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				Chapter One

				Sophie watched from the open bedroom window as Natasha drove down the lane and disappeared around the corner. Then she flopped down onto the queen-size bed with a heavy discontented sigh. She hated it when Natasha had to work nights. She could still smell the slightly salty feminine scent of her on the lilac satin sheets, could still taste her intimacy on her lips, was still sore and aching from the thrusting of the huge rubber strap-on phallus Natasha had being using only twenty minutes earlier ... But now the older woman was gone and would not be back until morning; the night stretched ahead long and lonely.

				The petite sun-bleached blonde picked up a romance novel from the bedside cabinet but soon put it down again. She went to the kitchen and made a mug of hot chocolate but she still felt wide awake - she never could sleep the first night Natasha was back on nightshift at the Hanley Clinic and certainly not when she still felt on a sexual high from their earlier lovemaking. She was still aroused, still longing desperately for Natasha’s soft silky hands on her pale trembling flesh, her full moist mouth on her breast ... Perhaps she should take a long relaxing bath.

				She lit tea-lights and poured scented aromatherapy oil into the warm water, dimmed the light and climbed into the tub with a glass of dry white wine and a soft sigh. After a while soaking in the luxuriantly scented water, she put aside her wine glass and slipped her hand between her legs. She still couldn’t keep her mind off of Natasha and sex and the urge to masturbate was now a searing one. She began to stimulate her lips for a while, then her clitoris and was soon writhing and moaning with ecstasy in the water like a sea-nymph of Greek mythology. Eventually she could take no more stimulation and allowed herself to slowly de-escalate from the euphoria of the multi orgasms she had been experiencing before clambering from the bath and slipping into bed, at last able to fall into a deep satiated sleep filled with erotic dreams of her Natasha.

				Sophie stirred and stretched sleepily. She glanced at the bedside clock - it was after nine. Natasha should be back by now but she was not unduly alarmed - if there was an emergency at the clinic during the night then she was often late home. She put on her rose-coloured satin dressing gown and went down to the kitchen, put the kettle on to boil and then decided to lay the table for a special breakfast for Natasha would arrive home tired and hungry. Then she dressed and switched on the computer to check her emails. She kept an eye on the digital clock in the bottom right hand corner of the screen as she surfed the net for a while and, as time dragged on, she began to become concerned. Natasha should certainly have been back home long before now - at least, she would have called if she were going to be this late for some unforeseen reason.

				She went off-line, picked up the phone and dialled Natasha’s mobile number. It was switched off, which indicated that she was probably still at the clinic - Sophie knew that Natasha always switched it off on arriving at work and on again when she left. She would wait a while longer, then telephone the Hanley Clinic itself.

				“I’m sorry, but you obviously have the wrong number. There is no Natasha Klein here,” a well-cut voice told her curtly when she at last decided she must call.

				Sophie felt almost giddy with shock and confusion. “But she works there. She’s a psychiatric nurse. You must know her,” she protested. “Perhaps your friend works at the Bentley Health Centre in Hanstown, that’s only a few miles from here. I suggest you telephone them.”

				“I’m not a class one idiot. I know where my partner works. I’ve picked her up from there dozens of times before. I’ve spoken to your Doctor Rabanne and Sister Tyrell, colleagues of hers, loads of times. Call one of them and ask where she is.”

				“I’m sorry but I really do not have time for this. There is no Ms Klein here. Goodbye.”

				“No, wait. Listen to me ...” Sophie begged frantically but heard the click of the receiver being replaced at the other end. She slammed the phone down and wondered what the hell to do. Where was Natasha? It was only a very small clinic - a private high security psychiatric unit - so the reception nurse she had spoken to must certainly know Natasha. What reason would she have to lie? Sophie decided she must simply go down to the clinic in person to find Natasha. She grabbed her handbag and left at once.

				Sophie knew that a speed cam had snapped her, but she didn’t care about that in the least - she had to get to the clinic and get there quickly. The tyres of her Vauxhall Corsa screeched loudly as she turned into the driveway and again when she braked. She slammed the door and stormed into the ultra-modern architectural oddity that was the clinic. The open plan reception and the lack of any obvious security around the entrance belied the security of the unit - out of public sight well away from reception the detention and treatment areas were beyond prison-like metal grille doors with secret coding entrance panels and CCTV. The interior was plush, the quiet unnerving. Sophie shattered that quiet unceremoniously when she banged her fist loudly on the teak reception desk to get attention.

				“Madam, please. You can’t ...” the frosty-faced forty-something receptionist began after pivoting around to discover the source of the commotion.

				“Don’t ‘madam’ me. Where is Natasha Klein?” Sophie demanded. The reception nurse looked at her with such a superior air that Sophie wanted to slap her face. She struggled desperately to keep her temper.

				“Ah, it’s you. The young lady I spoke to on the telephone. As I told you earlier, dear, your friend does not work here and never has. I did ask around after speaking to you just in case she used to work here before I myself became a member of staff but no one has ever heard of her. Obviously you have made a mistake or your friend for some reason lied to you about where she was working. Now I’m afraid I must ask you to leave the premises.”

				“I will not. Is Dr Rabanne or Sister Tyrell on duty? I want to speak to one of them. They know me and they know Natasha.”

				“Take a seat one moment and I’ll see if one of them can come to reception,” the woman - Mrs Cordell, according to a name badge on her navy dress - told her. Sophie sat down on one of the two leather settees either side of the entrance and watched with trepidation as Mrs Cordell picked up a receiver and dialled a short internal number; she wished desperately she could hear what was being said in the short conversation that followed.

				“Someone will be with you in just a few moments, Miss ...?” Mrs Cordell called to her.

				“Ms Ryan. Thank you,” Sophie replied, feeling calmer. Omar Rabanne or Liz Tyrell would reassure her as to Natasha’s whereabouts. It was obviously some simple misunderstanding that would now be cleared up in a matter of minutes. She would probably end up apologising and feeling very small and foolish indeed! She watched anxiously for the arrival of the tall lanky dark-skinned Omar or the mouse-like Liz. But instead of either of them, it was a uniformed security guard who approached her.

				“I’ve been asked to escort you from the building, Miss,” he told her and she paled with shock and disbelief. “Please come quietly without any fuss and I will show you to your car.”

				Sophie paced the living room wondering whatever to do. She decided to call the police, only to be told that it was too soon to file a missing persons report. When she asked them to speak to the Hanley Clinic, an officer politely but coolly explained that it really wasn’t unusual for someone to lie about working. “Your friend is probably unemployed and too embarrassed to admit it to you. Or perhaps as you say she goes out at nights a lot she is working as a prostitute and didn’t want you to know. Whatever her reasons, she clearly lied to you about her place of work. Now, as I said, just sit tight and wait. She’s bound to turn up sooner or later.”

				Sophie slammed down the phone, exasperated. A prostitute? How dare he! Why would no one listen to her? She knew that Natasha hadn’t lied - Sophie herself had picked her up from the Clinic several times and had spoken to Omar and Liz, but no one seemed interested in that very pertinent fact. She began to feel as though she was going crazy. And she felt so bloody helpless. She knew that Natasha would not stay away this long without some explanation, a phone call at least, and she was very much afraid that something really terrible had happened to her.

				Sophie spent the next twenty-four hours in a state of utter confusion and despair, desperately waiting and hoping for Natasha to walk through the door. She kept phoning her mobile number every few minutes or so but it remained either switched off or out of range, she could not tell which.

				She tried to contact Omar Rabanne and Liz Tyrell at their homes but found that they were both ex-directory. She had cried until there were no tears left and had not eaten or drunk anything for hours. She felt as though there was a hollow pit in her stomach and her head was aching terribly. She was imagining the very worst and had a gut-wrenching heart-twisting terror of never seeing her beloved Natasha again.

				Once those twenty-four hours were up, she telephoned the police again to officially file a missing persons report. She was disheartened and angry at their apparent disinterest.

				“Ms Ryan, more than 250,000 people go missing every year in this country. Most of those are missing by choice and many return home in a few days. It’s obvious that Ms Klein was keeping secrets from you for some reason, lying to you about her work and who knows what else. Your friend has probably gone to stay with a boyfriend or ...”

				“I keep trying to explain that Sophie isn’t just a friend - she’s my life partner. We consider ourselves married. Would be, if the bloody law weren’t so bigoted and archaic. We’ve never had any secrets from one another. We love each other. I know that something terrible has happened to her ...”

				“Please keep calm, Ms Ryan. I am only trying to reassure you that everything is most likely OK. So many people simply disappear for a few days for time out, to think over problems or whatever. It’s unfair on friends and relatives who are left to worry and it causes us unnecessary work and I am sure that this is the case here, but I certainly am filing a missing person report for you. We always must when someone does not return home; no matter how certain we are that their absence is voluntary. Now, I’m going to send an officer to see you and take some further details. It would help if you could have a recent photo of Ms Klein ready. It will be returned. Please hold the line for just a moment.”

				Sophie waited impatiently for a few long moments and then heard the phone picked up again; “I’ve arranged for WPC Denton to call on you in about an hour and we’ll take things from there.”

				She could not bear hanging around the house alone. It seemed so bare and empty, somehow threatening even, without Natasha around. She couldn’t just sit and wait so she decided to go down to the corner shop and put a postcard in the window - ‘Urgent. If you have seen Natasha Klein in the last forty-eight hours please phone Sophie on 0789 0749658’. Then she simply walked around the streets and lanes in the vague hope of spotting her. She kept an eye on her watch and headed for home when the hour was almost up.

				Sophie went to put the key in the lock and the door swung open. Her heart plunged into her stomach. Was Natasha home? She rushed indoors, calling her name but there was no response. But someone had certainly been in the house because so many things had been disturbed; in the living room, for instance, she saw at once that a number of photos were missing from the mantelpiece - all of those with Natasha in them. Sophie was scared, confused and angry. What the hell was going on? Before she could investigate further she heard the doorbell ring - good, the WPC had arrived.

				“Sophie Ryan? I’m WPC Denton,” the tall boyish brunette introduced herself. “Shall we sit down with a cuppa and talk things over? I’ll need to ask a lot of rather personal questions I’m afraid and have a look around the house but it all helps in trying to figure out what has happened to your partner. And I’m sure Ms Klein will soon turn up safe and well and apologetic so please try not to worry.”

				“I’m so glad you’re here. I need to report a robbery as well as Natasha’s disappearance,” Sophie told the surprised officer. She explained about the open front door and the missing photographs.

				“You’re understandably very worked up right now and probably you simply forgot to close the front door. As for the photos, you probably moved them and forgot. The memory does play tricks when you’re anxious and upset. PC Crowder asked you for a photograph of Natasha for me, didn’t he? You probably moved them then.”

				“No, I know I didn’t. Someone has definitely been in the house,” Sophie persisted.

				“Well, it certainly doesn’t look as though you’ve had a burglary. Everything is very neat and tidy.”

				“But it wasn’t when I went out! The place actually seems to have been tidied up a bit.”

				“Well, that certainly doesn’t sound like burglars, does it? Perhaps Natasha has been back here. That does seem the most obvious explanation. Has anything other than the photos been taken? Her clothes for instance?”

				“I haven’t had the chance to check yet.”

				Sophie and WPC Denton looked around the house together. The wardrobe contained only Sophie’s own clothes - Natasha’s were gone. In fact, so had anything and everything that belonged to her. Indeed, it looked very much as though only one person lived in that house. There was no evidence at all of Natasha ever having been there.

				“Well, it seems to me as if Natasha has been back here and collected all her belongings. Strictly speaking she’s not missing - she’s just moved out. Perhaps the two of you had quarrelled? Anyway, there’s clearly nothing to worry about - it’s a domestic concern really. Natasha obviously left voluntarily. I can understand you’re being upset about the whole thing but you’ve clearly got to come to terms with the fact that, for whatever reason, Ms Klein has simply left you. I really am very sorry. Have you called all of her friends to see if she is staying with one of them? Or her family?”

				“We don’t have any friends around here at all - we only moved here a few months back and we keep pretty much to ourselves, to be honest. And neither of us has family, we were both brought up in care - it’s one of the many things we have in common, one of the things that brought us together really. And I know that Natasha would never, ever have left willingly without a single word of explanation. And even if she had, that would not explain the clinic lying to me, would it? You haven’t even bothered to speak to them. Dr Rabanne or Liz Tyrell can confirm that she works there, despite what that lying cow told me.”

				“I tell you what, Sophie, we’ll go to the clinic together now and I shall ask them myself if Natasha Klein has ever worked for them,” conceded WPC Denton. “But if they confirm otherwise, you must accept that Ms Klein lied to you about that and stay away from their premises. Agreed?”

				Sophie reluctantly agreed. After all, Mrs Cordell might have lied to her but she would never get away with lying to the police!

				The two women approached the reception desk and the officer rang the bell. Moments later, Mrs Cordell appeared. If she was surprised to see a police officer, she did not show it.

				“I’m sorry to bother you, madam, but a local woman has apparently gone missing and she allegedly worked here. I wonder if I can ask you to confirm or deny that? The woman in question is a Natasha Klein.”

				“Why, of course Natasha works here. She’s one of our psychiatric nurses,” Mrs Cordell replied.

				“Then may I ask why you told Ms Ryan here that Natasha Klein does not work here?”

				“Because Natasha asked me to,” said Mrs Cordell. “I think you had best talk to Dr Rabanne, that will clear things up for you. If you’d like to take a seat I’ll fetch him.”

				Sophie and Denton sat down on one of the leather settees. A few moments later, Dr Omar Rabanne appeared and introduced himself to the officer, shaking her hand with a firm confident grip. He turned and smiled at Sophie.

				“And how are you feeling today, Sophie? You missed your last two appointments. Are you still taking your medication?”

				Sophie was flabbergasted. She had no idea at all what he was talking about and said so quite vehemently.

				“WPC Denton, Sophie has been a patient of mine for some time. She is delusional and possibly psychotic. She has become obsessed with one of my nurses, Natasha Klein, and has been causing her great distress by pestering her constantly.”

				Sophie drew in a deep breath and grasped her seat desperately to steady herself; she felt almost faint with shock. “I had thought of committing her as an inpatient, but she seemed to be responding well to her medication. It seems I made a mistake and must reconsider.”

				“I see. And is it possible for me to see Ms Klein then?”

				“Certainly. I will page her for you.” They waited a few moments and then a willowy brunette of about twenty-seven or so in a prim nurse’s uniform approached them.

				“What’s going on, Omar?” she asked with a sugary sweet smile.

				“It’s just a problem with Sophie, Nat. This officer would like to speak to you about her.”

				“That’s not Natasha!” Sophie screamed out. WPC Denton ignored her and turned to the brunette.

				“Are you Natasha Klein?”she asked. “Yes, I am. Would you like to see some ID? I have my birth certificate in my handbag and my driver’s licence.”

				“That won’t be necessary at this point, Ms Klein. Can you please just confirm for me the relationship you have with Ms Ryan?”

				“Well, there isn’t one as such. I’ve assisted Dr Rabanne in her treatment a few times but she became quickly attached to me and started to make rather a nuisance of herself, to be honest. She keeps asking me to move in with her - says she loves me and all that sort of stuff. Pesters me with phone calls and follows me. She has an obsessive character, because of her rather difficult upbringing probably, and although I understand it’s a medical problem and I am very ...”

				“You lying bitch! You’re not Natasha. Who are you? Why are you all lying?” Sophie sobbed hysterically and then threw herself at the nurse, pulling at her hair and hitting her. WPC Denton at once restrained her. She continued to flail wildly but Denton held her in a strong grip.

				“I’ll sedate her,” Dr Rabanne stated. He took a syringe and a small glass phial that were conveniently in his pocket. He quickly filled the syringe and administered the injection. It worked quickly; Sophie felt groggy for a few seconds and then blacked out.

				Sophie struggled up from a dark pit into wakefulness and tried to comprehend what had happened to her. She was lying on the floor of a small padded cell-like room tightly restrained in a strong latex full body-sack, with a high collar and a heavy-duty zipper from toe to neck. She could not even struggle, useless as that would have been; she could not move a single muscle, her body felt completely numb. All she could do was simply lie there, frightened and confused. Was she really out of her mind, she wondered?

				Eventually the door swung open and Doctor Omar Rabanne entered the room. He stood and stared at Sophie with a smug and satisfied expression. She wanted to demand an explanation, or simply scream at him, but her throat seemed tight and dry and no sound would come at all.

				“I thought you might be a problem,” he told her in his husky accented voice. “But I have a very simple way of dealing with problems. I have had you committed - declared insane. It is so easy a thing to do in this country. You see, as a psychiatrist I can arrange an emergency detention and thus circumvent any judicial procedure. I merely had to make a written statement of ... facts showing why you should be hospitalised. And your little tantrum in front of the WPC played right into my hands. You convinced her yourself of your instability. The process of committal has quite legally deprived you of almost all of your rights - your fate, your very life in fact, lies entirely in my hands.”

				“Why?” Sophie whispered hoarsely.

				“Your beloved Natasha discovered a little secret of mine and had to be ... silenced. The noise you were making about her disappearance demanded action too. As I said, your fate lies in my hands. I have you at my mercy and I shall take great pleasure in administering your ... treatment. Sexual therapy, electroshock therapy, sensual deprivation therapy, and anal stimulation therapy will all be prescribed for your psychosis. And then we will move on to the more serious treatments and pray that you survive them.”

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Two

				Sophie stifled a sob and tears trickled down her chalk-white cheeks. She could not believe she was experiencing this horrific living nightmare. She wanted to shrink away when Omar knelt down beside her but she still seemed quite unable to move.

				“I administered an epidural from the neck down whilst you were sedated. You will be totally immobilised for some time yet,” he explained as he unzipped the latex bag that contained her naked body. “This body sack was quite unnecessary really but I did so love the thought of the fear it would instil in you, coming to and finding yourself restrained so. There is nothing so arousing as complete terror in a woman’s eyes.”

				With Sophie’s slim pale body removed from the sack, Omar began to fondle her breasts. Sophie felt scared and humiliated; and the fact that she could see his hands on her but could not feel them heightened her ignominy. Then Omar stood and undressed himself, neatly folding the white doctor’s coat, pale blue shirt and grey trousers and placing his socks and his watch inside his shoes as though he were going swimming. Sophie was horrified. She was technically still a virgin, for the lesbian had never been with a man in her life before.

				“No. Please, for God’s sake, no, no ...” Sophie sobbed tearfully in a choked voice as Omar straddled her body and plunged his huge, stiff ebony manhood into her lust tunnel, pushing wide open her lifeless legs.

				“It excites me to see a woman so helpless. I delight in the knowledge that you cannot feel what I am doing to you, that you are gaining no physical pleasure at all from what I am doing. You see, little Sophie, when a man sexually tortures and rapes a woman, no matter how distressed or frightened she is, no matter how much she resists, her body responds and she ultimately orgasms - her body betrays her by giving her pleasure against her will. I enjoy knowing that the woman beneath me cannot possibly take any pleasure from what I am inflicting on her. The pleasure is entirely my own. That is why I get so much satisfaction from having sexual intercourse with my patients whilst they are anaesthetised on the treatment table. Most never know that I have been inside of them, that they have been violated. But some I take great pleasure in telling.” Sophie had her eyes tightly shut now, trying to block out this nightmarish experience, but she could not block out Omar’s voice as he continued on and on whilst still savagely pumping her inert body.

				“There was one girl, a seventeen year old committed by her parents because of her drug abuse. She was so pretty and looked so young. It was great fun fucking her when she was under the influence of hallucinogenics because she would truly believe that I was a terrible beast, some demonic creature with horns and fangs, and a prick of fire. And who was going to believe a junkie’s wild claims that they had been raped by the devil? And who would ever believe you, now that an eminent and respected psychiatrist and neurosurgeon has declared you psychotic and committed you? You know, it’s fantastic, knowing that I am the first man ever to be inside you.”

				“You’re sick!” Sophie wailed, nanoseconds before Omar suddenly spurted his cream into her body and then withdrew. “You won’t get away with this!”

				“What a naïve and foolish girl you are. I have been ‘getting away with this’ as you put it for years,” he smirked as he dressed. “Now, you will begin to slowly regain sense and mobility soon so I must restrain you once more. This time I am going to use a strait jacket, though, not the body sack. And Nurse Elizabeth is going to administer an enema to empty your bowels and also insert a catheter. We don’t want you making a nasty mess on the floor, do we? Don’t wander off now whilst I go and fetch some bits and pieces.”

				Sophie was left alone to her thoughts and her dismay. She had never before been so frightened. What had happened to Natasha? And what was going to happen to her? As she pondered despairingly over the fate of herself and her lover, she did not at all like the direction her thoughts were taking her ...

				Elizabeth Tyrell, a mousy creature with short mid-brown hair and a plumpish figure, entered the room pushing a metal trolley, on which there was a bowl of soapy water, an assortment of tubes and other medical paraphernalia. Sophie immediately turned her face away from the woman and closed her eyes; she determined not to speak to her, not to acknowledge her presence at all. If she were expecting a scene, screaming or begging, then she would be disappointed. How could this seemingly harmless middle-aged woman possibly be a part of such inhumane barbarity?

				Elizabeth took plastic sheeting from the trolley and laid it beneath Sophie’s rear. She was aware of dull sensation but not yet discomfiture or pain. Elizabeth then took a long thin length of rubber tubing and inserted into Sophie’s anus with ease, the still semi-anaesthetised body offering no resistance. She proceeded to use a syringe to spurt the soapy water through the tube and into her bowels.

				“This is actually totally unnecessary. We know your bowels are empty because you defecated earlier, when you were unconscious. But Dr Rabanne wanted it done to you anyway.” Elizabeth fetched a thick cotton towel and placed it between Sophie’s legs. “As soon as I remove the tube, the soapy water will be evacuated. Then I will fit the catheter to drain any urine in your bladder. As soon as sensation has fully returned, Dr Rabanne will begin your ... treatment. It’s sexual therapy to begin with. Won’t that be fun?”

				Sophie knew that the woman was deliberately goading her, could hear the smugness in her voice, but she still refused to acknowledge her presence or anything that was happening to her right now. She was not going to give this bacchanalian witch the satisfaction she craved by rising to her bait!

				Elizabeth proceeded to insert the catheter - she did not leave it in place but merely used it to drain any urine in Sophie’s bladder and then removed it once more. Then she left. Sophie was only alone for the briefest of moments, however, before Omar returned with the straitjacket. It was not the usual institutional style jacket, but one of supple red PVC fabric with a big heavy-duty back zipper. A collar strap, three back straps, two crotch straps and sleeve strap all locked through a locking roller buckle and the jacket had no less than seven padlocks. It was certainly not standard medical equipment - it was bondage fetish ware! The sadistic doctor inserted anal and vaginal dildos into Sophie’s twin orifices, which were then kept firmly in place by the buckling lockable crotch straps.

				“You will not be able to fully appreciate the pleasure of these until all of your senses have returned. But then, they are definitely more for my pleasure than yours. They will ensure that you are open and ready when our session begins this afternoon,” he told her. “Then you will discover that here we have the finest sexual equipment possible.” He then deftly blindfolded her, using a lockable padded blindfold with a roller buckle for a very tight fit; she could not even open her eyes beneath it and it blocked out all light. Omar gave a short amused laugh when the frightened girl let out a sudden sob. He then used broad bondage tape around her ankles. Once certain that she was completely immobilised, he left her alone once more.

				After hearing the door slam shut, Sophie let out a long wretched moan and then began to sob pitifully to herself. The most horrific images were racing through her mind and she felt in terror for her very life. Was this depraved and warped monster Omar capable of murder? Was that the dreadful truth of Natasha’s disappearance? Or was she here somewhere too, also a prisoner of this sadistic fiend who seemed determined to use his victims for every sexual perversion possible?

				Against all odds and despite her distress, Sophie must have cried herself to sleep for some time later (how much later, she did not know) she struggled back into wakefulness. Her body was aching terribly - she had a dreadful backache, an agonisingly stiff neck and a thunder was roaring through her head. She was also all too aware of the stiff alien intrusions in her lust tunnel and tight little rear hole. The anal virgin felt as though her body was being torn apart - Natasha’s huge rubber strap-on had never ventured to that most secret of orifices, only her tongue.

				Sophie had no idea how long she lay there in agony waiting for her captor to return to inflict more torment. Eventually she heard the door open and recognised two female voices - Liz and the woman who had posed as Natasha. Were they alone or was the doctor with them? She strained to hear but could not tell. If Omar was with them, he did not speak.

				“Feeding time,” Liz said brightly. “We’ve been ordered to tube-feed you, naturally.” Before she had time to resist, her mouth had been prised open and a long thin rubber hose was being forced down her throat. She gagged, and struggled as much as she could under such restraint, terrified that she was going to choke to death. One of the two women pinned her down as the other fed in the tube. It became easier once the tube was fully inserted but was still painful and frightening. Puréed food was then squirted through the tube into her stomach. She gagged again when the tube was swiftly withdrawn. She was administered an injection, neither of the nurses explaining to her what it was, increasing her fears; it was in fact a contraceptive injection. The blindfold was then removed and the bondage tape from her ankles. Liz removed the bondage tape from around her ankles and hauled her roughly to her feet; between them they led her from the padded cell and down a long stark white corridor.

				Dizzy, unsteady on her feet and her upper torso still constrained within the bondage jacket from which escape was impossible, Sophie did not waste her energy in struggling or resisting in any way. They led her to one of the many doors leading from the hallway - a plaque on the door read ‘sexual therapy’ and Sophie felt her stomach turn and her heart miss a beat. ‘Natasha’ pushed the door open and Sophie was led inside.

				“Ah, good, my patient is prepared!” Dr Rabanne declared with sinister glee.

				Liz and ‘Natasha’ left the room, leaving the terrified Sophie alone with the darkly brooding Omar Rabanne.

				“Where’s Natasha? What have you done with her?” Sophie’s heart screamed out silently; though she longed to demand the question, she was too afraid of the answer. And too afraid that the answer to that question might confirm what fate lay ahead for her. So she did not speak. Neither did Rabanne. In silence, he swiftly set about freeing her from the straightjacket, removing the dildoes and then proceeded to dress her in an outlandish fashion. She was swiftly decked out in a black latex leotard with a red trim - her breasts were lifted and displayed, her labia lips peeped provocatively through a cut-away crotch and her bottom cheeks to were displayed beautifully; the sexy garment was designed to allow easy access. Seamed hold-up fishnet stockings and stiletto shoes with a buckled ankle strap completed the outfit. Rabanne then escorted her, teetering awkwardly on the high heels, down the hallway to yet another room. It was completely empty apart from speakers high up on the walls and CCTV cameras in the corners and a large mirror against one wall. Sophie guessed at once it was probably a two-way mirror allowing anyone in an adjoining room to look in.

				“You are about to meet some other patients of mine. Indeed, you are going to help with their treatment. They are men who have come here to be treated for their excessive sex drives. Each one is guilty of sexual assault or rape and, having served their sentences, have voluntarily admitted themselves here for treatment. Part of that treatment is what we call saturation therapy. I have given them a large dose of aphrodisiacs and sexual stimulants as well as a narcotic and now I am going to leave them in here with you to see what happens. The CCTV will record everything for my close analysis later.”

				Left standing alone in that empty room awaiting the companionship of a group of convicted perverts, Sophie’s pulse began to race once more.

				She sat down on the floor, afraid she would fall in those dreadful four-inch spike heels that were causing the backs of her calves to ache. She stared at the huge mirror that dominated the room and wondered who was looking through it at her. Rabanne, for certain, but who else was going to witness her savage violation? As she glared at that hated mirror, the door suddenly opened and three men were quickly hustled into the room; the door was instantly slammed shut again behind them. Sophie was stunned by the fact that all three were stark naked.

				For a few seconds no one spoke or moved as the men quickly took in their surroundings, and the presence of the sexily clad young nymph. One, a man in his mid-sixties with a potbelly and balding grey hair, went over to the mirror and acknowledged their unseen audience with a low bow and a sarcastic grin. He then proceeded to masturbate himself in front of the mirror. The second man was in his thirties and was fairly attractive in a rugged way; he concentrated all of his attention instantly on the embarrassed and anxious Sophie, fixing her in an intense and licentious gaze that seared through to heat her blood. The last man was tall and lanky, with long hair tied back in a ponytail and an earring in his right brow; he tried the door then went and spat on the mirror before turning his attention to Sophie. He looked glassy-eyed and was literally drooling as he ogled her.

				“They’re expecting an orgy. Don’t want to disappoint them, do we, sweetheart?” he sneered, reaching down to grab Sophie’s wrists and pulling her to her feet. He grasped her about the waist and pulled her close to him and she could feel his already stiff manhood jabbing at her. “Want to know the name of the man that’s about to fuck your cunt, little girl? It’s Kurt. Now you say, ‘Pleased to meet you Kurt. I’m a slut. Please put your penis inside me.’”

				Sophie stifled a sob and remained silent. Kurt suddenly shook her violently and screamed at her. “Say it. Say it NOW!” he yelled in her face. Sobbing and trembling, Sophie choked out the words.

				“I’m a slut. Please put your penis inside me ... Kurt.”

				With a wide grin of satisfaction, Kurt pushed her to the floor again and began to manhandle her into position doggy-style. Suddenly the man who had been masturbating in front of the mirror lunged forward and thrust Kurt aside. He grabbed Sophie’s heels and pulled her legs out from under her so that she fell flat on her face and lay prone and trembling. But Kurt was up and at him instantly and they began a brawl on the floor. The ruggedly handsome individual who had been leaning casually against the wall watching with leery amusement now came forward.

				“Chill out, guys,” he drawled. “Sharing the whore will be much more fun than fighting over her. Graham’s meat can go up her arse whilst you screw into her cunt, Kurt, then you can swap about. I’ll fuck her after you’ve both finished with her. What do you say?”

				Kurt chuckled and a hunger glittered in Graham’s bright blue eyes. Kurt rolled Sophie onto her back; she did not resist but neither did she assist, remaining as limp as a rag doll for them to do as they would. She kept her eyes tightly closed and her hands clenched into fists as Kurt straddled her upper torso to rub his penis between her lush breasts with their puckering dark pinnacles; Graham grasped her ankles and thrust her legs high, resting them against Kurt’s back - he then thrust his short but very thick erection into Sophie’s lust-tunnel, causing her to cry out. The rugged arbitrator remained at a distance still, watching with satisfied amusement. He was biding his time, allowing his cohorts to prepare her for him - by the time his turn came, he considered, she would be wet and open and ready; and if the others were already satiated, he would have all the time in world with her all to himself. So he remained quietly in the background, weight on one leg and arms crossed, watching the carnality with a smug grin.

				The show was certainly not a let down for the solo audience. Graham continued to thrust savagely in and out of Sophie, slamming his balls against her and achieving a great depth of penetration in that painful position. Meanwhile, Kurt shifted himself forward a little and thrust his cock into Sophie’s mouth, gagging her cries and moans of pain and unwanted pleasure as her body betrayed her by responding against her will to the penetration and violation. Her mouth was stretched and filled, her jaw ached and she gagged as his knob end came to close to her throat. When Graham was brimming close to orgasm, he withdrew. He and Kurt changed positions; Graham now thrust his short fat knob into Sophie’s mouth and Kurt shoved his massive erection into her soaking orifice.

				Sophie could smell and taste her own self on Graham, the slight yeastiness of female sex. Again, Graham withdrew before climaxing. Kurt released his grasp on Sophie’s legs and lay down on top of her; still carefully ensuring the continuation of their union, he rolled onto his side and pulled her with him. Graham now lay down behind her and thrust himself into her tight rear, struggling against the resistance of her sphincter. Both men could feel the other inside of her and this somehow increased their arousal. With a new urgency they both began to thrust rhythmically in and out of those twin orifices in unison, Sophie moaning and sobbing as they crushed her naked form savagely between them. They climaxed nanoseconds apart, exploding their cream into the terrified Sophie with a twin roar of triumph and euphoria.

				Graham withdrew at once; theatrically gave a low bow before the mirror and then went sit down by the door, as though anticipating the imminent return of their gaoler. Kurt remained inside Sophie, rolling her onto her back and lay on top of her, crushing her twin peaks beneath his chest.

				“Tell me how good I was, sweetheart,” he commanded; the endearment uttered in a mocking tone. Sophie was crying bitterly and did not answer. Kurt dealt her a slap that reddened her pale cheek. “Tell me I’m the best fuck you ever had, bitch, or else ...” He squeezed her upper arms so tightly she could feel them bruising.

				“You’re a great fuck. The best I ever had,” Sophie whimpered and Kurt gave a satisfied grin. He pulled himself out of her and then thrust his penis into her mouth so she was forced to suck him clean of their combined love-juices. Satiated, he then went to sit with Graham and the two men chatted quietly, glancing occasionally at Sophie.

				For a few long moments, the third stranger simply stood and gazed at her exhausted form. Then at last he strode across the room and nudged her belly with his foot.

				“Stand up,” he told her, his voice smooth. She slowly got to her feet and stood unsteadily, her head lowered so she would not have to look at him. “Get undressed.” Slowly and reluctantly, Sophie obeyed the order. She knew there was no point in resisting, she would only make him angry and in all likelihood he would force her and it would hurt so much more then. Acquiescence was the only option for now. Soon she stood before him, naked and trembling. He stood and surveyed her; an openly appraising stare that lingered on her full breasts then journeyed slowly down to her almost boyishly flat stomach and then to the triangle of blonde curls and her upper thighs, which glistened with intermingled sweat and sex-sap.

				He reached out and ran his fingers through her long blonde tangled mane and then stroked her cheek, damp with tears. His other hand gently lifted her chin and he reached forward to press his mouth firmly against hers; he prised her lips apart with his tongue, which sought its counterpart for an erotic tango. One hand wandered to her breast and played casually with its brown peak, which soon stood obediently to attention, then continued down to her secret place and flicked at her lips, causing her to start. He pushed his index finger inside and stimulated her until she had to pull her mouth from his to gasp for breath and let out a soft moan of arousal. He pulled his finger from her love passage and pushed it into her mouth, so that once more she could taste her own intimacy.

				He then greatly surprised her by sinking down onto his knees and pressing his face against her soft curls. His tongue quickly found her tiny pinkish bud and began to tease at it. Her heart was racing and her cheeks flushed. She struggled against the arousal, resenting the disloyalty of her hormones. He moved upwards once more, running his tongue up to her navel, pausing briefly before travelling to her breasts where he began to suck and nibble her left mound and then her right. He sat down on the floor and gently commanded she lay across his lap. She gave a little sigh of resignation as she obeyed him. She could feel his arousal jabbing against her belly as he began to stroke and caress her rotund cheeks. She started and clenched them when she felt his thumb probing against her rosebud but then relaxed and allowed the intrusion - after all, it was not so cruel a violation as that orifice had already suffered and resistance would prove futile and painful.

				The penetration did not last for long; Sophie was pushed onto the floor and rolled onto her back. His hands went to her breasts again but this time the touch was not caressing but agonising; he dug his nails into her flesh and drew them down her tender milk globes leaving reddened scratches.

				Sophie screamed out in agony and curled herself up into a foetal position, crying bitterly. She was instantly pulled onto her back again and crushed beneath his weight. His massive erection was thrust into her tunnel and he rode her savagely, shoving in and out of her with a passion. As he rode her, he let out a long string of profanities and insults, biting out the words with vehemence.

				“Slut, whore, slag, fuck-bitch,” he hissed into her face. “This is what you’re for. For fucking and screwing and buggering. You’re just a fuck tunnel and nothing else.” As he progressed rapidly towards climax he became too breathless for much speech but did not fall silent; he hissed out ‘FUCK, FUCK, FUCK’, with each thrust. Sophie could not believe this was the same man who had only moments earlier seemed so caressing, almost as though about to make love to her. She felt sick close to the point of retching.

				He let out a long bear-like growl as he climaxed. He pulled himself from her, rolled her onto her front and thrust his penis into her mouth so she was forced to suck him clean. Suddenly the door swung open and three white-coated orderlies entered to escort the men from the room. Sophie was left curled on the floor in a foetal position crying bitterly.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Three

				Another white-coated orderly came to fetch Sophie some time later. He hauled her to her feet and, leaving the abandoned pile of fetish clothing where it was, led her from the room. She was taken to what looked like a small operating theatre, where Omar, Liz and another man she had not seen before were waiting. Trembling, fearful and confused, she dumbly obeyed Omar’s order to climb up onto the metal operating table; quite simply, she had neither the physical or emotional strength to protest or question. She lay down on the cold surface and closed her eyes, dazzled by the bright light that hung low overhead.

				“Doctor Fitzallan here is my anaesthetist,” Omar told her. “He’s going to put you under for a while so that I can carry out a few ... necessities.”

				Sophie remained still and silent and did not resist even when she felt Dr Fitzallan placing a plastic mask over her mouth and nose and then administering an injection in her upper arm as well. She soon felt dizzy and light-headed; she did not fight the sensation of slipping away into deep sleep. She was afraid of what would be done to her whilst she was unconscious but at least she was being granted the mercy of ignorance of the pain and humiliation it would certainly cause her otherwise. Would Omar take her again, this time whilst she was unconscious and totally unaware of the violation? Based on what he had told her earlier, he most certainly would. She wanted to sleep, wanted to be blissfully unaware of the desecration of her body and soul, longed to be able to dream of waking from this nightmare ...

				Sophie stirred and moaned. She struggled to sit up but realised that she was restrained. She was lying naked on a metal-frame hospital bed and held down by leather straps attached to her ankles, her wrists and across her midriff. There were bed guards in place as though she were a small child or a lunatic. The room was clinically white and smelled of chemicals. There was a drip in place on the back of her hand, attached to a bag of clear fluid hung on a bedside frame. But what was definitely out of place for a hospital room was the ceiling mirror directly above the bed that showed Sophie the full ignominy she had been unwittingly subjected to. She gazed transfixed up at the reflection with tears flowing freely and her heart silently screaming.

				Her breasts were huge, obviously artificially enlarged and yet there were no obvious wounds from any operative process. Her nipples were ringed, huge silver loops adorning the brown nubs. Her intimacy was naked and smooth, all the hair removed and a small silver ring ornamented her clitoris. Three discarded condoms filled with sticky whiteness lay on her belly. Why had they bothered with condoms, she wondered - probably merely to prove without doubt what else had been done to her whilst she had been anaesthetised. Had Omar taken her three times or had others, perhaps Dr Fitzallan, also enjoyed her inert body? With a choked sob she closed her eyes tightly again, unable to bear the horrific image any longer. She felt sick and wretched and her head was aching. Just how far did Omar intend to go with his abuse of her? If he meant to kill her, she wished he would simply do so, and soon, rather than forcing her to endure this living hell. Had Natasha suffered this way, too? And had her suffering ended yet?

				The door of the room suddenly opened, interrupting her morose and terrifying line of thought. It was Dr Omar Rabanne. He lowered the bed guards and began to roughly fondle Sophie’s unnaturally massive breasts. She grimaced at the pain.

				“More than satisfactory results,” he smiled smoothly. “You’ll notice that the effect has been achieved without any invasive surgery. It’s a new technique I developed myself and it’s still experimental. I simply inject a special liquid into the mammary glands that then slowly gels into artificial tissue. The appearance and texture are perfectly convincing - if I didn’t know better I would swear I was handling completely natural unaltered breasts. Let’s get rid of these sheaths, shall we?” He picked up the condoms and dropped them into a white plastic waste bin in the room.

				“You’re probably wondering if I screwed into you before or after the breast enlargement. Well, actually I was inside you, shafting you, whilst Fitzallan was administering the injections for me. I watched your tits swelling and growing as I was pumping in and out of you. Afterwards, Fitzallan had you. He suckled on your new big tits whilst he rode you. Kyle, the orderly who brought you to the operating theatre, used the third condom. He screwed you before bringing you in here. Now, you’ll find that with such abnormally large breasts you are likely to suffer from back pain and poor posture. But I can sort that little problem out by putting a neck collar and back brace in place. I rather like the idea of keeping you in one of those little contraptions anyway. Now I’m going to release you from these restraints and you’re going to be a smart girl and be good for me, aren’t you?” He unfastened the leather straps and then altered the adjustable bedstead before easing her into a more upright position.

				“Someone will be along with your supper very soon - only a very light meal after an anaesthetic, of course. One of the nurses will keep looking in on you through the night and then first thing tomorrow morning you will ... well, I’ll leave you to find out tomorrow rather than spoil the surprise by telling you now.”

				Sophie left the supper tray untouched. She lay awake for a long while, both body and soul too tortured to allow the mercy of sleep. A pretty young Asian nurse whose nametag read Sister Sharina looked in on her now and then, removing the tray, checking on the saline drip, covering her with a blanket and generally attempting to make her more comfortable. Eventually, well into the night, she gave Sophie two sleeping pills.

				“If you don’t eat, then you’ll have to be tube fed,” Sister Sharina warned her in a not unfriendly way when Sophie left her breakfast tray untouched the next morning. Grudgingly she relented and ate some of the cereal and half a slice of toast. She was more enthusiastic about the juice, feeling desperately thirsty. But why was Omar seeing that she was fed, she wondered. Certainly he would not, could not, ever release her and that fact predicted one ultimate fate ... Did it really matter to him at all then if she were weak with hunger or dehydrated? Probably he wanted to prolong her agonies, she thought morosely.

				Sharina had just taken away the tray and removed the saline drip, putting a small round plaster where the needle had been, when Omar arrived on the scene. He dismissed Sharina and then pulled down the coverlet to examine Sophie’s engorged breasts. He pulled harshly at the metal loops adorning her dark nipples, causing her to cry out, and responded with a smug smile of satisfaction.

				“I am going to administer an enema,” he told her. “Roll onto your right side.” Sophie moved slowly and awkwardly onto her side, movement hindered by the massive breasts - her own body felt alien to her. “Now draw your left leg up - that’s right. Stay in that position.” Sophie lay perfectly still, eyes shut, heart racing. She heard Omar unzipping his flies and the rustle of cloth as he removed his trousers. What was he about to do? He had said he was going to give her an enema, so why on earth did he need to undress? She felt him mounting the bed and then felt his flesh against hers as he positioned himself; he pushed his erect penis against her rosebud and thrust into her. She felt warm liquid rushing into her body and realised with disgust and horror that he was urinating into her. His bladder drained, he dismounted and dressed again. He fetched a metal bedpan, placed it beneath her rear and captured the foul liquid that spurted from her.

				Sophie struggled to fight back the tears that brimmed in response to the humiliation and degradation she felt. Omar removed the bedpan and was just wiping her when Liz Tyrell arrived with a wheelchair. Together they manhandled her into the chair, fastened leather straps about her ankles and wrists so she could not stand, and then Liz pushed her from the room.

				“Where are you taking me?” Sophie asked in a small voice but the question was ignored.

				Liz pushed the chair through the stark white corridors to a back entrance where a private ambulance was waiting with open doors. A man in a paramedic outfit took over now and soon had Sophie and the chair securely positioned in the back of the vehicle. He slammed shut the doors and moments later the engine hummed to life and they drove away.

				Almost an hour later the vehicle parked up and the doors were opened. The medic unloaded Sophie and chair and she was surprised to see that they were outside what appeared to be a private house. Having passed through an imposing gated entrance they had then driven up an impressive lime avenue and were now on the sweeping tarmac circle in front of the gabled porch with its double wooden doors and stained glass windows. A gangly thirty-something man, in jeans and t-shirt, was waiting there.

				“Hi, Sam. Dairy or stables?” he greeted the driver with obvious familiarity as he ogled the heavily breasted naked young woman restrained in the wheelchair with hungry devouring eyes.

				“Hiya, Vic. The doc said this one’s for the pool party but to show her round the place before you cage her,” Sam relayed Rabanne’s instructions and Vic nodded. “Will do. See you tomorrow.”

				Without a word to Sophie, Vic strode towards the chair and proceeded to push her around the back of the substantial early Victorian house to a farm complex with various barns and outbuildings. Beyond this was a stable yard with a ménage and paddocks. There was suddenly an ear-splitting scream from a little way off.

				“That’s one of the cows calving,” Vic said in a casual tone. “You’ve arrived just in time to watch our vet at work.”

				Vic took Sophie to a large modern farm building. Grunts, moans and wails filled the air. A woman was cradled in a leather bondage swing, her legs spread wide apart, her naked body perspiring and bucking and writhing vainly against the restraints. The ‘vet’ was knelt on the straw down between her legs, tending to the delivery of the offspring. A woman in a nurse’s uniform stood by with a blanket, waiting to hurry the newborn to the house. Sophie paled visibly at the sight of the restrained woman in labour.

				“We know from the scans that the whelp is a boy, which is good news for Rabanne. A white boy fetches around £25,000, a girl around £20,000. Blacks only fetch about £15,000 so he keeps the herd mostly white. There’s no shortage of wealthy childless couples and the calves are sold even before they’re born. This one’s new parents are waiting up at the house. They’ll take the baby home this afternoon if everything goes smoothly. No adoption is necessary. Every client registers with a doctor Rabanne recommends who then alters her medical records to show that she has given birth. The child is then simply registered as their own. The good doctor has got everything very well organised. The ‘vet’, Dr. Simpson, lives on the premises so he’s on call at all times night and day. We’ve excellent medical facilities here, even an operating theatre and full medical staff, so there’s never any need for outside intervention. I’m just wondering whether to let you see the actual birth or to take you straight to see the cows in the dairy.”

				Vic glanced casually at his watch and seemed to pause for thought. Then he said, “These things can sometimes take hours, can’t they? And it’s almost lunchtime. We’d better go and see the dairy herd.”

				The dairy was modern and clean and like any other dairy. Except, of course, that the ‘cows’ were twenty-five young women in various stages of pregnancy. They were naked and had each been branded with the letters ‘RD’ on their engorged breasts, one letter on each tit, for Rabanne’s Dairy; and like the woman in the birthing room, they were totally bald, their heads shaven, and a number branded on their scalps. A complex pumping apparatus was set up, with each cow attached so that milk could be pumped from her.

				“The machinery operates automatically on a regulator and takes nine fluid ounces from each udder every three hours. The Dairy Master, Jacobson, oversees everything. There are a great many men who are willing to pay handsomely for the pleasure of drinking breast-milk and for the gratification of fucking a heavily pregnant cow. Those huge rounded bellies and engorged breasts are such a turn on. I wonder if that is what Rabanne has planned for you after the pool party? Well, better get you caged.”

				Vic pushed the chair back towards the house and entered through a back way. Sophie was scared about whatever was about to happen to her but very relieved to be away from the dairy, away from sights she found extremely distressing. It was all so utterly repugnant and she felt sick to the stomach to be in this unholy place. Omar Rabanne was far more evil than she had even imagined.

				Vic took her along a corridor that led to a magnificent indoor swimming pool, housed under a glass roof, with mosaic tiling and steps, changing rooms, a lounging area with bar, a galleried viewing area - and at the far end six metal cages! Five of the cages held a naked woman, bound and gagged, but the sixth was empty, its door open; a reel of bondage tape, a gag and a blindfold lay in a discarded heap beside it. He freed Sophie from the straps that held her fast in the wheelchair only to immediately bind her securely with the black tape. He bound her wrists behind her back and then her ankles to her wrists so that she was double backwards in the most uncomfortable of positions, then gagged her with the rubber ball gag and put the leather mask over her eyes, shutting out all light. She lay on the cool tiled floor, cruelly immobilised, totally unresponsive, whilst Vic began to fondle her unnatural breasts.

				“Gorgeous,” he sighed as he kneaded and squeezed. “I never saw jugs so big. The doctor’s work, I assume? I hope I get the chance to fuck them once the party guests are finished with you.” At last he ceased his groping, lifted her with ease and almost threw her into the small metal cage; he slammed shut the door, locked it and left. Only then did Sophie give way to tears.

				It was a long time before anyone returned to the pool area. The sky above the glass ceiling was pitch dark with twinkling stars. Sophie was aching dreadfully, her limbs throbbing and she had shamefully wet herself. But at last she heard some activity - voices, coming and going, the scrape of metal on the floor and a cacophony of indistinguishable sounds. It was in fact Vic and another man and two naked women carrying various sorts of equipment. They came back and forth with leather-topped stools, metal benches, sex aids, crops, paddles, canes ... all sorts of paraphernalia that they placed around the pool area.

				A bartender in a tux arrived to set up the bar and a waitress in a bunny-girl outfit lay out a buffet of various cold dishes and nibbles. Soft music began to play over a hidden sound system and candles were lit. Soon guests began to arrive, men and women, all of them naked. Some of the women wore collars about their necks but nothing else. Friends greeted one another, the room filled with chatter and drinks were handed around. Things were very soon well under way - with whippings, fucking and perverse sex acts galore, both in and out of the water.

				The so-called ‘pool party’ was a glorified orgy. And soon the host of this depraved event arrived. Doctor Rabanne appeared, naked as everyone else and began to mingle. Vic and the other man came over to unlock the cages and hand the women over to those who had not brought slave-girls of their own.

				Vic dragged Sophie from the cage, released her from her bonds and threw her into the pool. Shocked, she spluttered and struggled before striking out for the edge and clambering out. She lay on the tiles panting. Suddenly someone was grabbing her upper arm and pulling her to her feet. It was Rabanne. He ordered her to position herself over a leather-topped fucking stool that stood beside the pool. Obedient but gasping she leaned over the low rectangular stool and he fastened her down with the attached straps and chains so that she was secured in the doggy-style position and then he blindfolded her. Someone - was it Rabanne, she wondered - began to rub his semi-erect manhood between her cheeks whilst another erection was forced into her mouth. She wondered with a pounding heart just how many men were ogling her, waiting their turn to use her. The man standing behind her now thrust his erection into her tight rosebud and she howled as he forced his way past her resisting sphincter and began to drum against her bottom, shoving and thrusting with fervour.

				The man in front of her grasped her hair and forced her mouth around his knob once more. A pair of hands caressed her back almost seductively. She heard the grunts and groans of a highly aroused males close to climax and wondered whether her mouth or her ass would be the first to receive hot creamy spunk; it was neither, for suddenly warm stickiness spurted against her back and was then smeared around - someone had been wanking over her whilst the other two were busy using her mouth and back door hole. Then her mouth filled with stickiness that dribbled down her chin as the face-fucker gave a few sudden jerks that signalled his climax. He withdrew and another immediately took his place, a shorter but fatter penis sliding between her lips and into her mouth. She obediently began to slide her mouth up and down the short thick shaft, flicking at the knob end with her tongue. Once more her mouth filled with warm spunk and once more another penis took the place of the one just drained. And still the man inside her rear was drumming away, his stamina amazing; she began to wonder if he would ever come.

				Five pricks emptied themselves into her mouth before the sodomist at last climaxed, bursting into her with savagery and an animalist roar of triumph. As soon as he moved away another ally in their united abuse session took up position and thrust his organ into her soaking love tunnel. He ground himself against her, gyrating his hips and stimulating her clitoris with obvious skill and experience, but held out only for a short while before climaxing; and immediately his place was taken by yet another. Just how many men were going to take her? She was so sore, her labia lips swollen and burning from the over stimulation. After at least half a dozen men had taken her (unless some had taken her twice, she could not really be certain) she was released from her restraints and manhandled into position on the floor lying on her back with a cushion of some sort beneath her hips. She felt a stiff erect member being eased into her wet, open tunnel - and then a second! There were two cocks inside her love channel at once! They began to ease in and out of her together in unison, keeping a slow rhythmic pace, until they climaxed only nano-seconds apart from each other. Just as they withdrew, Sophie experienced her own massive, electrifying orgasm, the greatest she had ever known, far greater than anything she had ever achieved by her own hand or with Natasha; she had never imagined that her body could feel like that, achieve such a sexual high - and she felt agonisingly guilty for experiencing such pleasure under such circumstances. Her own body had betrayed her.

				Each now semi-erect penis in turn was pushed into her mouth for cleaning and then wiped on her hair. Firm callused hands then undid the straps and chains and pulled her to her feet. She was moved across the floor made to stand against a brick wall. She stood unsteadily, frightened, aching, wondering what the hell was going to be done to her now. Then she heard Vic’s voice very close by raised above the noise of the music, chattering, sex sounds, and glasses clinking.

				“Sir, Tony Scullie will be here in half an hour,” he said, presumably to Rabanne.

				“Take this one for him,” Rabanne answered. The next thing Sophie knew she was being half led, half dragged from the room. Once in the corridor the blindfold was removed. In silence Vic took her up a narrow flight of well-worn steps, which might once have been servants’ back stairs, to an upper floor and a large dressing room. Vic indicated she should sit down at a dressing table. She obeyed dumbly. He proceeded to blow-dry and brush her hair and then gave her a quick makeover to hide the dark shadows beneath her eyes and the paleness of her skin. He then produced an outfit for her to change into. She silently put on the ivory silk stockings, suspenders and ivory lace bra and Vic then helped her into a flouncy white lace gown. Finally she slipped on a pair of silver satin shoes.

				“This is a wedding dress,” she said in surprise, her voice husky with weariness and pain.

				“Of course,” Vic laughed. “Tony has always had this desire to rape a bride on her wedding night - and you, precious, are going to be the bride!”

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Four

				The bedroom that Vic took Sophie to was even more of a surprise than the dress. No detail of the fantasy had been overlooked, even to a brass plate on the door that read ‘Honeymoon Suite’. Obviously Omar had spared no expense in creating this mirage for his friend ... or was he a client, paying well for this service? Was Omar Rabanne a pimp as well as a pervert, whoring her out to strangers? Vic had said that men paid handsomely to have sex with the pregnant women in the ‘dairy’ - had the party guests and this Tony paid well to have sex with her? The thought disgusted her.

				There was a huge heart-shaped bed with crimson satin bedding that was sprinkled with pink rose petals. ‘Congratulations’ cards stood on the dressing table and on shelves and bouquets of flowers were on every available surface. There was a bottle of Champagne in an ice bucket on a silver hostess trolley along with a huge bowl of fresh strawberries and a plate with a slice of wedding cake. There was even confetti scattered about on the pink deep-pile carpet. There was a travel kettle and sachets of coffee, teabags and mini pots of milk and sachets of sugar in a basket on a sideboard, creating the atmosphere of a hotel room. There was a settee, a TV with a combination video-DVD player, and a stereo from which soft romantic easy-listening music was playing in the background.

				“There’s a video you have to be watching when Tony arrives - it’s ready in the player. He shouldn’t be long now.”

				As soon as she was alone, Sophie tried the bedside telephone but it was an internal line only and a male voice sharply ordered her to get off the line. With a sigh of resignation, she kicked off the silver shoes and went to sit down on the settee. She took up the remote control, switched on the TV and video, and watched disinterestedly, wondering miserably if she would ever escape from this nightmare alive. The video was an amateurish home-video of a wedding and whoever had shot the footage had been careful not to capture the bride’s face - she was always seen from behind or in a heavy lace veil that concealed her features; she might have been anyone and that was just the point.

				Sophie jumped with fright when the door was suddenly flung violently open and Tony burst into the room. She leapt to her feet and regarded him with genuine fear. He stood framed in the doorway glaring at her with glazed eyes. Her first observation was that he was old - easily old enough to be her father if not her grandfather. He had a head of silver white hair that was lank and greasy and a huge beer belly. Her second observation was that he was dirty - his faded too-tight denims were stained and the faded grey tee shirt grubby with sweat marks under the arms. When he lunged towards her and caught her wrist, grinning at her leeringly, showing yellow stained teeth, she almost wretched at the strong stench of tobacco and beer and sweat combined. This man was vile and she could not bear the thought of him touching her.

				“All alone?” he asked her in a sneering voice. “Where’s the lover-boy groom disappeared to, then?” Vic had instructed her regarding what she should answer to any such questions as he had helped her to dress but now her mind was blank. All she could think of was how disgusting this man was and how desperately she wanted to get away from him. She wrenched herself from him and hurled to the door, screaming, “Vic, Vic, for God’s sake, please ...” but Tony, despite his looking very unfit, moved swiftly and immobilised her easily. He kicked shut the door and locked it.

				“No point calling for him, babe. He can’t help you now. I’m going to have you, screw into you, spill my spunk into your cunt and seed your belly even before your darling lover-boy has had the chance to get your knickers down.” He pulled her across the room, away from the door towards the settee and looked at the TV screen where the video was still playing. “Is that him then? Is that the groom whose pretty virgin bride I’m going to despoil? Perhaps he’ll thank me for preparing you for him!”

				He gave a harsh guttural laugh and pulled her towards the ostentatious bed. He threw her onto the crimson satin duvet then grasped her hair tightly with one hand whilst with the other he unzipped his flies and pulled down the jeans and dirty Y-fronts. Having kicked them off he then immobilised her with a knee pressed against her belly whilst he removed his tee shirt. He lay over her, pinning her wrists down above her head and crushing the white satin fabric beneath him.

				She struggled desperately but it was little more than a symbolic resistance for she was helpless against him. He pressed his mouth hard against hers, forcing her lips apart, and thrusting his hot tongue hungrily into her mouth. She could feel her mouth swelling and taste her own salty blood as his teeth dug cruelly into her lips. At the same time he brought a knee up hard between her legs, pressing painfully against her intimacy, and tightened his grip on her wrists so much that she could feel the flesh bruising beneath his fingers. His mouth travelled from her lips to her neck, slavering over her flesh greedily, then down her bare shoulder and her cleavage.

				He released her wrists and tore the dress to reveal her colossal, firm breasts restrained within the ivory lace - he ripped this with his teeth to gain access to her bare skin. He sank his teeth into the huge white milk-globes, leaving bite marks, then suckled hungrily on her nipples and pulled at the rings with his teeth so that she cried out in agony.

				He raised himself from her and turned about on the bed so that his fat cheeks were thrust into her face; he grasped the hem of the bridal gown and tore the satin from border to waist, exposing her stocking-clad legs and bare intimacy. He made an animalistic grunt of arousal as he forced her legs wide apart and plunged his mouth to her slit.

				She whimpered and sobbed as he gorged himself on her swollen pink lips and small red bud, his erection jabbing against her breasts and his ass in her face. Eventually he ceased his gluttony, turned about once more, and thrust himself into her tunnel with a groan. He plunged and pumped fiercely with no rhythm or pace, his face buried in her hair against her neck, growling and snarling like a beast close to her ear.

				At last he erupted into her, spilling his hot vile fluid into her tunnel with a roar of triumph that mingled with her loud agonised cry of shame and horror. He did not withdraw at once but remained inside her for a few moments, raised on locked arms now and gazing with sadistic satisfaction at her distraught tear-stained face as she turned her head to sob into the pillow.

				“I’ll be with you forever now. Every time you think of your wedding you’ll think of Tony Scullie buried deep inside you, fucking you, spunking you.” He gave another harsh laugh and lay down on the bed beside her. He groped about on the floor for his discarded trousers and took a packet of cigarettes and a lighter from the pocket. Having lit a cigarette, he took a few long drags on it then stubbed it out on Sophie’s right shoulder, causing her to scream and then to sob more pitifully still. He then dressed and left.

				Sophie remained curled up on the bed crying, wallowing in self-pity and ignominy. She had never felt so humiliated, so used, so disgusted in herself and her own body. Being taken by Tony Scullie had been even more utterly repulsive and debasing than anything Rabanne had done to her so far.

				When she eventually awoke from a troubled and dream-filled sleep, Sophie took a long shower in the en-suite and donned a man’s towelling bathrobe she found hanging up in there, grateful and relieved to at least feel physically clean once more. She tried the door of the bedroom but of course it was locked. She sat curled up on the sofa staring into emptiness waiting for whatever was to come. At least there was a degree of comfort in the meantime, she sighed to herself.

				Eventually Vic turned up, with a very welcome tray of coffee, juice and scrambled eggs on toast. Sophie tucked in hungrily, having had nothing at all since breakfast at the clinic the morning before. Vic disappeared briefly whilst she was eating and returned with a bundle of clothes, which he threw down on the sofa. At his instruction, once she had finished her meal she dressed. There were red fishnet stockings, a red basque with a hoist-cup top that lifted and displayed her painfully heavy breasts and a slim red leather dog collar for about her neck that bore a small gold disc engraved with the word ‘slave-bitch’. He then escorted her downstairs to a fully equipped ‘playroom’ containing similar toys, tackle and apparatus as had been at the poolside the evening before, as well as other paraphernalia such as bondage chairs, a bondage bed, a fucking-wheel and various hoists, pulleys and swings. Stood waiting for her in that menacing room was a tall, burly man wearing combat-style clothing, and carrying a backpack.

				Left alone with this threatening stranger, Sophie stood trembling with anticipatory fear - who was this man and what would he do to her? But surely nothing could be worse than what she had been subjected her to so far, she thought to herself naively ...

				“Open your legs,” he ordered; he spoke with a slight American or transatlantic accent. Sophie altered her stance to stand with her legs apart. Although she had her eyes tightly shut now, she could sense him circling around her like a predator, his deep-set eyes feasting on her flesh. She started when he reached out a callused hand to stroke her breast. He pulled roughly and painfully at the silver loops and then proceeded to play with her aching mounds, kneading them like bread dough and twisting and pulling at the dark nipples so roughly that her eyes grew moist with tears once more and she bit her lower lip to suppress a sob.

				“Lie down on your back with your legs open and up,” he told her. She obeyed silently, lying down with her legs spread apart and her knees raised. He took the pack from his back, rummaged about in it, and produced some object.

				“Know what this is?” he asked, thrusting it in her face. She nodded. It was a vibrator but fashioned like a hand grenade and startlingly realistic. “It’s going up you,” he told her and then proceeded to part her lips and force the large vibrator into her passage, stretching her more than she would ever have imagined possible; only the ‘pin’ remained visible to aid removal. “And this” he told her, brandishing a metallic torpedo-shaped dildo at her, “is going up your fanny.” She was puzzled for the briefest of moments before she recalled that in America ‘fanny’ was vernacular for backside not vagina as in English. Using no lubrication and struggling against the resistance her sphincter he thrust the missile into her rear passage. She screamed and struggled but he was easily able to pin her down and force her to accept the alien intrusion. He then produced a special leather girdle that he used to keep the sex-aids in position and a length of plastic-coated wire that he used to bind her ankles together; he used another length to bind her wrists.

				“I like to fuck red cheeks,” he told her and for a moment she was confused again; he couldn’t take her with the girdle and dildoes in place. But he meant her face, not her ass and began to smack her again and again until she was sobbing and her cheeks were ruby with harsh slapping. He then removed his defence-green trousers and Y’s and positioned himself to push his erection into her mouth. He shoved his short but thick member in and out of her mouth, causing her to gag more than once. At last he spilled into her, the hot sticky fluid tasting bitter. He withdrew quickly and held a hand over her mouth so she was forced to swallow down the sex juice.

				Then he went to his backpack and produced a strong latex full body-sack, with a high collar and a heavy-duty zipper from toe to neck just like the one that Rabanne had used. She could barely even struggle once he had secured her tightly within its confines. Just for good measure he also gagged her before rearranging his clothes, retrieving his pack, and leaving.

				It was not Vic who came to fetch Sophie this time but a young woman. She was about twenty-five with cropped black hair and hazel eyes; she was naked, with a ring in her navel and Sophie could not help noticing that her breasts were scarred and disfigured. She released Sophie from the body-sack, removed the girdle and sex-aids and helped her to her feet. Then she rummaged about in a leather-topped ottoman chest and produced yet another outfit for her to change into; this time it was a very short frilly pink baby-doll dress, white frilly knickers, white ankle socks, and black plimsolls.

				“Please, I need help,” Sophie pleaded. “I’m a prisoner here. Can’t you help me to ...?” The woman looked utterly terrified and frantically shook her head, putting her hand to Sophie’s mouth in a silent gesture for her to stop speaking. Sophie suddenly wondered if the room was bugged. And most likely this poor frightened woman was as much a helpless prisoner as she was herself. With a disheartened sigh, Sophie took a rag doll that she held out to her and then followed silently as she led her from the playroom and down the hall. She rapped on the door, opened it and nudged Sophie forwards. Trembling with nerves she went in.

				The small room was decorated in dark colours and dimly lit. There were two armchairs, a small office desk and chair in a corner, a high bookshelf crammed with books and a portable TV. Sitting in one of the armchairs by a small log fire was a middle-aged man reading the daily newspaper. At her entrance he put the paper aside and glared angrily at her. She stood still near the doorway, nervously clutching the rag doll and fidgeting her feet.

				“Come here, Lucy-Anne,” he snapped and Sophie hesitantly went over to where he sat. She kept her head lowered, afraid to meet his gaze.

				“Mummy tells me you were a very naughty little girl this morning. Is that right?” Sophie hesitated and the man snapped at her, “Answer ‘yes, Daddy’.”

				“Yes, Daddy,” Sophie gave a half-whispered reply, still staring down at the floor, her face blazing scarlet.

				“What must daddies do to naughty little girls, Lucy-Anne?”

				“I don’t know, Daddy,” Sophie replied in a small voice.

				“Spank them, of course. Lean over my lap.” Sophie leaned over the man’s broad lap. She could feel his erection jabbing against her stomach even through the fabric of his trousers and underwear. He raised the pink frock and began to stroke her cheeks through the thin cotton of the white frilly knickers. Then he brought his open palm down hard on her ass and she yelped out at the sudden smart; there followed another smack and another, as he spanked her soundly. She bit into the rag doll to stifle her cries. When he eventually ceased the chastisement she was weeping bitterly.

				“Now go and lean forward over the desk,” ‘Daddy’ ordered. He grabbed the elastic of her knickers and slid them down to her ankles. “This is another way to punish bad girl’s bottoms,” he told her with a malicious laugh and suddenly rammed himself savagely into her tight rear hole. Sophie shrieked and struggled but she was no match for her abuser, who simply found her protestations exciting. He drummed and slammed against her reddened cheeks as she grasped the edge of the desk tightly and howled. At last he exploded into her with gusto and she screamed out, her body convulsing with the sudden savage spasms. He withdrew, wiped himself on her knickers and pulled them up over her cheeks again.

				“Thank me for your punishment and tell me you’ll be good now, Lucy-Anne,” he told her.

				“Thank you for punishing me, Daddy. I’ll be a good girl now,” Sophie replied obediently, her voice choked. He pulled a bell-rope near the fireplace, sat down in the armchair, and resumed reading his newspaper. Moments later the voiceless young woman appeared once more and led Sophie from the room.

				The silent slave girl showed Sophie to a small bedroom, prettily decorated with soft pastel colours, but with a barred window and a bondage bed accompanying the usual furniture of a wardrobe, chest of drawers and dressing table. Yet another change of clothing was already laid out on the bed.

				The outfit proved to be a pervy version of the traditional French Maid’s outfit - a very short but full black rubber skirt with frilly French knickers to wear beneath; a brief white rubber apron; a white maid’s cap; a pair of black fishnet hold-up stockings; and a pair of black stilettos with ankle straps that had tiny padlocks to prevent removal. Sophie changed into the sexy garment; the cool clingy rubber actually felt strangely comforting, which confused her. To Sophie’s further surprise and horror the woman now produced two pairs of handcuffs, a ball gag and nipple clamps from the bottom tray of the bathroom buddy. She swiftly fastened the nipple clamps in place beneath the rubber apron, causing Sophie to squirm and bite back tears, and then she fitted the ball gag. Still holding the handcuffs, she signalled for Sophie to follow; she took her downstairs to the kitchens where the Victorian image of the house was dispelled by the ultra-modern stainless steel environment. A chef and two assistants did not even bother to glance up at their entrance. She handcuffed Sophie’s wrists to the handle of a silver hostess trolley.

				“When the bell rings, push the trolley to the dining room. It’s the room right opposite,” she instructed her briefly in a half-whisper before leaving the kitchen.

				Sophie stood in mute and humble silence, her heart racing, the adrenaline rushing, as one of the chef’s assistants began to stack the trolley with hors d’oeuvres - Carciofi, Giardiniera and Acciughe in Salsa Verde. Just as the last dish was laid upon the tray a bell rang out and the assistant held open the door for Sophie. She teetered slowly on the high heels, grateful for the support of the trolley, to the small but elegant dining room where Rabanne was seated with his handful of guests around a large round walnut dining table. A young man stood near the table in a sexy rubber adaptation of a waiter’s outfit complete with bow-tie, having just served a light, dry Pinot Grigio and now ready to serve the dishes from the hostess trolley. Schubert’s Symphony number five was playing low in the background.

				The meal was a relaxed and leisurely affair with Rabanne and his guests taking time to enjoy the food and the conservation in a laid-back and unhurried fashion. They seemed barely aware of the presence of the sexy rubber-clad waitress hovering nearby as small talk ranged from politics to sport to tentative plans for a Goth Wicked Hallowe’en party.

				One of the guests was showing an open interest in the waiter. He touched the young man’s hand each time he placed a new dish on the table in front of him or poured him more wine - once he slipped his hand to his crotch and gave a playful squeeze; the youth, Sophie observed, was playing it cool but polite, his hand completely steady as he poured the wine.

				An Il Primo of Risotto con Porcini followed the antipasto, served with Frascati that Rabanne described as ‘fruity with a vibrant sweetness’ when he tasted it. The final course was Focaccia with a selection of cheeses - Pecorino, Caciocavallo and Taleggio; the choice of wine was now Chianti. Then everyone sat back with a mug of coretto - expresso with a dash of alcohol.

				Sophie was silently praying that she would now be dismissed - her feet were aching dreadfully after spending so long standing still or journeying to and fro twixt kitchen and dining room in the stilettos and she was longing to sit down at last. Rabanne must have Italian as well as middle-eastern blood, she mused dismally; surely only a Mediterranean could make lunch last nearly two hours - a wonderful concept if you were eating but a nightmare if you were serving.

				Over coffee the waiter’s enthusiastic fan leaned forward to mutter something to Rabanne, who chuckled amusedly and then called him over. A protracted, whispered conversation ensued before the waiter, apparently with some reluctance, left the room in the company of his admirer. Two other guests, a portly middle-aged man and a woman who wore far too much make-up, thanked Rabanne for his hospitality and departed together. That left just Rabanne himself and two other male guests. As the company dwindled and she had still not been dismissed, Sophie began to feel alarmed.

				Anticipatory fear was thrilling through her; her cheeks became flushed and her palms sweaty. She kept her gaze lowered, anxious not to make eye contact at all, but knew all the same that they were looking at her, talking quietly together about her. One, whom she had heard addressed as Cliff, was in his forties with greying hair and rugged features; the other, Gary, was in his late twenties or possibly early thirties with fiery red hair and a Viking physique to match, well over six feet, broad, muscular and fit. Their eyes were hot, hungry and devouring. Sophie could hear her heart pounding, feel the blood coursing through her veins and feel the sweat trickling between her breasts and down her spine. This could not be happening to her.

				It was Gary who approached her first. Rabanne and Cliff sat casually drinking coffee and chatting whilst Gary went over to Sophie, stood behind her and lifted up her rubber skirt to reveal her frilly French knickers. He pulled the panties down to her ankles and spread her legs apart, forcing her to lean forward over the trolley to which she was still cuffed. He unzipped his flies to release his manhood, already erect, and - grasping her tightly by the hips - drove it savagely into her lust tunnel without foreplay or ceremony. She shrieked in agony and terror and struggled but to no avail. He was well endowed, a generous nine inches and very thick and Sophie moaned and sobbed pitifully as he rhythmically thrust in and out. She grasped the trolley for dear life, teetering dangerously, a fire rising rapidly inside her. She bit onto the gag and screamed throatily behind it when he exploded into her with force. Zipping up his flies, he spoke briefly to Rabanne and then left, not once having spoken to her.

				She had barely recovered from the force of his ejaculation when Cliff was upon her, standing behind her and reaching around to maul her throbbing breasts through the taut white rubber of the apron. The nipple clamps biting into her nubs were dug into the flesh of her creamy rounded mounds and she struggled to fight back tears once more. Having manhandled her breasts for a while he then moved back to stroke her firm globes. He obviously wanted to take things far more slowly than Gary had done, wanted to take as much pleasure as he could from this firm young nubile before coming to his ultimate purpose. He went down onto his knees and pressed his face against her rear, nuzzling against her crack and flicking his tongue at her tight rosebud. Then he suddenly sank his teeth into her fleshy globe, drawing blood and Sophie cried out from behind the gag. He bit her again and again, leaving bleeding bite marks all over her cheeks and she sobbed hysterically. He stood, leaned forward over her and drew his nails firmly down her back from collarbone to waist, again drawing blood and Sophie howled in unbelievable agony. She watched through a mist of tears as Cliff then went to the table and picked up a red candle; but Rabanne caught his wrist.

				“The dye in coloured candles can cause blood poisoning,” he advised his friend. “Use one of the white ones. Or better still there are some bees’-wax candles in the sideboard drawer - that has a much higher melting point so that the wax really burns.” He threw the terrified Sophie a malicious smile as Cliff went to open the sideboard drawer and took out one of the yellowish handmade beeswax candles.

				He lit it on one of the table candles and then proceeded to drip the hot molten liquid onto Sophie’s cheeks. He varied the height from which he dripped the wax so that the temperature too varied and Sophie never knew just how much pain to anticipate. She was biting against the gag and crying bitterly, silently pleading for this torture to cease.

				At long last Cliff blew out the candle and discarded it on the hostess trolley. But her ordeal was far from over, for now he removed the leather belt from his trousers, positioned himself carefully and brought it down hard across her back. She screamed out and struggled, the trolley teetering; if it had not had a brake it would have careered forwards, as it was it nearly toppled over sideways. Cliff threw a questioning glance to Rabanne, who nodded his consent, and then released Sophie from her restraints. She at once fell to her knees, too shaken and aching to stand unsupported.

				Cliff nudged her in the small of the back with his booted foot, indicating that she should lie down. She obeyed in tearful silence. Once she was lying down on her front he proceeded to administer the beating, slashing the belt across her back again and again. At long last he threw aside the belt, removed his trousers and Y’s and lay himself down on top of her. He pushed her legs apart, grasped her hair tightly in both hands and rammed himself into her tight rear tunnel. He rode her furiously, slamming against her tortured flesh, until at last he climaxed, spurting into her with force. He withdrew, manhandled her onto her back, removed the gag and pressed his mouth firmly against hers in a painfully passionate kiss that made her lips swell; she could taste her own blood in her mouth. Then he dressed, shook hands with Rabanne and left.

				Rabanne rose languidly from his chair and strolled almost lazily over to the naked, bleeding and weeping young woman sprawled out on his dining room carpet. He stood astride her, gazing down on her with malevolent amusement on his face. Then he spat at her and left the room.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Five

				After five minutes or so the youthful waiter appeared. He was a rather feminine-featured young man in his late teens or early twenties with sultry cerulean eyes and full pouting lips. He was no longer wearing the rubber waiter’s garb; he wore only a tight pair of PVC shorts that accentuated his generous bulge - his slim upper body was naked and his nipples ringed. He took Sophie gently by the forearm, helped her to her feet and led her from the room.

				“I’m Alan - or Ellen, if you like, I answer to either,” the striking youth told her rather oddly. He took her to a bathroom where he undressed her, bathed her wounds in cool water and then he tended them with antiseptic ointment before taking her, naked, back to the small bedroom with the barred window, promising to bring her a meal soon.

				As soon as Alan left, Sophie tried the bedroom door but of course it was locked. She went to the small window - that was certainly no escape route for the bars were solidly secure, and anyway it was a long drop down to the ground below. She gazed across the acres of landscaped gardens to the deer park beyond and wondered if she would ever leave this place. Was the rest of her life to be spent here, being abused and violated by strangers or perhaps forced into pregnancy and placed in the dairy with those other maltreated wretches?

				A short while later Alan came with some late lunch for her. No, not Alan, she realised - Ellen. She understood now why he had given both names for he was definitely Ellen right now - the young man was carefully and subtly made-up and wore a flattering creamy silk frock with padding at the hips and breasts to create a convincing female figure and low-healed creamy court shoes. He placed the tray he was carrying down on the chest of drawers. There was a generous portion of macaroni cheese with tomatoes and salad and an apple pie for dessert. Sophie picked at the meal half-heartedly for a few moments before suddenly bursting into tears.

				“Hey now, don’t take on like that!” he told her, stroking her hair tenderly. She gazed up at Ellen with frightened questioning eyes.

				“You seem too nice to be a part of all this,” she ventured. “Please won’t you help me? I need to escape.”

				“Escape to where?” he asked her in a gentle voice. “If you’re like the rest of us, you’ve been sanctioned, certified and placed in Rabanne’s care. If you were to escape, which is impossible anyway, then he would simply inform the police and they would return you to his clinic. They wouldn’t believe anything you say - you have no voice, no rights ...”

				“But the wounds, the marks...”

				“Self-inflicted injuries, he’d claim convincingly. Self-harm is very common in those who are mentally unstable. Believe me, I’ve been there. I’m as much a prisoner as you are, as anyone else is here. I tow the line, play the part of the obedient servant, and so I get privileges and my life’s not too bad. But it is the life of a slave.”

				“How come?”

				“My father saw my bi-sexuality and cross-dressing as a sickness, a ‘filthy immoral perversion’ he called it, and he had me admitted to Rabanne’s clinic to be ‘cured’,” Ellen told the shocked Sophie. “Dad hates me, I’m a disappointment and an embarrassment he’d rather forget so he didn’t intervene and asked no questions at all when Rabanne told him that I was certifiable. He’s just glad I’m out of his life.”

				“God, I’m so sorry. That’s so bloody awful,” Sophie commiserated sincerely; she could not imagine such betrayal. Ellen smiled at her.

				“Don’t waste your pity on me, I get by. Now, if you’re not going to eat any of that lunch then lay down on the bed and I’ll give you a massage, it will calm you down a lot.” Sophie obediently lay down on her front on the fleecy covered inflatable bondage bed. Ellen meanwhile took a bottle of aromatherapy massage oil from the drawer of the dressing table and ran it under the hot tap at the small corner sink for a few seconds to warm it before then rubbing a copious amount of the heavenly-scented oil over his hands. Thus prepared, he proceeded to rub down Sophie’s back in a firm, skilled and sensual way. She began to feel calm and relaxed beneath his practised and sensitive hands and let out a long low contented sigh that made Ellen smile.

				The heady almost spicy aroma of the oil assailing her senses and the semi-erotic caressing of her highly sensitised skin caused her head to swim, all cares, thoughts and fears swept away and replaced by a tranquil emptiness. She smiled faintly as she allowed herself to float away on a cloud of serenity. She was so relaxed, so meditative, that she was barely aware of the silkiness of Ellen’s stockings brushing against her inner thighs or the warm breath of him against her neck. Even when she felt his erection probing gently against her cheeks she said nothing, made no response either positive or negative.

				“Is this all right with you?” he checked in a husky half-whisper as he pressed the knob end of his member against her rosebud.

				“Mmmm ... heavenly,” she murmured in response. Ellen eased his organ into her smoothly and effortlessly with no resistance because she was so relaxed. Sophie could feel that he was naked apart from the stockings and suspenders - when had he undressed? She had not been aware of it. He began to glide in and out of her very slowly, rhythmically and almost instinctively Sophie began to raise her hips slightly to meet each push. He eventually pulled out without climaxing and whispered for her to turn over onto her back.

				Ellen took the bottle of massage oil from beside the bed and simply tipped the remainder of its contents over her breasts and belly before continuing with his lovemaking. He pressed his hard chest against her breasts, crushing them against him, causing the nipple rings to dig into her flesh, as he slipped into her love-tunnel, finding it warm and soaking and ready for him. He rode her almost tenderly, their bodies slippery with the spiced oils that warmed with the friction of their fucking. Sophie found that a unique and highly erotic sensation. At last Ellen climaxed and almost simultaneously so did Sophie, not an earth-shattering, fireworks and screaming orgasm such as she had experienced at the poolside orgy but nevertheless a more than pleasant and somehow comforting rippling of sexual enjoyment, similar to that which she always experienced with Natasha. She smiled happily at Ellen as he wiped her breasts and belly with a wad of tissues to mop up the oil.

				“That was nice,” she told him.

				“Only nice?” he emphasised the word. Sophie thought she had offended him and wondered frantically for a moment what to say to pacify his feelings - perhaps she should have said ‘wonderful’ or told him that the earth had moved, but it hadn’t. But then he laughed brightly and tweaked her nipples playfully. “It was only nice because I didn’t hurt you! If I’d bound you and beaten you instead of caressing you then you’d have exploded like you did last night. But I can’t do that. Nice is all you get from me. Finish wiping off that gunk.”

				Sophie wondered at this startling declaration. Of course it wasn’t true. It didn’t take pain and domination to raise passion in her. She just wasn’t highly sexed, that was all. She had never needed fireworks and earthquakes, had always been perfectly content with the gentle and comforting rippling of sexual pleasure she had always experienced with Natasha and had just experienced with Ellen. And yet last night, when she had been taken again and again by unseen strangers, her body had reached such a pinnacle of ... NO! She was not responsible for her hormones, for the betrayal of her body and psychologically had gained no pleasure at all it the enforced carnalities...

				“I was told to take you to the jungle room once you’ve eaten.” Ellen interrupted her worried thoughts, handing her a skimpy garment he had taken from the chest of drawers. It was a fake leopard skin bikini. Sophie puzzled over what on earth the jungle room could be.

				The jungle room turned out to be a living room with fake trees, recorded birdsong, and even an antiquated stuffed tiger lurking in a corner. Rabanne lounged against a tree in his usual indolent fashion, waiting for her imminent arrival and smiled threateningly at her when Ellen showed her in then left. She stood in the centre of the room, her arms wrapped about her, shivering slightly, and gazed at him expectantly.

				“If you’re expecting some ludicrously passé ‘me Tarzan, you Jane,’ games then I will not play along,” she declared with a bravado that was belied by her paleness. Rabanne laughed and it was not a pleasant laugh; it sent shivers down her spine. He produced a long length of strong, plaited grass rope and prowled towards her with it like a jungle cat himself. He swiftly had her tightly bound hand and foot and lying on the ground. There were metal rings in the floor and he securely fastened the rope to these to prevent her from struggling too much. He gagged her with a wad of cloth from his pocket and then left the room.

				She lay still and silent, anticipating her fate - what on earth was he planning? She heard the doctor return and strained to look around at him. Her eyes grew wide with surprise and terror; Rabanne was carrying - no, caressing - a large red-backed tarantula, cooing to it as though it were a baby. He kissed it on the back and then gently placed it down - on Sophie’s belly. She screamed out wildly against the cloth gag and tried to struggle.

				“I happen to know that you are not particularly fond of arachnids,” Rabanne smiled that dangerous smile. “That is a shame, because little Ariadne really is very tame. I am going to leave the two of you to become friends.” With that, he left again.

				Sophie was perspiring now and she closed her eyes tightly. She could feel the spider moving now, slowly, cautiously, the feet tickling her skin. Her stomach was churning, her mouth watering, her head swimming wildly. She thought she might faint. More than that, she was afraid that she would vomit and choke because of the gag; she tried to force it out with her tongue but failed. The creature was crawling down between her legs now; the sensation was horrifying - though it might actually have been arousing if it had been from a different source. ‘Imagine it’s a feather’ she thought to herself in an effort to calm down - ‘you’re being tickled with a feather, that’s all it is’. She tried to control her breathing, to relax, to cope, but it was the greatest effort. She could feel the spider moving against her upper thigh now - it was scuttling down her right leg. Thank God it was crawling down and not up towards her face, she thought with repulsion.

				She was concentrating so much on remaining as calm as possible that she did not hear the door open and close once more and two people enter - it was Rabanne and Alan; she was unaware of their presence until Rabanne bent to pick up Ariadne, cooing affectionately to it as he placed it on his shoulder. Having retrieved the spider, he went again, leaving Alan to release the trembling and sweating Sophie.

				“I want a bath, damn it!” she almost screamed at him as she leaned against him for support.

				“Okay, okay. Calm down. You can take a shower if you like, there’s plenty of time until you’re needed again,” he reassured her, leading her from the room.

				“And a cup of tea, hot and sweet with lots of sugar. Please.”

				“All right. You’re really freaked, aren’t you?” He put his arm around her and hugged her to him.

				“I hate spiders. I really do. How the hell did he know that? It’s the worst thing he could have done.” Alan laughed.

				“No, sweetheart, it’s certainly not the very worst he could have done, as I’m sure you realise! Come on, through here. You take that shower you’re so fussed about while I fetch you a cuppa then I’ll take you back to your room. You’ve half an hour at least until Master Hood is ready for you.”

				Sophie had still been so shaken that she had not really registered Alan’s last words and it was only once she was showering that she recalled what he had said. Who the hell was Master Hood? Yet another stranger come to violate her!

				Alan arrived bearing a pot of Earl Grey on a tray with some digestives as well, and she followed him back to her now familiar room. Sophie drank down a cup of tea gratefully whilst Alan rummaged in the wardrobe and brought out an outfit. It comprised black PVC stockings, a cup-hoist bra, and a studded leather collar with two long fine silver chains attached.

				“Get dressed in this soon. There’s some talc in the drawer there - it helps a lot if you’re liberal with it when putting on these rubbery stockings. The chains attach to your nipple rings. I’ll fetch you in about twenty minutes.”

				Half an hour later Sophie, decked out in the fetish ware, was standing in the centre of the playroom before the ominous Master Hood. He was tall and muscular, hirsute too, and decked out in black leather trousers and waistcoat, carrying a riding crop, and wearing a full leather hood with holes for the mouth and eyes obscured by a fine black mesh. The fact that she could not see the man’s face made him seem all the more intimidating and dangerous. Anticipation filled the air like a living thing - anticipation spiced with fear and arousal. Like an executioner he stood before her silent, dark and threatening and she felt her stomach churning and her heart racing. What was he going to do with her?

				Master Hood circled Sophie like a hawk. She could feel his eyes boring into her, hot and searing. He reached out a leather-clad hand to stroke her belly, a hand that then meandered down to her intimacy. He flicked at her clitoris, the tiny pink bud standing erect and aroused, then pulled at her lips. He moved to stand behind her and caressed her globes, stroking the small burns from the hot molten beeswax and the soft spattering of bruises from the thrashings she had endured so far. He ran his fingers down her back, gently tracing the cruel scratch marks displayed there.

				Then he moved across the room to fetch a tall three-legged wooden stool and placed it in front of her; gently pushing her forward. Obediently she leaned on it, grasping the edge of the seat with both hands. He rubbed the stiff length of the crop up and down the crack between her cheeks a few times, sending strange tendrils rippling through her aching body. And then he raised the crop and brought it slashing down across her bottom. She cried out in agony but remained in position to receive the ensuing blows.

				Swipe after swipe raised red ridges. Sophie sobbed and yelped but stood her ground, knowing too well now that disobedience would only increase the punishment. She gripped onto the stool for dear life, kept her eyes tightly shut and tried not to cry out too loudly as whack followed whack for what seemed like an eternity. At long last the riding crop was abandoned - in favour of a ‘cat o’ nine tails’. Sophie was horrified at the sight of it as she covertly glanced up to see what weapon Master Hood was selecting.

				She grimaced as she prepared herself for the onslaught. At first he teased her with the tantalising fronds, brushing them gently and seductively over her back and bottom and against her upper thighs. Sophie began to moan softly with arousal as, to her horror, her body threatened to betray her once again. And then those caressing strands were slamming down across her back. They were severe strokes but there were only six to be endured before Master Hood stepped away again to select yet another new toy. She remained leaning forward over the stool and watched him covertly as he undressed, releasing a huge erect manhood from its leather encasing. She winced when he turned her onto her back. He lifted her legs by the ankles, raised them to above his head then manoeuvred himself into position and thrust into her warm wet tunnel. He filled and stretched her and she groaned with a mixture of arousal and pain - he was almost too big for her!

				He rode her slowly at first, sliding in and out with perfect rhythm and deliberation. He gradually increased the speed until at last he was riding her fast and hard, ramming savagely into her, as she bucked and moaned until finally she orgasmed at the same time as he spurted into her. He withdrew immediately, wiped his glistening member clean on her hair, and told her to stand. She stood obediently as he removed her stockings and bra and once she was naked fastened small weights and bells to the nipple rings.

				“Now stand with your feet together and your arms by your side,” he instructed and she obeyed the command. He fetched a long roll of cling-film and, beginning at her ankles, started to wind the clear hugging sheet around and around her body, enveloping her tightly in a plastic cocoon. A ripple of panic undulated through her senses as the plastic encased her helplessly immobilised form; when he was finished, only her nose had not been covered in cellophane so that she could breathe. Hood then lifted her easily, lay her down on her back on a leather-topped bench, and left her alone there.

				Sophie lay still and silent for a long while, gazing up at the midnight blue ceiling adorned with hooks and pulleys and rings, wondering about Natasha, and if she too had endured these horrors, and where she might be now.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Six

				It was Vic who eventually came to free Sophie from the plastic cocoon. He did not waste time unwinding the cling film but merely produced a pair of scissors and cut away down the front of the plastic casing. Sophie felt numb and tingly from having stayed still in one position for so long and she fell against Vic when she stood.

				“I have a surprise for you,” he told her with a wicked smile as he held her upper arm firmly to support her. “You’re going to be sold. So it seems that this is my last chance to sink my teeth into those magnificent mammoth milk jugs of yours, doesn’t it?” Sophie gave a choked sob but made no resistance as he pushed her up against the wall and began to manhandle her breasts. The little bells jingled and jangled as he pulled and tweaked at her nipples and kneaded her firm flesh. Then he put his mouth to her right nipple and sucked hungrily on it, raising it obediently to attention. He pinched it painfully between his teeth and Sophie stifled a cry of pain. Vic laughed.

				“You seen Cara?” he asked. Sophie looked puzzled. “The slut with the butchered tits,” he enlightened her and tearfully Sophie nodded. “I did that to her. Bit her nipples off whilst I was screwing her. Should’ve heard her screams - can if you like, I taped it. She passed out but I just carried right on fucking - fucking, and chewing and biting. I’d love to do it to you, too, if only Rabanne wasn’t selling you - no one wants to buy a bitch with disfigured boobs. Shame, I never tortured tits the size of these gross jugs before.”

				Sophie kept her eyes tightly shut and her hands clenched into fists, feeling nauseated and dizzy. She kept repeating any nonsense she could think of in her mind - poetry, songs, nursery rhymes, anything at all - in an attempt to shut out his words as he went on and on boasting about what he had done to Cara and what he wanted to do to her.

				“She’s kept naked or at least topless all the time,” he continued as he groped and squeezed. “Never allowed to cover up, so everyone can see what’s been done to her - what I done to her. She’s a lesson, a warning, so other sluts won’t go getting out of hand like she did. Better be a real good girl, hadn’t you, or Rabanne might change his mind and let me have you. Lie down.”

				Sophie lay down on her back, her eyes still tightly shut, her heart racing wildly. Vic fetched a piece of equipment from amongst the paraphernalia of the playroom - it was rather like a TENS machine, Sophie thought, when she could not resist a covert glance. He attached several small suction pads to her breasts, which were connected by wires to a small control and then put the vibrating nipple clamps to her sore erect nubs.

				Soon her breasts were juddering and heaving as wave after wave pulsed through them, Vic gradually increasing the voltage until the pain was excruciating and Sophie was experiencing convulsions, her back arching and her whole body jerking and writhing as she cried out in agony and terror.

				Vic watched her with glazed eyes, clearly aroused and revelling in the young woman’s anguish. When he could wait no longer, he ripped down his trousers and threw himself onto her, thrusting his erection into her with a savagery. Her body writhed beneath his, crushed by the weight of him, as he thrust and shoved in and out of her as the electric waves continued to surge through her body. Just as he was about to climax he withdrew and spurted his sticky cream over her quaking breasts. Then he stood up over her and urinated, showering the warm golden fluid over her tits, her belly and her intimacy. He bent down and tore the pads and clamps from her. For a few seconds her body continued to quake until at last the spasms eventually subsided. Sophie curled herself up tightly into a ball and wept bitterly.

				Vic was putting his trousers back on when the door swung open and an angry voice growled at him.

				“What the fuck’s going on here, Vic?” Rabanne demanded. “I sent you to fetch her, not to screw her. Is this a demonstration of your loyalty and obedience to me?”

				Sophie eyed the doctor terrified his evident anger might extend to her. His eyes were gleaming with rage.

				“I was about to bring her now,” Vic told him in an agitated voice.

				“Sure - after shafting her. I’m going to have to put a cock harness on you, I suppose. Now bring the slut and follow me.”

				Rabanne stormed from the room and Vic half led, half dragged Sophie after him. She wondered where she was being taken to now, what was to happen next. Was she really being sold, or had Vic merely wanted to frighten her? If that was his aim, it had worked.

				The room that she was taken to was large and grand, with dado panelling, a polished pine floor, stained glass in the two large bay windows, dentil cornicing and ornate ceiling trusses. There was a billiards table in the centre of the room; leaning casually against it with cue in hand waiting for Rabanne was a forty-something man with a rugged scarred face and piercing eyes that at once settled on Sophie.

				“What do you think?” Rabanne asked him, pushing Sophie towards him and dismissing Vic from the room with a silent gesture. The man’s gaze roamed over her, noting every curve, every mark, every blemish, in an intimate and detailed visual inspection. Then he simply nodded. Rabanne pushed her away into a corner of the room where she sank down to the floor and sat in huddled silence. With very few almost whispered words passing between them they proceeded with a game of billiards, which they appeared to be taking very seriously indeed. Sophie had no idea at all about the rules of the game and no notion at all of who was winning or losing, nor did she care. She just knew that their attentiveness to the game gave her a short but vital reprieve.

				All too soon it seemed Rabanne’s opponent hit the black ball down and the game was ended, the two men shook hands and Rabanne called Sophie over. Trembling, stumbling slightly, she reluctantly obeyed.

				“As promised, your prize,” Rabanne said, pushing Sophie towards the other man, presumably the victor, and with that he left the room.

				Sophie gazed in open-mouthed horror at the man replacing his cue stick and finishing his whiskey. She hadn’t been sold - she had been won! How could such a thing really happen? He put down his empty glass and turned his attention to the stunned Sophie.

				“My name is Joel Edwards, you of course will call me Master. Stand properly with your legs apart and your hands on your head - I want to take a proper look at you.” He opened Sophie’s mouth to look at her teeth, studied her scalp, her hands and her face with scrutiny. Sophie, trembling violently now, kept her eyes tightly closed. Joel ran a hand down her back, badly scratched and bruised. He studied the small burn on her shoulder and red ridges across her bottom and thighs. Sophie felt too sick and frightened to feel humiliated or degraded by this examination.

				“On the table, on your back,” he ordered and she obeyed, scrambling up onto the billiards table and laying on her back. Joel ran his hands very slowly up her legs to her hips then grasped her firmly and moved her forwards a little. He parted her legs, spreading them uncomfortably wide apart and then began to play with her intimacy. He tugged at the small clitoral ring and she squealed and squirmed in response. Then he slipped his thumb between her lips and into her wet passage, at the same time easing his index finger into her rear hole. He worked her steadily, stimulating both orifices until she was writhing and moaning in agony and ecstasy, unable to fight against the unwanted tide of arousal and passion surging through her; she orgasmed several times before he eventually stopped.

				But he certainly had not finished with her yet. He fetched one of the cue sticks, thrust it savagely into her anus and then stirred it around and around, laughing at her cries of pain and anguish. At last the cue stick was snatched from her but the neck of a glass bottle taken from the bar immediately replaced it. Sophie was terrified at the thought of what might happen to her should the glass be broken. Joel thrust the bottle in and out of her for a time before abandoning it; then he parted her lips and eased his whole hand into her lust tunnel. Watching the agonised distortion of her face with glee, he rammed his forearm up and down inside of her like a piston, fist fucking her savagely. He went on and on, faster and harder, until Sophie was screaming in agony, thrashing about and begging for mercy.

				Eventually he stopped and ordered her to turn over so that she was laying on her front, her huge and tender breasts pressed firmly and painfully against the green of the table. She heard the zipper of his trousers and seconds later he mounted her, thrust his erection into her from behind and rode her fast and furiously, pulling her hair and clawing maliciously at her back and shoulders as he did so. He withdrew seconds before climaxing and spurted his cream over her backside. Then he dressed and ordered her to follow him.

				Sophie followed Joel out into the circular courtyard in front of the house, where they got into a green Volvo estate. She sank low in the seat, frightened and embarrassed at her nudity as they drove along country lanes and winding tree-lined avenues. What if they were to be stopped by the police? Though then they would surely see that she was an innocent victim and rescue her? It was a long drive to their destination, which proved to be another large country house right out in the sticks. They passed through double wrought iron gates and Sophie noted a large sign that read, ‘Avalon House -Spiritual Retreat’. The house was Edwardian, a rambling near-mansion far larger than Rabanne’s country home and set in beautiful park-like grounds. There were rhododendrons and azaleas everywhere, and dozens of pretty hanging baskets in the porch area above the front door, and the evening air was filled with their sweet perfume.

				They went indoors into a warm and inviting hallway. The carpet was russet, the walls terracotta. Beautiful neo-classical paintings hung on the walls and a cut glass chandelier sent little prisms of light dancing about the brilliant white coved ceiling. Joel led Sophie down the hall to a door, which opened onto a flight of steps leading down to the basement level of the house. The basement was cool and dank and the ceiling covered in webs that made Sophie shiver with fear. Hanging against one wall was a pair of iron shackles; Joel told her to stand against this wall and swiftly manacled her wrists, stretching her arms high above her head. Then he simply left her there, naked, sore, manacled, sobbing with fear in the dark.

				Utterly exhausted, Sophie drifted in and out of sleep, her body racked with pain, her mind a turmoil of fear and dread, depleted, thirsty, and almost wishing that Rabanne had simply killed her instead of subjecting her to this prolonged suffering. She wet herself, the golden liquid drenching her thighs and the scent of her own urine assailed her senses. Once she felt something tickling her scalp; she screamed wildly, shaking her head frantically, terrified that it was a spider, which it probably was.

				The terrified girl was alerted to a sudden sound. Was it the door opening? Yes, there was a light playing on the stairs, a moving light like a torch. There were voices, too, low whispers and then a girlish giggle. It was certainly not Joel - who then? She tensed, strained her ears and tried to catch a sound or glimpse of whoever it was in the flickering torchlight. There were two or maybe three shadowy figures making their way cautiously down the worn stone steps. Suddenly the torch was flashed straight into Sophie’s face and she flinched at the sudden brightness, screwing up her eyes and turning her face away.

				“Who is it? Who’s there?” Sophie asked in a frightened voice but her question was ignored.

				“Who’s got the key? Nina?” a young female voice rang out in the darkness.

				“Yeah, here,” Nina replied, presumably passing the key to the iron shackles to her cohort.

				“Arlene, lift me up a bit, will you? I can’t quite reach.”

				“Okay, Lee.” Arlene lifted Lee just a little off the ground so she could reach the iron shackles. She fiddled awkwardly with them for a few moments before they fell open and Sophie was liberated. She leant back heavily against the wall for a few seconds. Then she found herself grasped firmly by each arm and half dragged from the basement by Nina and Arlene, Lee leading the way with the torch. She was taken down the entrance hall and then up a flight of stairs. Everywhere was in darkness so she could not see her captors clearly. They came to one door where a trickle of light crawled out from underneath and there were vague muffled noises from the room beyond. Lee switched off the torch and they went in.

				The room was like a boarding school dormitory - a long, prettily decorated room with two rows of beds, one either side of the room. Half a dozen young women - all aged roughly between seventeen and mid-twenties - were there, awaiting the return of their fellows with Sophie. They wore girlie nightdresses, fluffy slippers and had their hair in bunches or pigtails. With excited squeals of delight they leapt on Sophie, dragging her right into the room and then getting her down onto the floor. In moments she was completely immobilised - her wrists were bound tightly to the tubular metal leg of a bed with a striped school tie and her legs spread apart with her ankles tied to a hockey stick. She screamed and thrashed about but was no match for more than half a dozen young women, especially as she was in a weakened state anyway. She wondered who the hell they were - certainly not schoolgirls, despite appearances. Perhaps, like Tony Scullie, they were individuals who had paid to have a fantasy realised? And she was a part of that fantasy?

				“Midnight feast time!” one girl, a lanky brunette with freckles, announced cheerily as she produced an open tin of condensed milk and poured the thick sweet contents over Sophie’s breasts. She and another girl at once lunged onto her, sucking and licking one engorged tit apiece. Arlene produced a large jar of chocolate spread and smeared it over Sophie’s belly whilst Nina daubed her intimacy with jam. Someone rubbed something sticky over her feet. Suddenly there were mouths all over her, gorging hungrily on her flesh, lapping, slavering, sucking, nipping and licking. When her body had been licked clean they found a new entertainment - taking turns to spank her breasts until they were reddened with the slapping and she was crying piteously. One girl fetched a hairbrush and thrust it into her love-passage, the bristles agonisingly painful against her tender flesh. Another girl used her hairbrush to thrash the soles of her feet. Then Lee told them all to move back whilst she turned Sophie over onto her front, lifting the hockey stick and flipping her over. Then they took turns in pairs to use hairbrushes and slippers on her bottom and upper thighs. It was agony.

				Sophie cried and wailed whilst her nine tormentors laughed and hallooed. Then she felt something stiff being pressed firmly against her tight rear entrance; she strained her head around to look and was shocked to see Lee, wearing a huge rubber strap-on dildo, probing its end against her anus. She shrieked as the teenager thrust home the giant phallus and began to pump it in and out with a savagery that belied her girlishness. She grasped Sophie’s hair and pulled at it harshly as she rode her. She seemed to go on and on for an eternity, the other girls watching on in awe and pleasure - this Amazon redhead was clearly their idol. A couple of them began to masturbate as they watched their cohort riding their victim to orgasm. Sophie did not want to climax, was struggling desperately to fight back the rising tide of arousal, but she could not resist hormones and nature for long and was soon thrown into a massive orgasm. The girls hallooed, cheered and laughed as they watched her throw back her head and cry out, soaking her thighs with her sex-milk. Having achieved her aim, Lee withdrew and removed the strap-on.

				She released Sophie and hauled her to her feet then led her to the adjoining communal bathroom. There was a row of toilets one side of the room, a row of showers the other side, and a row of sinks down the centre. One of the girls pushed open the door of a cubicle for Lee and she shoved Sophie in, forced her down onto her hands and knees, thrusting her head down the toilet pan. Then she sat on the loo with Sophie’s head between her legs and peed, soaking her hair with the warm yellow liquid. Every girl took a turn to do the same until Sophie was drenched with the foul fluid. Just as the last girl had drained herself, an angry voice bellowed out.

				“GIRLS! It is almost three in the morning. Just what are you doing out of your beds?” The huddle broke up and Sophie struggled to her feet. She saw a stout fifty-something woman in a matron’s uniform glowering at the cowed girls. She saw Sophie and gave a grim unpleasant smile. “I see. Well, fun time is over - back to your beds at once. Tomorrow you shall each receive twelve strokes of the cane at assembly. As for you, you little slut, you will come with me.” Trembling with both shock and cold, her arms wrapped tightly about her body, and weeping bitterly, Sophie trudged after the matronly figure. She took her down the hall where she simply locked her in a linen closet. Sophie was relieved at the respite, finding a bath towel on one of the shelves to use as a blanket and snuggling down on the floor, praying that morning would not come too soon.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Seven

				Sophie was roused by a cacophony of sound - the chatter of female voices, people hurrying up and down the corridor, a bell ringing somewhere. After ten minutes or so the noise died down and everything was soon quiet once more. Then the door of the linen closet was unlocked and swung open and Sophie was hauled to her feet and half dragged down the hall by the same ‘matron’ she had encountered in the night. She was taken to an office where Joel Edwards was seated behind a leather-topped desk, casually lounging in a black leather chair drinking coffee. He gazed long and hard at the silent trembling Sophie with a wry half-smile playing on his lips.

				“So, how are you this morning ... Sophie, isn’t it? You look cold. Probably hungry, too, I expect. And I know you are scared, I can see the open fear in your face. Don’t be. If you are compliant, obedient and willing to please then I shall allow you to bathe, eat and dress. I will give you a warm bed to sleep in, in a room of your own. There’s an attic bedroom free. And I will allow you one day’s hiatus - you need not start your duties until tomorrow. What do you say?”

				“What ... what duties?” Sophie inquired in a quiet and timid voice.

				“What duties, Master,” he corrected her. “As you will undoubtedly have gathered from your little ... adventure last night, I run a very special sort of ‘school’ here, under the guise of a retreat. A school for adults - for women who wish to play at being naughty schoolgirls, for the mature dominatrix who wishes to play at matron, nurse or headmistress and men who wish to play at headmaster so they can enjoy the thrill of spanking, caning and fucking wannabe ‘schoolgirls’. It’s a very successful enterprise - I charge very high fees for the services and facilities on offer here at Avalon House. You’re probably wondering where you come into all this. Well, a few of the male clients often wish to go much further than those women who are here willingly would wish or allow. They are after all paying guests here to fulfil their own fantasies. Most want little more than a kinky spanking over a man’s knee or perhaps a touch of the cane or ruler in front of their ‘classmates’. I need to be able to provide a pretty submissive ‘schoolgirl’ slave for those masters who wish to truly torture and abuse. And that, little Sophie, is why I have acquired you. Now, as I have said, if you submit willingly and obediently to your fate then you will be allowed certain privileges and kindnesses - a room of your own, albeit a sparse and simple one, regular meals in the kitchen and use of a bathroom. Otherwise, you will be soundly beaten to within an inch of your life and returned to Rabanne’s clinic. What is your decision?”

				He gazed at Sophie with a granite expression, flexing a thin bamboo cane and clearly demanding an immediate answer to which there would be an immediate response.

				Sophie stared back at him with wide frightened eyes that brimmed with tears. What choice did she really have? Rabanne had taken her freedom, her rights, her dignity, and all quite legally it seemed. What option was left to her now other than obedience? At least here there was the promise, the hope, of some residue of consideration. Joel, she was certain, for all his faults, would be a far safer master than Rabanne, Avalon House a far safer prison than Hanley Clinic or Rabanne’s horrendous ‘dairy’. With resignation she signalled her compliance with a single nod.

				“A wise decision,” Joel smiled, putting aside the ominous cane. “I’ll show you to your room. Come, follow.”

				“Please, do you know anything about my friend Natasha?” she enquired hesitantly as she followed Joel along a maze of corridors and flights of narrow back stairs to the attics at the very top of the old house. “Dr Rabanne won’t tell me ...”

				“Natasha?” Joel mused. “Oh yes, one of the nurses - rather masculine, brunette, about thirty? I can tell you that she protested so much it took both Vic and Gary to hold her down when I buggered her tight dyke ass. And that she screamed like a banshee when Omar branded her with a red-hot poker across her bum cheeks. She was sold to some foreigner, I think. This is your room, and there’s a bathroom next door.”

				The room had a sloping ceiling and one small barred window. The floorboards were bare of carpet, but there was a rug beside the single divan bed, which was made up with clean sheets and warm blankets. There was a small chest of drawers against one wall but nothing else - the room was indeed Spartan. Next-door was another small attic room with sloping ceiling and barred window just the same, with a toilet, a sink, and a shower.

				“I had hoped you’d let me use a bath tub,” Sophie ventured tentatively. “I ache so much. I wanted to soak a while.”

				“The little bitch you’re replacing drowned herself in the tub. It was extremely selfish and very inconvenient. I had to get Rabanne to arrange for the disposal of the body, which of course was very problematic. So I had the tub removed and the shower installed instead. The other bathtubs are downstairs in rather plush bathrooms for the use of the guests only, not the likes of you. Be grateful for this much. And from now on you will speak only with permission and remember to call me Master. Forget again and it will mean a very severe punishment. Do you understand?”

				“I ... yes, Master,” Sophie replied in a small voice.

				Left alone, Sophie drank several glasses of tap water at the sink before taking a long shower. Afterwards, back in her small room, she looked through the chest of drawers hoping to find something to wear. The top drawer contained old magazines, paperback books and a pack of cards; the second clean hand and bath towels, sample-sized toiletries and some make-up; the third and fourth a selection of clothes. Sophie found a pleated navy skirt and a loose tee-shirt that just about stretched over her breasts; she put those on and then curled up on the bed. Although she felt exhausted, her mind was far too full of activity to allow the compassion of sleep. She was relieved to be away from Rabanne at least, considering Joel a slightly softer option. She was glad to know that Natasha was alive and also out of Rabanne’s clutches: she prayed for her lover’s sake that her new master was a far less dangerous man than the perverted doctor. How could such a nightmarish fate have befallen them both?

				Some time later a kitchen maid came with a tray of lunch. Sophie tucked in hungrily, grateful for the generous portion of fish, chips, and peas and the cup of coffee. Afterwards she passed the time flicking through the magazines, though somewhat distractedly, still musing on her doom. She wondered about what exactly would be expected of her the following day, just what she was going to have to endure - hopefully nothing worse than she had undergone already. Right now she felt restless and bored, caged in this small room with nothing to do but read backdated magazines and brood. She looked out of the tiny window onto the courtyard below, with its small kitchen garden, flower tubs and ornamental pump and wished she could at least sit outside in the sunshine for a while. Was she brave enough to ask Joel? No, she wasn’t - such a request would undoubtedly invite at best mockery and at worst a punishment! But she simply couldn’t stay confined in this attic space brooding and moping for the rest of the day, getting herself more and more fretful and morose.

				“What do you want? You were supposed to stay in your room,” Joel looked more than irritated when he saw it was Sophie who had knocked at his office door. “You cannot be allowed to simply roam about the place, you know. I shall have to keep your door locked in future.”

				“Please don’t. I’m sorry to bother you, I only wanted to ask you a favour ... Master.” His face softened a little and he gave a wry smile.

				“Ask it then, but I warn you that I am very unlikely to grant it. I am pretty sure that any request you have to make will prove to be something quite out of the question.”

				“I wanted to ask if I might start my duties today, if it’s possible.” Sophie wondered at being able to pluck up such courage; she had thought all her reserves depleted after all she had recently experienced. Joel looked at her long and hard with a furrowed brow, as though trying to fathom her out. At last he asked “Why?”

				“Because I’ll go mad if I have to sit up there alone in that room for hour after hour worrying and stressing over what I have to face tomorrow. If this is my fate then I would rather face it head on as soon as possible.”

				“Well, well, this is a surprise,” Joel smiled.

				“You do understand, don’t you? And it is possible, isn’t it? Please, Sir.”

				“Yes, I understand - I understand that you are so lonely and scared that even being fucked and abused by strangers is a better option than being alone with your fears right now. And yes, it’s possible.” He paused to glance at his wristwatch. “Matron will be in her office at the moment. Go and report to her. It’s the third door down the hall.”

				Sophie’s courage almost failed her as she hesitated outside the room before knocking. Eventually she tapped at the door and went in when instructed. Matron - fifty-something, portly, austere, with a silvery chignon, and wearing a smart uniform - was standing by a large leather-topped desk holding a rattan. Leaning over the desk was a young woman in her early twenties in a school uniform, her skirt raised, her white knickers down around her ankles and her cheeks covered in raised red ridges.

				“You’re dismissed, Sanders,” Matron snapped and the young woman hurriedly rearranged her clothing and fled. She turned to Sophie. “I suppose Master Joel sent you?”

				“Yes, he did,” Sophie muttered nervously.

				“Yes, Ma’am,” Matron corrected her. “Look on that rail over there for a uniform, though I doubt if there’s anything that will fit you - you’re about to burst out of that tee-shirt. You’re not going to make a very convincing schoolgirl with such huge tits but they’ll certainly please some of the master’s friends.”

				Sophie found a white shirt, striped tie, grey pinafore dress, white ankle socks, prim navy knickers and black patent T-bar shoes and changed into them. The shirt and pinafore did indeed strain tightly over her breasts. Matron scrutinised her with a critical eye and, after putting her hair into a ponytail, announced her ready.

				“You can join the girls in the biology class with Master Jeffrey. It’s the very last door at the end of the hall. Then it’s history with Mistress Margaret. When that class is dismissed come back to me.”

				Sophie made her way down the hall and listened for a moment or so at the door before entering the room. It was a proper classroom set-up, with the ‘girls’ seated at rows of wooden desks, Master Jeffrey at the head of the room behind a leather-topped desk and a large blackboard on the wall behind him. He scowled fiercely at Sophie.

				“Why are you so late for class?” he demanded. Sophie did not know what to answer and simply stood there in silence, gazing down at her shiny black shoes nervously.

				“I see. We’re insolent as well as tardy,” the tall wiry Master Jeffrey almost growled. “Come and lean over the desk.” Sophie obeyed dumbly. Jeffrey lifted her pinafore and pulled down her navy knickers to her knees. He took up a wooden ruler from the desk and brought it down sharply across her rounded cheeks; she squealed at the smart. Several more swipes followed and then he paused and told her,

				“You are supposed to count, young lady. I shall commence the punishment again.”

				Sophie yelped out the number of each strike - there were fifty in all. Then Master Jeffrey ordered her to stand on a wooden stool in a corner of the room with her hands on her head and continued with his ‘lesson’. He delighted in describing a variety of sexual practices to his ‘pupils’ in graphic detail under the pretext of a human biology lesson. The lesson was illustrated with an array of pornographic photographs. There were practical illustrations as well - one ‘student’, Amanda, was ordered to stand up in front of the class and masturbate whilst another, Lara, was told to demonstrate the use of a large rubber dildo. Lara at first refused (though Sophie could tell from the young woman’s demeanour that she was playing the part, deliberately courting punishment) and so Master Jeffrey spanked her soundly over his lap until she conceded. He observed both girls with a leering expression as they performed for him and their classmates until the two of them climaxed noisily seconds apart and then they were ordered back to their seats.

				“Tanya!” Jeffrey called out the name of one girl and she obediently stood. “Can you tell me what a man does to woman when he wants intercourse without protection yet avoiding unwanted pregnancy?”

				“He shags her bum, sir,” Tanya replied with a smirk.

				“Rather crudely put, Tanya, but correct. He has anal intercourse with her. Sophie, come here. You can help me to demonstrate for the class.”

				Blushing scarlet Sophie stepped down from the stool and went apprehensively to Master Jeffrey. “Take off your knickers and lean over the desk again. This end, so the girls can see clearly. Part your legs a little.” She obediently did as instructed. Jeffrey removed his own trousers and boxers and stood close behind her, stroked his penis a few times to bring it to attention and then thrust the erection into her tight rear hole. He rode her very slowly at first, the exhibitionist in him wanting the performance to last as long as possible for his audience, gliding gently in and out of her, pulling out as far as he dared without withdrawing altogether and then thrusting back in; but as his arousal grew he began to thrust harder and faster until eventually he was slamming into her brutally. Sophie gripped the edge of the desk and braced herself against the savage fucking, her body stiff and unresponsive. At last Jeffrey exploded into her, filling her with his hot sticky sex-cream. He withdrew at once, wiped his now semi-erect member on her knickers and then dressed.

				“Stay as you are,” he ordered when Sophie went to stand up again. He turned to his ‘class’ of ‘pupils’. “You, girl - Nina, yes? Some men are unfortunately impotent - unable to achieve an erection and therefore incapable of sexual intercourse. Suggest some alternative ways in which such a man might enjoy sexual activity with a woman.”

				“He could use a dildo or vibrator up her. Or fist fuck her,” Nina suggested. Sophie was glad she had her face buried in her folded arms on the desk and could not see the other women’s faces. “He could suck her cunt, too and use her tits.”

				“Vagina and breasts or mammary glands, Nina. Please use the correct formal language in class or I shall have to punish you,” Jeffrey reprimanded her. “Fisting her is a very good suggestion. For those of you who do not fully understand exactly what that is I shall demonstrate.”

				Sophie tensed at once. She felt his flesh brush against her thighs and then his fingers probing her labia. He slipped two fingers in at first and worked her a while to make her wet and open to him; then he eased in another finger, worked her a while longer and then pushed in his whole hand. He thrust his arm into her, right up to his elbow and she could feel him painfully punching against her uterus. She screamed out in pain and terror and then sobbed pitifully, aghast that such a thing should happen before spectators and angry at not being able to bear it with fortitude. It was too agonising and humiliating an experience even to allow her the slight recompense of an orgasm. Eventually, just as Sophie began to wonder if she might actually pass out, Jeffrey withdrew his arm. He took a pack of wet-wipes from the desk drawer and used a couple to wipe his arm clean before returning his attention to his class.

				“Nina, you suggested oral sex. Would you like to demonstrate for the class, please?”

				Enthusiasm and pleasure obvious in her expression, Nina obediently rose from her seat and approached the desk where Sophie lay spent and breathless. She knelt down on the floor between the girl’s spread legs and buried her face against her intimacy. She was tentative at first, flicking gently with her tongue at the swollen labia lips and the adorned red bud. Then she sucked strongly, causing Sophie to gasp a little and began slurping up the girl’s copious sex juices and gorging earnestly. Then Nina suddenly sank her teeth savagely into her lips, causing excruciating pain.

				“Thank you, Nina,” Master Jeffrey put a stop to the activity and Nina returned to her seat, grinning. “That’s all there’s time for today, girls. Don’t forget your homework - I want you all to masturbate at bedtime and tell me tomorrow what your personal physical reaction is to such stimulation. Make your way quietly to your next class now, please.”

				Sophie slowly clambered from the desk, put her knickers back on and, stiff and aching, followed the other girls along the hall to another classroom.

				Mistress Margaret was seated behind the desk but stood when the girls filed in and took their seats. She was tall and willowy, in her late forties but still strikingly attractive, with olive skin, auburn hair and slightly almond-shaped brown eyes. Her black robe swathed a curvaceous figure.

				“You, girl!” she called to Sophie. “You’re new. Are you Sophie?”

				“Yes, Ma’am,” Sophie replied meekly.

				“I was expecting you tomorrow. I’m told you’re a troublemaker and need special discipline. You will take a seat right at the front where I can keep an eye on you.” Sophie took the desk indicated and Mistress Margaret turned to her own desk to take registration. She opened up a large black book and read the list aloud, ticking off the names as each girl obediently responded with a polite ‘present, Ma’am’. After the register had been taken, Mistress Margaret sat for a few long seconds in ominous silence regarding the fidgeting anticipatory young women before her. At last she addressed them.

				“I’m afraid that I am bitterly disappointed with your recent work and behaviour and after much deliberation have decided that I have no choice but to inflict serious punishment upon you today,” she told them. “Each girl will receive ten strokes of the cane to the bare bottom and three strokes to each palm. Come up here one at a time, beginning with you, Sophie. And as I have been warned that you are a firebrand you will receive fifteen extra strokes to demonstrate that I shall tolerate no disobedience or waywardness.”

				Yet again, she leant forward over a desk, her face pressed against the cool leather. Yet again her pinafore was raised and her navy knickers pulled down to below her reddened cheeks. Mistress Margaret stroked her gently for a few moments, the slender warm hand tantalisingly threatening as it strolled over her flesh.

				“I see you have had to be punished already,” Mistress Margaret commented in a sleek voice. “You really are a very badly behaved bitch, aren’t you?”

				When Sophie remained silent, a sudden open-palmed slap stung her right globe.

				“Ouch! Yes, Ma’am,” Sophie responded obediently to the physical prompt. Mistress Margaret then selected a particularly stiff looking rattan cane from a bundle in an umbrella stand behind the desk and with no further to-do brought it down sharply across the waiting target. Swipe followed swipe in a swift assault and Sophie cried out at each blow, her flesh becoming ruby red and burning. When the twenty-five strokes had been summarily and brutally administered, Mistress Margaret pulled up her knickers and ordered her to stand up again and hold out both hands palm upwards. She duly meted out six rapid whacks across both hands and tears spilled down Sophie’s pale cheeks unrepressed. Sent back to her desk, she blew on her tender palms then held her hands tightly under her armpits in an effort to suppress the pain, shifting awkwardly in her chair because of her inflamed rear. She watched as each girl in turn went up to receive her similar though lighter punishment and saw from the light in their eyes and their glowing faces when they returned to their desks that they had gained pleasure from the pain and humiliation of the castigation and wondered how that could be.

				“Now that all punishments have been dispensed, we shall commence our lesson,” Mistress Margaret said when the last girl returned to her seat with a mixture of tears and stars in her brimming eyes. “Today we are looking at crime and punishment in the middle ages. You will find the appropriate text book in your desks and the relevant chapter is on page 119.” There was the clatter of desk lids and the rustling of pages. Sophie stared down at the horrific illustration on the page, a naked young girl hung by her wrists from the bough of an oak being flogged by half a dozen men with birch sticks, her lithe body distorted in excruciating agony. “The birch was an implement of punishment very commonly used in the middle ages for many minor crimes - such as men failing to wear a woollen hat on a Sunday or missing archery practice or women showing their hair or displaying disrespect to their immediate male superior, be that their father, brother or husband depending on their status. I have a birch here which you may each look at and try out.”

				Margaret took the birch rod from the umbrella stand with the canes. “You can see that it is simply a collection of long pliant birch twigs fastened together. Birch was chosen because it is so supple and whippy. Sophie, come up here and undress.” Anticipatory fear rising like bitter bile at the realisation of what was about to happen to her, Sophie reluctantly did as ordered. She soon stood naked and trembling. “Stand facing the wall with your hands on your head,” Margaret instructed and she did so. She felt the thin bendy twigs brushing gently against her flesh, up and down her back between shoulders and curves, tantalising, almost sensual. And then they suddenly flayed against her brutally and she screamed out in shock and pain as her flesh discoloured and burned. Two more lashes followed suit, savagely hard blows and Sophie put her hands out against the wall to steady herself, feeling her knees buckle.

				“Please,” Sophie sobbed. “For God’s sake, please ...”

				“Silence!” Margaret snapped. “This is not a chastisement, merely a demonstration. If you insist upon disruption then I shall be forced to show you just what a horrific punishment I can truly inflict with such a simple weapon. Remain in position whilst your classmates practice the use of the birch for themselves. Three strokes each, please, girls.”

				Sophie braced herself against the onslaught of blows. Some were fairly light, other agonisingly severe, striking her shoulders, back, bottom and thighs. She sobbed pitifully and felt sick and wobbly but forced herself to remain standing, terrified of what Mistress Margaret might do to her if she surrendered to the desire to merely curl up on the floor in a ball and weep. But once the last stroke had been administered and each girl had returned to her place, that’s exactly what she did. Mistress Margaret ignored her and turned to the class.

				“This afternoon we shall be studying in the grounds, where you will practice the use of the stocks and the ducking stool. Now quietly put your books away and go in an orderly fashion to the hall for lunch. If any girl runs in the corridor, she shall be sent to the headmaster for castigation. Off you go now.” The clatter of desk lids once more, hustle and bustle, chatter, the door slamming shut. Alone once again.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Eight

				Sophie knew she was expected to go back to the ‘matron’ now and supposed she would be severely punished for failing to do so, but somehow she seemed quite unable to do anything at all but sit and cry. She was tired, sore, scared and lonely. She wanted Natasha. She wanted to go home. She wanted this nightmare to end. She was vaguely aware of the door opening and of a hand on her shoulder but she did not respond at once.

				“Sophie, it’s me,” came a familiar voice. “It’s Alan.”

				“Alan?” Sophie queried, staring up through tear filled eyes. “How ...?”

				“Rabanne often comes to see Joel, he brought me with him. I asked for permission to see you. Come on, let’s get you to your room and then I’ll fetch your lunch for you.”

				“I don’t want anything to eat, I just want to die!” Sophie wailed, throwing her arms around him. Alan laughed but it was a kind laugh.

				“Up you get, little miss melodrama. I know what you’re going through, but you can’t give up like this. You’ve got to accept what your life is now and make the best of it, as I do. Joel seems pretty impressed with you - play it cool and you could earn yourself privileges like me. Play along and you’ll do OK, play up and you’ll be sent back to that hellhole of a clinic. You’re safer here, you’ve taken about as bad as it comes, I promise.”

				Alan sat her down on the edge of the bed and Sophie realised they were in her attic room and wondered how Alan had led her there without her noticing. She put on a dressing gown then lay down to rest whilst he went to fetch her lunch tray from the kitchens. He returned with tomato and lentil soup and a cheese roll, which despite her earlier exclamation she tucked into hungrily. He also gave her a couple of paracetamol tablets for which she was immensely grateful, though they barely tackled the pounding in her temples. Alan lay on the bed, hands behind his head and legs crossed in a relaxed attitude, whilst Sophie ate.

				“I asked Joel about Natasha,” she told him. “He said she was sold to some foreigner. Can you tell me anything more?”

				“She was sold to Akbar Malraji, a Hindu who lives in a place called Zarin in the Himalayas ...”

				“God no!” Sophie interrupted him with the shocked exclamation.

				“Don’t fret, she’s better off than you, believe me,” Alan reassured her. “Malraji isn’t a master in the way you and I understand it. His culture and beliefs mean that he sees women as subservient, regards them as chattels and, under the laws of Zarin, there are severe physical punishments - even death for women who are insubordinate. But he does not punish for pleasure, like a mock western master. He’s not like Rabanne and the others at all. If a woman is meek and compliant, then she will be treated with kindness, respect, even affection and will not go without any comfort. Yes, she will lack freedom and yes she will have to capitulate to his demands sexually, but in many ways her life will be one of luxury and ease. And he is a very old man whose demands, I believe, are not great nor frequent.”

				“I ... I’ll never see her again, will I?”

				“No, I don’t think so. But at least you can be pretty sure she’s safe and well and far out of Rabanne’s reach - unlike us. And talk of the devil!” They heard Rabanne calling Alan’s name and reluctantly he got up and stretched lazily. “Keep your chin up and I’ll try to see you again.”

				Sophie wondered if she should go to either Joel or Matron now or wait in her room to be summoned. She wondered, too, if she should return to the classroom to retrieve her discarded school uniform or return her empty lunch tray to the kitchen. As she was considering what to do, Matron appeared.

				“You’re to put on a nightdress and come with me to the sanatorium,” she told Sophie, who obediently slipped on a short frilly nightie from the chest of drawers and then followed Matron as she led her downstairs to one of the second floor rooms, with the word ‘sanatorium’ painted boldly on the door.

				“This is the sick bay where the girls come to be examined by the doctor of they are feeling unwell,” matron explained. Sophie tensed at once. She stood rigid, her stomach churning, her head spinning. Matron opened the door and pushed Sophie into the room.

				“Doctor, this is Sophie, the young lady who is poorly.” Sophie gave an audible sigh of relief when she saw the young gangly youth in a white coat with a stethoscope around his neck gazing at her with open appraisal; she had been dreading that it would be Dr Rabanne and that thought had horrified her. “I will leave her in your good care. When the doctor is done, return to your room until dinner.”

				“Come and stand over here so I can listen to your chest, Sophie,” the ‘doctor’ told her and Sophie stood where he indicated, close to a black leather-topped couch and a desk. He lifted her nightdress at the back and placed the stethoscope on her upper back for a few moments before moving around to the front. He unbuttoned the nightie to reveal her large full breasts and again used the stethoscope. “Everything sounds fine. Now I will inspect your breasts.” He began to gently fondle them, his hands clumsy and inexperienced, whilst Sophie simply stood still for him, her head lowered and her hands held behind her back. “Your breasts are extremely large, unnaturally so, which makes me suspect a glandular or hormonal problem,” he said at last as he moved away from her and scribbled notes down on a pad on the desk. “Pop up onto the couch, please, so that I can investigate further.”

				She scrambled up onto the couch and lay down with her eyes tightly shut, humiliated, embarrassed, a little frightened, but still sincerely relieved that it was not Rabanne; this young man seemed harmless enough compared to most she had met with lately! He fondled her breasts again, briefly this time and then his hands explored further, working their way in a slow odyssey down her sides to her thighs. He parted her legs and she felt his hands tremble slightly as he stroked the inner flesh - he seemed nervous, as though never having before dared to turn a fantasy into reality and learning the potential with her. He moved away again, to fetch a pair of latex rubber gloves and a tube of lubricant and a strange shining metallic object that he smeared with the gel and then eased into her passage. She flinched slightly but then forced herself to relax and endure it. He merely moved it in and out of her a few times before withdrawing it once more and discarding it on the desk.

				“Do you masturbate, Sophie? Tell the truth now,” he asked her.

				“Yes, doctor, frequently,” she gave the answer she knew would please.

				“I think that’s the root of the problem, then. You arouse your body and create an expectation that is never actually met. Your body prepares itself to receive the hormones contained in semen and when those hormones are not detected, an imbalance is created which is why you are unwell. You need a dose of semen to rectify the problem. Now, how would you prefer me to administer that? Orally, vaginally, or anally?” For a moment Sophie was speechless. She actually had to choose how this man should take her! At last she half-whispered her one-word response. The young would-be doctor removed his trousers and boxers and climbed up onto the couch on top of her, crushing her breasts beneath him and eased his erection into her passage. He thrust in and out of her several times before suddenly bursting. As he dressed again, he said to her,

				“You do realise, of course, that I must inform both the matron and the headmaster that you’ve been masturbating. It is against the rules, as I’m sure you must be aware. You may go now but I have to see you again next week for a check up.”

				Sophie buttoned up her nightdress and left the room, wishing that all here were as easy to satisfy as the ‘doctor’ with his perverse little fantasy. She decided to go and take a shower. She needed that shower, she felt so dirty - inside and out somehow - and so achy and utterly exhausted. She stood and let the warm water flow over her, trickling between her breasts and between her legs and down her thighs, causing her chastised flesh to tingle and smart in a way that was not altogether unpleasant ...

				When she returned to her small room next door she found a few additions - a personal CD player with a selection of tracks, some more recent magazines, a coffee percolator with freshly ground coffee on the chest of drawers and a tray with mug, milk jug and sugar bowl. There was even a more colourful throw on the bed and some scatter cushions. She smiled a little to herself; Alan had been right - obedience did have its little rewards.

				Perhaps Joel had been impressed when she had asked to start her duties early? Or had Alan dared to request a little munificence on her behalf to add a little cheer and comfort to her new and frightening way of life? Whatever the prompt, she was appreciative of this consideration, such gestures going some way to ease her psychological hardship. She drank down a mug of hot sweet coffee then lay back on the soft colourful cushions to read whilst she waited for her next summons.

				Every sleeping moment lately had been filled with hideous images, some blurred, some frighteningly detailed, all horrendously agonisingly real and on waking Sophie had not been comforted by reality, for reality was the root of these terrible nightmares and just as fear-provoking as any dream. There was no waking up for her. But this time it was different. Her eyes flickered, the magazine slipped from her grasp and she fell into a deep slumber.

				When she awoke she could not recall any definite images or events in her dreaming, but she knew there had been pain and fear and yet arousal and yearning as well. The coverlet was twisted and knotted from her tossing and turning. Her intimacy was burning, swollen and her thighs drenched in fluid. Her nipples were standing to attention, the areoles slightly darkened. And there was a deep hunger, a blazing desire for ... something. What?

				What had prompted the erotic dream and why, oh why could she not remember it? She wanted to desperately, needed to know what had awoken her body in this way. She recalled Alan’s words after they had made love - “It was only nice because I didn’t hurt you! If I’d bound you and beaten you instead of caressing you then you’d have exploded like you did last night.” Had she been dreaming of such things? No. Nothing that had happened here at Avalon House had excited her in any way - the schoolgirl act, the doctor, the canings, none of it had truly aroused her mind and body, the games these people played did not appeal to her in any way. But what about at Rabanne’s house - the pool party and Master Hood! Despite her predicament, despite the genuine terror and guilt, she had definitely been more physically aroused then than ever before in her life... They hadn’t been playing games. There had been no scenarios, no role-play, no dressing up, just pure abuse and domination, absolute control and maltreatment of her body for their pleasure. And she, to her utter shame, had responded. What had they awoken within her? What did that say about her? It meant nothing, said nothing, of course. Naturally her emotions were confused right now, her thoughts in turmoil, as she struggled to come to terms with all that had happened and what her life had so suddenly and cruelly become. Yet still that flaming desire for ... something ... nothing that was on offer here, anyway.

				A woman in a maid’s uniform stuck her head around the door.

				“Master Joel says you may have your dinner in the kitchen with the staff,” she told her. Dinnertime already, Sophie thought to herself - how long had she slept for? But she had been feeling totally shattered.

				The kitchen was modern and bright but still warm and friendly. The aroma that filled the room was mouth-watering and the atmosphere more than congenial. The middle-aged cook, two maids, and one young man (a valet perhaps?) were smiling and cheerful. Sophie was offered generous portions of everything on the table - cold ham, cold beef, salad, new boiled potatoes, minted peas and rhubarb crumble with custard for dessert. It was pleasant to be in such a normal and homey environment and very therapeutic emotionally. The cook, Fiona, was up and down from the table preparing other foodstuffs - a buffet by the looks of it, Sophie thought, for there were party-sized nibbles such as mini sausage rolls, vol-u-vents, and canapés. Was Joel entertaining this evening?

				“Aye, he’s a good few guests around tonight,” Fiona told Sophie when she asked. She wondered if this meant any further ‘duties’ for her this evening and discovered the answer when, towards the end of the meal, ‘Matron’ stuck her head around the kitchen door to say that Joel wanted to see her in the living room.

				Following Fiona’s directions, Sophie went to the living room as ordered. She hesitated outside the door; there was a disharmony of sound from the room - chatter, flurry, music, laughter, cries, chink of china or glass, a whole host of indistinguishable noises that indicated activity.

				How long Sophie would have stood there is uncertain but at that moment one of the maids arrived bearing a tray of cocktail snacks and asked her to open the door.

				The room was filled with noise and smoke, sweat and laughter. Joel saw her at once and beckoned to her. She made her way through the chattering bodies to where he stood with a small group of other men near the open French windows looking out onto the lit patio. When she recognised Cliff - Rabanne’s lunch guest - she visibly shied away from him; they laughed and she blushed.

				“Don’t you like me, Sophie?” Cliff asked in an amused tone.

				“I’m afraid of you,” she replied meekly, avoiding a direct yes or no response.

				“More afraid of me than of anyone else here?” he asked.

				“Yes,” she replied, remembering with a chill the taste of her own blood in her mouth, the agony of the cruel scratches down her back, her anguish as the hot molten wax dripped onto her tender flesh ... The only person more frightening than Cliff was Omar Rabanne himself and he did not appear to be present.

				“Good!” he laughed loudly. “I like women to be afraid of me. But don’t worry - I can’t be bothered with you tonight. Master Edwards has offered me a pretty teenage virgin to break.” Sophie suddenly experienced the strangest of emotions under the circumstances - a sudden pang of jealousy! How the hell could that be possible? But even though she was terrified of Cliff, even though she hated what he did to her and had no yearning or desire to be hurt by him again, it stung that he had chosen this unknown girl over her. God, my emotions really are screwed up, she thought to herself as salty tears brimmed. She glanced at Joel and saw him watching her with a frown, an expression of ... doubt? Conjecture? Puzzlement? She wondered what it was he saw in her that moment that made him look at her that way. She quickly lowered her gaze once more and simply stood and waited to be told by him what to do and where to go.

				He took her arm firmly and led her out onto the patio, where the warm evening breeze rustled through creepers and climbers and candles in lanterns glittered and glimmered and the perfumes of the garden filled the air. He led her to a bench and told her to sit down. She perched there on the edge of the wooden seat, apprehensive, confused, wondering what was to happen to her now. Joel sat beside her in silence for a long while and her tension grew. At last he spoke, a cold harsh voice.

				“You wanted Clifford to use you,” he said - a statement, not a question. “I saw the disappointment in your eyes.”

				Somehow, from somewhere, Sophie managed to muster a small submissive voice.

				“I don’t like him. I didn’t want him to hurt me again. And yet I felt jealous when he told me about the virgin you have given him. I wondered, why her instead of me?”

				“Of course any man would choose a virgin over a well-used slut like you. But you weren’t an option. I’m saving you for someone tonight.”

				“Whom?” She dared to venture the monosyllabic question.

				“You have no right to ask,” he replied curtly.

				“I know.”

				“A friend of a friend. Master Jason. I haven’t met him - a business associate of mine has invited him. He’s Greek, apparently, but living in London. I’m hoping to do business with him and want to sweeten him up so I’m giving him you for the night.”

				“Does he play games?” Sophie asked. Once more Joel gave her that questioning look - what was he thinking?

				“Uniforms, school-girl scenarios, role-play? The sort of thing you have to do here for my paying friends? No. He simply wants a pretty submissive he can use and abuse, treat like dirt and rape when he’s horny.”

				“Oh,” was the simple, quiet response from Sophie, who was wondering why her thighs were trembling, why there was a wobbly feeling low in her abdomen and a slow rising fire somewhere deep inside threatening to flare up.

				“You know, I was at Rabanne’s pool party, I got to fuck your cunt with the others. You were very responsive. You writhed and moaned and orgasmed again and again and again. It was beautiful to watch. Master Hood told me you were the same with him, a real nymph. But I’ve spoken to Margaret, Jeffrey, and Gordon - the wannabe doc - and they say you were unresponsive, cold and very automatic in your reaction to them and what they did to you. You weren’t aroused at all.”

				“I did exactly what I was told!” Sophie exclaimed, horrified at the thought that Joel was angry with her and might really punish her beyond what she could take, beyond what she had taken already.

				“Calm down, you’re not in trouble. You were obedient and compliant. You cannot force yourself to be turned on. In a way, they were pleased you weren’t aroused. It made it more real for them - the pleasure was purely for them, not for you. But it does rather beg the question why. I think I know the answer though it has surprised me.”

				“I’m not sure I understand what you’re getting at,” Sophie admitted, confused by this talk.

				“I spoke to Alan about you today as well,” Joel continued. “He told me about the time he screwed you and what was said between you afterwards.”

				Sophie was scarlet now. This discussion was embarrassing, humiliating and she had no idea where it was leading. “Tell me, Sophie, have you never had any feelings of submissiveness before? What was the relationship like between you and Natasha?”

				“We are ... were lovers, best friends, soul mates. She was definitely always the stronger one, always the one who initiated things. We never did anything like ... that is, nothing beyond playful spanking with hand or hairbrush, just kinky harmless fun.”

				“And you never felt the need for more than that?”

				“Well, I suppose sometimes I would wish ... I don’t know really. Yes, I suppose I sometimes wished she would go further, actually spank me hard enough to hurt. But I never said so.” Sophie was struggling to be honest with herself as well as with Joel now, struggling to analyse her feelings and memories.

				“And how would you describe your sexuality? I mean, do you consider yourself to be a lesbian or bi-sexual?”

				“I’d never been with a man before ... before,” Sophie became flustered, tears threatening at the too recent memory of what Rabanne had done to her. “I’ve fancied men occasionally but not the way I’m meant to - not how it’s written about in magazines and things, not in the romantic sense. I mean, I’d meet an attractive man and feel something like arousal but the thought of making love with him would instantly douse that. The idea of him kissing me, showing me affection, or sending me flowers with little love notes would turn me off completely. Yet I’m supposed to like that, aren’t I? Other women do. I’d feel something so strong, want something so desperately, but I’d have no idea what it was I wanted...so it would come to nothing.”

				“What you were wanting was a good beating and a good fucking,” Joel told her. “You, Sophie, are a genuinely submissive little bitch and always have been but didn’t recognise it. And you don’t want games and make-believe and dressing-up - you want a master, a true dominant who will possess you utterly and completely forever, who will rule your every waking hour and every sleeping one as well.”

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Nine

				Sophie sat alone on the patio, staring up at the moon, and the stars, and the darting moths, mulling over what Joel had said to her. Was he right?

				Had this whole bizarre nightmarish situation caused her to discover and confront a reality about herself hitherto deeply buried? In many ways it made sense and yet it was frightening. It is frightening to discover the truth about yourself.

				“Sophie!” the clipped tone disturbed her thoughts. Joel had returned, was standing near the glass patio doors with another man. It was this other man who caught her attention at once. Tall, dark, ruggedly handsome; about six feet, mop of unruly hair; a smattering of dark hair on the backs of his hands indicating a hirsute body; deep-set eyes caught in the candlelight that played over the angular curves of his face; in his early thirties but with eyes that seemed older, wiser than his years somehow, muscular but not too muscular, a physique from hard physical work not working-out. Was this Master Jason? He didn’t look like a businessman. He looked like a Hollywood icon, a male centrefold an ancient Greek demi-god. As she gazed at him an old familiar feeling began to stir, a feeling she had not experienced for so very long, a feeling like that she had described to Joel. A yearning a burning and a deep nagging desire for something identifiable. Not lovemaking. What then? Surely not ...

				“Come.” An ice-cold voice spoke to her. She went to him, followed as he turned and strode away. She flashed a fearful questioning glance at Joel but he already had his back to her, was already going back through those glass doors into the hubbub of the party. She was so frightened, her stomach churning, her mind an eddy, yet somehow she felt excited too. Anticipation, yearning, fear, desire, how could she feel so many different emotions at once, such a confusing, conflicting swirl.

				Master Jason led her across the moonlit sward to where there stood a small, detached cottage away from the main house - a worker’s cottage, probably, from when this had been a sporting estate years ago. A dark saloon car was parked outside. Master Jason had to duck his head when they went through the tiny wooden front door that led straight into the living room. He switched on the electric light and Sophie saw how the tiny abode had been specially prepared for its new use. Pulleys, metal loops, shackles and billhooks adorned the ancient rafters overhead. There were even metal loops attached to the polished floorboards here and there. The whitewashed stonewalls were festooned with a sinister collection of whips, chains, tawse, paddles, canes, rope and other implements of dread. Leather-topped whipping stools, benches, an inflatable bondage chair, a tubular steel wheel of some sort with a leather seat inside it, a fuck harness and love-swing ... so many terrifying delights crammed the space. Sophie felt her blood heating, her pussy growing moist. No school uniform. No ‘doctor’, ‘matron’, ‘headmaster’, or ‘daddy’. No make believe or role-play. Just a man, a man who gained pleasure from inflicting pain and humiliation on women. Who wanted to inflict pain and humiliation on her. She stood twisting her fingers nervously, staring around at the paraphernalia surrounding her, as Master Jason went through to the tiny kitchenette, put the electric kettle on to boil, then came back and lit the gas fire. He sat down in a large leather comfy chair and stared unerringly at her, silent, menacing. Her veins throbbed and her thighs ached. Why did this seem so very different from before, when the others had used and hurt her? Why was the fear a different sort of fear? Why was it spiced with something almost akin to craving? Why ...?

				He stood, fetched a riding crop and with it tapped at the leather whipping-stool. Obediently Sophie knelt down and leaned forward over it, trembling, timid, knowing now just how much a man could hurt her. He lifted the thin nylon of the nightdress she was still wearing, the one she had put on for the ‘doctor’, and stroked her bare bottom tenderly for several long moments. Then he rubbed the length of the crop to and fro against her cheeks, tantalisingly, threateningly, suggestively ... she sighed, a deep down sigh. A swish, a cruel ‘crack’ across her flesh. A scream, a raised red welt.

				She had no idea how many strokes she took but it seemed to last forever, that thrashing. She was sobbing pitifully but remained in position and begged no quarter. She rubbed her bottom with her hands when he finally stopped and tried to ebb the tide of tears.

				“Stand.” Such a cold voice with no emotion. She stood - her hands behind her back, legs slightly apart, head lowered, tears flowing silently now, bar the occasionally gasp or suppressed sob. He literally tore the flimsy nightdress from her, threw it aside; stood and gazed at her nakedness, at her huge breasts, her trim waist, her nude exposed pussy, the aroused bud with its tiny ring. He surprised her then, by prising open the nipple rings, removing them, discarding them on the floor. He circled her, like a hawk, a predator stalking its prey, waiting to pounce... Can he hear my heart beating so loudly, she wondered. It was like a drum, pulsating, throbbing, like all of me. Why?

				He tied her wrists together behind her back with a short length of cord. She felt panic rising like bile, but another emotion as well, not unpleasant. A blindfold. Darkness. Straining to listen for sound, movement or clues. Where is he now? What is he doing?

				“NOOO!” Sophie wailed as a myriad of short leather straps flayed against her thighs and she faltered but did not fall.

				“Yes,” the Master’s voice hissed close to her ear. Strike after strike, blow after blow, not indiscriminate but carefully aimed - first several to her thighs, then her bottom, then her breasts. She did not beg, cry out for mercy, but she did cry. She howled, and moaned, and wept bitter salty tears. But she did not ask him to stop. When he did at last stop he released her hands and she at once clasped her tortured breasts and then rubbed her thighs and her cheeks that burned so brightly, filling her with a fire.

				“Kneel.” She knelt. She felt him close to her, the softness of the black cotton trousers brushing against her bare skin. He pushed his erection into her mouth. Obligingly she began to suck him in and out, flicking her tongue over the knob, hoping that she was pleasing him though she hated it herself. She hated the taste, the smell, the humiliation ... and yet ...

				“Stop.” She stopped. He took her upper arm, pulled her to her feet, and led her across the room to the wall, gently pushed her forward so she realised that she should stand leaning against it. She buried her face in her folded arms and waited for whatever was to come. His hands caressed her body, slowly, intimately, leaving no part of her unexplored, undiscovered. She squirmed, groaned, pushed her hips back towards him, so aroused by those experienced sensual hands ...

				“Don’t come yet,” he told her. What a hard instruction to obey! But she must. She must obey this man. She had obeyed Rabanne, Joel, and the others out of fear, from the sheer genuine terror of what they might to do her if she had dared to disobey. But with this man ... No. Of course there was no difference. She was compliant only out of fear, not from any genuine desire to please him, not out of any deep longing to ...

				The long leather fronds of a cat slammed heavily against her back and she screamed. It was a severe, savage blow dealt with a harsh heavy hand.

				“Count!” came the curt order.

				Sophie wondered how the hell she could do that when she was in such agony. But somehow she found a small voice and gasped out the numbers. ‘... Two ... three ... four ... five ... six ...’

				The punishment ceased. She heard the thud as the cat was thrown aside and then felt his hands brush against her flesh once more as the blindfold was removed. And then she suddenly felt the strangest, most unexpected emotion ever - an alien sensation of loss, of being cheated somehow! She was so confused by the emotion, felt such bewilderment. And then she shocked herself by suddenly asking for permission to speak and when a brief nod confirmed consent, by actually saying,

				“Please don’t stop that yet, Master Jason.” What the hell was she saying? But she did want more of the cat; it was an overwhelming desire she simply could not deny. Six strokes had not been enough. Master Jason let out a deep guttural laugh. He pushed her forward against the wall once more and began to tease her seductively with the plaited leather fronds for a while before he resumed the flogging proper. The strokes were varied between teasingly light and savagely heavy and her back soon felt so hot and stinging. She gasped out the numbers, determined to take as much as she possibly could. At one hundred strokes she suddenly gasped out, “Please!” in a choked voice.

				“You want me to stop?”

				“No,” she answered honestly, gazing around at him with red bleary eyes (would he have anyway, even if she’d said yes? She doubted it).

				“But may I lay down for the rest, please? I think I could take more that way.” Again a guttural laugh and a nod of consent. Stumbling slightly, Sophie moved away from the wall and lay down on her front on the floor, burying her face in her arms. The flogging resumed once more, Sophie counting the blows in a gargled voice. At number three hundred she once more stopped him, but only in order to ask for something to bite on. He threw her a leather gag and she bit onto it tightly in order to enable her endure more. She ceased counting but he did not admonish her for it; she was crying bitterly now yet did not ask him to stop. He stopped at a thousand strokes. Sophie raised her tearstained face and asked in a choked voice for just a few more strokes.

				“So I can say I’ve take over a thousand,” she said quietly, her voice almost a whisper now; she was feeling faint. He obliged by delivering another five strokes and then threw the cat aside.

				“Are you pleased with me?” she asked, smiling up at him through her tears. What a stupid question! Why should she care? But she did care. He laughed and did not answer, but she was certain that he was pleased with her; she was definitely pleased with herself.

				He left her lying on the floor and went through to the kitchenette. She heard the kettle boiling again, listened to the some how out-of-place domestic sounds of him making a mug of coffee. He came back, sat down in the comfy chair and gazed at her silently as he finished his drink. Then he put the empty mug aside, went over to where she lay curled in a foetal position trembling slightly, whisked her up in his arms and carried her, cradled like a small child, upstairs to the one small bedroom.

				It was comfortably furnished, with a double divan that filled most of the space, and the usual pieces of furniture crammed against the walls. There was a small suitcase open on the bed and he kicked it off onto the floor and lay her down on the soft maroon duvet. She lay there in silence, tearful and yet still smiling and watched as he undressed. He looked even more impressive in the nude. What an Adonis - a primordial, raw, dangerous Adonis!

				He mounted her, forcing her onto her back and, spreading her legs apart, pushed himself into her. He grasped her wrists tightly and pinned her arms above her head.

				“Now you may come,” he told her and began to pump and thrust hard and fast. It was more savage, more bestial and more lustful than any fucking she had taken so far. And more arousing. She did come, again and again and again, moaning, shrieking, writhing and bucking, struggling against his grasp in her passion and fervour.

				It was dark. She could hear and feel his rhythmic breathing and knew he was sleeping the deep satisfied sleep of the satiated. She couldn’t remember when the fucking had stopped, didn’t know how many times he had taken her and in how many ways, or how many times she had exploded with a volcanic climax. Did she vaguely remember a spanking on her bare cheeks and upper thighs between fucks? Did she dimly recall a slim metallic dildo being eased into her most secret orifice before yet another screwing? Had she actually fallen asleep with him inside her? He was curled around her, his arm across her breasts, in an almost affectionate embrace. He stirred only very slightly when she gently moved his arm and slipped from the bed.

				As silently as possible, Sophie went to the kitchenette and made herself a mug of coffee. She fetched Jason’s abandoned mug from the other room and washed it up. She looked in the cupboards for something to eat and found bread, butter and jam. She ate it on the black faux-fur rug in front of the gas fire in the living room. As she sat there soaking up the warmth of the fire and the silence of the night with an unexpected satisfaction, she rubbed her injuries, delighting in the tingling and stinging that rippled through her and the twinge of each and every movement. Mini pre-orgasmic ripples undulated through her in response. She reached out to the abandoned cat and ran the fronds through her fingers; she caressed it, kissed it and wondered at why and how she could possibly feel such contentment tonight.

				Her midnight snack finished she curled up on the rug, cuddling the implement of terror and pleasure and gave a sleepy sigh. She did not hear the pad of bare feet on the stairs or on the floorboards. She did not sense the eyes wandering over her curled naked form. She started when Jason lay down beside her, propped up on one arm and began to casually caress a nipple.

				“You left my bed without permission,” he said. The voice did not seem nearly so cold. Warm, sleepy, sensual, yet somehow still threatening. Threatening in a pleasant way. Can there possibly be any such thing as a pleasant threat? Oh yes, yes ...

				“I’m sorry. I woke up thirsty and didn’t think I should wake you. And besides, I didn’t think you’d want me to stay in your bed for the whole night. You’d finished with me and ...”

				“I say when I’m finished. I might have woken and wanted you. I do want you.” He pressed his mouth against her neck in a warm open-mouthed kiss, his hand straying from her breast to between her thighs. ‘I want you ...’ She savoured the words as she writhed beneath his caresses, gentle at first but becoming quickly more animated. He just means ‘I want to fuck you’; I wish he meant ‘I want to keep you’ ...

				Sophie lay on the rug, trembling slightly with arousal, and watched Master Jason as he ferreted about the room. When he had found what he wanted, came back to her. He attached nipple clamps to her erect darkened nubs, the tiny alligator teeth nipping painfully at the flesh, and then pushed a vibrating love-egg into her wet welcoming passage. She groaned softly, her body yielding willingly to all he wanted from it.

				“How does a dog take a bitch?” he asked her quietly and she responded by getting into position, on all fours. He grasped her hips as he pushed himself into her rear passage. Soon he was slamming in and out of her, grunting with exertion and ecstasy, as she rocked to and fro, back and forth, moaning and sighing and crying. At last he exploded into her and withdrew; he ordered her to suck him clean and she did not hesitate.

				“Coffee,” he said and, still with post-orgasmic aftershocks reverberating through her, she went to make some for him. He sat in the chair to drink it and she curled up at his feet, stroking the dark hair on his legs.

				“Are you a close friend of Omar’s?” she asked. He frowned.

				“Omar?” he queried.

				“Omar Rabanne.”

				“I don’t think ... ah, yes, the doctor, I have heard him mentioned here but no, I have never met him, I know nothing of him really. I only know Joel Edwards through a business acquaintance. I am based in London and have not been to these parts before. Why do you ask?”

				“No reason.” She rested her head in his lap and he stroked her hair as he sat back and slowly drank. Should she tell him her story? Would he believe her? Would he even care? And if he did, there was surely no way he could help her anyway. Joel would not have entrusted her in his care for the night if there had been any doubt he could be trusted to keep secrets, to be part of their conspiracies.

				“You are different now. Worried, anxious. What is wrong?”

				“Nothing. It’s only that I don’t want the morning to come.” That was true. She didn’t want tomorrow to arrive. Jason would go. Joel would put her to work satisfying the perverse fantasies of his clients. And she would be even lonelier - more friendless and more wretched than ever.

				“We have plenty of time until morning,” he smiled and it was an intimidating smile. “Stand up.”

				He fetched a fairly long length of rope and, with one end of it, tightly bound her wrists together. Then he put the other end of the rope through a metal loop in one of the time-blackened beams and hoisted. Soon she was dangling helplessly like a carcass in an abattoir. He fetched another, much shorter length of rope and used that to bind her ankles tightly together. He put a ball gag in her mouth and blindfolded her once more. For a few seconds she could hear nothing and there was no contact. Then an agonising pain seared through her as a broad leather strap landed across her globes. She let out a gargled cry from behind the gag. He counted the strokes out loud and there were thirty, then another ten to the backs of her thighs and ten to her breasts. Fifty altogether. She thought she would pass out from the pain. Silence again, no contact for a few long moments. Then a warm fluid spurted against her belly and trickled down to her intimacy and down her thighs. Urine assailed her senses. He was peeing over her! She could hear it trickling off her body onto the floorboards beneath her. She was mortified, disgusted, so humiliated ... and she orgasmed, her body writhing against the restraints as she experienced a massive climax.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Ten

				Of course morning came, as every morning must for the living and the struggling to live. In the early hours, Master Jason came back down to free Sophie from her restraints and to show her where the small bathroom was, with its toilet, tiny bathtub and corner hand-sink. She was grateful to be allowed to bathe and sank back in the warm, rose-scented water and listened to the sounds of Jason busying about first in the bedroom and then downstairs. It was an almost homey, domestic atmosphere, pleasant and contenting, and she could almost imagine ... No. She mustn’t go there. Her heart and spirit both were broken enough already. She had lost Natasha, lost her freedom, her dignity, and now... But you can’t lose something you never had.

				“Breakfast,” declared that sensual voice as Jason appeared with a plate of hot buttered toast and jam and a mug of coffee.

				“Oh! Thanks.” Sophie was shocked by the gesture. Did Masters make breakfast for their whores? She couldn’t imagine Vic or Joel doing that. But Jason wasn’t anything like them at all. He was a different breed altogether. He may enjoy hurting her, using her, but he’d never go too far, never cause her real harm. Never go further than she wanted, at least not far beyond her limits. How could she possibly know that? He was a stranger. But he didn’t feel like a stranger. She sighed. He ruffled her hair.

				“You were a good girl,” he told her and she beamed at him with pride and pleasure. He left her. She ate the toast, drank the coffee and got out of the bath. She found a man’s robe to put on and went downstairs. She saw the suitcase stood by the door and her heart sank. Tears threatened to spill. How stupid! He was a stranger and probably no different in reality than all the other sadistic bastards who had used her lately. But oh she was aching, yearning and grieving ...

				“Will I see you again?” she suddenly blurted out when he said a simple goodbye and picked up the case.

				“I told you I live in London. I came here only on business, to sign some papers and my business is done now. I will not come here again.”

				“But you might. To one of Joel’s parties, or as his houseguest some time.”

				“The truth is I do not very much like your Mr Edwards or his friends. They are not my type. I have been courteous for the sake of business and propriety and I have very much enjoyed your company. But no, I will not return here.”

				“Do you have a wife? A girlfriend?” God! What a stupid, pointless question. What was she thinking of? What was wrong with her?

				“Why do you ask me such questions, Sophie? No. I have not been in London for very long and may very well be returning to Greece in just a few months so it does not seem right to begin a serious relationship. Now I really must be going. I have a long drive home. Goodbye.”

				She followed him outside and watched as he got into his car and drove away. Once the car was out of sight she fled back into the cottage, threw herself down onto the rug and wept bitter tears. She cried and cried until there were no tears left. When much later in the morning Joel came to fetch her he found her silent, pale, ghostlike. Back at the main house, he sent her straight to bed and ordered hot soup, painkillers and an extra blanket to be sent up to her, certain she was sickening for something.

				For three days Sophie had stayed in bed, barely eating, not speaking, sleeping in fits and starts that were far from restive. On the fourth day Alan came to see her.

				“Joel asked Rabanne to send me,” he explained to her. “He knows we’re friends, thought I could help. Is it Natasha?” Sophie gazed at him in silence for a few moments then put her arms around him and snuggled close against him.

				“I know you’ve been through a living nightmare, but you’ve got to be a survivor. You can’t just give up. Things aren’t really that bad here, are they? And I’ve a surprise for you.”

				“A surprise?” she whispered, looking puzzled.

				“Joel emailed Akbar Malraji and got him to send some photos of Natasha over the ‘net so you can see she’s ok. He printed them up, I’ve got them here for you.” He handed the sheaf of 10 x 8’s to Sophie who took them and looked at them. She recognised the thirty year old, statuesque brunette at once. She was dressed in brightly coloured native clothes - and she was smiling, even laughing in two of the pictures. One showed her playing with three small children, olive skinned and dark eyed and adorable. Another showed her at a banqueting table, seated beside a young native girl who had her arm about her and was gazing at her with a look close to adoration. In a third photograph Natasha was sitting on a low wall and the same native girl was knelt washing her feet. In the last photograph she was laughing gaily, standing hand in hand with a tall handsome native outside some sort of temple building.

				“I thought this Akbar was elderly?” Sophie queried.

				“He is. That’s his son Ranja. Apparently he’s quite taken with your Natasha. And it’s reciprocated, I’m told. Her only concern is you. Missing you, worrying about you missing her. She doesn’t know what’s happened to you. That very first day she didn’t come home, Rabanne forced her to write a letter to you saying that she was sorry but she had met someone else and was leaving you. I don’t know why his plans changed, why he didn’t send the letter - because he wanted you, I suspect. Anyway, she thinks you got the letter, believed it and are getting on with a new life without her. As long as she thinks you’re safe and happy, she’s content enough. Her life is a very different one now but a good one. Now you know that for certain, can see the proof, doesn’t that help you? You can stop fretting over her safety.” Sophie suddenly burst into tears again.

				“I hope those are tears of relief this time,” Alan said.

				“No. Yes ... but guilt, too. I feel so ashamed.”

				“Ashamed of what? I don’t understand.”

				“I have been frightened for Natasha, desperate to know she’s all right, but ... but these last few days it’s been Jason I’ve been thinking of.”

				“Jason?”

				“An associate of Joel’s who came here from London on business the other day. I spent the night with him at that little cottage. Alan ... I liked what he did to me, I actually wanted it. I wanted that night to last forever. And when he left next day I just ... I can’t let anyone else touch me now. I’d rather die than have another Master use me. I’m Jason’s, even though he’s not coming back ever. I can’t explain that, I don’t know why I’m feeling like this, I’m so mixed up and confused. All I can think about is his car driving away ... What’s wrong with me?”

				Alan reached forward, kissed her head as though she were a little girl, and smiled a sad sweet smile at her.

				“Sweet, innocent little Sophie! Do you, at your age and experience, really need me to tell you? You’re in love.”

				Sophie stared back at him open-mouthed. In love? How wrong he was!

				“Of course I’m not in love. How could I be?”

				“You’re not immune. No one is, no matter what they think or plan.”

				“But I was only with him for a few short hours. I don’t really know him.”

				“My big sister Brenda met her husband at a party on a Friday night. They got engaged that night, she moved in with him the next day and they were married four weeks later - and they only waited that long because the registry office couldn’t do it any sooner. Love at first sight, sweetheart. Can’t tell me you’ve never heard of it.”

				“I’ve never believed in that sort of romantic nonsense, to be honest.”

				“It wasn’t like that with you and Natasha?”

				“No. We were friends long before we were lovers. She was in the care home I went to and sort of took me under her wing, mothered me really. We sort of grew together somehow. I was devastated when she left, but she came to visit often and they let me go stay weekends with her. Soon as I was old enough I moved in with her. I love her dearly but I suppose we never really fell in love, if you know what I mean.”

				“It’s easy to confuse the two, especially when you’re so emotionally dependent on someone who has helped you through difficult times. But you’re properly in love now, with this Jason fellow, no question.”

				“No. I’m really vulnerable after all that’s happened, screwed up in my head, and I’ve fallen for the first person who seems half decent.”

				“If that were true, you’d have thought you were in love with me, wouldn’t you? We’re friends. We’ve made love. I haven’t hurt you, could never hurt you. But you haven’t fallen for me. You’re stronger than you think, Sophie. Think about it. Anyhow, I’ll tell Joel you’ve just had a bout of ‘flu or something and you’ll be right as rain in a day or so. Buck up because his patience won’t last forever.”

				Sophie was much cheered by Alan’s visit, it was salutary to see a friendly face and chatter casually knowing that this person would expect nothing from her. But it also caused her to question and analyse her emotions even more deeply. Was it really possible to fall in love with someone so quickly, even in such bizarre circumstances? Is that why she couldn’t bear the thought of submitting to anyone but Jason now? Is that why she could think of nothing at all but the sight of his car disappearing down that long sweep of driveway and his disturbingly final declaration of ‘I will not return here’? Was that why every sleeping moment - few though they were - was filled with images of an angular face in candlelight and a warm sensual Mediterranean voice threatening heaven and hell combined? It couldn’t be true ...

				Next morning one of the kitchen staff, a girl named Helen, came with a well-laden breakfast tray and instructions for her to be up and ready for work within the hour. She selected an outfit from the drawer for her and laid it ready on the bed - a prim grey skirt, a grey shirt, a short jacket, tights rather than stockings and low-heeled court shoes, a neat rather prudish outfit that might be worn by a secretary or office clerk. After eating the scrambled eggs on toast and croissant, Sophie reluctantly raised herself and slowly dressed. She went to the bathroom to wash, scrub her teeth and tidy her hair and then went down to Matron’s office to report for duty. She prayed that today’s ‘players’ would be easy to please. She did not feel ill now exactly, but listless and apathetic.

				“You’re to go to room number 999 in the basement,” Matron told her. Sophie nodded and left to make her way down to the basement level. How odd they should number the rooms, she thought to herself, and there certainly were not nearly that many rooms here even though the house was a large one - thirty odd rooms at most, she guessed. She found the room, knocked on the door, and waited until a curt voice called out ‘come’. The room was small, the walls whitewashed, the one small window very high up barred and letting in little light. There was no furniture in the room at all save a wooden table in the centre. Next to this table stood a tall blonde-haired man in a police uniform. He wore dark shades and held a long thin rattan cane in his left hand.

				“Come here,” he ordered in his deep, curt voice. Sophie went and stood before him. Even though she could not see his eyes she could feel them boring into her like lasers. “The prim and proper outfit doesn’t fool me,” he said at last. “A very tight leather mini-skirt, a fishnet crop-top, six inch heels and too much make-up would suit you better. That’s what other prostitutes wear, isn’t it?”

				“I’m not ...” Sophie foolishly began to protest. The cane came swishing down onto the table with a loud crack that made her jump violently and the man bellowed ‘silence!’

				“Lean forward with your hands on the table and your legs spread apart,” he ordered. She took up the position ordered; he put the cane down on the table in front of her and then frisked her. As he carried out the meticulous body search, he continued, “Gary and Cliff each paid Rabanne one hundred pounds to screw into you. Tony Scullie paid two hundred to have his little fantasy fulfilled and dear ‘daddy’ paid fifty. Master Hood paid for you in kind - with cocaine. Margaret and Jeffrey each paid fifty for your use. Only Gordon the doc had a freebie, an initiation for him. That, my dear, makes you a whore. A harlot. A prostitute. And I deal with prostitutes very harshly indeed.”

				Sophie let out a suppressed sob. She was feeling sick almost to the point of retching. She knew very well that her abusers had paid Rabanne and Joel, women were business to the likes of them, but to have it spelled out for her so cruelly like that hurt more than the cat had done! The man pushed her down flat on the table and lifted the grey skirt. He spanked her hard, the sheer nylon tights with no panties beneath offering no protection whatsoever and she cried. Then he took up the cane and used that. It was agony. Swipe after swipe, carefully aimed at the very roundness of her bottom, blow on blow until she was ruby red and screaming. When he had finished she rubbed her bottom and wailed.

				“You may go,” he told her abruptly. Still rubbing her stinging globes she went to the door. She hesitated for a moment then turned and asked in a quiet voice,

				“Did Master Jason pay?”

				“No, he did not and I told you to go.” She hesitated a moment longer then with some hitherto buried boldness asked in an almost mocking tone, “How much did you pay?”

				In a nano-second he was at the door. He grasped her brutally by the hair, dragged her back to the table, and pinned her down face-up. He tore open the shirt, snatched up the cane, and brought it down hard across her breasts several times as she screamed wildly and struggled in vain. Then he dragged her to the door, shoved her roughly into the hallway, and slammed the door shut behind her. Clutching her arms across her burning breasts and tears falling fast and free she stumbled back up to her room.

				She at once took a cool shower, massaging her breasts and bottom cheeks with creamy lather in an attempt to soothe the pain.

				Sophie was surprised to be left alone for so long. She had expected Joel to send for her, or come to her room, angry and indignant and threatening punishment for her insolence. But no one came, except for Helen with a lunch tray a little after midday. She picked disinterestedly at the vegetable curry and rice before eventually pushing it away half-eaten. She went to gaze out of the window down at the little courtyard far below, and watched Helen putting scraps into the dustbin and another girl tending the little herb garden. She wondered if they too had to submit to Joel and his friends and patrons. She started and turned when the door opened - retribution time? No, it was the valet, Charles, with a large box.

				“Master Joel says you’re to change into these,” he told her with a friendly smile as he put the parcel down on the bed. With abounding curiosity, Sophie opened the box and studied the contents.

				She stood in the small bathroom gazing into the mirrored door of the shower. The short but full rubber skirt was sky blue and swirled around when she twirled. The rubber top was the same blue and had a halter neck; it stretched tightly over her large breasts, encasing them firmly, straining over her erect nipples, which were provocatively evident. Nylon stockings, a suspender belt, and a pair of cotton knickers, all powder blue, completed the ensemble together with a pair of blue ankle boots with a shiny silver chain and padlock. She brushed her hair and then put on some subtle make-up, choosing eye shadow and liner in a flattering shade that complemented the outfit. She liked the attire, it felt cool and sexy, though its arrival clearly signalled another spell of duty - ‘another punter to drop my knickers for’ she thought resentfully. That thought shattered the all too short spell of pleasure. She went to sit down on the bed and listen to a CD whilst she awaited the coming summons. Surprisingly it was not Joel or Matron who came for her but Charles again. He gave her a blue rubber blindfold and asked - yes, asked, not told - her to put it on. Then he took her hand and led her from the room.

				“Careful now, we’re going downstairs. Trust me, I won’t let you fall.”

				“Where are we going?”

				“I’ve been told to drive you somewhere. I can’t tell you where, sorry.” Sophie’s heart lurched and she felt suddenly sick. Dear God, no! Was she being sent back to the clinic? Had she annoyed Joel’s fake policeman that much? She heard the door open, felt the cool air on her flesh as they went out to the front courtyard where a car stood waiting - she could hear the engine ticking over. Charles opened the rear door and helped her in.

				“Lay down,” he told her and then put a travel rug over her. Didn’t he want anyone to see his blindfolded passenger? Naturally not! Moments later she felt the car moving away.

				The drive was a long one. For a while she was terrified, trembling, certain that she was being handed back over to Rabanne, but as time passed she realised that they had gone far further than Hanley. Curiosity bested fear as she wondered where they could possibly be going. But eventually even curiosity could not contend with sleepiness and she dozed off.

				The car came to a halt and the driver’s door opened and slammed shut again. That sound roused Sophie, who wondered for a brief second why she could not see, could not even open her eyes and then remembered she was blindfolded. She pushed aside the travel rug and sat up.

				“Are we there?” she asked when she heard the passenger door open and felt Charles’s hand on her arm.

				“Yes. Steady now - mind the step. Hold onto me.” He helped her from the car and up a short flight of steps. A few moments later they were indoors. She wondered about her surroundings; she knew she was walking on carpet and could faintly smell incense in the air - patchouli? Upstairs, right turn, along a hall, left turn into a room. The door closing. Where was she? Was Charles still there? Was anyone there? Yes, movement, faint but definite; someone was moving about the room. She tensed, stiffened, as a hand brushed against her cheek. The blindfold was removed.

				“Jason?” She could not believe her eyes but it was true. It was Jason who had just removed the blindfold, who stood before her now. She suddenly fell to her knees, wrapped her arms about his legs and kissed the leather-clad thighs. “My lord! My Master! I thought I would never see you again!”

				“Get up. Sit on the bed. We have to talk,” he told her sternly. She did as he said and sat quietly perched on the edge of the single divan with its pink flowery duvet, her face aglow with pleasure just to be with him.

				“I confess that I was curious about you and I tried to find out more about you. What I discovered shocked me more than I can say. I cannot condone or justify what Rabanne does, has done, to you and to others. He is not a master - he is a sick, dangerous, and evil man. Having said that, there is nothing whatsoever that I can do - am willing to do - to expose him. I cannot go to the authorities because it would mean divulging my own part in activities that in this country are not legal. It would also jeopardise a number of lucrative business deals. So whilst I do not approve, I am not willing to become involved. I do not know the man, I do not wish to. How he chooses to live his life is nothing to do with me. I am sure he will get his comeuppance one day, somehow, but it will have nothing to do with me when he does. This is the question then. Can you accept the fact that I am willing to turn a blind eye to what I have discovered about Rabanne? Do you still feel the same way about me knowing that I refuse to expose him?”

				“Feel the same way? I don’t know what you mean. I ...”

				“This is no time for coyness or false modesty or reticence. You must be blunt. I know that you are attracted to me, fancy yourself in love with me even. If I had not known it myself, I had a phone call from a friend of yours called Alan ...”

				“Oh God, I’m sorry! I never thought he would ...”

				“It doesn’t matter. As I said, I was curious and looking into you anyway. Do you think I would have been doing that if I wasn’t interested myself? But you must answer my question.”

				“I love you,” she told him and for the first time was certain of that herself. “I loved you the very first moment I set eyes on you, standing on the patio in the candlelight like a god. I don’t care about Rabanne or Joel or any of them. I just want to be with you, belong to you. I want you to be my Master. But it doesn’t matter anyway because it isn’t possible. You know how it is. Rabanne will never let me go. He has too much at stake to let me too far out of his reach.”

				“Perhaps. What I need to know now is this - if there was a way, would you stay with me willingly or would you try running off to the police or to some women’s shelter and seeking help? Would you tell the truth about Rabanne and the others, try to expose them? It’s important you’re totally honest with yourself and with me right now.” Sophie was silent, contemplative for a few long moments before answering.

				“If I went to the police or anyone else, I would simply be handed straight back to Rabanne because officially I’m a raving nutcase whose wild stories can’t be believed! But if there was a way, I still wouldn’t. You said that exposing Rabanne would be exposing you, put you in the frame, and I wouldn’t do that. I know that Natasha is safe and happy now, as happy as possible under the weird circumstances anyway. Exposing him wouldn’t benefit her in any real way, she wouldn’t want to come back - she’s happy in her new life with a handsome Hindu lover. If freedom was possible all I would want is to put it all behind me and get on with my life - ideally, a life with you as yours but I know that’s just a stupid dream, as much as escape from Rabanne is a dream.”

				“I would hurt you, you know that.”

				“I want you to. I loved what you did to me, the way you made me feel, you must know that. I asked for more.”

				“We would have to be married so I could take you back to Greece with me. That would be a lifetime commitment, an eternal binding.”

				“You think that would deter me? I could want nothing more than to belong to you forever! I love you.”#

				“I would not be faithful. Many nights you would cry yourself to sleep listening to the sounds of my making love with another woman.”

				“I know it sounds perverted, kinky, strange, but that idea arouses me. The idea of lying alone in my bed, yearning for you, aching to feel you inside me and hearing you grunting and groaning with arousal in the next room, hearing her cries as you thrust in and out of her, making love to her in a way you never do to me ...”

				“You would have no free will of your own. I would tell you what to wear, what to eat, when to sleep. I would rule every sphere of your life. Your whole world would be cupped in my hands.”

				“I would take anything, accept anything, do anything just to be near you, to be allowed to curl at your feet in the evening or lay at the foot of your bed at night.” Sophie suddenly let out a choked sob and buried her face in her hands. “Please, I don’t want to talk any more. It’s all fantasy and it hurts so much. Just do with me what you want and send me back.”

				“You’re not going back.”

				Sophie gazed up at him through bleary eyes. Was he taunting her, cruelly tormenting her, dominating her with words instead of the whip? He took a sheaf of papers from his breast pocket and handed them to her. She unfolded them, studied them, struggled with the jargon.

				“It’s a discharge notice from the clinic. And a certificate to say you are ‘cured’ - perfectly sane following treatment.”

				“How ...?”

				“It cost me a great deal of money - more than you could possible begin to imagine - and the promise of a number of certain business deals being sent his way. You’re free, from Rabanne anyway, but not from me. You’re mine, for now and for always, like it or not, love me or hate me. Now stop snivelling and get down on all fours so I can cane and bugger your pretty arse.”

			

		

	
		
			
				Also Available

			

			
				
					[image: 9781780513430.jpg]
				

			

			
				
					[image: 9781780513492.jpg]
				

			

		

	OEBPS/images/9781780514895.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781780514895_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/toc.xhtml
Cover
Front Matter
    Title Page
    Publisher Information
Painful Pathway
    Chapter One
    Chapter Two
    Chapter Three
    Chapter Four
    Chapter Five
    Chapter Six
    Chapter Seven
    Chapter Eight
    Chapter Nine
    Chapter Ten
    Also Available



OEBPS/images/W&H logo_fmt.jpeg
WeH

PUBLISHING





