went as far as it could towards his anus while her hand was soft and encouraging without being demanding as it encircled his hardening shaft and encouraged it to harden further.
“When were you last whipped?” he asked.
“Three months ago, Father,” she said, briefly lifting her head away from where she was licking his groin. “Before I was sent to Mr Hodson’s office.”
“Then you’ll be ready to take on ten of my young men tomorrow, they’re just learning the single tail whip. And if you’re able to you’ll take on ten more the day after. If not, then you’ll take them on as soon as you’ve healed. You’ll stay with us for a fortnight and serve every day your welts allow.”
“Yes, Father. Thank you, thank you, Father!” The passionate thanks was whispered from beside the base of his cock and he wondered if his boys would leave him enough of her to whip before he had to send her back. Perhaps it was best if he made the most of the moment. He eased himself down in his chair.
“You may suck,” he told her.
 
Anne had dozed off by the time the van stopped and the doors crashed open. It was near dawn now and as she was dragged out by two men she found herself on a wide expanse of tarmac surrounded by wooden huts. Over to her right was a building that looked as if it might have been an old-fashioned airfield control tower. The land was flat and bleak in all directions and a cold wind blew, making her shiver.
“This way!” one of the men told her and she followed, there didn’t seem to be anything else to do.
They went through an old wooden door that surprisingly led into a gleaming, pristine, modern medical room. There was a doctor behind the desk in front of her.
“Last for tonight?” he asked her guard.
“Yes, just give her the once over and then she’ll go for assessment and Basics.”
“Right. Strip!” the doctor ordered and stood up, to reveal himself to be a tall, well-built man. 
Suddenly Anne felt that humiliatingly tight shift was a valuable refuge and she cringed and clutched it to her.
Beside her the guard tutted and before she knew it she was bent over the desk with one arm up her back and a powerful hand was ripping the garment to shreds until she was left with nothing and was pulled back to her feet where the last shreds of the tunic rustled to the ground.
The doctor glared at her and opened a drawer, from which he took a riding crop. He bent it in his hands as he walked around the desk. Naked and terrified, Anne backed away, straight into her guard who again twisted her arm and bent her forwards.
“It’s been a long night,” the doctor said. “And I’m not prepared to put up with any more nonsense. So let’s get things straight right now.”
Anne had no chance to make any response, a bitter stinging and a blaze of pain simultaneously blazed across both buttocks. She screamed.
She screamed again as another of the blows landed and her buttocks shrieked their agony at her. The third blow left her bereft of any voice with which to scream as she was crying, her body shaking and heaving.
He beat her again and all she could manage was a small strangled yelp amid the tears.
Through the mist of tears Anna saw the crop laid on the desk beside her face.
“Alright,” the doctor said. “Any daft questions, protests or disobedience of any kind will result in a harder beating than that with no further warning. Understand?”
Sniffing, Anne managed to nod her head.
“Over against the wall, then.”
She was measured in all conceivable directions. They measured her height, her waist, her hips, her arm span, her inner leg. She had to grit her teeth against the protests as she spread her legs and the guard held a tape tightly up against her groin, right beside her labia, while the doctor held the lower end of the tape. They measured her bust and cup size. They took mug shots of her face and shots of her whole body in the nude. 
And then it got worse.
She was ushered into the next room where there was a table with stirrups. She couldn’t help an involuntary hesitation as she saw what awaited her, and she didn’t get away with it.
They pushed her down onto the leather top of the table and beat her again with the crop. This time it was six or seven, she couldn’t count. The pain of the new lashes across her already bruised bottom was beyond any screams.
When they let her go she slid down onto the floor, sobbing and crying piteously and rubbing at her buttocks, able only to repeat small ‘Ow’ sounds.
They gave her a few moments and then hauled her up and laid her on her back, lifting and spreading her legs to strap her calves into the stirrups – as she had known they would. Then they swung them well apart, leaving her sex and anus utterly displayed.
She jumped when she felt some cold ooze applied to her lips and into the vagina itself, but they must have felt that she was entitled to that at least as she wasn’t beaten.
Instead a cold steel implement was inserted and manoeuvred deep into her and then it began to expand.
Anne’s head jerked up in a panic.
“It’s a dilator,” the doctor said. “I need to see how elastic your cunt is. It’ll hurt a bit but won’t damage you.”
Anne had no choice but to keep quiet and take whatever was coming. But the word ‘cunt’ didn’t seem a likely one for a real doctor to use. She bit her lip nervously as she felt the thing press on her inner tissues, forcing her sheath wider and wider…and then wider again.
The doctor stood up and looked down at her.
“She can take more,” he decided. Anne silently shook her head as she felt the thing spread her even more and now a stinging pain began right inside her. She clenched her fists, terrified that if she did any more she would be beaten again.
The guard looked down at her dispassionately.
“Couple more turns doc,” he said and she gritted her teeth as she felt herself expanding to way beyond any size she had ever attained before.
Then it was over and the pressure relaxed until the horrible thing could be smoothly withdrawn from her.
“Not bad,” the doctor said. “She’ll be able to take pretty much anything up there after a bit of training. Let’s do the arse.”
“No!” It was utterly beyond her control, the shout just erupted from her. She had never, never had anything up there! She would never contemplate it, she had finished immediately with any boyfriend who even mentioned anal. But now, too late, she realised the trouble she was in. “Please, forgive me! But not there, please! I’ll do anything else! Please!”
“Hold her arms,” the doctor said, impassively.
“No, please! What are you going to do?!” she wailed as the guard came to stand by her head and easily took hold of her arms, keeping them above her. To her horror she realised that the doctor was standing between her spread legs with the riding crop in his hands.
“You all get this sooner or later. So you might as well start now.”
Anne screamed in despair as she saw him raise the wicked implement above her horribly vulnerable sex and bring it down.
Afterwards she was never able to decide what she had actually expected but the hot stinging that engulfed her clitoris took her breath away in shock. She jerked her head up in time to see him flick downwards again with the leather flap on the end of the crop and smack it home directly on her clit. Helplessly she jerked her hips up in the aftermath, the feeling was so intense she couldn’t label it pain or pleasure. It was just a sensation that filled her whole body. She tried to free her arms to protect her sex but her wrists were held firm. In vain she struggled and a treacherous little thought flitted across her mind; if she was helpless, it didn’t matter what she was feeling because she couldn’t do anything about it. It wasn’t her fault if it wasn’t as painful as it ought to be. She tugged and squirmed again – to make sure there was no possibility of escape. There wasn’t.
She craned her head up, fascinated she watched his hand rise again, and again bring the leather down onto her clit. Now that she had taken three, suddenly pain began to play a little descant across the top of the overwhelming sensation that was blazing through her body. A fourth made her jerk again and she realised it was almost the sort of movement a woman might make if she was being made love to. And, yes, her legs were open and her genitals were on the receiving end of male attention, but it wasn’t sex. She was being beaten! It had to be pain she was feeling but it just wasn’t, or not all of it. He flicked at her again and again her hips jerked up at him as the leather landed.
The guard let her go and Anne lay, dazed and confused and with a strange heat raging throughout her lower body.
She hardly noticed the cold goo again, this time at her anus and she made no protest when she felt the steel monster invade her most private passage. In the wake of the tumult the last beating had caused her, it seemed as though the dilator was being slid into someone else’s body and the conversation the men were having was about someone else.
“This is tight!” the doctor said, pushing hard at the steel tube and twisting it until it slid through and began to disappear into the body before him.
“Virgin?”
“Could be! The powers that be can decide if she goes through treatment like that and they can sell her deflowering afterwards. Or maybe they’ll decide that being buggered will break her in nicely.”
“They know what they’re doing.”
“They do that. Now let’s see how much she can take.” The doctor began to twist the wheel which opened the jaws of the dilator and immediately the blonde’s body began to heave and wriggle. He looked at the slightly reddened labia and wondered if another beating might be in order, but then remembered the trouble he had had in getting it into her arse.
He stood up and looked down at her face. It was screwed up tight and she was biting her lips to stop herself from earning another beating.
He sat down and gave the wheel one more turn. The blonde screamed and lifted her hips clear of the table.
“Virgin anus,” he noted on his clipboard and closed the wheel.
There was no respite.
Once the dilator had been withdrawn, they swung the stirrups even farther apart and Anne wept as the heat from the beating faded and shame at her exposure overwhelmed her, together with exhaustion.
But even through the fog of her tiredness she couldn’t restrain a small yelp as she felt again something cold envelope her sex and she jerked her head up to try and see what they were about to do this time.
To her horror she saw mounds of white shaving foam between her legs and the doctor holding a wicked-looking old fashioned razor. He glanced up at her sharply.
“Make any further move and I’ll shave your head first, then I’ll shave your cunt. Clear?”
Anne had already learned that what this man promised; he did. And the idea of losing her treasured blonde locks shocked her almost worse than anything else had on this nightmarish journey. Carefully she lay back down and bit her lip again as she felt the cold steel carve its way smoothly through the foam.
The guard leaned over her.
“Good girl,” he said, and Anne didn’t have the spirit anymore to quarrel with the patronising phrase which she so hated and which seemed to her to sum up all male arrogance and chauvinism. “You’ve already learned that what the doc says he’ll do, he will do. Now you need to learn that we all do here. No second chances, just obedience.” He jerked his head towards her spread-open groin. “We could use electrolysis to keep you clear down there, but the church says you need to be kept aware of your femininity at all times.” He shrugged. “And of course this way if we want to hear you scream we can wax you.”
Anne didn’t pay full attention to his words because the razor was rasping at her labia as the doctor held them stretched and worked carefully into the groin. She tried to blot out images of his hand slipping as she felt the blade move towards her anus.
After what seemed like an age, the doctor rinsed her off, stood back and slipped off his gloves.
“Right, take her away,” he said, releasing her from the horrible stirrups.
 
They gave her a few minutes sitting on the edge of the examination table to collect herself and then the guard took her away. They didn’t go back outside, they went down some long corridors and eventually into a room lined along one wall with steel barred cells. At the back of each cell was a small bunk and in each she could see a girl asleep. 
She was shown to an empty one and locked in, then left alone. Anne looked around her, there was a simple washbasin beside the bed and that was pretty well all. Her cell was on the end of the row and abutted a plain, plastered wall. On the other side there was a cell with a redhead in it by the look of it. With a sigh Anne realised that the day – with whatever it held - would start soon and she had had precious little sleep so pushing all the strangeness to the back of her mind, she lay down on the bed and tried to snatch some sleep.









Chapter Six

 
She was woken by the clatter of a riding crop being run across the bars at the fronts of the cells. 
“Come on you lovelies! Get those bodies over here toot sweet! Move!”
Blearily and with her eyes feeling as if they were full of grit, Anne came awake. All down the row of cells, naked girls were either springing or staggering to their feet and looking around them dazedly.
“Come on! Come on! It’s your first day in the Church and we haven’t got time to hang around. But if any of you do want to hang around – we can arrange that!”
Anne struggled to her feet and saw that the man who was standing in front of the cells was the one her abductors had referred to as Brother Sharp. He held a riding crop in front of him and was flexing it ominously.
“Most of you got some of this last night – or saw someone else get it. So listen up. Any girl not with her tits pushed through the bars at the front of her cell and her hands behind her head by the time I count to five, gets ten. Now move!”
Anne’s body took over from her mind and without pausing to be shocked by the humiliation she was being ordered to undergo she dashed forwards.
“One!……Two!”
She pressed her chest against the cold steel bars but looked down to see that her breasts were too full to squeeze between the bars without some help.
“Three!….Four!”
Ten stokes with a crop, she didn’t think she could take that! She grabbed her breasts and squeezed them mercilessly then fed them through between the bars and at the last moment remembered to clasp her hands behind her head.
“Five!…. Very good!  We’ll make good girls of all of you yet!” Sharp said, strolling up and down the line of proffered tits.
For the first time since being woken, Anne took a look around. There were four more men with Sharp, all with the red X on their T shirts and they all looked to be at the peak of physical fitness. She noted grimly that they all carried riding crops.
She risked a sideways glance and saw her fellow inmates were all as naked as she was and were all thrusting themselves against the bars. She was amazed at the variety in size, shape and colour of breasts poking through the bars. There was the redhead next to her whose freckles spread right down across her chest. Beyond her was an Asian girl, beyond her were two more white girls and then there were two black girls. At least two of the figures Anne could see were plainly very overweight and she was amazed at the pride she suddenly found herself taking in the thought that she was in good shape.
Her thoughts were interrupted by Brother Sharp coming to her end of the line and holding out his crop. She involuntarily flinched back but he just laughed.
“Keep those tits steady till you’re told otherwise!” he told them all and began to run the keeper on the end of the crop over the nipples before him as he walked slowly down the line.
“Today is your first day in the Church. You are being held in what we call the Hub, you will begin basic training here but maybe some of you will be sent to other training camps in due course. We’ll see. But first of all you need to meet Father Thomas whose word will govern every ounce of pain or pleasure you will experience here. So if I were you I would pay very close attention to what he says.”
The girl at the far end of the line was taken out of her cell and her hands were cuffed behind her. Then the next girl was taken out, a chain leading from the first pair of cuffs was passed between her legs and a second pair of cuffs, again fastened to the chain were clipped onto her wrists, then the next girl was dealt with similarly so that soon there was a coffle of handcuffed girls linked by a heavy chain that ran between their legs. Anne was the last one taken out and was placed behind the redhead with the final pair of cuffs on the chain used to cuff her. Then the order to march was given and they shuffled out. It soon became clear that they would have to learn to walk in step to avoid bumping into one another or tripping over the girl ahead’s heels. 
Anne had her work cut out trying to keep in step, but the redhead had to keep altering her paces to keep in with the girl ahead of her and inevitably the coffle progressed with a fair amount of bumping and tripping. The men seemed happy enough to allow it and even seemed to find the girls’ difficulties amusing. But eventually they came to a forbidding oak door and Bother Sharp knocked on it.
When a deep male voice bade them enter the girls found themselves in a high-ceiling room with a large desk at one end with the only chair in the room behind it. There were two large windows which overlooked the flat and bleak landscape Anne had glimpsed earlier. But from closer at hand, from right beneath the windows came the sounds of running feet and a male voice barking commands. Over by one of the windows and looking out of it as they entered was a tall man with grey hair. He was dressed in what looked like a monk’s habit; a simple floor length robe of rough, brown cloth. But as he turned towards them, Anne saw the red X emblem on its chest.
Awkwardly the girls were organised into a line facing the man, which meant the chains from the cuffs had to be drawn tight against one thigh.
While the men were busy manoeuvring them, Anne noticed a few other things about the room. In the shadows in one corner stood a set of stocks and behind it hung a range of whips, some with multiple tails, some with single tails; some were plaited, some were plain but all sent Anne’s stomach lurching and with a sick certainty she realised that very few girls would pass this way without experiencing at least one of them. On top of that, there were gleaming chains hanging from the ceiling and she had time to notice that they terminated in winches and there were control units on the walls.
Suddenly she understood Brother Sharp’s jibe about ‘hanging around’. The Church would plainly stop at very little in its efforts to subdue the girls it took and Anne felt a red hot tide of defiance rise up in her. She was an independent business woman – married to the Prime Minister for God’s sake! They were damn well not going to get away with doing anything to her. She’d see them rot in jail for this!
But then Father Thomas began to speak and her defiance was overcome by sheer disbelief.
“You have been brought here to learn how to behave and how to serve,” he began in a sonorous voice that filled the room. “It is a truth that has for too long slipped from humanity’s memory that a woman must have a master. And her master must be Man!”
Anne blinked in shock at the bald statement and for a moment almost laughed aloud but caught herself in time as the Father continued.
“She has always flourished and made the world around her a better place when she has had discipline, firmness and leadership. In the outside world, these facts have been lost, buried beneath a foetid tide of political correctness and wrong-headed egalitarianism. But here, in the Church of Ultimate Purification, we know and cherish the bright, untarnished truth that woman was born to serve man!”
Here the Father paused and came closer to walk along in front of the girls. Anne didn’t dare meet his dark-eyed stare, she wasn’t sure what she would do; the man was plainly barking mad, so in the end she settled for looking down.
“It will not come easily to you whose minds have been corrupted by the Outside. But in time, maybe only weeks for some of the faster learners among you, you will come to know the truth and embrace your destiny! The path to truth can be very painful, or it can be relatively easy, which it is going to be for you, only you can decide. But know this; the Church will not tolerate failure. You will all come to the truth! I have seen countless girls and women find their true selves under the lash and under their masters, but they all come to the truth eventually.
“You must put aside any resentment you may feel towards those who have had you brought you here. Those of you who are here purely…..”
The Father’s words were drowned out by a roar of fury from over to Anne’s left. It was a well-built black girl.
“No! No!” she yelled. “He wouldn’t have! The bastard wouldn’t have! Not even that shit would have done this!”
Anne saw the Father nod at the guards and they moved in. The black girl was screaming expletives now and was totally beyond any reasoning. Two men grabbed her arms and released her cuffs, then the other two joined in and together they managed to get her over to the stocks. Anne exchanged smiles with her colleagues while the men struggled, the black girl really gave them a run for their money. But eventually she was bent forwards and her head shoved into the dished semi-circle cut in the lower board whilst her wrists were held out to go into the holes further out in the arms, then the upper board was slammed down, trapping her utterly. 
The stocks had been set so that the girls could see their colleague from the side and even Anne had to admit she made quite a spectacular sight. Her dark flesh was gleaming and running with sweat and it dripped off her nipples as her massive breasts hung and swung beneath her torso. And at the tops of her powerful thighs her buttocks jutted out as only a black girl’s can. 
Anne winced as she considered the target she made and how strongly she had struggled. She was certain the girl was not going to get off lightly.
“You will remain in the stocks for the remainder of the day. For daring to speak without permission you will receive twenty cuts of the riding crop. For daring to struggle against the righteous servants of the church you will receive forty lashes of a single tail. Both floggings to be witnessed forthwith. Brother Sharp, pleas commence in your own time.”
Brother Sharp stood forwards, his face still flushed from the exertions the girl had put him through.
“Watch this, my lovelies!” he told them. “You’ve only been tickled up to now. It’s time you saw what a real beating looks like!”
Anne blinked in shock as the report of the first lash echoed around the room.  Sharp had swung his arm well back and put his full weight into the forward sweep. As a result that shaft had blurred as it whooshed in and Anne could have sworn she had seen the prominent buttock cushion flatten as it was struck. The girl yelled and cursed but the second lash smacked home while she was shouting and this time she could only yell incoherently and fidget and twist her bottom as she tried to absorb the pain. Refusing to acknowledge her suffering the third lash arrived and the girl screamed and her bottom wriggled frantically but could not hide from the fourth lash. She almost went to her knees but the stocks stopped her and she had no choice but to remain standing and face the rest of her sentence.
Anne found she couldn’t watch the poor girl’s suffering any more and instead looked at Sharp. He was clearly enjoying himself. She ground her teeth in helpless fury as she watched him deliver the fifth and sixth lashes. 
The girl was struggling in vain to withdraw her wrists from the holes in the stocks board and her screaming had now died away into a constant sobbing that rose to a broken cry as each lash smacked home. Anne wanted to yell at the men to stop. Couldn’t they see that the girl couldn’t take any more? She had learned her lesson - or whatever perverted reason they were doing it for! But when she looked at how the men were watching them like hawks, she realised they wanted her to do exactly that and then she would take that poor girl’s place. She tried to close her eyes but a man immediately ordered her to open them and, terrified, she kept her gaze riveted to the writhing figure before her.
When at last all twenty had been delivered and the room was quiet apart from the groaning and sniffing and sobbing of the victim, Father Thomas spoke again.
“You will come to understand that even what you have seen is a comparatively mild beating. You will be capable of enduring far more in time. The reason is - and this is what you cannot understand as yet – that you will come to know the pride and passion of a willing subject submitting herself to her master’s discipline. Brother Sharp, the next forty if you please.”
“No…Oh God! No more, please, I beg you!” the black girl sobbed.
Brother Sharp stood forward again and this time he reached up to the rack of whips and selected a five foot length of plaited leather. He hefted it for a moment or two to get the feel of it and swung it in the air a couple of times beside the wretched girl’s head so she could get some idea of what she was in for and then he began.
It came almost as a relief that he threw the lash over arm at her back rather than at her poor bottom. Once again he didn’t hold back and Anne couldn’t help appreciating that he was definitely well muscled as she watched his body. The girl hollowed her back and jerked convulsively against the board holding her head and arms as this new pain burst through her. The lash landed with a lighter sound than the crop but Anne soon saw that it was going right around her body and biting into her stomach at times. On those occasions the breath was driven from her and prevented her even from screaming or crying.  At other times and she could have sworn it was deliberate, Sharp actually lashed her back immediately above her breasts and the tip of the lash made the massive tits swing even more wildly beneath her while she cried out even more plaintively.
But as the count mounted and still the girl moaned and writhed and cried but didn’t faint or collapse or do anything that Anne would have thought a girl would do in such circumstances, she had to admit that the implacable way the discipline had been laid on the naked girl, with the second tranche following straight on from the first, had a kind of cruelty about it that was in a way as exciting as it was dark and dangerous. 
By the time the fortieth lash had been delivered and they were dismissed, Anne was thoughtful and to judge by some of the glances she exchanged with the other girls, she wasn’t on her own.
As the coffle was about to stumble out of the door, Father Thomas called to them to look at the girl. She was still bent forwards and still quite naked. The sweat which oiled her skin shone in the sunlight and although she still shuddered from time to time, she had calmed down. There were dark stripes slowly appearing on her buttocks and across her back.
“Does she not look lovely?” he asked the girls. “She will come to see over this day that a punished woman can attain heights of beauty she never thought she could. There will be men who will come in here today who will teach her that lesson!”
He went to stand by her head and patted it, as if he hadn’t just had her sentenced to a punishment of almost medieval severity.
“And it wasn’t a ‘he’ who had you sent here, silly girl. It was a ‘she’. It was your employer who felt that your impudence needed quashing. I found her to be a very sensible woman, but then she does belong to a very sensible man.”
And with that they were led away.
Anne realised as she stumbled along, her thoughts a confused torrent of astonishment, fear and fascination, that although there had been some sort of rule about not having sex with girls and women who were being abducted, once their ‘training’ had begun, it no longer seemed to apply. She was pretty sure the girl in the stocks was going to have quite a lot of sex during the day, whether she wanted to or not.
 
They were led to a sort of refectory where there were long tables with benches on either side. Some girls dressed in simple short brown tunics were wiping some of the tables down and some girls in the white tunics, like the one Anne had worn the previous night were finishing off their breakfasts of porage.
At the head of one table stood a woman. She was in her late thirties or early forties, Anne thought, but was attractive in a severe sort of way with high cheekbones and a long, straight nose. Her thick brown hair was partly drawn up and fastened at the back of her head but that still left plenty to fall to her shoulders. But what struck Anne immediately was her blouse. It was plain white and had an oddly high collar, but it was unbuttoned almost to her waist, leaving a narrow strip of naked flesh. The side swells of her breasts were plainly visible. The breasts themselves pushed heavily against the fabric which could conceal very little and the nipples could be made out quite plainly, however Anne realised that there had to be some kind of sewn in support as they thrust out high and inviting. But in contrast to the display her costume made of her upper body, the black skirt she wore was floor length and cut full so that it would swirl and flow as she moved.  
While the men released their cuffs the woman addressed them.
“I am Sister Mary. Those of you who will remain with us for your entire training will come to know me very well. I shall instruct you on how you may render the best service to your masters. And I shall attend to those feminine aspects of your upkeep that the men need not concern themselves with. Do not for one moment consider that I might take your part in anything. I am proud of my rank as Sister and I serve the Church with every fibre of my being. Now you will swear allegiance to the Church and accept a symbolic beating then you may eat. If you do not you will go hungry.”
The girls were pushed into a rough queue and one of the brown clad girls stood by an urn from which the appetising smell of porage rose.
“You will say; ‘I submit myself entirely to the Church and will endeavour to learn my lessons well this day and every day’. Then you will receive two cuts from the crop and you may then take your place.
Anne’s heart sank. Even the simple act of eating a breakfast was being turned into an act of submission to the church. But she rallied as it occurred to her that by now Stuart would have realised she wasn’t at Chequers and would have sounded every alarm he could. Soon this place would be swarming with Special Forces and she would see the whole lot of them carted off.
But for now she had to eat.
After the flogging they had witnessed, none of them had the stomach to make a stand and one by one they said the ridiculous words and bent over to receive two hard cuts of the riding crop the Sister carried.  On top of the beating she had taken in the night they brought tears to Anne’s eyes but she managed not to yelp or scream and gingerly sat down to eat. The men patrolled and enforced a rule of silence that, they were to find, was absolute for almost twenty-four hours a day.
Once they had eaten a surprisingly good breakfast, they were cuffed again and taken back to their cell block with the Sister leading the way, her long skirt swaying and swirling around her legs, and Anne noticed that she was deliberately putting a sway into her hips as she walked. 
Once they were back at their cells they were made to stand with their backs against the bars of the doors.
“You will spend the next couple of hours contemplating your futures as servants of the church. And you will do so spread out in the classic X shape the church demands. It is the position in which a woman can conceal nothing and refuse nothing. You will come to know it well and appreciate its symbolism,” the Sister told them.
The men moved in, starting at Anne’s end of the line. They parted her ankles, one working on her, one standing back, crop at the ready just in case. Her ankles were cuffed and chained to the corners of the door and then her arms were raised and spread to the upper corners.  The only comfort she could take was that they had let her keep her feet on the ground and so there was no immediate pain.
At last all the girls were mounted and the Sister stood forwards. 
“The rule of silence is absolute until the last half hour of the day. We will know if there is any attempt to communicate.” And with that she swept out, followed by the men who slammed the door behind them.
Immediately the girls began looking up and down their line and Anne was, once again, struck by the variety in size – both in terms of width and prominence of the breasts on show. Of course she had been in changing rooms with other women, but never had she seen so many women so blatantly displayed.
It gave her an odd feeling that she couldn’t put a name to, but it made her uneasy and she prayed that Stuart would, even now, be calling together emergency response chiefs and chiefs of staff. He would have the country ransacked to find her!
Her thoughts were brought back to the present by the unaccustomed feeling of cold air on her vulva. Involuntarily she tried to close her legs and couldn’t. She looked down over the two mounds of her breasts, slightly softened by her arms being raised and spread and began to fully appreciate what the Sister had said about the X shape being the last word in female display. Her breasts thrust forwards and her legs were agape. Any man could walk up to her and caress or maul her breasts, stick his hand straight up her vagina…and here she swallowed nervously, he could stick anything he wanted up her bottom as well. In short she could do nothing to prevent the next man who walked in through the door from doing exactly what he wanted to her.
It was a scary thought and she felt her nipples erect in fear and in reaction to the cool air.
To distract herself Anne looked along the line and saw that all the others were looking around them, but none dared break silence. But beside her, the redhead, whose startlingly green eyes were swimming in tears could hold back no longer.
“How do we get out of here? I want to go back! I won’t do it again, I promise!”
Anne made desperate movements with her eyes towards the corners of the room. Perhaps because she was used to government security, she had spotted the cameras and microphones almost as soon as she had woken.
The redhead at last followed her eyes and her face crumpled as she realised what she might have done.
For a tense few moments they all listened for any sound and at last they heard a door open and the heavy tread of a man approaching.
“Oh shit!” the redhead whispered and let her head fall back against the bars.
The door crashed open and the man came straight over to her. He reached out and took hold of the lower half of her right breast, squeezing the nipple and areola into prominence. Then he shortened his grip on his crop and struck with the keeper.
“The….rule….of…silence…is…absolute!”
Each word was punctuated by a hard strike from the leather onto her defenceless nipple. And each was answered by a cry of “Ow! Please don’t!”
When he had finished and she hung, her mouth open and her breathing ragged with pain and shock, he grasped her left breast.
“No!” she shrieked but he ignored her.
“Do…you…under…stand…now?” Five more lashes slapped down onto her vulnerable, pale nubbin.
“Yes! Yes! I do!” the redhead sobbed. “I’m sorry!”
The man nodded and moved along the line.
“Instant and absolute obedience is what is demanded and that is what you will learn! Silence means exactly that, total silence!”
He stood back and struck downwards at another girl’s breast with no warning. This time the keeper landed on the upper slope and Anne judged from the noise it made it had been delivered with much greater force. However, the girl concerned had been listening and although she lurched up onto tip toes and writhed as far as she could, she held her scream in.
“Good,” the man said and left them again.









Chapter Seven

 
Kim and Gina swayed and lurched but couldn’t fall as the van roared off into the rush hour traffic. Of course, who would believe that a police van was transporting two kidnapped women, Kim thought grimly. The church did seem to be very well organised and to have a very long reach. She wondered what hope Gina’s Liberation Army really had and just how much damage Gina being captured would cause them.
Her arms began to ache savagely before very long but still the van showed no signs of slowing. There was a lot of activity on the radio but Kim was soon too involved in her own discomfort to listen. On top of the agony in her arms, she needed to go to the toilet. 
But at last, when she was considering that she might have to let go and to hell with the consequences, the van slowed and turned off the motorway it had been on and took a slip road. Then after a couple of miles, it pulled into a layby.
“Please!” she gasped as the tape that had been put over their mouths before they had driven away was removed. “I need a pee!”
“Me too!” Gina added.
Andrews was ordered to the back of the van and showed the girls a Taser as a warning of what would happen if they tried anything. To Kim’s horror, Gina was taken off first with Andrews close behind her and with the men stationed around the van. 
The final wait was agony but at last Gina was brought back and chained again, then she was released and was able to gingerly climb down out of the back of the van and look around. There was one other car in the layby but that was all. Andrews pushed her in the back and took her over to a gate into a field. She swung it open enough to slip through and Andrews gestured she should squat down a few feet away behind a hedge. The relief was heavenly as she squatted down and made sure her leggings and knickers were well clear of the steaming hot stream that squirted from her. She was so absorbed in enjoying the relief that she never heard anyone approach.
So when Charles Hodson’s voice sounded from right above her she almost jumped straight up and soiled herself.
“Well well, snooping in my files and now pissing herself in public!” 
She turned her head up towards where the voice was coming from and was blinded by the flash of a camera. 
“She’s obviously drunk, officer, so I’ll dismiss her forthwith and turn her over to your benevolent custody.” Kim blinked stupidly into the purple dots and darkness that surrounded her and then realised that she was being pulled to her feet. She felt a man’s body beside her and realised it must be Hodson himself. She tried to bend down and pull up her knickers and leggings but he grabbed her hair and yanked her head back. She stared up at him as her vision cleared.
“You stupid little whore! Didn’t you realise I fancied you? I could have saved you but now you’re going to the church and when you come back it won’t matter if I fancy you or I don’t. I’ll just fuck you if I want to,” he spat his words out and Kim could only stare up at him in amazement. Fancy her? Where? When? He had never given her any clue! But then he was too old by half for her so she wouldn’t have noticed anyhow.
Oh God! At the party conference the previous year he’d tried to get into her room late at night, so she had sent that reporter she was having a one night stand with to see him off! And when he’d come back to bed they’d laughed about the pathetic old goat as they made love again.
And now his words made her heart pound in fear. Gina had told her the church’s aims and it seemed as though she had earned the hatred of one of its most senior allies. And she was half-naked in a field in the dark.
Desperation lent her enough strength to jerk herself free and she tried to flee, hopping and stumbling as she tried to get rid of the garments around her feet. However, Hodson regained his balance and she heard him coming for her. In a nightmare of desperate haste she hopped and struggled with the tangled fabric that was trapping her and then he hit her from behind and she went down.
But even then she wouldn’t be beaten and twisted and kicked until she was on her back at last but his weight and strength were telling and soon he could lean his face close down to hers, even though she tried to turn away in disgust.
“I’ll have you, you whore! Now the church has got you, you’ll come back to me and I’ll make you pay! I’ll make you pay for every short skirt you wore to tease me, every time you bent over to flash your tits at me! I bet half the time you weren’t even wearing knickers! And you know what’s the worst bit for you? The church makes you whores love everything a man can do to you. So you’ll love every second of being fucked and buggered by me, of being flogged raw by me!”
Frantically she kicked out and caught him a lucky blow low down. He groaned and curled into a ball as she struggled out from under him and was hit by the Taser.
It felt as though she had slammed into a brick wall at a full run and for a few moments she scarcely knew what was happening but when her senses returned, Andrews was picking her up and one of the men was helping Hodson up and talking to him.
“Got a bit carried away did you sir? Well don’t you worry, she’ll know how to behave when she comes back. Why don’t you book her in advance and then you can make her pay all you want?”
Hodson stood and brushed his suit off. “I’m very sorry, yes I did rather get carried away. That little bitch has been leading me a merry dance for months. I lost it a bit I’m afraid,” he muttered.
“Don’t you worry, sir. It’ll be worth the wait, believe me.”
“Yes, yes. I know,” Hodson said trying to draw breath properly again.
“Come on then,” Andrews said, not unkindly, as she took Kim by the arm and held her steady while she reached down and kicked herself free of her knickers and leggings, then she led her back towards the van. “At least you’re half-naked and that’s a good start!”
With her nerves and her breathing coming back under control they passed the still slightly bent figure of Charles Hodson and the policeman and Kim couldn’t suppress a shiver of disgust. The church could do its worst but she wouldn’t be his plaything for anything in the world.
 
There was no way that Kim could know that Charles Hodson’s constituency lay almost a hundred miles further from the Church’s Hub than London did. All she knew was that the journey seemed interminable.  There was a lot of talking on the radio but the only other break came when they pulled into another layby and the back doors opened to admit two men in dark suits. They took charge of Gina with no words being exchanged, they simply unfastened her from the roof rail, cuffed her hands behind her and marched her out in silence. From behind her tape gag, Gina made muffled attempts at protest but in vain.
“Good luck with that one,” one of the policemen said right at the end of the rendezvous, as she was being led away into the night. 
“Oh this one’s wanted at Headquarters. The Patriarch himself wants to supervise her treatment!” came the reply. The policeman gave a low whistle of surprise and closed the door.
As the van pulled away again he stopped beside Kim.
“Count your blessings, darling,” he told her. “You’re not going where she is!”
 
The sun was already up when they finally pulled up at what looked like an old, abandoned airfield. The land was flat and featureless around it but the huts were all new and the control tower had been refitted and had new brick buildings adjoining it. The police left her in the care of a single guard and drove away. Andrews blew her a kiss.
Kim was led towards one of the huts with her hands once more cuffed behind her.
“You’re an afterthought, my girl,” he told her. “We’ve had to wake the doc up to induct you and he’s not best pleased, so if I were you I’d do what I was told.”
 
Half an hour later, naked and shivering, with her vulva stinging from its shaving and dilating and her back and buttocks burning from the crop, Kim was marched along various corridors until they came to a door which her guard opened. It must have been some kind of office because there was a conversation with a female inside.
“Got a late one here. Where shall I put her?”
“Block B’s where we’ve got the new intake but it’s full,” came the woman’s response. 
“Well I got to put her somewhere!”
“I know, sir! Let me think. Ah! I’ve got it! Please could you take her to Block B anyway. Two of them are going straight on to special measures to get the fat off them, so they’ll be gone in an hour or two. We can move them to holding cells till the van comes for them.”
There was the jangling of keys and a woman appeared. She wore a white blouse with an oddly high collar and the blouse itself was unbuttoned almost to her waist and she wore a floor length black skirt. She was in her late twenties, Kim thought – about her own age – and she had blonde hair cut in a fringe above her blue eyes.
“Come on then, Sister,” her guard said and they set off with Kim trailing behind, her wrists cuffed together in front of her and a chain from them held by the guard. As they went the two chatted easily and Kim listened in astonishment.
“Haven’t seen you in the common room for a while, Sister Angela,” the guard said.
“I regret, sir, that Sister Mary has kept me hard at work recently. We have been very full!”
“We have! And there’s some juicy punishments coming up tomorrow. And you know what they do to a man…”
“I can only hope I’ll be free afterwards to serve as many of you as I can!”
Kim watched as the guard put an arm round the woman’s waist and drew her to him. “Do you know what I could do with right now?” he whispered to her.
“Whatever it is, sir. You know I’ll happily supply it.”
The guard stopped walking and pushed the woman away as he fumbled with his flies, slipping the loop on the end of Kim’s chain over one wrist to free up both hands. His semi-tumescent cock flopped out of his trousers and with no order needed the woman dropped to her knees in front of him but before she could lean in and begin to caress him with her lips, he reached out and slipped his hands into her blouse and Kim could see how easily they could hold and squeeze them with the minimum of effort or disturbance to the woman’s clothing. As he played with her tits, and Kim saw a fair amount of nipple squeezing and twisting as well as breast stroking and squeezing, the woman behaved as Andrews had done, she put her head back with her eyes closed and plainly revelled in the treatment she was getting. Meanwhile the man’s cock was pulsing visibly towards full erection and finally he released her breasts and simply dragged her head forwards until her lips opened wide and she began to suck him and lick him with every sign of passion.
The man groaned his pleasure and leaned back against the wall behind him as she cupped and rolled his balls gently with her hands while her head began to nod up and down to bring him to his climax. But before he came he lifted her head off his cock for a moment.
“I’m going to shoot a load down your throat, then when we’ve dealt with this one,” he jerked his head in Kim’s direction, “I’m going to take you downstairs. I haven’t given you a good thrashing in months!”
“No, sir” the woman agreed, “but I’ll get into trouble with Father Thomas because I have a class of novices after lunch and I fear I’ll be late.”
“I told you there’s some good punishments coming up! I’ll see you in the frame then and count the lashes you’ll get!”
“Yes, sir,” the woman whispered and re-commenced her fellating.
Kim tried to make sense of it and could only surmise that the woman was agreeing to get into trouble by letting this man beat her and thereby she would get another thrashing. It piled impossibility on impossibility! Why would any woman agree to be beaten in the first place?
But Kim’s incredulity went into overdrive as she witnessed the passion with which she fellated. As the man’s climax approached she ducked her head lower and lower until Kim realised she was witnessing deep throating, something she had never really believed could be done, but here was this woman who was facing two beatings at least, eagerly taking her tormentor’s cock right down her throat and she was swallowing him down easily as he came and was even groaning in pleasure as his spurts subsided. And she seemed in no hurry to let him go either and kept licking him until he was fully spent and shrinking.
Slowly he recovered and tidied himself up while she regained her feet and then they resumed their journey. This time the man put his hand into what had to have been a hidden slit at the hip of the long skirt. His hand slid in to caress her bottom and pushed the material to the side slightly allowing a flash of the full length of Sister Angela’s leg to appear. For some reason, Kim’s heart skipped a beat at the sudden flash of smooth, pale thigh and the swell of her calf above a slender ankle.
They made one more stop at a room where two men came out to help move the girls to the holding cells and then they continued until finally they came to a room where twelve cells lined one wall and the front of each cell was decorated by the spreadeagled body of a naked girl.









Chapter Eight

 
Charles was still in a foul mood when he opened the door of his London house and walked in shrugging off his jacket.
His mind was filled with the memory of how Kim’s body had felt under his as it squirmed and wriggled. He could remember exactly what her warm skin had felt like and how wonderfully long her thighs were. His fingers had almost brushed the gusset of her knickers when the little bitch had kicked him!
What really irked him was that he still didn’t understand why he fancied her so much. He had Annabel and Bianca at his beck and call, the beautiful Simone was due to call round for punishment at the hands of the Prime Minister next week, and would undoubtedly be available for him as well. He had plenty of good looking, compliant women in his life, so why had he been unable to put Kim Burton out of his mind?
He went straight to his study and helped himself to a sizeable shot of his best malt. Bianca came in quietly as he drained the glass. She was dressed as he had told her to every day now, a smart skirt suit with the skirt three inches above the knee. It was nearly dawn but she had been waiting up for him.
“Annabel is asleep, sir. Shall I wake her?”
“No, no,” Charles said, “you’ll do. Come here!”
The petite woman approached him and stood expectantly in front of him.
“Lift your skirt,” he told her and obediently she did, exposing smooth, coffee coloured thighs and her naked quim. He moved closer to her and slipped two fingers up into her vagina. As always she was moist and slippery and entered with ease. He began to finger her, moving inside her, making beckoning motions and twisting them, rubbing against her inner membranes. Almost immediately she began to moan softly. 
Charles smiled as the memories of his constituency secretary began to fade in the face of Bianca’s unquestioning availability and submissiveness. And his smile broadened as he realised how he could obliterate her memory, certainly for the moment and maybe for longer.
He took his hand out of Bianca and ordered her up to his bedroom, an order the gleam in her eye told him was what she had been hoping for. He had whipped Annabel in front of her for the past three days and she needed seeing to.
When she was naked he tied her down to the bed on her back, using the iron bedhead to fasten her wrists to, and then he lifted her legs and doubled them over her chest, before he spread her ankles wide and tied them as well. She was utterly exposed now. Her plump-lipped cunt actually stood proud of her thighs and buttocks, they were bent back and stretched so tightly, and the dark whorl of her anus was just as vulnerable. Apart from the backs of her thighs and her genitals, buttocks and lower back there was virtually nothing else visible of her. He laid out a selection of whips. Kim Burton’s cunt had been taken from his grasp earlier, well he would punish this one until all thoughts of hers were wiped from his mind.
He started her off with a suede-tailed flogger that did no more than warm her up. The tails were quite light and although they made a pleasing smacking sound as they impacted along the length of her sex, she did no more than jerk in her bonds. After fifty or so with that he took off his shirt and picked up a heavier suede flogger and began to throw the lash in earnest, this time he laid the lashes across her, scoring the buttocks on either side of her sex as well as the sex itself. After thirty of those, when she was beginning to gasp and whimper, he swapped the whip for one with square cut leather lashes that were fairly stiff. But before he began with that he stuffed a pair of his underpants in her mouth. Outside, London was beginning to stir but it was still quite quiet and Bianca was sure to get noisy from now on.
He ran the tails through his fingers as he considered his target area and decided to go back to laying the lashes along the full length of her perineum.
From the very first lash he put his full strength into it and Bianca writhed and struggled even as her cunt wept its appreciation of his cruelty. Not until it was fully light and she was sobbing and crying in between orgasms did he stop, undress and look down at the ravaged cunt. The outer labia were bright red and the inner ones an angry, darker red with some black bruising, but in between them the vaginal entrance was as open as any woman’s could be. He lowered himself onto her and only had to aim his cock at her, he slid straight in and he removed the gag from her mouth as he attained full penetration.
“Thank you, sir! Thank you, sir!” she gasped as he began to fuck her. Her eyes were soft and unfocussed and she rocked her head from side to side while she repeated her thanks with each of his lunges into her. He delighted in her slavish subservience to his pleasures as he made her come again before he finally allowed himself to climax. 
Once he had finished he untied her legs and slid into bed beside her but left her wrists tied. He had her spread her legs and lay face down on her to sleep, resting his head on her breasts. His last thoughts before sleep claimed him were that it was time he did some needle play with Annabel’s tits - he would do that in the morning – and that Kim Burton had no hold on him anymore.
As if to confirm that, Bianca received an e mail from the Patriarch’s private office the next morning telling Charles that Bridgett would be taking over Kim’s role in his office in three weeks’ time.  He was, of course, free to do with her as he pleased.
Having given Annabel her daily whipping and with a fresh spring in his step, he set off for the House, more than ever determined to do the church’s bidding.
 
The good looking auburn haired girl led in on a chain immediately rang bells in Anne’s memory. She had seen her somewhere before. Not naked and in bondage to be sure, but after a morning spent spreadeagled and naked, she was beginning to become acutely conscious, not only of her own body, but of other women’s too. And this girl was pretty stunning. The thick auburn hair flowed in loose curls and waves around her shoulders and her figure was to die for, her breasts were spectacular, maybe E or even G, but they didn’t hang too low. Her waist was smooth and trim, no more than the classic twenty-four inches and the hips swelled out just as smoothly and with no boxiness. The newly denuded delta had a prominent mons and wore its nakedness well. The thighs were sensationally long, but not too thin, they had a goodly depth at her flanks and tapered gracefully to her knees. 
Anne could hardly believe that she had assessed a fellow Sister-in-suffering so crudely but even as she struggled with that, she realised that part of her felt that the chain suited her.
Two plainly overweight girls were freed and led away and the auburn haired girl was placed on one of their cell doors, spreadeagled just as they were.
The blonde Sister and the guard remained behind and as soon as they were alone with the prisoners, he began to kiss and fondle her. He slipped his hands into the slit on one hip of the skirt and drew it fully aside at the front, enabling all the girls to see that she too was shaven. They watched as his fingers drove up into her as she parted her legs and leaned back against him as he worked them in her. Then with his other hand he reached easily into her blouse and began to massage her left breast.
“See?” he asked his captive audience, “we really know how a woman should be dressed. The Sisters can be had by any of us at any time and still continue their work with no disruption at all, unless we want it disrupted.” He nuzzled her neck as he played with her. “Isn’t that right, Sister Angela?”
“Oh yes, sir!” she breathed.
“I was going to take her downstairs to play with her in a dungeon, but seeing as there’s a spare place here, you might as well see how a real woman behaves ‘cos it’s how you’ll all be behaving soon.”
He gave her the order to strip and, fascinated, the new prisoners watched as she did as she was told and went to stand facing the unoccupied cell door. The guard spread her legs and arms, tied her and then left the room with no explanation.
“The rule of silence doesn’t apply to me, so listen well,” the Sister said as soon as the door had closed. “Brother Simons has gone to fetch a whip he wants to use on me. He will enjoy whipping me and I will take my pleasure from his. He will take long enough over it to make me late for a class I must teach and for that Father Thomas will punish me before the whole camp. Brother Simons and the other men will enjoy that as well and so I shall take pleasure from it too. I give my body without reserve or limit to the pleasure of men and, as yet, you have no idea how free and happy that makes me, besides there is a pleasure in submission that only we are lucky enough to experience.”
The guard returned as she finished, holding a flogger made up of heavy leather tails.
“Been explaining how treated women all behave?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Good girl.”
Anne still bridled at that phrase but nevertheless craned her head to try and see along the line as the guard shook out the tails of the flogger. He braced his legs apart, standing almost sideways on to her and swung the whip with more force than Anne thought any woman could take. But as before she took in the athleticism of his body as his thickly muscled arm swept up and then down and his torso followed through. The heavy smack of the impact echoed around the room and was followed by a grunt as some of the breath was driven from the woman’s lungs.
The man’s arm came back and swung again, and again the heavy impact reverberated around the room but the Sister was ready for it and took it in silence. The man swung and swung again, keeping to a strict rhythm that bespoke his utter conviction that she could and would take whatever he dished out. 
To begin with Anne was as horrified as she had been earlier on when the black girl had been put in the stocks and flogged. But for some reason she couldn’t fathom, she craned her head as far forward as she could and looked along the line to see as much as she could. And as she did so, she realised the redhead was doing the same. Being at the end of the line, all Anne could see was the proud curve of the woman’s buttocks and as she watched, the man, who had been working the lash down her back now began to whip her backside. The way the hemispheres of flesh trembled and shook under the lash was a revelation to her and she felt her pulse quicken. 
On and on the beating went, the rhythm of the lashes constant and remorseless until even the Sister was acknowledging them with small yelps and groans. Anne was sure it had gone on much longer than the black girl’s punishment, she started to try and count and had got to thirty even from having started well into the thrashing before the man finally stopped. 
He cast aside the whip and knelt down to free her ankles, Anne saw her immediately shuffle her feet away from the bars so that she could hollow her back and offer herself to him. He took full advantage, thrusting his fingers straight into her and twisting them. Straightaway they all heard her squelch. Anne and the redhead exchanged glances of mingled horror, disgust and disbelief.  How could any woman be so awash with arousal after such terrible mistreatment? But the guard persisted and they all heard her groan with pleasure as she continued to emit lewd noises from her cunt.
At last he took his fingers out of her and stood back, grinning at the girls.
“If I hadn’t stopped she would’ve come. Nearly all the Sisters come when they’re whipped. Angela here takes longer than most,” he told them as he undid his flies and freed a rampant cock, thick and arrogantly demanding, as Anne always felt that cocks were. But in this case it was just aimed downwards slightly as the man approached her and it slid home into her juicy depths so easily that even Anne had to admit that its arrogance and demands were obviously welcomed by the woman. The heartfelt sigh of satisfaction that greeted its penetration was further proof of how much Sister Angela needed it. And even though the guard was as rough in fucking her as he had been cruel in whipping her, she howled and groaned as spasm after spasm racked her as she climaxed for him and her head was hanging down between her raised arms by the time he finally reached his own climax and slammed his pelvis against her with even more force, before stepping back from her, breathless and flushed and fastening up his trousers while he proudly surveyed the wrecked woman before him. 
He unfastened her wrists and then left without saying anything else.
Sister Angela sank to her knees and stayed there for a while, panting and regaining her composure. Then she slowly got to her feet, stretched and rubbed her backside and made her way back to her clothes. At last, as she turned away from them, they were all able to see the traces the whip had left, her back from shoulders to waist and her backside from coccyx to the tops of her thighs were covered in vivid patches of red separated by narrow straits of normal flesh colour. She must have heard some of the shocked intakes of breath because she turned in the action of shrugging her blouse back on.
“They’ll be gone in a few hours. The men know what they’re doing. Brother Simons was breaking you in gently. If he had really wanted to thrash me…” here she gave them a secretive, wanton smile. “Well let’s just say I wouldn’t be walking away this easily! And the marks would take more than a few hours to fade.” Anne was certain she heard a faint note of regret in the Sister’s voice – as if she actually wished he had beaten her even harder.
While the Sister dressed, Anne was able to see that the blouse did indeed have some cups sewn into it for the breasts and the skirt did have a split at the hip, but it was cut so fully that the slit didn’t appear, even when the Sister walked.
“And now you’re all wondering,” she said as she slipped her court shoes on again, “was I faking those orgasms.” She looked at them all, her pretty face alight with the vivacity that being well-fucked gives to any woman. “No! Not one single second of it! You’ll come to understand that you’ll never, ever need to fake anything ever again!”
Then she too turned and left them.









Chapter Nine

 
They were given a sandwich for lunch, sitting at the long table once more, their bottoms burning afresh from the crop which had been wielded by Sister Mary once again.
Then they spent the afternoon in what was called ‘physical’. They were taken to a gym and one by one put through their paces on weights, treadmills and walkers. Then they went outside and were made to run. They were at least free of the coffle but were made to run naked and Anne found it the hardest thing she had had to face yet.  
She felt utterly exposed in a way that she hadn’t come close to when indoors. But out on the bleak, windswept land that surrounded the camp, she almost felt agoraphobic. The urge to cross her arms to hide her breasts and her groin was almost overwhelming. But she resisted it after one girl screamed and tried to hide against the wall of one of the huts. Her hands vainly trying to shield her delta.
There was a sinister rectangular frame of wood set up on a stone plinth in the centre of the huts and she was immediately put in it by two guards who held her wildly struggling body while a third strapped her wrists and ankles to the four corners so that she formed the, by now, familiar X. Then with no ceremony the two who had held her worked their crops on her from in front and from behind.  They took it in turns and had obviously done this so often before that they barely seemed interested in their work. One would scythe his crop across her bottom and the other would let her arch her back and scream then crack his crop across her straining breasts. Then the one behind would casually, almost lazily, swing his crop across her shoulders, making her twist and throw her head back, the one in front would then swing his whip across her delta, making her desperately try to curl up. Her cries of outrage and pain echoed around the quad and Anne could see girls’ faces at various windows, watching the punishment. She was too far away to make out any expressions, but she guessed by what she had seen that day, that they would actually be doing something close to envying the wretched victim.
At last the whipping stopped and the girl hung, panting and sobbing in her bonds. The guard in front of her came close and held her head up by a fistful of hair.
“You will run. And you will run naked. Understand?”
“Yes! Yes! I understand!”
“I understand, sir!” he shouted and smacked his crop across the tops of her thighs.
“Ow! I understand, sir!” she shouted back desperately.
For a moment it looked as though the guard thought she might need the lesson driving home a bit harder, but he seemed to relent and she was taken down and all the girls were organised into a line. Then one of the men passed along them with a marker pen and put a number on the front of each girl’s left thigh. Anne’s was number was nine.  He then went back down the line drawing their number on their backs, just above their right buttock. 
After that they ran.
At least it gave them a chance to warm up. Standing and watching the punishment had left them freezing from the chill breeze and although her feet were numb from the wet grass they ran across, the rest of her began to regain some life. And as it did so and she felt physically more comfortable, the unease she felt at being naked and vulnerable in the open air, returned. Her breasts bounced as they trotted, the men beside them ran easily and powerfully and with their whips at the ready. Their compact and muscular gaits contrasted with the way the female bodies behaved, she couldn’t help noticing. She was amazed again at the variety of the breasts around her, only now it was not simply size, it was how some breasts swung from side to side, some bounced up and down and some of the smaller ones just rippled at each step. And the bottoms!  She couldn’t help but be fascinated by the different ways the buttocks reacted to the exercise. They looked so big now they were fully on display in broad daylight compared to the men’s tight and muscular ones. Some rippled, some swayed rather gracefully and some looked rather shapeless and ugly, but there were only one or two like that. Anne hoped hers were in the graceful category, for some reason it was important to her.
And as these odd thoughts disturbed her, as always she turned to visions of Stuart searching for her. Maybe she could help things along and escape? There were only four guards for twelve girls. But the girls were naked and as Anne anxiously scanned the horizon, there didn’t seem to be any signs of civilisation. Of course there wouldn’t be, the church wouldn’t want squads of naked girls running along village high streets in broad daylight would they, she scolded herself and reluctantly settled down to running.
When she was rescued she would get her revenge.
The men took them on wide circuits of the central camp, but never so far out as to be near any boundaries, she noted. 
 
When they finally returned to the square in the centre of the huts and were allowed to rest, some sank down to the ground, some bent over with their hands braced on their knees and some, like Anne, stood with hands on hips as their breathing calmed fairly quickly.
The girls who had sunk to the ground and whose chests were still heaving after several minutes were hauled up and sent off with other guards.
“They’re going to boot camp to get some fitness drilled into them. When your paperwork arrives, we’ll see how many of you will stay here or move on, like them,” one of the men told them. Anne noticed that his eyes had flicked over to her when he had mentioned paperwork – they must surely know who she was! But then why didn’t they seem concerned about being discovered with the PM’s wife in naked captivity?
 
The answer came later in the day. They were returned to their cell block after a reasonable meal, preceded by the customary cropping, and told they had half an hour to talk and to use the grooming products laid out for them in a toilet and shower area that lay beyond a locked door in one wall of the cell block. Once she had unlocked the door, Sister Mary left them alone.
As soon as the door closed they all began talking at once and Anne realised the church knew just how important it was for women to be able to converse. But she had bigger fish to fry, she had remembered where she had seen the auburn haired girl and went over to her.
“You’re something to do with Charles Hodson, aren’t you? I saw you at last year’s conference.”
The girl looked up from wiping herself after having taken a pee – there were no doors to the toilets of course.
“Yes, that’s right. Of course I know who you are but when were you taken?”
“Last night, like the rest of the girls,” Anne said.
The girl looked thoughtful for a moment.
“Oh my god!” she said at last. “You’re ‘A’ of course and the date was yesterday!”
“What are you talking about?” Anne asked.
“Look come over here,” the girl replied, putting an arm round her shoulders and leading her out into the room with the cells. In just a day she had adjusted to nudity so completely that it didn’t cross her mind to notice the heat of the girl’s body against hers.
“Hey! Ain’t you…?” one girl called out to Anne.
“Yes, she is!” the auburn girl called back quickly. “Let me talk to her for a moment!”
When they had put a few feet between them and the rest the auburn haired girl spoke hurriedly in a whisper.
“My name’s Kim Burton, I was Charles Hosdon’s constituency secretary. I went through his files – never mind why for now – and I found some notes Hodson had made about conversations with your husband. They referred to ‘CUP’ which is this bunch who’ve got us, and ‘A’ who must be you and there was yesterday’s date.”
Anne gazed into Kim’s big green eyes and tried to assess what she was being told.
“You mean….Stuart and Hodson… knew?”
“I think they arranged it. I think your husband had you brought here.”
Anne’s pulse raced and there was a roaring in her ears.
“I’m sorry,” Kim was saying although her voice seemed to come from a long way away. “I was trying to find something to stop this wretched bill Hodson’s bringing in but I got caught and…well here I am as well!” She tried a smile but all Anne could think of was that her husband – her actual husband - had had her kidnapped, stripped naked, shaved, dilated and beaten. And he intended her to stay here to be beaten into some kind of robotic sex addict!
A cold fist of fury began to knot itself in her stomach. She wasn’t going to take this! She was going to escape – somehow!
She realised that Kim was looking at her in concern.
“I’m ok. But I’m getting out of here! You?”
Kim nodded. “But how?” she asked.
“Anyone see any weaknesses on the way in, any fences – I don’t know - anything, any possible way we could break out?” Anne appealed to the other seven girls left after the boot camp cull.
“Nah! They’re not stupid,” the black girl who had been flogged in the morning, told her. “And I’m not going to take another thrashing like I got this morning…at least not until I’ve had me a couple of those guards – or Brothers or whatever they’re called. They look well fit.”
One or two of the others giggled while Kim and Anne gaped at them.
“Oh it’s alright for you rich buggers,” a big breasted blonde put in. “Yes, we know who you are Mrs. Markham. But if I can get three good meals a day and a seeing-to like that Sister got instead of scrounging off food banks and getting an upskirt job out the back of the boozer, I’m going to stay and take a closer look.”
The redhead in the cell next to Anne spoke up, “If you try to escape and they catch you…” she shuddered and cradled her breasts. 
“Right! Well I’m getting out whatever!” Anne retorted hotly.
“Hang on,” the black girl put in. “If you’re talking about getting out, does that mean your husband – the actual Prime Minister – isn’t going to rescue you? And if he ain’t that can only be because he put you in here! Jeez! That means this lot go right to the top and I ain’t getting into a fight with that kind of power. I’ll learn to live with it and take my fun where I can find it!”
There was a murmur of nervous agreement and then Sister Mary was back with no less than nine of the Brothers. Anne and Kim had only time to share a despairing glance and they were led into their cells and chained for the night. Leather cuffs were buckled onto their wrists as they lay on their narrow beds and then the cuffs were chained to the iron bedheads so their hands were kept above their heads. 
The Brother who had chained Anne stood back when she was helplessly pinned and took a long look at her. Immediately she clamped her legs closer together and wished she could shield her breasts – not for the first time that day. He smiled down at her, he was in his late twenties she guessed, with a thick mop of unruly brown hair and a pleasant, open face. Like all of them, his physique was plainly outlined by the tight T shirt.
Suddenly he bent down and began to stroke her left breast. He didn’t go for the nipple, instead he let his fingers lightly brush her skin in wide circles around the areola. It was weirdly gentle after the brutalities she had witnessed during the day and she couldn’t help reacting in a mixture of surprise and pleasure, she felt the nipple begin to throb towards erection. Shame at being seen to take some pleasure from his uninvited touch made her screw her eyes tightly shut and turn her head away but he just chuckled and went on until she was biting her lip, and then he moved to her right breast where the state of her arousal meant his lightest touch sent spears of excitement through her and she stifled a groan of sensual pleasure just as his hand touched her nipple at last and she thrust her chest up to him, helpless to do anything except ask him for more. From all along the room came similar groans and Anne realised that they were being taught a lesson of some sort.
They might ask for more, but ‘more’ was not on the menu that night.
He looked down at her calmly, nodded in satisfaction and simply drew a sheet and blanket up over her and then left, locking the door behind him.
 “I need hardly remind you what will happen if you attempt to talk,” Sister Mary said and smiled grimly as she turned out the light and left them in the dark.
 
Anne slept despite her inner turmoil. The day had been too long and too shocking to allow her not to sleep and she awoke groggily to the sound of a crop being run along the bars of the cells. As she blinked her way back to full wakefulness she saw the same Brother who had put her to sleep standing at her cell and unlocking the door.
He entered hers just as Anne heard the other cell doors being opened. With no warning he pulled off his T shirt and was unbuttoning his trousers before Anne had fully realised what was happening. Suddenly the room was full of strained female protests as the other men did the same, but Anne was not paying too much attention because the young man had slipped into her bed beside her. Her senses were filled with his presence. His hard, toned body pressed against hers, his scent filled her nostrils, aftershave and male musk, as she felt his cock throbbing against her hip. His hands were on her breasts, not gentle now but firm and possessive, rubbing and squeezing, fingers pressing against nipples. Then he had ducked his head and she felt his lips close over her left one and he began to suck.
It was so sudden and so unexpected that she couldn’t help a loud gasp of pleasure. Then, in one swift movement he had rolled onto her and one of his hard, muscular thighs was between hers. She was his now, she realised, there was nothing she could do to stop him having her. And as if to underline that thought, she felt his hand slip down between her parted thighs and although she put up a token protest, trying to squeeze her legs together around his, she couldn’t stop him finding his way into the cleft of her sex and finding her clitoris. She caught her breath in a half-shout as she felt his hand begin to rub and circle it and it sent its own jolt of sensual overload spearing up to join the pleasure from her nipples. He must have heard her gasp of pleasure because immediately he moved his hand further down and slipped his fingers into her. She felt herself melting and opening for him as he did so. 
He moved again, shifting his weight further over so he was lying between her now-wide open legs. As he did so she felt the iron hardness of his cock and experienced a moment’s pride that even bound and unable to take any part in the sex, her body had still excited him that much.
She closed her eyes and relaxed back, knowing what was coming and that she was helpless to do anything else. Sure enough she felt his fingers split her lips and then the bulk of his helm was pushing into her in that arrogant way that cocks had in her opinion. Then with one breath-taking lunge he was in her up to the hilt and her eyes flew open at the strength and depth of the penetration. He was propped up on his elbows and grinning down at her, knowingly. Then his face became serious and he set about fucking her. It was the most purposeful fuck she had ever had – and the most disconcerting. He clenched and unclenched his powerful stomach muscles to thrust and withdraw his cock but his eyes never left hers. He was watching her impassively and coldly even while he was fucking her, she realised. But the shafting was so insistent and so deep that she began to feel the stirrings of approaching orgasm. She tried to fight it but he saw her and rammed himself into her even more powerfully and she had to admit defeat after a few minutes’ struggle and abandoned herself to what she knew was going to be a real earth-moving climax. He kept up his relentless rhythm even as she cried out and spiralled away, bucking her hips up at him desperately as she milked the very last of the sweet overload and at last felt him spend in her.
He was up off the bed and dressing even before her breathing had begun to calm down and from the whole row of cells came the sounds of female panting and gasping as they all came down from the heights.
When he was dressed he unfastened her chains and left the cell just as Sister Mary entered the room with two more Brothers.
“Every girl up and tits through the bars! Hands on heads and spread those legs!” she barked as the men left with not one backward glance.
“You will stay exactly where you are until every drop of what the Brothers have been kind enough to bestow on you has run out. Clear?”
Anne had been too busy squeezing her breasts through the bars to fully understand what was being said, but when she caught up with it, she was aghast. They were to be made to stand there and let the sperm drizzle its way down their thighs. Already she could feel some preliminary oozing out at her groin.
To make matters worse the two men and the Sister passed along the row discussing the state of the outflow, speculating about how much had been deposited by which man and the attractiveness of each girl’s breasts and sex. 
It was greater humiliation than Anne could ever have conceived of and she gritted her teeth to prevent herself from telling them where they could go. But inside her there was a battle royal waging between her determination to escape and to settle with Stuart and the secret knowledge that the orgasm she had experienced just now had been one of the most intense she had ever experienced.
They were made to stand where they were until the sperm had crusted on their thighs and only then were they allowed to go for breakfast in their coffle. The cold steel of the chain running between her legs was almost a pleasant sensation after the heat of the recent fuck but having to go into the dining room, showing the evidence of recent use and being on the receiving end of knowing grins from the other, more experienced girls was a further torment.









Chapter Ten

 
After their cropping and their food they were taken out into the open area between the huts and this time the other girls in their brown and white tunics came too. Anne noticed that there was an atmosphere of tension among them, but it wasn’t fear, it was almost expectation and excitement.
At the door which led out into the open, the girls were crammed together briefly and Anne found herself jostled by other girls and once again felt the heat of other female bodies against hers and she realised that the constant nudity was already heightening her appreciation of physical sensations. And her awareness of her own body.
“Lambert and Robins are going to be done double I heard.” Anne overheard a whisper from one of the white clad girls beside her.
“Yeah, I heard Brother Sharp’s doing one,” came a reply.
“Lucky cow! He’s gorgeous, fucked me stupid last week in the common room,” came another whisper and then they had passed through the door and were in the open and spreading out.
Anne’s coffle of new girls was led to the foot of the sinister stone plinth by Sister Mary and the others all piled in behind them until the wooden frame loomed high above them all and then Father Thomas strode through their ranks and mounted to the platform of the plinth.
“Pay attention!” he barked, and immediately all shuffling of feet and coughing stopped. “There are several punishments to be delivered today and as always you will watch carefully and take instruction from them. Brother Sharp, carry on!”
The one that Anne recognised from her abduction now mounted the plinth.
“Lambert for speaking out of turn, fifty lashes. Turner, fifty lashes because she asked to suffer with her friend. Bring them up!” he called.
Two girls were led up the steps, both naked. One was quite chubby and Anne found herself being surprised that she hadn’t been shipped off to boot camp.  But that thought was pushed to the back of her mind as the men who had led them up began to mount them in the rectangular frame. Their limbs were stretched out to the four corners and shackled. One man lifted each girl while her wrists were tied so that her feet were clear of the ground when she was spread in a fully extended X shape. The girls were mounted face to face as the frame carried two sets of shackles at each corner. That must be what the girl had muttered about on the way out – being done double, Anne realised.
It was a sight that Anne found it hard to look away from. The girls’ bodies looked spectacular, their suspension emphasising length of limb and flattening even the chubbier one’s stomach. Their breasts mounded to the sides as they were pressed together and they rested their heads on each other’s shoulder, blonde and dark hair twisting and entangling in the breeze.
Brother Sharp took up station behind the dark haired girl and one of his companions stood behind the blonde. They shook out fierce looking lengths of plaited hide which ended in wicked-looking tassels.
Anne’s throat was dry. It was going to be a savage spectacle but she couldn’t look away, it was horrible but it was strangely fascinating.
At a signal from Brother Sharp, the men lifted the whips back and swept them forwards to land at almost the exact same moment. In the open air the report of the impacts was a dry crack and the two girls arched against each other as far as they could, their heads threw back and soft yelps escaped them.
The men gave them no chance to recover and dealt out the second lash as soon as the tails had fallen away from the victims’ bodies and could be swept back once more. Father Thomas called out the tally from one side. 
The men kept the lashes well timed and the beating proceeded in tandem through the twenties and up into the thirties.
Anne had tried to look away and had been spotted and told to keep looking. It had been one of the Brothers who had spotted her and she knew she was in trouble. All she could hope was that she wasn’t in the kind of trouble these two were in. She was standing beneath and behind the blonde and her back was by then a criss-crossing mass of heavy red marks. She had long ago ceased to throw back her head at each new explosion of pain and was now simply whimpering as she nuzzled her friend’s shoulder. Through the forties the target shifted down to their buttocks and thighs and once again Anne couldn’t help noticing how they rippled and swayed under punishment.
The men halted with just three lashes to go and Brother Sharp made a sign to his companion and they went back to work, but went back to the shoulders and ensured they moved slightly closer to their victims so that the lashes could bite into the inviting bulges of breast flesh that swelled out from their ribs. The girls revived enough to try and rear back as the leather bit into the tender flesh but were held too tightly in their bonds. They took their final lashes with their mouths open but with no sound coming from them.
Anne breathed out when the count reached fifty but hadn’t realised that she had been holding her breath for the final part. However, what followed took her breath away completely. The men stepped forwards and plunged one hand between each girl’s legs, everyone could hear the resultant, blatant squelching of vaginal juices and all around her Anne could hear girls relaxing and some were even exchanging smiles and blushes of excitement.
“Learn obedience and humility!” Father Thomas announced, stepping forwards once more. “And learn how a real woman takes her punishment! Now take them down but put them in the common room tonight!”
The girls were taken down and to Anne’s amazement were quite able to stand and walk away, heads held high. And that was what stuck in her mind. They were proud! They had been stripped and mistreated terribly before a crowd like in some medieval punishment scene, but they were proud! And then she recalled how their sexes had juiced while they were being beaten and realised that the church’s conditioning went so deep it terrified her. She recalled the intensity of that morning’s orgasm and shuddered at the thought that the church seriously wanted to train her to love such barbarous treatment. And if it succeeded, she would become the willing slave of any man who wanted to beat or fuck her. She looked around wildly and found Kim looking back – the same thought had obviously occurred to her and her eyes were wide and frightened.
Then the next victim was led out – although Anne realised that the term wasn’t strictly accurate – these girls were willing participants.
She was a more junior girl and got sixty with a flogger. She was followed by another, slightly built girl who had failed some sort of test. She was spread out like the others had been but had a vibrator stuffed into her before she took fifty lashes of a single tail. However the Brother carrying out the sentence frequently stepped in to work the vibrator inside her, thrusting it up and down and working it inside her until they could all see the girl’s pelvic muscles clench and her hips beginning to buck and sway as much as they could. And, Anne had to concede her pelvic floor muscles had to be in good shape to maintain her vagina’s hold on to it. After thirty he took her to orgasm ramming it into her. Her cries of ecstasy rang out around the huts as she peaked three times as far as Anne could tell.
And once she had broken, he was able to drive her to orgasm at will. At forty lashes she peaked again and at fifty was on the point of coming without him having had to use the vibrator. Father Thomas allowed her to take a further ten lashes so that she could complete a loud and passionate climax that left her hanging limply in her bonds.
“Put her in for the Initiate’s exam again in a month,” Father Thomas told the Brother who had whipped her and who now had her body slung over his shoulder.
Finally Sister Angela mounted the plinth, fully clothed for the moment.
Anne really couldn’t take her eyes off the woman now. She stood proud and unafraid as her ‘crime’ was read out. She had been late to take a class of novices. Of course she and the other new girls knew why she had been late, but that made no difference.
“Seventy lashes, full body, inverted. And a final ten may be awarded as a bonus,” the Father intoned solemnly.
Anne and her companions watched in horror as the woman stripped again, just as she had the day before, calmly and neatly. Just as the earlier girls had been lifted up to have their wrists shackled, the Sister was lifted up, upside down and suspended in the full X shape with her thick blonde hair hanging down.  Anne and several of the other new girls couldn’t help clenching their thighs together as they saw how widely spread the Sister’s thighs were and how vulnerable to the lash. But surely a woman couldn’t be whipped there! Anne thought – and especially not with that wicked length of thick, plaited hide. 
It was Brother Sharp again who conducted the beating and he went about it very differently. He walked around the suspended woman and varied his targets, sometimes her swept the lash in across her stomach and even her breasts on some occasions, making her try to curl up protectively and fetching high-pitched yelps from her. Then he spent some time working the lash on her back and buttocks and thighs before he would stand to one side and belabour her stomach and back with forehand and backhand sweeps.
As the tally mounted towards thirty, there was no mistaking the Sister’s reaction to her punishment. She was crying out urgently at each lash and they could all see her stomach clench and flutter as her hips thrust forwards towards her brutal lover. She came at thirty-five and Anne was once again horrified and fascinated by this place as she saw a wad of juice ooze out onto the shaven labia and begin to trail down her stomach and back along her groin towards her buttocks. She came again at fifty-six and sixty-five lashes. Taking her final ones in exhausted silence.
Father Thomas stood forwards once more. “Learn to emulate the good Sister’s response to her necessary correction!”
Then he bent down and grabbed a handful of blonde hair.
“Sister Angela? Do you think you have earned your extra lashes?”
“If you wish to bestow them, sir. I shall gladly accept them in the hope that I gave good service,” she managed between panting breaths.
The Father stood back and held out his hand. Brother Sharp placed a flogger with thick leather tails in it and immediately he swung it forwards and down. 
Anne was not the only new girl who squealed involuntarily. He laid the lash down between her spread open legs. From where she stood Anne could even see the heavy tails fan out as they hit the buttock crease, laying down red stripes that crossed over the previous ones from her original beating and making the slack hemispheres tremble in their wake. 
Sister Angela’s head flew back and a breathless cry escaped her, and Anne realised with almost weary acceptance that it was the Sister’s pre-orgasmic cry.
After only five of those searing lashes she was bucking and twisting and screaming in her chains and the whip was lifting away, spraying her juices off its tails. Even when the beating finally stopped, Sister Angela’s body went on heaving and clenching and she kept her cries up for some moments before she slowly subsided and was taken down. 
What was done with her after that, Anne didn’t see as the coffle was led back to the cells and allowed to shower off the traces of their early morning usage.
 
The rest of the day passed in a blur for Kim. She had felt a frightening excitement at the punishments that morning. A part of her that she had never suspected existed had sprung to life when she saw the girls spread out in that X shape, their feet clear off the ground and hung up, naked and vulnerable in front of the men.
The men.
Kim’s confusion was absolute when she thought about the men – the Brothers – like all the other girls in the cells she had been given a shafting first thing. The man who had had her had been slightly older than the others but had been sturdily built and when he had slid into her bed so suddenly and so shockingly unexpectedly, she had experienced a rush of lust that had left her breathless and with her legs willingly spread before he had even had a chance to caress her breasts. He had smiled at her as his hand had found the traces of her excitement already seeping from her cunt when he felt his way down. And although she blushed with shame when she thought about it, she couldn’t deny that she had returned every thrust of his hips with an upwards surge of her own pelvis and an undulation of her hips that no man could mistake as anything other than an enthusiastic response.
They could have been crude bullies with whips set over a bunch of naked women. But somehow they weren’t. They were calm and self-contained and authoritative. They actually believed in the church’s teaching and when they whipped a woman they did it quietly and masterfully. When they wanted a woman to kneel and caress them with her lips and tongue they simply told her what they wanted. The woman did the rest.
Women. That was the other part of her confusion.
She had been tied spread out on her cell door right next to the Sister who had been whipped for pleasure by the Brother the previous day.  Kim had an awful feeling that she might be in love with Sister Angela.
Before the night with Gina, she had never harboured a single lustful thought about any woman. Even at school, when her friends had had crushes on this or that teacher, she had never had any feelings for anyone who wasn’t male. But on that night, Gina had exuded some kind of devil-may-care sexuality that had blown her away. And eventually the wine had done the rest and she had felt an overwhelming curiosity to see what it felt like to have another woman in bed. It had felt good. 
And then, less that twenty-four hours later she had been abducted by these people and seen men use women purely as vessels of their pleasure and seen women take pleasure and pride in being just that.  And she was experiencing far more powerful feelings of sexual excitement than she had ever done before.
She had always thought that she was absolutely normal all down the line. She had had boyfriends – had been engaged once but he had broken it off – and had enjoyed sex with them. She had even tried a couple of unconventional positions with a couple of them and quite enjoyed them. She loved having men go down on her and had brought herself to go down on one or two of them in return, but of course she wouldn’t tolerate them coming in her mouth. She was normal! And only sluts did things like that!
Now she had gone down on another woman for heaven’s sake! And had loved the taste.
Did that make her a lesbian slut?
And on top of all that, Sister Angela with her glorious blonde hair and oh-so-shapely hips and buttocks had taken her clothes off beside her and submitted to the whip.
The whip!
The word went round and round in her head. It was outrageous, it was cruel, it was a tool of cruel repression. It had smacked down on Angela’s pale flesh and made it wobble and ripple in ways that had set Kim’s pulse racing. She had even been able to get the scent of her arousal as the beating had gone on and on and her delicious bottom cheeks had swung and rebounded under the lash. Then there had been the wonderfully exciting sound of her cunt squelching in the aftermath and finally the Brother had taken her and Kim had loved watching every second. 
The thing she was grappling with was that she had discovered that she wanted to have sex with Sister Angela and the man who had whipped her and was fucking her.
She didn’t know whether she wanted to be whipped or not, she just knew she wanted to be on the end of his cock and she wanted to taste Angela’s cunt. 
What was worse was that she could now use words like ‘cunt’, ‘cock’ and ‘fuck’ with not a hint of embarrassment. 
In short she was terrified that after scarcely a day she had been changed out of all recognition. She would soon be swallowed up in the church and cease to be Kim Burton anymore. She would become a helpless sex slave and would love every minute of it. God help her, she realised, she would probably love being used by Hodson, just as he had predicted! She had to escape.
But then there had been the punishments.
To begin with she had been terrified of the cruelty but again had warmed to the business-like way in which the men had gone about it. Strong, capable and demanding – qualities in men she had never found appealing up until now. But then maybe she had never met any men who had had those qualities.
As her thoughts had spiralled onwards and the whips had gone on falling on naked girlflesh, she had managed to tighten the chain running between her legs just enough to allow herself to rub her clit on it. She had done so very slowly and carefully but knew she was flooding by the time Angela had been taken down. She had so much wanted to lay the woman on her bed and gently lick every welt on her body, saving the ones between her legs till last. Even with her eyes wide open and fixed on the beating going on above her, she had managed to compose pictures in her mind’s eye of Angela writhing in pleasure and thanking her and then going down on her…
She had to get out while there was still time. While she was still Kim! At some point she had met Anne’s eyes and she had seen the same fear in her eyes. Although where Anne thought she could run to, Kim had no idea.









Chapter Eleven

 
In mid-afternoon the remaining girls from their intake were summoned to Father Thomas’ office.
The Father had a sheaf of papers in front of him and there were some others lying on the desk beside him.
“Your paperwork has arrived and we will now decide how best to dispose of you to the greater glory of the church,” he told them.
Then he had read out some names and the coffle had been unchained and six of the other girls were led away. Anne, Kim and the redhead who had been breast beaten the previous day were left.
“They will stay here until they attain the level of Initiates,” the Father told them. “But you three will leave us and be trained elsewhere. You are exceptional women. Of course we know very well who you are Mrs. Markham.” Here he came to stand close in front of Anne. “But do you know why you are here?”
Anne looked up into his dark eyes, his stare was harsh and unblinking and she realised that he could have anything he liked done to her at the slightest whim and she felt very afraid. But then realised that it might include more sex like this morning’s and she licked her lips nervously.
“You may reply,” he conceded as if he had read the uncertainty in her mind.
“I…I don’t…I think…” she stammered, unable to put into words her thoughts without revealing the depth of her fury against her husband.
“Your husband is about to lead this country in a great leap forward,” Father Thomas said, his voice rising and filling the room effortlessly. “With you by his side as a properly treated woman, he will be able to convince those who doubt that the way of the church is the way of truth! Yours is a great destiny!”
Anne looked down hurriedly as he turned his eyes on her, trying to hide the thought that Stuart had more likely wanted a whore who would do his bidding in his bed, rather than a companion on the road to some evangelically inspired future for mankind.
Father Thomas, animated now, strode up and down in front of the three naked women and began talking again in a quieter tone.
 
“And now we know that you…” and he turned to Kim, “are Kim Burton secretary to the Right Honourable Charles Hodson, discovered going through his private correspondence in the company of a female who is believed to be in the employ of revisionist feminists. We will teach you the error of your ways, I promise you Miss Burton.”
Kim had managed a snort of derision at the words ‘Right Honourable’ remembering the fight in the field. For an awful moment she feared she might be in trouble as the Father had paused and lifted an eyebrow at her but had then gone on. “However, you are another woman who can deal with men of substance and importance – as can Mrs Markham.”
He turned to the redhead.
“You are Miss Tabitha Johnson. You hate the name Tabitha and have adopted the name of Carol. For now it is immaterial as, if a name is needed at all, it will be your surname. You were an accountant in the outside – and a good one it would appear. Your clients were wealthy and had influence. Unfortunately you put some of that ability to use in squirreling away funds that did not belong to you. Luckily for you, however, when you were arrested, the police realised that you could serve your country far better by working for us rather than languishing in prison. When we have finished with you, you will realise just how lucky you have been.”
Having addressed each of them, he stood back and addressed them all.
“Contrary to popular belief the church does have need of women with good minds and who can move in exalted circles. They must be trained of course, but all three of you have made good starts. The men who enjoyed you this morning have given good reports, especially of you, Burton, but you all did well. Markham you were told to keep watching the punishments today – a common enough occurrence and nothing to give me any concern but I will cane you for it later.”
The Father moved slowly towards the window, talking as he went.
“In the early days, the Patriarch used his Inner Circle to go out into the world and seduce those who needed seducing. But now our work is so much greater we need more such women and we have had to develop new ways of turning out star pupils who can be trusted to work on their own. You three have the potential to be star pupils.”
He turned suddenly and pointed at Anne. “You! Bend over my desk for four of the cane!”
Anne came out of her reverie. She had subsumed her rage at his words, at her husband’s perfidy and at the male of the species in general into a daydream of escape and revenge.
His voice had crashed over her thoughts like a wave obliterating a sandcastle and before she knew what she was doing she was bending over, feeling the cool wood and leather under her breasts and the cool air on her sex as she opened her legs to lower herself properly, like they did for meal times.
She never saw him take up the cane, nor saw it coming. There was simply a soft swooshing noise in the air and an appalling pain ripped through her buttocks. She gasped and choked as she tried to scream and cry at the same time. Then another pain blazed through her and she twisted desperately, holding up a hand in a gesture of surrender and entreaty. 
“I promise you that the next stroke will hurt much more if I have to deliver it on your hip, maybe hitting your hand on the way. I really suggest you adopt the proper posture,” the Father said quietly and Anne, recognising the church’s utter implacability when it came to punishing women slowly regained her position and spread her hands out to the sides of the desk to grip it. 
Twice more the cane scythed into her and twice more she screamed. 
The pain was so absolutely all-consuming that she hardly felt his hand fumble its way between her labia and into her vagina. All she knew was that if she didn’t stay still he was quite capable of laying waste to her all over again.
“Hmm. Rather dry, but then the first time with the cane can cause that. You’ll learn to moisten when you’re needed to in time, Brother Watson was very impressed with your response this morning and the ease with which he was able to penetrate you.”
She couldn’t even bring herself to be furious, the hot pain ran in waves up from her bottom and she longed to be able to assuage it.
“You may stand up and rub if you wish,” Father Thomas told her as if reading her mind and removing his hand from her.
Like a naughty little girl who has been put over a teacher’s knee and spanked, Anne Markham nee Steele – entrepreneur and wife of the British Prime Minister stood naked in Father Thomas’ office and rubbed her stinging bottom while sniffing away her tears.
 
Kim realised that she had clenched her hands so hard her nails were digging into her palms. She had never seen anything so darkly, dangerously exciting as the caning. The sight of Anne’s glorious backside as she had bent over the desk, the deep, shapely cushions of buttock flesh, the neat hollow at the tops of the long thighs and the dusky lips of the sex peeking out so plainly and cheekily now the pubic fur had been removed, had been simply delicious.
But then the cane had whispered in and landed with such a sensually appealing ‘Thwack!’ sound. Standing behind the punished woman and just to one side of the Father, she had been able to fully appreciate for the first time the way a woman’s buttocks flatten under the impact of the cane and then a shock wave runs through the flesh and finally they ripple back to their proper shape, ready for the next stroke to fall. And the tramlines that blossomed almost instantly across the pale expanse of the bottom almost made her choke with wonder and excitement.
Anne’s screams had done nothing to quash her excitement; quite the opposite. To Kim’s newly awakened sensibilities they sounded like the proper responses for a woman who was being corrected and disciplined.
By the time she watched the Father’s long-fingered hand find its way into Anne’s vagina, she knew that hers would have put up no such resistance. She was burning and flooding down there in a way she had never done before.
The Father seemed to be ignoring the remaining two women in the room and went back behind his desk to press an intercom.
“You may collect Mrs Markham and take her to a holding cell,” he told the female voice which answered.
In a few seconds Sister Angela appeared, apparently none the worse for her earlier thrashing. The change in her status was made quite clear to Kim by the quick smile the Sister gave her as she entered and Kim’s heart soared.
She took the still-snivelling Anne by the arm and the two left them.
Then the Father addressed the two remaining women.
“In a moment I will cane both of you. Not for any misdemeanour on your part, but simply as the start of your training. From early reports it would seem that Markham is going to take rather more work than you two will.”
The calm tone and the idea of taking the cane for no reason sent Kim’s already pounding pulse rate into overdrive.
“Johnson, you next,” the Father said and tapped the top of the desk with his cane.
The redhead swallowed nervously but stepped forwards and bent over, spreading her legs and gripping the sides of the desk. Again Kim savoured the sight of the long thighs and the neat buttocks – she was appreciably more slender than Anne – and the neat pouch of the sex with its inner lips very small and tidy. Already she was assessing and enjoying the sight of her fellow captives in the same way the Brothers and Sisters must, she realised.
Johnson took her four with considerably less fuss than Anne had, she writhed and flexed her back and pelvis and made half-muffled groans as she was beaten but when the four sets of tramlines were inscribed across her pale bottom cheeks, the Father’s hand sank into her much more easily and he spent some time fingering her until there came the faint sounds of wetness and a sharp musky odour spread into the room.
“Excellent!” the Father said, stepping back and wiping his fingers on her back. “I think you have great potential, Johnson!” 
The redhead straightened up and gave him a shy smile before rubbing her bottom like Anne had before and sharing a wink with Kim. Somehow she too had been on a similar journey to the one Kim was on.
And when it turned out to be Brother Simons who came for her, the smile of delight he gave her when he found out who his charge was, suggested that she would take a few more steps along the road before the night was out.
Then Kim was left alone with Father Thomas.









Chapter Twelve

 
Father Thomas seemed to be in no hurry to resume the proceedings. He laid the cane down on his desk and Kim’s eyes followed it like a mouse’s following every move of the snake that is about to strike.
Then he went to stand behind the desk and took up one of the sheets of paper.
“Brother Lomas, he was the one who fucked you this morning,” the Father said, looking up at her through bushy eyebrows, “was extremely impressed. He is an experienced servant of the church and feels that the speed with which you lubricated and the ease with which you opened for him promise a great deal. We deliberately aim to disorientate and outrage our new intakes, take them a long way out of their comfort zones and it can tell us a lot about them.  And you would be amazed at how many of them respond positively to having a naked man in bed with them first thing in the morning and with their hands tied.  Those who don’t at first soon come to it. You enjoyed watching the canings just now? You may speak.”
Kim found that her mouth had gone dry and could only nod.
“I can tell by the flush to your cheeks. I suspect that your cunt is very wet. Is it not?” The coarseness of his words and his ecclesiastical robes turned her stomach to jelly, the contrast was somehow very arousing. She could only nod again.
“Excellent! Now this woman you were taken with. She was part of the so-called Liberation Army?”
The question took her totally by surprise and she was utterly flustered for a second. She realised that the church had so dominated her previous couple of days that Gina’s welfare and whereabouts had vanished from her thoughts. Shockingly she had to admit that she was far more concerned about finding out where she herself was going, now she had started this journey, than she was about Gina.
She shook her head.
Her thoughts raced. Why was she doing this? If she didn’t care about Gina, why was she risking the wrath of the church that could do anything to her?
Father Thomas just nodded slightly and came around the desk again, picking up the cane and bending it threateningly as he came to stand directly in front of her. She stared at the floor, her heart thundering in her chest.
“No she wasn’t, or no, you won’t say?” he asked her softly.
She shook her head again. She knew she was going to be punished now and all of a sudden she began to understand her own emotions.
Yes, she was terrified of what they would do to her. But she wanted to find out what it was like.
She didn’t want to be naughty or disobedient. She wanted to be made to be good and obedient. She wanted the discipline of the church to be imposed on her. 
After all how could she be a slut if she was only following orders? How could sleeping with another woman be wrong if she had been told to do it by those who knew better than she?
It was so simple! 
Once the church’s discipline was imposed on her, she was free! 
Maybe, in time, she could come to enjoy the discipline as much as Sister Angela did. And that would be alright as well, because the church wanted her to.
It was too late for escape for her, she was no longer Kim Burton. She was whoever the church would make of her now.
She lifted her eyes to the Father’s who was staring at her with a stern but not unkind intensity.
“I don’t know what you mean, Father,” she said.
 
The first ten strokes she managed to take in silence. The sound of the cane as it swept in and the sound as it landed on her bottom, then the second’s numbness before the fires engulfed her, were a sensory explosion that made her writhe in mingled pain and pleasure – a sensation she had never experienced before. And she was very well aware that her wildly gyrating hips and humping and hollowing back as she sought to deal with it all was blatantly sexual.
But that was the whole point. Her small fists clenched to either side of her, unfettered but kept from trying to shield herself, the whisper of the cane, the rustling of the Father’s heavy robes as he wielded it. It was all sexual. She was a naked woman who was accepting that she was being disobedient and was accepting this man’s discipline. She wouldn’t have been surprised if she had been told that she was weeping cunt juice down her thighs as she was being beaten. She was so deeply enamoured and excited by this submission. 
“Was this woman working for the army?” the Father asked after the first ten had been laid on.
Kim let her breath out in a whoosh and felt the cool leather of the desktop under her cheek, she blinked her eyes clear of tears and re-settled her grip on the edges of the desk, ready for the next part of her punishment. She was ready – she wanted more. Of course she would answer him truthfully in the end – but she wanted to see where that end was. She said nothing and gritted her teeth.
“Very well,” he said quietly.
The next ten took her to regions of experience that she had never suspected existed and she frantically rubbed her nipples against the desktop at each bitter sting from the cane.
When the Father stopped at twenty strokes, Kim was aware that she would come if he went on.
“No! Won’t tell!” she gasped out, hoping to inspire him to continue beating her.
He just laughed softly and she felt his hand thrust into her cunt. She felt at least three fingers go straight in and begin to stimulate her insides.
“No, Miss Burton,” he said. “I’m impressed, but I will have an answer before you have an orgasm, believe me!”
Kim turned her head so that it lay on the other cheek and saw that the Father was standing close beside her now and leaning over her. At her eye level she could see – even through the heavy robe - that there was a sizeable bulge at his crotch.
She let herself relax, it had been well worth the leap of faith she had made. The caning had been agony but in a way she never would have believed possible. The whips and who-knew what else lay in store for her.
She couldn’t wait.
She belonged to the church now and needed an orgasm.
Kim gave him a wanton smile. “She worked for the Liberation Army, her name – as far as I know - is Gina Wilson.”
“Very well. You know the church always does what it says it will?”
Kim nodded again as she gave a cat-like stretch and propped herself up on her elbows so that her breasts were available if he wanted them. Behind her she heard his robes rustle again and then, at last, she felt his cock slip into the moist inferno of her vagina and after that there was the new pain to go with the exquisite pleasure of being fucked; the rough weave of his robe chafing her as it ground against her blistered buttocks.
He was as relentless as she had come to expect - and now wanted – the church to be. He patiently and calmly thrust into her until she was back up at the heights she had attained under the cane and then he reached around her thigh with one hand and found her clitoris. With his other he found a nipple and twisted it savagely. Pain and pleasure again.
Kim Burton’s first orgasm as a creature of the Church of Ultimate Purification was the longest she had ever experienced. The Father drove her to three more before he finally allowed himself to climax inside her. By that time she was a limp rag, her head lolling and flopping and her legs only prevented from collapsing because he was rammed up against them.
The moment he stepped back from her, she slid to the floor and stayed in a heap until after a few moments she crawled on all fours to his feet and kissed them.
 
Anne had expected chains and cuffs as usual as they stepped outside the Father’s office, but Sister Angela simply pointed along a corridor;
“This way.” And she walked off, leaving Anne to trail behind her.
As they went she noticed again the almost catwalk sway the Sister put into her walk, making the heavy skirt sway and flow, emphasising her hips as she went.
The corridor they went along was new to Anne, but she scarcely noticed, she wanted to know how this woman could so calmly be walking around after such an appalling thrashing that morning.
Eventually Sister Angela stopped and turned, she was still smiling and friendly.
“If I don’t tell you what want to know you’ll have to ask and then I’ll have to have you punished,” she said. “It was a decent enough thrashing this morning. Seventy with a single tail is enjoyably testing but I’ve taken a lot more – although it usually takes a day or two to get over if you go up to the two hundred mark.  Yes, it hurt. It hurt a lot. But it was also very, very nice! It’s a sensation you can’t describe but you want it again, trust me! And you could have it too. All that wonderful pain and that amazing pleasure – if you’d just let yourself experience it!”
Anne looked at her in blank incomprehension and the Sister shrugged and continued walking.
“They never fail you know!” she said after a few more corners and doors had been passed. “I’ve never seen a woman leave who isn’t utterly changed.”
She sighed when she saw that Anne was still unmoved and walked on.
They passed a short passage that led off to their left. At the end was a door from behind which came music and male and female laughter – together with female yelps of pain and cries of pleasure.
“Mmm! The Common Room. That’s where I’m going tonight after I’m finished with you,” Angela told her. She rubbed the front of her groin through the skirt and smiled lewdly at Anne. “I’m hoping lots of them will want to go in there! You really appreciate it when it hurts!”
Anne’s buttocks were still stinging in the wake of her beating and she just couldn’t get her mid around what the woman was saying.  Their perversion was so extreme and so bizarre she couldn’t understand it at all, the shameful pleasure she had taken in the sex that morning was expunged by repulsion. And now she had been told that Stuart wanted her to help launch this awful bill, which would condemn countless women to…what? The Sister still stood, happy and content in front of her and Anne realised that she was utterly out of her depth.
She had to get away.
Once again the Sister saw that she had failed to get through and led Anne the last part of the way. They stopped by a couple of the barred doors that their original cells had had. There were only three of them though and they were set in one wall, separated by solid walls. Sister Angela stopped by the middle one and produced a bunch of keys from a pocket in her skirt and unlocked the door, holding it open for Anne
“In you go!” she said brightly.
Anne’s mind raced. Behind the Sister was a door that looked to be no more than a fire door, it had to lead outdoors. And the stupid woman had left the keys dangling in the door lock.
All her uncertainties vanished. She grabbed Sister Angela and swung her bodily to the back of the cell, swung the door shut, turned the key, jerked the bunch free and took off towards the door at the end of the corridor.
She could hardly believe her luck – or the church’s stupidity. All it took was a hard jerk downwards on the steel bar and the door flew open before her desperate flight. 
The cold night air made her gasp and reminded her of her nudity but it was too late now. She would have to run like she had never run before and worry about clothing later. England was a small and crowded island; how far could it be to a house? To a phone? Glad of all the hours she had spent in the gym she settled into a loping stride as she ran away from the lights of the huts and the control tower.
Who would she phone? She began to turn that question over in her mind as she ran. She would have to be careful, but these fools who were so smug in their supposed domination of women had better look out now!
Anne Steele was back! And she was going to come out all guns blazing.









Epilogue

 
Gina lay back on the straw of her cell.  It was dark. It was quite dark, she had been there for some time but had no way of measuring it. She let her eyes stare into the blackness above her.
She had been thrown into another van when the suits had taken her and in the early hours of the morning they had finally stopped and she had been taken out. She had found herself on the gravel drive of a large country house. It had tall windows arranged in a severely symmetrical design set over three storeys and on either side of an imposing front door at the top of a curving flight of steps.
Her hands had still been cuffed behind her and she had been led around the side of the house and in by a small door which had led down to these cellars.
One of the men had held her down while the other had stripped her, cutting clothes off where necessary until she had been stark naked but with her hands still cuffed.
Since they had thrown her in here the only time she saw any light was when two men would unlock the cell door having turned on a weak light in the lobby outside. It took her some time until she could adjust her eyes but when she did there was always a girl kneeling in the doorway and holding a bowl of food. She was dressed like some old fashioned serving maid, Gina thought, with a white scoop necked blouse worn over a long skirt. The blouse was low cut and the smooth, broad, upper curves of her breasts were visible almost to the areolas. It was always the same girl, a blonde, with large eyes that looked at her with an odd mixture of compassion and something else that Gina couldn’t put a name to.
With her hands still cuffed, she would struggle to her feet and come over. But then she would have to kneel and be spoon-fed by the girl. On only one occasion she had tried to talk. The door had immediately been slammed shut and the light and the girl had gone. When they reappeared, she didn’t try to repeat the experiment.
The men watched them both constantly, even when she was taken to a toilet that lay in a cubicle off the lobby. Her hands were never released and the humiliation of it burned hot and bright inside her.
 
Suddenly she heard a key in the lock, the door was opened and the low light of the lobby was turned on. She turned her face away and slowly blinked her way back to being able to see clearly. There was no girl this time. There were just the silhouettes of two men.
They came into the cell and stood over her.
“She stinks!” one said.
“We weren’t told to wash her, just feed and toilet,” the other replied.
The first one put out a foot and prodded her side. “Good looking thing though, isn’t she?”
“Yeah! Bit of a waste keeping her down here if you ask me.”
“I didn’t. Put her on a collar and lead every other day and take her upstairs where she can be hosed off.”
Then they left.
A long time later – two meals at least she reckoned, the girl and the men came back with a collar and lead and on stumbling, uncertain steps she was led upstairs to another small room she didn’t recall having seen on her way in. It had a hose coiled against one wall. The chain to her collar was fastened to one wall and then she was hosed down. The girl soaped her all over. Gina had tried to keep her thighs closed because the men were still watching but one of them had stepped forwards and struck her across the fronts of her thighs with some sort of riding whip. It had stung her cold skin bitterly and she had parted her legs to allow the girl to soap her every crevice.
Then she had been rinsed off and returned to the dark of her cell.
 
After another meal the door opened again and the lobby light silhouetted another two men. Before she could fully regain her vision however, they came in quickly and forced her down face first onto her straw and fitted a blindfold, buckling it at the back of her head. She felt one man keep her shoulders pressed down and then suddenly with no warning a brilliant red blaze of pain passed in front of her eyes and the small room echoed to the loud Crack! of something striking her across her shoulders. 
She yelled and fought as best she could but still the whip struck her on the backs of her thighs, her buttocks and her back. If she twisted too much, she simply got it across her stomach and on one occasion her breasts. They carried on until she was a sobbing heap, unable to fight anymore. 
Then they left her.
 
After another meal and a hosing down, two more men came with whips.
 
The Patriarch looked down at her as Brother French knelt across her broad shoulders. She had a sensational body, he had to agree.
She had been down here for a couple of weeks now and the stoical way she was handling it was beginning to disturb him. Usually they started blabbing after a couple of days.
The Brothers who had been down to play with her had reported that she would be an invaluable addition to the church’s work force.
First break her for security purposes and then break her in, he thought. 
She would be worth the trouble. Her dark skin gleamed in the weak light and he noted the play of strong muscles under the skin of the back. Her waist was trim and smooth and her hips and buttocks were everything a man could desire. The thighs would be perfect to drive up between – either fingers or cock - and he confidently expected her cunt would be a good size but would be a good fit for any size of cock. She was clearly fit and would have excellent pelvic floor strength, he was willing to bet.
He let the heavy suede tails of the flogger he held go loose and swung in the first lash to her backside, just below where her hands were cuffed together. The effect was immediate. She bucked and squealed and twisted so that Brother French had his work cut out to keep her in place.
He gave her twenty more across her bottom, her shoulders and her thighs and then he let the Brother whip off the blindfold and retreat.
With the door slammed to behind them, the Patriarch looked about him. 
“Have a hook and a chain put in and some wrist cuffs. I want her taken out here and whipped properly, every day.”
“Yes, sir. I’ll send down another of the men, she’s a strong one and if we’re going to uncuff her…well I don’t want to take chances.”
“Let me make it clear,” the Patriarch went on. “I don’t want a single word said by anyone at any stage in her feeding, toilet, washing or whipping. Understand? She can howl and beg all she wants. Not one single word is to be spoken to her.”
“Yes, sir. How long do you want us to carry on?”
“Until one of you can get a couple of fingers up her nice and easily after she’s been whipped.”
“And then, sir?”
“Then we might start asking her some questions. But there’s no hurry. If she’s whipped every day for a month, it won’t matter. Just let me know when she’s ready.”
Then they went back upstairs and left Gina in the dark.
 

THE END
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