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Introduction

 
The Church of Ultimate Purification is on the march and is expending all its considerable influence in encouraging the British establishment to follow its teachings on the proper place of women in society.
Charles Hodson MP and several others in Parliament are persuaded by gifts of women who have been 'trained' by the Church. Eventually even the Prime Minister himself is persuaded to allow his wife - a celebrity in her own right - to be abducted.
Anne finds herself imprisoned in a remote ex-military camp and with her are two women who were taken whilst raiding Charles Hodson's office in a bid to stop the feared Act of Female Limitation from being passed by Parliament. They are Kim Burton, Charles' constituency secretary and Gina - an undercover agent of the Women's Liberation Army.
Whilst Gina is taken away for special treatment and Kim shows early signs of succumbing to the Church, Anne escapes and goes on the run...









Chapter One

 
Anne Steele ran on into the darkness. The wind blew coldly around her nakedness and her feet became chilled almost immediately by the wet grass. She didn’t know where she was running to, all that mattered was that she had escaped. The Church of Ultimate Purification was not going to get its claws into her anymore. This was a small and crowded island, she told herself and somewhere, up ahead in the dark, there would be houses and sane people who would help her stop this madness which even her own husband – the Prime Minister of Great Britain for God’s sake! – apparently now espoused.
Her blonde hair whipped across her face and her breasts began to ache as they swung and bounced on her chest, but her legs were strong – all the hours in the gym paying off at last – and with every pace she was putting more and more distance between those perverts and herself. She began looking for a fence of some kind; there surely had to be one, but there was nothing; no perimeter lights ahead of her, no sirens from behind her. The night was utterly dark as clouds blew in across the moon.
She ran on, her ragged breathing loud in her ears as the strain began to tell, then all of a sudden she ran full tilt into an old, rusty wire fence. It gave slightly and then rebounded, sending her sprawling onto her backside on the wet, cold grass. She sat for a moment to catch her breath and then stood up. In the moonless night, she had run straight into the perimeter of the church’s land without seeing it. Now she followed it to her right, letting one hand trail along the wire. To her delight, in only a few yards her hand lost touch with the wire and by groping around she found that it had collapsed outwards. Gingerly she climbed over it, wincing as her feet came into contact with any sharp edges, but soon she was on the far side and the moon came out again. Now she could see the rickety fence behind her and in front of her there was a road. She made for it, chose a direction at random and began to trot along it, her heart singing and her mind full of revenge plans. The pathetic security arrangements the church had put in place to keep its kidnap victims locked in, aroused her complete contempt and buoyed up her spirits. Somehow she would find some clothes and then she would work from there. 
After what seemed like an age she saw lights ahead of her. They weren’t the moving beams of torches or headlights. They were the solid, comforting lights of houses. She realised that the road went round a slight bend and as she rounded it several more houses came into view. It was a village! There would be phones and she could talk to the police and go public on her wretched husband and wreck his perverted plans for the church…
She stopped at the first house but was brought up short by the fact that she was stark naked. Perhaps it would be best if she took a look to see what sort of person might live there. Heartened by the success of her escape and the discovery of the outside world, she tiptoed along the path up to the front door and then carefully she sidled around until she could just peer through into the living room through a gap at the side of the curtains. She saw an attractive woman in her late thirties sitting and watching the TV, she couldn’t see a man but the woman looked pleasant, and even if there were a man, she would keep him in order surely. She went back to the front door, knocked on it and then hid by pressing herself against the wall a little way along.
She heard a chain rattle and a lock turn. “Yes?” a woman’s voice asked.
“Please can you help me!” Anne whispered desperately. “I’ve escaped from being kidnapped and I need clothes and I need to talk to the police!” She wasn’t at all sure about talking to the police but at the moment they were all she could think of.
“Oh, my goodness! You poor thing! Wait there and I’ll get you something,” the woman said and hurried off.
In only a few seconds she returned and handed an old dressing gown out to Anne who gratefully swaddled herself in it and stepped into the light.
“Come in, come in!” the woman urged and she stepped into the warmth of a small hall. From the other end came the sounds of a man whistling and presently he appeared from the kitchen. He was a tall man, dark haired and like his wife had a pleasant, cheerful face.
“I’ve put the dishwasher on, Julie and…” he stopped when he saw Anne.
“Ben, this poor girl’s been kidnapped but she’s managed to escape!”
He paused and gave Anne a hard look before replying. “Has she now? Well we’ll set her on her way soon enough. It’s too late to start phoning anyone tonight. We’re a bit isolated see, out here, Miss. But you’re welcome to stay and we’ll see what’s what in the morning.”
Anne let herself relax and was ushered into the warmth of their lounge and was settled by the fire and soon had a cup of hot chocolate in her hands. Hesitantly she began to tell them about her abduction, hinting at her importance but as they didn’t seem to have recognised her, not pointing it out to them. She said as little as she could about what she had seen and been through at the church’s hands. She still felt very vulnerable with just the old gown clutched around her. Ben and Julie listened in silence and then Julie bustled out and returned with an old nightie.
“It’s getting late,” she said. “Let me show you our spare room and then we’ll all turn in, Ben’s got an early start in the morning.”
Realising how exhausted she was now that she had a place of refuge, Anne let herself be led upstairs and along a short corridor to a small bedroom. As soon as Julie had wished her good night and she had put on the mid-thigh length nightie, she flung herself into the bed and tried to sleep, but thoughts of who to go to in the morning whirled around her head. Her own security guards had been turned and they were drawn from Special Branch, so were the police the right people to go to? She ran through her list of contacts and stopped when she remembered that she had recently had lunch with the female editor of a Sunday paper. That was the route to go down! And with that she turned over and relaxed just as her saviours came upstairs. 
She heard them go into their room and she was settling down to sleep in earnest when she heard a sound she had hoped never to hear again. It was the smack of something hard landing on flesh.
Her eyes flew wide open and she stared into the dark as she heard it again. Her heart thundered and she froze, but then, terrified but desperate to know the truth, she tiptoed out of her room and along to theirs. From outside she could hear clearly.
“That’s two for my trousers not being pressed properly. Now today was the third time this month you’ve made my sandwiches with stale bread,” Ben said. 
“I’m sorry, luv, but I am getting better at other things aren’t I?”
“Yes, I suppose so. You fuck far better than you used to.”
“Oh, thanks. I do love doing it now.”
“Still, lapses like that have to paid for.”
“Yes, sir.”
“We’ll say ten more.”
“Yes, sir. But did I do right in bringing the girl in?”
“You did.”
Anna listened in horror as the crop or cane descended again and Julie counted it and thanked him.
“I phoned the camp when you took her upstairs so they’ll sort it from here,” Ben said before he laid on another lash.
Unable to fully believe what she was hearing, Anne threw open the bedroom door. Ben stood naked behind his equally naked wife who was bending over in the middle of the floor, displaying four clearly defined sets of tramlines across her buttocks. Between them Anne could see her shaven sex, thick lipped and clearly open while Ben’s erect cock thrust out from his groin in blatant lust.
At the sound of the door opening, Julie looked round but made no move to rise or to hide herself. Ben too was completely unabashed and merely grinned at her then lashed his wife again, making his cock swing.
 With a cry of despair Anne turned and ran downstairs, tore open the front door and ran out into the night in the borrowed nightie. When she reached the road she turned back the way she had come but there were headlamps lighting the hedges as a car rounded the bend. She skidded to a halt and fled the other way, into the village. Desperately she looked from side to side for a way out, between the houses maybe, but now lights were coming on and doors were opening, showing silhouettes of people looking out.
“There she goes!” someone called.
“Just make sure she gets to the square!” someone else called back. She looked behind her and saw the figures of some men begin to pursue her along the road.
She knew she was doomed but couldn’t bring herself to give up just yet. She ran harder, heading for anywhere that might be away from there and although she tried to flee into dark lanes and up garden paths, always there was someone there – and now they weren’t all men. There were women too! All of them shooing her back onto the road and towards whatever new nightmare awaited her.
Eventually, breathless and staggering with weariness, Anne Steele tottered into a small square and halted. This was a nightmare beyond anything she could have imagined.
Under one solitary lamp she could see on the small green in the centre, where most villages might have a pond or an old set of stocks, stood a whipping post. Only a few days ago she might not even have known the word, but now she knew what the cuffs and chains signified.
There were four roads leading off the square and all of them, including the one behind her were blocked by cars shining their headlights onto the scene, and there were people; hundreds it seemed like, and all of them watching her with detached curiosity. But worst of all was the figure beside the post. It looked like something out of a horror film about the Inquisition. It was a tall robed figure with a hood thrown over its face, the cowl hiding it and depriving it of any comforting humanity.
Anne tried to back away but bumped into a solidly built male body and two massive hands clamped themselves around her biceps.
“Didn’t like hearing our Julie get her end-of-day reckoning?” Ben’s voice said. “Well Father Thomas knows how to deal with ignorant folk like you.”
He pushed her forwards and the sinister figure by the whipping post turned and pushed back the cowl. It was indeed Father Thomas, although that afforded Anne no comfort whatever.
“Did you really think we’d let you go, Anne? Someone of your importance? No! All this is merely part of your training!” He stepped down and came up close to Anne’s terrified face. “You will learn to obey us, Anne. I promise you. The only choice you have in the matter is how hard you make it for yourself. Take her away and keep her in the jail overnight,” he said, speaking to someone behind him. “I’ll sentence her in the morning.”
As if to answer her earlier doubts about who to speak to when she escaped, a large man in a crisp white shirt and dark trousers with a radio and night stick came forward and took her in a grip even stronger than Ben’s had been.
She was marched towards a building that faced onto the green and taken inside, through an office and into a smaller version of the cell room back at the church. In here though there were only two cells and both were empty. She was pushed into one and the door was locked behind her.
She recovered her balance and turned around to find the policeman was watching her through the bars.
“I heard you was a looker. Seen the photos of course but you can’t tell by them, nor by the telly. But seeing you like that…well I look forward to when you’re up for grabs ‘cos I aim to grab a bit, lady!”
He turned and left her and Anne looked down for the first time. The nightie was torn and offered glimpses of her long thighs right up to her groin. The smocking at the bodice only served to emphasise the size of her breasts and the night air had had its inevitable effect on her nipples. She did look like a tramp and a slut. But suddenly the lights went out and she had no choice but to grope her way under the cot’s blankets and do the best she could to get some rest before facing whatever the next day held.
 
It was Father Thomas who woke her by shaking her and she came round only slowly, her eyes feeling gritty from what little sleep she had been able to get. Surprisingly he had brought her a bowl of cereal for breakfast and stayed with her while she ate it greedily.
“You will need it, Anne,” he told her. “This will not be a nice day for you but hopefully it will help you find your way towards a life which will afford you many really nice days in the future.”
Anne finished her bowl and wiped her mouth with a hand. Resignedly she asked, “So what goes on with all these people and all that stuff last night?”
“Your escape was set up carefully of course. We don’t just want to fuck your body, Anne. We need to fuck with your mind as well. Before the camp was established, the local population was ‘enlightened’ so whichever way you had run, you would have run into our people. That’s why we don’t bother with the fence very much. Why should we? The hearts and minds of the people around here are a far better defence.”
Anne slumped back against the bars of her cell and looked at the menacing figure before her. They were so damn sure of themselves they could even let someone like her run and be sure of catching her. For the first time she began to think that maybe she wouldn’t get out of this without being changed utterly. She heard again Julie’s calm acceptance of her daily punishment. 
“Now I am going to sentence you in a little while,” Father Thomas said after a second’s hard staring at her. “It’ll be done beside the whipping post to which you will then be tied and whipped. Pretty hard I’m afraid. It’s that young policeman, Brother Stephens, who’ll be starting the whipping and he is very keen when he is about the Church’s business. There is a tradition that the criminal may kneel before him and offer him some pleasure before sentence is carried out…” The Father let the sentence hang.
Anne considered. “And that’ll lessen the harshness?”
Father Thomas shrugged. “Who knows? It might, but I have no way of judging that. The last fugitive was able to walk back to the camp, so maybe it does.”
“And she offered him…whatever?”
“Yes. The one before her didn’t and was carried back. But you all have different tolerances so it’s hard to say if a man will hold back after a decent blowjob. But think of it like this; it will show us that you are beginning to realise that you will be subdued and that may make us a little more lenient on you back at the camp. Now come on!”
Brother Stephens came in and handcuffed her then led her out, leaving Father Thomas to follow on.
“Hey, stop!” Anne called out to the policeman as they entered the small office. “If you take a minute or so I think I can do something nice for you before we go out there and…” She shuddered inwardly at what she was saying but she really was in their hands now and had to try everything and anything that might help her get through this.
“Oh, not in here!” It was Father Thomas catching them up who spoke. “Didn’t I mention that? How silly of me! No. It has to be done before the people, at the whipping post.” He smiled at her and she closed her eyes in despair as she was dragged through the door and out into the square. Again she had been made a fool of, they had given her a smidgeon of hope and then snatched it away by adding on the condition of offering to give a man a blowjob in public. They must have known she couldn’t do that, which meant there was no hope of avoiding the full severity of the coming beating. At every turn they seemed to be ahead of her, ready to deprive her of hope and erode her self-respect.
There was quite a crowd around the post and Anne, despite the pathetic cover of the tattered nightie tried to hold her head up high as she was led through it. The faces were smiling and happy – and expectant she realised. They weren’t hostile, they just wanted to see her whipped.
The three of them climbed onto the dais that surrounded the post and Father Thomas addressed them.
“Friends! Thank you for your help last night and for coming to see a renegade get her just rewards for scorning our ways and beliefs. She had the effrontery to be offended by Julie Prestcott getting her right and proper daily punishments last night!” There was a roar of disapproval and suddenly the crowd didn’t sound so friendly. “An insult like that to one of us is an insult to all of us! And on top of that she was trying to escape from the enlightenment that has so enriched all our lives!”
“Flog her!” Suddenly someone shouted from the crowd and it was taken up, by female as well as male voices until the square resounded to the chant. Tears filled Anne’s eyes as the enmity rolled over her and she wilted in the face of it and at the prospect of the pain to come.
Father Thomas was content to ride the noise for a while and then held up a hand dramatically. The crowd subsided and he turned to Anne, putting his hood up and resuming his most threatening aspect. “For attempting to escape you are hereby sentenced to be flogged round the village bounds. Will willing men step forwards?”
Anne didn’t hear what ensued, she was too horrified by what had been said. How did he mean, ’round the village bounds’? But then Father Thomas had turned back to her and had ripped off the nightie before she even knew what had happened. A great cheer went up as they saw her naked for them.
“As tradition allows, the criminal may sue for leniency,” the Father called out and then turned to her. “Do you wish to?”
Anne stood miserable and huddled. She looked down at the boards of the dais and Brother Stephens’ boots. She could kneel and offer him her mouth and then maybe he wouldn’t whip her so hard. But she had never done it before not even in private, let alone in public. She couldn’t. She wouldn’t! She was Anne Markham, née Steele! She was rich, successful and influential. She wouldn’t! She looked up proudly and shook her head.
What followed was worse than her most desperate visions in the darkest hours of the night before. She had expected to be shoved against the post face first, her wrists raised and fastened and her back flogged. But when she was held facing the post, the chains were run through pulleys at the top until they hung by her waist and then Father Thomas unlocked the handcuffs and buckled the cuffs onto her wrists instead then he dragged her wrists behind her and clipped them together. With that done the chains were shortened again and she had no choice but to bend forwards as her arms were dragged up behind her. She wailed in despair as all she had was displayed to a crowd of jeering villagers. Naked, she was forced to bend almost double and her anus and perineum were fully on show as the back of her head finally came to rest against the post. Through the inverted V of her legs she watched Brother Stephens unbutton and remove his shirt, accompanied by female cheers, then he took up a lash composed of what looked like hundreds of three foot long tails, to Anne’s terrified gaze. 
With no warning he swung it backhand across her buttocks and she jumped at the venom of the bite and suddenly she realised that no tally had been set. And what was worse, that stroke hadn’t seemed to count at all. It was no more than him warming up and she saw him set his feet apart and hold the tails of the whip up, stretching them taut then he released them and they hit her like a swarm of wasps that bit into her buttocks. She yelled and then watched him gather the lashes in again and raise the whip away from her. This time she was yelling even before the whip landed. She could feel the entire area of her genitals burning, even the lips of her sex burned and stung as the heavy tails found their way into her every crack and crevice. 
Anne’s world contracted down to the area of her buttocks, her anus and her sex. They stung viciously and raged at her as they were punished, she jigged up and down and sobbed and pleaded but it was no use, she just had to accept that she was going to hurt a lot before they let her up. The blood pounded in her head and just before she felt she must faint from the pain of the beating and the discomfort of her bondage, it stopped, and her hands were released. Anne collapsed into a heap and lay there sobbing and crying for a long time before someone dug their hand into her hair and pulled her up. It was Father Thomas.
“On we go,” he said and pushed her towards the steps back down.
“What?” she slurred as she tried to steady herself.
“You’ve got another appointment,” and he pointed down to where a horse stood. It was harnessed to a basket weave hurdle behind it.
“No! No! Please!” she shrieked as she took in the hurdle and the implication that her sufferings were far from an end. She turned but the policeman was there and he picked her up bodily and carried her down to the hurdle where willing hands helped him lay her down on her back and tie her ankles and wrists to the four corners.
She had read about medieval prisoners being dragged on these things to the sites of their hideous executions and her terror rose to new heights as the horse was gee’d up and the hurdle bumped and banged after it. Craning her head up she could see the people all following behind with bright smiles of anticipation on their faces. She couldn’t help it, her fear was so extreme that she let her water go and it ran in a steaming river down between her legs and left a damp trail on the road behind. She let her head fall back and closed her eyes. Her backside still stung and her ears rang with the jubilant cheers of the crowd. And as she jolted her way onwards she wondered just what they would do to her next.
 
In only a few minutes the hurdle was halted and men undid the knots which had imprisoned her and stood her up again. She found she was facing a tall rectangle of sturdy wood and from each corner hung a familiar chain and cuff. 
She made no attempt to resist this time as she was carried up to the frame. Father Thomas stood before her again and asked if she wished to plead for leniency. Blearily she looked at the burly man beside him who held a long, braided lash, coiled tightly in his massive fists. She had a strong feeling that kneeling before him and humiliating herself so utterly would be another of the church’s mind games. She would lose the last shreds of any dignity and everyone would know that she was going to be whipped just as hard anyway. Well she wasn’t going to play their games anymore. She shook her head.
“Very well. Mount her,” the Father said.
Willing hands held her up while her wrists and ankles were cuffed to each corner of the frame until she hung, fully suspended in the frame.
This time they whipped her back. The lashes were delivered more slowly but they were devastating. The impacts alone jerked her forwards in her bonds and then the fire that was lit in her flesh burned bright until the next lash hit her and made her catch her breath between her screams. On and on it went, lash after lash slowly piling on the pain. But what amazed Anne was that despite the pain she felt the cool air between her spread legs as it caressed her abused sex. She was cunt naked in front of a crowd of strangers and despite the pain in her back she was aware of her nakedness like never before. 
She shrieked as a lash wrapped her chest and the end of the tail bit spitefully into her breast, the crowd cheered so the flagellator did it again, and again she shrieked at this new fiery pain and again the crowd cheered. Anne realised that they were truly a medieval mob. They were actually enjoying her suffering, and the whole notion was so extreme and so shocking that it almost swamped the pain of the whip. Anne suddenly looked around and tried to ignore the lash. She looked down at the sea of eager faces and recognised Ben and beside him Julie, who was jigging up and down and clutching hold of her husband’s arm. Anne looked further back in the crowd and saw some couples were kissing ardently, some were already hurrying away, hand in hand.
Anne’s jaw dropped as she continued to jerk under the whip. She was turning them on, they loved it! She recalled the whippings she had seen at the church’s camp, how the Sisters had been able to become aroused by their treatment. Suddenly she gave up trying to understand. It was a fact. It was what it was. These people got sexual pleasure from seeing others suffer. She thought of Julie the previous night. Some of the women, maybe all of them, got pleasure from undergoing suffering.
By the time they took her down, she had ceased to think and was just numb. She never heard the admiring gasps of the locals as they paraded past her when she was tied at ground level to the supports of the dais. She never heard them admire the number of welts she bore and their lividness and the fact that she hadn’t quite fainted like most of the escapers did.
Some time later she was allowed to sink to the ground and was given water. Then she was put on the hurdle again, face down this time and driven to her third appointment.
It was an X shaped cross, it reared up high and sinister above her and the crowd – a bigger one this time - cheered as she was half carried up the steps to face the next phase of her punishment. 
The man waiting for her this time was more slightly built than the previous one had been and he held a flogger like the first one had used, but the tails of this one were not flat bladed like those ones had been. These ones were narrow, square cut and stiff and Anne had a bad feeling about them immediately. 
The men half leading, half carrying her, brought her to a halt in front of the flagellator again, and again Father Thomas asked if she would beg for leniency. Again she refused.
She was turned to face away from the cross and then tied to it tightly, her arms again stretched high above her to the corners of the cross’s limbs. Her head was left unsupported and she tried to keep it raised so that she could proudly look her tormentor in the eye. But he didn’t strike with the whip, instead he stepped close to her and slowly stroked the leather across her breasts, her stomach, her delta and the fronts of her thighs. It was slow and sensual and made her shiver with unexpected arousal after all the brutality of the day so far. To her horror she felt her nipples stiffen and engorge as the leather tails wound round them again, promising as much pain as he wanted to inflict. From below she heard the crowd cheer as they spotted it and she let her head fall back in despair.
 
Father Thomas stood below at the front of the crowd and watched too. The woman had a magnificent body and she was strong. Already, had she known it, she had taken more than any of the last three or four unfortunates who had passed this way before they succumbed to the church’s discipline. He had told the men to be much harder on her; she needed it.
But now she was nearing the end of her tether. He watched as her head dropped back, so that from where he stood he could only see her fine, strong body and those long legs. He liked seeing the church’s women like this. He liked seeing them for what they truly were, just bodies to please men. He watched as her breasts rose and fell and he felt his cock twitch. It would be sweet indeed when he had her. Then the whipping began. She was too exhausted to lift her head anymore so Father Thomas was treated to the sight of her body alone just twitching as it was struck. The breasts themselves did much more of course, swaying and bouncing as the whip lashed them. Then the flagellator moved down the body and when he struck across her delta, her head briefly snapped up and she screamed, more from shock than anything, Father Thomas surmised. She managed to watch herself take three more strikes there before she collapsed back and left her tormentor to do his worst with her body. He worked down her thighs methodically and then went straight back to the breasts with no warning. Lines at first just pale pink began to darken and to multiply as the whipping went on and soon Anne Steele was corseted in a laced-tight web of welts. 
The Father knew that her day was far from over and when the flagellator glanced in his direction next he gave a slight nod and the man coiled his lash and stood back. He mounted the dais and supervised her being taken down. This time she was clearly dazed and gazed around her almost stupidly as she was half carried back down to ground level and tied against the dais supports to let the townsfolk admire the church’s handiwork. 
 
Anne slowly regained her senses and raised her head from where it had slumped forwards when she was tied facing the leering crowd. She couldn’t meet those greedy, salacious smiles and kept her eyes raised to the sky and tried not to breathe too deeply so as not to make her striated breasts heave too much and inflame the mob’s lust any further. She did risk a few glances down though, expecting to see herself bloodied and torn, but was amazed that she was merely welted and the pain was rapidly diminishing as it was in her back and bottom. But then Father Thomas came to stand close in front of her.
“You still have a long way to go before the day is over for you, Anne, so you may rest awhile,” he said and untied her while other men herded the crowd back. She was allowed to sit in the shade of the dais and take some more water before being hauled back onto the hurdle.
“There are four boundaries, Anne,” the Father told her as she was dragged off. She wondered what else they could possibly do to her but steeled herself proudly to face it. Her body had been strong enough to weather everything they had thrown at her so far.
 
The fourth boundary mocked that thought. She was dragged up yet another flight of steps to a set of stocks. Protesting feebly she was dragged towards them and her head was forced down and her wrists drawn forwards until they lay in the half-circular depressions in the lower bar then the top bar was lowered and locked into place. Never had she felt so utterly helpless as she did then, deprived completely of any freedom of movement in her hands, arms and head. The height at which the holes had been set meant she could either bend forwards with her legs wide-spread or kneel. To start with she chose kneeling but the afternoon turned into a long drawn out torment that surpassed the morning’s beatings.
To begin with the people in the crowd were allowed to throw things at her and she was pelted with soft, rotten fruit and vegetables that splattered on the board around her or hit directly and soon her face was running in juice and she was dazed all over again from the impacts. And when a halt was called to that, they went back to beating her. 
A man, stripped to the waist and showing a frighteningly muscular torso paraded in front of her and showed her the implement he was about to use on her. It was of thick leather and consisted of two tongues attached to a handle.
“This is a tawse,” the Father explained to her, standing beside her next flagellator. “For many years it taught unruly pupils the error of their ways. I intend it should fulfil the same function today and in the coming weeks.”
“No! Please, no more!” Anne begged desperately as the man went to stand behind her. “I can’t take any more! Oww!”
To the accompaniment of a loud smack, a burst of bright pain flooded her belly as her left buttock was leathered hard. She screamed again as her right one was struck and for several minutes the man worked from buttock to buttock, re-igniting the fires of her earlier beatings. Eventually her desperate wriggling and twisting began to hurt her knees and as the blizzard of blows still fell she staggered to her feet and tried the bending forward posture. Immediately a cheer went up as the crowd behind her could see her entire genital area. The beating stopped but now the crowd behind her was allowed to throw things again and Anne was enveloped in a cloud of everything they could lay their hands on. She was hit right between the legs and almost buckled to her knees again, then some kind of fruit burst full on her face and she spluttered and choked on it as she tried to spit out the foul taste. 
But once they had exhausted their arsenals, she was left in peace and allowed to collapse back to her knees. But after only half an hour or so, the tawse was applied to her back, where she still felt the traces of the morning’s whipping and the town gleefully bathed in her unrestrained screams as Anne finally gave way to tears and pleas for mercy. The tawse was appalling. It hit like a punch and stung like a burn and it broke her resistance. Sometimes it knocked the wind out of her so much she couldn’t even scream.
When at last that final torment ceased, they left her to lie on the wooden dais and sob to herself until she could at last look up again. She found she was lying in a naked heap at the feet of Father Thomas who loomed above her, dark and sinister in his robe against the late afternoon sun.
“Will you now beg for leniency?” he asked.
“Is there more?” she whispered hoarsely.
“Yes, there is.”
Anne’s battered senses began to clear as her breathing slowly calmed down. She recalled how the church revelled in playing mind games. She recalled her earlier realisation that to give in would merely give the crowd another salacious thrill and probably not save her one ounce of pain.
Slowly, covered in filth and beaten on what felt like every inch of her skin, Anne dragged herself to his feet and tried to kneel up. He reached down and held her steady as she did so.
“I will not,” she whispered.
He was silent for a moment. “Have you ever been sodomised?” he asked.
Anne looked up at him in bemusement, then slowly she shook her head.
“Then you shall not be tonight.”
“What?” Anne asked brokenly.
“The church is not merciful towards fugitives, but I shall spare you that – for now. Take her away!” he called and strode off, leaving her to collapse back and wait to be dragged away yet again. This time she was hosed down and dried roughly with a coarse towel and then they took her back to her cell but her relief was short lived. The men flung her onto the narrow cot and as she gazed up at them, numb with exhaustion and terror, they began to undo their belts.
“Mouth and vagina only!” Father Thomas’s voice came from behind them. “You’ve got willing wives who’ll open their backsides for you later on!” he added when there were groans of protest. 
It was the gangbang that she had been afraid of from the moment she had first been taken. She used every ounce of what little strength she had left but they easily held her down and pulled her legs apart. Man after man entered her, their heavy bodies pressing her ravaged back down onto the rough weave of the blankets as they rutted in her then spent and left her. To begin with they had to use some lubrication as fear had made her dry, but after the first couple of men had spent inside her, there was no problem. At times her hands would be grabbed and folded around rampant cocks which needed her to wank them and Anne did so if only to lessen the queue for her burning cunt. But soon they grew tired of the missionary position and hauled her upright. Like a limp puppet she was held up as a man sat on the edge of the bed and then she was lowered with her back to him so he could enter her from behind as she sat on him.  Then someone else forced her head forwards and she found herself face to face with a rampantly hard cock that was demanding her mouth. Anne was beyond thought. She knew that if she didn’t take this cock in and suck it she would be taken out and probably whipped again on the spot, she knew the church was utterly ruthless.	 She just let her mouth fall open and even began to feel some arousal from what was happening in her vagina, completely independent of her mind, her body was taking over.
The cock filled her mouth, tasting strong and earthy but not as unpleasant as she had feared it might. But then strong hands clamped themselves about her head and the man began to fuck her face. She tried to cry out as he thrust deeply into her throat but could make no sound around the giant member. Christ! she thought vaguely as she breathed heavily through her nose, they wanted to put these up my rectum! I’d have died! Hands gripped her waist and began to bounce her up and down. Both men erupted at the same time and Anne couldn’t cope with the salty mess that splashed into her mouth, disgusted and appalled she choked and tried to spit but all that happened was the men laughed and promised they would train her to take it properly. They let her collapse to the hard concrete floor and stood over her as she spluttered and swallowed the result of her first ever blowjob, and as soon as she was breathing normally they started in again. This time she was hauled upright and rammed face first against her cell bars. To her dazed horror she saw the room was filled with women who were thoroughly enjoying watching the gangbang. Rough hands dragged her hips back from the bars and yet another cock was thrust deep inside her, pushing her hard against the steel bars. Helplessly she was rammed against them time after time as she was fucked from behind. And from in front there came a new torment. Julie stepped out of the crowd and took hold of her nipples, twisting them brutally and making sure her breasts were stretched as the man fucking her dragged her back onto his cock.
“Give it to her hard, Ben! Just like you do it to me! Fuck her lights out!” she shrieked and Anne realised who was inside her. He took encouragement from his wife and really hammered her back and forth until he came and stepped away suddenly, letting her collapse to her knees. Immediately her head was seized and she was forced to take yet another rampant cock in her mouth and after that one another presented itself. After she had choked and almost vomited on two eruptions of sperm into her throat she was allowed to fall face first to the floor and there, gazing blearily out at the room she saw Julie on her knees to Ben, licking his cock and smacking her lips appreciatively as she tasted Anne’s juices from it.
Drowned in a sea of depravity beyond her capacity to accept, she fainted. 
When she came to, Father Thomas was sitting on the edge of her narrow bed. She groaned as she felt every inch of her body ache and protest but at least she felt clean.
“You were showered and taken care of,” he assured her. “I forbade them to bugger you as I intend that for myself when you finally submit. Now for the last time today will you ask for leniency from Brother Stephens here?”
Anne looked to the outside of her cell where the big policemen stood, hands on his belt buckle and a smile playing on his lips.
It was the smile that did it. The memory of the day’s horrors and her pain faded into insignificance as she considered the smug grin that would pervade his face as Anne Markham herself, knelt before him and offered to suck his cock.
“No,” she croaked.
“Then tomorrow you will suffer exactly the same punishment as you did today. And if you fail to submit you will receive the same again the day after. Understand this, if you are too badly hurt we will simply wait till you have healed and we will do it all over again.” Father Thomas leaned forwards. “You will submit, Anne!” Then he rose and left her with a bowl of stew for her supper and no one came near her until the lights went out and she cried herself to sleep, knowing now what the next day would hold for her.









Chapter Two

 
It had been two days since Father Thomas had delivered what had been a life-changing beating and Kim had been left to fume in her cell next to Carol Johnson, as they had been singled out for special training, while the other girls had been taken out to begin their own training.  The rule of silence was, of course, absolute and the two girls had only been able to sit and stare mournfully at each other through the bars of their cells until their colleagues were returned, exhausted, running with sweat and sperm, welted, bruised and yet examining their wounds with real pride. 
On the second morning two of the brothers who had come for the rest of the girls, stayed behind and entered their cells. Kim stood up as she saw the tall blond man approach her cell with a broad grin on his face. Suddenly her pulse raced and she licked her lips nervously. She knew enough now to know she was going to be fucked or beaten – or both – and she wanted it. She could feel her lower belly heating and melting as her juices flowed.
He unlocked her cell and stepped in as his colleague did in the next cell, already starting to undo his belt. Kim’s eyes followed his hands, would he slip his belt out and use it out on her before he fucked her or would he simply fetch out his cock. She didn’t care which he did.
He pulled his trousers and pants down, freeing his flaccid cock and instantly she dropped to her knees, allowing him to pull her head forwards until she could open her mouth and take the still-soft length of his cock in. It tasted nice and fresh and she eagerly and respectfully massaged it with her tongue, nodding her head back and forth to stimulate him. Almost immediately she felt it begin to throb towards erection, swelling to almost fill her mouth, the hard, smooth helm thrusting clear of the foreskin as it grew, making her struggle to relax her throat as it grew and grew. She savoured the steely hardness of it, imagining it thrusting deep into her body through her vagina or her rectum. She gave a muffled groan of desire as she sucked on him but then he stepped back and hauled her to her feet by her hair, thrusting her roughly, face-first against the bars that separated her cell from Carol’s. The man in the other cell did the same and the two women were rammed together, face to face, breast to breast with only the bars preventing full body contact. Simultaneously the men entered them and began to fuck them. Kim felt her man’s cock slide easily into her, widening her and stimulating her sheath as it thrust in with breath-taking authority and ease. She opened her mouth to gasp at the pleasure and found she was kissing Carol who was crying out in her turn as she too was penetrated. The gasps immediately became the passionate kissing of women being driven to the heights of excitement by the men who were using them. Kim felt Carol’s breasts rubbing against hers as they were both jerked about by the strength of the cock-thrusts into them and spears of excitement drilled through her from her nipples until she had to break the kiss to cry her pleasure aloud. But the hammering from the cocks was relentless and both women were driven higher and higher until they broke and buried their faces in each other’s hair, sobbing and moaning as they recovered and only then did the men deign to spend in them and then stand back, leaving the women to sink gratefully to their knees, still trying to embrace through the bars dividing their cells. 
Once again, Kim’s hair was used to drag her head round and the brother who had fucked her whispered fiercely in her ear.
“You and the other whore can see what pleasure you can extract from each other till the others come back,” he told her.
“Thank you, sir! Thank you!” Kim gasped, aware of the warmth of Carol’s body so close to hers. It would only be the second time she had had another woman but she was desperately in need.
“Try and get some of that lovely spunk we just shot into you out of each other, it’ll be fun to watch later!” the brother who had fucked Carol said as he left the cell. The doors clanged shut behind them and the instant they were alone the two women flung themselves at each other. 
They found that the bars were wide set enough to easily let hands and breasts through so they took it in turns suckle at each other’s tits while clutching the other’s buttocks to draw her against the bars. But soon Kim could feel the cool oozing at her thighs as spunk drained from her and without thinking she asked Carol if she wanted to taste some.
“Shh! They’ll hear you and come and punish us!” Carol whispered back frantically.
Kim considered for a moment and then reached forwards between Carol’s spread thighs, plunging her fingers up into her vagina and feeling the thick slime of the spunk inside her.
“I’ll take it gladly,” she said. “Besides I think they wanted us to do this.”
Carol moaned as she felt Kim’s fingers invade her and then she relaxed and reached for Kim’s cunt in her turn.  They sucked the salty slime off each other’s fingers and smeared it on each other’s breasts and licked it off or passed it directly mouth to mouth in deep, passionate kisses. All the time they made appreciative noises as they slurped and sucked and licked the brothers’ spunk off their bodies. They fingered each other to orgasm and were less envious of the other girls when they returned.
 
The next morning Kim knelt before Brother Sharp and looked up at him adoringly. For his part he looked down at her with a cold expression of disdain.
“You are to be fast-tracked to the rank of Novice and then you will be re-assigned. You and Johnson.” He turned to look at the redheaded ex-accountant kneeling naked beside Kim.
“To start with you will serve in the common room to-night. But for now, Burton you will report to Sister Angela, Johnson, report to Sister Mary. Off you go!”
The two naked women rose and left his office. Outside, in the corridor they exchanged glances and Kim saw the same secret excitement in Johnson’s eyes that she knew was in hers. They were going to get further lessons in the alchemy of the church’s women – how to turn any pain a man inflicted on them, into rending pleasure.
The two women made their way to the sisters’ corridor and Johnson, with fingers crossed nervously, knocked at the door which had Sister Mary written on it in gold script. Kim smiled encouragingly before she left the girl and went on until she found Sister Angela’s door and knocked on it. There was a brief silence then a woman’s voice called out for her to enter. 
Cautiously she entered and looked around. In a few days her horizons had narrowed so much that the room looked impossibly luxurious to someone who had been spent so much recent time locked in a cell. There was an immense four-poster bed which dominated the room and through a door which stood ajar, Kim could glimpse a marble tiled en suite bathroom. Over to her left, seated by an ornate fireplace sat Sister Angela, the blonde woman was smiling at her and had arranged her long black skirt so that the slit allowed one thigh to be visible right up to her hip.
Kim licked her lips nervously as she took in the sight and also noticed that the crisp white blouse had been untucked from the skirt and was fully open, revealing her breasts almost completely.
Before the previous day with Carol, Kim’s only lesbian experience had been with Gina but she felt her mouth go dry and her knees go weak as the sister stood up and approached her with an expression of blatant lust. 
“I was hoping I’d get you,” she purred, putting out a hand and cupping Kim’s breasts in turn. “These are just superb, I can’t wait to see what the brothers will do with them when they’re allowed to get you in one of the dungeons!”  She began to caress Kim’s nipples, making them throb and tingle into erection. Then she bent and kissed them, licking and gently nibbling at them, moving from one to the other until Kim had to close her eyes and moan in pleasure.

Angela moved closer and without ceasing her attentions to Kim’s tits, reached behind her and clasped her fingers tightly into her buttocks, re-igniting the fires that were banked beneath the welts from her beatings. Kim cried out in delight and melted into her, impetuously reaching for the sister’s buttocks and fumbling in the folds of the skirt to finally reach the warm soft flesh, not knowing or caring if it would earn her a punishment. It seemed as if it wouldn’t because the sister drew Kim’s groin against her and began to grind and rub her own groin against her.

“What…what will they do to my breasts, Sister!?” Kim burst out at last as visions of half-naked men advancing on her nude and bound body in a dark dungeon filled her mind.
Angela took her mouth off Kim’s nipples. “They’re such wonderfully big tits! I expect they’ll want to stick the longest needles they can find right through them, men usually do with big tits.” Kim closed her eyes and added gleaming shafts of steel to the terrors of her imaginary dungeon.
“Watching them go into you and come out again is just divine! And of course they’ll whip you till you bleed as well – maybe at the same time! But no, it’s best a girl doesn’t move too much when she’s been transpierced. Now, have you had sex with another woman before?” As she had been speaking, her words releasing hot floods of moisture in Kim’s belly, she had suddenly regained a business-like demeanour and stepped back from her.
“Just twice,” Kim admitted as Angela shrugged off her blouse, freeing her own, quite sizeable tits. “Have they ever done that with needles to your breasts, sister?” she asked nervously.
“Of course!” Angela replied proudly, looking down at her breasts. “The brothers really know how to get the best out of a girl! Now, my job is to get you ready for your Novice exam and it won’t be easy. The church will test every single part of what makes you a woman. They will subject you to male desires in all their ferocity and you must fulfil them and find your own fulfilment in so doing, so we’ll start with more beating. Onto the bed with you!”
Kim tried to take in what was said but all her attention was concentrated in her groin where the sister’s words and her tits were having a devastating effect. She moved towards the bed and Angela sniffed and then smiled. “My, you are a wet one aren’t you? I can catch the scent of your cunt from here. Excellent!” She reached out and Kim obediently opened her legs to allow the other woman’s fingers to slip over her throbbing clitoris and sink smoothly into her.
“All we need to do is make sure you’re still as wet after I finish thrashing you! Now onto the bed. Kneel up, then head down and reach back between your legs to hold your ankles.”
Kim did as she was told and felt her buttocks tighten, uncomfortably stretching the tramlines of her caning from Father Thomas. But it was more than made up for by the excitement of the position she had been made to adopt. She felt utterly exposed and helpless.
“Do I need to tie your hands to your ankles?” Sister Angela asked as she laid a belt, a riding crop and a cane on the bed beside Kim’s face.  “You will be beaten on your back and on your arse – the earlier caning signifies nothing, understand?”
“Yes, sister. And I shall try not to move my hands.”
“Good girl.” 
Kim watched the sister’s hand reach down and take up the two- inch wide leather belt and double it, deliberately doing it slowly and where Kim could see it, before lifting it away out of sight.
The room went silent for a second then with no warning noise such as the cane had made, Kim felt a blow to her back that almost knocked the breath out of her. Immediately that was followed by a hot stinging that went deep inside her and it was followed by another wave as a second blow landed. She couldn’t help making a yelp as it did so and heard sister Angela chuckle before the third crashed home between her shoulder blades. It seemed to trigger a sort of lightning strike inside her and she couldn’t help jumping in shock and letting out a half muffled yell.
“Ah! Sweet spot!” Angela crowed from behind her and immediately another lash landed in exactly the same place. Kim screamed and bit the quilt her face was pressed into as another lash caught her in the same place while she fought with all her might to stay in place and handle the flames that raged in her belly.
“Come on, girl!” Angela cried, “You can take it! Four more like that and we’ll see what your cunt’s got to say!”
With some end in sight, Kim gritted her teeth and endured four more thunderous strikes that made her entire body seem to blaze with pain and with something entirely different but she couldn’t tell what it was until she felt sister Angela’s fingers slide into her vagina with complete ease and she melted as the fingers twisted inside her and stimulated her.
“Good!” Angela whispered and Kim felt the bed shift as she climbed onto it and bent over her while she kept up her fingering. “Very wet! I think you’ll learn how to come under the whip quite soon.”
One of Angela’s hands reached under her and grabbed a breast, lifting it away from where it was squeezed against her thigh so that her fingers could twist the nipple, making Kim cry out again as spears of hot pain joined the growing ecstasy in her belly.
“Not yet!” Angela chuckled as Kim’s gasps and sighs became more constant, and she slipped off the bed again, the fingers inside her withdrew suddenly. Kim gasped in disappointment then saw Angela’s hand pick up the crop from the bed beside her and she tried to steel herself for this new and unknown pain.
Sister Angela plied the crop across her back, thighs and buttocks and immediately Kim realised that the strokes they regularly received in the refectory were merely symbolic. Sister Angela wielded it for real. It bit like the cane but had the added sting of the keeper at the end nipping at the flesh with each strike. Kim tried to count the lashes but the turmoil in her cunt was too strong and soon she was crying out in mingled pain and undeniable pleasure as she was scored again and again.
The rhythm was relentless.
Shwack!
Shwack!
Shwack!
Her back blazed with sensation and then the target changed.
Shwack! 
Shwack!
Shwack!
With no warning her bottom was scorched and her cunt jolted in response to how close to it she was being beaten. She was given no chance in between lashes to try and absorb the pain of the last one before she was blasted by the next. She cried and gasped and yelled as her thoughts were submerged in the tide of livid sensations that swept her away and then quite suddenly she was coming. Her hands let go of her ankles and curled into fists as she bucked and her cunt cramped and still the beating went on.
“Go on, girl! Go for it! Oh you’re a natural! You lovely slut!” From far away she heard Angela’s voice urging her on and then the beating stopped but Kim couldn’t. She writhed and sighed and cried out for a minute or so until the waves subsided and she lay, limp and undone.
“Thirty lashes taken!” Angela said and rammed her fingers into her cunt again. Kim yelped as the penetration set off after shocks. “I’ll give you a glowing report and I bet the brothers have you down in the dungeons in double quick time. I’ll still have to cane you of course but you can make me come first!”
Angela moved up the bed and lay back, unbuttoning the skirt and discarding it to lie naked with her legs apart.
“Come and kiss my breasts till I tell you otherwise.”
Still dazed by the physical tidal wave that had engulfed her Kim slowly straightened up out of her crouch and crawled along the bed to lie beside Angela. The woman’s breasts mounded to the sides of her ribs as she lay on her back and the nipple of her right one, dark red and clearly erect beckoned to Kim’s lips. She kissed it eagerly and caressed the soft weight of the breast, fetching sighs of appreciation from the sister.
“It’s always so much easier when they’ve had some lesbian experience before we get them,” she said dreamily while Kim worked at her. “I’ve had to beat some girls every day for a week before they’ll even kiss me on the lips!”
Kim reached across her and began to rub at the other nipple.
“Harder, girl! Nip with your teeth at both of them. And twist the nipples with your fingers. Pull at them! Hurt them! That’s what we need!”
Kim did as she was ordered and loved how the rubbery little nubs elongated and twisted, fetching cries of abandoned pleasure from the sister until she was ordered to move to her cunt.
Eagerly she squirmed down the sister’s body and dived into the fragrance of her groin. The juice was oozing from the convolutions of her vulva, the inner lips peeled open and the clitoris standing proud of its hood. It was much bigger than Gina’s had been and a little bigger than Carol’s, Kim sucked and nipped at it as Angela bucked and wriggled and finally held her head down while she came, spurting thick sap over Kim’s adoring face as she lapped up every drop. Even after Angela had finished coming, Kim kept exploring her body, licking down to the crater of her anus, lifting her thighs up and apart until Angela was groaning in delight all over again. Finally Angela had to call a halt though. She had a class to teach and Kim had to be caned before being returned to her cell.
This time she was made to bend over in the middle of the room and hold her ankles while she took twelve strokes. Having her legs spread wide open in front of Angela made Kim wet before the beating began but the havoc the cane wreaked in her had her running with juice by the time twelve blistering lashes had been delivered.
Angela laughed in delight as she scooped the sap off the back of Kim’s thighs and licked her fingers salaciously.









Chapter Three

 
Angela dressed slowly while Kim stood in a corner with her legs apart and her hands on her head, facing the wall.
“Get used to this,” Angela told her. “A church woman gets used to being played with and then put aside. But if she’s obedient and willing, she’ll get taken out and played with again really soon – and that’s what we need to teach our benighted sisters outside,” she went on as Kim heard her clothing rustle as she resumed her uniform. Then, once again crisp and business-like she led Kim to a cell. It was not the one she had previously occupied, it was a double one in a room with two other double cells that were currently empty. Kim could hardly believe her good fortune when she saw that Carol was already sitting on one of the bunks waiting for her. And like Kim, she carried the marks of several heavy beatings.
Angela pushed Kim in and locked the door.
“You’ve got an hour two till supper so make good use of it,” she told them. 
They needed no second bidding and immediately formed a sixty-nine, tonguing and fingering each other to climax and then licking, kissing and admiring each other’s welts. It turned out that Sister Mary had been just as impressed by Carol as Angela had been with Kim. Carol had come under the cane but whereas Angela had let Kim lick her out, Carol had had to stand in the middle of the room and masturbate with a range of dildos and vibrators until her legs gave way. Kim found that the tramlines left by the cane on well-rounded female buttocks were infinitely exciting and she loved the time she spent kissing Carol’s before parting the quivering hemispheres and diving in with her tongue. Carol had not been expecting that invasion of her anus and gave a yelp of surprise which slowly faded into murmurs of pleasure as Kim went to work as she had done with Gina and Angela, rolling her tongue into a tube and pushing through the sphincters, then withdrawing it and kissing the anus itself and licking around it.
Carol had never been rimmed before and when they lay in each other's arms she asked how Kim had learned it. Kim told her about Gina and how the black girl had taught her and how much she now loved the moans of pleasure it drew from the recipient. Carol squirmed down the bunk, turned Kim onto her stomach and was still licking her lips while Kim was aglow with pleasure by the time they were taken for supper and then sent to the common room.
 
The sister who took them from the refectory was not one they had encountered before; a severe looking brunette who Kim decided she wouldn’t like to cross. She delivered them without saying a word and left them with yet another sister at the common room. This one was a redhead, like Carol, with freckles that spread down her cleavage and Kim wondered if they went across the tops of her breasts as well. She was not surprised to find herself wanting to find out.
“Get your shoes from over behind the bar,” the sister told them. “Then I’ll show you around and tell you what’s expected.” She gave them a broad grin and added. “Actually they’ll expect everything you can give, girls!”
Her name was Sister Valerie and Kim warmed to her as much as she had to Sister Angela. But the main thing for her and Carol was that they were allowed shoes! Behind the bar there was a whole shelf of simple black court shoes with four-inch heels. It felt heavenly after so much nudity for so long to be in shoes again. It felt almost as if they were fully dressed.
“Put these on,” they were told as Sister Valerie handed them a small white apron each. There was a slender chain attached which fastened at their backs so that the aprons just about covered their deltas at the front.
“They’re for wiping yourselves once a brother has finished with you. Except you don’t use it if they want one of the sisters to eat you out or if the next brother likes you a bit sloppy inside. Understand?”
Carol and Kim nodded, their eyes wide and their hearts thumping. This sounded like the kind of thing they had so recently found themselves wanting.
The room was set out as a lounge bar with comfortable leather chairs set around tables.  In the centre of the room was a low stage with wooden pillars at its sides, set with the now-familiar cuffs. Sister Valerie nodded in its direction when they reached it in their tour. 
“This evening’s entertainment is a new Initiate. They’re going to be really hard on her to make sure she’s good enough,” Valerie said and sighed. Kim looked at her and realised it was a sigh of pure envy.
They had hardly put on their aprons before off-duty brothers began to enter and demand drinks. Kim and Carol were kept busy scuttling to and fro with glasses on trays while Sister Valerie served at the bar. But as the number grew and the drink flowed, so the demands made on the girls increased. Every time Kim bent down to place drinks on tables her breasts were squeezed and toyed with or her bottom was stroked and a hand would slip between her legs. She tried to concentrate on the job in hand and was helped by the fact that at this early stage of the evening, the fondling was completely impersonal. The men were talking about other things and ignoring her utterly. She might as well have been some pet animal that was being stroked without any thought. She caught sight of Sister Angela, seated at a table at the far end of the room keeping a careful eye on her and made sure her service was attentive and efficient.
Everything changed when the entertainment began. A slender and fit looking blonde dressed simply in a short white shift dress was led in on a leash by one of the on-duty brothers, another one came behind with a low, leather-topped bench.
At the same time the screens on the walls were turned on and immediately showed scenes of naked women writhing and intertwining in passionate embraces. With a shock Kim realised that she and Carol trying to make love through the bars of their cells were one of the films that were fetching applause and cheers from the mainly male audience. As the new initiate stripped off her dress and draped herself across the bench as she had been instructed to, Kim could feel the atmosphere in the room change as it became charged with sexual excitement, and she was sure that if Sister Angela were closer she would be able to smell her own arousal. The blonde had been made to kneel on the bench and bend right down to put her hands and head on the floor of the stage. The position presented her bottom perfectly. It was stretched and raised and her labia were framed with the inner lips plainly engorged already.
The brother who had brought her in took up a short suede flogger to begin with and began to whip her. He used hard, flicking strokes that ensured the full spite of the tails was drilled into the quivering mounds. Kim found work almost impossible as the beating went on. She loved the rich, smacking sounds the whip made and the way the buttocks trembled at each lash. She was desperate to drink in the sights and sounds but was kept busy serving and could only try and glance across at the stage every now and then. But at least the attention she was getting began to get more intrusive and at last she was paid attention to. One man got his fingers up her from behind as she bent over to serve his colleague and then twisted them so that his thumb pressed against her anus. She had to bite her lip to prevent herself from gasping in shock and pleasure.
“She’s wet for a newbie,” he said. 
“I hear she’s pretty much a natural. Let’s fuck her and see for ourselves,” another said as the fingers began to thrust in and out of her and she couldn’t help moaning in response. There were four men grouped round the table and with no attempt at any further foreplay they had her brace her hands on the table and took turns to fuck her from behind. In between men she tried to reach under her to use the apron to wipe herself for the next but her hand was knocked away and they just ploughed straight in one after the other. She climaxed as the second man fucked her and then again as the fourth one braced himself by grabbing her hair. It triggered an intense climax that left her almost on her knees, tousled and panting.
“Get back out there, you lazy slut!” the last man said, doing up his flies and sitting down again. “People want drinks!”
She had no choice but to try and gather her wits and totter over to the next table, wiping her soaking groin as she went.
There were three men and one of the sisters at it. They ordered two pints of beer, a glass of wine and three blow jobs. Kim got to her knees, her ears full of the continuing beating, the smacks of the whip now punctuated by brief screams. The girl had been whipped without a pause since before Kim had been fucked four times. She glanced across and saw the proffered buttocks were a lovely shade of red with livid, darker stripes here and there but she was making no move to wriggle or avoid the whip. Just screaming. But the beating paused just as Kim knelt and took the first cock into her mouth, as the stage was in the centre of the room, the punishment hadn’t been visible to the other side of it so she was being turned around ready to take a second dose. As she watched the girl turn and resume her position with only a quick wipe of her nose and the whip rose and fell all over again, Kim desperately wanted to play with herself as she sucked but knew enough not to dare. Fortunately the extravagant whipping on the stage – now having moved to the girl’s back – was having a similar effect on the men and they shot their loads quite quickly as she licked and sucked passionately and made sure she swallowed smoothly. When she was finished, she wiped her mouth and looked over at the sister, who smiled but waved her away.
Back on the stage the monumental whipping had finally ceased and the girl, her body now an exciting expanse of female flesh marked by criss-crossing welts had been made to lie on her back with her legs parted to either side of the bench. From where Kim stood she could see the sex was so open that the vaginal hole was visible and she got a shock of lust to her belly that was like a punch. She wanted nothing more than to immerse her face in the cunt and lick out every drop of juice from it. But her reverie was interrupted by another call from another table. This time they didn’t fuck her until she had returned with pints for the men and a G and T for the sister who was with them. This time Kim and the sister were made to bend over the table side by side and were fucked from behind. When they had finished, Kim was made to kneel and lick their emissions out of the sister while she wiped her own cunt dry on her apron.
On stage the initiate was now having her face sat on by a sister who was using a short tailed flogger to belabour the girl’s cunt. Her screams were muffled by the sister’s cunt so the noise was a pleasant background to the sounds of the lash landing rather than a nuisance. On her way back to the bar for her next order, Kim saw Carol on her knees taking a faceful of spunk from a cock she had been fellating. Her next table made her part her legs over the tabletop and masturbate with a bottle set on it. It was testing for her thigh muscles but less testing than what was going on in the centre of the room.
The initiate was now on all fours on the bench and while a massive plug was slowly being screwed into her anus she was having to fellate the brother who had so savagely beaten her. Kim earned herself a hard spank across her bottom for standing and staring as the huge latex shaft was slowly inserted into her backside and she began to fuck it as she took the brother’s spunk into her mouth. When he withdrew she was able to vent her screams again as she was buggered to orgasm and then collapsed face down on the bench. Kim hurried off to serve again but noticed that another brother was working at something beside the exhausted girl on the stage.
Gradually as the torments of the girl on stage grew worse, so Kim spent more time serving sexually than as a waitress. They began to make her go two up, one in her from behind and one in her mouth. Sometime she would be on all fours to a sister lounging back in her chair while a man knelt behind her and fucked her. And it was while she was engaged between Sister Angela’s legs and the sister was explaining to the men how well Kim had done earlier that she felt the cold ooze of lubricant around her backside.
She had never done anal.
Above her Sister Angela’s voice confirmed that fact for the men. “I had a look at it earlier and I’d say it’s virgin,” she told them.
Kim broke into a cold sweat. Anal had never been something which had had any appeal for her and she had never imagined that now, in public, with these dominants all round her she was going to have to undergo it.
“No, please! No!” she whined as she felt a heavy hand in the small of her back hold her down and then she felt a finger slip into her and spread the stuff up her rectum. It felt like a telegraph pole to her and she looked up with pleading in her eyes to the sister, who merely laughed.
“Yep! She’s virgin! Stretch her a bit, Brother Griffiths!”
“Like I did you?” the man working on Kim’s arse replied with a laugh.
“Yes, like that, sir! I’d be interested to see how she takes being torn like I was.” 
Kim stared up in horror at the woman she had thought of as an ally. Torn? Could a cock do that to a woman’s arse?
She tried to scream and run but they were ready for her and strong male hands held her in place as she felt the huge width of Griffiths’ cock press into the small crater of her anus. She felt one of his hands grip her hip while the other went down to his cock head and then he thrust. It was pain quite unlike the exciting pain she had had from being beaten. It was sharp and frightening and got worse as he went on ramming himself into her. She let out a rising wail as the pain grew in intensity until just as she thought she would pass out the huge thing slid through her sphincters and the slightly narrower shaft afforded her some respite as the sphincter muscles were able to close just marginally. But then he began to bugger her, shoving into her roughly, making her feel as if he was going to tear her guts out and then withdrawing which made her feel as though she was having a bowel movement right there and then. She howled and cried as the crowd enjoyed her distress while her backside was ravished time and again until finally a small sliver of pleasure began to shimmer through her as her inner tissues responded to the stimulation coming from this unexpected quarter. Angela leaned down and whispered in her ear; “Doesn’t look like he’s split you, so if I were you I’d diddle myself and find what pleasure you can.”
“Thank… thank you, sister!” Kim gasped and moved one hand back to start rubbing at her clitoris while the slow buggering continued. From then on she couldn’t pretend she didn’t get any pleasure from it, but it was to take many weeks' practice before the brothers could comfortably use her arse.
When at last it was over and she was using the crusted rag that her apron had become to wipe her bottom, she saw that up on stage the entertainment was in its final phase. The girl was on a dildo pole, her arms raised and tied by chains to a pulley in the ceiling above her. She was slowly swinging and thrusting her hips as she fucked it but there were electrodes attached to it and if she slowed too much she got a shock. And as Kim watched her body convulsed as her speed dropped and triggered the shock. She arched rigid and suddenly began to fuck the dildo vigorously. Kim thought the way her body moved in its agony was wonderful and to judge by the way her head was lolling, she was going to get a lot more shocks before she finally passed out. 
By the time they were clearing the room up and most people had left, the girl was totally limp and only blearily came round when a brother stepped up to her and pinned a gold star to her nipple by passing the pin through it. The sharp pain must have roused her because Kim saw her head rise and she looked down at the star before passing out again with a smile on her face.
 
The next day Kim experienced the full torture of a day spent in Contemplation. And by the end of it she was more passionately submissive to the Church and its teaching then she could have imagined.









Chapter Four

 
Father Thomas was as good as his word. Anne was not spared one iota of pan or degradation the following day. They followed precisely the same routine. The only difference was that she made the walk to the first whipping post naked. She staggered rather than walked as she was stiff and sore in every muscle but the villagers watched her in cold silence and from what little she saw, their faces had that same look of salacious eagerness on them. She might be tougher than some they’d seen beaten into submission but she was still just a body that looked good under punishment and which was a good fuck. 
Once again she refused to kneel before Stephens and took the beating as hard as it could be laid on. Again she was tied to the hurdle and dragged on to the second post. Again she refused to beg and took the consequences, being bent right over and watching her flagellator through her own spread legs. The intensity of the pain went beyond anything that she had experienced now and her entire body just became a fire that flickered and sometimes escalated into a kind of numbness. But from a distance she heard as she was taken down that blood had been drawn. 
Father Thomas’s voice rang in her dazed ears as she heard him tell them to continue with the punishment.
She was carried down from the post and exhibited again, although this time she was given some water. Then she was put back on the hurdle and it trundled and jerked its way to the cross. She could only shake her head when asked if she would plead for mercy and it came as no surprise when her back bled under the whip.
And still Father Thomas was true to his word.
She was put in the stocks again and pelted, then beaten with the tawse again and finally hosed off; the water running faintly pink for a second or two before the blood was washed off. Above her and still as sinister as ever loomed the robed figure that had become the focus of her universe. Weirdly she felt some kind of admiration for his utter certainty. She knew she wasn’t going to break and yet she knew he would continue torturing her until she did. There was a second’s understanding between them, but then he clicked his fingers and walked off. Crawling on her hands and knees, Anne Markham followed, prepared to suffer the gangbang all over again.
She almost smiled when he told her ravishers again that they were not to take her in the arse. It was almost as though they were having a secret affair she thought hazily as the first man took her. He was saving a bit of her for himself and she felt proud of that and as she retched at the spunk that was forced down her throat time and again she admired Father Thomas for knowing how tough she was.
 
Brother Stephens pulled the blanket over her after they had showered her and fed her and after the menfolk had fucked her unconscious. 
“She can’t take another day of it, Father,” he said once they were safely in the station office and couldn’t be heard. “She’ll be cut to ribbons by the time she gets halfway round! I’ve never seen such a tough bitch!”
“She is perfectly capable of taking another day of it, Brother,” he replied, shrugging. “She’ll require a week or two in the sickbay before she can take any more, but I assure you her hide will take it and so will her spirit. I’ve seen women take far more and survive.”
Brother Stephens raised his eyebrows but said nothing.
“No, the problem is not breaking her – she will break eventually – it is time. The Patriarch needs her broken sooner rather than later. I would rather that she and I carried on our fight until she truly comes to the end of her tether, my victory would be all the sweeter for the wait. But as it is she must be broken tomorrow.”
“So how will it be done, Father?” Stephens asked.
Father Thomas smiled. “You think that by fucking them and beating them you understand women, Brother. But you do not. Not fully.”
 
Anne woke slowly. She fought her way up from a deep sleep and lay still for a moment as the agonies of the previous day played out in her memory. On cue her groin began to burn as she got to the gangbang and remembered the way they had queued up to fuck her, the number of ways she had been taken and the number of times she had pleasured two men at a time. But most of all she recalled the women shouting encouragements to their men as they fucked her. 
The church could beat her into bloody ruin but she would not let that crowd of harridans see her humiliate herself. Groaning, she levered herself up to a sitting position, feeling her cuts and welts stretch and hurt.
Father Thomas stood before her. Briefly she wondered if he ever slept. Did he stand over her all night contemplating her downfall? She dismissed the fanciful thought and looked up at his grave, impassive face. She expected him to order her to eat her breakfast and then he would lead her out for another day’s torture but instead he reached down and ran a hand over her hair.
As they had done the first day, they had showered and washed her after she had passed out and her hair, her famously thick and wavy mane of blonde hair, was fresh and ready to be reduced to its sweaty tangle by her beatings. 
Anne had always prided herself on her well turned-out appearance. She knew that the paparazzi lay in wait for her on beaches and on the streets outside TV studios and outside Downing Street itself.  She took pride in the fact that they had never caught her looking anything other than immaculate, her hair falling thickly around her shoulders, feminine and strong.
Father Thomas smiled.
“Come with me,” he said quietly.
 
No more than ten minutes later Anne screamed and wept as they showed her a mirror. They had had to rope her down into a chair when she saw the scissors and the razor but they had prevailed and now she could not bear to look at the bald horror that they were showing her. She was a strangely sexless being, no longer Anne Markham née Steele at all but something completely different.
Father Thomas appeared silently beside her and echoed her own thoughts.
“You are no longer who you thought you were, Anne. “
“No,” she said dully, staring at the hateful thing in the mirror. “No, I’m not.”
“Anne Markham lies there!” he said pointing to the ground where her blonde tresses lay in sad heaps.
“Yes.”
“Then come with me we have much work to do.”
The men untied the ropes and Anne followed him, mute and unprotesting. She no longer knew who or what she was so why fight?
The horse with the hurdle behind it stood waiting outside the police station along with a crowd of villagers, silent and curious now, no longer salacious and eager.
“This woman has given herself to the Church. I will take her and enlighten her before maybe returning her, if the Patriarch wills it!”
Anne registered his words somewhere deep inside her but the thought didn’t disquiet her, it was nothing to do with her now.	She was the strangely androgynous creature with no hair that Father Thomas was bringing to the Church to prepare for her future. 
She was mounted on the hurdle one last time, face up, groaning as her whip ravaged back was pressed against the withies and then jolted as the horse moved off. All the way back to the camp, the old wartime camp the Church had taken over and converted for its own uses, and from which she had escaped, Father Thomas paced beside her, as patient and ruthless as a vulture, as irresistible a force as gravity. 
When they reached the camp the horse was guided by the Father into the main parade ground that lay between the huts and the more sturdy, modern buildings the church had erected. There it was halted and waiting guards untied her and stood her up on the dais in the middle of the square. Anne paid them little heed, what was done to her now didn’t really affect her anymore. She might answer to the name of Anne but she wasn’t Anne really, not as she had been.
They strung her up in the rectangular frame, her wrists and ankles spread tightly to the four corners so that she hung suspended. Then they summoned all the girls on the camp and hung a sign round her neck which read; “I am nothing.”
“This was once a powerful woman in this land!” Father Thomas thundered, standing by the frame and pointing at her as the inmates listened in silence. “Now she is nothing! She is nothing but what the Church will make of her! She will learn to be proud of that, just as you are learning to be. So look at how this proud woman has been brought to heel and be thankful that you saw the light sooner than she did!”
The girls filed past her and Anne heard the gasps and hisses of indrawn breath as they surveyed the ravages of two days of torture. And for some reason a flicker of pride sparked into life inside her. She was nothing now – but she was nonetheless of value because Father Thomas had taken the time and trouble to break her himself. And it had been a good fight, now she was ready to see where being nothing would lead her.
For the rest of the day they left her to hang. It rained heavily in the afternoon but no one came to take her down. Anne watched as the rain cascaded off her shaven head and ran down over her breasts. She didn’t worry that no one came for her. She knew she was tough now, tough enough to serve as whoever Father Thomas wanted her to be. If that meant getting wet, so what?
They came for her in the early evening and she collapsed when she tried to stand. They prodded her with their feet as she lay in a sodden heap before them and threatened to kick her if she didn’t stand up. Her limbs were so stiff that they did have to kick her to get her to her feet and that felt good. She was nothing now, why shouldn’t she be kicked unfairly, it was right that she should have no say in how she was treated. They put a leather collar on her and led her to the room where she had been given her medical when she had first been taken. She was allowed to shower and dry herself then she was taken to Father Thomas’s office and left alone with him.
She stood naked and unafraid in front of his desk. The overriding emotion she could identify was curiosity. Now she was nothing, what did they want of her?
“You might consider that I want to beat out of you that pride that I can still see in you. But you would be wrong. We need women to be proud of serving the Church and now you know you are nothing compared to its will, you shall learn that pride which is appropriate to your station.” He spoke sitting behind his desk, his hood thrown back his grey eyes boring into hers.
“Yes, Father.”
“But first of course you must learn the full meaning of being nothing; of being a plaything, a tool for the pleasure of your masters first and foremost - and only when you have learned that will you be allowed to be anything other than nothing.”
“Yes, Father,” she replied meekly again. They could start any time they wanted she thought. She missed the surging emotions and physical sensations that her tortures had woken in her. She wanted now to experience them, not as torture and punishment, but as the treatment she deserved as a creature entirely owned by the Church.
The Father stood up and came round from behind the huge desk to stand in front of her. He took her chin in one hand and tilted her face up to his.
“When I let the village men ravish you, do you recall that I forbade them to enter you anally?”
Anne felt a surge of excitement well up in her. 
“Yes, Father,” she struggled to keep her voice meek and mild. 
Here it came! Her first experience of being a complete slavegirl. He was going to bugger her and it was perfectly fitting that he should enjoy that entrance which he had reserved for himself. He had conquered her and made her nothing. He should ride into her arse in triumph, her conqueror after a battle they alone had fully understood and in which she had been defeated but she could see the respect in his eyes, she had been a worthy opponent, now she would be a worthy slave to the Church and he was a worthy master.
“Kneel,” he told her.
She did so and he folded up his robe to reveal his long, slender cock still slumbering at the junction of his long thighs. She didn’t wait to be told and leaned straight in to try and develop a skill in performing what had only been forced on her up until then. Gently she tilted her head so that she could take in the helm still enveloped in its soft sheath of foreskin. Respectfully she moved forwards, making sure her teeth were safely behind her lips, letting his cock feel its way into the welcoming little cavern of her mouth. Immediately she was rewarded by a tell-tale swelling and then a throbbing in him as the cock filled and began to press upwards. It began to press against her tongue and the roof of her mouth simultaneously and as it did so he pulled her head off him and looking down at her smiled grimly.
“I did not tell you to start sucking me,” he said.
“No, Father.”
“You will be punished when I have finished with you.”
“Yes, Father.”
She was made to bend over the front of the desk where the wood had been stained dark by the sweat of the slavegirls who had learned their first lessons in the supremacy of the Church at Father Thomas’s hands. When she had settled her legs well apart and had reached out to grip the sides of the desk, she heard the lid of a jar being popped open behind her and then his hand was smearing something cold and oily around her anus and eventually his fingers slid into her. It was the strangest sensation, they felt huge and alien invading a passage that had not been intended by nature to take things going in that direction. She couldn’t suppress a shudder and a gasp as he slid another finger into her and twisted them about inside her to ensure she was well lubricated. 
“Anal virgins make good pupils,” he told her as she felt his fingers slip out of her to be followed by his cockhead coming to rest against her anus. “They can offer up this most private, untrodden entrance as a symbol of their complete surrender and from then on they make good progress.”
Anne could quite understand that and managed to make only restrained grunts as he pushed what felt like a battering ram into her, her sphincter muscles screamed at her as they were stretched and stretched and, finally, when she was biting her lip to prevent herself from screaming too, they were allowed to contract just a little as his head entered her and she gripped his shaft. But then he began to thrust and withdraw and at first he dragged her inner tissues with him and caused havoc inside her, she even felt sure she would move her bowels but as the lubrication took effect he was gradually able to move almost as freely as he would in her vagina – and it dawned on Anne that as he buggered her, the bulge of his cock in her rectum was pressing her vaginal walls together and producing an unexpected pleasure. Gradually the Father accelerated the speed of his buggering until she was being jerked about on the end of his cock and his hands closed on her hips, pushing her away and pulling her back to accentuate the length of travel inside her. Slowly the pleasure grew inside her until she was crying out and had almost reached a small climax when he froze against her and sighed his release. 
In the few seconds silence which followed, broken only by his sighs of pleasure and her gasps, he ran his fingers across her cuts and welts, making her shiver with a feeling she had no name for but which was definitely not unpleasant.
“We will teach you to contract your anus as you feel your master withdraw and then you will open it in welcome when he thrusts in again. You will learn that at the end of a whip.”
“Yes, Father. Oh!” The shock of his sudden withdrawal made her cry out. “Now for your punishment,” he told her.
Typically there was no allowance made for the bruises her bottom already sported. She had done wrong and must be punished, the fact that she had done wrong beforehand and been punished, only reinforced the need for further discipline. She stayed bent over and took twelve strokes of the cane which reduced her to tears and rendered her hardly able to complete the count, but on this occasion the father was prepared to allow her some extra time.
Eventually Father Thomas rang for a sister who gave her a piece of paper towel to wedge between her buttocks as she was taken to her cell and the Father’s seed oozed out of her as she went. Anne felt proud that he had spent in her at last. She was on her way to being the nothing that the church needed her to be. One of the brothers stopped them at one point and demanded the sister suck his cock. Anne looked on with complete calmness as the woman knelt in front of him; it didn’t seem strange to her at all now.
“You, over against wall, face it and spread!” he barked at her as he fed his cock into the sister’s waiting mouth. She did as he said and heard him sigh in pleasure.
“That’s one well-whipped bitch!” he said and the sister tried to mumble a reply but then Anne heard him begin to grunt as he thrust into her face and she could only gurgle and slurp helplessly until he came then thrust her away immediately and walked off whistling.
The sister stood up wiping her mouth, took up Anne’s leash and walked on in silence. But when they got to a corridor with a small steel door set in one wall but at floor level, she stopped, turned and pulled Anne to her, kissing her passionately so that Anne could taste the brother’s spunk.
“I hope I can be allowed some time with you,” she breathed at last. “I bet you could take the whip all day!”
“Yes, Sister,” Anne replied meekly. The sister was a good-looking redhead and the idea of being alone with the woman suddenly held a strange attraction although she had never harboured any feelings towards another woman before. She wondered how many other changes would be wrought in her by her surrender to the Church. But then the sister had lifted the small door, which hinged at the top and was telling Anne to crawl in.  The hole was no more than two feet high.
Instantly she dropped to all fours and did as she was told, crawling into a tiny cell with a sleeping mat to one side, a washing bowl and jug on the other and a night soil bucket at the rear of the tiny room. The walls were of simple brick and the ceiling was no more than four feet high.
“You lucky cow!” the sister whispered after her. “The father’s going to be really hard on you!” Then the door was dropped and Anne was left in total darkness.
She crawled to the mat and lay down on it. If the father was going to be really hard on her that was his affair, her business was simply to be there for him to work his will on. And, she grinned into the darkness, after all it wasn’t as if she was going anywhere.
 
A small trapdoor within in the cell door opened occasionally and food and water were slid in. In the complete darkness, Anne had no way of knowing what intervals of time had passed. She used the bucket, squatting on it with her head and shoulders bowed to squeeze under the low ceiling, and when the smell got too bad, they would allow her to crawl out, blinking into the subdued light of the corridor and after a while she would carry to it to a washroom, empty it, wash herself and then she was returned to the cell. She had no idea of how long this treatment went on but she remained quite calm. The father knew where she was and she likened herself to an oven-ready chicken and the cell to an oven. When he judged she was done to a turn, he would take her out and she was content to entrust the decision to him, she was his creation after all.
Eventually, one day when she was allowed to crawl out of the stinking pit and when she had stopped blinking she realised that Father Thomas stood over her. She lay full length on the floor and when he could see that she had noticed him he stretched out a sandaled foot and prodded a breast to make her roll over onto her back, then he placed the sole of his shoe over her face and she kissed it. 
“Keep her in this cell but put her on the cross each day. We’ll see how she’s doing in a month or so,” he said and then bent down slightly to address her alone and her heart sang. He was talking to her alone! She was worthy of his attention as she had told herself all along she was, in the darkness of her solitary confinement, but to have it confirmed was sweet indeed. “You like your cosy little cell, don’t you Anne? It tells you what you are, doesn’t it?”
“Yes, Father,” she answered eagerly. It was perfectly true and he understood her like no one else. He jerked his head back towards the cell and she crawled back towards the tiny door. He kicked her bottom as she crawled through it and she smiled in the darkness amid her own stench.
 
The cross turned out to be an X shaped one mounted on an axle and within a rectangular outer frame. It meant that once a girl was strapped to it, the handle attached to the axle could be turned so that the X could be made to lie horizontal to the ground so she could lie face up or face down. She could be turned upside down so that her spread legs were at a convenient height. She could be beaten and fucked, or beaten and then fucked, she could be buggered, she could be made to fellate and fuck simultaneously while she was beaten. In short she could be put to any use anyone wanted of her.
Now perfectly comfortable with her new identity as the creation of the Church – a cipher, a nought, that had no feelings or thoughts beyond what pleasures her body could be made to provide – Anne joyfully gave herself up to the demands made on her. 
As the old Anne she had had sex with perhaps no more than twenty men before she met and married Stuart Markham – now the PM of Britain. The new Anne could service that many each day and did so gladly.
The frame was positioned by some rooms that seemed to be offices of some sort and there was a constant flow of brothers and sisters coming and going. Sometimes a brother would pause long enough to shove two or three fingers up between her legs and finger her for a moment or two while frowning at some paperwork and then leave her when his phone rang. Sometimes a sister would have time to tilt the X back so that Anne lay face up. She would then straddle her face, reach behind herself to hold Anne’s head up and demand oral service. Anne came to know which ones wanted her to lick their cunts and which ones liked their arses licked. The redhead who had led her to her cell almost always demanded her arse be attended to and Anne did so gladly, it was a perfect expression of who she was now and how bravely and completely she embraced her new self. She learned to enjoy the feel of the soft flesh of the anus against her tongue and lips. And with the men the visible proof of the pleasure she was giving was even more gratifying, especially when the cocks emptied themselves into her ardent mouth.
Sometimes the women had obviously come fresh from buggery or fucking and Anne would feel her own cunt moisten as she licked and sucked out every drop of spunk, or nibbled any crusted bits off their smooth flesh. If she was really lucky, one of the brothers would stop by and fondle the woman she was working on and then her eager tongue would taste the pungent cunt sap. She became so well acquainted with their bodies that she was sure she would recognise which cunt she was licking if she was blindfolded. Sometimes she herself was fingered in one passage or the other while she had a mouthful of cunt or cock and then her pleasure knew no bounds and it was a pleasure she had never known before. It was the pleasure of serving and the thing she adored was that no one seemed to mind if she came as often as she could and on many evenings she crawled back to her cell having had as many orgasms in a day as she might once have expected to have in a month – and then she masturbated herself to sleep.
Then there came the day when they fastened her onto the cross and she noticed that hanging on the sides of the frame itself were whips, crops and canes. She assumed that Father Thomas had decided her earlier scars had healed sufficiently and that he had decreed she now serve with fewer restrictions. To begin with she found the pain very testing but slowly she accustomed herself to the thumps and stings on her stomach, back, thighs or breasts as she licked or sucked and then the men began to deliberately take her two at a time, one with a whip the other with his cock. They would position the frame so that she was lying horizontally and face down, then one would stand between the arms of the cross at her head, ramming his cock down her throat and the other would use a heavy strap across her back, or one would fuck her and the other whip her. They didn’t distinguish between her body being face up or face down, they whipped her breasts and stomach just as hard as they did her back. 
What had been out-and-out torture to the old Anne, now seemed to emphasise the new one’s status as a nothing; a nonentity. Now no one paid any attention to her at all. She was purely for service, for pleasure and she adored Father Thomas for making her suffer for him. Occasionally he would come and watch as she was used and at those times her use became brutal indeed. Three men would take her, one in her mouth and one in her cunt with a third whipping her. Or else it would be the sisters one using a strap-on, one riding her face and one beating her. It was on these occasions that she would come herself, crying out inarticulately around a cock or into a spurting cunt as she was driven out of her wits by suffering and serving at the same time and having Father Thomas watch her.
On one such occasion when she had been laid horizontally, face down and caned across her thighs and buttocks until she had been reduced to tears, then whipped across her back with a strap as she had been fucked at both ends and had come at the same time as the men using her, they had released her and left her alone with the Father. She lay before him on the floor, shuddering and sobbing as she absorbed the shattering sensual overload, then he had prodded her with his foot again and ordered her to her knees. Slowly she had knelt up and he had taken her chin in his hand and looked into her eyes, making her heart sing once more. The man who had destroyed her and then rebuilt her, her creator was taking time with her again. He clicked his fingers and she crawled after him to his office where he buggered her again and decreed that from then on her arse was to be treated as freely as her other passages.
Still she was kept in solitary but now, when she was taken out, sometimes she was taken to a dungeon for a whole day and experienced the rack, the cages and suspension from her breasts that left her dumbfounded at how ignorant she had been of what the female body and the male libido were capable of. She came so strongly that she spent a fair amount of time on her knees licking her spend off the stone floor before being led on to the next torment.









Chapter Five

 

“You needn’t think that submission to the Church just means you get all the cock you can handle whenever you feel like it,” Brother Griffiths told Kim and Carol after their night in the common room.  “There’s more to it than that and that’s what you’re going to learn, now that we have established that you can take a fair bit of cock.”

A fair bit of cock hardly covered it Kim thought ruefully as they followed the brother along the endless corridors. She stung and burned between her legs like she never had before but she had to admit that she couldn’t wait to do it all again. She was beginning to think that her life up until this point had been wasted. Even after they had been returned to their cell the previous night, they had made passionate love to each other until they had both come again.
The brother stopped at a door, opened it and ushered them in first with an ironic smile on his lips. The room was quite plain and empty apart from two weird looking machines standing in front of two frames which were clearly designed to bind people – girls - Kim corrected herself in position. They consisted of an upright pole with two arms and steel ankle cuffs at the base of the pole.
Brother Griffiths selected her first and had her stand with her back to the steel upright of the frame, then he had her stretch her arms out to the sides and bound her wrists tightly to the ends of the arms. Then he shackled her ankles to its base as well, leaving her with her breasts pushed forwards, but not enough for whatever he had in mind. He stood back for a second, frowning and then adjusted the arms of the contraption so that they swept back slightly, making Kim thrust her breasts forwards a little more.
“That’ll do to start with and we’ll see how you go,” he said and then beckoned Carol over to the other frame. Carol’s breasts were not on the same scale as Kim’s and the arms had to be swept back considerably more before Brother Griffiths was satisfied.
Then he manoeuvred the weird machines till they stood in front of them both and Kim’s heart began to sink as she took in the implications of the device. Above a cylindrical body a round turntable-like thing held an armature to the end of which a length of supple leather about eighteen inches long and half an inch wide was clamped.
Brother Griffiths continued making adjustments, whistling softly as he worked until both turntables stood at a height that put them level with each girl’s breasts. He pressed a button and suddenly the turntable spun a single revolution and the armature was whipped forwards, the leather strap flew round as well and impacted solidly across Kim’s nipples. She screamed in shock and pain and when she opened her eyes she saw that the turntable had returned to its position and the strap was once more hanging limp but infinitely threatening now. Brother Griffiths pressed a button on Carol’s machine and the same thing happened, the turntable spun, the armature followed and the strap was whipped round to smack home across her breasts. It landed on the upper slopes and while Carol yelped and struggled in her bonds, Brother Griffiths tut-tutted and made a final adjustment which lowered the turntable just slightly, then he pressed the button again. This time the strap was whipped round with fiendish accuracy and smacked satisfyingly across her nipples, fetching a hoarse gasp of pain from Carol and a grunt of approval from the brother.
“I won’t tell you the intervals I’ve set ‘em for. You can find that out for yourselves. I’ll look in again in a bit and see how you’re going on. Now what you need to start learning is that submitting to the Church doesn’t mean it’s cock and sex all the way. You have to take the rough with the smooth. If your master wants to hurt you, he is perfectly at liberty to do so. He doesn’t have to fuck you, he doesn’t even have to be there to see you suffer if he wants you punished. You have to learn to take whatever he wants for you.”
Having delivered his lecture he threw a switch on each machine and left the room. Kim and Carol exchanged desperate glances but didn’t dare give voice to their despair and with no warning the two turntables spun, the straps whipped round and both sets of nipples were scorched. The room echoed to their combined yelps of pain.
And so the day went. For what seemed like hours the girls stared, transfixed, at the machines, trying to work out when they were going to whip them again and then they jumped and screamed as they were taken by surprise and whipped agonisingly, their breasts rippling and swinging as they desperately and vainly tried to twist and evade the agony. And that agony slowly, slowly grew as the nipples were punished at what Kim came to reckon were subtly different intervals. She tried counting but each blast of pain made her forget what her previous count had been. There was no desire here. No naked men, no surges of orgasmic pleasure, just the cold machinery of pain. And they were suffering it for no other reason than that their masters wanted them to. 
After what felt like hours Kim’s nipples were twin peaks of pain that dominated her whole being, they throbbed and stung and when she looked down they stood out proudly, beckoning to more of the same. And it struck her that the female body seemed built to invite sexual pain. She recalled how her vagina had moistened and remained open to every man who had wanted it the previous night. She recalled how it had reacted to her very fist caning when she had withheld information deliberately in order to begin her exploration of pain and pleasure. As soon as her thoughts turned in that direction she found that her nipples’ pain began to transmit itself down through her body and she felt herself begin to moisten. With a sigh she thrust her tits out as far as she could and waited for the next lash to land. Beside her, Carol had obviously come to the same conclusion and by the time Brother Griffiths returned, both girls were accepting their pain with the submissive pleasure the church required of them.
Not that that spared them one ounce of agony.
Brother Griffiths raised the turntables slightly and the girls spent the next couple of hours being whipped at random intervals across the upper slopes of their breasts until they both had livid networks of criss-crossing welts across them.
When he returned a second time, Brother Griffiths put leather collars round their necks and fetched agonised groans from them both when he put clamps on their sore nipples and fed a slender chain through the steel rings at the fronts of the collars which joined the clamps. By then Kim had guessed his intention and watched his hands work on her helpless body with calm acceptance. She just wished he would rub her clit or finger her for a bit. She was sure she would explode into orgasm immediately, but she knew perfectly well that the purpose of the day was to teach them not to expect relief if the masters didn’t want them to have any. As expected the chain was too short and the clamps dragged the nipples upwards when they were joined by the chain. 
The final hours of their day were spent howling as the undersides of their breasts were whipped and their nipples became hot pebbles of agony.
 
“What did you learn today?” Brother Griffiths asked them as they knelt side by side in front of him in his office, having at long last been taken down and allowed to nurse their injured flesh.
“Please, sir,” Kim began nervously. “I learned that my body loves to serve, even when that service is given out of the presence of my masters. I know I screamed at times but always there was some pleasure as well.”
“Excitement,” Carol put in. “I felt excited about having pain inflicted on my feminine parts even though there was no one to watch me.”
Brother Griffiths nodded. “Good, you’re both fast learners and you’re naturally gifted as well. But you still have to learn just how much pleasure the female body can offer.”
They were chained in separate cells that night and to make matters worse their hands were cuffed together through the bars of their bed heads so they were unable to administer the relief that the day’s torments had left them aching for. The next day wasn’t any better. They were confined to their cells with their hands cuffed behind them. They were reduced to trying to rub their clits against a bar of their cells by parting their legs on either side of it and thrusting their pelvises forwards. This merely earned them a beating from an irate brother and they were then returned to their beds with their hands cuffed again. And Kim learned another lesson. She hadn’t enjoyed the beating at all because the brother delivering it was clearly angry. She had failed in her obedience and she didn’t like that one little bit. She wished she could perform some kind of sexual service for him to show him how much she repented but that was denied her.
In the evening they were put on the stage in the common room. They were mounted in the X shaped extension so beloved of the church, face to face and close enough so that their breasts and pelvises were pressed together, which was exquisite torture in itself. A double ended dildo was carefully inserted into them by Sister Valerie and when Kim saw that it had clit raspers on each shaft, she felt things might be looking up. But she should have known better. From the bottom of the dildo, where it was exposed between their bodies a pendulum dangled with a heavy magnet on its end and it swung over a small pillar which was topped by another magnet. Attached to both were wires and terminals and Kim’s heart sank.
It turned out to be the longest evening of her life.
As soon as Sister Valerie gave them permission they began to fuck each other, quite unconcerned about performing so lewdly in front of people. As soon as they did however the pendulum swung wildly for a second or two and was then caught by the other magnet, the terminals connected and they got a shock right in their cunts.
Their shrieks of pain immediately fetched applause but left them keeping breathlessly still against one another, terrified of moving. Kim could smell Carol’s arousal as her face was pushed alongside her friend’s and she couldn’t help nuzzling her, rubbing the side of her head against Carol’s. Carol responded with a moan of desire and very carefully began to move her pelvis again. Kim responded in her turn and very gently and carefully they began to fuck each other again. They discovered that by using their pelvic muscles slowly they could build up a head of pleasure that had them both moaning and whispering endearments to each other, but then it all became too much.
“Fuck me! For pity’s sake, fuck me!” Carol screamed and Kim’s wordless yell of lust answered her and both bodies began a hectic thrusting for a climax. Immediately they both felt a hammer blow deep in their bellies and stopped as the pendulum swung free once more, Kim muzzily thought it must be an electromagnet that could be switched off for a second after delivering a shock.
Dazed and shivering in shock the two girls slumped against one another while the common room carried on around them. Kim watched dully as two ‘waitresses’ were put through the same sexual marathon that they had endured the night before. Everywhere she turned her eyes, she could see women adoring the rearing cocks of the men, there were long thin ones, long curved ones, thick stubby shafts and massive ones and she wanted them all. But all she could do was watch as the women toyed with them, rubbing them on their faces before taking them into their mouths, bending over and being entered anally and vaginally, bouncing up and down, breasts heaving and flapping as they were fucked and fucked and fucked again.
“Can’t help it!” Kim moaned and began to move against Carol once more.
“I know!” Carol moaned back in despair and they began their doomed pursuit of pleasure again and again it ended in a hammer blow inside them both. 
And every time their agonised bodies arched away from their conjoined pelvises and stretched taut in agony, there was applause from the crowd. And Kim knew it wasn’t just the men, the women would be enjoying their pain just as much.
Panting and with eyes half closed in exhaustion Kim continued to survey the room across Carol’s shoulder. Sister Valerie was on her back on one of the tables and going two up, her upside down face allowing the man at her head to thrust straight down her throat. From farther back, Sister Angela smiled at her and blew her a kiss before kneeling to Brother Griffiths and taking his cock, still gleaming with her own cunt juice into her mouth.
Kim sobbed. “I love it! Sorry!” she groaned as she began to move yet again.
“Know how you feel!” Carol managed to reply. “Bring it on!”
Time after time during that long evening they entertained the room with their screams of agony and sobs of unrequited lust until at last they ran out of energy and just hung limply together.
It was then that the whips were brought into play. Behind each girl a brother took up station with a short single tail lash and began to belabour the exhausted figures before them across their buttocks and backs. 
“No! No! Pleeeease!” Kim begged and sobbed as she felt the pain drive deep into her and make her need to twist and shy away even as the fires in her belly began to smoulder again.
“Oh, oh! Yes! Yes!” Carol screeched as she lost all control and began to fuck Kim with frantic violence. 
They finished the evening throwing themselves heedlessly against the pain of the shocks, faster and faster as the whips drove them and finally, incredibly Kim found that she was riding the pains and her body was using them to soar away beyond them.
“Yes! Oh, yes!” she yelled as the whips fell harder and faster and the shocks hammered at her insides. And then she broke, burst and amid the starbursts of ecstasy she fainted.









Chapter Six

 
Kim woke slowly and groaned as she tried to move and felt pains ignite all over her, she rolled over slowly, expecting to be able to roll off her narrow bed but instead she came face to face with Sister Angela, who was as naked as she was and lying beside her.
“The brothers brought you here on Father Thomas’s orders. Carol’s with Sister Mary. The two of you put on a good show last night and he wants your fast track testing to continue. You’re both for the dungeons this afternoon, you lucky bitches.” She smiled and lay back on the deep, soft pillows of what Kim now realised was her bed in her room. “Now be a good girl and see to me. Afterwards I’ll let you have as many orgasms as you can handle.”
Joyfully Kim burrowed down under the duvet and found Angela’s fragrant cunt as moist and warm as she could have wished for. And when, her tongue aching from lapping and licking at the sister’s sizeable clitoris, Kim was hauled up the bed by her hair in the wake of a raucous orgasm, the two women lay together, breast to breast.
“Amazing isn’t it?” Angela said, and Kim knew exactly what she meant.
“Yes, when you let go and your body takes over and the men keep on whipping you. It’s like their pleasure and yours and the pain and the intensity all collide and you just lose yourself. It was the best orgasm ever!”
Angela laughed. “There’ll be plenty more, trust me! And right now as it happens!”
She eased Kim off her and rolled out of bed, went to a cupboard and took out a strange contraption that she put on a long low bench and beckoned Kim over.
“Fucking machine,” she said briskly. “Father’s orders. As many orgasms as you can take. That’s the way they train us. Famine followed by feast, no rhyme or reason, just endure and enjoy.”
Kim was positioned on her back with her legs parted to each side of the bench. Her arms were tied down but her legs were left free.
“I need to watch to make sure you don’t try and close them,” Angela told her. “If you do I’ll have to report it. A Church woman accepts everything her masters throw at her and keeps herself open at all times.”
Kim heard her out a little nervously. As many orgasms as she could take had sounded good, but now it seemed as though another ordeal was coming her way, but from a different direction. Feast instead of famine – and she had to keep her legs open at all times.
She understood now. A woman had to take the full range of male desires and accept them; whether they wanted her driven mad with unfulfilled desire or soaked to the bone in her own sex juices, whether they wanted her sexually tortured or wanted her beside them to caress as gently as they cared to. It had to come naturally to a woman to fulfil all her master’s desires without demur and without question. Then she would be happy and fully trained.
Kim understood that now, she just hoped her body could be persuaded to as well, although the orgasm of the previous night had suggested that eventually it would take over.
The machine was strapped down to the bench between her spread legs and Kim craned her head up to watch as the piston on which the dildo was mounted was lodged at her entrance and Angela began to frig her clit to open her up, but the sight of the sister’s ripe and full breasts as they hung beneath her while she bent over the bench and shook and swayed as she moved, did most of the job anyway and in a few moments the cold plastic of the dildo was easily slid home.
The piston, as the sister had shown her, was mounted off-centre on a round plate, which in turn was mounted edge-on to Kim’s body, it was driven round by an electric motor and as it revolved the shaft was regularly pushed forwards and then pulled back.
Sister Angela smiled down at her as she prepared to switch it on. “See you on the other side,” she said and before Kim could ask what she meant she switched it on.
Kim couldn’t help a strained moan as the cold machine began to move inside her. And at first it wasn’t very pleasant at all, rather remote and impersonal but as the sister stood where she could see her, spread her legs and began to fiddle with her clit, Kim began to melt and burn.
The first orgasm didn’t take long and it came as a huge relief, leaving Kim relaxed and comfortable. It wasn’t as earth shaking as the previous night’s had been and was more familiar and comforting. The machine buzzed on and Kim’s insides began to respond as Angela’s finger rubbed faster and faster and then she too was moaning and coming for the second time. That shortened Kim’s fuse and she came again soon afterwards, more strongly this time.
Sister Angela blew her a kiss and sauntered off to shower and dress. The third orgasm hit harder still and, spurred on by excitement now she was being tested again, the fourth one hit sooner than she had expected and was harder still. Now Kim felt she needed a break but there was no respite. She came again and then again before Angela came back, looking crisp and efficient once more. She bent down and stroked Kim’s stomach making her cry out in pleasure as she was now ultra-sensitised and soon came again. This time she bucked and fought her restraints, bringing one leg up in her cramping, extreme climax but managing not to try and close it with her other leg. 
From then on Kim began to learn more about her body. The climaxes were extreme and she could feel her vagina clench and cramp and convulse. She could feel juice begin to spray from her as she came. And as she climaxed now she was dimly aware of yelling and swearing and fighting her bonds.
All the time, Angela stood looking down at her fondly, sometimes encouraging her along in the now-brief interludes between orgasms. She wetted a flannel and stroked Kim’s sweating face as another orgasm without a number now crashed over her and she began to be afraid she would die if they grew any more intense.
But at last, after what seemed like hours, Sister Angela checked her watch and announced that there was only a half hour remaining. Kim spurted, heaved and swore her way through an almost unending climax that rushed through her and kept on coming, like waves crashing onto a shore. By the end she was screaming constantly and shaking uncontrollably as every nerve in her genitals went into total overload and the wads of juice spurted from her and Sister Angela urged her on.
Then it was over.
Kim curled up on the carpet, nursing her burning cunt and whimpering until Angela hauled her up by her hair and made her lick the pungent sap she had sprayed over the bench off it.
“A bit too noisy, but not bad for a first time. At least you kept your legs open.”
“Did I?” Kim asked, dazedly licking her lips.
“Yes, I think the words were, ‘Come on then! Fuck my brains out you cunt! I don’t care!’”
Kim laughed as she was helped to her feet.
“Now a bit of lunch and then the dungeon for the brothers to play with you. Up for that?”
Kim thought about it and was surprised to find that she felt utterly cleansed and relaxed and was curious to see what else could be done to her body and how it would react. “Yes,” she said.
“That’s my girl! You know, the last time I was on that machine they put me face down on a bench in the common room and shoved it up my arse. After they’d rubbed ginger all over it.”
 
Sister Angela deposited Kim in front of a heavy wooden door in a corridor built under the camp, probably as some kind of bomb shelter, Kim supposed.
“Have fun,” she whispered before knocking on the door and then leaving her.
The door was opened by Brother Sharp who beckoned her in. At once Kim’s pulse raced. All the men were stripped down to the waist and their toned maleness made her heart thump. There seemed to her to be four of them but she found herself looking more at the implements, frames, cupboards, racks and shelves that lined the walls of the long, stone flagged room. There were whipping frames and stools, every conceivable type of whip, racks and racks of canes, varying lengths of chain and rope, everything a man needed to fully enjoy a woman. With a shudder she couldn’t prevent she realised that she was indeed a naked woman standing in a room that had been furnished specifically to indulge every sadistic male desire regarding the use and enjoyment of women. But now she knew that, she wanted to see what those desires were and what they felt like for the woman.
To start with she was whipped. It was as hard a whipping as Father Thomas’s caning had been and much harder than Sister Angela’s had been. But that was only natural and she enjoyed having the full ferocity of the man behind her vented on her. The whip hit her like a punch and stung and burned but as her back and shoulders blazed she found that she loved the clean, meaty smack it made as it hit her and even her own grunts and screams seemed to play their part in the eroticism of the scene. 
She shivered with desire as she felt male fingers trace the welts inscribed across her back and waist and buttocks. She listened avidly to the comments about their spacing and intensity. But even so, her screams that echoed around the dungeon were totally genuine just as the wetness between her legs was. Kim was beginning to become a slave and she loved it.
The first man to take her did so while she still stood in the middle of the floor with her wrists raised and chained above her, her back stinging and singing in the wake of the flogging. He gave her a peremptory fingering, then she heard him open his flies and then she was pulled back onto his cock. She arched her back immediately to make it easier for him and was rewarded with a smack on her flank.
“Good girl!” he said. “I think the Father’s right; a couple of weeks and she’ll be ready to move on.” Then he set about fucking her while the other men busied themselves around the room. What caught her eye before the excitement inside her took her over was a small spirit stove being lit, but then she was rattled and shaken about as the man behind her began to fuck her with real vigour, ramming himself into her and yanking her brutally back onto him. It was the roughest sex she had ever had and felt the same sort of pride she felt after a beating when he finally spent in her and stepped back. 
They had her lie on the rack after that.
For once her determination to be a good disciple failed her. It was a perfectly real rack; the sort that had once dislocated every joint in people’s bodies. There were the chains and ratchets at head and feet and the wheels that would shorten the chains. She stood beside it and couldn’t move, her mouth dry with terror and her cunt as well she vaguely noted, even as cooling sperm leaked out of it. She felt a man grasp her arms from behind.
“No!” Brother Sharp barked and the man let go. The brother was standing opposite her and locked eyes with her. “Climb up, Burton,” he said and his hard look told her that her road towards her destiny in the Church could take a turn for the worse here. He knew well the road she was treading, he must have seen scores of girls walk it, and was aware that if she was to amount to anything she would have to throw herself willingly onto the mercy of the Church.
Biting her lip, Kim sat up on the cold steel of the table.
“Good girl!” Sharp said. “Now lie back.”
Shaking with terror Kim let herself lie back and felt the wonderfully cool steel soothe her raw back. Brother Sharp leaned over her to raise her arms and shackle her wrists but his look was not unkind and she fancied she could see some echo of a ‘good girl’ in his face.
Once she was fastened down they showed her that it was a modern rack, with limbs that could be opened out into the X shape the church so loved. But first of all they stretched her and she made the dungeon echo again with her screams of terror as she felt the tension come onto her wrists and ankles, then knees, shoulders and hips and still the pressure increased. Then suddenly it stopped and she realised that she was held so fast that she could hardly do more than breathe. She was utterly their prisoner and helpless and she loved it now she knew that they were not going to tear her apart.
One of the men leaned over her and grinned. “We got much better things to do to you, my girl!” he said, obviously aware of the source of her terror and she relaxed more, safe in the sexual context in which they wanted her to serve.
But it started with another whipping. They opened her out into the X shape and whipped her breasts, belly, groin and thighs with a leather tailed flogger. Kim couldn’t help craning her head up to see how her breasts bounced and swung under the lash and the sight of the punishment and the pink lines the whip left prepared her for when they whipped her cunt. Her screams reached new heights of intensity as they punched home the lashes on her soft, abused sex flesh. She wriggled so hard that they had to pass a strap over her waist so that they could continue in peace. But when it was over and Kim felt her entire body blazing in the aftermath, she was as proud as she could be that she had so quickly followed Sister Angela into the ultimate test of submissive womanhood; to take the whip on the seat of her femininity and still to find pleasure where some benighted women would only find degradation and agony. As she recovered her breath, Kim realised that one of the men was working on something behind her head and she craned round to try and see what it was, but all she could see was a man standing in front of the small stove she had seen earlier.
In the meantime two men wanted her at the same time and she was grateful for the experience that the night serving in the common room had given her. One man moved to stand between her wrenched apart thighs and the other stepped between her arms and presented his semi-hard cock at her mouth.
“If you’re an easy fuck after being on the machine this morning, it’ll earn you a very good report,” he said and moved close to finger her. She tensed, not sure any more under all her pains what her state was. Then she threw her head back in sudden, delighted shock as she felt his fingers sink into her and joyfully she accepted the cock at her mouth as the one at her groin rammed itself into her with all the arrogance she had come to expect and want. 
The cock in her mouth drove in more slowly and allowed her to caress it as best she could with her tongue and lips before it pressed to the back of her mouth and she had to fight her gagging reflex. She was helped by the man reaching down and gripping her tits, clawing his hands into the soft flesh and re-igniting the fires the whip had started in them. Suddenly all that mattered to her was that he should feel free to fuck her as deeply as she could take him and to come there in comfort. Just framing the thought helped her and she was rewarded by a grunt of pleasure as he eased further into her, and into her actual throat.
“She’s good!” he called and then he was coming and although she was proud of how smoothly she took him down she would have liked to taste a bit. The man down below was a different proposition and fucked her long and hard before coming with brutal thrusts into her. Then they poured molten wax over her.
The stove had been heating up a pan of wax and now Brother Sharp slowly emptied it over her from breasts to groin. To begin with it was hardly more than a drop at a time and she cried and gasped as each red-hot pin prick burned deeper for a split second before fading, then as the wax cooled slightly they poured it faster and thicker until she was a writhing yelling cocoon on the rack. They even parted her labia so that it could scald both her cunt and her arse. 
By the time it was over, Kim was nearing exhaustion, she was wrung out emotionally as well as physically but they had one more torment to put her through.
Using pin wheels and knives they scraped the wax off her and set her flesh burning all over again, then they moved her off the rack and onto a chair that made her sit with her legs apart and which had arms that spread out behind her shoulders. They tied her wrists to it and then shackled her legs open and Brother Sharp laid a packet down on the floor between her feet. Her head fell back in resignation as she looked down and took in the long, glittering, steel needles. ‘Men know how to treat breasts like ours’ Angela had said.
She hardly had the energy to scream as she felt the sharp stab on the upper curve of her left breast but she plucked up courage and looked down to where the brother’s hands, calm, masterful and competent were testing her body to its limits. Amazed at the lack of pain she watched the shaft sink into her until another sharp pain announced it had reached the underside of the breast. A quick push and it was through. Unconcerned he turned to her right breast and with no ceremony he did the same again and then stood back, smiling.
Kim looked down in delighted surprise at her breasts, she had always been proud of them but now they had gained a whole new dimension. They could please men in this way; a way she had never imagined existed. The four smaller needles they put through each nipple hurt a lot more but when they let her stand and showed her a mirror she couldn’t help a smile of the purest pleasure as she took in the whip scored, wax-pink breasts sporting their new adornments, and even the trickles of blood that ran down from each areola only made them look all the better.
“Lick it off,” Brother Sharp told her, pointing to the blood and carefully she lifted each globe to her lips and licked it off, making sure she didn’t spike herself on the points of the needles.
“And now…,” Brother Sharp said when she had finished.
Kim knew exactly what she had to do and knelt in front of him, waited until he had freed his flaccid cock and took her time about caressing it to full erection and then letting it sink deep into her mouth and throat. The faint pounding from her nipples and the fading whip burn made her concentrate all the harder on satisfying him and respectfully and humbly she took his spunk down when he was ready to spill it. Then she set about licking his cock clean, making him jerk and shudder as she ran her tongue over his helm in the wake of his ejaculation.
“You’re a horny little bitch, aren’t you?” he said looking down at her as she looked up at him with his cock still clasped between her lips.
Back in their cell Kim and Carol were given half an hour to talk before lights out. Carol had had much the same treatment and they were insanely proud of the small pocks and marks the piercings had made on their respective breasts and of the long welts and the cuts of the whips.
 
For two more weeks their training went on; they underwent frequent ‘contemplation’ sessions, sometimes being made to straddle a wooden pony for an hour, with their feet standing on wooden blocks that had steel points embedded in them. Sometimes they were tied in agonising positions, sometimes half-squatting in cages for hours on end. They were even hung naked in cages suspended from gibbets out in the bleak countryside that surrounded the camp. They were left for an entire day and it rained.
They served in the common room three more times and in the dungeons twice more. On the last occasion they both had their labia pierced by needles and screamed enjoyably for the men who used the needles to hold their labia open while they fucked them. And all the time the lesson was hammered in. Sex, or sex and punishment, or solitary punishment or being ignored; all were to be taken as the norm for a Church woman.
At last they were called to Father Thomas’s office and knelt while he read through the reports.
“Excellent! Well done both of you! You will undergo the Novice exam next week and I fully expect you to move on immediately.”
Kim’s pleasure was only dampened slightly by the father choosing to sample Carol’s mouth rather than hers. 
On the morning of the test they were allowed to shower and for the first time since they had been taken they were allowed make-up. And finally they were led, each to a different room, on a leash clipped to the collars they wore.
When she was told to enter, Kim found herself in a dimly lit room and faced with three robed figures. They wore the plain brown robes that Father Thomas wore but they had the cowls pulled well forward so that she could not make out any features. The importance of this day had been beaten into her by everybody over the past weeks, especially by Sister Angela, and the mysterious figures that now faced her seemed terribly menacing. 
Suddenly she was seized from behind by two men who must have been standing on either side of the door as she entered. They propelled her roughly forwards and forced her to her knees.
She looked up at the three examiners, her breasts heaving as she panted. One of the men holding her leaned down and hefted her right one, squeezing his fingers into it and making the flesh billow out between them. Then he seized her nipple and twisted it and pulled it viciously. She bit her lip and managed not to make a sound, this was how she had become accustomed to being treated now.
“She is comely enough. Proceed.” The examiner in the middle spoke and she didn’t recognise the voice at all.
“What are you?” It was the examiner on Kim’s right who spoke.
She knew how this went. She had stood legs apart and hands on head in Sister Angela’s room and taken the whip between her legs as she learned it. “I am nothing,” she replied.
“Who are you?” It was the third examiner.
“I am no one.”
“What will you be?”
“What the Church makes me.”
“Who will you be?”
“Whoever the Church makes me.”
“What can you give to the Church?”
“My body. My obedience. My submission.”
On and on it went and in a hoarse whisper, Kim uttered the words that had been taught her and step by step she went to meet her destiny. Suddenly the words took on a new and terrible meaning as she spoke them before the impassive figures. There was no going back now. Not that there ever had been, but now it was driven into her that there was nothing she would or could refuse the Church from now on, however outrageous the demands might be. 
When the catechism was finally over they caned her.
It was simply done. She was turned away from the examiners and given a small chair to brace her hands on. The brother who was to do the caning stood in front of her and flexed the cane where she could see it.
“Does the candidate accept the first test?” one of the examiners asked.
“She does,” Kim replied dutifully.
“You will take three strides before delivering each stroke,” another examiner told the brother in front of her who smiled and went behind her. Kim’s heart quailed, they hadn’t said there would a run-up! She was as used as any girl could be to the bitter sting of the rod, but with a run-up as well there was no telling how bad it would be. But then, she told herself, this was a test after all.
She heard the footsteps, then the brief swoosh and was rocked forwards by the force of the blow. A second’s numbness was followed by an avalanche of bright, blazing pain that made her, despite her best intentions, fidget and tramp her feet to try and absorb it. Before the fires had even begun to die down the second stroke landed and she screamed a throat rasping, desperate yell of agony and choked on it as the third landed. How she kept her feet she never knew but fortunately they let her be for a second, and gulping and sobbing she steadied herself.
When they were ready three more followed in quick succession again and now knowing how atrocious the torture was going to be, she was better able to withstand it. At the end of that tranche she managed to catch a glimpse of her tormentor, grinning as he flexed his cane and she noted the tenting in his trousers. 
From that moment on she was safe. She gritted her teeth and took another ten strokes, counted out by the second brother who stood beside her. Knowing he was enjoying his work told her that inevitably he would want to fuck her or bugger her or come in her mouth; it didn’t matter which. What mattered was that she was doing what the Church wanted her to and that her body was serving for the pleasure of others.
Nevertheless her screams rang and reverberated in the room in response to the 
Thwack!
Thwack!
Thwack!
rhythm of the cane. When it was over the room was silent for a few moments apart from her ragged breathing.
“What cannot speak, cannot lie,” an examiner said and Kim’s head reared up as the brother who had caned her, thrust his fingers into her vagina.
“She is available, sir,” the man said.
“Very well, fuck her.”
“Does the candidate accept the second test?” an examiner asked as she was jerked forwards by his rough entry into her.
“She...does!” she managed as she braced herself the better to undergo the strange pleasures she had learned at the hands of the Church. Blinding pain and blissful pleasure spiced with the desire to serve. She humped her back and swivelled her hips as ardently as she could to provide the man with all the pleasure he could want and allowed herself to orgasm as he took her. Sister Angela had assured her that the Church wanted to see her take pleasure in her own service.
For the third part of the test she was made to kneel on all fours on the stone floor, then put her head down and reach behind her to hold her still-burning buttocks apart. She then had to endure having molten wax poured down onto them and in between them. As in the dungeon sessions, they scorned the use of candles and poured the wax straight from a pan that had been heated on a stove. She screamed and sobbed and cried as the cane-welted flesh was tortured again and her sensitised vulva, still hot from its fucking was now scalded. And in the midst of her pain she felt the spears of special agony as the wax found its way into her rectum and even into her cunt. But she knew that the men in the room could see how well she held her pose and made no move to shield herself. Even though her hands were as scalded as her other parts, she held herself steady, crying and sniffing but quite certain that they wouldn’t be able to resist enjoying her afterwards.
“Does the candidate accept the fourth test?”
“She does,” she managed again but a sob made her voice break.
“Proceed!” 
As she was hauled to her feet and felt the wax begin to crack and flake away from her groin, she realised there had been just a hint of excitement in the examiner’s voice and she exulted. No one had told her how many tests there were in the examination and now she didn’t care. She was determined that every man in the room would take her and enjoy her before the morning was over.
She was made to kneel up and the brother who hadn’t fucked her undid his trousers and took out his semi erect cock. It was the kind she liked, thick and quite stubby but plenty long enough. Using his thighs to hold onto in order to steady herself she leaned in and began a passionate fellation. She began by tilting her head so that she could get right at the root of the cock and his balls, she would have preferred it if he had been able to strip off properly and lie down so that she could get at his arse, but she did the best she could. She made sure that she stuck her tongue out as far as she could, it was how she had been taught; make sure the master can see how much you love sucking his cock and balls.
Once she was into her stride the second brother began to whip her. The thud and the blow across her shoulders made her yelp in surprise but she didn’t let it distract her from the broad, gleaming helm and the delicious feel of the cock shaft on her lips and tongue. The whip descended to her buttocks and began to clear the wax off them and then returned to her shoulders and middle back. Even when it was allowed to wrap her ribcage and the tails bit at her breasts she didn’t stop and even when he was fully in her mouth and the whip continued to build a punishing heat in her back she managed to keep her reactions down to a strained grunt or two as she sucked him to orgasm and swallowed smoothly, revelling in her skill and her love for the taste of male pleasure.
She wasn’t asked if she accepted the final test, they just carried straight on.
The man who had been whipping her, now forced her onto all fours, knelt behind her and rummaged in her cunt for her own sap to lubricate her arse and when he had shoved his fingers roughly into her and got her wet enough he buggered her.
The man she had fellated stood over her and whipped her even harder until she came. She felt the man in her backside come and then he was replaced by someone else and she could only think it was an examiner, but she was beyond thought by then.  She was being slammed forwards and backwards by the cock inside her, the whip was lacerating her already flogged back. Her breasts were flapping and swinging beneath her and being caught by the whip from time to time and she was in that blissful region where pain and pleasure drove her to soaring heights above them in a region of reckless ecstasy where she welcomed any cruelty. 
The whip and the cocks were tireless and drove her onwards until she climaxed time and again as the heavy tails thudded home time after time as she knelt, her thighs wide-splayed and was buggered and then fucked twice, screaming her release before finally being discarded and left alone. She lay on the cold stones, her body raging with pain, and the pleasure of men leaking from both her nether passages and making sticky puddles on the floor between her open legs. Ravished, beaten, abused, proud and content she hadn’t moved by the time Sister Angela came for her and told her she had passed.









Chapter Seven

 

“Give her thirty more lashes and then leave me with her.”
The man’s voice echoed in the low, stone cavern of the dungeon but the echoes were immediately swamped by the renewed and regular reports of the braided lash landing on the girl who was chained, naked, in the centre of the floor. Her wrists were raised high above her, stretching her onto tiptoe and displaying her superbly proportioned frame to its best advantage.
Her dark brown skin flinched and shivered under the lashing, her flanks and breasts rippling as they were struck and her breath came out in strained mews around her gag. In the weak lighting, her skin shone with sweat as she endured the relentless punishment.
Father Adams watched dispassionately as the sentence was carried out. The girl was an agent of an enemy and had to be turned so that she would serve the Church. Any suffering was worth that end, and she was a delicious creature whom he would take great delight in sampling once she was ready for that.
For now though the Church was making good progress in ensuring that the Act of Female Limitation had a smooth run through Parliament, but there were a few loose ends that needed to be tied up. This girl was one of them, she was a self-confessed member of the Women’s Liberation Army and had to be dealt with.
His thoughts were interrupted by the flagellator standing back.
“Sentence complete, Father,” he said, coiling his whip neatly.
The Father thought for a moment. The man was stripped to the waist and his muscular torso was gleaming with sweat as well, his leather hooded head giving him a darkly threatening air. The girl’s arms were taking nearly all her weight now, her head hung slackly between her raised shoulders and her chest heaved as she began to finally deal with the pain of a hundred lash thrashing.
She was routinely receiving fifty lashes every day, but every now and then Father Adams threw in a much heavier dose to unsettle her. He toyed with the idea of ordering a repeat of the entire punishment today, and although the idea had some appeal as she was such a strong, well-formed and resilient creature, he thought that perhaps a repeating of the whole dose might have more impact if she could be edged just a little closer towards breaking point. And he had one more ploy to try on her.
“You may go,” he said at last and the man turned on his heel and left.
Father Adams approached the girl and unbuckled her gag, easing it out from between her clenched teeth. Close to she was a handsome girl, her lips were well-shaped and generous, making the father’s cock twitch slightly at the thought of slipping it between them. Her eyes were large and despite her weeks of imprisonment were still clear and bright. At the orders of the Patriarch himself she had been brought here and kept in darkness and solitary confinement apart from daily visits to this dungeon where she was whipped and then interrogated. The men who handled her were all hooded, including himself. She had had no human contact for the entire length of her imprisonment but still she was obdurate.
“You are a member of the Women’s Liberation Army, are you not?” he asked quietly.
She shook her head, still recovering her breath.
“Why else did you go to Charles Hodson’s office if not to try and dig up some dirt which would besmirch his good name and put in peril the Act of Female Limitation?”
He walked around her as he spoke and noted the dark purplish stripes which were slowly appearing across the curves of her bottom and her thighs. Her ribcage showed as she panted, and more stripes began to appear across her strong back, but nowhere near as vividly as they would on blonde skin. Father Adams had trained many black girls before and was an expert in judging their tolerances without having the clear evidence that white girls’ bodies gave of how severely they had been beaten. That was why he had been given the task of breaking this one, who was proving his toughest challenge yet. 
He completed his circuit of her flogged and sweat-gleaming body and admired the way her breasts stood proud on her chest and shook slightly as she breathed. He reached out and traced the line of a welt as it followed the contours of both of them clear across her chest.
“Kim Burton has confessed to everything and told us all about you,” he said. He had heard that Charles Hodson MP’s secretary, who had been taken by the Church at the same time as this girl, was progressing well and had just passed her novitiate exam.
Gina looked up at him and smiled. “No way, or you wouldn’t be taking so much trouble over me,” she whispered, her voice hoarse from not having been used for anything except screaming for so long.
“Oh you are so wrong, Gina!” Father Adams told her. “We know all we need to, but we also want you; heart, soul and…” he used both hands to cup and squeeze her breasts, “body.”
Gina’s head went back briefly as her nipples were touched but then it snapped forwards again and she met his eyes. “I’m a dyke, you fool! I keep telling you. You don’t interest me in any way. You can wave your cocks about all you want! You can shove them wherever you want, but it won’t bother me and it won’t break me!”
Father Adams smiled back. “Very well,” he said simply and strode out.
In the corridor outside he reached behind his head and unbuckled the leather hood. The brother who had administered the flogging stood before him, still hooded.
“Return her to her cell and tomorrow we’ll start on the next stage. It might take a little while but I don’t think there’ll be any problem in recruiting willing volunteers.”
Father Adams walked back to the stairs that led up to the more modern part of the house. There were many calls on his time as the Church expanded, but he would ensure Gina’s daily treatments altered starting from tomorrow. He went over his plans one more time in his mind and decided he would tell the brothers to increase her ration to sixty lashes while she underwent his other plans for her.
He felt sure that would do the trick.
 
The next morning ten of the brothers, hooded and stripped to the waist stood outside the dungeon in which the WLA agent was being whipped. They listened in silence as the sixty lash sentence was carried out. Their own experience of training girls and women for the Church told them that the silence with which the beating was taken meant they had a tough one on their hands. As that realisation spread among them they smiled at each other. There was nothing they liked better than breaking in a tough one.
Father Adams approached the dark-skinned girl again when the flagellator stood back and then had to move quickly to avoid the kick she aimed at his groin, then using the chain to which her wrists were attached to haul herself up by, she spun round and aimed a double-footed drop kick at the whipman. He was also able to reel away in time. 
She smiled fiercely as the two men regarded her in shock.
“Didn’t expect that did you, you shits!” she whispered. “You think you can beat a woman into submission? Well not this one!”
Father Adams had to admit she looked at her best in this mood of defiance. She was a strong and handsome creature and he realised that when he broke her he might have to ask the Patriarch if he could have her. He moved in again and was ready this time when she kicked out. He simply grabbed her leg and pushed on, making her lose her balance and have to adopt an ungainly hopping. Close to her, he put his leg between hers so she couldn’t kick again. Her teeth were bared and her superb breasts were heaving with emotion as she faced him. He ached to have those breasts quivering before him as he prepared to pierce them. Usually it was a procedure that was carried out on converted girls or those well on their way. But with this one, he felt it might be useful to conduct it on her before she was a convert. Her screams would be music to his ears.
“You do not know what I think, Gina!” he whispered back just as fiercely. “You don’t know what I am capable of, so have a care!”
“Fuck off!” she spat back.
He pushed her away and let go of her leg, but he remembered the smooth feel of her thigh and longed to whip it for his personal enjoyment. “Fuck? Oh yes! But not ‘off’ I’m afraid, Gina! Repeat the punishment!” The last he words he directed at the flagellator.
“With pleasure, Father,” the man replied and for a moment Father Adams saw a shadow of fear flicker in her eyes. 
The whip smacked home across her shoulders again and she arched her back and twisted. “Fucking bastard!” she gasped.
“On second thoughts, triple it, give her another hundred and twenty lashes,” he said.
“Yes, Father!” the man crowed as he threw in the second lash.
Gina arched and twisted again. “You can’t do that!” she yelled, a real note of fear in her voice.
The whip fell again and she almost whimpered.
“You are a fit young woman!” he told, her, raising his voice above the echoing smacks of the whip on her flesh. “Such a tally will not harm you – permanently.”
He left the man to his work and went out to speak to the brothers who had volunteered to help him in his work. “Your hostess has been delayed, gentlemen,” he told them. “But please be patient and she will be with you shortly!”
The men took the news well and told him they reckoned it would be worth the wait. He assured them it would and returned.
 
When the whip finally fell silent and Gina had stopped screaming and sobbing, Father Adams looked at the body hanging from its wrists but which slowly got its feet under it and stood up again. It had been an excellent beating, he felt. The woman had been taken well beyond what she could have imagined that she could endure. He went to stand in front of her again and took a fistful of wiry hair to drag her face up to look at him. Her eyes were wide with fear and spittle dripped from her lips in long trails onto her breasts – and how those had swung and rolled under the lash! Father Adams could feel his cock twitching again, but he held firm to his purpose.
“You do not know what I am capable of, Gina,” he repeated and he saw understanding dawn in her eyes. She began to understand how complete was his power over her and how ruthless he could be in pursuit of the Church’s interests. It was time to move on. He beckoned the men in and, hooded and half-naked they came to surround the prisoner.
“You said we could shove our cocks wherever we pleased and that it would not break you, didn’t you Gina?” he told her.
He watched her take in the men and their obvious purpose.
“No! You wouldn’t!”
“Tsk! Do stop telling me what I will or will not do!” As he spoke he slowly dropped his normal, gentle voice and his tone became harsh. “Now,” he said letting her hair go, stepping back and resuming his softer tone, “I shall leave you with these gentlemen who have brought a good supply of lubricant with them as I doubt you will be in a fit state to receive them otherwise.”
As he left the dungeon her screaming began again. But this time it was not the whip that fuelled her fear. He was determined that not only would he break her, he would make her adore him. To that end it was important that he didn’t take any part in what was happening to her now, but of course he would keep an eye on things in case any of the men got carried away.
He made his way upstairs and went into a small room equipped with CCTV monitors; a smart and efficient looking woman with swept back, dark hair and glasses was manning the screens and ensuring that all the images were properly archived. She greeted him with a charming smile and stood up when he entered, revealing herself to be wearing a short kilt-type skirt which finished three inches above the knee. Her legs were quite long for her overall height and shapely as well. They were shown off to advantage by her strappy, high-heeled shoes.
He gestured at a large monitor and she immediately switched the images from the dungeon onto it so that they could more easily be viewed. He settled himself in the chair in front of it and the woman immediately came to stand beside him. In front of him he could see Gina’s brown skinned body among the pale skins of the men who were now all naked. Currently she was being held down on the floor of the dungeon while a man, Brother Short he believed, was lying on her and fucking her, his hands mauling her breasts as he did so. The look of disgust on her face was perfect. She screamed in loathing as he spent in her and got up. The men stood back and let her stagger up as well, most of them sported erections and were slowly masturbating as they looked at her. She was clearly still feeling the effects of the beating and lurched around the circle of men, seeking a way out. They parted and let her think she had found one, she dashed for the door which was locked of course. But she was pushed face first against it by two of the men who had followed her whilst a third held a can of lubricant to her ear and popped the lid.
“Get used to the sound, darling. You’ll be hearing it a lot from now on!” he told her gleefully, then he squirted some onto his hand which disappeared down her back. She suddenly jerked away from the door as though she had been whipped and she screamed.
Father Adams smiled and put one elbow on the arm of the chair, with his forearm vertical.
“Abi?” he said.
“Yes, Father of course,” the woman said and moved forward, lifting her skirt as she did so and taking his arm to guide it to her clitoris.
“No, cunt, you silly girl!” he said irritated at having to take his eyes off Gina’s magnificent body enduring what was probably its first buggering – certainly by a man.
“Sorry, Father,” she said meekly and shifted a little bit closer, opened her legs farther and manoeuvred his fingers into her. He relaxed as he felt her warmth, softness and moisture around his fingers. 
In the dungeon it was not so peaceful. 
Gina had been forced onto all fours and then her head had been pushed down to the floor while she was taken in the arse. The man thrust and thrust again roughly, pushing against the fabulous width of her hips and the deep cushions of lacerated buttock meat. But Father Adams could see how her back was heaving and shaking as she sobbed with despair and disgust. He stirred his fingers inside Abi, probably it would only take one more day and she would be ripe for picking. Given that she would turn in her colleagues in the WLA once she was broken, he felt the Patriarch might feel inclined to gift her to him. 
But in any case it was time to get personal with her.
He withdrew his hand from Abi and pointed at the floor in front of him. Dutifully she knelt and lifted the front of his robe as he sat back further in the chair.
“Kiss and lick the balls until you’re told otherwise,” he told her.
With Abi's clever tongue beginning to pleasure him, he watched as Gina was taken by each of the men in turn. The final two who fucked her did so as she was held on her back with her legs raised and bent back over her face. She greeted each thrust into her with howls of disgust and horror.
When they finally left her she lay spreadeagled where they left her, limp and shaking as she sobbed 
"Now you may kiss my cock and I will come in your mouth," Father Adams told the woman on her knees to him. Gina was proving a worthy opponent but the final stages were approaching fast and she looked delicious as she was hauled away back to her cell. He sighed happily as he came and his spend was swallowed smoothly.









Chapter Eight

 
Father Adams took Gina's evening meal to her himself. She sat on her bunk in the cell, curled up and looked up at him as he entered, her large eyes gleaming in the dusk of the small cell with its single, high up, barred window.
"Come to gloat, you bastard?" she whispered, still hoarse from the morning's screaming.
He smiled at her. "Come and eat," he said putting the plate down on the small table by the bed. "You need to keep your strength up, there will be more men tomorrow, I will see to it," he told her, smiling.
She gaped at him for a moment. "You're actually fucking enjoying this aren't you?" she said at last.
"Of course. It's my job and I'm good at it," he said simply, lifting the lid off the plate and letting the enticing smell of a good stew fill the cell.
"I won't eat!" she said suddenly. "I'll starve myself to death!"
"No you won't. You have too much to live for."
"Yeah? Like what? So a lot of pervy men can fuck my brains out whenever they like?"
"Precisely." He sat down on the bed beside her. "I will teach you how to enjoy it."
"I'm a dyke, I told you," she said, uncertainty creeping into her voice at his closeness, lack of physical threat and his plain and simple statements.
"You were a dyke, Gina. Now I want you to become something much more than that. You can still fuck women, of course you can."
"What?"
Father Adams could feel the curiosity in her voice, as well as the incredulity.
"Oh yes," he told her casually, easing himself back against the cell wall so that he plainly made himself comfortable. "We believe that women should enjoy their bodies to their fullest extent, as well as men enjoying them."
"How does that work then, when all you do is torture us?"
"It's only you we are currently torturing, and you can stop that whenever you please. Then we will teach you how to enjoy being a woman like you have never done before. But you must understand that you belong to the Church now, and it will change you utterly. Accept that and you will be free."
Abruptly he stood up and left her.
 
He took her breakfast to her and she was standing against the far wall of the cell, anxious eyes fixed on him as he entered. He took in the empty supper bowl without letting her see him do so.
"What will happen to me today?" she asked.
"You know what will happen, Gina." he told her.
"I can't go through that again!"
"No you can't. So I will have something different for you to undergo before the men have you. Now eat some breakfast, you'll need it."
For a second he thought she would throw it at him, it had happened before with some tough ones. But she was intelligent and could see that his calm manner overlaid a steely commitment to his course of action and would not be deflected by such histrionics. She slumped down and took the bowl of cereal. He knew she was trying to understand what was going on the better to deal with it.
Again he sat beside her.
"Although you are young, fit and strong, I cannot have you flogged as hard as you were yesterday, every day."
"Took it though, didn't I?" she said with an unmistakable note of pride in her voice and Father Adams' spirits soared. 
"You did very well, so I have a new torture for you today, then the men will come for you."
And again he left her before she could respond.
When the hooded men came to take her to the dungeon, he went with her, wearing just his robe with the hood thrown back, so that she could see him plainly and talk to him. He saw by the look in her eyes how important the human contact was becoming. But he left her at the cell door and instead went to the CCTV room where Abi had already fed the images onto the large screen. 
"I'm looking forward to this, Father," she said as they watched Gina being taken to an X cross. "She is quite a beauty isn't she?"
"She is indeed," the Father said. "Do you want her when the time comes?"
"Oh yes please!"
Father Adams, looked at Abi, she was neat, trim and utterly devoted to the Church. It could be the clinching moment.
Gina was strapped to the cross and given sixty lashes to her front. He and Abi watched as she bent forwards over the front of the desk the monitor stood on and he entered her from behind. He moved slowly and comfortably inside her cunt as the whipping was administered, holding her hips and only ramming in and out of her as it concluded. He came as the men, twelve of them this time entered the cell.
Again Gina screamed and sobbed her way through the ordeal but her screams were less of horror and disgust this time, they were more screams of outrage. The previous day had been the crossing of the Rubicon; she had been fucked and buggered by men, creatures who disgusted her, it couldn't get any worse.
In the evening he took her food to her again.
"How did you enjoy your beating today?" he asked, taking his place beside her on the bunk.
"Enjoy? I'm bloody lucky to have any nipples left after that sod finished with me!"
"And how about the men? Did you enjoy being taken by them?"
"No! I fucking didn't!" she said, taking her bowl of supper and starting to eat.
"Tomorrow I will have another woman beaten in your place."
He stood up and left her, having dropped his bombshell.
 
The next day he once again paced beside her as she went to the dungeon and her daily torment.
"I can't let you hurt another woman in my place!" she said.
"It's not your place to 'let' anything. It is my will that governs everything, Gina. You know that."
They were at the cell door and she looked at him without fear or loathing for the first time. 
He reached out and lightly stroked her cheek. She made no move to stop him. "It will go on until I say it ends."
He turned to go. "No, Father!" The words were blurted out. 
"You want me to stay?" 
Gina nodded. The sudden human contact had worked; it had unsettled her.
Abi was already mounted on the cross when they entered the dungeon and Father Adams heard Gina gasp as she took in the sight of the naked woman spread out and waiting for the whip. And it was clear that Abi was waiting impatiently, she had been mounted face out and she was looking at the man who stood before her with the whip, through languid, half closed eyes and her hips were slowly swaying and circling. Her flesh was toned and smooth, her waist slender and her hips not overly wide but well-proportioned nonetheless. Her breasts were pulled taut but were still pleasantly rounded and her nipples stood proud and unafraid at their peaks, red and erect for the lash.
Beside him Father Adams heard Gina swallow and he allowed himself a small smile.
"Begin!" he commanded.
Gina made no move to stop it. She had seen as clearly as anyone how much Abi was looking forward to it and as the Father glanced sideways he saw a look of naked lust on her face. She had expected another woman to be dragged, screaming to the cross, not this erotic acceptance of the pain. Father Adams knew that Gina's world was crumbling, all her previous certainties dissolving in the flood of new experiences.
The whip smacked smartly across Abi's lower belly and a soft gasp escaped her as she continued to undulate and sway. The second lash took her across the ribs below the breasts and again the Father heard Gina swallow and knew she was eagerly waiting to see how Abi would react when her breasts themselves were struck. The answer came swiftly, the next lash took her directly across the nipples and the breasts flattened then rebounded and swayed on her chest. Abi's eyes closed and her back arched as the pain hit her, and a long low moan of pleasure escaped her.
Gina gave a sob of mingled despair and desire.
"Beautiful, isn't she?" Father Adams whispered into her ear and Gina could only nod in reply as the whip scored a strike across the fronts of her thighs, making Abi moan more urgently. "She wants you," he whispered again. "She has watched you on the cross and she thinks you're beautiful too."
Gina tore her eyes away from the erotically writhing figure on the cross and looked at him. "How? ...Father I don't know...understand" she stuttered. Her world had collapsed into uncertainty, newness and strangeness beyond her comprehension and Father Adams was her only point of reference now.
"When you become nothing but what the Church requires you to be, you will understand. Now watch!"
Abi's whipping was reaching into the thirties now and her torso was striped and marked more heavily down one side where the tassel at the end of the lash had bitten into her, and she was approaching her crisis. Her head was thrown back and she let out a keening cry now that was almost constant as the lashes tore into her, then at last her hips began to thrust urgently and her head snapped forwards again, her face wearing an expression of grim determination and she rocked her hips back and forth violently, clearly orgasming as the beating went on steadily, the flagellator targeting her delta as she came, spurting a small wad of sap onto the floor under the cross. 
Father Adams stood close behind Gina. "You will look just as beautiful in your turn! I promise you!" She whimpered in response and then the beating was over. Gina turned to him with her eyes opened wide in wonder.
"I never saw anything like it!" she breathed excitedly.
Father Adams kept a close eye on her as she watched Abi taken down and then fall to her knees in front of her flagellator and suck his cock till he came in her mouth and she made contented mewing noises all the while. Gina made no move to look away or to express any disgust. 
"You must become nothing and then I will teach you," he repeated.
"Yes, Father," she breathed.
"You will pleasure all the men who want you today and I will send Abi to your cell later on."
"Yes, Father."
He stayed and watched as she was gangbanged again and she endured it without the screaming this time although she still needed some lubrication for the first couple of times she was taken. But none of the men trusted her enough to risk his cock between her teeth and Father Adams promised himself that he would enjoy her first blowjob. He stood over her as she took her last fuck of the morning and her expression was one of interest rather than disgust.
It was early days but the signs were promising.
What he hadn't told her was that he would be present when Abi came to her cell. He held the naked Abi against him, from behind, as he spoke to Gina so that he could watch her reaction.
"This girl has been well fucked this morning, Abi. But she has not been given a chance to wash, I want you to wash her now."
"Yes, Father."
Gina looked at him wide-eyed again as Abi got onto the narrow bed on all fours and smiled at Gina. "Open your legs nice and wide for me, honey," she said.
"Do it," Father Adams said quietly, and slowly, hesitantly Gina sat back against the wall at the top of the bed, crooked one leg up and set the other foot down on the floor. Abi crawled forwards and gently began to lick at her inner thighs, right up at the tops near the dark brown, crinkled inner lips of her cunt. She shivered once or twice and then closed her eyes and reaching down, pulled Abi's face closer into her groin. 
Father Adams went to stand beside Gina's head and stroked her face as she moaned and sighed in pleasure.
"And tonight, there will be men who will come to this cell and you will pleasure them all, won't you, Gina. I require this of you."
"Yes, Father."
After two more days of a constant stream of men fucking her punctuated by Abi visiting her, Father Adams had her delivered to his office where he allowed her to kneel before him and gratefully receive his cock between her generous and soft lips. When he was fully erect, he slipped out of her mouth and she rubbed her cheek on his length, lapped at it with her tongue and respectfully cupped his balls in her hands while she humbled herself by rubbing his cock all over her face and finally asked permission to take his come in her mouth.
It was as soft and ardent a mouth as he had thought it would be and although her swallowing was not as skilful and knowing as other Church women, he knew that it soon would be.
"You move into my room tonight," he told her. "And I shall whip you myself."
She smiled up at him eagerly, kneeling up and thrusting her breasts out for his hands.









Chapter Nine

 
The Patriarch read through the long list of names that Gina had provided willingly as she served Father Adams. It was extremely interesting reading. The WLA was extensive but not well organised enough to have divided itself into cells for damage limitation purposes. Some of the names on the list would make very newsworthy converts in due course. But for now he needed Father Thomas' latest success.
He had noted that Father Adams had asked to be allowed to keep Gina and repeated his request to the voluptuous brunette who was currently serving as his private secretary.
"He's a good man, Father Adams," he said, handing the print-off of the e mail to her as he stood over her. "Didn't he convert you?"
Andrea looked up at him with a wide smile. "He did, sir. And I'll never stop being grateful to him."
The Patriarch reached down and squeezed one of her large breasts. He had found that she needed some encouragement to keep her mind on her work and now, every day when she sat at her desk she undid her blouse or pulled off her sweater and pulled both breasts out of her corset's half cups, then she carefully placed four clothes pegs around each areola. Her master's squeeze thus produced a gasp from her.
"Read this and tell me what you think," he told her. While she settled back down he called Stuart Markham, the Prime Minister.
"Stuart!" he said cheerfully when at last he was put through. "Good news! She's nearly ready to be returned. We just need to fine tune a couple of things. If you fancy taking a look, I'm going down there tomorrow to see for myself. No? Oh that's a shame. I'm told it's been quite a transformation! I'll call you when I've seen her for myself and I've got a better idea of when we can start parading her for the gentlemen of the press!"
He turned his attention back to Andrea, and as he did when he wanted her to concentrate he flicked the pegs off her, making her jump and gasp all over again. "Well?"
"As you say, sir, he's a good man. But this girl does seem to be useful, maybe she could be sent back out as a Judas goat?"
"Good girl! I was thinking along the same lines myself. But looking at that list I reckon she's pretty small fry and anyway they'll know she's been turned, it's been a month or two since she disappeared. I think we'll allow Father Adams his reward for now."
"Very well, sir. I'll e mail him."
"In a minute. You can use those tits of yours for a bit first."
Andrea gave him a bright smile and immediately sat forwards, holding her breasts up and squeezing them together as the Patriarch stood facing her, between her and her desk. It was always a feather in a girl's cap to be called on to serve the Patriarch himself and especially as on that day he had a naked blonde hog tied on a table over by the window with her mouth at exactly the right height for fellation. 
He undid his flies and fetched out the cock that occupied a special place in the heart of every woman who served the Church, it was a massively thick one with a helm that was so broad that some found it difficult to service orally. Andrea eyed it hungrily and hoped she might be allowed to suck it, but he just required a tit fuck which she enjoyed providing and when he came he just let his seed spurt over her breasts. She was comforted by the fact that she was allowed to lick it off herself afterwards and then he replaced the pegs.
 
 
The following day his car took him to the remote camp that Father Thomas ruled over in his name. It had been a good decision to set it up, although it had looked so unprepossessing on the rain swept day when he had first seen it, but Father Thomas had persevered and even suggested seeding the surrounding villages with converts and gradually winning over the whole population. That had provided a good return and they were now regularly used in the breaking down of reluctant converts. 
In fact the villagers now embraced his teachings as enthusiastically as any of the Initiates, and Father Thomas had told him that they were preparing a special welcome for him as his car passed through on its way into the camp.
It was a miserable day, a fine rain swept in off the North Sea in scarves of chilling, misty drizzle. The wipers swept back and forth as the car approached its final destination but then his driver burst out laughing and pointed ahead as he slowed down.
"Well, sir. They've certainly got things sorted out around here haven't they!" he said.
The Patriarch sat forwards as the car approached one of the villages. A gibbet had been set up beside the road and a body swung gently back and forth hanging from its arm. But as they came closer he could make out that the body was female and that it was hung by its breasts. She had clearly been up there for some time as the breasts had turned an attractive shade of purple. Her skin gleamed with the rain and her hair was bedewed so much it glittered as if jewels had been woven into it. Two men stood at the foot of the gibbet and waved a sign that welcomed him to their village. He told the driver to stop and wound his window down when they were alongside.
"Thank you very much!" he said. "A lovely welcome indeed! How long has she been up there?"
"The Father told us roughly when you were due so we strung them up about half an hour ago, sir!"
The Patriarch laughed and thanked the men again and drove on. Them!? The villagers had really been determined to put on a show.  Sure enough about a hundred yards further on they passed another gibbet with another tit-suspended woman on it and a cheering crowd beneath it. When they reached the green at the centre of the village, the gibbets had been erected all round at intervals of a hundred feet or so. And each gibbet was occupied. 
What impressed him most was how quiet and still the hanging women kept. He knew that breast suspension was a real test of a woman's courage and submissiveness. He made a short speech, thanking the villagers for their kindness and praising them for their devout dedication to the teachings of the Church. He finished to loud applause and cheers as he told them he would send some of his most highly trained acolytes to entertain them on the coming weekend. 	
And as he drove away he phoned Andrea. "Get Paula to pick out ten tough ones and send them down here for the weekend, then arrange a truck to pick them up on Monday."
 
Once at his destination he was given a briefing by Father Thomas as to how the camp in general was progressing with training its inmates and then they moved on to Anne Markham.
"I think it best you should come and see her, sir," the Father advised him.
"Very well, lead on! She is going to be vital at this stage of things and I'm keen to see what you've accomplished."
As they went the Father explained that normally he would have had her displayed on a cross and whipped or tit-hung so he could see how completely she had been turned. "But knowing how important this one is, I kept her training regime going right up to today."
They reached a short corridor where a sister was waiting to greet them and when ordered to she bent down and unlocked a small door set at floor level in the wall. "I had this made specially in case we ever had a really tough one - and she was tough!"
He banged on the wall and called out, "Anne! Come out her! There's someone I want you to meet."
If he hadn't known who he was looking at the Patriarch would never have recognised what crawled out. It was female, filthy and it stank - or brought the smell of the cell with it. And it was shorn of any head hair apart from a mere fuzz.
It crawled over to Father Thomas's feet and kissed them then lay prostrate in front of him.
The Patriarch stretched out a foot and prodded the figure in the ribs. "How long have you kept her in there?"
"Normally they spend about a week in there. She's been in for a month now. Take her away and clean her up then bring her to my office." His last order was addressed to the sister who knelt and clipped a leash to the collar Anne wore and led her away on all fours.
"Are you sure you haven't gone too far, Father?" the Patriarch asked.
"No, sir. I thought long and hard and have watched her carefully. She's been taken out and used from time to time and always served satisfactorily."
The Patriarch did have to admit that she scrubbed up fairly well when she was shown in to the office. Her lack of hair made her face quite different in some ways but there was still the wide, sensual mouth, the wide-set and large blue eyes and the firm jaw line. As for her body it was still well enough fleshed so she certainly hadn't been starved, the breasts were still heavy but proud and rounded, the hips wide and the thighs long and well-toned. 
"I wish there had been another way of breaking her in the time scale we had to work with though," the Patriarch said as he had Anne turn and show off her bottom and back - currently not showing any traces of beating.
"So do I, sir. But I'm afraid she left us no choice," Father Thomas replied.
"Well we can put a wig on her for a few weeks and claim it's a side-effect of whatever virus we say she contracted on her humanitarian trip to wherever. Hopefully what she says about the Act of Female Limitation will attract the most attention anyway."
"Come here, Anne," Father Thomas told the naked woman and she came to kneel at his feet. 
"Who do you serve?" he asked her as she looked up at him with naked adoration in her eyes.
"Whoever the Church wants me to, Father."
"Do you know who this is?" he asked, pointing at the Patriarch. Anne shook her head.
"He is the Patriarch. He is the Church."
Anne looked at him wide-eyed and on all fours came across to him and kissed his shoes. "
"I have work for you Anne," the Patriarch told her. "Work in the outside world, but you will not be cast adrift from the good Father here. You will return quite frequently I'm sure, and besides you will carry with you a mark that will forever bind you to us."
Anne thanked him and he was impressed with the genuinely submissive demeanour she now exhibited.
"I think I would like to fuck her," he said and they went straight to the guest suite with Anne following behind the Father on all fours and on her leash. The bed was a king size four poster and they simply had Anne climb onto it and spread herself out on her back with her legs spread wide apart. The Patriarch undressed quickly and thrust two fingers roughly into her vagina.
Father Thomas looked on a little nervously. He knew how vital Anne was to the Church's plans - not just in this country but across Europe and beyond. He knew that what the Patriarch was testing was her ability to moisten and welcome any use at any notice - however short and abrupt it was, whether or not it was preceded by beating. But he needn't have worried, the Patriarch smiled immediately.
"Excellent!" he said. "Well opened and perfectly moist. Congratulations, Father. I was worried that you might have conditioned her overly much to the lash - given how long she held out - but it appears those concerns were groundless, she is ready to give herself to anyone now." And with that he mounted her.
She couldn't help a soft groan as his massive member bored into her, spreading her lips wide and stimulating her sheath, inch by exquisite inch. But once he was fully lodged up to his hilt in her she began the athletic and supple movements of hips and pelvis he had seen her use when she was on the cross and being whipped or fucked. 
The Patriarch ignored her however and propping himself up on his elbows talked to the Father and left Anne to get on with pleasuring him.
"The PM is going to love his new possession, Father. We will have him precisely where we want him. And Father Adams has done a similarly good job with that WLA bitch we took about the same time, so we've got names and with the PM firmly on board I envisage some police raids and some rather interesting new guests for your cells."
"I am glad to have helped in the work!" the Father replied, watching Anne to make sure she wasn't slacking at all.
"This evening I shall perform for our Brothers and Sisters as a thank-you for their hard work." Having finished what he wanted to say, the Patriarch gave Anne a brisk and vigorous shafting, making her cry out and orgasm, clenching her legs around his waist as she was shaken about beneath him. Finally he paid her the compliment of spilling himself in her, then dressed and left.
When he had gone, Father Thomas stood over Anne's spreadeagled and limp form. 
"Stop his sperm leaking out of you, silly girl. Lick it off your fingers! Do you not know how lucky you are?"
Anne was galvanised into action, fumbling at her crotch, desperately seeking any stray rivulets of spunk and bringing them eagerly to her lips when she found any. When she was done, Father Thomas leaned further over her.
"He will test you this evening, Anne. And if you do not accept what he does to you with adequate passion, you will have to be returned to the village and we will start again."
Anne looked up at him, hazy in the warm aftermath of orgasm and she saw a small smile pass quickly across his face and she returned it. They understood each other perfectly.
"I know," he told her. "It is tempting to renew our battles in that cell and at the whipping posts but work calls! However -" and he stood back and pulled his robe off over his head, "I shall request that you are returned here for refresher training every couple of months and I alone will whip you round the boundaries, for as long as you can stand it."
"Yes, Father. Thank you."
His lean but surprisingly muscular body covered hers and he took her. She held him close while he found his pleasure in her and she felt ready to go back into the world, now she was armed with the promise of returning to become again the creation of the Church and of Father Thomas in particular.
 
In the common room that night the Patriarch put her in the inevitable X extension and beat her breasts and the front of her torso with a doubled-over length of electric cable. The pain was intense and quite new to her so it took her a while to orgasm but once she had, he bound the breasts and left them to tighten. The blood pounding through the sensitised nerves left her gasping even before the lash found her back. But this was familiar and welcome pain to Anne and she came twice before he stopped and returned to her breasts.
They were heavily discoloured by then and the short, but heavy, leather tails of the flogger he used on them were exquisitely agonising and triggered another orgasm which left her helplessly slumped but still feebly moving her hips as she waited eagerly for the next part.
She was taken down and put on a bench on her back. Her legs were doubled over and her ankles shackled down by her shoulders. It was a position she had been made to adopt in some dungeon sessions and she knew it opened a woman up so completely that she was ready to come even by the time they had finished fastening her down. By craning her head up a little she could see the twin peaks of her buttocks and the crease of her sex. After the punishments she could see how her cunt had opened and how the clitoral hood had peeled back and seemed eager to experience what the Patriarch had lined up for her next. 
Firstly he produced a monstrous dildo and lodged it at her vaginal entrance. He screwed it around until the huge latex helm was partially inside her and then he began spanking each buttock in turn, reawakening the pain of the earlier beating in hot, delicious bursts. These combined with the erotic lewdness of her posture and the cheering audience allowed her to accept the huge thing into her, but it was still a struggle to get it fully lodged and she felt full to bursting when finally he was satisfied that no more would go in. 
Then to greater applause he produced a needle and surgical thread. Anne's stomach lurched in fear but her heart soared. She had heard about cunt sewing but only in the dungeons as the brothers talked among themselves and Father Thomas would be proud and pleased that his creation was to undergo it in public. With the base of the dildo protruding from her entrance, the Patriarch pierced her first of all up at the front of her slit. The needle made a hard, sharp pain as it lanced her and then exited. The thread followed painlessly but the next piercing, which was from the inside of her opposite lip was much harder to take and she could feel the steel inside her flesh. She screwed her eyes tight shut and tried to fight the pain as she was pierced twice more. 
But as she chugged her breath and prepared for the next bout of pain she opened her eyes and saw that he was sewing her shut from the front of her slit down to the base of the dildo. His face with its hawk-like profile was a picture of calm concentration as he prepared to puncture her left lip again. And it was his utter disregard for the fact that he was working on a woman's body, he was just doing what he wanted to, that suddenly reminded her that Father Thomas had made her nothing before re-making her. And here was the living proof that she was nothing but what the Church wanted her to be. She found she couldn't look away now and watched as the needle sank into her and out the other side of her lip. And as he casually tugged the thread taut and prepared to puncture her right lip again she felt herself respond and begin to slowly spiral upwards on the thermal currents of cruel eroticism.
With her cunt firmly sewn shut around the base of the dildo after five passes, the Patriarch returned to the breasts which by now were a rich purple colour and they pounded an ache right through Anne's pain-dazed body. She was stood up, and had to be held up although she was only vaguely aware of it. Within a couple of minutes preparations had been made and she was laid down on her face but with her elbows drawn back and bound over a steel bar which was suspended above the bench she lay on. The bar was hauled up slightly, lifting her torso off the leather and the Patriarch slid under her a Perspex bar studded with wickedly sharp looking tines. The bar above her was lowered to the accompanying hoots and cheers of the room and Anne's breasts were pressed down onto the Perspex by her own body weight. She couldn't restrain the scream that was wrenched from her as the pain was driven deep into her. This was too much for her to take. 
And then he whipped her back.
It drove her into a frenzy the like of which she had never experienced. She yelled and screamed and cried. She shook her head to deny that she could accept this and drummed her feet on the bench but mercilessly she was lowered further down and her bloated, swollen breasts, bound and throttled became hard parcels of agony that pressed against her ribs even while they were registering the pain of being punctured at their peaks and the whip stung and punched her, forcing her down harder onto the spikes with each thudding lash, and then with no warning she was clear. She broke free into the clear, strange regions that she was destined to explore in the years of service that lay ahead of her. The pain was just as real but it was no longer pain; but it was far too intense for pleasure. It was simply an overwhelming sensation that drove her mad with lust and she came and came, roaring and screaming her ecstasy with yells and tears. 
And finally when they hauled her up off the spikes and flooded her again with pain as they freed her breasts, they raised her only far enough to make her mouth available for all the men. Some of them came on her face, some on her ruined breasts, some insisted that she swallow. But every single one of them she sucked and licked at hungrily, mewing with pleasure as she took in shaft after shaft. They called her every name they could think of as she debased herself for them and she loved all of them.
She collapsed eventually and never heard the applause that rang out and no one moved her until after the orgy that ensued had run its course.
 
"Stuart!" the Patriarch said as he was connected to the PM the following morning. "I'm bringing Anne back to my place today and she'll need to stay with me for a few days. Come down and see her at the weekend, she'll be fully rested and ready to meet you again by then, you can take her home with you. What? Oh, just a few final tests I wanted to put her through before we went public. She'll heal up in no time."
It was the day after Anne's final test and she lay hog tied at the feet of the Patriarch as he spoke to her husband. Her labia still stung and her breasts, now thankfully returned to their normal shape and coloration, still stung in places and were spotted all over from where the tines had dug into them. She had woken in a much more normal cell which even had a mirror and she had been wild with pride at the marks she bore. And the memory of the orgasms she had experienced the night before had made her realise that while Father Thomas would always have a special place in her heart, she truly belonged to the Patriarch. About her husband she only felt a vague curiosity. Of course she would serve him, the Patriarch had made it quite clear that morning that he required it of her, but now all men, she felt, would be pale shadows of the men who had broken her and re-formed her. But then again, as the Patriarch had told her, all men were nonetheless her masters and all of them to some extent were the Patriarch and Father Thomas.
 
Stuart Markham was in high good humour as his limo glided along the drive to the Patriarch's country retreat. The soundings his whips were taking from MPs on his own benches were favourable, even some of the female ones were swinging round to support the Act of Female Limitation - he had no idea whether or not the Church had had anything to do with that or whether they were exhibiting some latent submissive tendencies. But for whatever reason it was looking increasingly likely that he would carry the day. Of course with Anne beside him singing the praises of women's submission, there would be no doubt about it and already he and the Patriarch were making plans to spread the word across Europe.
On a more personal level, he and Charles Hodson had spent a happy few hours slaking their thirst for female punishment on the delicious body of Simone Bewlay - a Church convert and famous broadcaster - only the previous day. She had reported to Charles' house frequently during Anne's absence and he had developed his skills with the cane and the whip on her richly endowed body. Now Stuart smiled as he recalled how she had knelt before him, holding up her breasts for him to cane and how he had laughed when she had been on TV later that evening with a high neckline dress on and had skewered the leader of the opposition with her questions that had demolished his arguments against the act.
 
When he was ushered into the Patriarch's office a few minutes later he wasn't surprised to see his secretary with her large breasts naked and pegged, he had had her before at various meetings during Anne's training. But Anne herself, seated across the room from the secretary, was modestly dressed in a yellow shirt dress with a narrow belt at the waist. It had a perfectly respectable neckline and was knee length. He was suddenly a little unsure how to proceed, he wondered if maybe he had expected her to be dressed like the whore he had been promised. But she sat modestly upright with her legs pressed together and her hands in her lap, smiling at him warmly. Her hair seemed rather shorter than he remembered but apart from that she was as lovely as ever.
Stuart found himself for once lost for words. Did he start by admitting he had had her kidnapped and apologise but say it was for her own good? Or perhaps he ought to adopt the masterful approach he had learned at Charles' house? However the Patriarch stepped into the breach.
"Anne, this is your husband. He was the one who had the foresight to see that you needed to learn to acknowledge him as your lord and master. You must thank him," he told her. 
Stuart watched as Anne's eyes fastened on the Patriarch and her whole being seemed to drink in every word he addressed to her. For a moment he felt uneasy, had he been usurped by having her broken to the bit by the Church? But what followed dispelled his doubts.
Anne stood up and came to him then knelt down, took his hands and kissed them. Then she looked up at him with a softer, more feminine look in her eyes than he had ever seen before and spoke. 
"For having placed me where I could learn my true nature and purpose in life, my dearest husband, I will forever owe you thanks and will always seek to repay the debt I owe you. I will honour and obey you in all things, and if I should fail you must punish me."
"Your husband is of course perfectly free to punish you for no reason at all other than he wants to, Anne," the Patriarch added.
"Of course," she agreed. "I belong to him and he is free to do with me as he pleases."
"She'll perform perfectly now in public as well as private. We'll sort out some photo opportunities and speaking engagements after the weekend. The only thing is that she will have to wear a wig for a month or two."
Stuart was startled. "Why on earth is she wearing a wig?" he asked, examining her hair closely for the first time.
Anne blushed. "I was very stubborn, Stuart, I'm afraid and Father Thomas had to shave my head to teach me a lesson."
"And she has learned it well, you may trust me on that!" the Patriarch added.
They lunched with him and then left. In the car on the way to his official weekend retreat, Stuart found himself increasingly turned-on by her sitting beside him, her wonderful body awaiting his first ever fully unrestrained exploration. In the end he slid up the partition to separate them from the driver.
"Anne, I've learned a lot while you've been away too," he said.
"Oh, I'm sure you have!" she replied, turning her bright-eyed and happy smile on him - a look that the hardnosed business woman he had married would never have known how to adopt. It promised so much he felt his cock twitch towards erection and he put a hand on her leg just above the knee. "The Patriarch told me you would have been honing the skills we women need you to have. And of course as soon as we're home I'm dying for you to make me fully your devoted wife."
Stuart considered sliding his hand further up her leg and she certainly seemed to be inviting him to, opening her legs just slightly, but there was the rear view mirror and it wouldn't do to be seen groping her. He sat back and his cock throbbed towards full erection at the thought of what he was going to do with her.
In their private apartment he had her strip and he took a few minutes to finger and examine the brand of the Church's X gouged into her buttock.
"They put it so that a bikini bottom hides it ok," she told him. "But of course everyone who knows the Church knows what it signifies."
She undressed him and then waited.
"Kneel down and suck my cock," he told her. How long he had been waiting to give that command and have it obeyed! And now, where before she would have just kissed it, she took him in deeply and slowly, caressing him with her tongue and nodding her head back and forwards far enough for him to be sure he was penetrating her throat to some degree.
Roughly he pushed her away when he realised she intended him to come there. That wasn't what he wanted at all.
"You've been practising too," he told her.
"Oh, yes!" she admitted happily. "Was I good?"
"Not bad, not bad," he lied. "But now I want you to bend over in the middle of the room and hold your ankles. I'm going to cane you and then I'm going to bugger you."
The alacrity with which she obeyed him and the erotic impact of her body in that pose, dispelled any lingering lack of self-assurance. The Church had delivered and she was now his to do with as he pleased.
Glorying in the way her buttocks rippled and swayed and then heaved as she began to fidget and cry out when the tally reached the thirties, Stuart imprinted his will on her flesh.
And when he had finished with the cane, she held herself open to aid his penetration of her backside. His first thrust into her was as smooth and pleasing as he had always dreamed it would be, and he was impressed by the way she managed to contract around him as he withdrew before opening again to welcome his next thrust.
"Did they teach you that at the end of a whip?" he asked, gripping her hips to steady himself.
"Yes! And I'm sorry if I was a bit noisy under the cane. It's the hardest of all the implements to get used to, but Father Thomas said if it's used several times a week for a couple of months I'll get much quieter and won't bruise so quickly."
Behind her, her husband smiled and began to fuck her backside in earnest, smacking his pelvis against her and making her moan in pleasure.
"I think that can be arranged!" he said and leaned forwards suddenly to reach down and round one of her thighs and smack his hand onto her clitoris. Immediately she cried out and he repeated the smack as he continued to ram himself into her and remembered Charles' advice; "The more you mistreat them the more they'll love you, old boy!"
He slammed into her again and again and ground his hand down onto her clitoris as he came and she flung her head up and orgasmed as he himself did.
He stepped back and watched as she stood up and on his order felt behind her to gather up his spend from between her buttocks. She cupped her hands together and came to him, awaiting his next order.
He kissed her as she held the mess in her hands.
"Welcome home, Anne," he said. "Now lick it up."
She kept eye contact with him as she did so, taking long, slow licks.
"Thank you, sir," she whispered when she had done.









Chapter Ten

 
Kim loved the uniform.  
The day after she and Carol had passed their Novice exam they had been bundled, naked and restrained into a van and driven away. The journey had been long and uncomfortable but finally they had been disgorged in a yard at the back of a large house. The brothers who had driven them there, undid their restraints, smacked them on the bottoms cheerfully and drove off, leaving them in the care of a tall, grey haired woman who introduced herself as Sister Jane. She had a hard face and carried a riding crop. Unlike the other sisters they had come across, this one did not wear the blouse that was open almost all the way to the waist. Above her long black skirt she wore a simple white shirt buttoned almost to the neck.
"Welcome to Bellwether," she said. "Follow me."
Wrapping their arms around themselves to try and keep warm the two girls followed and were led through a maze of stone flagged passages that were even colder than the outside, until finally Sister Jane opened a door and led them into a warm office. There was a desk over by the window and an armchair and a door leading off. But what made the most impression on Kim was the caning stool placed just beside the desk. She was shocked when she realised her initial emotion had been one of relief at finding there was something familiar here. It was frightening how deep the Church's conditioning had gone.
"Now," Sister Jane said, "This is Bellwether House and this is where you will serve the Church for next few months at least. The purpose of the Bellwether House project is to spread the word amongst the political class of Europe. Legislation will shortly come into force in this country and now we must look to a wider acknowledgement of woman's place. You have been selected both because your previous lives equipped you to deal with men of the calibre we entertain here and your natures suit you to this role ideally."
Kim remembered Father Thomas saying that the Church needed educated and self-possessed women as well as humbler, domestically inclined ones and she began to be interested in seeing what her new life held for her.
First of all was the uniform. After so many weeks spent naked it was peculiar to have clothes again. On the one hand they felt scratchy and constricting but on the other they displayed their bodies outrageously and left neither girl in any doubt about what sort of service they would be required to provide, quite apart from any intellectual or social interaction.
The shoulder straps of the dresses' bodices came down on the outsides of the breasts and below them there were half-moon cut outs going under them so that the fabric rose into a point in between them and emphasised the nakedness, roundness and heaviness of the breasts. Of course Kim realised what sort of treatment hers would invite, but that only excited her.
The skirts were beautifully full and floor length but the girls found that really they consisted of just four full cut panels that fastened by Velcro to the waistband of the bodice. They could be lifted back to display part of the thighs, and there were Velcro tabs on the outsides that connected with others on the other panels to fasten them back. However if full access was required, some or all of them could simply be torn off. Sister Jane had them walk about and get used to them and they noticed that even when they moved the heavy fabric would reveal virtually nothing, in stark contrast to the blatantly displayed breasts, and Kim reckoned that the skirt would spread out gracefully around them if they sat or knelt. She loved it.
Then they were issued with stockings and black four-inch heeled court shoes. And once they had stockings and shoes on they felt fully clothed and ready for anything. But Sister Jane had one more item for them and she smiled grimly as she showed it to them.
"It's my personal favourite," she told them, "and heaven help any girl I find not wearing it when she should be."
She held up a short bolero jacket in the same plain black as the rest of the uniform but at least there were some jet beads as decoration and Kim felt it would perfectly complement the rest of the garments. There were a few quick, hook and eye fasteners to undo and the breasts would be fully available. But then, with the smile of a magician completing his favourite trick, she turned the jacket inside out.
"Voila!" she exclaimed in delight as both girls squeaked in dismay.
Inside each jacket were half cup supports for the breasts and each cup was lined with gleaming steel spikes.
"It makes you girls look so much more wide-eyed and attractive when you're in pain to just the right level. Now come on and let's get you buttoned up!"
 	Kim shrugged hers on with a smile of resignation and with some heat beginning in her loins. Trust the Church to think up something that would keep a girl simmering quietly until she was needed. Grimacing she joined up the hooks and eyes, wincing as she worked her way up and the full venom of the spikes made itself felt against the fronts and on the undersides of her breasts. But she had to admit that the severely tailored line of the jacket certainly emphasised the trimness of her waist and the swell of her hips very nicely. Once again she was forced to admit that females were the prisoners of their bodies, but were passionately in love with their jailers. She and Carol exchanged excited smiles as they pirouetted in front of the mirror that Sister Jane produced, mounted on the back of the door to the wardrobe in which their uniforms had hung.
"I think you'll agree that these will keep you reminded of your femininity at all times!" Sister Jane said, smiling brightly. "Now come along and I'll show you around."
The house was very large and Kim, distracted by the strangeness of the clothes and the pricking at her breasts which altered every time she moved, found it hard to take it all in. There was a large dining room in which they would be expected to serve on a rota basis; "The lists are posted outside your rooms. Check them every morning, I punish hard and I punish fast, remember that!" the sister told them.
There were several luxuriously furnished lounges with billiard and snooker tables in which the guests would be served drinks before and after dinner and there was a library with walls of books so high they needed a ladder to reach the top shelves. Comfortable easy chairs were arranged around tables just as in the lounges.
"In here a guest may open your jacket and may lift your skirt in any way he chooses. In all the other rooms they must first take you out if they wish to use you," they were told.
"Out where, Sister?" Kim asked.
"Into one of these rooms," she said and led them across the passage to a row of doors. She opened one and led them in. Immediately Kim's heart pounded. Here were the familiar devices of male sadistic pleasure and there was a double bed. It was a fairly plain bed but furnished with restraints. The rooms were functional and not luxurious but had everything a man could want for a play session or just for sex.
"These are the day rooms; eight of them in all. The dungeons downstairs are open in the afternoons. The guests may not take you to their own rooms and you are expected to yell for help if any of them try to."
They exited and were passed by a man in a light grey suit with a newspaper under one arm. 
"Ah! Sister, would you have coffee brought to the library please. One of these lovelies would do nicely," he boomed cheerily.
"I will fetch a girl, sir. These are not properly inducted yet."
"Pity. I fancy the auburn-haired one is packing a rather nice surprise under that jacket!"
The sister smiled at him. "She is I can assure you and you'll be able to explore it all you want tomorrow. I'll send a girl along but you know quite well that the domestics are off limits, Sir Charles."
"Alas, yes! Well never mind! What are you doing later, Sister?"
Sister Jane blushed so violently that Kim was left in no doubt that the sisters were available too. "Maybe later, Sir Charles. I'll...I'll have to check my lists first of course..."
"You do that, my girl!" Sir Charles said and disappeared into the library.
They were hurried away and the sister explained that some girls were on domestic service each day and were not available for sexual service. As they went they saw a girl dressed like them but wearing a yellow choker round her neck.
"Amy!" the sister called. "Go and take an order in the library please." The girl hurried past them. "Yellow collar means domestic service and you are not to be touched. Black collar and you're fair game for anyone."
"But where is everyone?" Carol asked.
"The men are mainly in the conference rooms in the West Wing. I'll show you where the other girls are in a minute. You see, the men here are all powerful and influential in places beyond the borders of this country and are discussing ways to spread the Church's teaching and persuading some sceptics to come across - and that's where your work is vital. They need to see a submissive woman is not a cowed little mouse or a whipped dog. She is proud of what she is, now she has been properly trained," the sister had stopped the tour while she enthused but then gathered herself and took them downstairs to a long, brick lined passage with heavy wooden doors along one side. There were five of them. From behind one came the familiar sounds of a whip being plied and a girl yelping at each smack. Two men were laughing and talking in French.
"Some of the men don't need any convincing of course," the sister said with a smile. "Now I'll show you your quarters."
They were taken out past the kitchens where the chefs were busy preparing the supper. Back in the yard they had been dropped off in, they entered a long low building that must at some time have been stables and was divided into small rooms fronted by doors that were of wood at the bottom and were steel bars from halfway up. Each small room had two single beds and a shared bedside table. There were chains at each bed head. At the far end of the row of stalls a new building housed a magnificent, marble-tiled shower block, toilet block and bathroom. Every single device for helping a girl make the most of herself was provided and Kim felt a warm glow of admiration for the Church - all over again. They knew how to make their women rejoice in their slavery.
Beyond the showers was another room and this was the last in their tour. It was where the rest of the girls were. It was a large lounge with low sofas and chairs, several televisions and games consoles. It was also the only room in which they were allowed to undo their jackets.
The sister pointed to what Kim had taken to be a large mirror on one wall. "A corridor leads from the room behind that to one of the lounges. It's where the men come to choose which one of you they want. That's why you're allowed to show them the goods." 
Kim felt a little uneasy about the prospect of hidden observers but the other girls were obviously at ease and as they were left there to get used to everything, she soon forgot about it.
Once the sister had gone there were introductions all round and Kim tried to relax but was constantly distracted by the range of shifting, swinging tits on show and the occasional flash of thigh, which she found more arousing than the constant nudity she had become used to.
All the girls - although there some mature women there - had similar stories of having been abducted in various ways. Some had been rescued from lives of drug addiction and prostitution, some had been turned in by vengeful male employers or career rivals. Some had been turned in by husbands or lovers who hadn't wanted them back and who had been bought by the Church.
Kim was amazed at the lack of ill-will towards anyone.
"Hey!" one girl, a lanky blonde said when Kim mentioned it. "We've got a job for life, pretty much. The Church provides for its servants. We get more cock in a day than most women see in a month. We come more than most women think a woman can, and we come harder as well. What's not to like?"
Another girl, a brunette with fading welts across her breasts leaned across to Kim and whispered; "If you see anything you like, just go for it. We're allowed to in here." She jerked her head towards the two way mirror. "They like it. Gets you used more if you're getting it on when they watch."
Kim thought about it. She was still bruised and stinging from the exam but the prospect of a woman's gentler attentions was beguiling. She looked at the brunette, her breasts were small but nicely rounded and her nipples were clearly erect.
"You?" she asked.
"Thought you'd never get around to it!"
Expertly the girl showed Kim how the panels of the skirts could be pulled back and before she knew it she was lounging back on a sofa with the brunette's head bobbing between her legs and well on her way to orgasm. But suddenly the mirror swung into the room and revealed itself to be the upper part of a door that was cleverly hidden in the wall. A tall man wearing black with a red X on his chest looked in.
"Samuels! You're wanted," he said. With a murmur of disappointment the brunette stood up and winced as she did her jacket up, giving Kim a helpless shrug, and left the room with the man. The mirrored door closed behind them.
One of the other girls glanced at her watch. "Meetings will be breaking up about now, girls. Stand by."
Carol came over to her before she could straighten her clothes and knelt down. "Better get you finished," she said and was as good as her word, lapping at her clitoris and then grinding her tongue against it until Kim finally came.
 
The two new girls, who were off limits for their first night performed valuable services nevertheless. Gradually more and more girls were chosen as the men finished their meetings and came to relax. Soon there were only four girls left and not long after that Kim and Carol were alone. There didn't seem to be any reason why they shouldn't, so Kim folded Carol's skirt back and got down between her spread thighs to return the favour she had received earlier. Carol's cunt was still sore from the Novice exam and it didn't take her long to come, which was just as well because the used girls were returning by then. They came back in varying stages of disarray, like troops returning from an action. They all unbuttoned their jackets as soon as they were in and most of them revealed whip welts across their breasts. Some of them tore off the rear panels of their skirts so they could rub at the tramlines that canes had inscribed on them and squirm in masochistic pleasure as they dug their nails into them.
One blonde, a woman in her forties, Kim thought, but very elegant and large breasted, returned and pulled apart the rear panels of her skirt to reveal a well-padded arse that looked as though it had been run over by a harrow. The flesh was reddened and raised in small bumps all over it. Kim hadn't ever seen a bottom looking like it and asked what had caused it.
"A big gorgeous Russian hunk. Used a birch on me," she said massaging her injured hinds. "Bastard didn't fuck me though," she added ruefully.
Kim found out there was a fitted wardrobe in one wall of the girls’ lounge and in it were shelves full of dildos and vibrators to suit every taste and every capacity. She found out when the blonde went over to it and selected one, settled herself on a sofa and got down to making good on her missed orgasm. And she wasn't the only one. Several of the returning girls went straight to it and began masturbating urgently as soon as they came in. Kim and Carol were kept busy helping to administer relief.
One girl came back in tottering slightly, her hair was a mess and she looked haggard. She settled herself onto a seat very carefully and with legs wide apart. Kim was free at the time and went over to her to see if she could help.
The girl, a brunette with a slender almost boyish figure, lifted the fronts of her skirt and sat back. There were gasps of amazement and shock as the rest of them looked at the havoc that had been wreaked on her vulva. Her thighs were striated lividly in both horizontal and vertical lines so she must have been whipped hard across her delta and then directly down her thighs and directly onto her sex. They had all had that but it was the force with which the lash had been applied that impressed, shocked and excited the company.
"He doesn't need any instructions from the Church," the girl said. "He knows perfectly well how to hurt a woman!"
Immediately she was bombarded with questions about who the flagellator had been and she told them that as far as she could work out he was Scandinavian. "Big blond guy. Really, really knows how to use the whip!"
Looking around, Kim could see the warring emotions in the girls' faces. They couldn't decide whether they were more terrified of being used by him than they were excited by the prospect. But the first item on the agenda was how to deliver a much-needed orgasm. Her cunt was so heavily beaten that the outer labia had swollen over the inner ones and the whole area was approaching the colour of raw meat. In the end they applied a vibrator to her clit, gently parting her lips and she came raucously just in time. As she lay panting and relaxed, her hand dreamily caressing her cunt and her eyes half-closed, the door opened and Sister Jane appeared.
"Dinner line, five minutes!"
Immediately there was a rush for the mirrors, brushes and make-up supplied in the shower block.
"Come on!" the girl Kim had initially been tongued by told her. "Glam up and then we go and wait to be picked for dinner!"
They stood in the hall, hair freshly brushed, uniforms neat, skirt panels replaced and correctly arranged, jackets tightly buttoned. Although she and Carol were off limits until the following day they were to be allowed to dine with the guests and Kim was picked by a tall German.
He proved to be charming company and Kim tried her hardest to be what the Church would want, she was able to talk knowledgeably about the current political situation in Europe and over an excellent meal they chatted and laughed as everyone around them did. At no point was she required to serve him in any other way.
But as the coffee and liqueurs were served her host did say that he hoped to enjoy her in a more physical way on the ensuing day.
"Thank you, sir!" she replied happily, pleased that she had made an impression. "Of course I will be pleased to serve you wherever you like."
“I shall come for you as soon as the dungeons are open and we will spend some time together before dinner," he told her and was as good as his word. He beat her ferociously with a cane and then with a doubled over belt while she was suspended by her wrists in the middle of the superbly equipped dungeon, working on her back and buttocks until she was on fire and climbing the heights of excitement. Then he set about her breasts flicking at them with a riding crop, then with no warning going across her delta. After an hour or so he took her to a day room and fucked her from behind until she came and then he slid his lubricated cock into her arse and buggered her until he came. And when she had cleaned him up, he sleepily send her away. She saw him pick Carol for dinner that night and wished her as much pleasure as she had had.
 
But on that first night, left alone in the lounge as the girls were all taken, Kim and Carol turned on one of the TVs and to their amazement saw Anne Markham interviewed with her husband. She spoke passionately about the need for the Act of Female Limitation in a much more gentle and feminine way than they had ever heard before. And beside sat her husband grinning from ear to ear.
In the following days they gradually learned the rest of the rules that governed the lives of the women in the house, some written, but a lot unwritten.
Kim and Carol shared a stall to start with but were told by the others that no one minded if they chopped and changed and that the chains on the beds were purely symbolic and that they were long enough to allow for bed hopping. They learned that Sister Jane was to be obeyed instantly and that she caned fiercely and with any excuse. Sister Lucy however, the other sister who ruled over the females, was a pushover who could be persuaded to smuggle treats in, in return for a night in her bed. The brothers who patrolled the dungeons and the day rooms were to be serviced on demand. And first thing in the morning they were paraded naked at the doors of their cells, and made to grip the bars as high up as they could reach and were whipped by two of the brothers. The men walked slowly along the line of twenty women, delivering lashes with single tail whips when and where they pleased. It was a sound that Kim came to associate with her time at Bellwether. The passage that ran the length of the stables was stone flagged and the whips' smacking impacts on the women's backs and thighs rang and echoed and remained with her. 
The lesson was quite clear, from the moment they were woken to the time they were chained for the night, the whips and the men who wielded them were the masters.
Kim also learned to check the rota and to serve domestically when her turn came around. She learned to control her natural reactions to having to serve when other girls were being used, often having to deliver afternoon tea to the day rooms and the library.
In common with the others, they came to regard the dungeons as the centre of their world. The meals they took with the guests were important, they understood that, but they were often only the preparatory flirting prior to the main action. The partial baring of their bodies in the library and the casual stroking of breasts and fingering of cunts were all very well. Even in the day rooms the sex was usually quite conventional and sometimes quite shy when the guest was clearly a man who was unused to having a woman entirely at his disposal. Kim took great pleasure in taking into her mouth those men who had been ill-served by spouses in that department. She loved the way they blossomed subsequently. And it was in the dungeons that that really took place.
She learned to encourage the timid through their first tentative throws of the lash, exaggerating her sighs and cries of pain and pleasure to drive them onwards. But also she learned to respect the more naturally dominant and relished their masterful ways with her body. With those guests a girl didn't have to point out where the needles were kept and tell them how deliciously painful it was to have one put through a nipple; they knew.
And there were the brutal ones. The brothers kept a close eye on them. The big Swede who had delivered the devastating cunt whipping on Kim's first day, was a frequent visitor and when he went for the whip, there was always a brother on duty. Not that the girl on the receiving end felt she was being let off lightly; far from it. The brothers would only intervene when blood had been drawn from more than one place by use of the whip alone, and then only to make sure the whipping wasn't too prolonged subsequently. Kim experienced his expertise with breasts on several occasions and was always left in awe of his skill and inventiveness when she surveyed the pin-cushion effect of his piercings on them and the ingenious bondage. Sometimes it took her a week in the sickbay before she could be returned to duty.
In breast torture she found common ground with Wendy, the big-breasted woman who had taken the birching on the first day. They often bedded down together and shared the pleasures of comparing their tits in the wake of the various tortures that men are minded to inflict on the heavy, soft and most visible of feminine attributes. She had been a teacher whose husband had turned her in to the Church when her sex drive faded.
"By the time they had me trained up and raring to go again - he'd gone," she told Kim happily. "Good riddance! I got the best of the bargain."
Kim felt that she had never been so happy.









Chapter Eleven

 
But there came a day when they lined up for dinner and one of the men who passed along the line selecting his woman was Charles Hodson.
He was the MP whose office she had run and whose files she had been rummaging through at the behest of Gina when they were both taken. It was he who had revealed that he had secretly fancied her all along, and who had said he would have revenge on her for cock teasing him. He came to stand in front of her and she felt her breasts rise and fall against the spikes as her breathing quickened. He terrified her but she loved being terrified and she could feel her nipples helplessly engorging to press ever harder against the spikes. She was caught.
"Kim! How lovely to see you!" he said with an oily smirk. "We've got so much to catch up on, let's meet tomorrow afternoon, I'm here to wind down and relax so I won't bother with any meetings." And he left her to take instead a blonde who had a tattoo of a whip on her back, which inevitably led to her suffering exceptionally heavy beatings. Kim was left to dwell on his smirk and consider what he might be capable of.
 
Charles was a very happy man. The vote on the Act of Female Limitation had been taken the previous night and passed with a majority of twenty-five. Not huge, but enough. In his mind's eye he savoured the fury in the faces of the female MPs who would now have to return to their constituencies where a new, male candidate would be selected. There were mutterings about some civil unrest but with the police and the armed forces now able to return to being male dominated and properly efficient instead of having to look over their shoulders at the PC brigade, he wasn't too bothered. What was more, the PM had promised him a cabinet post and a possible peerage. They had discussed it whilst whipping Anne into a faint then reviving her to service them both at the same time, the PM occupying what was now his favourite passage, her arse.
But the icing on the cake was being sent to Bellwether for rest and recuperation, the Patriarch was well aware that he had scores to settle with Kim Burton and was perfectly happy to for him to make her pay. And he was much more knowledgeable now, thanks to Annabel and Simone and Bianca. He could really make her life hell. The only fly in the ointment was that the Church had taught her to love it. But the most important thing was that he would enjoy having her at his mercy and able to refuse him nothing. And the best of it was that he had a couple of days in which to really make the bitch pay for all the ways she had cock teased him.
Occasionally over dinner that evening he tore his gaze away from the blonde he had picked, who had been a solicitor, and looked over at Kim who was talking to a Belgian diplomat, he was pleased to note the rather more strained expression on her face than could be put down to the spikes in her bra.
In the library after dinner he found an excuse to engage the Belgian and again noted Kim's distress at his presence. He took great delight in asking the diplomat's permission to have her open her jacket so he could caress her tits. She obediently knelt up and unbuttoned it, slipping it off her shoulders to fully expose the heavy breasts with their tawny areolas and nipples helplessly red and erect. They were every bit as fabulous as he had dreamed they would be. But the warm and soft reality of them surpassed anything he could have imagined before he became associated with the Church, now he knew how to get the best from tits like those. He stroked them and hefted them then took the nipples between finger and thumb and slowly began to twist them. Kim drew in her breath but remained with her eyes downcast, he pulled them as well and she whimpered and bit her lip, then he dragged the breasts up by them and she tipped her head back and moaned, her fingers stretching and clenching as the tension grew.
"The little marks left by the spikes look very good, no?" the diplomat opined.
Charles looked at them and had to agree. What must it be like to have that teasing, sweet pain in your sensitive tits all day, he wondered. Must drive them mad. 
"They look very good!" he agreed and let them go. "And I'm sure you've got plans for them!" he said, sitting back and putting down a hand to squeeze the blonde's jacket over her right breast.
"I do! I do!" the diplomat said, getting to his feet and downing his brandy. "I'm taking her to Number Five. Maybe we will compare notes later." He nodded at the blonde kneeling by Charles' chair whose jacket was now open and who was holding her milk-white and unmarked breasts up for his scrutiny.
Charles was in no hurry after Kim was taken away. He spent a happy hour or so chatting with other men while the blonde stood beside him and spread her legs for him as he explored the soft folds of her labia with his fingers and sampled the warm and moist cock sheath that was obligingly open for him. He also spent some time enjoying the feel of her rounded bottom cheeks, putting off caning them in order to heighten his pleasure when he did. With her jacket off, the low back of her bodice revealed the whip tattoo. The handle was inscribed over her right shoulder blade and the long lash trailed across to her left.
"Who put that on you?" he asked as he walked her down to the dungeons.
"My master, sir."
"Did you love him very much?"
"Yes, sir."
"But he gave you away?" She nodded. "Doesn't that make you angry or bitter?"
"No, sir. I have all the masters I could ask for now," she replied with a brilliant smile which suggested to Charles that a single minded pursuit of revenge might not be the best way to enjoy Bellwether House.
Dungeon Five was equipped with a rack and when he got there he found Kim was on it face down and spread out, the limbs of the machine having been spread. Her head was jerking up and down between the rack's arms as her back and buttocks were whipped. The Belgian was no beginner and knew how to deliver the most venom from a whip by flicking hard at the end of each stroke instead of merely throwing the lash. Charles thought Kim's body, with the buttocks thrust into elevation by the hard surface she was lying on, looked superb and his cock twitched in anticipation.
He had the blonde strip naked and then he shackled her wrists above her head with her arms spread out to the sides, just along from where Kim lay, making sure that she would be able to see him. However, her cries were becoming increasingly languid now and her eyes were closing so he supposed the slut wouldn't see much for a while yet. 
Once his blonde was mounted he spent some time playing with her breasts and enjoying fingering her cunt while the Belgian rammed his hand into Kim's cunt and went on flicking the whip at her back. She exploded into orgasm, thumping and pumping her pelvis against the steel of the rack while her cries rose in pitch and eventually joined together into one long screech of climax and then she slumped forwards, her head hanging down. The Belgian walked round to it, undoing his flies as he went and when his semi-tumescent cock was free, he dragged Kim's head up by her hair. She was smiling sleepily and instantly stuck out her tongue, trying to reach him, but he held back, making her strain forwards, whimpering her need to taste it.
"Come on you slut!" he urged her. "You bitch on heat, let me see how much you need cock!"
Given her restraints, Kim strained as much as she could, heedless of the insults and helpless to stop debasing herself. The two men grinned at each other as the Belgian finally moved forwards and slipped his thick cock between her lips, fetching a groan of appreciation from her.
Charles started whipping his blonde's front with a riding crop, moving from her delta to her breasts with no warning and not holding back when it came to punishing the quivering mounds of the breasts, smacking the braided shaft and the leather keeper on the end full across the nipples and forcing her to try and hunch her shoulders and cringe away from the pain. Her screams soon echoed around the brick-walled room and Charles carried on a merciless attack on her front until the tears flowed. Then he stepped forwards and thrust his fingers up into her and found her so slippery that three fingers went in with no problem.
"Thank you, sir," she whispered in between sighs of delight as she was fingered. He drove her to the brink of orgasm before pulling out and moving behind her. He took down a smooth leather strap from a hook and began to use it on her back. He swung it overarm and with his full force across her shoulders to start with. Her skin reacted immediately by forming pink lines where it had been struck and by the time he had worked down to her buttocks and finished with a blitz of back and forehand strikes giving her not an instant to recover in between lashes and making her scream and twist, she was more than ready for him.
The girl had been excellent fun to beat and it was only then that he looked across to see Kim, now with weights hanging from her clamped labia between her spread legs, taking a hammering from a similar strap across her whole front. 
Charles went and stood directly in front of her, a few feet further along the dungeon, dragging the blonde with him. He threw her to her knees in front of him and face fucked her while he glared at Kim who was making heavy weather of her beating as the lashes bit across both breasts and her desperate wriggling set the weights between her legs swinging. But he could see that she could see him and she actually climaxed ahead of him, spurting a wad of cunt juice into the stone floor. He wondered how much her fear of him had contributed to her orgasm. At his groin the blonde was working hard, sucking and slurping at him and making noises of delight as she did so, but he felt he wanted something else and pushed her away before bending down and pulling her up by her hair again and throwing her onto the rack on her back with her legs hanging off one end and he fucked her with her legs wrapped tight around him while the Belgian buggered Kim over a bench, both women howling dementedly as they were forced to yet more orgasms before their men finished with them and left.
They enjoyed several drinks in the library before retiring to bed and Charles fell asleep smiling happily as he contemplated the following day.
 
Kim dressed when she was allowed up, having wiped away the Belgian's spend and licked her fingers clean. Then she returned to the lounge to wait and see if she was needed again that night. Only an hour or so later another gentleman picked her and she found herself back in the library. But this time, although he admired the marks on her breasts, he just wanted his cock sucking in one of the day rooms. There was another couple on the bed but neither man minded and so she knelt and sucked on his rather thin cock while Wendy was fucked vigorously on the bed, and if Kim slid her eyes sideways as she sucked, she could see when she raised her legs that she had been caned thoroughly. 
When they were finally told to get ready for bed, they shared a stall and as soon as the chains had been fastened for the night, Kim climbed straight into her bed. 
"Don't know why they bother with the chains," Wendy said as she embraced Kim. "Who'd want to be anywhere else?"
Kim sighed and laid her head on Wendy's soft breasts. "Me, maybe." And she told her friend the whole story.
When she had finished, Wendy was quiet for a moment. 
"You really frightened of him?"
"Yes and no. I don't know what he's capable of and that's what bothers me - the not knowing. It's like taking the exam all over again."
Wendy rolled over so that she was on top of Kim. "He's capable of what any man is. That's all. And that's what we love isn't it?"
Kim had to admit the logic of that and it allowed her to sleep once Wendy had delivered a long and passionate tonguing of Kim's clitoris and vulva.
 
Charles slept late the next morning and took a stroll around the empty dungeons almost till lunch was served. He wasn't sure what he was looking for but he knew he wanted something special for Kim Burton and he would know what it was when he saw it. The dungeons were spectacularly well furnished and equipped and he enjoyed watching a few sessions in the afternoon when the meetings began to break up. But it was in Dungeon Three that he found a tall, blond Swede working on a plump little brunette and his quest was over. One of the brothers was standing, joking and chatting with the Swede and Charles went and joined them. He felt the way the brunette screamed as she was tormented was exactly what he was looking for.
He went straight from there to stand and watch the girls in the lounge through the two way mirror. The uniform certainly did show them off to their best advantage, the way their thighs kept appearing from, and then disappearing under, their skirts as they moved and the way the bodice of their dresses with their jackets open, emphasised the weight and roundness of the breasts really did have him wondering if he might prefer a tall blonde to Kim. But he pulled himself together by concentrating on watching Kim's breasts as she talked to the other girls casually and played on a console. Those were the breasts that had haunted his dreams and she had known it and had deliberately worn tight, low-necked T shirts to tease him and probably gone home to joke about him to whichever yob was shagging her at the time. No. He could always come back for the blonde. This visit was all about revenge.
He turned to the brother on duty. "I'll have the auburn haired one with the big tits," he said.
The way she turned pale when she was summoned was sweet indeed. She knew what was coming because she knew what she had done. 
He took her straight down to Dungeon Three.
"We've got an hour before dinner and all evening afterwards, Kim," he told her. "Won't that be fun!"
"Yes, sir," she murmured meekly.
There was a barrel mounted on chocks in one part of the dungeon and he guided her over to it. There were cuffs already attached to chains which were bolted to the floor, lying around it. He had her undress and watched her body, devouring it with his eyes, letting them rove over the cushions of buttock meat and the way her fabulous tits swung and wobbled as she moved. At last she was fully nude just for him and he could enjoy any and all parts of her in the most extreme ways he could devise. To begin with he had her come to stand in front of him with her legs open and he was at long last able to thrust his fingers up into the cunt he had dreamed about for so long. Since then of course he had had plenty of women at his disposal but even so it was a delight to feel how easily his fingers pushed up into her and how well-lubricated and easy she was to penetrate. He dreamily stroked and squeezed the breasts he had watched rippling and swinging as she moved about the office. The way they moved depended on what she was or wasn't wearing of course and she had known full well how to make them invite his attention and yet forbid his touch. But not now. They were warm and soft and he could squeeze whole handfuls of the flesh as freely as he chose to. Of course both Annabel and Simone had breast flesh in abundance - Bianca less so - but it was because these tits belonged to Kim Burton that they were so special.
"Lie down on your back," he told her at last, realising that time was getting on.
She lay down tentatively, spreading her legs to either side to ensure she didn't roll off. He cuffed her wrists and then shortened the chains by moving the karabiner clip on the floor mounts up a link or two and eventually had Kim with her arms spread tautly out and down, making her breasts ride high, wide and handsome on her chest. He stretched her legs out and down as well, shackling her ankles as tightly as he could. Then she made a fine sight, he felt, as he walked around her, assessing her; utterly helpless, all the physical attributes of her femininity fully displayed and vulnerable. Her back was arched tightly from coccyx to neck and her stretched-out limbs arched her across her torso as well. Perfect. 
There was only one thing left to do. He went to a cupboard and fetched a leather hood from it. He unlaced it at the back and fed it down over Kim's head. She whimpered as her sight was cut off and her hearing but could do nothing to stop him. And once she was hooded and all traces of any personality removed, leaving her just a pale, spreadeagled female form, he was ready to get to work.
He fetched two whips from a rack on the wall and began with a short, heavy, leather-tailed flogger. He knew that, wielded with some intent, it would spread a good overall glow over the flesh. The first few blows caught Kim unawares in her darkness and she yelped and her head jerked up. The sound of her pain was music to his ears and he threw his weight into some heavy lashes across her stomach, making her try and curl up against them. But then he moved to strike across her delta and then with no warning at her breasts, then he moved back to her delta. Somehow she managed to twist just a little bit as she registered those and Charles' cock began to throb towards erection as he watched her. He loved the way her wriggling set her soft, dark inner labia trembling between her spread legs. Smiling, he began to set a steady rhythm, concentrating purely on the body before him as a blank canvas and painting it with his whip. Kim screamed and screamed as her delta was painted in blushing pink swathes of pain and her breasts shook and trembled as they too were decorated. Then he changed whips and began to beat her with a short, single tail. It looked quite innocuous but its thin braided lash would leave quite spectacular marks. The smacking noise it made wasn't quite as pleasing as the flogger but the results were gratifying indeed. Kim's protests became more agitated as he went to work on her thighs and soon they sported diagonal lines of red as the whip bit at the already pink flesh. He stood on either side of her ribs and beat her cunt and her inner thighs, making a cross pattern of delicious welts across her lower stomach and making her thighs tremble with effort as she vainly tried to close them. 
Finally he stood back and surveyed his handiwork. From his viewpoint, a few feet back from her crotch, he could see that her cunt had opened but he doubted that she had come; probably being hooded had spoiled her pleasure just enough. But she was beautifully adorned with welts criss crossing virtually every inch of her torso, including her breasts, which continued to wobble and tremble as she breathed raggedly.
Humming to himself, Charles went to another cupboard then returned and to shocked gasps and grunts from the hooded Kim, sat astride her stomach and placed a small bundle between her breasts. He unwrapped it and took out a plastic tub containing needles with different coloured heads. Giving her no warning at all he held her left nipple and rammed a needle through it. Despite her strict bondage she almost threw him off, so frantic was her blind writhing, the blindness increasing the actual pain by many times, he supposed. He felt it wiser to place the tub of pins on the floor before he pushed another needle through the same nipple, a bit further from the root. For the next few minutes he amused himself by riding her furiously bucking body and listening to her cries going from shrill ones of protest to throaty growls which he couldn't decide were of imminent orgasm or of real pain. After he had decorated her left areola and nipple with six needles piercing her haphazardly, three of them going into the areola, he reached behind himself and felt her cunt. She was awash with juice and as she felt his fingers go into her, her growling became more urgent and broke back into urgent cries. He took his fingers out quickly. She wasn't going to come just yet. He put another six in her right nipple and areola. Each one making her writhe and howl, sob and cry. As he went he slowed down the insertions giving her time to absorb the pain in amongst all her other ones and prolonging the torment.
Only when he was quite finished did he remove the hood and unfasten her wrists.
"Now you can come, you slut!" he told her and stood over her hanging face as she reached up over her body to find her crotch and begin to desperately frig her clitoris whilst craning her head up to see her pin-cushioned breasts. Her orgasm was almost instant but went on for a long time before at last she collapsed back to lie gasping and limp.
Charles stood over her and looked down at her wrecked form, suddenly he knew that she was just another slut he could have any time he chose and the mystery and promise she had exuded as a forbidden object of lust had evaporated. But in its place was an appreciation that she had a superb body and he was going to take it to its limits.
He undid his flies and with some trouble got his cock out, he hadn't realised how hard needling her tits had made him, but he needed to dress for dinner too and as he was already hard, he finished himself off with a couple of quick pumps of his hand and sprayed his spunk onto her chest. She gave a small, breathless sigh as each thick dollop landed on her and as he strolled away she was languidly wiping it up with her fingers and licking them.
"Better get those needles out and get dressed, Kim," he called back. "The dinner gong goes in ten minutes. And after dinner we'll have the main course shall we?"
 
He glanced over to the table she was sitting at during dinner and was again amused by how high the colour in her cheeks was and how bright her eyes were. He supposed the spiked bra must be extra exciting as it pressed against her already punctured areolas and nipples. He went straight to the selection room after dinner and fetched her. This time she came willingly and he took her to the library so he could let his dinner digest while his libido recovered. He had her kneel beside him with her jacket open and caressed her tits while he talked with an Italian MEP.
From time to time he looked down at her and realised she was looking up at him without any fear at all. In fact she looked excited and, knowing what he had in store for her, it decided him on getting started.
He took her to Dungeon Four which was empty, and when she had stripped and he had run his hands over her earlier marks and wounds he told her that on this occasion he wasn't going to tie her.
"I want you to present yourself freely, like the pain slut you truly are," he said, taking down a flogger with two-foot long tails in leather.
"Yes, sir," she replied and then added. "I know I displeased you when I worked for you and whether I did so knowingly or not makes no difference. I displeased you and should be punished."
He looked at her standing naked with her hands joined in front of her, her eyes cast down, just like a naughty little girl about to get spanked. But she was going to get much more than spanked - and he told her so. She just nodded and lay down on the floor where he told her to and opened her legs wide. 
He stood astride her head and ordered her to play with herself. She obeyed immediately and he could see that her eyes were fixed on the lashes of the whip he held. He lowered it so that the tips of the lashes almost touched her sex lips just below her busily working fingers at her clitoris. She immediately began to pant and moan softly.
"Fucking pain slut," he told her.
"Yes, sir!" she agreed breathlessly.
He bent down and plunged his own fingers into her cock sheath, they slid in smoothly and easily. 
He took them out again satisfied that she was ready. 
"Turn over and get onto your elbows and knees, legs spread," he ordered curtly and she obeyed again. He stood back and could see her lips peeled open. Perfect.
He walked around her to stand two paces beyond her head, grasped the ends of the whip tails as well as the handle in order to keep them straight and took aim using the cleft of Kim's buttocks. Then he strode forwards, raising the whip high and bringing it smacking down with full force on her groin. He felt the weight of the lashes as he swung them down and heard them impact with a heavy, meaty smack.
Kim screamed and flung herself forwards, rolling around with her hands clasped between her legs.
"Get back into position, you slut!" he shouted, suddenly feeling an ecstatic excitement.
Whimpering and snivelling Kim shuffled back into position and spread her legs again. Her head was lowered to the floor this time however. He retreated again, well aware that now she would be listening, well aware of what those footsteps meant. He strode forwards again, raising the whip and throwing it down at full force. Again it thudded down, straight and true and this time Kim reared up off the floor before writhing madly at his feet, her scream reverberating around the room.
"You haven't started yet you useless whore!" he yelled at her, his excitement growing by the second. "Get back to your position!"
Her breath sawing in and out now, Kim slowly resumed her position, her hands clenched tightly into fists. Smiling grimly, Charles walked away again, imagining how acutely she would be listening for his run up and then the burst of pain at her cunt. He turned and strode in again quickly, bringing the tails down right between the peaks of her buttocks. Kim collapsed onto her side, beyond screaming, just whispering "Ow! Ow! Ow!" over and over again as she clutched her groin and curled into a foetal position. Charles gave her a few moments' grace before he grabbed her hair and threw her onto her back, using his foot to get her knees away from her chest. Just three lashes had marked her stomach profoundly where the ends of the lashes had struck her. As for her groin it was streaked on the inner thighs and the actual labia were noticeably redder than normal.
He bent down and parted them. As soon as she felt his fingers touch her there, Kim stiffened and held herself rigid, presumably expecting it to hurt, but instead he found her moist inside and easy to penetrate. And as soon as his fingers were in her she relaxed. He spent a couple of minutes stirring her up, amused at how, even with a whipping this hard, she was helpless not to be excited by it. He stood up and ordered her to play with herself again while he stood over her with the whip. She would know very well that she was being prepared for more whipping but that would only get her more wet and more open. He allowed her to get to the stage of rapid panting and then stopped her. 
This time he made her lie on her side with one leg raised high in the air and he strode towards her from in front of her. If she screwed her eyes shut he abandoned the stroke. He shouted at her and yanked at her hair, shaking her until she promised, crying and sobbing that she would watch each lash coming. 
She made it for four thunderous blows, holding her leg raised and beating her fists against the floor as each explosion at her cunt raced through her. Afterwards he let her kneel, hunched over at his feet with her hands nursing her groin, crying pitifully. Or so he thought, but as she recovered her noises slowly turned to rasping sighs and he realised that her hands weren't just nursing her hurts. He went to stand behind her and saw that she was rubbing at her clitoris. Her outer and inner lips were showing clear signs of the punishment they were taking now and Charles spent some time admiring his handiwork before he stopped her masturbating and prepared her for more beating. He could have punished for unauthorised pleasuring but he fully intended to punish her anyway and was never averse to seeing a slut taking pleasure in her own debasement.
This time he had her lie on her back, raise her lower body and prop herself up with her hands at her hip bones. Then he made her spread her legs as wide as she could, exposing the plump-lipped purse of her vulva to an exquisite degree of vulnerability. Again he took a run up from beyond her legs and again he raised the whip, high and taut above him before he brought it down. She collapsed immediately with a full blooded, throat-rasping scream and again he had to grab her hair and shake her to get her attention.
"Get back in position, you fucking tart!" he yelled at her, her face a red, tear-stained mess and her eyes puffy from crying.
"Yes, yes...sir!" she whispered breathlessly in between deep, ragged breaths. "Thank you....thank you..."
He waited until she had resumed the position and was growling with determination to take what he wanted to dish out. This time he came in from beyond her head and again he insisted she watch the lash coming. Her resulting scream was the most exciting thing he had ever heard and he made her resume the position immediately so that he could hear it again. She did not disappoint him and took ten more before collapsing, writhing and sobbing again. This time he stood over her and spread her legs with his foot. The outer labia had swollen to such an extent that they even over lapped her inner lips and the whole area was bright red, her lower stomach was scored deeply and cut in places while her inner thighs were beautifully marked with bright streaks of red. She herself lay utterly limp, her chest heaving, her hands flopped down at her sides. She was completely defeated and could only go on whispering, "Thank you, sir...thank you, sir!" as if he had just fucked her.
He bent down and slipped his fingers between the livid masses of labial flesh and he went straight into her. Immediately her breathing became faster and one hand began to find its way back towards her clit. She had probably come at some stage of the beating, he realised, but it had been lost under the raucous noise she made under the whip. He considered giving her a few more lashes but thought he had better not risk damaging church property. Instead he made her kneel up and suck his cock. She was almost drunk on pain and excitement and fumbled with his flies while she urgently muttered her thanks. When she finally fetched out a furiously stiff and hard cock she rubbed it round her face making mixed panting and moaning noises before she took it into her mouth and straight into her throat. She set up an almost frantic rhythm as if she were desperate for him to empty his balls into her. He felt no need to delay his pleasure and happily spilled himself as he held her head steady and fucked her mouth. 
Then he pushed her away and let her lie back on the floor, her legs wide splayed and looked down at her.
"However much of a whore you were before the Church got you, you're a complete one now, and a pain slut!" he told her.
She looked back at him from under her eye lashes, her pelvis already beginning to move.
"Yes, sir. Thank you for the beating!" she whispered.
"Go on then," he told her and went to lean back against a bench while he watched her hands go to her devastated vulva and start work on it. He laughed aloud as he saw one hand take folds of swollen and sore labial flesh and pinch them and twist them as her other hand rubbed furiously at her clit. Then suddenly her breathing became more rapid and she soared towards a huge orgasm. Just as it broke she clenched one hand into a fist and beat at her own cunt, pummelling it then mashing her fist into the bruised flesh. And as the climax went on and on she lost control and an arc of glittering piss spurted from her onto the floor. 
Charles Hodson smiled in satisfaction. It had been a job that needed doing and it had been well done.
He left her there, completely undone and utterly conquered.









Chapter Twelve

 
"Sadly, Stuart, you know the EU does not permit discrimination in any form whatever," Claude de Parillon the French Prime Minister said, sitting back from the table after an excellent meal at the Elysée Palace.
"Neither did the UK until a few weeks ago," Stuart replied. "But now it's bedding in with no problem."
"Except for the women, perhaps?" Claude asked.
"Absolutely not!" Anne spoke from beside her husband. "We embrace our futures as the servants of our masters."
Claude looked at her in shock and so did his wife.
"Comes as quite a surprise when you hear it said out loud for the first time doesn't it?" Stuart said, putting his hand on Anne's thigh. She smiled back at him. "She and countless other women are finding that they are never happier than when they are fulfilling their men's favourite fantasies."
Stuart saw Claude and his wife exchange glances. "And these Church women, they do whatever they are told to do?" he asked carefully. "Of course we have heard of them but..." he gave a typically Gallic shrug.
"Not only that, we want to be told how we can please," Anne added.
Claude got up from the table and replenished the wine glasses, it was an informal meeting and the staff had been dismissed.
"You know, Stuart," he said as he resumed his seat and looked across at Marie, his wife, again. "In our lives one has to be very discreet and careful. When Marie and I first met, she was..." he made a sideways see-saw motion with his hand. "Sometimes men, sometimes women, but when she married me she had to stop with the women of course."
Marie was a handsome woman in her late forties, perfectly coiffed and dressed with all the chic of Parisian womanhood. Stuart saw Anne look across at her and he smiled.
"The Church is completely discreet, Claude. Since Anne has been returned to me we have been able to keep her disciplined and happy with no problem at all, mainly because the Church sees to it that we are not disturbed."
"Bon! Then would Anne care to help Marie end the long drought of females in her bed?"
"Of course! Off you go Anne!"
Anne stood up and went to Marie who had also stood up. The two women smiled easily at each other and as Anne reached Marie she embraced her with no trace of embarrassment and they kissed deeply, Anne's hands immediately running down Marie's back to caress her bottom. Marie moaned and broke the kiss.
"Come on, cherie," she said and taking Anne's hand, led her from the room.
Claude and Stuart raised their glasses and smiled at one another. "There is one other thing that Marie has always wanted," Claude said. "She has always wanted me to watch her with another woman and this we have never been able to do."
"I was about to say that maybe I ought to keep an eye on Anne to make sure she performs at her best. Apart from not being afraid to demand what we want, the Church also teaches us the need to encourage the women along with some discipline."
In the luxuriously appointed bedroom suite the men found the women busily engaged. Marie de Parillon had revealed that beneath her superbly tailored dress her body was scarcely less shapely and Anne had gone straight back to working out once she returned so both bodies were superb. Both were quite naked and rolling on the duvet in an urgent sixty-nine. Marie in particular was making loud groans of pleasure in between taking long, hard licks at Anne's clit. The men went to stand by the bed and watched as she climaxed first, her cries shortening and rising in pitch until she couldn't keep licking at Anne anymore and shuddered as her orgasm hit her, lying back helplessly spreadeagled. 
When Marie's breathing subsided, Anne raised a glistening face from between her legs and looked at her husband enquiringly.
"How do you feel she did, Claude?" Stuart asked.
"She is magnificent!" he said, staring down at Anne's body as it sprawled between his wife's legs. 
"She is good, I grant you. But I feel we can coax rather more passion from her," Stuart said and Marie propped herself up on her elbows.
"Are you serious?" she asked. "That was a glimpse of heaven!"
"The Church can give you much more! Much more than a mere glimpse," Stuart retorted. "Anne! Go to our room and bring the crop."
In a few seconds Anne was back. Once inside the room she carried the riding crop to her husband held across the palms of her up-turned hands, and once she reached him she dropped to her knees. She and Stuart exchanged quiet smiles as they heard Claude and Marie gasp at such an exhibition of submission. 
"Now then," Stuart said, flexing the braided shaft between his hands. "Anne has done nothing wrong but will accept a hard beating with this crop because she knows she will do better still afterwards. And of course she knows that beating her will give me pleasure."
The astounded French couple asked Anne if this was true and she happily confirmed it. "If you would like me to lick you out all over again while I am beaten, Marie, just say so," she added.
"No!"" Claude stepped in. "Marie will go down on you." 
Marie, wide-eyed and excited, glanced at her husband with an expression that Anne interpreted as something approaching admiration and gratitude. 
Stuart had Anne on her knees and elbows on the bed, with her thighs wide spread. Claude made Marie slide up the bed on her back so that her face was directly below Anne's cunt and with a little more effort Anne was able to spread her thighs wide enough so that Marie's tongue could reach her with ease. Stuart waited until Claude had had Marie begin to stimulate Anne, fetching soft mews of pleasure from her and then he beat her. Marie squealed in shock as Anne's body leaped under the impact of the first strike.
"Keep licking, Marie!" Claude ordered and she obeyed.
The crop sliced into Anne's buttocks and the men enjoyed the heft and sway of them in the wake of the steady stokes while between them, Marie's dark head bobbed and they could see her tongue straining to gain every inch of penetration it could. Soon Anne was arching her back and moaning at every blow and finally she began to cry out and thrust her pelvis down onto Marie's face, lunging downwards with every heavy smack of the crop.
Claude darted forwards and rammed his fingers up into his wife. She squealed but didn't stop sucking and licking at Anne and then both women were coming as Stuart went on beating his wife and Claude went on fingering his. The climaxes were long and the bodies slammed against each other in the throes of passion whilst the men exchanged knowing smiles.
Afterwards Anne fucked both of them while Marie spent a long time on her knees, licking and sucking the cocks, cleaning them up and readying them for more action. They adjourned, naked, to the dining room and enjoyed a restoring glass of wine after that.
"I believe you were going to put forward a name for Commissioner, Stuart," Claude said as they relaxed and watched their wives slowly licking wine off each other’s nipples. 
"I have a man in mind, yes."
"And he is one of the Church's men?"
"Of course."
"Then he will have my full backing and I shall arrange access to the Italian Prime Minister and his fiancée for you - in a very informal way of course."
They drank a toast and returned to the bedroom where Marie entertained them both before Claude whipped Anne and asked Stuart to arrange for Marie to be trained as quickly as possible. However by the end of the long night, Marie had taken the crop and Stuart didn't think it would take the Church long to make her a complete submissive.
 
Six months later Kim Burrton found herself on a flight to Brussels. In her hand luggage were all the documents she needed to take up her post as private secretary to the new EU Commissioner. In her suitcase she carried a few clothes, but mostly she carried whips, cuffs, canes and crops. The new Commissioner was a man who knew how to enjoy his women and Kim had butterflies in her stomach as she replayed in her mind's eye the last time that Charles Hodson had had his way with her. Now she was properly and proudly branded and on her way to serve him with no limits except those imposed by the Church's work of spreading the word farther and farther afield. And she settled back in her seat with a contented smile on her lips as she savoured the thought of how her body, and those other women who would certainly have been placed throughout the European political scene, would be used as the currency to grease palms throughout Europe. She couldn't wait to start and was quite certain that Charles Hodson would be just as impatient to start on her. She felt a hot tide sweep through her lower belly at the thought and hastily crossed her legs, glancing around to see if she had betrayed the surge of lust that had swept through her. The coast was clear and she pressed her hands down into her groin, making her skirt ride up just a little. She would have to confess to her momentary loss of modesty in the outer world and it would make the inevitable whipping all the more painful, but the life of a Church woman, permanently and endlessly enslaved to the pleasures of men, offered rending and exquisite pleasures that far outweighed the occasional bursts of agony.
 
Liz Felshaw, well-known columnist and broadcaster on sociological matters and an ardent feminist answered her door in mid-afternoon one cold November day. On the doorstep was a tall, coloured woman dressed in a well-tailored, tweed skirt suit.
"Yes?" she asked.
The woman looked around her nervously. "You probably don't remember me, I heard you give a talk about a year ago at the Guildhall and we spoke briefly afterwards."
"Ah! That was the one about this ridiculous act that's been passed, well we're not going to take it! Come in and I'll tell you what we're doing - and who we've got on our side!"
"No! There's no time! They're coming for you now! You've got to run! Now!"
Liz was about to poo-poo the idea of anyone abducting people in broad daylight but some rumours came back to her and then there were those activists who had suddenly disappeared just recently...
"But I'll call the police - at least abduction's still illegal," she said, although with less certainty.
The black woman almost danced with frustration. "They are the police! They've got most of the army as well! Come on!"
Liz could see the truth in the woman's face. She grabbed a coat and followed her to a taxi.
"Drive!" was the only instruction the woman gave and the cabbie seemed to know where he was going. They pulled away and were immediately passed by two police cars, sirens blaring and plainly heading for the street Liz lived on. She looked across at the woman.
"Yeah, we just made it," she said with a smile. "Relax and we'll get you away, somewhere no one will ever find you."
 
When the screaming had died away and the cell door had clanged shut on Liz Felshaw, Gina looked up at Father Adams who stood over her. He clicked his fingers and, naked, she crawled after him to his office.
Once there he sat in his favourite chair and held out a sweet for her. She took it from his hand with her teeth and then nibbled it while he stroked her back and buttocks as she knelt on all fours beside him.
"My lovely black retriever!" he said. "You did well today. How wise the Patriarch was to allow me to keep you! Sending you out to fetch them in was far more effective than letting you run undercover. That's the fifth you've delivered! And I have to say that your idea of having the police arrive just as you leave was inspired. It settles them into believing you and makes them much less trouble until right at the last moment." 
His hand ruffled her hair and she licked his fingers when he trailed them across her lips. "But time moves on and so does the Church's work. I am needed elsewhere shortly and you are needed elsewhere too, but the good news is that you are to be branded. Now I must go and see to my things being packed." He stood up and Gina looked up at him, shocked that he was leaving her but sure that he wouldn't just leave her flat.
Father Adams turned as the door of his office opened and two of the brothers entered.
"See to this one please, as I instructed. Have her branded in two days' time and sent to Father Thomas for assignment." Then he bent down to Gina's face and kissed her brow before ruffling her hair for the last time. She tried to hold back the tears as his news sank in but then in a swirl of robes he was gone from her life.
"Here! Heel!" one of the brothers called and she went without a second thought and crawled after him as he led her to a dungeon where he had her stand as her arms were spread and raised and her wrists had thick leather restraints buckled onto them and were then clipped to chains hanging from the ceiling. Behind her she heard single tail whips being snapped and cracked in the air.
"Father Adams told us you were to take this beating as if it was from him, then you won't be beaten until you're branded. Understand?"
"Yes, sir!" she said, her heart singing and her loins melting. He had thought to have her beaten as he would have! He had to leave but he did care and she would always have masters now - as many as she could handle; the Church would see to it. He hadn't left her alone at all, no Church woman could ever be truly alone.
The whips struck with no warning, twin bursts of hot stinging pain burst on her from both sides of her back, starting a firestorm of sensation that stretched from her left underarm to her right. She gasped and flung her head back as she waited for the next lashes. Father Adams never whipped her unless he was going to take her to the blood so she knew she was in for a good session and as she gazed up the next lashes landed, one across her buttocks and the other across her middle back. They were the superb caresses she knew she needed now, fierce, terrible, blinding and divine. And they would take her when they had finished beating her. They would take all the pleasure they could from her body and leave her wrecked and limp, desperate to recover so that she could serve all over again. She looked up at her wrists as she jerked and gasped under another twin assault. Her fingers flexed and closed about the bright steel of the chains that held her wrists. And how well the leather and steel suited her, she thought. How well, restraints and brutality suited the female form. How well leather and steel complemented soft female flesh. And how eagerly did women's bodies react to the fierce heat of male desire.
She understood Father Adams. She didn't need any one master any more than he needed any one slave. She was happy to be enjoyed and used by any master. Suddenly she shrieked in shock as a lash wrapped her farther than any had so far and bit savagely at her left nipple. In the aftermath she smiled; there would always be new pains to learn and enjoy, new ways to serve and new ways to suffer and give pleasure.
Chains were good; chains were necessary. She and all her sisters would live forever in chains. It was where they belonged.
 
 

The End
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