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CHAPTER ONE
 
 
	"OK OK, I reckon you're clean enough for now. Come on out."
	Julia fumbled with the unfamiliar taps, shut off the flow of the shower and stood facing the back wall of the bare cubicle as the water dripped from her ripe young body, postponing for as long as possible the moment when she would have to face the shame of turning around to face this bullying brute of a police sergeant.
	"Come on, come on, don't take all day!"
	He was bulky, his voice a growl that was both demanding and impatient, and Julia squared her shoulders and took a deep breath before turning round and stepping quickly out of the cubicle, her hand groping for the rough towel she had seen hanging on the wall.
	"Looking for this?"
	Julia's spirits sank as her fingers encountered the bare wall and she looked up to see the sergeant right across the other side of the room, holding out the towel at arm's length, his expression at once lascivious and sneering as he took in her dismay.
	For a few seconds a kind of panic gripped her and she crossed her arms in front of her body, shielding as much as possible of her nakedness from his leering gaze - and then the resolve that she had gained over the few short hours since her ordeal had begun took over, and she dropped her hands to her sides and walked as steadily and calmly as she could towards her tormentor, aware of his eyes roving over her lush curves.
	He allowed her to take the towel but watched her closely as she rubbed herself dry, his gaze lingering on the proud swell of her breasts and wandering deliberately down to the neatly trimmed vee of hair at her crotch until despite the small degree of modesty that the towel afforded she could feel her cheeks flaming crimson with embarrassment.
	Without thinking she rubbed too hard as she dried her bottom, gasping aloud as the touch of the rough cloth on her skin briefly rekindled the stinging in her buttocks. Her reaction brought a smile to the sergeant's face.
	"Old man Dominic sure did a good job on your pretty little ass!"
	Julia blushed even redder at the memory of how she had been trapped and so cruelly beaten by the farmer who had waylaid her that morning and foiled her escape from this rapidly worsening nightmare of betrayal and arrest.
	"Well, I guess you're dry enough."
	The police sergeant held out his hand for the towel, waggling his fingers until Julia reluctantly passed it over.
	"Please, sergeant - can I have my clothes back?"
	He grinned and leered and licked his lips, but said nothing.
	"You can't keep me like this!"
	"Like what?"
	He was enjoying himself now, taunting her helpless situation. Julia fell silent, not willing to increase his amusement.
	"I said like what? Didn't you hear me?"
	"Like I'm naked."
	Julia mumbled her reply, her eyes downcast and her cheeks burning, but found she wasn't to be spared any degree of humiliation, however small.
	"I guess I didn't hear so good. What did you say?"
	"I - I'm naked!"
	She almost shouted her reply and the man laughed out loud.
	"Well, you don't need to advertise the fact! Everybody in the precinct knows that! Now come along with me and we'll get you locked away in the holding area where you can't cause no more trouble."
	"But you can't keep me like this!" she repeated.
	"Your clothes are evidence. Didn't they tell you that?"
	Julia could feel herself teetering on the edge of panic once more as the sergeant gazed impassively back at her.
	"But ... but you must have something I can wear!"
	He continued gazing at her breasts, very obviously not in the least bit concerned that she was utterly naked, and she shivered as the full sense of just how utterly helpless she was, a stranger in a strange country, hit her for the first time.
	"Thing is young lady, we just hold folks here for a few hours or days at the most and they generally wear the clothes they came in with. But you ... well, I guess you have yourself a little problem in that area."
	He grinned broadly and Julia knew with an absolute certainty that he intended to keep her naked for the amusement of himself and the other officers and that for now there was nothing she could do about it.
	Resigned now, Julia followed along as the sergeant unlocked a door and led her down a short flight of stairs. It was only when she reached the bottom that she hesitated at the realisation of exactly where she was being taken.
	The holding area consisted of a wide passageway flanked by a double row of barred but otherwise open fronted cells divided into individual units by cinder block walls to a height of about five feet, heavy wire from there to the ceiling, the whole set up ensuring a total lack of privacy for the inmates.
	A good number of prisoners, both men and women, were already installed in various cells and now they all pressed up against the bars, straining for a good look at her as she was led slowly along the central walkway to a cell at the end of the area.
	The comments came at once, coarse descriptions of her body being bandied freely about until Julia thought she would die of shame. Worse was to come when she passed right by the first cell in line, presenting its occupant with a clear view of her beaten behind.
	"Jeez, somebody's been whipping the hide off her! Just take a look at that arse!"
	"I just bet that stings!"
	"Hey, honey, what say you come a little closer here and maybe I'll rub that better or something."
	Julia stared straight ahead, her face crimson and tears pricking the back of her eyes as the sergeant seemed to walk slower and slower so that everyone had a chance of a good long look at her. At last, after what seemed an age, he pulled out a key and unlocked the very end cell in the row.
	"In there and don't give any trouble - and the rest of you calm, down - I know she's bare ass naked but there's nothing you can do but look."
	A chorus of jeers rang out as the door slammed shut and Julia huddled up on the narrow bed, her knees drawn up to her chin and her face sunk into folded arms.
	How could all this have happened...
 
	...as the early morning sun shone in through the half drawn blinds of the motel window and onto her face, Julia stirred in her sleep, rolling onto her back, the thin sheet which covered her slipping down to reveal the firm, thrusting swell of her breasts.
	Alongside her and very much awake, Martin eased himself up on one elbow, the better to watch her as she slept.
	Martin considered himself a very lucky young man that morning, for reasons not entirely connected to the young girl beside him, but he had to admit that she counted as a bonus in his scheme and he was well content to pass the time until she awoke in appreciation of her well formed body.
	Just twenty one years old, a little over five and a half feet tall and, although slimly built, possessing soft feminine curves in all the right places, Julia was well used to attracting admiring glances, glances which she always returned with an innocent, wide eyed and friendly smile.
	At the moment, Martin's admiring gaze was fixed on her exposed breasts which, seemingly at odds with her slender frame, were prominent and well rounded, though firm enough to jut straight up and out as she rested, rather than falling away to the sides.
	Her nipples were large too, deep red and almost always half erect, just as they were now, tempting him to reach out and caress them to bring her to wakefulness.
	For a few moments more he waited, getting more randy by the minute, his gaze moving down her body, so well outlined by the thin bed sheet. He took in the flat plain of her stomach, the long, smooth lines of her thighs and nestling in between, the rounded swell of her pubis, prominent and inviting.
	Very gently, Martin eased the sheet down until he had uncovered all of her and she lay naked alongside him, her legs slightly parted as she slept so that he had a clear view of her sex, the lips barely concealed by a fine covering of blonde hairs.
	He wanted her badly, he had wanted her the previous evening, but she had succumbed too rapidly to the mixture of sleeping pills and wine he had tricked her into drinking so that he could further his other plans, the greater ones, so secret and so profitable. He had hardly had time to undress her before she passed out cold on the bed.
	Julia was an orphan, had been since early childhood. She had grown up in the care of a distant cousin of her father, who had packed her off to boarding school at the first opportunity, glad to be rid of the responsibility. When Martin decided upon her - not lightly, this was a vital matter - she had been working her way through teacher training college, studying by day and working as a barmaid in the evenings.
	Martin could be charming when it suited him, and she had fallen easy prey to his experience. It had been quite simple to get her to take the chance of an exotic holiday with him - indeed, she had jumped at it.
	Unable to restrain his lust any longer, Martin reached out to caress her breasts. Feeling her stir at his touch, he withdrew his hand for a few moments before returning to trail his fingers around the tight buds of her nipples.
	Beneath his touch, Julia stirred into full wakefulness but did not open her eyes. She was beginning to suspect that something was very wrong... Martin was was beginning to turn into a letch...
	His hand burrowed up against the lips of her sex, fingers probing, opening her wider until he could slip inside and she gasped aloud, wriggling away from his persistent assault.
	"Come on darling," he said. "What do you think this is, a bloody nursery outing?"
	His hand was between her legs now, insistent, obtrusive.
	"It's time to go all the way, baby!"
	"Oh no, Martin, I'm not ready for that!"
	"Too bad..."
	There was a hard edge to his voice that she had never heard before. She froze, but Martin rolled her onto her back, straddling her quickly, his hard throbbing cock pressing against her belly as he pinned her down to the bed.
	She started to struggle, but he was much too strong for her. Now he had a hand over her mouth, stopping her from screaming...
	Then she was saved by a pounding on the door.
	"Open up! Open up! Police!"
	Cursing, Martin rolled from the bed, toppling Julia onto her back so she lay gasping and quivering. Someone was shouting, demanding entrance to the motel room...
	There was a draft from the window and Martin was gone, gone like an eel from under a rock...
	Without warning the bedroom door crashed open and Julia shrieked in alarm, grabbing at the rumpled sheets, dragging them up in front of her body as a police officer, his gun drawn and ready, burst in on her, his eyes darting round the room as if to reassure himself that she was alone before returning to gaze fixedly at her.
	"Up!"
	The officer showed no intention of moving as she reached awkwardly for her robe, half turning away from him as she pulled it around her shoulders in an attempt to retain some degree of modesty, then, as decently attired as possible under the circumstances, she stood blushing before him. There were other men there. Her legs began to tremble as all eyes turned towards her.
	With a start, she realised that by belting the robe tight she had stretched the thin fabric across the swell of her breasts, throwing her nipples into prominence as they strained out, still swollen in the lingering aftermath of her so recent forced arousal, and she blushed crimson, hastily loosening the garment looser around her.
	"Here, sir!"
	Julia turned to see what the other officer had found and gave a start as she recognised her suitcase, surrounded by her clothes which had been tossed to the floor in the search.
	The officer was tilting it up and holding out what looked like a section of the lining and stuffed into the bottom of the case was a package wrapped in oilcloth.
	"That your case?"
	The officer in charge jerked his head in her direction and for a few moments she was too confused to answer.
	"I asked if that's your case?"
	"Y-y-yes - but -"
	"But you never saw this package before, right?"
	"Yes! I don't know how it got there."
	The officer rolled his eyes then looked straight at her.
	"I don't suppose you know the penalty for drug smuggling, either?"
	Julia swallowed hard as she attempted to take to take in what the officer was telling her, totally confused by events which seemed to be moving far too quickly for her.
	"I don't know anything about drugs! Or smuggling."
	In reply, the officer strode across to his colleague, who was opening the package. He pushed his fingers into it and withdrew them with a grim smile and held them up so she could see that they were dusted with white powder.
	"Know what that is?"
	She shook her head but had a frightening suspicion that she did know and his reply confirmed her fears.
	"Cocaine, sister! Pure, unadulterated cocaine. In your suitcase! And you lied to me, you said you knew nothing about drugs or smuggling!"
	"It must have been Martin!"
	"I don't see no Martin!"
	"No, he's gone -"
	The officer shrugged indifferently and gestured to his men.
	"Take her."
	"No! No!"
	Suddenly stung into action by the realisation that she was to be arrested, Julia screamed defiance at the officer advancing towards her and casting around for some means of defence, she grabbed a nearby chair. As his hand out to for her most intimate parts she hit out at him with the chair leg, hard.
	Caught unawares he ducked too late and the chair struck him a glancing blow to his head which sent him reeling forwards against her, into her arms. She took the opportunity to knee him savagely in the crotch. She'd teach him to manhandle her like that! He dropped to the floor and rolled around clutching himself in agony whilst the others jeered at him in ribald amusement.
	Shocked herself at her impetuous action, Julia froze for a few seconds, then realising that no one else was near enough to grab her, she spun around, diving for the window.
	It looked out onto a strip of waste ground which was a dense thicket of bushes and beyond that ... she couldn't think clearly but she knew that she must get away into the safety of those bushes, somehow avoid arrest until she could find Martin, prove her innocence.
	She had only seconds before the police officers recovered their composure and came after her.
	It was not enough!
	"No you don't, lady!"
	She felt a hand clamp itself firmly around her ankle. She kicked out wildly but she was seized by half a dozen hands and hauled, still struggling, back onto the bed.
	At the door, the officer in charge surveyed the chaos, one of his men moaning in pain on the floor while three others struggled to hold her down as she thrashed around.
	"All right, you've got the little bitch. Now calm her down and get her into the car."
	Julia heard the words, but the true meaning of them did not register until she felt the hands gripping her wrists and ankles tightening, pulling, her flimsy robe sliding up her body until she lay stretched face down on the bed, naked from the waist down, a heavy hand pressing into the small of her back, pushing down hard to hold her in place, another equally heavy and hard calloused hand resting casually, insolently, on her exposed buttocks.
	Mercifully they had held her legs together but even so she felt a flush of shame burning her cheeks at her sudden humiliating exposure, at the coarse laughter of the men holding her down and at the clear implication of the hand now stroking roughly across her bottom.
	That hand was lifted slowly and she sucked in her breath, burying her flushed face in the sheets as it came sharply back down, smacking hard across the taut, straining swell of her backside.
	Smack!
	The sharp, stinging impact rang around the room and she yelped at the sudden pain, arching her back, heaving against the restraining hands, her hips lifting clear of the bed.
	Crack!
	A second searing slap followed hard on the first, slamming into her squirming upthrust behind, bouncing her back down onto the sheets and squeezing hot tears from her eyes as she bucked and writhed, the heat of the spanking spreading rapidly across the smooth swell of her flanks.
	More laughter rang out from the men around her and she was seized by a sudden fit of panic. Suppose they turned her onto her back and smacked her belly? Suppose they parted her thighs and smacked her there...
	Smack!
	The bruising hand smacked down hard again, and in her panic Julia thrashed around even harder, aware only of the fierce heat building up across her abused backside and the need to escape this dreadful humiliation.
	"Stupid bitch! Stop struggling and come quietly or we'll really have to whip you! We'll drag you out sooner or later anyway so stop making it difficult for yourself! The chief's angry enough as it is!"
	Crack!
	Julia bucked and twisted again as yet another slap struck home, but the words got through to her and made her see sense at last: she was beaten and everyone but her could see it.
	Smack!
	A further stinging smack hammered in on her even as she gasped out her submission. This time the hand was not lifted again, but rested spread out across her burning, quivering flesh, caressing and fondling carelessly as she lay trembling in defeat.
	The officer fondling her laughed aloud at comments from his colleagues and reluctantly lifted his hand away.
	Julia lay very still, aware that something very strange was happening to her and suddenly afraid that the men around her would notice that in spite of her position, half naked and helpless, her bottom burning from the savage spanking she had just endured, she was physically aroused.
	There could be no mistaking the hot, urgent swelling of her sex lips and the warm dampness spreading between her thighs which she now desperately squeezed together, only to discover to her dismay that the feeling of arousal was increased by the pressure.
	Her nipples were hard too, pressing down onto the sheet beneath her, and she was certain that they would be clearly visible through the thin fabric of her robe the moment she rose to her feet.
	The hands gripping her and holding her down were released and she bought herself a few precious seconds respite by reaching behind her back and tugging her robe across her reddened bottom, restoring some degree of dignity as she knelt up straight and stepped from the bed.
	Her robe hung loose and she breathed a small sigh of relief that no one would guess at her shameful secret, but her legs still shook as she stood there.
	"You can take her if you feel up to it."
	The chief singled out the officer she'd kicked, who grunted his assent and glared at her, jerking his thumb towards the door.
	"Sure thing, Chief. OK. you, into the car and don't make any more trouble."
	"My clothes -"
	"Forget it. Everything stays here as evidence."
	There was a nasty looking glint in his eye and Julia resolved to do nothing more that he could only interpret as trouble. She walked silently outside to the waiting car and settled herself with as much composure as she could muster into the rear seat. The door slammed shut behind her.
	A small crowd of onlookers had gathered and she flushed at the thought of how much they might have heard or seen through the open door of the chalet but she consoled herself with the thought that they were all total strangers who she would probably never see again.
	The officer detailed to escort her to jail climbed into the driving seat, revving the engine hard as he pulled out of the parking lot, and she settled back nervously, totally unsure of what to do next.
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWO
 
 
	The car sped away from the motel. The rear compartment was obviously designed to make any kind of escape attempt if not impossible, then certainly very difficult.
	All handles for both doors and windows had been removed and three heavy fine meshed grilles covered the windows while a fourth, heavier than the others, separated Julia from the driver.
	The thought that Martin had betrayed her so badly dominated her thoughts, and she was so wrapped up in her predicament and the accusations that had been made against her that she neglected to watch exactly where the driver was taking her.
	A sudden sharp jolt almost bounced her off the seat and when she peered through the window she realised that the car had pulled off the main highway and was bumping along a narrow track with trees and bushes crowding close on either side.
	Startled, she looked to the front of the car, catching sight of the driver's face in the rear view mirror. She was suddenly filled with alarm as she saw his wide, almost evil looking grin.
	"Woken up back there, have you?"
	She said nothing in reply and he lapsed once more into silence, concentrating on guiding the wide car along the track until at last they came to a small clearing. He turned the car around to face back the way that they had come. switched off the engine and climbed out.
	Julia shrank back in her seat, convinced that he intended to take some revenge for the injury she had given him and very aware of how vulnerable she was, miles from anywhere and wearing only her thin satin robe.
	"Out, and don't get any more funny ideas!"
	He hauled the door wide, standing well back as he jerked his thumb impatiently at her. For a few moments she hesitated before realising that any show of reluctance would only serve to annoy him even more and that at least once she was away from the confines of the car there could be a chance of escape.
	He immediately seized her by the arm, his fingers gripping so tightly that she winced and gasped out loud as she was dragged along behind him towards the front of the car.
	A hefty shove pushed her up against the radiator, the front bumpers banging painfully into her legs. She staggered forwards, reaching down with her hands to steady herself on the bonnet.
	"That's fine, just fine - keep your hands right there where I can see them."
	He walked slowly round her, grinning evilly.
	"Now -  lean forward a little more."
	Ever so reluctantly, Julia did as she was told, bending awkwardly forward across the car, lower and lower under the police officer's urging, until her breasts and belly were pressed down flat against the warm metal, her hands reaching out towards the windscreen.
	"Now spread!"
	For a moment she did not move, then a sharp kick prompted her and she began to shuffle her legs slowly apart, hating the officer and hating herself too for the helpless acceptance of what he was making her do.
	As her legs spread wider, her robe began to slide open and she pressed herself down harder onto the car in a desperate effort to retain what little dignity and modesty she had left. She felt the thin material seized, twisted loose from her lower body, thrown high up over her back so that she was naked from the waist down, the morning air chill against her exposed flesh. 
	She heard the man chuckle now, a low malicious sounding laugh. He stood back watching her. She shuddered as she heard the sound of a belt being unbuckled.
	"Look at me, girl. I want you to see something."
	Twisting her head around, Julia stared back at him, her eyes going immediately to the heavy leather belt dangling from his hand, her heart throbbing as she realised that he was about to beat her and she was spread helplessly in front of him.
	"You hurt me pretty bad back there at the motel."
	"It was mostly your pride I hurt!" she said defiantly.
	"Even worse!" He chuckled again. "Now it's my turn! We'll see how you feel about kicking police officers when I get finished."
	Julia's mind whirled desperately, knowing that she must somehow avoid being thrashed by this man, certain that in all probability he would not be content just to thrash her.
	She twisted fully round to face him, her robe falling open to reveal the firm thrust of her breasts as she leaned back across the car, the open and inviting lips of her sex plainly visible at the apex of her still wide parted thighs.
	"Please, you don't need to beat me. I panicked back there, didn't know what I was doing."
	The man's eyes glazed and he moved towards her, his gaze fixed on the ripe, tempting mounds of her breasts, his hands reaching for her.
	Julia took a deep breath, forcing a smile onto her lips as he came closer, his whole attention focused on her body, so close that his fingers brushed the soft curve of her belly.
	Then she kicked up with all her might.
	She felt the force of the kick, delivered with all the strength she could muster, jarring up her leg. The man let out a bellow of pain and rage, doubling right over, almost pinning her against the car so that she had to wriggle to one side with mounting desperation, wriggling free and sliding to the ground as he collapsed over the car.
	She rolled to one side and pushed herself to her feet, stumbling around the side of the car, breaking into a run and almost panicking as she felt a flailing arm grab at her robe. Then she was free and running for the narrow track that led deeper into the woods, not daring to look back.
	A hundred yards ahead the track forked and she risked a quick glance over her shoulder, relieved as she saw that the officer still appeared to be sprawled painfully over the front of the car. She ran on, not slackening her pace, choosing the left fork in the track which appeared narrower and more likely to impede pursuit, running deeper and deeper into the cover of the woods until she was finally sure that she was not being followed.
	She paused for breath then, her heart pounding at every sound, until at last the trembling in her limbs stopped and she leaned back against a thick tree trunk to consider her next move.
	There was no doubt that her escape would be seen as further evidence of guilt, but she was convinced that she must remain free until she could somehow prove her innocence. In any case, the police officer had left her with no choice but to escape from whatever revenge he had planned for her.
	There was something else to consider too, something that came as a surprise, for there was no doubting the fact that she was very excited and aroused, as though the ordeal from which she had just escaped and the heady excitement of her headlong rush through the woods had acted as a kind of stimulation.
	She almost laughed out loud at the sheer improbability of such feelings given her circumstances and the fact that she was still a long way from being free from danger of recapture but remembered just in time that by now the police officer she had kicked would have recovered and would have lost no time in setting off in pursuit.
	All the same, she couldn't resist the temptation of parting her thighs wider and reaching down between them, trailing her fingers lightly along the sensitive swelling lips, quivering with delight at the warm tingling sensation rippling up into her belly.
	Without conscious thought she felt the fingers of her other hand moving up her body to caress and tease her jutting nipples, sending equally pleasant tinglings rippling through her breasts. Her breathing became rapid and shallow as she worked herself closer and closer to release.
	Short sharp tremors coursed through her belly and her legs shook as she leaned back, bracing herself against the tree, closing her eyes and splaying her thighs wide, her fingers plunging deep into her now dripping sex, opening herself wider and wider as she surrendered herself to her body's needs, her climax building rapidly.
	Her bared breasts bounced, the nipples hot and hard under her caressing fingers as she thrust her hips rhythmically back and forth, driving herself on towards orgasm, totally engrossed in her own private pleasure. All thoughts of her surroundings were forgotten for a few exquisite moments.
	Her legs trembled again and she sank forward onto her knees, fingers still thrusting in and out of the gaping mouth of her sex as her orgasm claimed her and she shuddered and cried out softly, tears of relief flowing down her cheeks until at last she was spent.
	A rustle in the undergrowth startled her and she leapt to her feet, alarmed and angry with herself for having yielded to the temptation of her arousal, risking recapture in exchange for a few brief moments of illicit pleasure. Then a rabbit burst out of the bushes and scuttled away down the track and she sank back to the ground in sheer relief.
	Carefully now, she listened for any sound of pursuit and hearing nothing, rose to her feet. She fastened her robe tightly and set off once more along the track.
	She had no idea where she was and knew that she couldn't stay in the woods forever, but she decided that the police officer would probably waste at least an hour looking for her before admitting his mistake and calling for help. She could cover a good distance in that time.
	After that she was less certain other than that she needed to get as far away as possible and contact some organisation that could somehow help her or at least put her in touch with anyone who might even help her to get home to England.
	The thought cheered her a little although she knew that there was no way she could walk far enough and that her real hope of getting away lay in hitching a lift. She had no doubts about how difficult that could prove, dressed as she was in only a thin satin robe!
	She was so wrapped up in her thoughts that the trees began to thin without her realising and she almost stepped out of their cover into plain view of a small group of buildings.
	Quickly, she ducked back into the bushes, her eyes seeking out the best way of avoiding the farm. Then she caught sight of a washing line! It was very close to the house but hanging out to dry were a pair of jeans and a few shirts.
	The farmyard seemed to be deserted.
	Julia summoned up her courage for the short dash to and from the line.
	Twice she hesitated, then she took a deep breath and sprinted across the farmyard, tearing the jeans and one of the shirts loose and sprinting back to the safety of the trees, ears straining for any shout of alarm.
	Her heart was pounding furiously and she had to lean back against a tree for a few seconds to recover her breath. Then she smiled in triumph as she carried her prizes back along the track to a small clearing, a short distance from the farm.
	Certain that she was safe and that her problems, if not ended, were at least about to be made a little easier to cope with, she spread the clothes on the ground and peeled off her robe, a smile on her lips as she prepared to dress in a more decent manner.
	Then a twig snapped loudly behind her, the noise sharp like a gunshot.
	"Just what the hell do you think you're doing?"
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THREE
 
 
	With a strangled shriek of alarm, Julia spun round towards the sound of the voice, dropping into a crouch, her hands crossing instinctively in front of her body, covering her nakedness as best she could.
	A man dressed in a rough work shirt and overalls was standing in the middle of the path leading deeper into the woods. There was a grim expression on his face as he stared at her.
	 Julia stared back at him, guessing him to be a farmer, presumably the one who owned the house from which she had taken the clothes. She guessed she was in trouble.
	"I asked you what you were doing, young lady, so are you going to have the good manners to answer me?"
	"I - I was getting dressed -"
	Julia's voice trailed away, her face crimson with embarrassment both at her vulnerable situation and the apparent weakness of her explanation.
	"Yes, I see you're getting dressed, but, you see, those are my clothes you're about to get dressed in, so what the hell are you up to?"
	Julia felt her stomach sinking and her mind raced as she searched for some explanation which would satisfy this man so that she could go on her way, but deep down she knew that nothing she said would be convincing enough unless she mentioned the police. And that would be fatal, she felt sure. She began to panic.
	"Please, I know it looks as though I'm stealing but I really do need some proper clothes ..."
	"How come you seem to be wandering around these woods without no clothes?"
	Julia thought quickly. What could she get away with? As near to the truth as possible.
	"I had a row with my boy friend and stormed out of our motel." She shrugged her shoulders in what she hoped was a suitably helpless fashion and forced a weak smile. "I got lost and - and - I thought I could put these on and then come in and pay..."
	"I see," he said. "Got the money handy, have you?"
	She blushed and shook her head.
	"Well, no."
	"No," he said. "Quite a little problem you've got there, young lady."
	He rubbed his bristly chin thoughtfully as he stepped further into the clearing, and Julia felt more than a twinge of apprehension at the thought of how vulnerable and alone she was should this stranger want to take advantage of her.
	"Stand up, girl and let me have a look at you."
	Trembling now, her arms still crossed tight in front, Julia pushed herself to her feet and faced him, her cheeks red with embarrassment as she did so.
	Crack!
	The sudden slap full across her face took her completely by surprise and she reeled back, almost falling.
	"You're lying! The nearest motel's on the other side of the river and the nearest bridge is five miles down the road."
	Tears sprang to Julia's eyes at the thought of how stupidly she had betrayed herself.
	"Now, how about the truth, or do I call the police?"
	"Oh no!"
	Julia cringed back as the man took another step towards her, closing her eyes and turning her head to one side as his hand lashed out again, but instead of the expected slap she felt herself seized and spun around, her arms grabbed roughly and pulled behind her back, her wrists clamped firmly together.
	Although not much taller than her and thinly built, the man had a surprisingly strong grip and Julia struggled in vain to twist free. Then, to her dismay, she felt him tugging loose his belt, wrapping it tightly around her wrists and knotting it securely, rendering her even more helpless.
	"I'll have you back to the farm young lady and then we'll get to the bottom of all this. Me, I don't take kindly to folks who lie to me."
	With a none too gentle shove, he pushed her towards the track leading back to the farm. Julia wailed in dismay as she realised that he was going to take her there naked as she was.
	"What about my clothes?"
	"You don't have no clothes!"
	Another shove was accompanied by a sharp slap across her unprotected bottom and Julia yelped out another futile protest as she began to walk slowly in the direction of the track, casting a last longing glance at the shirt and jeans.
	If anything, her predicament was now much worse than before. She was certain that the farmer fully intended to call the police, and in the meantime ...
	She shivered. Things didn't look good. Not good at all.
	Even trudging along as slowly as she could while avoiding more slaps of encouragement, the walk took only a few minutes and as she stepped out from between the trees into the open space of the farmyard, she was relieved to see that the place still appeared to be deserted.
	"Over there, into the barn. If case any of the hands come around and catch sight of you. Won't get no more work out of them if they see I sight like that!"
	Julia longed to point out that it was only because of him and his actions that she was standing in the open, naked with her hands bound behind her back for all to see, but considered it to be much wiser and safer to hold her tongue and not risk causing any more trouble than she already had. Which seemed to be plenty. In any case, she was grateful to be given the chance to get into some kind of shelter and concealment.
	The barn, like the rest of the farm buildings she had seen, was dirty and run down. Once inside she stood uncertainly, squinting against the gloom and wrinkling her nose at the smell of dirt and manure, while the farmer rooted about in a pile of what looked like rubbish, muttering quietly to himself before pulling out a length of rope.
	"Now let's have you over here."
	Julia moved to stand as directed under one of the roof cross beams, her spirits sinking even further as the farmer fastened one end of the rope around the belt still binding her wrists behind her back before throwing the other end up and over the beam.
	Catching hold of the free end he hauled down slowly and Julia gasped as she felt her arms pulled steadily out and up away from her body, tension stabbing across her shoulders at the unnatural position she was being forced into.
	Bending forwards helped to ease the strain but brought with it the risk of toppling over, forcing her to move her feet wider apart to avoid overbalancing. Every time she managed to ease her discomfort the farmer hauled down on the rope a little more, increasing the strain on her limbs and forcing her to adopt an even more extreme posture until at last she could endure no more and groaned aloud in protest.
	Apparently satisfied, he tied off the free end and she was left tethered and helpless, her back bent almost parallel to the floor so that her bare breasts hung heavily down, swaying gently as she shifted in her bonds.
	"That'll hold you well enough while I make a few calls. Unless of course you want to tell me the whole truth now?"
	Julia shook her head, knowing what the telephone calls would reveal yet unwilling to speak the truth herself, still desperately hoping to make him believe her innocence.
	"I've told you the truth." She knew it was a mistake to lie again even as she said it. "Please let me go."
	"Later, perhaps, after I'm satisfied with your story. But if I'm not..."
	The threat hung in the air as he left her. "Wait!" she shouted, but he was gone. Already the tension was creeping back into her arms and her legs were beginning to ache and tremble with the strain of being braced so wide apart and worse still was the sick feeling in her belly at the thought of how openly her body would be displayed to the farmer on his return and how helpless she was to resist any punishment he cared to administer.
	For a few minutes she struggled to free her wrists but succeeded only in increasing the ache in her arms so that she was forced to rest, breathing deeply from her exertions, and it was then that the realisation hit her: her situation was one of her teenage fantasies come true!
	Memories of boy-starved weeks at boarding school and the ever more outrageous fantasies which had so filled her mind and the minds of her fellow pupils came flooding back. And now, here she was, naked and helpless as she had often imagined, waiting for some nameless man to come to her and use her in whatever way he pleased.
	Or for a prince to come and rescue her. But that hardly seemed likely!
	The thought that what had been harmless fantasy had become so real was deeply and strangely arousing, for she was certain now that the farmer intended to beat her on his return and as she was nakedly and openly on display she had few illusions as to what would inevitably follow. Repelled though she was at the thought, she could actually feel her sex moistening and her nipples hardening the longer she dwelled on it.
	Shocked and a little ashamed, she tried to suppress the feelings of arousal flowing so blatantly through her tethered body, but she couldn't ignore the fact that soon, very soon, the farmer would return and punish her for her lies and the attempted theft of his clothing, and that awful prospect seemed to be fuel to her body's unnatural but mounting arousal.
	So confused were her feelings that she felt a surge of relief when the farmer finally re-entered the barn, even though she could tell by the grim frown on his face that he now knew the truth about her.
	"So you're a real law breaker as well as a sneak thief and a liar. Does that sound about right or is there something else you're keeping quiet about?"
	"I was set up. Please believe that at least."
	"I don't have to believe anything, girl, that's for the authorities to decide and they'll be along in about an hour to pick you up and take you to jail where you belong, which gives me time to settle accounts. I doubt they'll complain about that." He chuckled. "Sounded a wee pit peeved, they did! And I doubt your reputation for honesty is worth a monkey's shit right now."
	He turned away and began sorting once more through the rubbish piled in the corner.
	"Got one here somewhere. Yeah, this'll do fine."
	Julia's eyes widened in disbelief as he straightened up, clutching a long slender horsewhip as he advanced purposefully towards her.
	"No! You can't -"
	Her voice trailed away in disbelief as he flicked the whip, the sharp crack causing her to cringe back against her bonds. And yet, despite her anxiety and distress, she felt a distinct surge of excitement run through her.
	Her aroused condition did not go unnoticed. The man paused as he drew closer, his eyes lingering on her hard uprisen nipples, then he drew closer still, reaching under her to run his hands over and around the proud swell of her breasts, fondling her insistently until she could contain herself no longer and moaned softly at his touch.
	"All this gives you a kick, does it?"
	Julia squirmed helplessly as the farmer continued to fondle her breasts, his long, bony fingers stroking and pulling at the hot, swollen buds of her nipples, his movements slow and deliberate, working them harder still until she gasped aloud once more.
	Releasing her breasts, he stepped back, running one hand across the thrusting swell of her buttocks, burrowing down between her parted thighs and along the soft yielding lips of her sex while she squirmed in shame at the knowledge of what he would find.
	"Yeah, feels like you're really on heat, girl!"
	Julia could only hang her head, not trusting herself to speak as the farmer thrust his fingers in front of her face. They were wet with the juices of her arousal. She bit her lip and said nothing, just turned her head away and took a deep breath as he moved back a step, out of her sight, the whip trailing loosely from his hand.
	Swish! Whack!
	Without warning, the whip lashed hard and fast across her taut, offered buttocks, the tip curling round and smacking into the tender flesh of her hips and belly.
	Swish! Thwack!
	A second stinging blow whipped in, even as she cried out aloud from the sudden, searing pain of the first. It set her writhing and twisting against her bonds, tears starting already from her eyes.
	Swish! Thwack!
	Swish! Thwack!
	There was no escape from the relentless sting of the lash, the strokes whipping savagely down across her unprotected flesh. Each fresh stroke was signalled by wails of distress as she tried and failed to dodge the blows, spinning almost in a full circle on the end of her tether.
	Swish! Thwack!
	She was hot and breathing hard now, a sheen of perspiration covering her body - and she was becoming highly aroused!
	There was no doubting the throbbing in her nipples or the warm, liquid feeling flooding her belly. She had experienced it so many times before, but never in circumstances such as this!
	Swish! Thwack!
	Swish! Thwack!
	Two wicked blows lashed in on rising strokes, smacking into the underside of her jutting rear, two reddening stripes burning across the top of her thighs, the dreadful stinging causing her to rise up even higher onto her toes as she threshed breathlessly around, then suddenly the beating stopped and she hung, quivering, in her bonds, breasts heaving and shaking beneath her as she gasped for breath.
	There was little respite from her torment however, for even as she twisted her head to see what the farmer intended next, she felt his hand moving up between her thighs, his fingers closing firmly over her dripping slit, squeezing her hot, pliant flesh until she moaned and threshed about anew, driven now not by the sting of the whip but by the deep, burning need to be penetrated.
	Shamelessly she thrust back against him, willing him to slip his fingers deep into her, moaning softly over and over as he kneaded her wet swollen lips, bringing her closer and closer to what she knew would be a shattering orgasm.
	Swish! Thwack!
	Swish! Thwack!
	With no word of warning, the farmer pushed her away and struck hard at her quivering flanks. Two welts that criss-crossed her already tortured backside set her writhing once more, sobbing in a confusion of pain and frustration.
	Swish! Thwack!
	Swish! Thwack
	The whip flicked wickedly across the full width of her taut and outhrust buttocks, once to the left and once to the right, the tip curling around the flare of her hips and searing the softer flesh of her belly.
	And then it was over, the whip tossed to the ground in front of her, the farmer busy at the rope untethering her.
	As the rope came loose she fell forward onto her knees, head bent low, breath rasping in her throat, her bottom flaming redly and her wrists sore from the chafing of the leather belt where she had twisted and struggled to avoid the savage strokes and yet, between her legs, the lips of her sex still gaped wetly open and her erect nipples throbbed with arousal.
	She lifted her head, straightening slowly to avoid inflaming the fiery pain that stabbed into her backside, and faced her tormentor.
	He was standing right in front of her, his overalls and shorts pulled down to his knees, the hard, swollen length of his cock swaying towards her face, his expression both eager and demanding.
	"I guess you know what to do?"
	She nodded wordlessly, wishing he would take her in the aching well of her sex and give her the relief she herself craved, but also mindful of the whip still lying close to hand if she failed to satisfy him now.
	His throbbing prick, its smooth swollen head already glistening with the juices of his own arousal and excitement pushed closer to her face and she moistened her lips quickly, forcing her mouth open to receive him, hearing the sigh of contentment as she sucked him slowly but fully to the back of her throat, blotting out all thoughts other than the need to bring him to a climax as soon as possible and bring her humiliation to an end.
	His hardness filled her mouth, straining her lips wide as he pressed forward against her, grinding his belly with its tangled mass of hair into her face until she was forced to draw back, gasping for breath but careful not to let him slip fully free.
	She could hear his breath rasping above her, his movements urgent and demanding as the steady throbbing in his cock mounted, his hips thrusting towards her as she swayed her head back and forth, working her lips along the whole swollen length of him. And then suddenly she felt him stiffen, his hands reached down to grasp her shoulders as he climaxed.
	Hot creamy sperm spurted from his cock, spattering the back of her throat so that she gagged and spluttered as she clamped her lips even more firmly to prevent the spasmodic thrusting of his hips driving him deeper into her mouth.
	Although she swallowed hard, her mouth was so full of spurting cock and the fluid that thin streams escaped from between her lips and dripped down onto her breasts and then as she drew back her head to gasp for breath once more, her gave a satisfied grunt and pulled away from her.
	Oddly, he turned his back on her while he readjusted his shorts and overalls, then fully dressed once more, indicated that she should stand.
	The rope tether was still fastened around her wrists and Julia was afraid that he was about to string her up from the roof beams as before but this time he was satisfied merely to tie the rope to a ring bolt set in the wall before leaving her alone with her thoughts to await the arrival of the police.
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FOUR
 
 
	"Hey, come on out, girl. You've got a lawyer."
	The police officer opened the door of her cell and beckoned for Julia to follow him upstairs. She hurried quickly after him, relief flooding through her.
	Here, at last, was someone with a bit of authority who would at least listen to her story and who could perhaps improve her situation.
	It was the morning of her second full day in the local jail. The day of her arrest and the previous day had passed in long periods of boredom interspersed with all too frequent interludes of abject humiliation.
	The officer who had finally arrived to collect her from the farm had not even bothered to inquire after her clothes but had merely stood by while the farmer untied her then handcuffed her hands behind her back before bundling her, still naked, into the back of the car.
	In that state she had arrived at the local police headquarters, almost collapsing in tears as she was made to stand before the desk sergeant, naked and still handcuffed, while he laboriously wrote down her particulars. All the while, police officers were passing to and fro, each one pausing to look her up and down and pass some coarse comment.
	She was made to recount in great detail how she had been punished at the hands of the farmer, her cheeks flushed crimson with embarrassment. Then at last that ordeal had ended and she was taken into a plain windowless room to be fingerprinted and photographed.
	The photographer was told they would need head and shoulders shots only for the files, but as she stood naked against the wall listening to the shutter click again and again she had few illusions as to the true nature of the pictures being taken.
	After the session, the handcuffs had been removed and she was allowed to shower, under the watchful supervision of the desk sergeant, who appeared to be in charge of all matters relating to prisoners, both male and female. By then she had become so accustomed to the feeling of parading naked in full view of the entire station staff that the extra indignity of being observed while she washed hardly registered.
	Enquiries regarding her belongings had been met with the reply that they were needed as evidence, but after a few hours of being left to huddle naked in her cell, her luggage was brought into the station and the sergeant had picked out a bra and a pair of knickers for her to wear.
	In truth, the scanty scraps of lace had done little to conceal her nakedness, serving more to emphasise her charms, but she had been grateful for what little modesty they afforded, knowing that a request for anything more concealing would probably be refused and in any case, after a few hours, the novelty of her presence had seemed to pall and except for meals and showers she was left alone and ignored.
	At every opportunity she had requested either a lawyer or a representative from the British embassy, if there was one. Her requests had ben treated with blank looks and studied indifference. But now, at last, seemingly against all her fears, a lawyer was here to see her!
	If he felt surprised at her lack of clothing, the man waiting for her in the sparsely furnished interview room concealed it well. He motioned her to sit opposite him at the table and requested the escorting officer to wait outside.
	"Well, Miss Jones, I'm Peter Flint and I've been appointed to defend you."
	Julia nodded, not trusting herself to speak, not even daring to hope that she might not have a case to answer as Flint reached into his briefcase and pulled out a thin file bearing her name on the cover.
	"What is all this?" she burst out indignantly. "I've done nothing!"
	"Nothing?" he raised an eyebrow. "How about drug smuggling, resisting arrest, assault on a police officer - twice on the same officer in fact."
	"Oh, but -"
	"And there is the little matter of attempting to escape from police custody."
	Put like that, it did sound bad. Very bad. Julia sagged back in her chair, aghast at what sounded to her like an endless list of charges, while the lawyer continued to study the file.
	"There's also attempted theft from a local farmer."
	"Oh God!"
	He studied her carefully as she fidgeted nervously on her chair.
	"All in all that's quite a catalogue of unhappy events and, quite frankly, it looks pretty bad. There is no presumption of innocence here, you know. It's up to us to prove you innocent. Frankly, it's not something I'd like to argue in front of a judge, and there is no such thing as a jury."
	"Does that mean you won't help me?"
	"Oh no, I've been appointed to take on your case and I shall do my best. Do you have money?"
	"No."
	"Resources from home that you can send for?"
	"No."
	"Oh dear." He was obviously disappointed. "Well, the state will have to pay." But not much, his expression seemed to say. "Problem is, there's not much I can do in the face of this evidence. And, unfortunately, police hostility. They don't like being made fools of."
	"But I was set up! I didn't know what was going on and I panicked. It was the man I was with, he is the smuggler, not me. Please, you have to believe me!"
	"His suitcase, was it? With the false bottom?"
	She bit her lip. "No, mine." So that was why Martin had given it to her, not a gesture of affection as she had thought, but a precaution against this very thing happening. He had cared nothing for her at all, she had just been an instrument to his wicked plans. And intended as sex toy on top of that!
	"Your friend -"
	"Some friend!" She felt like crying at the betrayal. She had really had hopes of a blossoming romance. "But surely they'll catch him? After all, it was he who booked us in at the motel."
	He'd been careless there, she thought. Not like him at all.
	"Actually, he has come forward already. As soon as he read about the matter in the papers -
	"Then everything will be alright!"
	The young lawyer shook his head.
	"No!"
	"No?"
	"Definitely no. He says there was a row -"
	"There was!"
	"He says you turned out to be nothing like he thought. He says you are a cheap little whore and also you stole from his wallet whilst he was asleep."
	"Oh my God!"
	"He says there was this big row -"
	"He was trying to rape me!"
	"Well, that will be your word against his. One doesn't usually have to rape a lady one is travelling with. In any case, it is not too important. The important thing is, he claims that he had walked out on you before the raid took place and knew nothing of it until he read about it. He knew nothing of drugs until then, he says, he just found out that you were an undesirable, a whore, and that is why he had left you alone there."
	Julia sagged, shocked at the wicked betrayal, her thoughts confused.
	"It's just not true! Not any of it!"
	Flint shrugged his shoulders in disbelief. His attitude suggested that this was a case he didn't really want and would not be properly paid for.
	"You have to understand that it's election year here and the Governor is taking a strong line on law enforcement and frankly as this case is drugs related and there's evidence of more than one attempt on your part to resist arrest I think the powers that be will be told to go all out for a conviction if the police prosecute."
	"IF they prosecute?"
	"Well -" He sounded a little unsure. "Forget that. I mustn't raise false hopes. They will. Of course they will."
	"Will there be publicity, then?"
	"Oh yes. As much as they can get."
	"Back home? In England?"
	"Cases of drug smuggling overseas do attract attention, you must know that... look, it's not that I won't help. I just don't see what I can do."
	Flint fell silent and sat quietly watching as she sorted her thoughts, the enormity of the trouble she was in slowly dawning on her.
	"What kind of sentence should I expect?"
	Flint pondered her question, the suspense almost unbearable. Then he cleared his throat, his expression serious.
	"The death sentence is unlikely -"
	"WHAT!"
	"Quite unlikely. So between five and seven years, I should think."
	"No! Oh no!"
	Tears sprang up in Julia's eyes as she contemplated the dire prospect of a prison sentence, even a shorter one than he had forecast. Prison was prison, and she knew that this was not a good place to go to prison in. And the publicity! Would there be publicity?
	"What - what did you mean just now, if they prosecute?"
	For a few minutes Flint sat watching as she struggled to come to terms with the prospect he had spelled out, then he leaned across the table as though to impart a confidence, his move catching her attention.
	"Well, there might be an alternative. I hardly like to mention this to you, Miss Jones, because it isn't a very pleasant option. In fact I think we should forget it."
	"No, no, tell me. Please tell me."
	"I really don't think -"
	"Oh Please!"
	"You will remember I only told you at your insistence?"
	"Yes, yes!" Julia gave him her full attention, willing to consider anything that could help her avoid an unjust prison sentence. "Just tell me, please. I'll do anything to stay out of prison, anything at all."
	"Well - there's a special women's wing at the prison, and they kind of specialise in dealing with prostitution."
	"I'm not a prostitute!"
	"No, no, of course not. But your friend that you were sleeping with -"
	"Travelling with!"
	"Whatever. He implied that you were. It just might be better if you were."
	"I see." She didn't really, but she nodded intently and Flint continued.
	"If you admitted to that the police might not, just might not, press charges of drug smuggling. Then the bit about you escaping wouldn't come out. They might, just might, prefer that, it might not look too good to the judge that you managed to escape."
	"A lesser sentence?"
	"Well, they would only agree, I think, if you pleaded guilty to everything, including drug smuggling, but volunteered for the special prostitution unit. And that is not pleasant, so I'm told. Not at all pleasant. Prostitution is considered a very serious sin here, religious reasons you know. The special unit is intended to punish prostitutes severely. Severely enough to cure them. I believe the treatment is pretty drastic, though no-one will say exactly what happens."
	"Well -"
	"The sentence for drug smuggling would only be suspended. If you did not complete your time in the special unit, you would have it to do as well." 
	"And if I can stick it out?"
	"Three months."
	"Three months instead of five years?"
	"Five at least, I should think. Maybe seven. The death penalty -"
	"Is unlikely," she said bitterly. "Yes, I heard you the first time. So it's three months instead of maybe seven years?"
	"Yes, but not a pleasant three months I assure you. Oh yes, I am quite sure of that."
	"Even so -"
	"And at the end of it your file would be destroyed. No publicity."
	"No publicity? Nobody need ever know, back home?"
	He nodded, and the full implication of what he was saying struck Julia like a ray of sunshine breaking miraculously in upon a dark pit. She leaned forward, carefully putting her hopes into words.
	"Are you saying that if I elect to serve three months in this special unit then everything in that file will be destroyed when I come out? No record of arrest for drug smuggling or anything else?"
	"Right!"
	"But there will be a suspended sentence of maybe seven years in case I can't take it?"
	"Right!"
	Julia sat struggling with her feelings for a few moments, almost unable to believe them.
	"I see the proposal interests you, Miss Jones. But perhaps you'd like a little more time to think it over? I think it is very likely you will not be able to survive the three months, and then you are worse off that before."
	Julia took a deep breath, aware that once the decision was made there could be no turning back, but sure too that she had no real alternative.
	"No, no, I'll do it!"
	"You're sure?"
	She nodded emphatically. Three months or seven years? No publicity or be spread all over the newspapers back home? What kind of choice was that?
	Flint gathered up her file and pushed back his chair, his actions brisk and efficient now that his obligation was nearly at an end.
	"I shall endeavour to make the arrangements, then," he said reluctantly. He turned at the door. "I only hope you are tough enough."
	She doesn't look it, he thought sadly. More they type to be taken advantage of. Oh yes, she was attractive alright, but she did not look tough. Not tough at all. He shook his head sadly. Perhaps he should never have mentioned the special wing. It had been an easy way to earn his fee, though, and one has to live.
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FIVE
 
 
	Next morning, almost immediately after breakfast, Julia was released from her cell, her wrists handcuffed in front of her, and escorted out of the back door of the jail to a waiting car.
	Like both the other cars she had ridden in, the rear passenger compartment was designed with a minimum of comfort and maximum security. And in addition, perhaps to discourage any idea of escape, even her bra and panties were taken from her again and packed in her suitcase before it was tossed into the boot.
	The trip itself took about half an hour. When Julia first caught sight of the correctional institute her spirits lifted a little. The building seemed quite modern and airy, with hardly a barred window in sight, not at all like the grim high walled prison she had imagined.
	Induction was swift and efficient, the police driver handing over her file and signing an official looking form before leaving, with a last long backward stare at her luscious nakedness which brought a blush to her cheeks.
	At once the prison staff took over, directing her to a long room lined with lockers and a shower cubicle at one end, ordering her to shower while they tagged her suitcase and locked it away.
	Emerging from the shower a few minutes later, she was handed a towel and a short skirt and halter top in a rough denim fabric, together with a pair of high heeled shoes. But she was told not to dress even in this basic covering until she had been given a medical examination.
	The examination by a young male doctor was thorough and embarrassing, both her anus and vagina being probed and inspected while the doctor questioned her about her sexual habits and her most recent experiences. Her answers prompted the occasional entry of brief notes into her file and caused her to squirm with shame.
	Afterwards, she was allowed to dress in the prison uniform she had been given, which definitely did not, she had already been dismayed to note, include panties. To her further disquiet, the effect of the high heels was to make the skirt seem even shorter so that her bottom seemed barely concealed as she was escorted upstairs to be interviewed by the governess.
	Before entering the office, there was one further indignity as her wrists were handcuffed behind her back. Her escort shrugged this off as routine, presumably a security precaution. Then she was ushered through a secretary's outer office and into the office of the governess herself.
	For a long while the woman seated behind the desk ignored her and continued reading from an open file, and Julia had time to study her surroundings and control her breathing which had quickened as she had been hustled along the corridors outside.
	The office itself was spacious and light, with a window giving a view down onto a small but well tended garden, while the governess herself seemed young for the position she held, certainly no older than her mid thirties. But she had a stern business-like expression which was enhanced by the severe cut of her blouse and the fact that her auburn hair was drawn tightly back.
	Her desk was modern and businesslike, but Julia's attention was drawn immediately to a small stand placed right at the edge nearest to her and bearing a slender bamboo cane about three feet in length, one end bound with leather to form a comfortable grip.
	She waited, her eyes fixed on the cane and her heart pounding so loudly that she was certain the woman could hear it, until at last she closed the file and looked up, her gaze sharp and penetrating.
	"So! Quite a time you've been having!"
	Julia said nothing, dropping her eyes to look at the floor as the governess settled herself more comfortably in her chair.
	"Nothing to say? Well I suppose it makes a change from all the protestations of innocence I usually get to hear, although in your case I'm bound to admit that there's a reasonable cause for doubt. Anyway, you're here now and there's no doubting the fact that you did commit two assaults on a police officer and attempted a petty theft."
	Leaning well back in her chair, the woman fixed Julia with a stern gaze, collecting her thoughts for a few moments, and Julia had to fight down the urge to fidget as she waited.
	"First of all and so there's no misunderstanding on your part, I'll explain a little of the history of this centre and then make sure you understand our rules. Anything you don't understand you can ask me about and I'll give you a straight forward answer, all right?"
	Julia could feel her mouth drying up as she nodded, anxious now to discover what kind of establishment this was and what lay in store for her.
	The governess noted her apprehension and nodded slightly in her turn, Julia's reaction being so different from the many previous inmates she had interviewed.
	"This part of the country is renowned for hunting and fishing and this area in particular derives a great deal of trade from visiting businessmen, most of whom are quite rich and all of whom are seeking relaxation in one way or another.
	"The fact that these men come here in large numbers and usually without their wives has created a problem for us. Their presence attracts crowds of petty thieves and prostitutes, all looking for easy money."
	She paused and raised a quizzical eyebrow and Julia nodded quickly to show that she was listening and had understood.
	"Well, to cut a long story short, the cost of keeping the problem under control was getting out of hand. Even if we put the girls in jail they went right back into business the moment they were released and it was tying up too much police manpower to keep on arresting them. Then some young genius in an office came up with the idea of turning them against such a life style. His theory was that the prostitutes were willing to do almost anything so long as they were paid but would be repelled at the thought of having to do it for free.
	"Myself, I think he was just a horny bastard who wanted a good time for free himself, but the powers that be agreed to give it a trial run and, believe it or not, it worked! The girls were arrested, made to perform their specialities for free for a few weeks and whipped a little if they gave any trouble, and when they were finally released they hightailed it out of town and never came back."
	Julia was staggered at the thought that the respectable members of any community, even out here, would even consider such a scheme. But they undeniably had. And, equally undeniably, they were still carrying it out, for here she was about to be inducted, albeit voluntarily, into a centre set aside for that very purpose! The thought of what she might be letting herself in for suddenly made her very nervous indeed.
	As if sensing her anxiety, the governess paused again, giving Julia time to fully consider what she had already been told before continuing once more.
	"As I said, the initial project proved successful, although the region continued to be a gathering ground for many undesirables, so after a while it was decided to update this facility and widen the catchment to relieve the financial burden of keeping minor criminals locked away for the standard length of sentence. You, for example, if you remain here, will save the county the cost of keeping you locked away for several years so our system is also very cost effective."
	At this point the governess broke her narrative to check on some detail in the file, nodding to herself before addressing Julia again.
	"The regime is very disciplined, consisting of hard and often menial work throughout the day and during that whole period you will be expected to obey all orders and give your very best effort. I must warn you that any slacking or sub standard work will be punished immediately by up to four strokes of a strap across your behind. As I am sure you have noticed your uniform which, by the way, is a kind of institutionalised prostitute outfit so we don't forget our origins as it were, leaves your bottom suitably bare for the purpose."
	Julia nodded. She hated what she was hearing, and yet at the same time she was eager to hear more. It could not be denied that a strange feeling of excitement was growing in her.
	"The guards are all male."
	Some comment seemed to be expect of her, so Julia nodded.
	"The idea of that is no turn women against prostitution, as I have said."
	Again Julia nodded.
	"Therefore -" She paused to emphasise the significance of this, and gave Julia a long hard stare. "Therefore I do not enquire about their activities."
	Then she paused and glanced at the file once more as though confirming what she had read earlier.
	"You, of course, are probably not really either a prostitute nor a petty criminal but have chosen to come here as an alternative to prison, and I suppose that such treatment as we mete out here will come as a shock to you. So I am going to give you one week of grace during which time you will work hard but not be touched in any way and at the end of that week it will be your decision to stay or to go to jail to serve your suspended sentence - as, of course, you will in any event if you give cause for complaint."
	Julia nodded, still not trusting herself to speak as she tried to absorb all she was being told.
	The governess paused and made a few brief notes in the file before closing it and looking directly at Julia, her expression now sterner.
	"Any questions you may have will be dealt with by the warders. You probably won't see me again until you are due to leave as I confine myself mainly with administrative matters. I leave the curing to them, as I have already said, and prefer to know nothing of it. Except that it works! If I do need to see you it will probably mean that the warders are dissatisfied with your general conduct, at which point it will be my duty to transfer you to the prison." She looked up. "I doubt if you would like that either! Do you fully understand?"
	"Yes, Ma'am."
	Julia's reply was almost a whisper but it satisfied the governess, who pressed one of the buttons on her intercom.
	"Inmate Jones is ready."
	The intercom squawked a reply and the woman waved a hand dismissively.
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SIX
 
 
	As she followed the young warder along the corridor, Julia had time to notice that although casually dressed, he was well equipped to carry out his work. A bunch of keys, together with a pair of handcuffs and a braided leather strap, hung from his belt.
	The strap in particular fascinated her, and she couldn't prevent herself imagining quite vividly how it would feel to be bent over on the receiving end of it.
	Before she could analyse her strange feelings, the warder had led her to a barred door which he opened, ushering her through ahead of him before locking it behind them. Julia guessed that they were now in the prison proper, and prepared herself nervously for whatever lay in store.
	In keeping with the barred door through which they had passed, the carpet of the corridor had given way to hard tiles. Julia's heels clicked loudly as she followed along, the sound of laughter from somewhere up ahead reaching her ears as the warder quickened his pace.
	The corridor itself was short, with a right angled bend at the far end. They rounded the corner and passed through another barred door, this one wide open. Julia found herself in a wide but sparsely furnished room.
	It was not the character of the room that caught her immediate attention, but the fact that it was full of men, obviously warders by the manner of their dress, and all gathered together in a tightly grouped circle.
*	"Hey, guys, you said you wouldn't start without me!"
	Julia's warder left her and pushed forward into the circle, and she caught a glimpse of another figure in the centre, a figure that looked very much like a young woman.
	"All right, no need to panic. We weren't going to start until we'd had a look at our new guest anyway. She should her see how we enjoy ourselves here."
	The speaker was a slightly older man, his tee shirt bearing the legend "CHIEF" on both sides. As he spoke, the group parted as the warders all turned to look at her, their faces flushed and eager.
	At once, Julia saw the reason for their earlier laughter and their present excited expression. Standing in the centre of what had been the circle was a young girl, probably in her early to mid twenties. Apart from her high heeled shoes, she was quite naked.
	She was slim and dark haired, her breasts small but firm and pleasingly rounded, the nipples large and brown, while her wiry bush of pubic hair stood out starkly against the white skin of her belly and thighs. Julia felt her eyes drawn to her at once, the presence of the warders momentarily forgotten as she gazed at the girl.
	One of the warders was standing behind her, his arms loosely encircling her hips, his hands pushed down between her thighs and holding them apart so that her sex was plainly visible, while another stood close by her side, fondling her breasts, rolling her nipples between his fingers.
	"Well! So you're our latest inmate!"
	Julia forced her eyes away from the young girl who was being so abused and turned to look at the older warder who was speaking.
	"Quite a record you've got, Julia Jones! Quite a record! You'd best pay attention to what you're going to see here this morning, because the same sort of thing is going to be happening to you a lot over the next three months - if you stay. My bet is you won't!"
	There were a few puzzled looks from some of the warders and he went on to explain quickly about the concession the governess had granted her.
	"What, we don't get to touch her for a week?"
	"That's right. One whole week and then she gets to make her mind up to go or stay."
	The warder who had raised the question pondered for a few moments and then he smiled.
	"But the Boss Lady didn't say we couldn't look, right?"
	"Well, I guess that's absolutely right. So who's in favour of a little look at what Julia here has to offer?"
	There came a chorus of approval and Julia shrank back, realising that they intended to strip her as naked as the other girl and that with her wrists still cuffed behind her back she was helpless to resist.
	Already two warders were closing in on her, reaching out for her. She stood rooted to the spot, her heart pounding as she waited for the humiliation.
	"Now just hold on there, guys. We can't touch so she'll have to do it herself. You, get those cuffs off her."
	Julia felt a surge of relief as the chief warder called off his two assistants and then she took in the fact that she was not being spared any humiliation at all. It was even worse. She was going to be made to strip herself! Already her wrists were being freed and she knew there was no way of avoiding her fate.
	For a few moments she hesitated, surveying the group of eager expectant faces and then, taking a deep breath and with a sense almost of defiance, she reached up to take hold of the buttons of her halter top.
	Despite her first impression, there were in fact only six warders there, but she felt as though she was performing before a vast audience, so keenly were they all staring at her as she unfastened the three buttons. She was painfully aware that already, resist her feelings though she did, she was beginning to react to her situation in a strange way, her nipples firming and rubbing up against the coarse material.
	As the last button parted she took another deep breath and pulled the brief top open, shrugging it back from her shoulders and letting it fall to the ground in one smooth movement. Her breasts jutted proudly free, the sight drawing a low murmur of approval from the watching men.
	"Nice, very nice!"
	"Yeah, can't wait to get my hands round those tits."
	"Hey, Chief, you sure we have to wait a whole week for this chick?"
	Julia felt her cheeks burning at the barrage of crude comments, knowing that more would follow once her skirt was stripped away leaving her naked, but already she was reaching down, her fingers fumbling at the fastening, anxious to complete her strip before her fragile bravado deserted her. A few seconds later it too fell to the floor and she stood nervously, red faced and unsure what to do next.
	"Open your legs like Lucille, here. Come on, Julia, no need to be shy around us good old boys."
	The chief warder had a broad grin on his face, very clearly enjoying her discomfort and embarrassment as she shuffled her feet apart. She flushed hotly as she saw every eye homing in on her belly, but a worse humiliation was to come.
	"That's good, very good, now turn around so we can see your cute little ass. Don't forget to keep those legs open."
	Julia knew what was to come, a sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach as she turned around, waiting for the inevitable order which came almost at once.
	"Now - bend down and grab ahold of your ankles."
	With her legs still spread wide, Julia reached down for her ankles, knowing that in adopting the pose she was revealing the whole of her sex and bottom to her watchers, while between her parted thighs her breasts could also be clearly seen as they swung out from her body. She closed her eyes, blushing hotly at the thought of the spectacle she was presenting.
	As she had expected, the comments and laughter came almost at once, every detail of her openly exposed body being discussed at length until she felt thoroughly shamed and humiliated, as much by her lack of protest at such treatment as at the lewd display she was presenting.
	"All right, guys, I guess we can all see she has a cute ass and a tight cunt but we'll have to wait another seven days to find out how tight, so let's get on with the business at hand. Up now, Julia, and turn around."
	Thankfully, Julia stood up straight and turned to face them again, her face still flushed and her breathing shallow and ragged.
	Despite her humiliation she was also experiencing another totally different feeling, a feeling she was fighting very hard to conceal, for she was certain she was becoming more than a little aroused. The tight feeling in her nipples and a distinct dampness between her legs confirmed her suspicions.
	For now this seemed to go unnoticed as the men turned their attentions to the girl Lucille, who was released from the grasp of the warders holding and fondling her and pushed forward to stand facing Julia.
	"We chose Lucille here to illustrate a few simple rules. Like how to stand when a warder speaks to you."
	As the chief warder spoke, the girl adopted a wide legged stance, her arms behind her back, turning slightly to allow Julia to see that she was crossing her arms behind her back with her hands grasping her elbows so that her shoulders were pulled back and her breasts jutted out.
	"Now you, new girl!"
	Julia at once copied the pose and the chief nodded in satisfaction.
	"You'll also note that Lucille has very little to say for herself. In fact, nothing, right? That's because the rule is no talking among inmates and speak only when spoken to by your warders. Got it?"
	"Yes." She hesitated. "Yes, sir!""
	"Anything you need to say to a warder you stick your hand in the air and wait until he asks what you want. OK, Sir will do, except for me. I'm in charge around here, see, I'm Chief Warden officially, but you can call me Bull, everyone does, 'cos I'm so horny, get it?"
	He let out a bellow of laughter.
	"Bull, horns, horny, see?"
	"Yes - right - yes, Bull."
	All in all Julia reflected, it was beginning to sound like her first day at school - except that here the penalties for making mistakes or failing to show proper respect were much more dire. She continued to concentrate hard on everything she was being told, determined not to get caught out by some stupid oversight.
	"OK, that's about it for rules except of course like the boss lady upstairs no doubt told you, you do what you're told when you're told with no slacking. If we decide you need it you get your ass whipped. Or maybe instead we'll give you a chance to show a little respect."
	Julia turned that over in her mind. Respect? What exactly did that mean? Then one of the junior warders snapped out a command.
	"Lucille! A little respect here, girl!"
	At once, Lucille turned to face the warder who had spoken and dropped to her knees in front of him, her hands reaching for the zipper of his jeans, and Julia understood what showing respect meant.
	Around the kneeling girl, the other warders crowded in close and Julia found herself hustled forward to join the group, positioned to one side so that she had a clear uninterrupted view of the proceedings. The men on either side of her made sure that she did not look away.
	In truth and with a slight sense of shock at her reaction, Julia found she had every intention of watching. She was fascinated to see Lucille tug down the zipper of the warder's jeans and reach inside to extract his cock. It was already more than half erect.
	As it swung free, Lucille at once released his body, crossing her arms once more behind her back and leaning forward, her breasts pressing against his legs, her tongue flicking out to lick along the whole swelling length of his cock as it hardened still further under her touch.
	The sight was both embarrassing and yet at the same time highly erotic, and Julia could feel her heart beginning to beat faster and faster as she imagined herself in Lucille's position, shamelessly pleasuring a man with her mouth while half a dozen others looked on.
	"See, Julia, she's not allowed to use her hands, only her mouth. Are you any good at this?"
	Julia squirmed with embarrassment at the question and he grinned at her confusion before turning his attention back to Lucille and her warder.
	"Don't worry - we'll make sure you can do it good by the time you leave here!"
	Julia blushed red and Bull grinned widely at her obvious embarrassment.
	"You may not get to be as good as Lucille, here, because she did it for fifty dollars a time outside."
	Everyone laughed again except for Julia and Lucille, who had by now worked the warder to full hardness and was busily engaged in sucking him inch by inch into her mouth, her lips straining wide as she took him back towards her throat.
	Above her the warder grinned at his companions and began to move his hips back and forth, thrusting himself deeper between Lucille's lips, filling her mouth with his rampant hardness.
	"Come on, whore! Suck me! Harder! Harder!"
	Red faced, her cheeks bulging, Lucille struggled to comply, her head bobbing back and forth, her lips firmly clamped around him, obviously not daring to let him slip free as she worked him closer and closer to his climax.
	The soft wet sucking sounds seemed loud in the room as the other warders focused their attention on the lewd spectacle, their own excitement obvious from the bulges in their jeans. Julia knew that if not for her protected status she too would now be kneeling on the floor performing a similar service.
	It was a somehow exciting thought. It should not be, but it was.
	There was no doubting that her nipples were roused as she continued to stare at the unfortunate Lucille, while between her thighs she could feel the lips of her sex swelling and opening, trickles of moisture gathering just inside her belly and threatening to betray her aroused condition. She was thankful that for now at least she was being ignored.
	Down on the floor, Lucille was sucking the warder as hard as she could, her lips sliding wetly but firmly along his cock while he moved his hips steadily back and forth, ramming himself deep into her mouth with each thrust until suddenly he stiffened, reaching down to grasp her by the shoulders, holding her still as he climaxed, spurting his sperm into her throat as she gagged and spluttered in an effort to swallow.
	Dribbles of sperm seeped from between her lips, splashing down onto her breasts, and then the man was done with her, pulling sharply out of her mouth, waiting while she gasped in deep breaths and then motioning her to reach forward once more to lick him clean.
	Around Julia the warders relaxed, the entertainment almost over, and one of them caught sight of her swelling nipples, calling attention to her.
	"Hey, look here, look at her tits, seems like our Julia got a little excited!"
	"Well, Julia? Is that right?"
	"I - it's nothing - I - I'm feeling cold -"
	Julia lied desperately, still confused herself by how she had reacted to the sight of Lucille being forced to pleasure the warder but knowing that her reaction was bound up with the way she had imagined herself in Lucille's place, and she felt a surge of relief as her explanation was accepted.
	"I guess it must be pretty cold when you're wearing nothing but a smile."
	Everyone laughed at the crude joke and Julia herself managed a weak, embarrassed grin.
	"I guess you can get dressed again and someone will show you to your cell - you, I'll put you in charge of Julia for now. Get her settled in and find her some work."
	Julia dressed quickly and prepared to follow the warder from the room, but she was stopped by Bull, who turned to rummage in a drawer.
	"Here, in case anyone forgets, you'd better wear this."
	He held out a green sash and Julia belted it around her waist.
	"That's to show you're new here."
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SEVEN
 
 
	By the end of her second full day in the correction centre, Julia had a firm grasp of all of the rules, and, more importantly, a good idea of the kind of treatment she could expect over the following months.
	Her cell consisted of a ten foot square room furnished only with a plastic chair and a steel-framed bed and containing a shower fitting and a toilet against the back wall. Neither of these was screened, and as the front of the cell consisted only of a barred opening stretching the full width of the room she was faced with a total lack of privacy.
	In addition, there were video cameras fixed at regular intervals around the building itself and monitored from the warders station, so even if no warder was in sight she could not be sure that she was not being observed.
	It was explained to her that all meals would be taken from a tray in her cell and that, apart from work periods, the inmates were not allowed to mix freely with one another.
	Fixed to the bars of the cell was a rota detailing her tasks for the week ahead, and she was put to work at once, washing the floors.
	The only implements she was allowed to use were a bucket of soapy water and a scrubbing brush, so she was required to kneel as she worked, acutely conscious of how the position caused her skirt to ride high up over her hips, fully exposing her bared bottom to everyone passing by.
	At intervals throughout the day she had been summoned to witness summary punishments, and had looked on as a fellow inmate judged guilty of slacking was bent over, brief skirt raised, to receive four stinging strokes.
	Without exception, the strokes were delivered with enough force to cause the hapless victim to cry out aloud and left distinct red welts. Yet far from repelling her, the sight of the other girls suffering punishment seemed in some way to stir Julia and trigger feelings of arousal deep inside her.
	Occasionally, a girl would be summoned to her cell by a warder and Julia was also summoned to stand outside and watch as the girl was spread across the bed and fucked without ceremony.
	Those occasions aroused her even more than the beatings she had witnessed, and, as when she had watched Lucille forced into 'showing respect', she couldn't help but imagine herself spread-eagled beneath one of the young warders. In her imagination it was she herself that his thick cock penetrated, and her nipples grew hard and her sex lips swelled wetly as she looked on.
	Although not allowed to touch her, the warders nevertheless devised endless ways of humiliating her. Often they would order her to strip naked and display to them, sometimes leaving her bent over with her legs spread wide for half an hour or more. And all the while they regaled her with lurid descriptions of how they would beat her and fuck her once her week of grace was over.
	She was the only blonde there, as they enjoyed pointing out. And it was true, for all the local girls were dark.
	At night she had been disturbed to discover that she was to be chained spread-eagled on her bed. The warders insisted it was a measure necessary to prevent the inmates masturbating, but nevertheless it was something she felt deeply uncomfortable about. She was sure that it had more to do with humiliating them still further and emphasising their helplessness.
	On the first night she had lain awake, imagining the night shift warder looking at his monitor and gloating over the sight of so many naked girls lying chained and exposed. Then she had chided herself, realising that he had only to walk along the corridor and take any girl he wished for his pleasure. Any other girl - for now! A few minutes later, as if to emphasise the point, she heard footsteps. As she held her breath in anticipation, they were followed by the sound of a cell door opening. Shortly after, low murmurs and gasps of distress disturbed the night.
	Her protected status meant that she was spared such attentions, but Julia was certain that once her week of grace had expired and she confirmed her intention to remain as an inmate she would suffer more than her fair share. That knowledge served only to stir deep feelings of excitement within her as she listened to the sounds of rape and imagined herself in some other girl's place, lying spread and helpless as a young virile warder thrust repeatedly between her thighs.
	She had felt her nipples swelling and a warm dampness growing in her belly and lay awake for a long time after the sounds had subsided, feeling deeply and strangely frustrated until at last sleep claimed her.
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER EIGHT
 
 
	Julia felt a stab of panic as the warder in charge of her corridor took away the green sash that had proclaimed her protected status.
	In some way that very expectations of what she had seen were exciting, the idea of being so wholly under the control of Bull, almost certainly restrained in some way while he thrashed her without mercy were strangely arousing. And when she considered what would almost certainly follow such a thrashing, she could hardly suppress the small tremors of anticipation that ran through her.
	At the same time, she knew that the punishment would be far from pleasant and that she would have no control over what was done to her. And yet, she knew, at some point her body's own reactions would take over and she would respond to the ordeal in an eager, almost servile, manner.
	Tormented by such thoughts, it seemed that the morning dragged by and it was actually with a sense of relief that she at last walked out of her cell and followed the warder to the prison gymnasium where all punishments were carried out.
	The walk along the corridors was quite short, but such was her state of anxiety at what lay ahead of her that Julia was visibly trembling as the warder strode alongside her. If she had harboured any hopes that her initial punishment would be administered only by Bull himself, those hopes were dashed when she entered the gym and found no fewer than five other warders lounging around.
	"Most of the guys like to hang out around here and see a girl in action for the first time," he grinned.
	Julia felt her spirits sinking as the warders all turned expectantly in her direction, their faces smiling and eager, ready to witness her shame and humiliation.
	Bull himself was standing a little apart from the others, leaning casually against a long wooden beam which had been lowered to a height of about four feet from the floor and across which she guessed she would shortly be bent.
	It was not the beam which caught and held her attention however, but the far wall of the gym itself, which, as though to emphasise the true nature of the activities which took place there, was hung about with a fearful assortment of straps and canes, along with a collection of handcuffs and other restraints.
	So fascinated was she by the sight of the wall and its awesome display that she stood open mouthed, forgetting her surroundings and anxieties as she let her eyes linger on it, wondering which of the implements he would choose to use on her.
	She already knew how she would react. The strange feeling of excitement was rising up inside her, turning her stomach into a churning pit of confusion as her mind rebelled against her body's growing arousal.
	"What are you all waiting for? Get her stripped, I haven't got all day."
	The order jolted Julia back to full awareness of her surroundings and situation as she felt herself seized from behind, her arms pinned and held as one of the warders reached out and began to unbutton her halter top, pulling the short garment open to expose her already hard-nippled breasts and at the same time tugging loose the fastening of her equally short skirt, letting it fall to the floor about her ankles.
	The grip on her arms was released and her halter pulled quickly away from her shoulders and down her arms leaving her standing totally naked in the centre of a circle of grinning warders, painfully aware of how quickly and easily they had stripped her and what little resistance or protest she had offered.
	Although blushing furiously, she stood submissively with her arms firmly clasped behind her back and her legs parted, resisting the powerful temptation to conceal her nakedness, a testimony she supposed of the rigorous conditioning to which she had been subjected over the past week and of her anxiety not to upset Bull in any way that might result in her punishment being increased.
	Even now she dared not look directly at him, although she knew he was staring hard at her, taking in every detail of her body as eagerly as every other man in the room.
	"OK., if you've all had an eyeful how about letting her step over here so we can get on with the business for today?"
	He moved away from the beam, revealing a narrow leather saddle thrown across it and indicated her to move closer.
	Julia staggered as she received a shove in the back, but there was no need for further instruction. She walked as slowly as she dared towards him, studying the saddle across which she knew she was to be bent as she did so.
	The leather looked old, its surface worn down to a dull matt finish, testifying to the helpless and futile struggles of countless girls like herself who must have lain stretched across it to receive a thrashing, and she couldn't help shivering slightly at the thought.
	Now it was her turn!
	Closer to, she could see a number of straps and buckles attached to the saddle itself, their obvious purpose being to secure the hapless victim firmly in place. Once stretched over the unyielding leather and strapped into position every blow would strike home with a deadly accuracy and she shivered again at the thought.
	"Now before we begin, are you clear about why I'm whipping your ass today?"
	The question took Julia by surprise and she hesitated for a few moments before stammering out her reply.
	"I - I -"
	"You are here because you are a miserable no good lawbreaker who needs to be cured of it. And just so we all understand each other, do you also know that you can walk out of here right now and serve an alternative sentence?"
	"I - I - yes, I do know that."
	"Then I have to ask you Julia, do you wish to walk out or will you stay?"
	There was no choice at all unless she wanted to take a chance on a five year jail sentence and of course he knew that perfectly well. She was being required to openly state her acceptance of whatever punishments lay ahead and she took a deep breath before replying, knowing that there could be no going back from this point.
	"I will stay!" she said firmly, almost proudly.
	A murmur of approval came from the watching warders and Bull himself leered with satisfaction at her answer, his sadistic eyes large and gleaming with lust.
	"Up! Over the saddle!"
	Julia was aware of the assembled warders pressing close behind her as she placed both hands on the beam and hoisted herself up, wriggling into position until she lay over the saddle, her arms and legs dangling well clear of the floor, her hips and bottom jutting up and out.
	Without prompting she spread her thighs, blushing again at the knowledge of how openly her sex and the tight, puckered mouth of her backside would be exposed but again unwilling to displease her audience.
	A loud murmur of approval greeted her display and she tensed, expecting to be touched, but Bull seemed more intent on further preparing her for the thrashing, and she guessed that none of the others would touch her without his permission.
	"You - go get a bar."
	One of the warders strode briskly across to the wall in response to the order and Julia strained her head up, anxious to see what he had been told to bring. Her heart sank as she watched him select a heavy looking metal bar about three feet long with straps attached to each end and a chain hanging from the middle.
	Returning quickly under the watchful gaze of the others, he crouched down beneath her, his arms brushing insistently and deliberately against the soft underside of her breasts as he attached the chain to the beam. She heard a sharp snap as it was fastened in place.
	She had guessed the purpose of the bar at once and it came as no surprise when first her ankles and then her wrists were seized and threaded through the straps at each end, the straps pulled tight to secure her with her legs spread even wider than before.
	There was some slack in the chain and the weight of the bar dragged uncomfortably at her arms and legs, while at the same time the position in which she was secured meant that she was bent even more tightly over the beam. Now her flanks were thrust out even more prominently, and as a final measure, and to secure her even tighter, the leather belts attached to the saddle itself were passed across the small of her back and buckled down hard.
	The leather was cinched tight, pressing her firmly down onto the saddle and restricting any movement of her hips and buttocks so that for a few moments she felt herself gripped by a kind of panic as the realisation of how vulnerable she now was struck home.
	Bull stood silently, watching as she tested her bonds then satisfied that she was firmly secured, he walked slowly over to the wall to select a whip.
	Julia strained to see his choice, her stomach queasy with apprehension.
	Fully aware of her interest, he took his time over his selection, hands lingering on a number of whips, even lifting a few down from their hooks and swinging them back and forth, prolonging the awful tension.
	At last he took down a slender, supple strap. The lash cracked sharply as he swished it through the air. Julia cringed at the thought of it smacking down onto the taut flesh of her blatantly upthrust twitching bottom.
	There was a churning tension in the pit of her stomach as she watched him strolling back towards her, the strap he had chosen swinging loosely in his hand, a cruel gleam in his eyes.
	Close to, she could see that what he was carrying was in fact a twin thonged lash, much heavier than it had seemed from across the room. It looked very supple, the leather glistening as though it had been oiled. She could not suppress the thrill of horrified excitement that ran through her as he held it out before her staring eyes.
	"This is going to hurt."
	Julia nodded silently, her insides churning with tension.
	"It's going to hurt bad." He ran a hand over her flinching bottom. "First time, some girls think that if they yell and make a fuss then I'll go easy on them. But I tell you right now that ain't so! No way! You'll have had enough when I decide, and not before. Clear?"
	From somewhere Julia found her voice although it sounded like a harsh whisper as she took in what she was being told.
	"Y-yes-"
	"And anyways, if you yell too loud you just get gagged."
	Julia was squirming as much as her bonds would allow, anxious now for the beating before her increasing state of arousal became obvious, sure that the undoubted pain of the thrashing she was going to get would overcome the wayward responses of her body.
	With her head hanging so low she was able to peer back between her wide parted legs and see the legs of the men grouped around her and, closer still, the legs of Bull and the thongs of the strap trailing down to the floor.
	Those legs moved as he took a short pace backwards, lifting the instrument high.
	Swish! Crack, crack!
	The paired thongs lashed full across the taut swell of her buttocks and the breath was driven from her body in a sharp explosive gasp as the sudden fiery pain bit deep into her.
	Swish! Crack, crack!
	Before she even had time to recover, a second stroke whipped in and she gasped for breath, a low moan escaping from her lips, her straining, rounded buttocks quivering and twitching under the restraining belt.
	The stinging was intense and the heat of the thrashing built rapidly, spreading out from the thin red welts striping her backside.
	Swish! Crack, crack!
	This time she could hold back no longer, howling aloud as he shifted his aim, whipping the slender, stinging lashes straight down into the open and inviting cleft of her buttocks. The tip of each thong caught the tender flesh of her sex lips as they fell away and brought a new intensity of pain, so that despite her bonds she bucked and writhed desperately, tears starting from her squeezed shut eyes.
	Crack! Crack!
	Another blow whistled in, searing the soft flesh across the tops of her thighs and bringing a fresh howl of anguish from her lips. The rapidly reddening cheeks of her bottom trembled and twitched, beyond her control.
	Her whole body was covered in a sheen of now sweat, her breathing harsh and ragged. She longed to be able to beg for some respite, however brief from the dreadful, burning onslaught.
	Behind her she could hear the whoops of the warders watching her ordeal, breathless with excitement as they urged Bull on.
	Far from dampening her earlier unwanted arousal, the thrashing was actually inflaming her more and more as the heat from her abused backside spread out through her whole being and she was certain that it could only be a matter of time before her condition was recognised and her humiliation made complete.
	Crack! Crack!
	With an almost savage precision, he whipped the lash in on a rising stroke, the thongs burying themselves alongside the wet, open lips of her sex, the stinging sensation at once both exquisite and yet unbearable so that she screamed out loud, her scream dissolving almost at once into heaving sobs of both pain and desire as her tortured lips responded at once, swelling redly and opening even wider, the juices of her arousal flowing freely over her burning flesh.
	"Hey, hold on a minute, I think the bitch is enjoying this!"
	Julia shuddered as she heard the words, knowing what shame must surely follow. But suddenly the assault on her flesh was halted and she was given some relief from the relentless sting of the whip as they crowded closer to inspect her.
	A thick finger prodded at the hot lips of her sex, rubbing up and down her wet swollen flesh, arousing her still further until she gasped softly, a tremor rippling through her belly even though she had not been penetrated.
	Between her spread thighs she could feel how wet and ready she was, how the lips of her sex quivered beyond her control, clearly signalling her state of arousal, her burning desire for relief even at the hands of the brute who was beating her, despite the intense throbbing pain of her flogged backside.
	A hand was thrust under her body, fumbling at her breasts, the fingers closing around one hard uprisen nipple, tugging and teasing until she was forced to gasp aloud once more, her face crimson with shame at such clear evidence of her body's betrayal of her feelings.
	"Never seen anything like this!" Bull was puzzled. "Kinder ruins the whole point of thrashing her, don't it?" He stood back watching as she fought to control her emotions.
	"What are you going to do?"
	"Fuck her. No harm in that, I guess. Get that beam lowered a little."
	Opening her eyes and peering back between her legs as the beam was lowered to a more convenient height for him, Julia watched Bull step closer. Now he stood right behind her. She was about to be used by the man who had just flogged so savagely for his own pleasure and the amusement of the other warders.
	And it turned her on even more!
	He wasted no time, his already engorged cock springing free from the confines of his jeans as he tugged the zipper loose, his hands reaching back up to grasp her hips, bracing himself as he thrust into her in one smooth movement.
	Julia shuddered as he slid deep into her and cried out as his hips smacked loudly into her striped and stinging behind, the sudden renewed pain an added spur to her arousal and she thrust desperately back against the straps holding her down, willing him deeper, gasping as she felt him withdraw then shuddering again as he drove deep into her a second time.
	She came almost at once, the stimulation of her exposure, the thrashing and the urgent thrusting of the cock buried deep in her belly proving too much for what little self control she retained. She twisted and squirmed helplessly in the grip of an explosive orgasm that seemed to go on and on.
	Behind her jerking hips, he rode her hard, driving his straining cock into her dripping slit again and again, his belly slapping up against her tortured backside with each thrust. She cried out continuously in a confusion of pain and pleasure and then he came too, his hips rammed hard against her, his cock filling her, jerking and spurting inside her as he pumped hot jets of sperm into her vagina.
	For a few moments he lay pressed hard up against her, commenting loudly and crudely on the convulsive jerking of her bottom as the last of his sperm dribbled into her. Then he pulled free, the lips of her sex contracting tight about his now rapidly dwindling shaft. At last her own climax spent itself in one final, convulsive shudder and she lay gasping in her bonds, body quivering and dripping with perspiration.
	"Well! She really enjoyed that! Guess you guys had better take a rain check in case she really gets down to having a good time! That ain't right, not at all, no Sir!"
	There was almost open rebellion, but a gesture quelled it. He moved round to her front, lifting up her head and gazing at her for a few moments, his eyes taking in the blissful expression on her flushed face and the rapid heaving of her breasts as she gasped for breath.
	He shook his head.
	"Not right! No Sir!"
	They hoisted the beam back to its former height and left her then, still secured and dangling limply across it, knowing that what she still thought of as her shameful secret was a secret no longer.
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER NINE
 
 
	"Interesting! Very interesting! I've heard about this kind of response before, of course, but never actually come across it for real. This girl should make a good subject for study, if what you say is right."
	"Oh, it's right enough. She almost came while I was whipping her ass. All the guys saw it, plain as anything."
	Julia lay face down on the examination couch in the prison doctor's office, her skirt pulled well up to reveal her thrashed and reddened bottom and her cheeks equally red with embarrassment as she listened to Bull recount the tale of her unexpected reaction to the punishment he had so recently delivered.
	When she had been left bent across the beam in the gymnasium she had fully expected Bull and the other warders to return to torment her further and had been surprised when after what could have been only fifteen minutes at most two warders had arrived to release her. They had even allowed her to dress before escorting her to the doctor's office for examination.
	She had been carefully and humiliatingly examined, the doctor prodding at the welts striping her behind before pronouncing her fit enough to be returned to routine duties. But then, before she had a chance to rise, Bull had entered and it became apparent that he had already discussed in part what he had discovered about her.
	That discussion was continuing now, while she listened, her face burning hotter with every minute that passed.
	"Well, Julia, I think it's time you told us what you know about this."
	"Please, Sir, I don't understand."
	"Don't try and play the innocent with me, young lady! Did you or did you not get sexually aroused when the Chief Warder punished you?"
	"I.....I...."
	"Let me make this a little easier. Has this ever happened to you before?"
	"I - perhaps - well - I suppose, yes, sort of."
	Julia almost whispered her reply, knowing that they must have seen the reports of her arrest and had maybe even had time to check up on a few of the details.
	"Was it the beating or the fact that you were tied up that led to your response ?"
	"I - I - I don't know! Maybe -"
	"Yes?"
	"Maybe both."
	The doctor sat quietly for a few moments pondering his next question and Julia was aware of her heart beating so loud that she was sure it could be heard all over the room.
	"Were you ever punished at school?"
	"Sometimes."
	"Tell me how."
	"With a cane. But not very often."
	"Never mind how often. Just tell me how. Were did they beat you?"
	Julia shut her eyes, remembering the occasions on which poor academic performance or a breach of rules had warranted a visit to the headmistress to receive a lecture and a caning. She realised that it had been at once both dreadful and yet in a strange way, exciting.
	"I was caned on my bottom."
	"Your bare bottom?"
	Again disturbing memories came flooding back. "Yes," she whispered. She buried her face in the couch, suspecting what must follow but unwilling to volunteer such shameful secrets.
	"It excited you?"
	She hesitated, and in end said nothing.
	"Answer me! Did you find yourself becoming sexually aroused while you were being caned on your bare bottom ?"
	Julia squirmed and blushed, knowing there was no way she could avoid facing the truth that she had suppressed for so long, and knowing equally what humiliation her admission would bring.
	"Well, I suppose, yes."
	"Yes, what?"
	"Yes it excited me. YES! It bloody well excited me, so there!"
	Julia lay limply on the couch as though the admission had physically drained her and the doctor sat back in his chair, a small smile of satisfaction on his thin face.
	"Fascinating!" He opened the file which lay before him and began to write, filling a whole page with notes and comments before finally pushing back his chair and rising to his feet.
	Bull stood too, his expression questioning as the doctor studied Julia's flogged buttocks once more.
	 "I have to check this out, Bull. It's not that I doubt your report, but I have to see for myself, you understand"
	"Certainly, Sir. Very proper." He beckoned to Julia. "Come!"
	When she realised that the doctor intended to have her beaten again, Julia let out a wail of despair. Bull seized her arm and dragged her out of the office in the wake of the doctor who was already striding purposefully along the corridor.
	It took only minutes to reach the gym once more. This time she was hauled the full length of the room to stand, shaking with apprehension, in front of the wall with the dreadful display of whips and straps.
	The doctor examined the collection carefully, occasionally removing one of the whips from its hook and swishing it through the air before replacing it and moving on. She saw him moisten his lips, and there was an avid new gleam to his cold calculating eyes. Rather like those of a snake about to strike, she thought, and she flinched as each lash was tested, imagining the sharp bite of the leather on her already tender behind.
	Bull was grinning broadly. He winked at her and caressed her bottom in anticipation as he too watched intently, giving her a nip now and then which brought little yelps from her lips.
	"This one!"
	The doctor held out a long slender horsewhip and Julia felt her mouth suddenly dry as Bull nodded his approval, knowing that she was now only moments away from shaming herself once more.
	"Now, young lady," said the doctor, "I'm going to whip you on your bare bottom, just like back at school. Not Bull, you may be glad to learn." He gave her a cruel smile. "No, me! This is a scientific experiment which I shall conduct myself. Kindly prepare yourself."
	Not trusting herself to speak, Julia unfastened her skirt, stepping out of it as it slid to the floor around her feet. Her hands moved up to unfasten and remove the halter top but the doctor shook his head.
	"Not necessary. You look fine like that. Just bend over and grab hold of your ankles and spread your legs very wide. I have to feel to see whether there is any arousal."
	Julia obeyed without protest, which she knew would be useless. She opened her legs and bent right over until she was able to grasp her ankles, very aware of her naked backside jutting up and out behind her and of how she was once more presenting men with a clear view of her sex.
	In truth, now that she was presenting herself so submissively and the beating was so imminent, she could feel that inevitable thrill of excitement rising inside her. The lips of her sex parted a little even as she bent over clenching her teeth and waiting for the pain to come.
	The sight was not lost on the doctor and Julia flinched as she felt the handle of the whip prodding gently between her legs, not penetrating her and not pressing hard enough to stimulate her any further, but a clear indication that her condition had been noticed. Then the whip was withdrawn and she braced herself for the first stroke.
	Swish! Thwack!
	Even though she was expecting it, the blow which ripped across the taut swell of her buttocks sucked her breath away and she gasped aloud, swaying forward, hips jerking and twitching.
	Swish! Whack!
	Without waiting for her to recover her composure, the doctor whipped in another stinging stroke, the whip cracking full across the centre of Julia's thrusting backside, the tip of the lash curling around to smack against the softer skin of her belly and she swayed forward again, her hips swinging from side to side as though seeking to escape the torment.
	Swish! Thwack!
	Swish! Thwack!
	There was no respite,
	The lash whipped in from both left and right, each blow carefully targeted on Julia's wildly twitching buttocks, each stroke imprinting her pale skin with a new, rapidly reddening stripe and drawing a fresh gasp of anguish from her lips.
	Her brief halter top had ridden up, allowing her breasts to spill free, and they swung from side to side in time with the frenzied jerking of her hips as the strokes whipped in.
	Swish! Crack!
	Swish! Whack!
 
	The urge to release her grip on her ankles, to stand up and run from the torment, was almost irresistible. And then, with a sense of relief, she felt a rush of heat deep in her belly as the pain of the thrashing triggered the pleasure of arousal, and she could feel her juices beginning to flow, her sex lips opening wider.
	"Was she like that before ?"
	Mercifully the beating stopped as Bull stepped forward to peer at her now dripping and wide open slit. Julia steadied herself as best she could, her legs shaking and the bright red cheeks of her bottom still quivering.
	"Yeah - just about ready to come."
	"Just about, I think, yes. We'll soon see."
	Without warning, the doctor thrust his fingers deep into Julia's sex and held them there, watching keenly for her reaction.
	Them he slowly moved them.
	Lewd though the action was, or perhaps because of it, it was enough to trigger the orgasm building inside Julia like water against a dam and she was unable to restrain her gasps and hoarse cries as she thrust back hard, burying his fingers even deeper into her belly, rotating her hips shamelessly around it again and again, her movements becoming ever more urgent and frenzied as her climax burst.
	Fascinated at the sight, both the doctor and Bull looked on in silence as Julia masturbated herself on the frigging fingers, her orgasm seeming to go on and on until at last she subsided, almost toppling forward, her naked breasts still heaving as she gasped for breath.
	The doctor withdrew his hand and examined the result. His fingers were shiny and wet with the juices of Julia's orgasm.
	"Well! Not my field, of course, but I'd say we're looking at a young lady who has masochistic tendencies allied to a very strong sex drive. A dream lover, eh, Bull?
	The doctor chuckled as he washed his hands and wiped them on the back of Julia's thighs before replacing it on its hook, but Bull still had a problem.
	"That may make sense to you, Doc, but she's supposed to be here to be punished. I don't see how we can punish a girl who actually enjoys it."
	"That's easy, Bull. You can beat her all right - just make sure you stop before she comes and don't fuck her afterwards."
	Bull wasn't convinced.
	"But, well, fucking is supposed to be part of the punishment. Besides I - the guys enjoy it."
	"Unfortunately she enjoys it too, Bull. That's not my idea of a punishment. I'm sure you can think of some suitable alternative if you try hard enough."
	With another chuckle, the doctor strode from the room. Bull followed, so wrapped up in his thoughts that he forgot Julia who, not having been given permission to leave, remained bent over just as she was for another half hour.
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER 10
 
 
	In no time at all the secret of Julia's lascivious nature spread throughout the jail, and over the following weeks she found herself subject to more than her fair share of attention from the warders.
	At least once every shift, some fault was found in her work. Then she was bent over, or made to kneel on all fours with her skirt pulled well up, to receive four strokes from a leather strap on her bare bottom. And no warder passed her without taking the opportunity to fondle her breasts or run his fingers around the lips of her sex. She lost count of the number of times she was made to kneel and suck on their thick, uprisen cocks.
	The situation was at once both stimulating and frustrating as she passed the days in a more or less constant state of arousal while being denied the relief of orgasm except on the rare occasions when a warder became careless and inadvertently pushed her over the brink.
	After some deliberation, Bull had decided on a suitable alternative method of administering her weekly punishment. He declared that she would be given a maximum of six strokes from either a whip or a cane, every two hours throughout the due day, the punishment to be suspended if she showed any signs of excessive arousal. On no account was she to be allowed to climax.
	That arrangement proved to be a blessing, for she was so frustrated by the time that her appointed punishment day arrived that during the very first session she became so strongly aroused that a halt was called after only four strokes had been delivered, and as the day progressed she discovered that she could speed up her arousal by fantasising about being penetrated by a long thick cock while she knelt helpless and submissive, the fantasy proving so successful that the lips of her sex showed wet and open even as she bent over to receive the strokes.
	On a number of occasions she had been summoned to assist in the research the doctor claimed to be conducting regarding her reaction to the prison regime. This research of his appeared to consist in having Julia secured in a variety of positions and then either whipped or fucked or sometimes both, the sessions each lasting several hours and leaving Julia herself thoroughly confused.
	On the one hand, she hated the pain of the whippings and the humiliation of the bondage and submission, while at the same time she couldn't deny that such treatment aroused her more quickly and with a greater intensity than she had ever before experienced. At least the doctor allowed and even encouraged her to reach orgasm, questioning her closely about her feelings and reactions afterwards.
	After a while, the warders had grown a little tired of the novelty she represented and when a new intake of girls arrived, they directed their attentions elsewhere, leaving her to slip into what passed for normal daily routine broken only by her sessions with the doctor.
	So when a summons to see the governess arrived, Julia was very concerned.
	She had heard that such a summons usually meant bad news, but the warder sent to escort her was giving nothing away. He was content merely to handcuff her wrists behind her back before hustling her along the corridor and up the stairs.
	Hampered as she was by her shackled wrists and high heels, Julia could barely keep up the pace he set and arrived gasping for breath at the door to the outer office where the warder waited impatiently to hustle her through.
	Inside, she found the same grim faced secretary who viewed her with distaste before addressing the warder directly.
	"When was this inmate last whipped ?"
	"Three days ago, like it says in her report."
	The secretary glanced at the open file and then pushed back her chair, giving Julia yet another withering glance as she walked around the desk.
	"Let me see. We don't need any foul-ups at this stage."
	Julia felt uneasy, not at all sure what was going on but equally sure that she wasn't about to be told until she'd satisfied the secretary, so the next order came as no surprise.
	"Over the desk. Legs apart."
	No matter how many times she had been required to bend over in such a manner over the past weeks, Julia had never overcome her acute embarrassment at the display she knew she presented. She could feel her cheeks burning red and hot as she planted her feet well apart and bent forward, feeling her short skirt riding high up her hips as she did so until the rounded curves of her bare bottom were fully revealed.
	"OK then, no marks. I guess she'll do. Let's get on with it."
	Reaching past Julia, who remained as she was, bending submissively across the desk and affording the amused warder an uninterrupted view of her open sex, the secretary pressed the intercom.
	"Inmate Julia is here."
	The intercom squawked a reply and the secretary prodded Julia sharply in the ribs.
	"All right, you can get up now and come with me."
	Without a word, but aware that her heart was now beating very fast indeed, Julia followed the secretary into the main office and stood in front of the desk, just as she had done so nervously those few weeks before, her mouth dry with anxiety as she waited to learn what she had done wrong.
	For a few minutes the governess flicked through her file, the silence in the room broken only by the sound of the pages turning. Just as Julia felt she would collapse with tension the woman closed the file and looked directly at her.
	"Do you know how long you've been here, Julia ?"
	"Six weeks, Ma'am? Almost seven?"
	The governess nodded and allowed herself a slight smile.
	"Quite right. And I suppose you've been congratulating yourself on managing to avoid punishment for the last few days?"
	"I - well - yes -"
	Julia felt her voice trail away as the governess' smile grew even broader.
	"You thought it was because you were so obedient?"
	"I have been, Ma'am."
	"Yes, I dare say you have, but that has nothing to do with it. When did that ever stop anyone being punished here? No, as a matter of fact it's because I've got a little surprise in store for you."
	The woman was smiling and seemed quite pleased with herself, so Julia relaxed a little, curious to hear more.
	"From time to time. and if an inmate's conduct merits such consideration, we allow some rehabilitation away from this building, and I've decided that you deserve such a consideration."
	Julia felt her spirits lift at the prospect of being allowed out of the confines of prison, even if only for a few days or even hours. She concentrated even harder on what she was being told.
	"One of the county's more prominent citizens, a Mr Nico, along with a number of guests of his, will be spending some time at his ranch over the next week or so, along with a number of guests and he will require some additional domestic help. That's you!"
	Julia nodded enthusiastically, almost elated at what she was hearing, and the governess paused, noting her keen response before continuing. "Now be warned, you should not regard this opportunity I'm giving you as a holiday. You will be expected to work hard and you will continue to be governed by prison rules the whole time you are away from here."
	Julia nodded again, refusing to let anything upset her new found sense of elation and freedom, and the governess regarded her carefully, once more measuring her response and noting her barely concealed anticipation. "You will be expected to do as you are told by whoever tells you. Any failure or refusal on your part will be punished in the usual manner. Is that entirely clear ?"
	"Oh yes, very clear, Ma'am."
	Whatever lay in store for her on this new venture, Julia was certain that it could not be any worse than anything she had experienced over the past few weeks. She was by now eager to be released into the charge of Mr Nico, whoever he was, but the governess was not quite finished.
	"One more point for you to note very carefully. I have already told you that you have escaped punishment over the past three days on my orders and not by any merit on your part."
 Julia nodded, a sudden sinking feeling in her stomach, and again the governess noted her reaction, allowing herself the very briefest of smiles.
	"Well, just for the record, you earned yourself the total of twenty four strokes over that time......does that sound about right"
	"I - I suppose so."
	Julia could feel her spirits sinking again as she pondered the likely outcome of what the governess was now telling her, sure by now that she was not after all going to avoid some punishment and more than a little annoyed at herself for even thinking that she might do so in the first place.
	"It sounds right to me too, Julia.....but just to give you some incentive, I'll overlook the punishment so long as I receive a good report on your conduct from Mr Nico. But if I receive a bad report I'll administer the punishment myself in one session and in full view of the entire staff and all the inmates."
	As she spoke, the governess tapped the slender cane across the front of her desk in a very meaningful way and Julia gasped aloud at the prospect of being made to take twenty four strokes from such a wicked looking implement.
	"I can see you appreciate the point I'm making, Julia, so I'm sure you'll give of your best."
	"Oh yes. Ma'am. I will, I really will."
	Whatever lay in store, Julia was determined now to receive a good report and so avoid such an awful and shameful flogging. The governess allowed herself a last, broad smile.
	"I'm sure you will, Julia. Now, now report directly to reception. Mr Nico is sending a car for you and it should be here very soon."
	Dismissing her, the governess busied herself once more with her paperwork, and a few moments later the secretary entered to pick up her file and escort her down to reception.
	Julia was a little dismayed to see that her file would apparently be going with her but her mind was now so full of what she had been told and the burning desire to do well and escape punishment on her return that it seemed a very minor matter and besides, her natural curiosity regarding Mr Nico was taking over, an almost eager anticipation growing inside her as she followed the secretary along the corridor to the outside world.
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER ELEVEN
 
 
	Julia had been allowed her underwear, and in the reception area, Julia she was surprised to be handed her cosmetic bag with instructions to apply a little make up while she waited for the car. She needed no second bidding, her spirits lifting at the small though unexpected treat, and when the car pulled up outside a few minutes later, she felt herself actually looking forward to getting away from the confines of the prison, no matter what lay in store for her.
	The driver was tall, tanned, and good looking, and he obviously knew it from the manner in which he strode confidently into the reception, giving Julia a long, appraising glance before greeting the staff, all of whom seemed to know him well.
	"Good morning, ladies. I see my charge is all ready to go but that's no reason why I can't stop for coffee and a little chat."
	The reception staff giggled almost girlishly and one of them brought coffee, leaning over the desk as she handed it to him, allowing him to peer down her blouse.
	"Here, Harry - just the way you like it."
	"Sure, honey. Too right! But I get enough of that back at the ranch if you know what I mean. And besides, Mr Nico will get mad if I'm too late back with his new toy."
	Julia guessed that Harry was a frequent visitor and that she wasn't the first girl to be assigned to Nico's house over the years, but she refused to let anything dampen her expectations and felt only a small pang of dismay as she saw her file handed over to Harry. He read it carefully through, before signing a form and turning his attention at last in her direction.
	"Right! Julia, is it? Well, we've a way to go so into the car with you."
	The car was a stretch limousine and Harry jerked his thumb towards the back door, indicating her to climb in and sit in the middle of the seat. It was only as she settled herself in place that she noticed the manacles hanging from the grab handles above each door.
	"Security, my girl. After all, you've already had one escape attempt." He shook his head. "Not good!"
	Obediently, Julia held up her arms and allowed Harry to shackle her in place, her arms now stretched out to either side and her legs straddling the wide transmission tunnel, her short skirt and halter top riding up.
	For a few minutes before driving off, Harry fiddled with the rear view mirror and she flushed with embarrassment as she realised that he was angling it to afford a clear view up her skirt. But at last they set off and Julia relaxed as best she could, gazing out at the passing countryside.
	Harry didn't speak at all during the drive, but Julia could see his eyes flicking constantly towards the rear view mirror. She became so intent on watching him and imagining what a lewd display she must be presenting that she didn't realise he had turned off the highway until the car hit a bump and lurched on its springs, throwing her to one side, the manacles digging painfully into her wrists. Looking out of the window she saw that they were driving down a rough track winding between low branched trees.
	Even as she gazed around for some sign that they had arrived at the ranch, Harry brought the car to a halt at the edge of a small clearing leading down to the bank of a fast flowing river and switched off the engine.
	The clearing was so secluded that it would make an ideal spot for a picnic, but Harry had no innocent intentions in mind as he stepped from the car and opened the rear door, sliding in alongside her and reaching up to unfasten the manacles from the grab handles but leaving them still shackled around her wrists.
	"Right, Julia! Here's where you get out for a while."
	Matching his actions to his words, he gripped her tightly by the arm and hauled her from the car even as she wailed in protest and confusion.
	"Over there, under the tree! Move!"
	Julia began to protest again and then remembered the warning she'd been given about prison rules still applying and thought better of it, walking instead as quickly as she could in her high heels towards the slender sapling that Harry had indicated, aware of him following her closely.
	Harry didn't speak again, seeming to prefer action to words as he positioned her with her back to the trunk of the tree. He hauled her arms up over her head and then stepped round the tree to pull them back, locking the manacles together so she was held fastened, able to move around the tree itself or to slide up and down the trunk but otherwise helpless. Her back was arched and her breasts jutted strongly up and out, nipples already erect as she felt a surge of panic tinged with excitement at her predicament as it rippled through her belly.
	Harry moved back to stand in front of her, his face displaying satisfaction, and Julia shuddered in anticipation of being stripped naked where she stood.
	"Tits first, Julia - let me see those tits."
	Muttering to himself, his eyes locked on her body, Harry pulled open the fastenings of her top. Then he took out a knife and cut her bra free, flinging it aside disdainfully. He sucked in his breath in appreciation as her breasts burst free, nipples hardening still more at the sudden cool touch of the morning air on her nakedness.
	"Nice. Very nice. Just the way I like them. Not like Nancy back at the prison. Hers sag."
	Harry chuckled at the thought of the receptionist who'd played up to him. He let his eyes rove freely across Julia's proud breasts and she suddenly longed for him to take them in his hands and fondle them, no matter how roughly.
	But for now he had other ideas.
	"Open your legs - nice and wide - come on, don't make me angry - wider!"
	He reached out to rest his hand on her hip, just above the fastening of her skirt and the perverse sense of excitement rippled through her again as she realised he was going to strip her now, and maybe even fuck her right out in the open, the road not a hundred yards away. Anyone could stumble across them and witness her degradation, standing tethered and helpless and submissive, but it didn't seem to matter.
	The skirt came loose and rustled to the ground around her feet. Harry slid his hands slowly across her belly and on down between her spread thighs where she could feel herself, already wet and hot, her breath quickening as she felt the first brush of his fingers against the lips of her sex, her breasts rising and falling jerkily with excitement at what she was sure was to come after so many weeks of denial.
	He pulled ripped off her panties and threw them away impatiently.
	"Hellfire - they sure were right about you!"
	Harry slid his fingers along her slit, not penetrating her, merely stroking the hot, swelling lips, feeling her wetness, rubbing his fingers into the top of her thighs until she moaned and squirmed against him, pressing herself shamelessly down onto his hand, moaning again in frustration and need as he withdrew.
	"You really get wet and ready in a hurry, don't you, kid?"
	Harry held his fingers up in front of her and she could see her wetness trickling down them, could smell the muskiness of her arousal on him as he moved his hand up closer. She understood what he wanted of her. She leaned as far forward as her shackled wrists would allow, pushing out her tongue to lick her sticky juices from him.
	As soon as she was done he reached down again, fingers sliding between her thighs as before, circling her swelling lips and then penetrating her quickly, smiling in quiet and smug satisfaction as he felt her quivering at his touch and heard her breath quicken into short gasps. The gasps deepened into low moans as she gave in to her mounting desire, and then, slowly, he withdrew, his fingers glistening wet once more.
	Julia almost cried out loud in frustration.
	Again Harry brought his hand up in front of her face and Julia strained forward expectantly, but this time he stopped short of her eager tongue, dropping his hand instead to her breasts and smearing her wetness around the jutting buds of her nipples.
	Moaning softly, Julia strained out towards him, her nipples throbbing beneath his teasing fingers as he worked her juices into her pliant flesh, while between her thighs she could feel her sex swelling and opening even wider. The wetness seeped out and along her crease, a tight knot of desire and need growing inside her, overcoming whatever last vestige of shame she felt at her lewd exposure and wanton reactions.
	"You want to come now?"
	Harry's voice was soft in her ear, his fingers still working at her jutting breasts, and Julia squirmed against him, her own voice sounding harsh and ragged.
	"Yes.......yes......please....."
	Julia squirmed even more urgently as Harry let his hands drop to her belly once more, teasing briefly at the hot bud of her clitoris, each touch sending a shudder through her body, before delving once more between her legs, pressing insistently up against her, feeling her opening wider and wider as her breath shortened into quick ragged pants, her full breasts heaving and quivering.
	"Do you want to be fucked?"
	"Yes! Yes! Yes!
	"Then say it. Say it out loud."
	"Ahhhhhh! Fuck me! Please fuck me!"
	Harry smiled at the reaction he had provoked and then abruptly pulled away from her, leaving her hanging, shuddering and gasping, staring at him in wide eyed disbelief, shame and humiliation flooding through her as she realised how easily he had controlled her and how willingly she had let herself be manipulated.
	"Sorry. It's a no no. Mr Nico's looking forward to meeting you and when it comes to fucking he's first in the line, depend upon it."
	Julia sagged weakly back against the tree, barely flinching as Harry reached out to cup her breasts once more, his fingers tracing insistently and firmly around her curves while avoiding her still swollen and throbbing nipples.
	How completely she was in these people's hands. Her body was not her own any longer, and nobody cared what was done to her, nobody would lift a finger to halt any sort of abuse or beating or other humiliation hat anyone cared to inflict upon her.
	"That's only for now, of course," he added. "In a few days he'll be fed up with you, then anyone can have you. I'll have myself a little real fun then, I reckon."
	Julia moaned quietly as she felt herself becoming stimulated again at his persistent fondling of her breasts and Harry nodded as he noted her response.
	"I like to rough a lady up a little before I screw her, Julia."
	She nodded. He would do what he liked anyway, she knew, whether the girl of the moment was willing or not.
	"Oh yes, I know, you can hardly wait. I can feel how hard your tits are getting just by thinking about it - and do you know what, I'm getting pretty horny myself just by talking about it. See?"
	Despite herself, Julia felt her eyes drawn to the bulge at Harry's crotch, her heart pounding as she wondered what he had in mind next.
	She was soon to find out!
	Very slowly, Harry unzipped his jeans and eased the thick heavy length of his cock into view, his gaze fixed on Julia's face, watching her conflicting emotions, knowing that she wanted him now, wanted him badly, would do anything he desired.
	"Now I think it would be a real nice gesture if you got down on your knees here and did something about this. After all, you sort of caused it."
	Swallowing hard, not trusting herself to say a word, Julia began to lower herself down towards the ground, her eyes fixed on Harry's cock as he eased his jeans and shorts over his hips, allowing his massive cock to spring loose, thrusting insolently up towards her.
	With her wrists shackled above her head it was awkward to get down to him, but she found that by bracing the cuffs against the tree and bending her knees at the same time, she was able to work her way down the trunk until she was kneeling with her thighs splayed obscenely and her face just inches away from the swollen monster that awaited her attentions.
	There was nothing to gain by hesitating and Harry was already thrusting forwards, his actions urgent and demanding. Moistening her lips she leaned as far forwards as she could, opening her mouth wide to receive him, as he pushed forward eagerly, his hands dropping to grip her firmly by the shoulders, holding her in position as he slid her easily into him.
	He filled her mouth, pressing back into her throat so she gagged, struggling against him until he eased the pressure of his grip a little, giving her space to pull back and draw a quick breath before bending again to the task of bringing him to orgasm.
	She could feel how excited and aroused he was already. Heat was building in his cock as she clamped her lips firmly around it. Her head moved steadily back and forth, feeling a throbbing pulse deep inside him growing in intensity as she sucked as hard as she could, driven on by his hoarse urging.
	"Yes - good - harder - harder -"
	In truth, she needed no urging, revelling in the feel and the taste of a cock in her mouth, her own feelings of arousal heightened by her nakedness and bondage. Even though she knew her own orgasm would be denied her, she worked eagerly at him, sliding her straining lips along his shaft, her tongue darting and teasing at him, bringing him closer and closer to release. 
	The throbbing in his shaft suddenly peaked and he gripped her firmly once again, hips jerking against her face as he came. Hot, creamy sperm spurted into her mouth, trickling down her throat and dribbling out from between her straining lips as she held him tight, desperately gulping back as much of him as she could, the salty taste of him strong and filling her mouth as he pumped it into her until at last, finally and utterly spent, he pulled away from her, gasping in satisfaction.
	Red faced, Julia sucked in deep breaths and swallowed hard again and again while Harry reached out to her and gathered up the thin stream of semen trickling down her chin, pushing his fingers against her lips for her to lick clean.
	A fine sheen of semen glistened around the head of his now rapidly shrinking cock. and she strained towards him, her tongue pushed out and ready to lick him clean.
	 "Well! I'd say you have a taste for this, Julia! Maybe we'll do it again!"
	Julia flushed hotly, ashamed now of how readily she had responded to his desires. She kept her eyes downcast, avoiding his gaze as he zipped up his jeans before reaching up at last to unfasten her wrists, ordering her to dress and climb back into the car, where he fastened her wrists as before.
	No further conversation passed between them during the rest of the journey, and Julia sank back into her own thoughts. Then a stab of panic gripped her as Harry turned the car off the highway once more. Soon she caught sight of a wide gateway topped with an ornate sign and she realised they had arrived at last at the home of the mysterious Mr Nico.
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWELVE
 
 
	Julia was deeply impressed by the size and style of Mr Nico's ranch as the car drove along a well made road that wound between lush fenced off pastures with grazing cattle before finally passing through another ornate set of gates and pulling up on a wide weeping driveway fronting an imposing colonial style mansion.
	On a wide shaded porch which ran the full length of the big house she could see a group of casually dressed men, sitting around a table, presumably enjoying wine and lunch. They glanced up in the direction of the car, but gave no other acknowledgement of her arrival.
	Harry left the car and went straight across to the seated group, where he spoke briefly to one of the men before being offered a seat and a can of beer.
	Julia was dismayed to see that Harry had taken her file with him and that the man to whom he had spoken was flicking through it and nodding from time to time as Harry voiced an occasional comment.
	She assumed that this was Mr Nico himself and studied him as closely as she could. In contrast to most of the men she had encountered since her imprisonment, he seemed slightly built, even small. He had dark hair and a swarthy complexion that suggested Latin origins.
	So intent was she in staring at him that the opening of the car door took her by surprise. She was even more surprised to see that it was being held open for her by a grey haired butler in full traditional dress of black jacket and pin striped trousers, in marked contrast to the jeans and checked shirts worn by everyone else.
	Without a word he reached into the door pocket and extracted the keys to her handcuffs, unfastening her wrists before beckoning her from the car.
	"Mr Nico is ready to receive you now, Miss. I would suggest that you show him proper respect and address him at all times as 'Sir'."
	"Y-yes. Thank you, er -"
	"You may address me as Mr Soames, and of course you will refer to every guest in this house as either Sir or Madam. Come now, hurry along, for Mr Nico does not like to be kept waiting."
	Julia followed Soames as he led her towards the people on the porch. She stood before them nervously, unable to conceal her unease and unsure of what to do next, while the men seated there all stared blandly at her. The more they stared the more conscious she was of her nakedness under the indecently short skirt and the halter top.
	"You're late !"
	It was Mr Nico, and he spoke in a curt unfriendly voice which dismayed her.
	"Oh, but -" She dried up. It was so unfair to accuse her of being late when Harry had taken advantage of her.
	"I said you're late. Why are you late?"
	Julia felt her face colouring rapidly as Mr Nico snapped the questions at her, hardly giving her time to reply.
	"I - I don't know - it was the driver - he - he -"
	"I already know what you did for the driver. Do you give blow jobs to every person you've known for just half an hour or only handsome young ones?"
	Julia shuffled her feet nervously, feeling the heat burning in her cheeks, aware that she was being baited, tested in some way, but unsure how best to answer the accusations being flung at her without annoying Mr Nico.
	He raised an eyebrow, and the stoney silence among the group demanded that she give some response.
	"He - but he made me do it!"
	Mr Nico scowled and for a few moments she feared that she had upset him in some way. Then suddenly he leaned back in his chair, his face split by a wide grin.
	"Well, what do you expect after you get a guy all worked up by flaunting your cunt at him and then letting him grope your tits and feel you up? Just what kind of slut are you?"
	Behind Mr Nico, Julia could see the other men grinning too, and while she was now sure that she was being set up for something, she knew also that she had no choice but to go along with the cruel, humiliating game.
	Mr Nico grunted, then turned back to address the men grouped around the table, all of them still obviously amused at her embarrassment.
	"I guess it's a little too late to send her back today so what say we make the best of things and keep the little slut here?"
	Everyone grunted or nodded some form of assent, and Mr Nico swung back around to face Julia once more.
	"All right, Julia, the guys all vote that you should stay, so what do you say to that?"
	"Well - I will stay, Sir."
	"Do you have any choice?"
	"No, Sir."
	"Well then, it isn't much of an answer, is it?"
	"No, Sir." She shuffled her feet and glanced round at the others. All those staring eyes. She was still red with embarrassment. "Thank you, Sir."
	"And?"
	"Thank you for finding me a room, Sir, so that I can stay here."
	"A room?" He picked up a bell from the table and rang it. "I don't know about that, Julia... ah, Soames, do we have a room for Miss Julia?"
	"No, Mr Nico, Sir. You will recollect that you have four guests already, Sir."
	"Then what do you suggest, Soames?"
	"Perhaps the young lady could share your room, Sir?"
	"There is no spare bed in my room."
	"No Sir."
	"Then what do you suggest, Soames?"
	"I have no idea, Sir."
	"Thank you, Soames. No doubt we shall think of something. You may go now... what do you say to that, Julia?"
	She looked at Mr Nico's cruel little eyes and shuddered. She knew what she must say. "Thank you, Sir, for your generous hospitality."
	"However," he said. "On reflection, I rather think not. It might cause problems with my lady friends, so perhaps the servant's quarters will be best."
	She didn't trust herself to reply. She was too wary now of any tricks that Mr Nico might still have waiting for her, but the answer seemed to satisfy him. He relaxed back in his chair, reaching out to pick up a bottle of beer and taking a long swallow as he contemplated her attractions. They seemed to please him, for his hot eyes roved up and down her for quite some time.
	"Do you have a good figure, Julia? I rather think you have."
	"Yes, Sir."
	"Good tits?"
	How could she answer questions like these? "Yes, I think so, Sir?"
	"Oh, so you think so, do you?" He lifted a glass to his lips and took several sips. "Not sure, eh?"
	She was caught, she saw, but there was only one answer and it would surely lead to more and more humiliation. She stood there blushing and squirming.
	"No, Sir," she said, her voice very low and hesitant.
	"Speak up, girl!"
	"No, Sir."
	"No Sir, what?"
	"No, Sir, I am not sure if I have good tits."
	He was lighting a cigar now. All the others were leaning back and smiling in anticipation, one or two she noticed had had to ease their crotches.
	"Perhaps you would care to show us, then we can be the judges."
	Julia felt her mouth go suddenly dry. Fearing was one thing, it actually happening was another. He might even end up making her strip naked, out here in the open air, in full view of his guests and any member of the household who might pass by, and there was nothing she could do but obey.
	She hesitated briefly, aware of the sudden trembling in her limbs. The men had all fallen silent, their eyes fixed on her as she raised her hands slowly up to her halter top, her fingers fumbling at the first button.
	"Hold on there, Mr Nico," said one of the guests. "It seems to me that maybe Harry should get her stripped. He seems to have had some practice already."
	Except for poor Julia, everyone seemed to be thoroughly amused at the suggestion. Mr Nico grinned broadly and nodded to Harry, who was eager enough to get up from his seat.
	He moved quickly, pressing close up behind her, his hands coming up to cup and fondle her breasts before reaching for the buttons. Julia trembled at his touch, but she stood as still as she could, her face bright red as all eyes roved over her and his finger came closer.
	Slowly the buttons were slipped loose and then, with a sharp tug that took her by surprise, Harry pulled the garment away from her body, the movement dragging her arms down behind her back so that to the watching men her breasts appeared to burst free from their confinement, jutting strongly up and out, her nipples already erect, bringing a low murmur of appreciation.
	For a few moments Harry showed her off and Julia blushed anew as she was turned this way and that, her breasts constantly fondled, lifted, held out for inspection and comment.
	"You have no bra," accused Mr Nico. "Why have you no bra?"
	This time she was speechless.
	"Coming here bold as brass with no bra! That is inexcusable!"
	Still she said nothing. She knew that explanations would be useless.
	"Nothing to say? Let's hope it doesn't mean you have nothing under that skirt. Now that would be really bad."
	She wriggled and squirmed and blushed, and bit her lip, and said nothing.
	"OK, Harry, we can all see that you like playing with her tits so let's see if she's wearing panties before we all die of old age here."
	Everyone laughed again at Mr Nico's crude joke and Harry turned her so that she faced forward again. His fingers fumbled at the fastening of her skirt. The brief garment finally came loose and fell to the ground about her feet to reveal the soft inviting curve of her belly.
	"Dear me!" said Mr Nico. "The brazen hussy!" He puffed out a cloud of blue smoke which hovered in the still air. "We may as well see her properly, Harry."
	"Right, Mr Nico Sir! C'mon, girl, get those legs open. Everybody wants to see what you've got down there."
	Suiting his actions to his words, Harry thrust his leg forward between her thighs, forcing them apart and at the same time pressing hard against her bottom, pushing her belly outwards so that once again Julia flushed red at the thought of how lewdly she was being displayed. Then she felt his hand slipping quickly down between her parted thighs and yet more humiliation followed as the lips of her sex were stroked and teased open for all to see.
	"Jeez, look at her, guys!" said one of the guests. "The randy bitch is getting turned on! And Harry hardly touched her yet!"
	Julia shut her eyes in shame, painfully aware of the growing wetness between the open lips of her sex, a wetness she seemed powerless to prevent whenever she was held open and exposed before strangers like this. The very fact of her unwilling or slavelike exposure seemed to spur her arousal. She felt herself swelling and opening even wider.
	She knew that all the men around the table were now staring intently at her and that soon, very soon, they would reach out to touch her, but a tremor still ran through her as she felt the first brush of Mr Nico's fingers between her parted thighs.
	"Nice tight slit," commented Mr Nico. "Nice bush too, but I think we'll have that shaved off. Give us a better view, eh?"
	There was a murmur of agreement.
	As he talked and discussed her body, Mr Nico stroked his fingers lightly but firmly back and forth along her crease, arousing her still further until despite her determination to conceal her feelings she moaned softly, squirming down against his teasing touch as she felt her sex lips parting wider and wider, her juices flowing freely under the insistent stimulation.
	Without warning, Mr Nico pushed. Two fingers slipped wetly and intrusively up inside her. She gasped out another low moan, part passion and part despair at her body's betrayal of her arousal as the muscles of her sex contracted strongly on the offending fingers.
	Mr Nico grunted and withdrew just as suddenly as he had entered her, wiping himself dry on the soft flesh of her inner thigh while she sagged limply back against Harry, her limbs trembling and her belly throbbing with frustrated need.
	"That's one tight little cunt she's got there and she's really hot for it, damned near dragged my whole hand in there."
	Julia flinched at the coarse comments, shamed by the knowledge that they were fully justified by the manner in which she had reacted to Mr Nico's fondling. And then, as she knew it would, the order came for Harry to turn her around so that her rear could be inspected.
	As before, her legs were spread wide apart and this time she was was bent forward. She gritted her teeth as she felt hands squeezing her buttocks, almost certainly Mr Nico's hands. Then they prised the rounded cheeks apart and probed ruthlessly down into the deep crease, lingering around the tightly puckered opening before she was released and turned to face the table once more as Harry returning to his chair, leaving her standing there, alone and humiliated, her hands clasped behind her back, dreading whatever was to come next.
	Mr Nico watched her closely for a few moments, then tapped the thick file which was lying ominous and open upon the table before him.
	Stand up straight," he said mildly, and Julia immediately found herself springing to attention, like a soldier in front of an officer.
	He smiled at this, a smile of gratification, but she knew it would not soften him.
	"Well, Julia, it seems to me that what this file here says about you is pretty much true and that you are one horny little bitch, coming to my house with no underwear and aggravating my chauffeur and everything. Would you agree with that?"
	She hardly hesitated. She was learning fast. "Yes, sir."
	"Yes Sir, what?"
	"Yes Sir, I am a horny little bitch."
	"Worthless?"
	"Yes Sir. I am a worthless horny little bitch."
	"Randy!" he said. "I think randy is a better word for you than horny."
	"Yes Sir."
	"Yes Sir, what?"
	"Yes Sir, randy is a better word for me than horny. I am a worthless randy little bitch."
	It was all so very unfair, but she had no doubts about the answers that Mr Nico required, nor about the consequences of giving the wrong answer: it would merely excuse another beating or worse. Here, as at the prison, her fate was way beyond her control. She was just a pretty plaything, a living doll in the hands of cruel and powerful men, a creature to whom no consideration need be given and who had nobody to complain to and nowhere to run to.
	Mr Nico nodded slowly, obviously pleased with her submissive and ready reply.
	"You understand that worthless randy little bitches must be cured of their waywardness?"
	"Yes, Sir."
	"Yes Sir, what?"
	She hardly hesitated. There was no point in provoking him. "Yes Sir, randy little bitches must be cured of their waywardness."
	"And you are sure that you are a worthless randy little bitch?"
	She hesitated, but not for long. She was frightened of the gleam in his eyes as he reached out for the file.
	"Y-yes, Sir."
	"Do you think we should start upon curing you now?"
	"N-n-y-y-yes. Yes Sir. You should start upon me now."
	"What is the best way to cure a worthless little bitch of her waywardness?"
	"I think -"
	"Yes?"
	"I think you should beat her, Sir."
	"Gently?"
	"Yes, Sir." He rose to his feet, glaring at her. "No, Sir. Hard, Sir." She saw an eyebrow rise. "Very hard, Sir."
	"Is that what you want? To be beaten?"
	"Y-yes, Sir."
	"Do you beg to be beaten?"
	"Yes, Sir. I beg to be beaten, Sir. I beg to be beaten hard. Very hard, Sir."
	"Very well, if that if what you wish. You may prepare yourself."
	Julia bent forward and gripped her ankles.
	"No, with your arse towards us. Good! And keep your legs straight, no bending your knees... shall we blindfold her?"
	"Good idea."
	"There... closer to me, Julia, yes shuffle backwards a little, so I can touch you..."
	"Let's all touch her!"
	"Yes, the rest of us haven't had a feel yet!"
	"I like to feel them trembling."
	"Me too - and a nip or two while she's blindfolded will help get her in the mood."
	Julia shuddered, hating the thought of what they were going to do to her and hating even more the prospect of not being able to see what was coming.
	Mr Nico produced a strip of black velvet from his pocket and reached forward to tie it tightly over her eyes, plunging her into total darkness.
	"Carry on then," he said. "Have a good feel, my friends... And you, Julia, you stay down, just like that - keep your legs straight, mind - feet just a little further apart, my friends may wish to get up between them."
	"Right! Best place for a nip, what!"
	Mr Nico sank back into his chair, a satisfied smirk on his thin lips, and again lifted the bell from the table to summon the butler while his friends closed in around Julia's bent and offered body, reaching eagerly for her. There were only three of them, but she felt as though there were hands all over her, touching and stroking at first and then becoming bolder, more insistent. Fingers trailed up the inside of her parted thighs, lingering around the soft inviting lips of her sex.
	At the same time, hands cupped and fondled her breasts. Her nipples were pulled and twisted until she cried out aloud, staggering forward and almost losing her balance.
	Then someone pushed two fingers a little way into her slit, commenting crudely on how wet she already was, and then they were pulled free and pressed to her lips to be licked clean while another took his place.
	They tormented her without mercy, skilfully keeping her aroused while making sure she was not pushed to the brink of orgasm, laughing as she writhed under their hands.
	By the time Soames arrived she was gasping, squirming desperately under the relentless teasing assault.
	"Was there something, Sir?" enquired Soames, standing at Nico's elbow.
	"You may clear the table."
	"Yes, Mr Nico."
	"Bring more brandy and cigars."
	"Yes, Mr Nico."
	"And, I think, the crop."
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTEEN
 
 
	As Soames made his slow and stately progress back to the verandah, the men gave Julia a few farewell gropes and a pinch or two and reluctantly resumed their seats at the table, leaving her alone and thoroughly humiliated as she stood there, blindfold, bent over and keeping a tight grip on her ankles, knees straight despite the ache that was rapidly growing in her thighs and calves. She bit her lips as she fought down disgust and nausea and dread of the beating soon to come.
	On the large silver tray that Soames was carrying, and somehow not looking at all out of place beside the cigars and brandy decanter, lay a slender leather riding crop, polished and oiled, gleaming wickedly in the rays of the sun.
	For a few moments an expectant hush fell over the party as everyone looked from Julia to the crop, from the crop to Julia. Even blindfolded as she was, bent down as she was, she sensed it and knew that action of some sort was on its way. She heard an amused murmur from the men as her bottom twitched in dread.
	Then a chair was pulled out clear of the table and everyone gathered close round as she was brought to it and made to bend over its back and stretch down to grasp its front legs.
	Her buttocks tightened into a smooth curve, the hard wood pressing firmly into the soft flesh of her belly as they did so.
	In a similar situation at the prison, she would have parted her thighs without any instruction, but the thought of the crop she had heard ordered but had not seen, and of how it would feel as it smacked down across her taut flesh, made her so nervous that she kept her legs close together as if to afford herself some small protection.
	"You know better than that, Julia!" said Mr Nico mockingly. "You asked to be beaten, remember? This wasn't our idea -you said you were a worthless randy whore who asked to be beaten. Hard, you said. Very hard. You begged for it, did you not? So open your legs, girl. Come on, wider, wider, we need that backside good and firm, we need a target."
	Everyone laughed again and Julia flushed deep red as she shuffled her legs further and further apart, knowing that the instruction had less to do with any required tautness in her buttocks than Mr Nico's desire to have her spread wide and shameless while he beat her.
	Behind her she could hear the men murmuring among themselves as her thighs were spread wider and wider apart until at last she was forced to push up onto her toes to relieve the sharp, digging pain of the chair back pressed against her belly so that her bottom jutted out and up, the rounded cheeks well parted and taut and Mr Nico grunted his satisfaction as he felt her.



	Julia struggled to control her breathing and her emotions, for although the awful prospect of being flogged with the crop was filling her with dread, that same prospect was also exciting her, the perverse excitement heightened by the lewd manner in which she was being made to display herself to the men, bent and spread so helplessly, the lips of her sex gaping wide for all to see, her breasts swaying gently as they hung down, rounded and firm, the nipples still hard and erect from the earlier fondling.
	Then he removed the blindfold, and she flinched as she saw the tray and the crop lying on the table in front of her. Her eyes drawn as irresistibly to them as a moth to a flame. She longed to be told how many strokes she was to receive, but dared not ask, dared make no sound at all for fear it would make the beating start.
	Tension grew in her with every moment that passed, until after what seemed an age of waiting, Mr Nico reached out and picked up the crop and everything went quiet as Julia sucked in her breath, closing her eyes and bracing herself for the first, stinging cut.
	Swish! Thwack!
	Tensed and braced though she was, Julia was wholly unprepared for the searing pain which ripped through her flanks as Mr Nico whipped the crop down hard and fast across her tightly drawn flesh and she yelled out at once, her cry high pitched and anguished, her body writhing against the hard, unyielding wood of the chair as the fierce heat flared through her.
	Appreciative murmurs and cries of encouragement came from close behind as she struggled to control herself, knowing how obscenely spread she already was.
	Swish! Thwack!
	She had barely calmed herself when the second blow whistled in, laying another fiery stripe close alongside the first and setting her writhing and squirming all over again, hot tears springing from her eyes and dripping onto the chair.
	Shamefully, and almost worse than the intense sting of the crop, was the burning sensation between her thighs as the heat of the thrashing spread out rapidly, reaching deep into her sex. The lips swelled quickly and insistently in response to both the beating and her humiliating and submissive exposure, betraying her once again by her body's growing arousal.
	Swish! Whack!
	Julia bucked and howled again, her knuckles white as she held her desperate grip on the legs of the chair, her breasts swinging wildly in time with the frantic thrashing of her hips as the third savage stroke cracked down.
	Three strokes only and already her bottom felt on fire, her spirit sapped enough to plead for mercy and then, unbelievably, through the tears misting her eyes, she saw Mr Nico replacing the crop on the tray. She sobbed with relief at the realisation that the beating was over, her fears returning almost at once to her now very obvious state of arousal and the fact that she had not been told to rise from the chair.
	Thick fingers, cool against her heated skin, brushed over the curve of her buttocks and she flinched, whimpering softly as Mr Nico traced slowly and deliberately around the area he had whipped. And then, equally slowly, he traced back across her bottom, fingers sliding along the deep cleft and on down into the wet, inviting slit of her sex, her body responding immediately to his touch, the hot swollen lips quivering and contracting strongly around him as he penetrated her.
	She knew she should show some resistance, but couldn't stifle a low moan as he began to work his finger back and forth inside her, teasing her, arousing her further until she could contain herself no longer, her hips thrusting blatantly and shamelessly back towards him, urging him deeper into the hot, wet pit of her belly.
	Soft sucking sounds came from between her thighs as Mr Nico pushed deeper in and out of her, the lips of her sex clamped firmly around his probing fingers and she shuddered in despair at how easily she had been aroused and how obviously she was betraying that arousal.
	Mr Nico saw her shudder and withdrew his fingers at once, reaching forward underneath her belly to wipe them dry on the blonde down of her pubic hair, his action both insolent and uncaring of her feelings.
	"Never come across a girl who got worked up so quickly. You won't believe how wet she is down there. Tight too, real tight."
	"Great!"
	"Good show!"
	"A real whore if ever I saw one!"
	They were all laughing and chattering as Julia was finally helped to rise from her submissive position, but not before every man present had taken a turn to run his hands around the still quivering lips of her sex and the hard, swollen buds of her nipples, each one commenting to the others in the crudest terms on her aroused condition and each one, by his lewd attentions, stimulating her yet further until by the time she was allowed to stand she was trembling on the brink of release and would willingly have given herself to any or indeed all of them.
	"I think she really wants to be fucked now, Nico."
	"You going to screw her now, Nico?"
	"If you don't, I will. She's sure as hell ready for it."
	The coarse comments buzzed around her and Julia blushed a deep crimson as she realised that she must indeed look wanton and shameless as she stood facing them, her legs apart as before revealing the parted and swollen lips of her sex for all to see, her gorgeous breasts heaving and hard nippled, the heavy musk of her arousal strong in the air.
	But Mr Nico waved them all back to their seats.
	"Plenty time for that later, guys. I'm sure she'll be willing to accommodate you all, but remember she's carrying my mark, so you'll need my permission."
	Julia looked puzzled, unable to relate the thrashing he'd given her to his talk of a mark of ownership and seeing her confusion, Mr Nico gestured her to turn around and held up the silver tray like a mirror so she could see herself.
	"See, Julia? My mark - right there for all to see."
	By craning her head around, Julia could see her buttocks clearly reflected in the tray, the side on which she'd been beaten bearing a broad patch of angry red and in the centre of that patch, in an even deeper and darker red, three thin welts in the form of the letter 'N'.
	"If it fades too quick I can always freshen it up a little."
	Mr Nico grinned broadly, his fingers trailing lightly along the length of the crop still lying on the table, so easily available should he wish to use it. Julia couldn't repress a shudder at the memory of its savage bite. Never before had she experienced such a concentration of pain, and she hoped fervently that the mark would take a long time to fade away.
	"Now, because I own you so to speak, I think it's time you got used to what I expect from you for as long as you stay in my house. Come and stand here."
	Mr Nico was sitting back in his chair, and gestured for her to stand in front of him, while the others looked on eagerly to see what he proposed to do with her.
	Julia wondered too, her legs shaking as she walked across the porch, her eyes fixed on Mr Nico, anxious to please.
	"Laying that whip across your ass and watching you get all worked up like some bitch in heat has got me kind of excited too. Do you know what I mean"
	Julia knew exactly what he meant and watched, dry mouthed, her heart pounding as Mr Nico drew down the zipper of his jeans and pulled his engorged cock free.
	"Now what I want you to do, Julia, is to sit yourself down on my lap and make this go away. 'm sure you've had plenty practice and maybe you'll even begin to enjoy yourself a little. We like to see girls having a good time, don't we guys?"
	Torn between shame and desire, Julia stared down at Mr Nico's jutting erection while behind her cries of encouragement mingled with mocking laughter at her plight. She knew there could be no avoiding the degrading act of being made to fuck Mr Nico so publicly. And deep down inside herself she knew she did not want to avoid it. Her body was responding to an urgent need to have his cock buried deep in her aching vagina.
	Any cock at all!
	"Well?"
	Mr Nico's hand was loosely circling his cock, fingers sliding slowly up and down as he worked himself harder, his gaze fixed on her face as he stretched his legs forward so that she could straddle him all the easier.
	There was nothing to be gained by hesitating, only the certainty of another thrashing if he became impatient or, worse, if she failed to satisfy him completely.
	Moistening her lips nervously, she moved forward to straddle him, seeing his hands reaching out for her, feeling him grasping her hips, positioning her until she stood, legs spread, directly over his upthrust cock, her belly so close to his face that she could feel his breath hot against her skin.
	Slowly, so as not to lose her balance, she bent her knees, splaying her thighs wider and lowering herself until she could feel the first brush of his cock on her sex, the lips parted and wet to receive him.
	Behind her, the men gathered around the table fell silent. But she could almost feel their eyes boring into her back as they looked on in eager anticipation. She knew without any doubt whatsoever that at some time, probably very soon, she would be made to satisfy them too.
	The thought sent a tingle of excitement pulsing through her, and then Mr Nico tugged insistently at her hips, pulling her further forward and down until his cock slid easily along her dripping slit and penetrated her.
	"Now!"
	Taking a deep breath, she lowered herself further, taking him fully, the pliant walls of her vagina stretching to take the thickness of the engorged head of his cock, the whole throbbing length of him impaling her as she settled herself fully onto his lap, grinding her hips against him in a surge of sweet release.
	He smiled then, his hands reaching up to take hold of her breasts, pressing them together, squeezing the firm rounded flesh so that her nipples swelled to a new hardness, jutting proudly out towards his face.
	"Nice tits. Very nice tits."
	Julia moaned softly, eyes half closed, despising herself for the way in which she had so readily submitted to Mr Nico's desires yet revelling in her arousal and the mounting feeling of excitement as she felt her climax approaching. Arching her back she thrust her breasts forward, almost willing Mr Nico to kiss or caress them, feeling his breath hot against her nipples as he brought his face closer, then his tongue darted out, working at one tight swollen bud and something seemed to explode inside her.
	The lewd way in which her body had been exposed, the harsh sting of the crop and the degradation of being made to fuck Mr Nico as a source of cheap entertainment for the watching men, all these things combined in a kind of sexual madness which suddenly gripped her. Mr Nico, his guests, Soames the butler, all were forgotten, her whole being was now focused on the tongue teasing her nipples and the thick hard cock buried deep in her belly as she gave in to the all consuming demands of her body's need for release.
	Without thought, driven by the tension building inside her, she began to move steadily up and down on Mr Nico's lap, grinding her hips hard against him on each down stroke, forcing him deeper and deeper.
	Her muscles tightened around him and she could feel him sucking urgently at her nipples as his own excitement mounted and then her orgasm burst and as though from a long way off she could hear herself gasping and sobbing as she pumped her hips desperately up and down, each penetration dragging a fresh cry from her lips.
	Mr Nico's hands closed tight around her breasts, squeezing hard, dragging her down into his lap, and it seemed to Julia that his cock hardened even more, swelling up inside her, and then his own orgasm burst, jets of hot, creamy sperm spurting deep into her.
	For a few more moments Julia's orgasm sustained her, then she sagged limply down onto Mr Nico's lap, her eyes closed and her breasts heaving as she gasped for breath.
	A babble of excited comment from the men looking on roused her and then she felt Mr Nico's hands at her hips once more, lifting her this time and pushing her backwards, his push causing her to stumble as her legs trembled from a sudden rush of exhaustion and then she was standing submissively in front of him once more, her heart pounding as she watched him stretch out in his chair.
	His cock hung limply, smeared with her own juices, white flecks of sperm still dribbling across the rapidly shrinking glans. He pushed his legs out straight, gesturing her to come closer and straddle him once more.
	She understood immediately and bent low over his lap, running her tongue quickly around her lips before bending even lower to take him fully into her mouth.
	Her position thrust her hips and buttocks well up and out behind her, providing yet another lewd display to Mr Nico's guests, but she ignored the by now inevitable comments, concentrating instead on working her lips steadily back and forth along his cock, her mouth full of the taste of her own so recent arousal overlain with the sharp, salty tang of sperm, until at last he grunted his satisfaction and she was allowed to stand upright once more.
	"Soames!"
	"Yes, Mr Nico, Sir?"
	"I'll leave Julia in your charge for now. Have her cleaned up and shave her cunt good and smooth and then bring her back here. About an hour should be enough, I think."
	"Certainly, Sir. May I take the crop"
	Mr Nico gazed steadily at Julia and she felt her legs beginning to tremble again.
	"In case I should have need of it, Sir," added Soames.
	"Oh, I see. Certainly, Soames. But be sure to bring it back."
	"Of course, Sir."
	She could feel all eyes on her flaming naked bottom, feel it glowing for their ribald amusement as she was led meekly away towards the big house.
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FOURTEEN
 
 
	As Soames led her into the house, Julia at last had time to take stock of her surroundings, noting the thickness of the carpets and the obviously expensive quality of the furnishings and paintings.
	There were paintings, too, of formidable people - presumably Mr Nico's ancestors.
	There were real people too, both guests and servants, a few of whom took time out to stand and stare at her as she passed, their eyes taking in the firm swell of her breasts before dropping to the flat plane of her belly, lingering on the wispy vee of hairs at the apex of her thighs, between which she could feel the still puffy lips of her sex plainly parted and visible.
	But most of those she saw, particularly the servants, seemed to accept her condition as a matter of course. No doubt many unfortunate girls had been the guests of Mr Nico, and no doubt others would be in the future!
	The sense of how exposed and how vulnerable she was in this house so full of strangers seemed to intensify her feeling of arousal in much the same manner she had experienced back at the centre whenever she had been required to parade naked for the amusement of the warders. Rather than flinch from the attention she was receiving, she found herself walking proudly erect, shoulders thrust back to further emphasise the proud jutting of her breasts.
	At last they passed through a plain unmarked door at the back of the house and she was led into the staff quarters. Now the paint work was plainer and only cheap austere carpet covered the floor of the long corridor leading down to a kitchen area.
	The corridor was lined with doors, and Soames halted Julia outside the first and motioned her inside. She was to to wait until someone came to attend to her.
	The wait was only a few minutes but quite long enough for her to examine the whole room, so sparsely was it furnished. A hard looking and narrow single bed along with a stiff backed wooden chair comprised the only items of furniture. The floor was covered in the same cheap carpet as the corridor outside, and a screened alcove contained a toilet, washbasin and shower with a small collection of toiletries and a toothbrush on a small shelf.
	The window was uncurtained and barred while the door itself was operated by a self locking knob that could only be opened from outside the room, confirming her fears that she was to be kept firmly under lock and key while she remained at the house.
	Even as she completed the brief inspection, Soames returned. He was carrying a covered tray which he set down on the floor just inside the doorway before regarding Julia with undisguised interest.
	"You can have something to eat and then take a shower, but don't hang about because I'll be back in fifteen minutes and you'll need to be ready."
	There was barely time to nod in acknowledgement before he was gone, the door closed and locked firmly behind him. Julia shrugged in resignation as she realised that here, as at the prison, she was going to be made to do everything in a rush with hardly time to draw breath or relax.
	Removing the cover of the tray she discovered a glass of milk and a ham sandwich, both of which she gulped down quickly as she headed for the shower, very mindful of the deadline she'd been given and unwilling to give anyone at all cause for complaint.
	Unlike at the prison where the showers were frequently cold or at best lukewarm, she was delighted to discover a mixer tap which allowed her to select a range of temperatures. For a few moments she luxuriated under a hot spray before grabbing the soap and washing herself very thoroughly. She let the spray rinse her clean before repeating the whole operation, relishing the small luxury of the hot water so that at first she was unaware that Soames had returned and was watching her from just outside the alcove.
	"Alright, come out now."
	Startled at how quickly the time had passed, Julia turned off the water and stepped dripping from the shower. She looked round in vain for a towel and realised somewhat belatedly that she hadn't in fact noticed one earlier. Soames seemed unconcerned that she was now dripping water all over the floor.
	"It's better to be wet while I shave you."
	"Shave me?"
	"Yes." He was becoming impatient. "Shave you." He pointed, a rude gesture. "Down there!"
	"Oh but -"
	"Come, now, you know Mr Nico said it must be done. Kneel up on the bed and do as I tell you."
	Even though she was apprehensive at the prospect of having her pubic hairs shaved, a small thrill of excitement ran through Julia as she scrambled onto the narrow bed and and, as Soames directed, spread her thighs wide before leaning back to support the weight of her body on her arms, elbows bent so that her back arched strongly. The prominent mound of her pubis thrusting up and towards his more than interested gaze.
	He had also brought another tray, this one holding a small bowl of water, a disposable razor, a short bristled brush and a spray can from which he applied a few thick dabs of shaving foam around Julia's belly and inner thighs before picking up the brush and working it into a smooth, creamy lather.
	Julia leaned back, not trusting herself to watch without shaking, her eyes fixed on a point just above the window. Her face flushed hotly as the brush was worked in repeated circles across her belly and down between her parted thighs, tickling insistently against the sensitive lips of her vagina again and again until she could feel herself beginning to quiver in response to the stimulation, her breath shortening into quick, panting gasps.
	Delighted and very conscious of the stimulating effect the repeated brushing was causing her, he continued his work until Julia's belly and inner thighs and also the deep crease between her buttocks were covered with an even layer of foam. Then he laid the brush aside and reached for the razor, placing one hand flat against Julia's straining belly, pushing gently but firmly down, tightening the skin.
	Julia shivered at his intrusive touch, and then blushed an even deeper red as she felt him increasing the pressure on her belly, pulling her skin even tighter until the lips of her sex parted. She sucked in her breath as she felt the first touch of the razor and forced herself to lie still as the blade was worked across her stretched skin in short, rasping sweeps.
	She didn't dare to look as she felt the blade between her thighs, the deliberate sweeping movements becoming shorter and shorter as Soames shaved carefully along the lips of her sex, pressing harder against her belly as she did so, pushing the lips well out against the edge of the blade.
	"Turn around and bend forward. Keep your legs open."
	Julia obeyed quickly, burying her face in the pillow as she pushed her bottom up, feeling Soames applying pressure now to her buttocks, opening the crease there wider yet. Then once more she felt the passage of the razor, moving in short, tight sweeps, the harsh rasping setting her nerves on edge.
	"Almost finished! Just stay the way you are."
	Julia felt relief flooding through her as the blade was lifted from between her legs for the last time, but then she blushed hot once more as she felt it replaced by Soames' fingers, probing carefully along the still open lips of her sex and up along the crease of her backside.
	"Hold still."
	Julia had no intention of doing anything else, but she couldn't avoid flinching as she felt the cold metal of a pair of tweezers pressing hard up against the puckered mouth of her anus, and second later she yelped out loud as an errant hair was plucked sharply loose.
	Three more hairs which had escaped the pass of the razor were plucked in an equally painful but effective manner, causing Julia to cry aloud each time, tears pricking her eyes before Soames pronounced himself fully satisfied with his work.
	"You can get up now and wash yourself, but don't take all day."
	Julia hurried to the shower once more, peering down as she washed herself to see how different she looked. She wished that there was a mirror so that she could view herself more fully.
	Soames had left her a towel this time, and as she dried herself Julia couldn't help but let her hands linger on her belly, amazed at how smooth she was and wondering what effect her shorn sex would have on Nico and his friends.
	She was still wondering, fingers idly trailing over her belly, when the door opened and Soames entered once more.
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FIFTEEN
 
 
	If Soames felt irritated at the fact that she was not fully ready and waiting, he concealed it well, standing impassively by the door as she hurried to finish drying herself. She was suddenly very conscious of her newly denuded state and some last vestige of modesty caused her to hold the towel in front of her body for a few moments longer than was necessary, before flinging it onto the bed and following the butler from the room.
	This time, although she still forced herself to walk proud and erect, she was more aware of the attention she was attracting both from the guests and servants she passed on the way. Some commented loudly and at length on her exposed sex, so that by the time she was led once more onto the verandah she was flushed with embarrassment and longing to be allowed to cover herself, even for a few moments.
	Harry had left, presumably to go about his work, but otherwise the group was as before. They all turned to stare long and searchingly at her shaven mound until she flushed even more hotly, unsure of what they required of her.
	"Over here, girl. Up on the table so we can all have a real good look at you."
	Chairs were shifted back and she was soon hoisted onto the table. Her bottom was placed right on the edge so that she had to push her hands down hard behind her and lean back a little to hold the position. Then she found her thighs spread wide, openly displaying the smoothly naked lips of her sex for all to see.
	The reaction was immediate, the men crowding in close, hands reaching out to stroke along her wide parted lips, pulling at the smooth flesh, opening her further. She screwed her eyes shut as she felt fat fingers venturing insolently up inside her, until once more her body began to respond to the crude exploration. Her shocked emotions were torn between desire and shame as her state of arousal became obvious.
	"Hey, Nico, you were right - this sure is one hot little bitch we've got here."
	"Yeah, how's about we have us a little fun right now?"
	Julia felt her heart beat faster and turned her head, forcing herself to look at Nico who was still sitting relaxed in his chair. She belonged to him now. His mark was still there, she could feel it stinging her behind.
	Only he could stop this deeply shameful display of her body. But his reply plunged her into despair.
	"You all know the rules. Tell her what you want and she can ask me for permission."
	The man who presumably wanted her most, the fat pig who already had two fat fingers firmly planted deep in her sex, working them slowly back and forth so that she had to struggle to overcome the desire to writhe up against him, now reached up to fondle her breast, his face pushed close to hers so that she could feel his breath hot on her cheek.
	"Well, girl, you heard the man. You're obviously ready to be fucked and I aim to be the one to do it."
	Julia was confused, not quite sure what was required, but a sharp nip at her breast, combined with yet more urgent thrusting of the fingers burrowing into her, prodded her into speech.
	Her face flushed hot and her voice shook with humiliation as she spoke.
"Please, Sir, one of your guests would like to fuck me."
	There, she'd said it. A wave of relief washed over her. But Nico wasn't prepared to let her moment of humiliation pass so easily.
	"So?"
	"So - so - so may he fuck me, Sir?"
	"Do you want him to fuck you?"
	She did not! Not this pig of a brute! Please not! Anyone but him! But she shuddered, recognising the trap.
	"Er -"
	"Well, would you or would you not?"
	"If - well, yes, if it would please you, Master."
	"What do you think, Julia?"
	"I - I - I don't know -"
	"But certainly it would please me. Am I not known as a generous host?"
	Laughter rang out all around her and Julia shuddered again, wishing that the earth would open and swallow her up but knowing too how aroused she was becoming, how much her body was desperate to be penetrated, here, right now, even by such a crude pig. Yes, she realised, even by the pig and even in full in of Nico and his guests.
	"The thing is, Julia, would it please you?"
	"Yes, Sir."
	"Yes, Sir, what?"
	"Yes, Sir, I'm a randy little bitch who wants to be fucked." She paused. "Even by this man!"
	There were roars of laughter at that.
	"Please!" she added.
	Nico paused for a few moments as if considering the matter carefully. Then he shrugged.
	"OK then, if you're so desperate, he can fuck you."
	More laughter and whoops of delight rang out, and Julia felt her hands lifted clear of the table, a persistent pressure pulling her back to lie spread flat across the table.
	"Hey, Nico, I want to fuck her too."
	"Yeah and me!"
	"Come on, Julia, ask Nico for permission. Ask if we can all have his permission to fuck you!"
	She was hauled upright again, her face crimson as she repeated her request.
	"Please, Sir, the other guests want to fuck me too."
	"Fine by me! Do you want them to fuck you?"
	Julia desperately longed to say no to this additional degradation but dared not, knowing that she would be punished and then forced to undergo the ordeal anyway.
	"Yes, please, Sir, I want them all to fuck me."
	As she made the statement she closed her eyes in shame, but Nico persisted, taunting her, delighting in her humiliation. "Seems to me you're just a little slut, Julia."
	"Yes, Master, I suppose I am a slut."
	"Well, that's fine. Sluts should be fucked at every opportunity. OK guys, she's all yours."
	This time there were no further interruptions. She was pushed down onto her back, her legs still spread wide, hanging over the edge, her arms hauled back over her head so that her breasts thrust straight up, the swollen red buds of her nipples jutting sharply to the sky.
	"Pull her forward a little. Yeah, like that."
	She forced herself to relax as she was pulled into an even more obscene position, buttocks now clear of the table edge so that her thighs could be spread even wider apart. And yet, perversely, the very lewdness of her exposure was causing her heart to beat faster and her breath to quicken, an inner thrill of excitement pulsing deep within as she awaited the first penetration.
	"Hey, bitch - open those great big eyes of yours and take a look at what's coming to you."
	Obediently she opened her eyes and raised her head up slightly, peering down between the jutting swell of her breasts to the prominent mound of her belly and, just visible, like an open gash, the red puffed up lips of her sex. And beyond them was the thick, uprisen cock of the man whom she thought of as a pig and who would soon take her with no thought other than his own pleasure and the need to impress his friends with his prowess and control over her.
	Even that thought excited her and as though under their own control she felt her hips rising towards him, her eyes fixed firmly on the smooth engorged head of his cock as it swayed between her parted thighs.
	"That's good, real good, one of you guys hold the bitch up like that so she can watch."
	One of the men waiting his turn with her stepped forward, placing one hand behind her head, pushing her chin forward onto her chest, his other hand moulding itself around her breast, squeezing her firm flesh while at the same time holding her down on the table.
	As he did so, the man between her thighs entered her, taking her hard and quickly as she'd known he would, his stiff cock thrusting deep into her, his hands coming down to close around her buttocks, gripping tight and holding her steady as he withdrew and thrust again.
	Something strangely like relief flowed through her at the first thrust and she moaned softly, feeling the warm wetness flooding through her belly and the first pulsing contractions deep in her vagina that she knew heralded the onset of orgasm and she longed for the freedom to raise her hips higher to meet his thrusts as between her splayed thighs the man continued to pump her, intent only on achieving his own release, his smile broadening with each thrust, his belly smacking loud and wetly against her.
	His fingers tightened around her buttocks, digging sharply into her taut, tender flesh until she cried out loud, squirming desperately against his restraining grip, and then he was coming, his body stiffening against hers, cock thrust and held deep inside her, hot, creamy sperm jetting up into her even as she almost reached her own climax, the walls of her vagina contracting hard around him as he shrank and slipped free.
	"Did she come?"
	"No. You were too quick."
	"Couldn't help it - gee, she's so tight, almost sucked the spunk right out of me."
	More laughter rang around the table as the first man stepped back, red faced, panting for breath.
	"My turn now. Come on, let me at it while it's still hot."
	The man who had been holding her up pushed forward between her legs. His cock, already hard and erect, brushed up against her belly as he reached once more for her breasts, his hands closing firmly over them, pressing them together, his thumbs stroking roughly across her nipples as he entered her in one smooth movement.
	Again Julia gasped, squirming against him as his belly pressed hard up against hers. Then he began to thrust, slowly, deliberately, his fingers working all the while at her nipples, his friends calling out in encouragement as she writhed beneath him.
	"C'mon, Joe, make her come. Boy, just look at those tits! Any harder and they'll burst!"
	More laughter.
	Shameless, in the grip of her mounting orgasm, Julia writhed about the table, long, slow contractions rippling down the length of her vagina, spreading up into her belly, her climax building rapidly until she came, breath rasping in her throat, hips thrusting and jerking back against the thick stem of cock that impaled her, the lips of her sex tightening around it, gripping hard as he continued fucking her, driving her on to new heights of release until she cried out loud and then he in his turn came, filling her gaping, dripping slit with his semen, the sticky fluid spurting from her already full vagina and splattering her thighs.
	Of the third man she remembered little apart from his hands working roughly over her breasts and the steady insistent pounding between her thighs as he fucked her through a daze of seemingly endless orgasms that left her finally drained and breathless, her body splayed limply across the table, her hard-nippled breasts still throbbing, the tightly drawn flesh of her belly still trembling, her skin glistening with a sheen of perspiration.
	Dimly she was aware that they had finished with her. Their voices, loud with laughter, receded into the distance and she realised for now she had satisfied them all.
	Not quite all!
	Bring the little slut over here."
	Nico sounded calm in contrast to the excitement still being shown by his guests as they closed in around her once more and dragged her roughly from the table.
	They dumped her on the floor in front of Nico's chair and she struggled to her knees, adopting her submissive posture as he rose to stand over her.
	His tone was mocking as he took in the sight of her splayed and sperm splattered thighs and her heaving hard-nippled breasts.
	"Looks like she had a real good time, guys. What do you say, Julia? Did you enjoy that?"
	"I - I"
	"I asked if you enjoyed that, Julia?"
	There seemed no end to the humiliation. And then a kind of defiance flared through her. Throwing back her shoulders she looked straight up at him, her breasts jutting proudly.
	"Yes! Yes, I bloody well did enjoy it!"
	Nico's eyes flashed and for a few heart stopping moments she feared she had angered him and then he burst out laughing, his hands busy with the zipper of his jeans.
	"I enjoyed watching it. I enjoyed it so much that you're going to have to do something about this!"
	His erect cock swayed in front of her face and without hesitation she leaned forward, her mouth open to receive him. The men who had so recently fucked her crowded close once more, but she ignored them, concentrating only on the hard rod of flesh filling her mouth, straining her lips wide as she sucked him deeper.
	She could feel how aroused he already was and began to move back and forth in a steady rhythm, sucking hard, urged on by the watching guests.
	His climax built rapidly and as long slow pulses began to ripple along the length of him he reached down for her, gripping her shoulders tight.
	Julia knew what was coming and bent more urgently to her task as Nico began to thrust his hips back and forth, fucking her mouth as he would her vagina. Each thrust speared to the back of her throat, filling her mouth with the taste of him. She was held captive by his grip on her shoulders, unable to do anything more than kneel open mouthed in front of him as he took his pleasure with her.
	She could hear his breath quickening, his thrusts came faster, then his cock swelled even harder between her lips and he climaxed, copious jets of sperm slashing back into her throat.
	Still he held her tight and she had no choice but to swallow every drop, gaging and choking a little as the sticky cream slipped down her throat.
	Finally satisfied he pushed her away and she sagged limply to the floor, gasping for breath, breasts heaving.
	It was over now and they left her alone.
 
	Not quite alone!
	A discreet cough caused her to jerk her head to one side and she saw Soames, patiently waiting and watching. She flushed a deep red, very conscious of the spectacle she presented, splayed so lewdly across the table, the musky scent of sex heavy around her, her breasts still red and swollen from the almost constant fondling, her belly and thighs wet and sticky with a mixture of sperm mingled with a good amount her own juices.
	He held out a robe silently and she scrambled to her feet, eyes downcast, humiliated at the thought that he had probably watched the whole of her ordeal and seen her reactions to it.
	The robe was short, barely covering the curve of her behind, the fabric so thin that every contour of her body was boldly outlined as she pulled the belt tight, but at least it afforded her some small measure of comfort and decency as she followed Soames back through the house, seemingly empty now, and at last back to her room, where he left her with instructions to rest.
	There was no need for the instruction. She collapsed onto the bed and within minutes had fallen into a deep, exhausted sleep.
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SIXTEEN
 
 
	Much later, when it was dark outside the barred window, Julia was awakened by Soames, and as earlier he had brought a tray containing a light meal and also the cosmetics which Julia had been allowed to bring with her and as earlier in the day, the instructions she was given were brief and to the point.
	She was to eat, shower again, and attend to her make up and be ready in half an hour. With the experiences of the afternoon still fresh in her mind, Julia longed to ask what lay in store for her then, but she dared not ask outright and in any case Soames was already leaving, the door closing firmly behind him.
	With the knowledge that she had just thirty minutes grace, she gulped down the meal and hurried to the shower, emerging freshly scrubbed and clean with barely enough time to apply a light touch of make-up to her face, before the door lock rattled.
	Her time was up!
	Her heart pounded as she turned to face the door. It was Soames. He was struggling to both hold the door open and at the same time manoeuvre a tall mirror through the gap.
	"Don't just stand there, Miss Julia. Come and help."
	Julia scurried to lend a hand and together they wrestled the heavy mirror into the room and propped it in a corner.
	"Now come and stand over here."
	Julia had noticed that in addition to the mirror, he had brought an assortment of leather straps which he now dumped onto the bed and proceeded to sort through, before turning his attention once more to Julia and subjecting her to a searching inspection.
	Nervously, her eyes fixed on the straps, Julia stood as still as she could while Soames passed an eager hand up her inner thighs and along the lips of her sex and finally, to her acute embarrassment, up the crease of her backside. It was, he realised, to confirm that the hair had not yet begun to show back through where she had been shaved.
	"Good. Still smooth. Now turn around and stand still and do exactly what I tell you."
	Obediently, Julia turned, aware that behind her back he was sorting through the straps lying on the bed. A few moments later she felt a collar being passed around her neck and had to force herself to remain still as the catch snapped shut with a distinct click.
	The width and thickness of the collar obliged her to hold her head up straight but without any restriction on her ability to move it from side to side, and she could feel that at the back of her neck it was shaped into a broad strap that extended down between her shoulder blades to a point about half way down her back.
	She guessed that this was to allow her to be tethered in place, perhaps to a wall or a bed frame, but then Soames reached for her arms, pulling them behind her back and bending her elbows sharply at right angles, pressing the back of her wrists up against the dangling strap.
	Now Julia could feel that the strap itself was divided into two cuffs and he pushed her wrists through and locked each cuff, pinning her arms high up her back, her shoulders drawn sharply back so that her breasts jutted out proudly while she stood, utterly helpless.
	"Turn around now."
	Without a word, Julia turned, her head necessarily held high and her breasts thrusting boldly out.
	But Soames was not yet finished with her.
	He was obviously enjoying himself as he reached down and buckled a broad leather belt around Julia's waist, and although she couldn't see, as with the collar she could feel other straps dandling down behind her, brushing up against her buttocks. In a moment she had guessed what was to happen next and was parting her legs even before the order was given.
	Nodding to himself and even smiling after a fashion in recognition of Julia's ready submission, he reached between Julia's spread thighs, grasping the two thin straps which were hanging down behind and pulling them forward, reaching his other hand around her hips as he did so to ensure that both straps were placed to slip into the crease of her backside as they were pulled through.
	Then, satisfied that all was well, he pulled the straps up between Julia's legs and fastened them into a pair of buckles set into the front of the belt before standing back to survey the result.
	The buckles were set wide apart so that while behind her the straps bedded neatly into her crease, as they were passed further under and up her belly they separated, bordering her shorn pubic mound so as to make a tight leather frame round it.
	Now Soames began to fiddle with the buckles, tightening each strap in turn until the pressure between Julia's thighs mounted, the leather bedding itself deeper and deeper into her backside and, as she realised to her horror, pressing down on her sex, pulling back the outer lips and bedding down firmly into her soft flesh so that her whole sex bulged out from between the confining straps.
	"Now these."
	'These' were a pair of high heeled shoes, the heels so tall that at first Julia feared she would topple over as soon as they were placed on her feet. But after a few moments she found her balance and Soames had her parade up and down the room with frequent pauses for adjustment in the tension of the straps until he was certain that Julia was as fully exposed as possible without her ability to walk being unduly impeded.
	The height of the heels caused her to sway her hips as she walked and with each step she could feel the bulging lips of her vagina rubbing gently together. The sensation was at once exciting and stimulating as she imagined how she must look.
	As she was paraded, Julia caught glimpses of herself in the mirror, but it was only when Soames signalled satisfaction and positioned her right in front of it to take a good look, that she appreciated the effect she would have on whoever saw her restrained in this manner.
	Her head was held high and her breasts jutted firmly and proudly in front of her, the nipples already hard and swollen, while between her thighs the lips of her sex were plainly visible, parted and swollen already as though in lewd invitation.
	The belt around her waist was cinched tight, accentuating the flaring curves of her hips, while the high heeled shoes had tautened every muscle in her legs, which themselves seemed slimmer and longer than she had ever seen them before. She knew without being told that whoever saw her would desire her and that thought, together with the memory of how she had been used earlier that afternoon, sent a thrill racing through her until she shuddered, suddenly eager for whatever new experience lay in store for her.
	As she looked at herself, Soames approached her again and clipped one last strap to a catch set in the front of the collar, a long, thin strap which hung down to trail on the ground and which Julia guessed was intended to serve merely as a leash to lead her along and emphasise her submissive state.
	"Wait!"
	Without another word he left her, and Julia continued to stare at her reflection, fascinated by how helplessly and yet so blatantly she was displayed, her heart beating faster with a heady mixture of trepidation and curiosity. Why was it necessary for her to be so restrained when she had already so amply demonstrated her submission to Nico?
	As she thought of Nico, she turned and strained her neck round to look at the mark he had beaten into her buttocks. The deep red welts were vivid against her pale skin as though she had been branded, and she shuddered again at the memory of the sharp pain. She was hoping that when - when, not if! - that when she was whipped again he would use some other instrument.
	It must have been at least twenty minutes later that her thoughts were interrupted as the door opened once more and she turned to see Soames standing in the doorway, beckoning.
	"Been admiring ourselves, have we, Miss?" He licked his lips. "I have made a good job of you, though I shouldn't really say so myself. You put me in mind of a turkey trussed up for the oven at Christmas!" He ran his hand over her, stroking the places he had shaved. "A very succulent turkey!"
	Julia flushed, but Soames made no further comment as he took the trailing end of the leash in one hand and led her through the house, retracing the steps she had taken that afternoon until they arrived in the hallway.
	There was obviously a party going on as the hall was brightly lit and the sounds of music and conversation could be dimly heard through one of the heavy, carved doors.
	"Wait! Make like a turkey!"
	He sniggered as he tied the free end of the leash around the leg of a small table and then went into the room himself. The sound of a very lively party spilled out into the hallway as he opened the door.
	After a few moments he came back out and Julia felt a surge of nervousness at the thought that she was now to be presented to Nico's guests, but Soames ignored her, walking off instead in the direction of the kitchens and returning with a small group of maids in tow.
	The women made no secret of their interest in Julia, pointing at her and giggling among themselves until Soames warned them to silence and they went in to clear away the dirty dishes, but they all stared openly and giggled again as they passed by on their way back to the kitchens.
	Julia guessed that Nico had ordered her to be brought up early and tethered so openly in view of the servants to drive home the point that she had to do whatever he required of her and so she did her best to ignore the ridicule, standing as still as she could, her head held high and proud.
	At last the dishes were all cleared away and Soames returned to her. He untied the leash. "Come, turkey!" He indicated with a stately nod of his head that the time had come for her spectacular entrance.
	Julia felt a sudden rush of panic and her head spun and then the door was open and she responded to the gentle tug on the leash, following the butler into the room, her eyes taking in the long dinner table and the well dressed guests seated around it, the music and the babble of conversation and laughter loud in her ears.
	As she entered, that babble stopped and for a few moments there was only the music as everyone turned around in their chairs straining for a closer look. Then, as if a switch had been thrown, a wave of loud excited comment swept along the length of the table, growing all the time as Soames led her slowly along, then dying away to a still excited whispering as he brought her to a halt at the head of the table alongside Nico's chair.
	Julia could feel her heart beginning to pound again as she waited for him to acknowledge her.
	For a few moments he made her wait and Julia felt her attention drawn to a young girl sitting on Nico's right who was staring openly at her, a half mocking smile on her lips.
	"Come on, Nico, stop playing silly games and make some introductions. This the girl you've been telling us all about?"
"Of course, yes, introductions. Forgive me. Natalie, this delightful young lady is Julia and Julia, I'd like you to meet my little sister Natalie. I'm certain you'll both get along really well because you have such a lot in common."
	A burst of laughter greeted this last remark and Julia guessed that a good deal of the conversation around the dinner table must have concerned her and the activities of earlier that afternoon. But for now, having been formally introduced, she felt easier about looking more directly, if somewhat nervously, at Natalie.
 She could see that Natalie was a lot younger than Nico, probably in her early twenties, but she had the same Latin type good looks and dark complexion, and in contrast to her brother, who was showing signs of running to fat, she was slimly built while still showing attractive feminine curves, her body provocatively displayed in an expensive silk dress. The silk clung to the curves of her body, revealing that she wore very little if anything underneath and Julia felt a pang of envy at the thought of how elegant and in control she looked, in stark contrast to her own display of helpless and lewd nakedness.
	"Come around here, Julia, and let me have a good look at you."
	Natalie's voice was soft and quiet but with an underlying tone of authority, the voice, Julia decided, of a woman who was used to people attending to her every whim without pause or complaint. She hurried round the table to stand where indicated, aware that every eye was fixed on her.
	Now that she was standing so close the stiff collar prevented her from looking directly at Natalie. But she knew that the girl was inspecting her carefully and barely flinched when she felt an exploratory hand brushing across her buttocks, the fingers trailing lightly along the raised welts of Nico's mark.
"I see you lost no time in putting your mark there, brother mine. Typical! And how did she react when you did that?"
	"Oh, she yelped a little, like they all do. But then it seemed like she was getting excited, turned on, you know? She was all hot and wet by the time I'd finished."
	"Well, Julia! Does a good beating turn you on like my brother says?"
	Julia almost squirmed with embarrassment, especially as she thought she'd just recognised two of the dinner guests as having been part of the trio who'd witnessed her flogging and who had later taken their pleasure with her, the recognition confirmed as they both leered back at her.
	"I - I - it was the men, Mistress." It hurt Julia to call so young a person Mistress, but she felt that it was safer to do so. "They - they kept on touching me."
	"What - like this ?"
	Julia gasped audibly, flinching in shock as she felt Natalie's fingers thrust between her thighs, pressing hard up against the forced open lips of her sex, working slowly and insistently against the soft folds of flesh until to her horror she felt herself swelling in response, a surge of warm wetness bathing the probing fingers as clear evidence of her growing arousal.
	Natalie said nothing, merely pressing her fingers deeper inside as Julia stood, red faced and trembling, her gaze fixed determinedly ahead, aware of the silence that had once more fallen around the table.
	"I bet they played with your tits too. I don't know of any man who could resist playing with nipples like these."
	Julia flinched again as Natalie took her soft hand from between her thighs, transferring her attentions to her breasts, fingers stroking wetly over and around the taut, swelling buds of her nipples until she gasped aloud once more, shuddering in response to the relentless stimulation.
	"Yes, I just bet they just couldn't keep their hands off these little beauties."
	Natalie was pinching Julia's nipples firmly, rolling the throbbing buds between her finger and thumb as she tugged them out, pulling the defenceless breasts into a point before releasing them and starting over again. Julia gasped and shuddered at each new touch, her self control slipping away under the seemingly endless torment until Natalie stopped as suddenly as she had begun, watching Julia closely as she trembled on the brink of release, her breasts reddened and swollen, the lips of her sex wet and fully parted, straining out from the confines of her harness for all to see.
	"Oh yes, you got it right brother mine. This one responds very quickly. And you say she acts the same way when she's beaten? Even if she's beaten hard?"
	Nico shrugged. His expression was carefully neutral although he like every one of the other diners had become totally absorbed in the sight of Julia being so blatantly aroused at Natalie's hands.
	"Seemed so to me."
	Natalie's hand strayed to Julia's buttocks once more, tracing out Nico's mark.
	"I wish I'd been there to see."
	Without warning, she nipped one of the raised welts, smiling in quiet satisfaction as Julia flinched and just managed to stifle a yelp of pain.
	"Sensitive. I like that. You must let me have her for tonight, Nico, I just have to whip the hide off her and find out how sensitive she really is."
	"For you, little sister, anything. You know you only have to ask and it's yours."
	"Then I want her, Nico. Tonight! We'll have such fun together, Julia. A night you'll never forget. I promise it!"
	Natalie's voice was breathless with excitement and anticipation and Julia felt her own breath quicken as she took in the full extent of the young girl's interest in her, realising that Natalie had worked herself up into a state of high excitement at the prospect of being allowed to whip her and would probably derive even greater excitement from actually carrying out the whipping. But even as she pondered on this new twist in her fortunes, one of the guests broke in, his own voice excited.
	"Ah, but don't keep her all to yourself, Natalie."
	"Yes. don't be selfish. We were promised some fun too."
	Natalie gazed slowly around the table, savouring the moment as she gauged the mood of her fellow diners, and then she allowed a small smile to cross her lips.
	"Well alright, but just a taster of what she's going to get later on. And you ladies better not complain if it gets your menfolk all excited."
	Everyone laughed, the women loudest of all, and Julia listened with mounting apprehension to the cries of delight and approval which greeted Natalie's agreement. Suddenly she felt sick inside at the prospect of being whipped just for the amusement of these people, and that only a foretaste of what she could expect later.
	Natalie licked her ripe young lips.
	"Peter, go up to my room and bring the short whip, you know the one I mean, and be as quick as you can."
	A slim young man seated at the far side of the table got to his feet and hurried from the room without a word, while Natalie herself began organising the party and issuing instructions.
	"We'll have her across the back of a chair, I think. Yes, over there in front of the fireplace so there's room to get a good swing. Someone get a chair. Yes, that's fine."
	One of the heavy dining chairs was carried into position and Julia was led across to stand behind it. The diners gathered in a loose circle around her, their eyes shining with anticipation. The women, she noticed, seemed even more eager to witness her punishment than the men.
	Natalie cleared a space and then, under her instructions, Julia moved to stand close up against the back of the chair and bent slowly forward, sucking in her breath as she felt the slender straps between her legs tightening, biting deeper into the tender flesh of her buttocks and inner thighs.
	Further and further forward she was made to bend, the hard wood of the chair digging further and further into her belly until at last her back was parallel to the floor, her legs and buttocks drawn taut with the strain, her breasts hanging heavily down, swaying gently as she forced herself to breathe slowly and evenly, eyes half closed against the pressure of two straps now bedded firmly into the soft flesh on either side of her sex.
	"Now open your legs and give everyone a good look. Come on. wider, wider, wider!"
	Squirming with shame, Julia moved her legs wider and wider apart, drawing a chorus of approval from the watching crowd as the bulging and gaping swell of her sex, tightly confined between the taut straps, was exposed for all to see.
	"That's good, very good. Now stay like that and don't move or I'll think about doubling the punishment. Do you understand?"
	"Y-yes, Mistress."
	Julia's voice was a whisper, tears stinging her eyes at the shame of her position and the unfairness of the punishment of being so cruelly exposed and whipped merely for the amusement of a group of half drunk dinner guests and the gratification of the young girl who had claimed her.
	She envied Natalie, envied her poise and control as she stood calmly waiting for Peter to return with the chosen whip. Then at last Julia heard the door open and close again and she tensed herself for the whipping to begin.
	"Open your eyes."
	Julia did as ordered, aware at once of how closely the watchers were crowded in around her. And then the whip was dropped onto the chair and she shuddered as she gazed down at the coiled length of braided leather, its surface shiny with regular oiling and polishing.
	Around her, everyone had fallen silent. The only sounds in the room were her own tense breathing and the faint rustle of silk as Natalie stepped forward to pick up the whip.
	"Are you ready for this, Julia ?"
	"Yes, Mistress."
	Julia was tense, anxious now for the beating to begin, her legs beginning to shake from the strain of holding her position.
	Swish! Thwack!
	Whipping in hard and fast, the braided thong laid a stinging stripe full across the taut swell of Julia's upthrust buttocks, the force of the blow driving her forward against the chair, hips jerking strongly, a stifled gasp of pain and shock escaping from her desperately clamped shut lips.
	Swish! Whack!
	Even as Julia struggled to recover from the first blow, a second fiery stripe blazed across her defenceless cheeks, setting her writhing again and this time she was unable to hold back a low moan of pain.
	She could feel the heat spreading rapidly across her backside, cantered on two long burning weals, and she almost sobbed aloud at the thought that this was only the beginning of a taster of what she was to suffer later.
	Swish! Thwack!
	Swish! Thwack!
	Two searing strokes tore into her in quick succession, criss crossing her buttocks diagonally, cutting across the smarting stripes already delivered.
	Swish! Thwack!
	Wide eyed, the breath driven from her body, Julia lifted up onto her toes as the lash whipped in low and fast, smacking hard across the tender flesh at the top of her thighs. The fiery heat of the lash flared up into her wide parted sex and now, through the pain of the thrashing, she felt the reaction she had been dreading.
	Warm dampness flooded her belly and flowed down into her vagina, itself still wet from Natalie's earlier stimulation, and the thought came to Julia, even as she writhed and twisted in response to the stinging pain, that she was being whipped by an expert, that the young girl wielding the lash knew how she would react to the thrashing and was whipping in the lash in a way that ensured a rapid response.
	To the watching group, all of them equally wide eyed, Julia's exposed sex was now framed in a triangle of broad, reddening welts, the parted flesh contained within that triangle quivering in response to her helpless writhing as the throbbing heat of the thrashing she was enduring penetrated deep into her belly.
	Pressed down hard across the chair back, the wood biting into her, the straps confining her lower body digging cruelly into her soft yielding flesh, Julia could feel her sex lips stretching and swelling, the tight bud of her clitoris hard now and swollen, thrusting out from its hooded fold of flesh, and rubbing up against the chair as she squirmed and twisted under the lash, her bottom seemingly on fire and yet perversely, deep within her and growing ever stronger, the unmistakeable stirrings of arousal.
	At a nod from Natalie, Peter knelt alongside her, reaching up to grasp her swaying breasts, his fingers closing around the hard aching swellings of her nipples, twisting and pulling, rolling them between his fingers and hardening them still more until she cried out aloud.
	Swish! Thwack!
	Swish! Thwack!
	Two final stinging lashes whipped in, again delivered full across the back of Julia's taut thighs. The added heat and pain surged up through her already shuddering belly and triggered her release, setting her writhing wildly, her breath rasping in long sobbing gasps, the exposed lips of her sex pulsing and quivering as though under the stimulation of some unseen lover.
	Dimly she was aware of the cries of delight that her frenzied squirming was provoking from the watching crowd, but locked into her own cocoon of pleasure and pain, her body in the grip of an explosive release, she writhed and cried out shamelessly, uncaring of the lewd spectacle she was presenting.
	Between her spread legs the lips of her sex glistened wetly, her hot juices moistening her thighs, the strong musky scent of her arousal heavy in the air, an open invitation to the watchers to close in on her, to reach out and touch her there, smearing the wetness further down her thighs and up between the crease of her buttocks.
	Julia flinched and squirmed anew as the guests pressed forward to touch her, their fingers trailing over her wet and burning flesh, penetrating her and holding up their hands as proof of how aroused she had been before wiping them dry on her bottom and thighs, laughing aloud as she gasped whenever they brushed across the still stinging welts.
	Natalie stood back, graciously receiving the applause and congratulations of the guests. She watched as Julia writhed and squirmed for their enjoyment and then at last, still clutching the whip, she walked around to the front of the chair.
	"Stand up!"
	Awkwardly and, to avoid further inflaming the sharp pain of the thrashing, as slowly as she dared, Julia struggled upright and stood facing her tormentor. The broad leather collar held her head up straight but her eyes were downcast in submission and shame at how she had been used.
	"Stand up straight and look at me, look into my eyes."
	Natalie's voice was quiet, barely a whisper, but as Julia lifted her gaze she felt her breath quicken and her heart beat faster as she read the message in the young girl's face and realised in a sudden flash of understanding that she had endured the thrashing not for the amusement of Nico's guests but rather for Natalie's own personal gratification and desires and that soon she would be expected to fulfil those desires again.
	"I see you understand!"
	Julia nodded, not trusting herself to speak out loud, her mouth suddenly dry at the prospect of being in the control of someone who enjoyed inflicting pain as an end in itself rather than as a means of punishment, and wondering how she would react to this strange new development.
	Her thoughts were confused, her mind a turmoil of emotions, her only certainty being the knowledge that the young girl standing so confidently in front of her would take her and use her and that she would have no choice but to submit to her desires.
	Strangely, the very uncertainty of what lay in store for her made her long for the period of waiting to be over and she shifted nervously under Natalie's steady gaze, certain that the other girl could read her mind.
	"Peter!"
	The young man pushed forward at once, his own eyes glistening with suppressed excitement, waiting as Julia herself waited for Natalie's instructions.
	"Take Julia up to my room and secure her for me. You know the way I mean."
	Peter nodded, taking the whip from Natalie and reaching out eagerly for the tether hanging from Julia's collar. He tugged sharply at the leash to assert his authority over her, causing her to stumble slightly on her high heels as she turned to follow him.
	"Oh, Peter, you can play with her tits if you want to."
	It was obvious that Peter did want to. Everyone laughed as he beamed his thanks and led Julia from the room, presenting the guests with a last enticing look at her reddened, thrashed backside.
	Then the door closed on their laughter and she braced herself for whatever new ordeal lay ahead.
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
 
 
	From what she had already seen of the rest of the house Julia expected Natalie's room to be luxurious, but she still found herself impressed by the size of the room itself and by the quality of the furnishings.
	Occupying a whole corner of the first floor, the room was large enough to be divided into a sitting room and a bedroom proper. The bed itself was raised up on a dais, while through a half open door she could glimpse a small bathroom.
	Peter had let go of her leash as they entered the room and he at once directed her towards the bathroom while he himself bustled around, turning various wall lamps on and off until he appeared satisfied with the resultant effect.
	"Take off your shoes and step into the shower."
	Without a word, accustomed now to instantly obeying the orders of anyone in the house, she did as instructed, stepping into the small cubicle and waiting for Peter to turn on the water. But instead he reached in behind her and unhooked the shower fitting from the wall.
	"Got to get you freshened up for Miss Natalie and from what I saw downstairs you must be pretty sticky between the legs, so spread wide."
	Awkwardly, afraid of slipping, Julia spread her legs until her feet touched the sides of the cubicle. Her sex, still hot and damp from her earlier arousal, opened up as she moved, the inner lips, still red and swollen, clearly visible.
	For a few moments Peter watched her and then reaching behind her once more he adjusted the mixer and turned on the water, directing a freezing spray at her belly.
	Julia gasped aloud at the sudden shock, staggering backwards and almost slipping, shivering at once as the water ran down between her thighs, the soft flesh shrinking rapidly back.
	Turning his hand this way and that, Peter sprayed every inch of her belly and inner thighs while she shivered and gasped for breath, struggling to keep upright on the cold slippery tiles with her hands still held so tightly right up her back. Then, wickedly and without warning, he thrust the jet up close between her legs, directing the spray fully into her and holding it there until she moaned aloud.
	When at last he was satisfied, he moved the jet away from her and stood patiently waiting while she fought to bring her breathing back under control, her wide parted thighs trembling as the water dripped from her belly.
	And then, again without warning, he flicked the spray up across the swell of her breasts.
	Julia felt her breasts harden immediately, her nipples puckering up into tight buds, and again she gasped for breath, shrinking back from the chilling onslaught until her back was hard up against the cubicle wall.
	The water stung like icy needles pricking deep into her flesh, taking her breath away, numbing her senses and yet seeming to heighten her awareness of her sexuality as her nipples and sex tingled, the sensation almost like burning as the coldness dulled all other feelings.
	At last the shower was turned off and she stood, still spread and shivering, water dripping freely from every part of her body, at the mercy of Peter's next move. But he was in no hurry. He seemed to be content merely to replace the shower fitting and stand back, watching her as she stood, cold and wretched, all resistance gone.
	"You can get out of there now and come with me."
	After the cold tiles of the shower, the carpet on the bedroom floor felt incredibly soft and luxurious as she allowed Peter to position her with her back to the bed, her heels almost touching the raised dais.
	Her arms were still pinned high up behind her back and the leash still hung down from her collar and she felt a sense of resignation at the knowledge that whatever lay in store for her at Peter's hands she would be denied the use of her own. That knowledge made her feel even more helpless.
	"Down on your knees. Keep your legs apart. A little wider. Good, that's good. Now, bend right forward, yes, yes, like that. Good, a little more, come on, you know what I mean."
	With her knees parted and her arms so awkwardly bound, Julia found it hard to lean so far forward without toppling over and the muscles in her stomach and thighs protested at the strain. But at last Peter muttered his satisfaction and squatted alongside her, reaching under her for the leash, his arm brushing up against her hanging breasts.
	"Such pretty tits, Julia. We'll have some fun with those later, but for now I'd better get you fastened up. Miss Natalie likes her playmates in a submissive pose, and we don't want to upset her, do we? No, no, that would never do!"
	Hooking his fingers into the leather belt circling Julia's waist, Peter opened out enough of a gap to thread the trailing end of her leash through, making certain it was pulled as tight as possible before standing up once more and stepping back between her parted thighs.
	As earlier, when she had been bent across the back of the chair to receive the beating from Natalie, the thin straps passing under her belly were pressed hard into her soft flesh, dragging at the lips of her sex. She knelt open and exposed to his gaze, and she shuddered as she felt him reach down, expecting to be penetrated by his fingers, so open and inviting was her position, but he merely picked up the loosely hanging leash and pressed it securely between her parted lips before stepping up onto the dais.
	Julia tensed, longing to look around, then she felt a steady tension in the tether, pulling her face closer to the floor. The slender strap bedded even tighter up against her belly as Peter pulled it bar taut before knotting it securely to the bed frame. She realised how cleverly she had been tethered, the long leash pulling her further down into a posture of submission, her bottom raised high up behind her ready to receive whatever punishment would later be meted out to her, while at the same time, the very tension in that strap prevented her from falling fully forward.
	Struggling slightly, she discovered that any attempt to straighten her back or to raise her head resulted in the strap digging even deeper into her sex and, as she had already realised, Peter had positioned it firmly over the swelling bud of her clitoris so that even the smallest increase in pressure would lead to her becoming very aroused indeed, no matter how hard she fought against it.
	Behind her she could hear Peter still moving around and then she felt her ankles lifted, soft leather straps looped around them and pulled tight and those straps then secured firmly to hooks set into the step of the dais, pulling her legs a little wider apart and binding her even more helplessly in position, for now she was unable to move her legs at all.
	Her posture was totally submissive, totally helpless, acutely uncomfortable and, she was surprised to discover, highly arousing.
	She was naked and tethered, offered up open and exposed, her buttocks thrust high up behind her in the perfect position to be whipped, her breasts hanging so low that her nipples brushed the floor and in this position she knew she would have to stay until Natalie came for her and until that time, she was in the hands of Peter who had made no secret of his intentions towards her, those very intentions encouraged by Natalie.
	His work of tethering her complete, Peter appeared in no haste to touch her, being content for a while merely to walk around her, viewing her from all angles before finally squatting alongside her, his gaze dropping to the rounded curves of her breasts as they hung, swaying gently beneath her.
	"Such very nice tits, Julia, and so aroused you are too. I just bet you're loving every minute of this."
	Julia said nothing. Her eyes were fixed on the floor in front of her, but she couldn't suppress a low moan as she felt Peter's hands slipping under her body, fingers reaching for her nipples, fondling them roughly before sliding down to stroke the smooth underside of each swaying breast, the insistent caress stoking the feelings of excitement already stirring within her.
	He lay full length alongside her now, the better to reach for her, his hands roaming freely over her body, caressing the smooth plane of her stomach and delving between her spread thighs to stroke along the captive lips of her sex but always coming back to her hanging breasts, returning again and again to her now throbbing nipples, stroking and pulling, rolling and twisting them between his fingers until she writhed at his touch. The strap passing across the open gash of her sex bedded deeper and deeper into her with every movement, stimulating her and driving her relentlessly on towards her now inevitable climax.
	Peter abruptly withdrew from her body, but Julia continued to twist against her bonds, driven now by the advanced state of her body's arousal and her all consuming need for release. Her breath came in short ragged gasps, her smooth skin glistening under a sheen of perspiration as she thrust her belly down hard against the taut unyielding straps enclosing her sex, hips jerking wildly as though she was being fucked roughly by some invisible lover. She was rubbing the swollen bud of her clitoris across the surface of the leather which held her so cruelly captive, but in which she now found her relief as her reserves broke and she climaxed.
	Uncaring of Peter lying alongside and watching, uncaring of the shameless spectacle she was presenting, she sobbed and gasped, her back arched tightly, her whole body trembling as spasm after spasm ripped through her belly, spreading up into her breasts and down into her thighs, the dripping lips of her sex closing convulsively about the taut strap bisecting her, each new jerk of her hips bedding the leather deeper and deeper into the hot wetness, prolonging her orgasm and driving her to greater heights until with a last shuddering moan she pitched forward against her bonds and lay panting and trembling, totally spent and drained.
	"Well, well! We do seem to be enjoying ourselves."
	Julia jerked her head sharply around at the unexpected sound of Natalie's voice, gasping as the sudden movement caused the leather harness to dig into her, while Peter scrambled to his feet, apparently confused and embarrassed.
	Julia didn't know how long Natalie had been standing inside the room or how much of the spectacle of her explosive orgasm at Peter's hands she had witnessed, but she suspected the worst and closed her eyes as a wave of shame and humiliation swept through her.
	"Don't worry, Peter, I did give you permission to play with her and it seems you've managed to warm her up nicely for what I have in mind, so run along now."
	"Yes of course. Thank you, Miss Natalie."
	Peter seemed subdued, chastened, almost servile in Natalie's presence and Julia found time to wonder if he was as much a slave to circumstance as she herself was, but then the door closed behind him and she felt a tremor run through her as she realised that she was now alone with a cruel young woman and furthermore, that in addition to whatever else lay in store for her, she had been promised a thrashing.
	She had no doubt that it would not be long in coming!
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER EIGHTEEN
 
 
	It seemed to Julia that an age passed as Natalie stood looking down at her, the room silent except for the thumping of her heart which she was certain must be clearly audible to the younger girl and then, with a rustle of silk, Natalie slipped out of her dress, tossing it carelessly over a nearby chair before squatting down, her knees parted, in front of her.
	"Look at me!"
	Cautiously, mindful of the pull of the tether stretched so tightly across her sex, Julia raised her head.
	Natalie was naked, apart from her high heeled shoes and a pair of brief panties in material so fine and sheer that the dark shadowed triangle of her pubic hair and the bold swelling outline of her own sex lips could be dimly seen between her parted thighs. Despite herself, Julia felt her gaze lingering there before forcing her head yet further back to take in the splendour of Natalie's breasts, each firm, tanned hemisphere perfectly matched, the nipples small and dark, stiffening now in repressed excitement.
	"See how excited I am?"
	Natalie ran one slim hand across her breasts, fingers lingering and tracing slowly around her nipples, working them harder and harder and Julia felt her own swelling and hardening once more in response.
	"You made me excited when I whipped you earlier. I enjoyed that. I'm going to whip you again soon. You want me to, don't you?"
	"Y-y-yes, Mistress."
	Julia was very aware of how aroused Natalie was becoming, aware too of her own perverse reaction to the situation, her heart beating rapidly and her belly churning in almost eager anticipation of what was to come.
	"Yes! Oh yes! You like being whipped, don't you? You love it! It turns you on! Oh yes, I could see that! We all could!"
	Natalie laughed softly at the memory, then stood abruptly, staring down at her helpless captive. Her hands slid quickly beneath the waistband of her panties, peeling them down her slender thighs until they fell loosely to the floor and she stepped free, leaving the garment heaped in front of Julia's gaze. And then, as Julia waited silently, she turned away, rummaging in a chest of drawers and returning with a whip which she dropped to the floor beside the discarded panties.
	Licking her lips, which had suddenly become very dry, Julia stared at the whip, a loosely arranged bundle of thin cords, each cord knotted at intervals along its length and the whole bundle gathered together at one end and bound into a long flexible handle.
	"I know what you're wondering and the answer is that it stings like hell!" She smiled, but it was a cruel smile. "So I think perhaps I'd better gag you. We don't want everyone else in the house kept awake, do we?"
	Natalie dropped to her knees, scooping up her panties and wadding them into a tight ball.
	"Open your mouth!"
	As ever, there was no choice but to obey and Julia felt her mouth fill with the strong, musky taste of female arousal as Natalie carefully prodded the wad of material between her lips, pushing it right back towards her throat.
	"There. Nice and neat."
	Satisfied, Natalie reached for the whip and stood up, allowing the knotted strands to trail across Julia's bare shoulders as she did so.
	Julia flinched and Natalie smiled quietly, walking the lashes slowly back down the length of Julia's bound and offered body, allowing them to trail along her back, over the swelling curves of her upthrust buttocks and down between the spread and tethered thighs, smiling again as she watched those buttocks and thighs clenching and tightening in anticipation of the thrashing to come.
	Hisss! Thwack!
	Julia bucked violently as the first stinging slash whipped across her behind, the knotted strands flailing out in a wide arc across her tautly drawn flesh, instantly rekindling the fiery heat of her earlier beating.
	Swish! Crack!
	Hisss! Thwack!
	Her cries muffled by the makeshift gag, Julia twisted and writhed helplessly under the relentless stinging onslaught, each slender lash leaving it's own burning imprint on her sore and rapidly reddening bottom. The knotted strands flailed wickedly down between her parted thighs, seeking out the tender folds of flesh about her sex, each new blow driving her forwards against her bonds in a desperate but futile attempt to escape the torment.
	There was an all too brief respite as Natalie shifted position then the lash swung back up and down again, hard and fast. Now the thongs lashed directly at the tender flesh of Julia's inner thighs, the knotted ends swinging round and up to lick at the gentle curve of her belly.
	Swish! Crack!
	Hisss! Thwack!
	Julia felt as though her most sensitive flesh was being roasted over hot coals as each stroke seared its path across her taut tortured buttocks and into the softer more pliant folds of her captive sex, the lips straining out from between their constricting straps. And yet with each new stroke those lips swelled a little more as the leather dug into her.
	Hisss! Whack!
	Swish! Crack!
	Perspiration dripped freely from Julia's twisting body as the strokes whipped in relentlessly, her legs trembled uncontrollably and a wave of arousal washed over her, surging out from the hot swollen lips of her sex, gripping her belly in a tight spasm until she moaned into her gag, pitching forwards against the tether that held her fast, thrusting her buttocks upwards, offering herself up to further punishment and the pain that she knew would trigger the orgasm building inside her.
	Above and behind her Natalie smiled in satisfaction at the sight, her own breathing now quick and ragged, nipples standing hard and proud on her perspiration drenched breasts, the lips of her sex swollen and open, excitement coursing through her as she revelled in the power she wielded over the girl writhing so helplessly beneath her.
	Hisss! Whack!
	Swish! Thwack!
	Natalie was on fire now!
	Even as she whipped in two more searing strokes at Julia she felt her knees buckling, the lips of her sex bursting wetly open in the first rush of orgasm, her eyes glistening at the sight of Julia's striped and reddened buttocks quivering and jerking so wildly under the lash, the taut strap that tethered her in place cutting deep into her parted flesh, the leather slick with her juices seeming to penetrate the very heart of her sex.
	Hisss!
	The last stroke swung wide, the tips of only a few thongs flicking across Julia's hips as Natalie was gripped by and surrendered to her onrushing orgasm.
	The whip fell from her grasp as she sank slowly to her knees, thighs apart, hands dropping to the quivering lips of her sex, her fingers probing for the hard jutting bud of her clitoris, her whole body trembling as she found it and pressed down hard, fingers sliding on to penetrate the hot, wet pit of her vagina, hips thrusting in response to the spasms of release surging through her.
	Alongside her Julia trembled too, squirming desperately against her bonds, whimpering softly into her gag as she felt herself hanging on the brink of orgasm, desperate for just one final touch on her breasts, her bottom, or between her thighs.
	She could hear Natalie panting behind her, smelt the sharp tang of arousal and climax heavy in the air. In a last desperate thrust she arched her back sharply, jamming her belly down onto the strap that held her so tightly, grinding the leather against the throbbing hardness of her clitoris and sobbing with relief as her strained nerves responded. Waves of release flooded through her again and again until the pull of the collar around her neck proved too much and she pitched forward once more, drained and exhausted.
	Natalie stirred, reaching out to run an exploratory hand across Julia's backside and between her thighs, smiling to herself as she encountered the clear, wet evidence of the explosive orgasm that she had in part, witnessed.
	Natalie lay fondling her for a few more moments before rising abruptly to her feet and heading for the bathroom, from where, after a few moments, the sound of the shower could be heard.
	Julia sagged in despair at the sound, knowing that she would be kept trussed for at least as long as it took Natalie to complete her shower, envying her the luxury of the warm water while she, in contrast, was so hot and sticky. The perspiration that the thrashing and her orgasms had drawn from her was drying slowly on her body, while the acute discomfort of her position crept relentlessly through her limbs.
	Between her legs the strap that had served to stimulate and arouse her now chafed uncomfortably, and with each minute that passed she felt a deep brooding certainty that what she had just experienced at Natalie's hands was only the beginning of whatever was planned for her.
	Almost half an hour passed before Natalie emerged from the bathroom. By then Julia ached in every joint, her muscles protesting each time she shifted position however slightly in an effort to ease her discomfort.
	Held upthrust by the long strap which tethered her so effectively, her bottom still throbbed, hot and tender from the thrashings she had endured, and she repressed a shudder at the thought that in all probability Natalie would want to beat her again, the more so given the reaction she had displayed and the pleasure Natalie so obviously gained from wielding the whip.
	Freshly showered, her make up retouched and dressed in a full length silk robe belted tightly at the waist, Natalie at first ignored the prostrate Julia, busying herself instead by picking up the internal phone and ordering some wine and a light snack.
	Only then did she stride across to stand over her helpless victim.
	Close to, Julia could smell the expensive soap and perfume, the scent making her all the more aware of her own situation. She wished that she too could have been allowed at least to shower, even in water as cold as it had been before.
	"Open your mouth!"
	Julia obeyed, stretching her lips wide as Natalie knelt in front of her, relief spreading through her as she felt the girl probing into her mouth. Dainty fingers closed around the now sodden and crumpled ball of the panties wedged there, pulling them free and dropping them on the floor. Then Natalie stood up once more and walked back to a nearby chair where she settled herself comfortably and regarded Julia once more.
	"Is that position very uncomfortable?"
	"Yes, Mistress."
	Julia saw no reason to make light of her discomfort, all too aware that if it suited her whims, Natalie could have her secured in an even more uncomfortable position.
	"Would you like to be left fastened up like that until morning?"
	"Oh no! Please not, Mistress."
	Whatever Natalie had planned for her, Julia was sure that it could be no worse than being left trussed as she was until dawn. But her pleas were interrupted by a discreet knock on the door and at Natalie's call the ever present Soames entered the room with a tray of refreshments
	Julia stared fixedly at the floor as the butler crossed the room, aware of the degrading spectacle she presented even to someone who had seen her naked throughout the day.
	But Natalie had one further humiliation in store for her.
	"Oh, Soames, since you are here, perhaps you would be so kind as to untie this girl."
	"Certainly, Miss Natalie."
	Sick with shame, knowing that the butler would enjoy a clear view of her wide parted and freshly flogged buttocks and thighs, Julia could do nothing except stare red faced at the floor as he moved in close behind her. He freed the straps that bound her ankles and, mercifully, the long leash tethering her to the frame of the bed. The leather peeled slowly out from between her sex lips and trailed onto the floor.
	"You can remove the harness from her waist, Soames, and I shall not require the leash."
	"Very good, Miss Natalie."
	"But leave the collar."
	With a little effort and some assistance from Soames Julia knelt upright, and the butler bent down to unbuckle the straps passing between her legs. Her permitted himself a brief smile at the sigh of relief that escaped her lips as they fell away. Finally the wide belt which was buckled so tightly around her waist was also removed, and the leash unclipped from her collar.
	Where the unyielding leather had cinched her flesh, her skin tingled and throbbed, the marks left by the straps showing red against the paleness of her belly.
	"Thank you, Soames, that will be all."
	Soames left without a word and for a few minutes Natalie sat quietly regarding her still helpless victim. The tension between them was so great that Julia almost trembled under her gaze.
	"Have you ever pleasured another woman, Julia?"
	The question was so direct and so unexpected that for a few moments Julia was struck dumb with astonishment.
	"Well? Have you?"
	"I - I - well, yes, Mistress."
	"Good. Where did you learn to do that?"
	"At school, Mistress. I went to an all girl school."
	Julia's voice trailed away as she gave her explanation, aware of how weak it suddenly sounded even as Natalie nodded in understanding.
	"Ah, yes. I've heard of your English schools."
	Julia flushed hotly as she remembered the simple schoolgirl crushes that had developed between her fellow pupils, crushes which occasionally blossomed into passionate affection, short lived but very intense.
	She remembered too how she had once been caught sharing a dorm mate's bed and how both she and the other girl had been sternly lectured on morality before being punished in full view of the rest of the class.
	The memory was suddenly so sharp and clear that she could feel a knot of tension in her stomach, just as she'd felt so many years before when she'd been bent naked over the back of a chair, the form prefects instructed to hold her firmly by the shoulders to prevent her struggling while she was caned for the offence, her fellow offender still bent, weeping, over the back of another chair, her backside striped red and raw for all of the class to see.
	That one incident, she realised, had unlocked a whole range of previously unsuspected passions and emotions. The savage stinging cuts of the cane across her soft young flesh, painful as they were, had somehow aroused her sexually, the lips of her vagina swelling up hot and wet even as tears of pain and humiliation had flowed down her cheeks.
	Afterwards, standing stiffly to attention while yet another lecture was delivered, she had found it difficult to control the trembling in her legs as the heat from her well thrashed backside seemed to seep round between her thighs and up into her belly. Later, lying face down in bed in the darkness of the dormitory, she had masturbated herself to a shuddering climax, stifling her gasps and moans by burying her face deep in the pillow.
	For years afterwards she had felt a sense of unease and even guilt at what she had discovered about herself that night and had suppressed that side of her nature so successfully that it was only now, forced by the circumstances of her servitude to the system that she had realised such feelings could not be denied.
	"Well? What are you waiting for?"
	Startled out of her reverie, Julia realised that Natalie was standing right in front of her, legs planted wide apart, the many thonged whip hanging loosely in her hand. Now the young girl slowly parted the two sides of her robe, opening it out wide from the belt down, revealing her firm flat belly and slender thighs.
	Her sex lips, barely concealed by their bush of close trimmed hair, were already parted. The musky scent of arousal overlay the expensive perfume she was wearing and for a few moments Julia could only stare, feeling oddly ashamed of what she was about to do but knowing that she had to do it and do it well if she was to avoid further pain.
	The thongs of the whip trailed alongside her as though to reinforce the point and she bent forwards quickly, her full breasts pressing between Natalie's thighs, her tongue easing out to make a first tentative contact with Natalie's waiting sex.
	Above her, Natalie felt the first touch and sighed softly, closing her legs a little to trap Julia's breasts and hold her in place, the movement enhancing the intimacy between the two of them.
	Fully committed now, Julia opened her mouth wide, clamping her lips firmly around Natalie's offered sex, her nose buried deep in the scented tangle of hair, tongue probing up and out, seeking entry into the girl's hot, wet slit.
	"Mmmmmm, yes, go on, deeper, deeper..."
	Natalie suited her actions to her words, swaying steadily forward, thrusting her belly into Julia's face, squirming a little so that her now wide open sex smeared freely across Julia's parted lips and busy tongue.
	Tilting her head further and further back as Natalie swayed forwards above her, Julia at last succeeded in spearing her tongue deep between the waiting lips, lapping eagerly at the copious flow of the girl's arousal, her success rewarded by a short squeal of delight and further, more frenzied squirming.
	Trapped between Natalie's thighs, her back now arched so far that she was in imminent danger of losing what little balance she had, Julia licked and sucked as hard as she could, feeling her own body responding to the gasps and cries of arousal as Natalie at last surrendered herself to her onrushing orgasm.
	"Yes yes more more ahhhhhhh!"
	Her hips ground against Julia's face, her hands reaching down to grasp Julia's shoulders, steadying herself a little as she shuddered and trembled, her orgasm seeming to go on and on while Julia struggled to keep her mouth firmly clamped around her wet, quivering flesh, feeling the excitement of the moment rippling through her own belly and breasts.
	"Ahhhhhhh, ahhhhhhh!"
	At last Natalie's writhing subsided and she stepped back from the embrace, staggering past Julia to collapse, still panting, onto the bed.
	"You'll do! Oh yes, you'll do very well indeed."
	Julia didn't fully understand the meaning of her words but guessed that she had managed to please Natalie and avoid another flogging. The whip lay forgotten on the floor where it had been dropped, and in some way that still wasn't quite clear to her she herself felt a sense of fulfilment rather than the shame she had expected. She found herself waiting almost eagerly for some sign that Natalie wished to be pleasured once more, but Natalie was finished with her for the evening.
	Julia could hear Natalie settling herself into bed and she felt a sudden urge to turn around and beg to be allowed to join her.
	The thought was both appealing and yet deeply shocking to her but as she stood and pondered at this unexpected emotion, there was a discreet tap at the door. It opened just wide enough for her to slip through the gap and Soames was waiting to escort her back to her room for what remained of the night.
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER NINETEEN
 
 
	Six weeks of rigorous conditioning ensured that Julia woke early the following morning, even though it had been long past midnight when Soames had returned her to her room.
	She had hoped that there would be some easing of the restrictions that she had grown so used to, but was disappointed to discover that, as at the prison, even though the door to her room was firmly locked, she was also to be chained spread-eagled to the bed.
	As well as preventing her masturbating, which she guessed was the real reason behind the restriction, the chains also meant that she was totally under the control of the staff, unable even to use the bathroom until she was released.
	At the prison, early rising meant that the restriction was not irksome, but as she lay straining her ears for some indication that the rest of the household was up and about, she realised that no-one was coming to free her and as time passed her need to visit the bathroom became more and more acute until she was squirming desperately on the bed with the effort of controlling the growing pressure in her bladder.
	So desperate was her need for relief that she considered calling out for help. But she rejected the idea almost at once, partly from a sense of embarrassment and partly from a growing conviction that she was being left alone for the very purpose of suffering such discomfort.
	The thought suddenly came to her that she might be left until she disgraced herself, and the prospect of such shame seemed to give her the will she needed to close her mind to the by now very real and painful discomfort she was experiencing. Then at last she heard a key rattle in the lock and relief flooded through her as the maid entered the room.
	Contrary to Julia's fears the woman appeared totally oblivious to her plight, merely placing the tray she was carrying onto the chair before turning to undo the straps fastening her to the bed, first running her fingers lightly across Julia's belly.
	"Shower first and then you can shave yourself like yesterday and after that we'll see about some breakfast."
	Julia nodded, forcing herself not to display her need for relief as she swung her feet to the floor and headed for the small bathroom.
	It had not been some cruel game after all, she had simply been made to wait until they were ready for her and she felt relief flood through her as she used the toilet, uncaring that the maid was watching from the doorway.
	She emerged from the shower a few minutes later and saw that the maid had removed the cover from the tray she had brought and was holding out a can of shaving foam and a disposable razor.
	In addition to the shaving implements, the tray also held a plate of ham and eggs and a glass of orange juice but it was clear that breakfast could not be eaten until she had prepared herself to the woman's complete satisfaction.
	"Over to the mirror and shave. And make a good job of it or Mr Nico will blame me."
	Julia nodded again, taking the proffered soap and razor and crossing to stand in front of the full length mirror still propped up in the corner.
	She was surprised to see how fresh and relaxed she looked despite the ordeals of the previous day and the few hours of sleep she had been allowed. For a few moments she stood studying herself until the maid tapped her foot in sharp reminder of the task in hand and she hurriedly sprayed a generous streak of the foam across her belly, bending down to place the can carefully on the floor before straightening, her hand slipping between her thighs as she worked up a smooth lather.
	The action was very like masturbating. Her fingers slid easily across the soft half hidden folds of her sex and the smooth sensitive skin of her inner thighs. It felt cool and soothing, tempting her to linger just a little longer than necessary.
	Already she could feel herself reacting to the gentle self stimulation, her sex lips twitching and warming under her touch, the foam spreading easily and wetly as she worked it into the soft, supple flesh.
	With a start she remembered that the maid was watching and withdrew her fingers, her cheeks reddening slightly as she reached down with the razor. Now her hand was trembling slightly so that it took a few moments before she felt confident enough to begin running it between her parted thighs.
	Such stubble that had grown back overnight was fine and easily removed but she wielded the razor with care, horrified at the prospect of cutting herself in such a sensitive place. It would have been easier, she knew, if she had been allowed to sit on the chair to perform the required task. But the chair was already occupied by the tray, and as the maid showed no sign of making things easier by moving it Julia did not like to ask for fear of the consequences of such a request being refused.
	Instead she had to content herself with splaying her legs wide in an almost obscene manner, peering down at herself and running a finger over herself after every pass of the blade until at last she was satisfied that not a single stray hair remained.
	She looked round to seek approval.
	"You'll need to learn to be quicker than that. Now, wash yourself off and eat."
	The breakfast was well on the way to being cold but Julia wolfed it down, amazed at how hungry she was and how detached she felt about whatever the day held in store.
	She had seen in the mirror that the marks of the whippings she had received the previous evening were already fading, and the stinging had eased to a dull ache that troubled her only when she moved or sat down too quickly. Again it occurred to her that Natalie had demonstrated a high degree of skill in carrying out the punishments, ensuring that her skin was not broken or permanently marked.
	The maid stayed in the room until Julia had finished eating and then manacled her wrists to the bed once more, promising only that it would not be long until she was sent for, and then leaving, the door closing firmly behind her.
	Julia sat back on the bed and tried to relax, her mind returning constantly to the events of the previous day and wondering over and over if her experiences would prove typical of her whole time at the ranch and then, after what she judged to be about an hour, the door opened again and Soames the butler entered.
	He was carrying, of glorious sight, a short skirt and a blouse!
	"Mr Nico would like to see you now, Miss Julia."
	Soames removed the restraints around Julia's wrists and she scrambled eagerly into the clothes, fumbling with the buttons as she hurried after the butler, happy that at least something was happening. Not for the first time since her strange ordeal had begun she found herself wondering at how relaxed she became once her time no longer became her own and she was required to place herself wholly in the control of other people, even people who wished to use her for their own purpose or pleasure.
	The skirt and blouse, flimsy as they were, also gave her a new sense of confidence and she was pleased to note that in contrast to the previous day, the guests and servants she passed hardly spared her a second glance.
	Soames halted outside the door to the dining room and only then did Julia begin to feel nervous about who or what lay in wait for her. He knocked and entered almost in the same movement, ushering her quickly along in front, so that before she had time to gather her thoughts she was inside the room and walking a little uncertainly towards the table.
	The setting was very different to how she remembered it from the previous evening. The curtains to the high windows were flung wide, flooding the room with sunlight, and instead of a noisy half drunk party the table was set with one place only where Nico was sitting finishing breakfast.
	Out of the corner of her eye Julia caught sight of a clock on the mantle shelf. The hands showed almost ten thirty. Then she turned her full attention to Nico as Soames held out a chair for her on the opposite side of the table.
	Nico ignored her as Soames fussed around clearing up the breakfast dishes and ensuring that there was plenty coffee left in the pot, and Julia was not entirely surprised to see that while Nico had obviously shaved and showered, he was still dressed in his bathrobe even at such a late hour of the morning. Here was a man who took his relaxation seriously!
	For a few moments after Soames left Nico went on ignoring her, sipping his coffee and glancing through the morning paper and then, just as the silence was beginning to prey on her nerves, he looked up and smiled.
	Taken completely by surprise, Julia smiled nervously back as she waited for whatever he had to say to her.
	"I'd say that you're a pretty sensible kind of girl, Julia, eh?"
	"I - I - well, yes, I think I am."
	"Of course you are and I've no doubt you've already figured out that whatever they told you back at that jail wasn't the whole truth."
	"Well -"
	"I have lots of servants, right?"
	"Right - I mean, yes, Sir."
	Nico nodded as though she had just told him a great truth and Julia wondered where the conversation was leading.
	"The fact is, I need someone to entertain my guests. Know what I mean?"
	Julia did know what he meant. She knew exactly what he meant. She nodded, her mouth suddenly very dry.
	"Well, after yesterday I'd be very surprised if you didn't know! Which brings me to the question that you've maybe been wondering about, which is, why you?"
	"I hadn't really thought about it, Sir."
	Nico smiled at her again, as though pleased at her ignorance. "I read your file, you see, and it interested me. I mean, I could have asked for any girl from that jail and none of them would have dared refuse to do whatever I wanted. But you - well, you're different aren't you ?"
	"Different, Sir?"
	Nico smiled lazily again and leaned back in his chair, relaxed but studying her carefully.
	"You know exactly what I'm talking about. You're different, you like being treated the way you were yesterday."
	Now Julia's mouth was very dry and she struggled to frame a suitable reply while Nico continued to watch her closely, taking in the conflicting emotions playing across her face.
	"You don't have to reply, Julia, it's all in your file and I've read it and seen you for myself. It gives you a kick, doesn't it, to be stripped and fucked like you were yesterday afternoon?"
	"I - I -"
	She could feel her cheeks flushing a hot deep red with embarrassment but Nico did not let up, laying her secrets bare with every word.
	"You get a kick out of being whipped too. I watched you last night and the reason you came was that Natalie was beating your ass with everyone looking on. Why, I bet you're turned on right now, wondering if I'm going to walk around this table and strip you naked where you stand. Or maybe you'd prefer it if I ordered you to strip. You'd do it without hesitation, wouldn't you?"
	Julia hung her head and nodded, not trusting herself to speak, and then Nico laughed out loud.
	"It's nothing to be ashamed of, girl, you're exactly what I want. Oh yes. and Natalie was very impressed too. I'd say you've made something of a conquest there."
	At the memory of what Natalie had made her do and the ready, almost eager way in which she had responded, Julia blushed again very embarrassed now at the knowledge that Nico and Natalie had so obviously discussed her between themselves.
	"I think it's time, Julia, for us to see if what I've just been talking about is correct. Are you turned on right now?"
	"I - I -"
	Julia was aghast, knowing that Nico was wholly correct and that she indeed did find her situation more than a little arousing.
	Almost from the moment he had begun discussing her dark secrets, she had expected him to reach out and strip her naked and she knew that once she was naked he would want her and would take her, here, across the table for anyone to come in and see. and she found the prospect both disturbing and yet arousing, confirming what he had told her and what she already knew.
	So aroused was she that she could feel her nipples pushing up against the thin fabric of her blouse and while she resisted the temptation to glance down, she was sure that Nico could see them and soon, she was sure, he would reach up under her skirt and feel for himself the swelling of her sex lips and the warm, sticky dampness between her thighs.
	The mere fact of not being allowed underwear was enough!
	"Unbutton your blouse. Let me see your tits."
	Julia was grateful for something to do, even though her fingers shook as she undid the buttons down the front of the blouse, making as though to shrug it from her shoulders until Nico stopped her.
	"No need to take it all the way off. You see? I was right. You are turned on and I haven't touched you yet."
	Now Julia glanced quickly down. She already knew what she would see, her nipples swelling harder with every second, jutting out proudly from her breasts, throbbing and aching to be touched.
	"Great tits, Julia, just great. Play with them, let me see you make them really hard."
	Hesitantly, Julia raised her hands to her breasts. It was true that she had often touched herself there before but that that was for her own private pleasure and not for the cheap entertainment of others.
	At the same time she couldn't deny the thrill he felt at being ordered to touch herself in such an intimate manner, the more so because she knew there could be no refusing the order without risking a beating.
	Her skin felt hot beneath her fingers and she could feel her heart pounding as she cupped both hands under her breasts, lifting them and pushing them forward as though in offering to the man watching so closely.
	She could feel her nipples swelling harder almost at once, her fingers drawn to them, stroking, caressing. Despite her resolve to remain silent, a low gasp escaped from her lips and she could feel her legs beginning to tremble.
	Nico leaned forward, watching her through narrowed eyes, a smile of quiet satisfaction on his lips.
	"You're really getting hot now!"
	"Yes, yes!" Julia swayed from side to side, her fingers circling her throbbing nipples, excitement growing inside her.
	"I just bet your cunt is really wet, too!"
	"Yes, yes!"
	Julia was half ashamed at how readily, eagerly almost, she had been sucked into Nico's game, yet she still revelled in the ripples of pleasure coursing through her.
	"Feel your cunt, Julia, tell me how wet you are."
	The crude order came as a shock and again she hesitated.
	"Come on, what are you waiting for?"
	A few seconds more and then she succumbed to her mounting passion, thrusting one hand under the hem of her brief skirt, her fingers groping blindly for the now dripping slash of her sex. She was fully aroused now, gasping and shuddering as she found the tight throbbing bud of her clitoris, fingers wet with her freely flowing juices.
	"Stop!"
	Nico banged his fist hard down on the table, startling her back to her senses.
	"Stop NOW!"
	Quivering all over, she dropped her hands to her sides, desperately frustrated and hating herself for her shameless display.
	"See, Julia, you just can't help yourself."
	She hung her head, knowing he was right but not trusting herself to speak, her body still hot and shaking.
	"Do you want me to fuck you?"
	She nodded, knowing that was the response he wanted yet fearing some trap.
	"Then bend over the table and open your legs."
	Julia obeyed at once, leaning well forward and bracing herself on her forearms, her breasts hanging heavily down, nipples brushing against the cold, polished surface.
	For a few moments Nico sat looking at her and then he pushed back his chair, his robe falling open. As he rose to his feet Julia could see that he was naked underneath, his fat erection thrusting up from the dark thicket of hair on his belly.
	She wanted him then. A surge of desire raced through her and she ran her tongue across her lips in expectation of taking him into her mouth, but he walked round the table to stand behind her, so close that she could feel his cock nudging gently up against her bottom as he worked her skirt up over her hips, laying her bare from the waist down.
	A thrill ran through her as she realised how exposed she was, her hips and buttocks thrusting out and up behind her, the open lips of her shaven sex clearly visible between her wide parted thighs. A shudder ran through her as she felt Nico's hand probing her, opening her lips even further, his fingers penetrating her and then withdrawing.
	She could feel how open she was, her body tense now as she waited for the first insistent thrust of his cock into her belly.
	But he was in no hurry.
	"I've had you in your mouth and in your cunt so far, Julia, so where do you think I'm going to have you today?"
	Julia gasped, another shudder rippling through her as she heard Nico's quiet question.
"I - I don't know, Sir."
	"Oh yes you do!" He jabbed his thumb into the parted crease of Julia's backside. "I'm going to fuck you here!" She yelped and squirmed in surprise as he easily penetrated the tightly puckered opening there, working the thick digit well up inside her.
	"There! See how open you are already. You want it this way too, don't you?"
	"Yes! Yes, yes, yes!"
	Although Martin had occasionally probed a finger a little way up her bottom during foreplay, Julia had never before experienced such a degree of penetration there and she felt a surge of excitement at the thought that in a very few moments it would not be Nico's thumb thrusting into her but the much thicker though equally hard length of his cock. She felt suddenly light headed and breathless, wondering how she would take him and how she would react.
	She didn't really believe that she could take the whole thick length of him and forced herself to relax as she felt his thumb slipping free and his hands reaching down to grasp her hips, holding her steady as he positioned himself.
"That's it. Just relax and enjoy it."
	Julia took a deep breath and forced her legs further apart as she felt Nico's hands grasping her buttocks, spreading her wider, stretching her, opening her, and then she felt his cock pressing hard against her, the pressure steady and insistent.
	For a few seconds, panic gripped her and then she relaxed and pushed her hips back against him, letting loose her breath in one explosive gasp as she felt herself being forced wider than she would have believed possible as he slid into her.
	The sensation was like nothing she had ever experienced, a first sharp pain followed almost at once by a flood of pleasure. The rigid fleshy shaft seemed to fill her belly and she gasped again and again as she felt the pressure of the penetration moving hard up against the thin inner membranes of her vagina squeezing the lips out between her thighs.
	Nico said nothing, merely holding her and thrusting slowly and steadily in and out of her, each thrust driving his cock a little deeper into her, each thrust rewarded by successively louder gasps and moans as she writhed and squirmed beneath him. 
	He smiled in quiet satisfaction he felt her rising up onto her toes. Her action at once both deepened the penetration and pressed her hard nippled breasts harder down onto the table as he bore down hard against her. With each thrust she jerked forward, her body now spread flat across the polished wood, the hot swollen bud of her clitoris rubbing up against the hard edge of the table, her nipples throbbing as she squirmed in response to the new sensations rippling through her. And then she came and Nico thrust harder and came too, his sperm jetting deep inside her as he pressed relentlessly against her.
	Dimly, Julia was aware of him slipping out of her as she lay, panting for breath, still quivering in the aftermath of her orgasm.
	"You can get up now, Julia."
	Slowly she pushed herself upright, swaying a little, her legs trembling slightly. Looking down she could see where she had lain across the table, her torso outlined in a sheen of perspiration, the circles where her breasts had pressed down on the wood particularly prominent.
	"I think you know what you need to do next?"
	Julia knew and she turned slowly, dropping to her knees in front of Nico, reaching out to take him into her mouth to suck and lick him clean, holding him between her lips until he grunted his satisfaction and pulled back, refastening his robe.
	"Like I said, Julia, you're just what I'm looking for and I'm sure my guests will think so too."
	Julia said nothing and Nico left her, still kneeling on the floor. That is where Soames found her when he came to escort her back to her room a few minutes later.
	Her mind was in a whirl, a confusion of new sensations and emotions. She was certain only that now Nico had taken her in every way possible, that she would be required to entertain his guests in similar ways and somehow, although she did not fully understand her feelings, she found herself looking forward to the experience.
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY
 
 
	Days lengthened into weeks and Julia began to feel like a permanent resident in Nico's house.
	She was still not sure of the exact nature of Nico's business and suspected that it was not entirely legal, but, on holiday or not, he seemed to keep close control over his affairs. He working for several hours each day in his study holding meetings with various visitors, some of whom looked important and others who looked downright crooked and some who were rated important enough in Nico's eyes to stay overnight as guests.
	As he had explained, her role was to entertain his guests. There seemed to be an unending flow of them so that it was not unusual for her to be summoned from her room several times a day and escorted to one of the guest bedrooms.
	Almost always she was tied to the bed, sometimes in the most contorted and uncomfortable positions, as the guests gave full rein to their fantasies. Once bound in place she was fucked, hard and relentlessly, sometimes twice in the space of the hour allowed before Soames came to reclaim her. The very helplessness of the situations she found herself in seemed to increase her sense of arousal and she often achieved orgasm herself, writhing in her bonds and crying out aloud to the delight of the man screwing her.
	Sometimes an especially favoured guest would be granted permission to beat her and while she still dreaded the sting of the lash on her unprotected rear, Julia found herself driven to greater heights of arousal as the strokes were whipped into her tender flesh, her subsequent orgasms seeming more intense and prolonged.
	Julia quickly discovered that appearances were no guide when it came to assessing the preferences of the various guests she was required to serve. Often the mildest and most unassuming of them proved to have almost insatiable and occasionally bizarre sexual appetites, inflamed no doubt by her very obvious helplessness and ready submission.
	For a period of a few days Nico played host to a middle aged married couple, both of whom he treated with a great deal of respect. From the small amount of gossip she overheard, Julia gathered that the man was a quite high ranking and influential government official and therefore very useful to Nico's more legitimate business interests.
	At first Nico introduced Julia very briefly, making no reference at all to her role in the household. The presence of the man's wife, coupled with the fact that they appeared to be very happily married, led her to believe that her services would not be required.
	But on the second day of their visit she was proved very wrong indeed!
	As always, it was Soames who informed her that she would be required to entertain the new guests during the afternoon siesta time, not for the usual one hour but for two as there were two of them, and that she was to be fully showered and ready immediately following lunch.
	Julia felt a tingle of excitement ripple through her at the prospect of having to satisfy both a man and a woman at one and the same time and spent the entire morning considering all the likely combinations until Soames damped her spirits a little by announcing almost casually that the couple were to be treated as special guests and would therefore allowed to beat her.
	Even so, freshly showered and made up, she still felt a growing sense of excitement deep inside as she waited for Soames to escort her to their room. Her excitement mounted to a state of physical arousal as she followed the butler through the house at the appointed hour, halting at last outside the door of the guest suite.
	She was naked and very aware of his gaze lingering on her swelling nipples and the already slightly parted lips of her sex as he checked her appearance before knocking on the door.
	"Very nice, Miss Julia, very nice indeed. I'm sure our guests will be pleased with you."
	She blushed, knowing what Nico must have already told them about her and how she would appear to the couple in the room, naked and already more than a little aroused, a willing party to whatever they desired of her. Then Soames interrupted her thoughts by knocking on the door and she took a deep breath to steady herself as the call came to enter.
	The room was shaded, blinds drawn against the hard glare of the afternoon sun, and the air conditioner was working at full capacity, cooling the air well that she had to fight down the urge to shiver. Her nipples puckered at once and then the door closed firmly behind her and she was alone with the guests.
	Both were dressed in silk robes and probably naked beneath, the woman obviously so. Her robe. loosely belted and partly open above the waist, only partly concealed the swell of firm though small breasts, while the full tanned length of her legs was revealed as she sprawled lazily in one of the easy chairs, her eyes fixed on Julia.
	At once Julia assumed her submissive posture, arms linked behind her back, legs slightly parted as she awaited her instructions. For a few moments both guests seemed content merely to look at her without a word until at last, giving in to the temptation she presented, the man rose from the bed where he had been reclining and crossed over to her.
	"Well, Nico was certainly right about you, my dear. Just look at her, Susan, isn't she a peach?"
	He reached out and took her breasts in his hands, squeezing the pliant flesh before running his fingers around the hardened buds of her nipples, smiling with satisfaction as he felt them swelling under his touch and she shuddered in response.
	"Real sensitive too! We're sure going to have ourselves some fun with this one!"
	His fingers strayed down to her belly, pressing insistently between her parted thighs, rubbing along the soft lips of her sex until she moaned and shuddered again under his caresses.
	"Geez, I think she really wants it right now."
	"Just you leave her alone, Jack. You'll get yourself all worked up too soon. It looks to me like she's starting to enjoy you playing with her tits and that's not what we want."
	The man called Jack stepped back, reluctantly letting go of Julia's breasts and Julia turned her attention to the woman named Susan, certain now that she was the dominant partner. Remembering how Natalie used her she suddenly became more than a little apprehensive at being under the control of another woman.
	Susan continued to regard her quietly for a few moments longer nodding to herself as if sensing Julia's understanding of who was in control.
	"Alright, Julia, let's see a little of that obedience Nico's been telling us about." She paused, emphasizing a significant moment, a cruel gleam in her eyes. "On your knees!"
	Quickly, Julia dropped to her knees, thighs splayed and arms still clasped together behind her, heart beating a little faster now in response to the sharpness of the woman's voice.
	"Now for some real respect! Right down on your face, right down on the floor."
	Julia swallowed hard and then leaned right forward, bringing her arms around from behind her back and prostrating herself, spread-eagled on the floor, her face buried in the carpet.
	"You have to look at me. Hoist yourself up on your arms a little."
	Bracing herself on her forearms, Julia arched her back and pushed herself a few inches clear of the floor until Susan expressed satisfaction.
	"Can you see me clearly, Julia?"
	"Yes, Mistress.
	"Mistress? Yes, I like that. Are your tits touching the carpet?"
	"Yes, Mistress."
	Julia could feel her arms beginning to tremble as they supported her in the required position, her legs and belly still flat to the floor, her torso raised just sufficiently to enable her to look at Susan while leaving her breasts still brushing the floor as they hung tautly beneath her.
	Susan stretched out her arm, indicating a chair in one corner of the room.
	"Go to that chair and bring me what you find on it. Hold that position while you do so."
	Julia glanced over at the chair and her heart skipped a beat as she recognised the handle of a whip, very similar to that favoured by Natalie. Susan not only had every intention of beating her but wanted to humiliate her into the bargain!
	Never before had she been required to fetch for herself the instrument of her chastisement and she quivered in a confusion of excitement and dread, her mouth suddenly dry, until Susan clicked her fingers impatiently and she stretched forward, inching her way towards the chair.
	It was not easy to maintain her servile position and she was aware of both Susan and Jack watching her intently as she crawled across the floor, very conscious now of her belly and breasts dragging over the pile of the carpet with every movement.
	The insistent stimulation against her most sensitive places began to arouse her at once, her nipples in particular becoming rapidly engorged. She could feel her whole body quivering as she forced herself to concentrate on her task.
	It seemed to take forever, but at last she wriggled close enough to the chair to raise herself up, steadying herself on one arm as she prepared to grasp the handle of the whip.
	But Susan was not prepared to let her escape so easily!
	"Don't take your hands off the floor. Use your mouth!"
	Pushing herself higher she parted her lips, taking a firm hold on the handle before dropping back down to the floor, pulling the whip down in front of her.
	Close to she could see that while similar to the many thonged lash she had already endured at Natalie's hands this model was lighter and carried fewer thongs, although each was knotted at intervals along its length. She repressed a shudder at the knowledge of how those knots could sting.
	Turning was awkward. She had to back clear of the chair and then shuffle round, but at last she was headed towards Susan, the whip clamped in her mouth, the thongs trailing along the floor beneath her and adding a new degree of stimulation to her now throbbing breasts. By the time she reached her new destination she was gasping and quivering all over, but any hopes of a respite she may have harboured were quickly dispelled as the woman reached down to take the whip from her.
	"Keep going - to the end of the bed."
	Susan reinforced her order with a sharp flick of the whip across Julia's inviting bottom as she shuffled round once more on her seemingly endless journey around the room. By the time she reached the foot of the bed and positioned herself to Susan's satisfaction her arms were aching and the constant stimulation of the carpet against her body had driven her beyond mere arousal to the point where her nerves screamed for release. Even the smallest movement sent a jolt of sensation, part pain and part pleasure lancing through her.
	"Now, Jack, this is what you've been waiting for! Get her strung up."
	Julia twisted her head around to see what was to happen next as Jack walked quickly across the room and stood immediately behind her prone body.
	Now she could see leather straps dangling from each bed post and she resigned herself to the prospect of being tied down yet again. It came as a surprise to her when instead of ordering her to her feet, Jack bent down and grasped her legs as she lay face down, lifting her hips clear of the floor and pulling her back towards the bed before looping each strap securely around her ankles so she was presented in the most lewd position imaginable, her belly and buttocks well clear of the ground and her legs wide parted.
	The speed and efficiency with which she had been so secured stunned her and a few moments passed before she took in the full extent of how vulnerable she was, unable to move more than a few inches in any direction and the cheeks of her bottom well spread and parted as indeed were the lips of her sex to receive the strokes from the whip.
	Susan left her chair, strolling slowly towards Julia while Jack, again with obvious reluctance, moved aside and took up position a few feet away where he was sure of a good view of the proceedings. His glance darted between the two women, one tethered and helpless and the other so obviously in control, his own state of arousal now plain to see.
	Julia was still aroused too, despite the humiliation of her bondage and her very real fears regarding the severity of the whipping she guessed she was going to be made to endure. But, as she had grown to accept, the very helplessness of her situation served as a spur to her own inner desires as she waited in trembling anticipation.
	Susan straddled her prone body, eyes taking in every detail of her lewd exposure and lingering on the tell tale wetness glistening on the open lips of her sex.
	"Well, well, it certainly seems like Nico was right about this young lady. Look here, Jack, she's as worked up as you are."
	Julia felt her face flush red with embarrassment under the relentless scrutiny and the mocking tone of the woman standing over her, her emotions so confused that she longed for the sting of the lash and the release of tension that she knew the beating would bring.
	"Where do you usually get whipped?"
	"On - on my bottom, Mistress."
	"I thought so. But we both know that's not the best place to whip a woman, don't we?"
	Julia said nothing, feeling the heat rushing to her face and a dull emptiness growing in the pit of her stomach.
	"That's not where Natalie whips you, is it?"
	"N-no, Mistress."
	Julia's reply was barely a whisper but it suited Susan who lazily trailed the thongs of the whip between her spread thighs, smiling broadly at the immediate quivering response.
	"Eight strokes I think and try not to yell too loudly."
	Hisss! Whack!
	Hisss! Thwack!
	Even as Julia braced herself the lash whipped in twice, the slender, knotted thongs splaying out in a wide arc and biting into the soft flesh of her inner thighs with a force that drove the breath from her body and stifled her instinctive gasp of pain.
	Hisss! Thwack!
	Hisss! Thwack!
	Striking higher up her thighs the thongs flailed across her twice more and Julia was unable to suppress a sharp cry, her feet kicking out uselessly against her bonds as the fierce heat of the lash seared her tender flesh.
	Hisss! Crack!
	Hisss! Whack!
	The blows she had been dreading struck home with relentless precision, the thongs searing a wide path along the parted crease of her upraised buttocks and smacking down full across the open lips of her sex, the sharp stinging setting her writhing and twisting desperately in a vain attempt to escape the torment.
	Despite the air conditioning her body was drenched with perspiration, her nipples throbbing madly as they rubbed against the carpet beneath her and deep in her belly she could feel herself beginning to respond to the humiliation and the thrashing, slow pulses of pleasure underlying the pain of her flogged flesh.
	Hisss! Thwack!
	Hisss! Crack!
	With all the force she could muster, Susan slashed the whip in for the last time and again Julia squirmed and cried aloud as the cruel thongs smacked sharply down, the burning pain of the lash across her unprotected sex gripping her for long moments until the more powerful sensations of arousal surged up inside her once more.
	Gasping for breath, her whole body trembling, she lay at Susan's feet, expecting now to be released to satisfy her or her husband or perhaps both, but Susan had not yet finished tormenting her.
"Quickly, Jack! Now!"
	The silk robe rustled to the floor in front of Julia's face as Susan stepped away from her and flung herself naked onto the bed. Julia looked up in surprise and saw Jack, equally naked, his erection long and throbbing, his eager gaze fixed not on her but on his wife.
	They coupled quickly and noisily, both obviously very aroused, and Julia almost sobbed in frustration as she realised how fully she had been forgotten and left tethered in place, her whole body crying out for release that would not now be granted.
	Above and behind her she could hear every detail of the frantic love making from the low moans and gasps of passion to the soft sucking of flesh penetrating flesh, the sounds serving only to heighten her own feelings of frustration and rejection as between her parted and still stinging thighs the wet and open lips of her sex throbbed without relief.
	The bed frame shook and both Susan and Jack cried out aloud as they climaxed, the sounds of sex being replaced by low, contented sighs as they rested and then she felt hands at her bound ankles, fumbling at the straps that held her until they fell loose and she was free.
	"Come up onto the bed, Julia. Quickly now. Don't stop to play with yourself on the way."
	Both Susan and Jack laughed at the coarse comment and Julia staggered to her feet, stretching the cramp from her limbs as she turned to face them.
	Susan was sprawled naked on top of the covers while Jack lay to one side, his gaze again darting between the two women, his eyes shining with excitement.
	"Natalie tells me you know how to pleasure another woman, Julia. She says you're quite good."
	"I - I -"
	"Oh, don't bother to answer, girl. Just get over here and go down on me now."
	The casual command took Julia by surprise and she hesitated momentarily, glancing towards Jack who at once nodded in encouragement before kneeling up onto the bed and edging herself forward towards the waiting woman.
	With no hint of embarrassment, Susan parted her thighs wide revealing the still red and swollen lips of her sex, the soft folds of flesh shining wetly with her juices and flecked with glistening smears of sperm.
	Julia licked her lips, her pulse racing as a renewed surge of lust welled up inside her. Without further thought she bent forward, burying her face in Susan's belly, lips and tongue busily questing for the hot, oozing slit of her so recently well fucked vagina.
	The sensation was like nothing she had ever experienced. The aromas and tastes of male and female arousal and fulfilment mingled heavily in the air about her, filling her mouth with an exotic cocktail as she burrowed her tongue deep into Susan's sex, hearing her sighs of contentment, feeling her wriggling down the bed the better to press herself against Julia's eager lips.
	She could sense Jack kneeling close behind her and a thrill ran through her as she imagined the erotic display she was presenting, her bottom thrust up behind her and her well thrashed thighs invitingly parted to afford a view of her full breasts swaying beneath her as she bent so willingly to her task.
	The first touch startled her and she gasped then relaxed almost at once, parting her legs a little wider, pushing back against his probing fingers until he slipped easily up inside her and she in her turn sighed with a mixture of content and relief.
	His fingers were long and thin and she wriggled her hips in delight, short, panting gasps escaping from her busy lips as she felt him penetrate the full depth of her sex, the first finger being joined by a second and then a third, probing her deeply, stretching her wide as he stroked at her pulsating inner flesh.
	Above her, Susan was writhing and gasping, rapidly approaching a climax and Julia could feel her own orgasm building too as Jack delved his fingers deep into her again and again.
	Desperately she bore down on Susan, lashing the gaping vagina with her tongue, driving the woman on towards orgasm before she herself lost control. Her efforts were rewarded at once, a flood of hot, sticky juices flooded into her mouth as Susan climaxed, her hips jerking wildly so that it was all Julia could do to keep her clamped between her lips.
	The orgasm seemed to go on and on and then Julia felt Jack delving deeply into her one last time, her own control going at once as she surrendered herself to her long pent up passions, her legs buckling beneath her and her cries muffled between Susan's still quivering thighs.
	Exhausted, she slept for a while to be awakened by Susan a short while before the appointed two hours were up, the woman rolling her onto her back and watching closely as Jack fucked her to orgasm again before jetting his sperm deep inside her and then the time was up and Soames was knocking respectfully on the door to escort her back to her room, his expression as impassive as ever as he surveyed her ravaged body.
	Julia didn't care, knowing only that between Susan's thighs she had experienced one of her most intense orgasms ever and the woman had promised that for as long as she and Jack were guests in the house and Nico permitted it, she would be sent for and used every day and that prospect filled her with a strange and delightful anticipation.
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY ONE
 
 
	For a few days each week, between shopping trips and visits to friends, Natalie stayed over at the ranch and each time she laid claim to Julia, binding her in a submissive posture and whipping her hard before releasing her to lie between her thighs, pleasuring her to climax after climax.
	Julia's feelings were confused about Natalie, both fearing the power the young girl exercised so effortlessly over her and welcoming the strange bond that seemed to exist between them after she had pleasured her to orgasm.
	Nico himself made a point of summoning her every morning after breakfast and she would be required strip naked and recount her experiences with his guests of the previous day. Nico enjoyed her embarrassment at describing such intimate details, and when she had finished she was invariably ordered to spread herself across one of the leather chairs in his study to be fucked in either her sex or her bottom as the desire took him.
	While she was spread naked, he also took the opportunity to examine her bottom, delivering four or five strokes with a short whip if the marks of her most recent beating showed signs of fading, so that at all times her buttocks were striped with fresh welts, the better to excite both him and his guests. And yet, despite the harshness and unfairness of such treatment, Julia found herself almost constantly aroused. It often needed only the slightest brush of a hand across her jutting nipples or up between her thighs to cause a shudder of pleasure to run through her.
	Half way through her second week, Nico commented that his initial which he had marked out on her bottom had almost faded away and promised her that he would renew it the following morning. So used was she by then to what amounted to daily beatings that while she was apprehensive at the prospect, she did not feel the degree of dread she had been anticipating.
	Natalie was staying over at the ranch for a few days and when she heard that Nico was going to freshen up his mark she at once begged him to allow her to wield the crop, to which Nico replied that if he allowed her to do so then people would think that Julia now bore her mark and not his. After some discussion a compromise was reached. Julia was sent for and informed that the following morning she would be marked by both Nico and Natalie together as their joint property.
	That prospect did cause Julia some disquiet and she spent the rest of the day in an agony of nervousness, a fact which Natalie exploited by dwelling on the subject at almost every opportunity so that by the following morning Julia was so apprehensive at what she knew was to come that she could hardly keep her hand steady as she shaved her sex.
	She expected to be taken to Nico's study but instead, as soon as she had finished her breakfast, Soames ordered her to bend over the back of the chair in her own room, positioning her so that her back was to the door, presenting anyone entering with an immediate view of her taut, offered buttocks. When he was satisfied with her position, he produced a number of soft leather straps and fastened her wrists and ankles to the legs of the chair, stretching her even more tightly and securely.
	She waited in that position for more than an hour, tension growing with every slow minute that passed until at last the door opened and she strained her head around to see both Nico and Natalie entering the room, each of them holding a slender riding crop.
	Without a word they positioned themselves to either side of her jutting buttocks and Julia stared hard at the floor in front of her, bracing herself for the thrashing to come, flinching just once as Nico ran a hand across her bottom, indicating to Natalie where she should place her own mark.
	Natalie herself was almost trembling with barely repressed excitement and Julia could hear her breathing heavily, the sound matching the loud pounding of her own heart. Then, from the corner of her eye, she saw Nico raise his arm.
	She tensed, sucking in her breath, and forced herself to remain perfectly still.
	Thwack! Thwack!
	They whipped her together, the crops lashing down across her taut flesh almost as one, and she howled out loud as the fiery pain bit into her, destroying her composure as she writhed and twisted.
	When she was still again the crops whipped down a second time and then a third and each time she howled and squirmed and then they left her, her bottom red and cruelly striped, her face equally red and tear stained. The heat of the thrashing seeped slowly up into her belly, a sense of frustration gradually replacing the pain of the beating, and then Natalie returned to untie her and lead her to the bed and she found a strange comfort as she lay between the young girl's parted thighs, pleasuring her over and over until Natalie called a halt and left her.
	For the remainder of that day she was not given to any of Nico's guests, but that evening she was paraded naked at dinner, where the two vivid initials now decorating her bottom were much admired and commented upon - and that night Natalie claimed her once more.
	When not required by either Nico, Natalie or any of the guests, she sunbathed naked on the porch, by now well used to the coarse comments of those who saw her there as well as to the fucking which inevitably followed whenever one of the guests saw her and sought Nico's permission. But she was not so hardened to the matter of shaving the lips of her sex each day, watched attentively by Soames.
	Sometimes Soames gave her some light housework duties, just to remind her of her status, and it was at the end of her third week that she was summoned to assist the kitchen staff in setting out tables and chairs on the lawn in front of the house and informed that a barbecue was to be held that evening.
	Julia knew from past experience that any kind of social gathering also required her presence, usually confined in the bondage equipment she had worn on her first night at the ranch and always ending in her being either whipped or fucked and often both and so she looked forward to the evening with mixed feelings.
	The preparations took most of the day and as the first guests began to assemble in front of the house, Julia was packed off to her room to shower and attend to her make up and await Soames, who would dress her for the evening.
	Julia considered that the word dress was very wide of the mark given the nature of the outfit she knew she would be wearing since it was Soames who was to prepare her, but the prospect of appearing publicly in obvious and provocative bondage sent its by now familiar thrill racing through her as she showered and waited for him.
	The tall mirror still stood in the corner of the room and once the wide belt with its crotch straps and the collar with the wrist restraints had been fastened and suitably tightened into place and she had stepped into her high heeled shoes, she stood staring at her reflection, amazed as always at the transformation she seemed to have undergone by the donning of a few strips of leather.
	Every part of her femininity was emphasised and openly on show, her breasts jutting proudly forward and the outer lips of her sex pulled back and apart to reveal the deep, inviting pink of her inner lips, while the rounded cheeks of her bottom seemed to swell out behind her, lifted and separated by the thin straps dividing her crease.
	By straining around she could see her bottom. The stripes which adorned it were pale and faded now, as she had not been beaten at all throughout the day and even the twin initials of Nico and Natalie were fading fast. She shuddered a little, wondering if or when they would be renewed.
	She expected Soames to return and was therefore surprised when it was Natalie herself who came for her, walking round her and admiring the sight she made from every angle before taking up the end of the leash attached to her collar and leading her out to join the party.
	Julia had long since lost any feeling of anxiety at appearing naked in public and walked proudly out of the house, aware that every eye was turned in her direction. All conversation ceased and was replaced by explicit and graphic comments on her appearance as she followed Natalie across the lawn.
	The evening air was cool on her exposed body and she felt her nipples hardening at once, drawing even more attention to her breasts and even more explicit comments from those close enough to see.
	Natalie circulated freely among the crowd, trailing Julia along in her wake. At every turn she felt hands reaching out to brush against her breasts or her bottom, the touching becoming bolder and more intimate whenever Natalie halted to engage in conversation. Soon Julia's nipples stood firmly out from her breasts and her sex lips swelled and gaped redly between her thighs and each new touch of a hand on her body, no matter how fleeting, sent a shudder of arousal rippling through her.
	Very aware of her aroused condition, Natalie made a point of moving her on from each group whenever Julia showed signs of succumbing to the almost constant stimulation she was receiving so that after hour had passed she was flushed and trembling on the brink of orgasm and would willingly have submitted to the very obvious desires of any or indeed all of the men present.
	Surprisingly, it was the women present who contributed most to her arousal, openly fondling her breasts and stroking her belly and thighs while gazing intently at their husbands to gage the reaction they were experiencing at witnessing such lewd and wanton behaviour. And being women they all knew just how far to arouse her before withdrawing to leave her panting and frustrated.
	She knew that it was only a matter of time before the call went up for her to be whipped or fucked or both and it was with a sense of relief that at last she saw Nico beckoning Natalie to bring her over to where he was standing.
	"Right, friends! I guess you all know Julia by now and if the truth be told, quite a lot of you guys must have got to know her pretty well over the past few weeks. I certainly know I have."
	Laughter ran around the crowd and Julia blushed deep red at the thought of just how many of the assembled guests had used her and how she had responded shamelessly to all of their demands. But Nico was holding up his hands for quiet and the laughter died away as everyone waited for his next announcement.
	"Now most of you guys are here with your wives tonight so it wouldn't be right to expect the good ladies to take a back seat while you have your way with Julia, much as I know you'd all like to."
	A chorus of good natured jeers greeted his announcement and even though Julia had began to wonder just exactly what he had planned for her his next announcement took her and everyone else completely by surprise.
	"There is a person here tonight who I think has shown a great deal of restraint considering how often he's been real close to Julia every single day, and I think such devotion to duty deserves a reward. So I'm handing her over to Soames, with my permission to do as he pleases."
	Julia was astounded, not so much by the fact that she was to be given to one of the servants but at the casual way Nico had announced it to everyone. Already she could see the butler making his way through the crowd, his progress slowed as people stopped him to shake his hand or clap him on the back, for all the world as if he was receiving a prize, which in a way she supposed she was.
	Natalie tugged at Nico's arm and whispered in his ear and once again he held up his hands for silence.
	"Just one thing, Soames. You must have her back in Miss Natalie's room by midnight. Does that give you enough time?"
	"More than adequate, Mr Nico Sir. May I be permitted to say how honoured I am to be recognised in this way?"
	"Yes, well, don't waste your time with speeches. You have just under two hours to screw her ass off or do whatever turns you on, so best get on with it."
"Indeed, Sir. Thank you, Sir."
	Smiling broadly and nodding his acknowledgements to the still applauding guests, Soames took up the free end of Julia's leash and led her away in a daze, hardly feeling the hands that groped at her one last time as they headed towards the house.
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY TWO
 
 
	Soames occupied a room along the corridor from Julia's, but his was altogether larger and much more comfortably furnished as befitted his status among the staff, but Julia felt too unsure of what to expect from the man to spend time examining her surroundings.
	Locking the door firmly behind them, Soames turned to her at once and unbuckled the belt about her waist, working deftly and efficiently until the crotch straps fell away and she gave an audible sigh of relief as the pressure against her sex was eased.
	She half turned, hoping that her wrists would also be freed and her collar removed but Soames disappointed her. It seemed he preferred her with her hands secured like that, high up behind her back.
	"Over there! Kneel!"
	He indicated a point near the foot of the wide comfortable looking bed and as she knelt down to wait he began to undress, folding his clothes neatly across the back of a chair and plainly in no great hurry.
	Julia studied him carefully as he undressed, surprised at how little attention she had paid to his actual appearance over the past weeks. She had regarded him merely as the means by which she was escorted to and from Nico and his guests, but now he was about to fuck her at the very least.
	She guessed him to be in his early fifties - his hair was suitably streaked with grey, but as he removed his shirt she could see that he took good care of himself physically, for his body showed little sign of wrinkling or of running to fat.
	His cock was thick and already half erect as he finally shed the last of his clothing and walked across the room towards her and she instinctively leaned forwards, running her tongue around her lips and opening her mouth.
	Soames smiled to himself at her reaction and moved to stand in front of her, his cock swaying mere inches from her face, and Julia leaned forward a little more and sucked him fully into her mouth.
	She was still aroused from the fondling she had received from the guests at the barbecue, and at the taste and feel of a now rapidly hardening cock between her lips her excitement grew, her nipples swelling almost to bursting and warm juices bathing the still parted lips of her sex.
	Above her she could hear Soames breathing deeply and heavily as she moved her head steadily back and forth, her lips sliding wetly along the now fully erect length of his cock, her tongue teasing at the tip as she let him almost slip free at the end of each stroke before sucking the full length of him back into her eager mouth.
	"Ahhhhhh... enough..."
	He stepped back sharply as he pulled out of her mouth and she almost toppled forwards before regaining her balance, her face red and her heart pounding as she waited for his next instructions.
	His cock swayed in front of her face, stiff and shining where she had sucked him, and more than anything else she knew she wanted it buried deep inside her, driving hard into her to release her pent up tension and arousal.
	"On your feet! Quickly!"
	A voice hoarse with urgency.
	As she struggled to her feet he moved forward and reached down to help her, his hands under her breasts and then around her breasts, fondling her roughly, pressing hard against her swelling nipples until she couldn't suppress a shudder of arousal.
	She cried out softly as she writhed up against him, rubbing herself wantonly and almost frantically against the eager cock lying thick and throbbing across her belly.
	How she wished her hands were free to grasp him and guide him between her thighs!
	Then he was pushing steadily up against her, forcing her back until she felt the edge of the bed behind her knees and allowed herself to be toppled backwards, bouncing on the mattress, her legs opening wide to receive him.
	Through half closed eyes she watched him bending over her, his cock hovering above the flat plane of her stomach as he reached for her, gripping her nipples between his fingers and pulling her breasts into sharply pointed cones. The feeling was so intense and exquisite that she cried out at once, arching her back clear of the bed, thrusting her gaping slit up towards him, longing for him to penetrate her and give her the release she craved.
	He let go of her nipples and she dropped back, panting and squirming, forcing her legs even wider apart in lewd and open invitation and then she felt his hands slipping down her body, moulding around the curve of her buttocks and lifting her and she arched her back again, wriggling forward as she felt him hovering between her thighs.
	With one smooth thrust he entered her, penetrating the full length of her vagina, the thickness of his shaft spreading the lips even wider, his belly rubbing insistently against her hot flesh as he bore down on her and she came almost at once, abandoning herself to the spasms of release rippling through her as he withdrew and thrust into her again and again, each thrust pushing her firmly back down onto the bed and driving her to new heights of passion.
	She could feel the thrusts becoming faster, tremors rippled through the thick shaft of flesh impaling her and then deep inside her sex came the explosive pumping of hot spurts of sperm as Soames reached his climax and jammed his cock fully into her, the slow shudders racking his body transmitted to her as his weight pressed down on her.
	Then at last, spent and gasping for breath, he pulled out of her and slumped down on the bed alongside her, propping himself against the headboard and watching closely as she brought her own emotions back under control.
	Instinct and conditioning guided her again as she in her turn rolled over and wriggled her way between his legs, her lips searching for his rapidly shrinking cock to suck him clean and he understood at once, sliding down the bed towards her and smiling with satisfaction as she drew him into her mouth.
	"I can understand now why you've made such an impression on Mr Nico," he gasped. "You weren't faking a thing just now, were you?"
	Without releasing him from her mouth, Julia shook her head and grunted a muffled agreement as Soames relaxed, enjoying the sensuous feel of her lips and tongue working on him. The feeling was so arousing that within minutes his cock twitched and began to swell once more.
	Julia felt the movement and lay still, just holding him in mouth, not wanting to let go of him without permission, but knowing that continuing with what was obviously a stimulating act for him would bring about the inevitable consequences.
	Soames made her mind up for her.
	"Don't stop now, Julia. You're really very good at this."
	So she bent to her task once more, feeling him swelling harder and longer with each gentle caress of her lips and only when he was fully erect once more, his thickness straining her lips wide, did he pull out of her mouth, his eyes bright and eager for her once more.
	This time he made her kneel on the bed with her bottom pushed high up and her face cushioned on the pillow, her breasts hanging heavily down, nipples brushing the sheet.
	Now that a fucking was so imminent she herself began to feel the first stirrings of arousal, the feeling heightened by her very obvious exposure, bent over as she was with her legs apart so that the whole of her sex and backside was on display, and by the fact that her wrists were still pinned high up behind her back, rendering her virtually helpless.
	Soames knelt between her thighs, his hands planted firmly on each cheek of her bottom, prising them apart, spreading and opening her even wider, and she shuddered at the thought that his thick cock was going to be forced into her tightly puckered opening, a thrill of anticipation tempered by a stab of anxiety at her ability to take such a thickness without being painfully split.
	Since first being penetrated there by Nico and after a number of guests had also exercised a preference for taking her in the rear, she had learned how to relax her muscles to make such penetration easier.
	Trickles of sperm had seeped out of her, bathing the soft flesh between her thighs, and she felt the still warm stickiness of it being smeared around the tight opening of her backside, lubricating her before Soames began to push with his cock, steadily and insistently, each push forcing her and opening her just a little wider, her gasps muffled as she pressed her face into the pillow and forced herself to relax under the relentless pressure until at last she was opened wide enough and he slipped into her.
	There was a sharp pain as he stretched her wider than she had ever been stretched before, a sensation of being stuffed full of stiff hot cock, and then the pressure of his penetration was transmitted through her flesh to the thin walls of her vagina, squeezing them together so she felt she was being turned inside out, the lips swelling out between her thighs, her clitoris suddenly hard and throbbing.
	Then the pain was gone, replaced by a ripple of arousal radiating out from her impaled backside.
	Her gasps turned to low moans of pleasure as he slipped deeper and deeper into her and then he reached forward under her, fumbling for her swaying breasts, his fingers closing around her hard and aching nipples, and she cried out loud, thrusting her hips higher and writhing back against him, grinding her throbbing breasts down onto his hands, driving herself towards her climax.
	When it came, her orgasm was explosive, seeming to go on and on, her body shuddering and her breath rasping in her throat as she bucked and squirmed in the grip of a kind of madness. She was dimly aware of Soames squeezing hard at her breasts, his belly slapping against her bottom as he spent himself deep inside her but everything else was lost in a daze as her climax drained her and she collapsed onto the bed, her trembling thighs no longer able to hold her up.
	She must have dozed for the next thing she was aware of was being shaken awake by Soames, already showered and dressed and looking his usual cool, unruffled self.
	"You have just over twenty minutes, Miss Julia. May I suggest a quick shower before I escort you to Miss Natalie's room?"
	Now at last he released her wrists. Then he watched her as she showered, discouraging her from turning her back as she washed the residue of his sperm from her sex and backside. When she was clean and dried he escorted her to Natalie's room, still naked, and bound her securely to the bed.
	He left her alone, but not before succumbing to the temptation of running his hands over her breasts and between her thighs one last time.
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY THREE
 
 
	The morning after the barbecue found Julia still a little groggy.
	Natalie had not returned to her room until well after midnight and had been particularly demanding so it seemed to Julia that she had lain between the younger girl's parted thighs for hours, pleasuring her again and again until Natalie was finally satisfied and exhausted and dismissed her into the care of Soames, who appeared to need no sleep whatsoever.
	Indeed, it was Soames who woke her as usual and supervised her as she showered and breakfasted, returning after the still embarrassing ritual of having her sex shaved smooth to put her to work alone, clearing away the remains of the barbecue.
	The work was not arduous and the fresh air helped to wake her fully as she collected the mounds of dirty dishes and glasses and carried them into the kitchen, happy to work for once without Soames constantly checking up on her.
	Time passed quickly and it was late morning before all the dishes were washed and stacked away and she went to seek out Soames to ask what work needed to be done next.
	She found him relaxing in the servants quarters.
	"All finished, Miss Julia?"
	Julia nodded and Soames motioned her to sit at the table and help herself to coffee and biscuits, a rare treat.
	"I am arranging your transport back to the centre."
	"What!"
	Not quite believing what he had said, Julia stared blankly at him, her mouth suddenly very dry.
	"Mr Nico and Miss Natalie left for California earlier this morning. So of course you are not required any more."
"But - I thought -"
	Julia faltered, unsure of what she really had thought. After all, both Nico and Natalie had used her as their personal plaything and without any real regard for her feelings or opinions.
	"Mr Nico spoke to the centre before he left. He gave a satisfactory account of your behaviour here."
	Julia nodded slowly, thankful for that at least and gradually accepting the fact that she must now return to the hard regime of the centre.
	"I believe you only have another four weeks or so to serve."
	Again Julia nodded, summoning up a small smile as she realised that Soames was right. Her sentence was now more than half over.
	Her relief was short lived, however, as she realised that it was Harry who would be driving her back into town and especially when he made a point of reminding her of the promise he had made to her on the journey out to the ranch.
	"Yes, sister, I can see us now in that little clearing together and from what I've seen over the past few weeks you've been getting plenty of practice for what I have in mind."
	Flushing crimson under his taunts, Julia hesitated, putting off the moment of climbing into the car and falling completely under his control.
	"My uniform. I need my uniform before I go back."
	"In the trunk. I figure you can change when we get to where we're going. I mean, you'll need to take your clothes off won't you?"
	Subdued, Julia climbed into the back of the limousine. She expected to be chained in place as before, but Harry merely shut the door firmly and climbed into the front, accelerating quickly down the long driveway, obviously eager to have her all to himself.
	The journey passed in silence. Julia was locked into her own uneasy thoughts and it was only when she recognised the surrounding countryside and realised that the clearing was nearby that she began to realise also that the car was being trailed closely by a truck from the ranch.
	She twisted around in her seat to take a closer look, and that caught Harry's attention.
	"So you've woken up back there."
	The mocking tone of his voice sent shivers of apprehension through her and she had to lick her suddenly dry lips before speaking.
	"W-whats going on? Who are those people following us?"
	Harry paused as he reached the turn off for the clearing and the car bumped slowly down the rutted track, closely followed by the truck.
	"Just a few guys from the ranch come to join in the fun."
	Julia was aghast, stunned by his betrayal, shocked at what was happening.
	"Hell, sister, it's no different from what you were doing back at the ranch except this time you're doing it for the workers."
	"But - but -"
	"Hey, don't worry about Nico or what they'll say when I get you back to the centre. Nico doesn't care a damn and I guess the centre are used to me delivering girls back late by now."
	Ahead of the car the trees were thinning out as the open expanse of the clearing came into view and Julia sank back into her seat, a sick feeling churning in her belly and worse, she realised, a faint but distinct and familiar tingle that she recognised as arousal at her new predicament.
	As Harry braked the car to a halt at the edge of the clearing, Julia could see the truck pulling up alongside, the ranch hands already jumping eagerly to the ground and gathering in an excited looking group.
	"Well, there's your public, sister! I sure hope you're going to give them a good show."
	Momentarily stunned by the number of men she could see, Julia shrank back into her seat. But already Harry was climbing out to open the door, the ranch hands pressing close to the car, eager to see her, touch her, use her.
	"Come on out. Don't keep them waiting, just make them angry."
	There was no avoiding what was now inevitable and Julia felt a strange calm, almost a sense of detachment, as she slid across the seat towards the door and the waiting men.
	She was allowed to step from the car unaided, but even as she straightened they closed in around her and she was seized, dragged forwards to the middle of the clearing and pulled down spread-eagled onto the ground, her legs hauled wide apart and her arms stretched back over her head so that her back was arched, her breasts thrust boldly up, straining against the thin fabric of her shirt.
	The sun shone brightly down into her eyes and almost blinded her so she was aware of the men surrounding her closely only as dark shadows moving against the glare. But she knew that soon they would move closer to touch her, strip her naked here on the grass and take her for their pleasure. And she knew too that while she would struggle and resist at first, her body would react to the stimulation and to the tension and excitement that was already growing within her, and that she would submit to their demands with an ever increasing and shamefully wanton abandon.
	Hands fumbled at her clothes then her her shirt was yanked up to reveal her breasts while at the same time the fastening of her skirt came loose and the brief garment was dragged up over her hips exposing the inviting curve of her belly and her smooth, shaven mound, the red lips of her sex already moist and open.
	For a few moments there was silence as the men crowded close to stare at her nakedness and then the comments came, coarse and explicit, leaving no doubt at all in her mind as to what lay in store.
	"Great tits! I just got to get me a handful of those tits."
	"Get her legs open a little more."
	"Yeah, let's have a real good look."
	"Little bitch's looking forward to this, get how wet she is."
	"Before we even touch her!"
	"Here, give a fellow a chance, let me feel."
	The group crowded even closer, their hands pressing down on her belly and thighs, fingers exploring her, probing down into her soft yielding flesh, opening her further, while yet more hands cupped and fondled her breasts, pinching and pulling at her swelling nipples until she squirmed under their touch, crying out loud, part in pleasure and part protest.
	As though this was some signal they withdrew and she was hauled to her feet, skirt dropping to the ground, shirt pulled over her head and tossed aside so that she stood totally naked, limbs trembling, uncertain of what was to follow.
	"OK. Julia, let's have you over here and get you warmed up the way I know you like it."
	Julia looked around and felt a sudden shock as she saw Harry leaning against the truck, a long, whippy cane swinging loosely in his hand.
	As he had promised, he was going to whip her, but he was going to do it here, now, in full view of the ranch hands!
	Her spirits plummeted at the prospect of such awful humiliation and the certain knowledge of how her body would react, but even as she began to protest she realised that, as ever, she had no choice but to submit.
	For a few moments everything seemed still and quiet, everyone watching Julia intently with barely concealed excitement at what was to come, then she summoned up her courage and walked slowly, on trembling legs to stand in front of the truck, the men gathering behind her in a semi-circle the better both to witness her punishment and seal off any avenue of escape.
	Close to, she could see that the cane was about three feet long and as thick as her little finger and she couldn't suppress a shudder as she contemplated the fiery sting it would deliver across her bare backside.
	"There's no need, Harry. I'll do what they want, you know I will."
	Harry smiled slowly, tapping the tip of the cane against his open palm as he gazed steadily back at her.
	"I know that, you little slut, but, you see, it's something I want to do." He grinned at her. "And besides, I promised the boys a show, so let's get on with it."
	Under Harry's instruction, Julia stood facing the front of the truck, and spread her legs wide until he grunted in satisfaction and ordered her to bend forward to touch the collision bars across the front of its radiator.
	From where she stood her outstretched arms could just reach to grasp the bars, her body taut and angled almost parallel to the ground, breasts hanging heavily down.
	Jeers and whistles rang out behind her and she closed her eyes in shame at how openly her sex and backside must be displayed to them, bent and spread as she was.
	Harry stood so close behind her that she could feel his excited trembling as he ran the cane slowly up and down the back of her thighs and across the taut offered swell of her bottom, revelling in his control over her, prolonging her suspense as she waited for the thrashing to begin.
	"You like this don't you?"
	Julia breathed slowly and steadily, fixing her gaze on the front of the truck as Harry ran the cane up the curve of her belly and rapped it softly against the soft underside of her breasts.
	Her breasts shook, her nipples hardened even more, but she gritted her teeth, determined not to show how readily she was becoming aroused by her exposed and shameful situation.
	"I said - you like this don't you?"
	His voice took on a hard edge and Julia twisted her head as far as she could to look back at him, eyes pleading.
	"Yes, yes, but please..."
	He ignored her, bringing the cane back round behind her and tapping it sharply against her tightly drawn flesh before turning it, sliding it down between her parted thighs, finding the open lips of her sex.
	Julia gasped out loud as the hard length of it slid along the parted gash of her slit pressing against the tight bud of her clitoris, arousing her even more than she already was.
	"You like it because it turns you on so are you ready for it?"
	Peering back down between her breasts, Julia could see the slender tip of the cane protruding from the open lips of her sex, its surface glistening with her juices which were now flowing steadily as Harry kept up the insistent pressure against her clitoris.
	"I asked you if you were ready, Julia?"
	"Yes, damn you, I'm ready."
	Her reply was whispered, her head hanging down as she tensed herself for the first stroke, determined not to cry out.
	"The guys didn't hear you Julia. I said are you ready?"
	"Yes," she screamed out. She was getting hotter, she couldn't help it. "Yes, yes, yes, I'm bloody well ready."
	 "OK, OK, no need to get excited. I'm only going to give you ten -"
	Only ten, she thought! Only, he says! Ten with that cane? She could never take it.
	" - so you can count them out loud for all of us to hear."
	Ten strokes!
	Julia shuddered. Harry would lay them on hard to impress the watching crowd. He would want to make her writhe and howl for their amusement.
	He would succeed!
	Grimly she tensed herself again and stood waiting, heart pounding, breathing deep and regular.
	Swish! Thwack!
	A searing stroke whipped full across the fleshy curve of her buttocks, driving the breath from her body in an explosive gasp as the fiery heat bit into her.
	"Aaaahhhh! One."
	Swish! Whack!
	Swish! Whack!
	Two more strokes whistled in criss crossing her pale skin and drawing low moans of distress from her desperately clamped shut lips.
	"Yahhh-aahh! Two! Ohhhhhhh! Th-th-three!"
	Whack!
	Thwack!
	Whack!
	Harry took his time and worked the cane skilfully, always seeking out some untouched area of her out-thrust behind and waiting until she was still before whipping in the strokes with a force calculated to cause the maximum amount of pain without breaking the pale skin, striping Julia's backside with thin, angry looking weals.
	Her breathing ragged now, Julia gasped out the count feeling the heat of the thrashing spreading out from the welts which striped her buttocks, the heat funnelling up into her belly and down between her wide parted thighs, the lush, red gash of her sex lips opening slowly but insistently wider with each stroke.
	Swish! Thwack!
	"S-s-s-s-seven!"
	Her whole body was hot and drenched in perspiration, her breasts quivering and swinging freely from side to side as she bucked and heaved under the relentless onslaught.
	Between her thighs she could feel her sex lips gaping ever wider, her juices beginning to flow freely, glistening wetly on her belly for all to see.
	Swish! Whack!
	Swish! Whack!
	Tears were forced from her eyes as Harry whipped the slender rod up under the curve of her bottom, laying two burning stripes across the tender flesh there, raising her up onto her toes, hips thrusting and jerking helplessly.
	"EIGHT"
	"NINE!"
	The count had been taken up by the watching men and Julia hung her head and gasped desperately for breath, perspiration trickling down her heaving breasts, arms and legs quivering with the strain of maintaining her shameful position.
	Her bottom stung dreadfully, the once pale skin now glowing bright red and striped with the angry imprints of the cane in clear evidence of the cruel thrashing she was enduring.
	Swish! Thwack!
	The last stroke, delivered full across the top of her straining thighs, sent a hot spasm rushing up into her belly and raised her even further up onto her toes - then she fell back sobbing quietly, body trembling in a confusion of pain and arousal, knowing that now Harry would penetrate her, and after him the others, one after another until she had satisfied them all.
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY FOUR
 
 
	The men had fallen silent and the only sound in the clearing was the harsh rasping of Julia's breath as Harry flung the cane aside and reached to loosen the belt of his jeans, his bulging erection straining the coarse fabric open as the zipper slid easily down.
	A cheer rang out as he dragged his heavy throbbing cock into view and stepped up to stand close behind her still bent and spread body, his hips pressing against her bruised and burning buttocks, leaning forward over her, reaching under her to take her breasts into his hands.
	Julia moaned out loud as his fingers found her hard swollen nipples, moaned again, louder, as he bent his knees slightly between her spread thighs and thrust hard up into her dripping slit, filling her, his belly smacking loudly into her still stinging backside to make her gasp and squirm.
	Then he withdrew and thrust again, his hands closing firmly over her swinging, aching breasts, squeezing her nipples, dragging gasp after anguished gasp from her lips as he rode her hard.
	Each thrust of his cock up into her, each slapping smack of his hips against her out thrust flanks, drew a fresh cry from her lips, her gasps deepening into long low moans as she felt her belly twisting into a hard knot of need, the muscles of her sex already convulsing with the first tremblings of orgasm.
	Buried deep in her sex, Harry's cock throbbed too, hot jets of sperm spurting suddenly up into her as he came, his body held stiffly hard up against her, his hands clutching even more urgently at her breasts as he spent himself, his breath hot and rasping in her ears, the cheers and catcalls of the watching crowd ringing out around the clearing.
	Sex lips quivering, on the very verge of orgasm, Julia cried out loud as she felt him softening inside her, already slipping free of her body as he slumped breathlessly down across her back, his weight pushing her forward onto her knees beneath him.
	Hands grabbed at her, dragging her free, and she stumbled a few shaking steps away from the truck, belly quivering, hard nippled breasts still heaving with the need for relief.
	"Here, over here, great, I've got her now!"
	A sharp push sent her sprawling on the grass and as she twisted to look up she saw one of the men stepping up to straddle her, his jeans already hanging open, his belt loose and swinging from his hand, and she realised with a sudden shock, even as the strap swished through the air and smacked down hard across her jutting flanks, that he too was going to whip her before he fucked her.
	"Get up on your knees! Open your legs! Stick that backside out!"
	Each harsh command was accompanied by a sharp smack from the belt as Julia wriggled and squirmed her way into a position that was to his satisfaction, kneeling between his legs, face buried in the grass, bottom thrust right up and out, thighs parted to receive the stinging leather while all around her the crowd jeered, pressing close.
	The man leathered her then, the narrow strap smacking down hard and relentlessly on her already striped and still stinging buttocks and shamelessly she thrust herself up to meet the strokes even though the blows set her writhing and crying aloud until the fiery heat of the thrashing triggered her orgasm.
	Beautiful warm wetness flooded her belly and thighs as she howled out her relief for all to hear.
	Her tormentor yanked down his jeans and stepped back, dropping to his knees in front of her, his stiff swollen cock jutting out redly towards her flushed and tear stained face, his actions at once urgent and demanding.
	Julia needed no urging; eagerly she reached out for him, sucking him greedily, deep into her mouth, the hot hardness of him strained her lips wide as she revelled in the taste and smell of his arousal.
	Behind her, another man, his erection hard and throbbing, dropped to his knees between her wide spread thighs, thrusting deep into her wet, gaping sex. Her startled gasp at this new violation was muffled by the thick length of flesh filling her mouth, but her shock was immediately overwhelmed by a surge of excitement as she realised she was satisfying two men together.
	Hands closed once more over her breasts, fondling and tugging roughly at her hard jutting nipples, whether the man she was pleasuring between her lips or his partner thrusting relentlessly between her thighs she neither knew nor cared as a familiar madness grew within her and she bucked and twisted beneath them, each upward thrust jerking her forwards onto the cock sliding wetly in and out of her straining mouth, pressing her breasts down into the hands that held her, driving her irresistibly towards a second orgasm.
	It seemed to her like a race, some crazy race between herself and the two men and the man pumping her between her thighs won, his hips jammed hard up against her wildly jerking bottom as his cock spurted thick, hot jets of sperm deep inside her, triggering her own shattering, longed for orgasm, setting her writhing and squirming almost out of control, stifled cries of passion escaping from her straining lips even as the cock spearing her mouth shuddered and exploded, pumping its load of sperm into the back of her throat, choking off her cries, filling her mouth with the sticky, salty cream.
	Body slick and shining with perspiration, long, sticky trails of sperm trickling down her thighs and dribbling from her lips, she felt herself rolled onto her back and lay spread-eagled and uncaring, breasts heaving as she gasped for breath.
	Swish! Thwack!
	Stinging leather lashed across the tender flesh of her thighs and she yelped aloud, rolling and scrambling away as another man pushed forward to claim her, pursuing her across the grass, belt flailing at whichever part of her body offered itself as a target.
	Swish! Whack!
	Swish! Thwack!
	Again the madness gripped her and she rolled onto her belly, pushing her buttocks up and out towards him to receive yet more stinging blows and spreading her legs wide in lewd and open invitation until at last the belt was flung aside and he dropped down to take her, sinking his hard, erect shaft into her wet, gaping slit and so it continued, each man taking his turn with her until all had been satisfied and a halt was called for beer to be passed around and drunk.
	Julia lay on her back, her body stained with grass and dirt, hot and shining with sweat, her breathing shallow and ragged. Angry red weals criss crossed her buttocks and thighs and even the soft curves of her belly had not escaped punishment.
	Her breasts quivered, still swollen and hard nippled from constant rough fondling, and sperm smeared wetly down her thighs and glistened on her chin.
	Each man had taken her at least once, fucking her in her sex her mouth or her backside as the urge took them and almost all had sought to heighten their own excitement by whipping her first and she had responded shamelessly to each one, offering herself up to be beaten and fucked as orgasm after orgasm had racked her body.
	Jeans still hanging insolently open, the men gathered round her and Julia closed her eyes, knowing that once enough beer had been drunk her ordeal would be continued and that she would respond in the same shamefully eager manner that she had already displayed, the excitement stirring inside her anew at the knowledge of how much they wanted her and how helpless she was to resist.
	"She's all dirty."
	"Yeah, she could do with a good bath."
	"The river?"
	"Good idea!"
	"C'mon girl, you're going for a swim."
	Before she realised fully what was happening, Julia felt her arms seized and she was hauled to her feet and half carried, half dragged to the bank of the fast flowing river.
	"OK. guys, this is a good spot, let's have her in!"
	More hands seized her legs and she was lifted clear of the ground, swung out and dropped into the water. The men scattered quickly back away from the splash she made then crowded back once more, jostling for position to watch her.
	It was freezing after the heat of the sun on her nakedness and Julia gasped breathlessly, struggling her way to the surface, feeling her nipples and sex contracting tightly as the fast flowing water explored her body.
	"Come on! Don't fool around in there."
	"Get yourself cleaned up so we can play some more."
	Everyone laughed and Julia obediently began to run her hands vigorously over her skin, washing away the dirt and sperm which smeared her, standing up to face them so they could watch as she washed between her thighs, her face flushed deep red with embarrassment but aroused none the less at the blatant exhibition she knew she was presenting.
	More beer was passed around and a can was even tossed to her in the water. She gulped it down greedily, then when she was finally judged to be clean she was allowed to climb shivering from the river.
	At once she was seized and held up for inspection, her arms stretched out to the side, thighs yanked roughly open, hands and fingers already exploring her body.
	"Shit! That water must be damned cold, she's all closed up tight."
	"Here, let me feel, yeah, sure looks like she needs warming up some."
	Julia squirmed as her body was handled and discussed in such a crude and careless manner then she stiffened, heart thudding in her breast as she caught sight of Harry, the cane once more swinging from his hands, striding purposefully towards her.
	"Here's just what she needs, guys - hold her steady."
	Julia wailed in protest even though she knew the futility of any kind of resistance, despairing at the prospect of yet another thrashing with its inevitable effect on her wayward body.
	Swish! Whack!
	Held tight though she was, she still couldn't help jerking forward, crying out aloud as the cane was whipped down hard across her still wet flesh, the wetness intensifying the sharp sting of the blow.
	"One!"
	Swish! Whack!
	Again she jerked forward, bare breasts bouncing, hips and belly writhing and thrusting as the fiery pain of the earlier flogging was revived under this new onslaught.
	"Two!"
	One of the men who had fondled her now stepped forward again, his hand closing over the inviting curve of her belly, fingers probing up between her thighs and along the still closed lips of her sex, pressing hard up against her as the cane lashed in at her once more.
	Now when she bucked forward she couldn't help but squirm up against the insistently probing fingers and as the arousing heat of the thrashing spread down between her parted thighs she felt herself open ever so slightly and at once a thick finger was slipped up inside her.
	Two more searing strokes were needed before she was judged fully open and ready, three fingers now worked up into her sex forcing her wide then Harry whipped in a further stinging blow before she was released and pushed to the ground for the sex marathon to begin anew.
	This time she was not thrashed time and time again, for which she was much relieved, but was made to kneel on all fours, her legs open wide as each man took his turn, fucking her from behind in either her sex or her backside and as an added amusement for them and a further act of submission for her, as each man finished with her and gave up his place to the next in line, he knelt in front of her, offering up his cock for her to lick clean.
	As before, the fucking was relentless and yet, despite the degradation she was suffering, the lewd manner in which her body was being put to use and the throbbing pain of her newly thrashed buttocks combined into a kind of madness within her as all her inhibitions were cast aside and she surrendered herself to orgasm after orgasm, bucking and heaving against the cocks that impaled her, her cries muffled by the cocks filling her mouth as she came again and again until at last they were finished with her and she was allowed to collapse exhausted to the ground.
	Someone turned her onto her back and she lay stretched out, the warmth of the sun gradually drying the perspiration which once more drenched her still trembling body, listening to the seemingly distant conversation of the men as yet more beer was passed around. Harry's voice sounded loud above the rest, asking if anyone wanted her again, but there were no takers, the sun, beer and frantic sex having taken their combined toll.
	A little later she heard an engine fire up and when she turned her head to look she saw the truck driving out of the clearing, the men sprawled in the back, leaving her alone with Harry once more
	Unbidden, she climbed to her feet and walked with faltering steps to the river bank, pausing only briefly before plunging into the icy water, washing away the dirt and semen which smeared her body, the coldness numbing into a dull ache the stinging welts which striped her so vividly.
	Harry watched her for a while, then climbed lazily back into the car, summoning her to return by sounding the horn in sharp bursts. She climbed slowly towards him up the bank, letting the sun dry her as she walked.
	With a jerk of his thumb, Harry indicated the prison uniform which he had taken from the trunk and she dressed, wincing as the coarse fabric brushed up against her bruises.
	Then she climbed into the back of the car, seating herself as comfortably as her punished behind would allow, for the journey back to imprisonment.
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY FIVE
 
 
	One look at the vivid red stripes decorating her buttocks and thighs was enough for the reception staff to escort Julia not into the main body of the prison but to the sick bay, where she was examined very thoroughly by the doctor and pronounced unfit for prison routine for at least a week.
	She was given a sedative and slipped into a calm, untroubled sleep.
	The following morning she was examined again and although she felt sore and stiff in every joint she was able to answer the questions the doctor put to her, reliving over the next few hours every minute of the previous three weeks, amazing both the doctor and herself at what she had endured and how she had reacted to her experiences.
	For his part, the doctor made copious notes, questioning Julia again and again on her feelings and reactions to the harsh treatment she had sometimes received and particularly the manner in which she had reacted to the gang bang of the previous day. At the end of it all he recommended that Julia serve out the remaining time of her sentence in the sick bay, a proposal which Julia herself welcomed.
	So it was that a little under two weeks later, the welts on her bottom fully healed and feeling very rested and refreshed from her spell in the more relaxed regime of the sick bay, Julia was summoned to the governess' office to be granted her release and witness the destruction of her arrest and prison record and walk out a free woman once more.
	It was a wonderful feeling to be allowed to dress in her own clothes once more, but knickers and bra felt strange and unfamiliar after so long without them as she climbed into the small van in which she was to be driven into town.
	In her bag there was nothing but a small amount of money and an economy class air ticket back to England, both purchased for her from her own money. There was no way she could continue with her holiday.
	She was sure that she would be able to pick up her former life on her return home, but was altogether less certain about how she would cope with her new found sexuality, half convinced that she should do her best to bury the experiences of her imprisonment deep in her memory and yet tormented by the knowledge of how easily her true emotions could be brought into play.
	Sitting in the bus station, a cup of coffee in front of her, she pondered if it would in fact be so easy to return to the ordered conformity of college and the awkward sexual advances of the young male students, when a shadow fell across the table.
	"Hello there."
Her heart skipped a beat as she looked up to see Harry standing beside her, a broad grin on his face.
	"I almost didn't recognise you with clothes on."
	Without invitation he pulled out a chair and sat down opposite her, leaning forward with his arms crossed casually on the table. Julia shivered nervously before she remembered that she was free, her records destroyed.
	"Get lost, Harry!" she said.
	Harry sat back, his hands held placatingly up, his expression wide eyed and innocent.
	"Hey, steady on old girl! I'm only here to offer you a job!"
	Julia narrowed her eyes as she looked at him, tempted to tell him to go to Hell, but her curiosity was aroused and she leaned forward a little, suspecting some trick or cruel parting joke.
	"What kind of job?"
	Harry paused and reached into his jacket for an envelope which he placed carefully on the table in front of her.
	"For Nico!"
	She held her breath. "Nico? Did you say Nico?"
	"Yes, Nico sent me. You know you impressed him and I guess Natalie put a word in too because he wants to give you a job in his organisation. If you say yes you start right away. Today."
	At the mention of Nico and more especially of Natalie, Julia's heart began to beat faster. She gazed down at the envelope, suddenly afraid to pick it up as if by touching it she would be committing herself.
"What - what kind of job?"
	Harry smiled a long, slow smile as he sensed her growing interest, watching her carefully to see how she received what he had to tell her.
	"Same like before, only this time you get paid."
	"What!"
	Julia was stunned at the proposal and lowered her voice as she leaned closer to Harry, seeking confirmation of what he had told her.
	"He wants me to work as a - a prostitute?"
	"No, no, more like a high class escort. To keep his business contacts sweet. Nico does business with a lot of very powerful and influential guys and some of them have - well let's just say they have special tastes that they can't always get satisfied at home."
	Julia was astounded.
	And, she had to admit, intrigued.
	"Would I ever have to sleep with you?"
	"Unfortunately not. You'd be at Head Office."
	"What?"
	"In America. You'd be working with them in America. Anyway, I believe Natalie has - er - staked a prior claim over you."
	America! She would get there after all. And the mention of Natalie stirred yet more confusing feelings in Julia's belly as she slowly picked up the envelope.
	"What's in here?"
	"A first class ticket to New York, the key to your apartment there and five thousand dollars for your first week's pay."
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