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Chapter One 

 

Karen brushed her hair and then tied it back in a ponytail, adding a length of ribbon that matched the mulberry red of her school jumper.  She gazed at herself in the dressing table mirror.  It was strange to think that this was her last ever day at school, the last day that she would ever wear this uniform.  She heard her mother calling and glanced at her watch - she hadn't realised she had taken so long to dress.  She rushed downstairs, grabbed a piece of buttered toast from the breakfast table, kissed her mother goodbye and dashed out of the door.  She hurried down the tree-lined avenue, eating her toast and musing over the future with a mixture of reluctance and excitement.  She had been wild with exhilaration on her eighteenth birthday a few weeks earlier but she was now panicking over the realities of growing up.  But despite her nerves, she was looking forward to starting work as an assistant at the zoo; it would be wonderful to be working out of doors (in the good weather, anyway!) surrounded by all those wonderful creatures, helping with the feeding and mucking out and showing people around.  
After glancing once more at her watch, Karen decided to take the shortcut through the wooded copse and over the brook where people went to walk their dogs and to 'make-out' as her best friend Leonie put it.  She had been aware of a man walking some way behind her for the last ten minutes or so but thought nothing of it at all; until he turned off the road into the copse as well and then she began to worry.  Perhaps she should have stayed on the main route?  She heard him walking faster, but she did not dare to look back.  Then, at the rickety old bridge over the small brook, he caught up with her.  A firm hand fell on her shoulder.  She stiffened, closed her eyes, and still did not turn about.  
"What …what do you want?  I'm late." Karen tried to sound braver than she felt.
"I think you know what I want, young lady," replied the stranger in his brusque and surly tone.  He pivoted her around to face him, though she still kept her eyes tightly shut, and reached a hand to her breast.
"Please don't," she half whispered.
"Don't worry, I won't hurt you.  Not if you're a good girl for me."  She could hear the smirk in his voice.   Both hands were on her breasts now, groping them through the wool of her jumper and the crisp cotton of her pale blue shirt beneath.  She knew she should give in to the inevitable, be acquiescent and compliant and pray for it to be over with quickly; that was the safest response.  But she was a virgin and scared witless.  With a sudden surge of bravado she kicked him in the shin and fled.  The attacker was lithe and quick, however and caught hold of her again in seconds.  He dealt her a harsh slap to her face then dragged her into the bushes.  Pinning her down beneath him, he pushed up her pleated grey skirt to reveal her long slender legs and curvy hips.  He pulled her white cotton panties down to her knees and then, releasing his huge stiff member, thrust into her.  It was a fast and savage ride and Karen struggled, screamed and swore the whole time.  He gave a yell of euphoria as he erupted into her and then quickly rearranged his clothing and went, leaving her crying on the ground.
Naturally the police were called and an arrest was made.  The charge was 'refusing lawful intercourse' and Karen was found guilty.  The sentence was eighteen months imprisonment in a Class 'A' prison, because refusing a man legitimate sexual intercourse was one of the greatest crimes a woman could commit in this outre society.  Of course, there were many men who would only enjoy it if his partner was willing and would not dream of taking legal action if she refused him.  And then there were those men who would not take legal action for the simple reason that they enjoyed having to restrain a woman forcibly for sex, got high on the feeling of power, control and physical superiority it gave them.  But there were many who were determined to fight for their sexual rights to the bitter end, as Karen had discovered to her peril.  
She was allowed a few moments with her mother after sentencing before being led away to the prison van.  She sat in the back of the black security van with its small barred window, hands cuffed behind her back and legs shackled.  There were no bench seats - she had to sit on the floor.  The journey seemed a long one - but then, Class 'A' prisons were always in deserted areas well away from larger towns or cities.  They had left the courthouse in the late afternoon and it was already dark when they arrived at the forbidding grey stone building with its high electric fence, security floodlighting and well-armed wrought iron gates.  In the prison yard, two burly men in uniform led Karen from the van into the austere edifice.  She had thought that a women's prison would be controlled by female staff but she had obviously been wrong in that assumption - the gaolers were clearly all men and Karen found this very intimidating indeed.  She was trembling and her palms were sweating with fear as they led her inside into a reception room.  She was grateful when the handcuffs and shackles were removed.  Her photograph and fingerprints were taken again, even though the police had taken them at the time of her arrest. And then she was ordered to strip.  Hesitantly, trembling still more, she took off her clothes and stood naked in the small room before the two men.  She was twisting her fingers nervously and her bright blue eyes were wide with fear.  One of the men especially was feasting his eyes hungrily on the teenager's pale flesh.  His eyes lingered on her round firm breasts then moved down to her slender thighs and mound of dark blonde curls.  
"Shall I take her to the prep room now, Sir?"  the other asked him.
"No.  Go take a break.  Come back for her in ten minutes or so," the leering prison officer replied.  His subordinate smiled and left.
Alone with the officer, Karen was so frightened she felt tears brimming and struggled to fight them back.  She would not cry!  She knew what it was he wanted, knew also there was no chance of refusal or escape.  She let out a choked sob and he gave a malicious laugh.  
"Get on all fours," he snapped the order and Karen obeyed instantly; she had no choice .  She closed her eyes tightly, heard him unzipping his flies and the rustle of material as he removed his trousers.  She started and her body tensed when his flesh brushed against hers.  He knelt down behind her and gripped her waist tightly with his broad calloused hands and savagely impaled her on his stiff thick phallus.  
"You’re a bitch - bark like one," he ordered as he thrust himself in and out of her tight tunnel.  Karen remained silent apart from the occasional gasp and so he grabbed at her hair and pulled it hard, causing her to wince and cry out.  "I said bark," he repeated.  And so Karen barked, uttering a long string of yelps and yaps as he rode her to orgasm, swearing inwardly at her silent tears.  When the other guard returned he found her alone, crouched on the floor in a foetal position.  He wasted no pity on her - indeed, he looked amused to see her distress.  
"Get up and come with me," he ordered.  Unsteady on her feet, Karen struggled to keep up as he led her down the long cold corridor to what he had called the 'prep room'.  She was wondering what went on there - but not for long.  She soon found out.  
The Preparation Room was where new offenders were 'prepared' for their duties.  It was a large room, as cold and intimidating as the rest of the building she had seen so far.  There was an old tin bathtub; a barber's black leather chair with restraints; a metal tray of medical implements; a doctor's couch and other various assorted pieces of equipment and paraphernalia.  Karen stared around the room with wide, moist eyes, speculative of her fate.  
"In the tub," the guard snapped.  Karen went over to the bathtub; it was filled with cold, scummy water.  She looked to him questioningly.  "If you’re ever fortunate enough to be the first to bathe, the water's hot and clean.  But you're the last today.  Tough luck."  Karen slipped into the dirty icy water with a shudder.  She wondered how many other women had bathed in that water before her.  She took the soap offered to her and washed hastily.  Then she clambered out and dried herself down with a damp, smelly towel that had also quite clearly been used by many before her that day.  
"There," he ordered, pointing to the black leather chair.  Karen dropped the towel over the side of the bath and went to sit in the chair.  He used the leather cuffs and straps to restrain her securely; even head movement was severely restricted by a stiff broad collar.  Karen clenched her fists so tightly that bleeding crescents appeared in her palms.  He went and busied himself on the other side of the room and Karen wished desperately that she could see what he was doing.  When he once more turned his attention to his captive, he was holding a pair of hairdressing scissors and barber's electric clippers.  
"No, don't!" Karen protested vehemently as he began to shear her long blonde mane; she had always been so proud of her waist length coiffure.  He ignored her expostulations and cut away all that he could with the scissors before using the clippers.  Half an hour or so later, Karen had a closely cropped crew cut.  But if she believed that the very worst had already happened to her, then she was very wrong indeed.  
The guard left the prep room, leaving Karen still secured in the chair and struggling desperately against the tidal wave of misery that was welling.  She was alone for what seemed an age before he returned, accompanied by a middle-aged man in a white coat, presumably a doctor.  Karen gazed at him through a mist of unshed tears, wondering why on earth she needed to see a doctor - what were they going to do to her now?  
The doctor did not introduce himself to Karen, indeed he did not address her directly at all unless absolutely necessary.  He studied her with an appraising stare then busied himself with the assorted paraphernalia on the metal trolley.  He filled a syringe from a glass phial of clear liquid, swabbed Karen's upper arm with damp cotton wool and administered an injection; he glared reprovingly at the girl when she screamed.  
"What was that?  What are you doing to me?" she demanded.  The doctor ignored her queries and the guard snapped at her to be silent.  
"You only speak when spoken to," he told her.  He took something the doctor handed him and to her horror Karen saw that it was a blindfold.  He fastened it swiftly so that she was plunged into darkness.  Karen strained to listen to the sounds around her, anxious for some clue as to what was happening.  She was starting to feel nauseous and was terrified of vomiting whilst restrained like this.  She was feeling dizzy, too, almost to the point of fainting.  She felt the restraints being unfastened and she tried to get up out of the chair.  She wavered and almost fell.  Suddenly she was lifted by strong arms, presumably the guard, and lain down on a cold leather surface - the doctor's couch, she surmised correctly.  She lay back, feeling weak and helpless and wondering why.  She felt something being pressed against her face, covering her nose and mouth - a mask, she realised.  It reminded her of the time her tonsils had been taken out and she had been given gas; and suddenly she realised what was happening - the doctor was anaesthetising her.  But why?  What the hell were they going to do with her?  Having realised what was going on, Karen tried desperately to struggle against the effects of the anaesthetising drugs but to no avail.  She was soon swimming into a black abyss of unconsciousness.  
 
Karen awoke in a small dimly lit room.  The light was flickering and she wondered why; then realised it was candlelight; a candle stood flickering on the floor beside the metal framed bunk bed.  She realised that her face was aching terribly and tentatively touched it; she was aghast to discover that she had a small metal ring through her nose.  Her nipples bore small golden rings, too and so did her depilated genital area - her clitoris and labia lips.  But the tenderest part of her body was her bottom - her fleshy cheeks felt as though they were on fire.  She turned onto her side and craned her head around to peer at herself in the dim light of the candle. Freshly branded across both cheeks was the word 'slut' - 's' and 'l' on her left cheek, 'u' and 't' on her right.  She groaned, a long low utterance of despair.  
 



Chapter Two

 
"You OK, kid?" a friendly voice hissed from the bunk above.  Karen started when she realised she was not alone.  
"Yes thank you," she half whispered the lie but could not disguise the pain and misery in her voice.
"I thought you might be scared if you came round in the dark, so I put my candle there for you.  Blow it now, would you?  I don't want one of the screws to take it."  Karen blew out the candle.  "Thanks, kid.  I'm Linzi, by the way."
"Karen."  
"Goodnight, Karen.  Sleep tight." Linzi sighed and soon Karen knew she was sleeping because she heard her breathing deepen.  Karen lay awake in the darkness, too miserable and in too much pain to sleep.  She eventually dozed off for a while in the early hours but it was a fitful sleep filled with nightmares.  When morning came, her eyes were red-rimmed with dark shadows underneath and her face was pale and drawn.  She was aware, too, of a new discomfort - her breasts were sore and tender, not merely from the piercing but from an increased heaviness and firmness that concerned her.  Perhaps the stress had messed up her hormones?  Her mother had warned her that hormones could play havoc with a woman's body.  Maria once had a phantom pregnancy and Karen had been amazed at the convincing physical changes that had taken place in her mother's body.  
Karen found a dress at the end of her bunk and put it on.  There was no underwear or footwear.  She had expected a drab grey prison frock but instead found a short black Lycra dress with a zip all the way up the front from hem to cleavage.  
"For easy access," Linzi smiled as Karen zipped up the skin-tight dress.  Karen gave Linzi a half-hearted smile.  She was in her early forties, Karen estimated, a large woman with double 'D' breasts and wide flaring hips.  The small tattoo on her forehead showed that she was married.  Her eyes were dark and mischievous; incarceration had certainly not dampened her obvious spirit.  Karen wished she could be as brave and enduring but she had been here for less than twenty-four hours and already felt hopelessly destroyed.  The pampered only child of well-to-do parents and only just turned eighteen, she was not at all emotionally prepared for such excruciating torment as prison.  But then, who was?
At seven o'clock precisely the cell door was unlocked and Linzi explained to Karen that it was time for physical exercises before breakfast.  Karen followed her to a large bare room at the end of their corridor.  Twenty women in all filed into that room, and stood in four rows.  A guard remained at the door and a man in crisp white shorts and a polo top, presumably the fitness instructor, stood waiting impatiently.  Once everyone had taken their places and the door was closed he cleared his throat to gain their attention.  It seemed everyone knew the routine well for no instructions were given.  The instructor simply blew a whistle and women began star jumps.  Karen tried to follow suit.  Her Lycra dress rose up to around her hips so that her ringed intimacy and scarred globes were clearly on view.  Her unsupported and very tender breasts were bouncing up and down as she jumped.  She felt the guard's devouring eyes watching her and cringed inwardly - she supposed as the 'newbie' she was attracting particular attention.  Karen was still suffering some nausea and tiredness from the anaesthetic, not to mention lack of sleep and stress, and keeping pace was a struggle.  The whistle blew again and now everyone started jogging on the spot with their hands placed on their heads.  When the whistle blew a third time they lay down on the floor to perform the cycle exercise, laying on their backs with their legs raised up in the air doing cycling movements.  Karen found this exhibition especially degrading as it raised and displayed her bare hips and once private parts in a manner she found loathsome and humiliating.  She became even more disgusted when, above the huffing and ragged breathing of the women, she became aware of a deep masculine groaning and realised to her horror that the guard by the door was quite unashamedly masturbating as he watched them.  When he eventually erupted he ordered the closest woman to hand to suck him clean; she obeyed without hesitation.  But this, Karen soon discovered, was not the lowest, most abject public performance yet - that was still to come.  For when the whistle next blew, all twenty women put their hands between their legs and began to masturbate themselves, under the licentious gaze of the guard and the instructor.  Too afraid to disobey, though aching with all her heart to do so, Karen slipped her fingers to between her legs and began to agitate her clitoris and lips.  Her piercings were still so very sore and her eyes brimmed with tears. Emotionally blocked from any personal physical satisfaction, Karen decided it best to fake an orgasm; she wondered how many other women in that room had done the same.  When at last the whistle blew for the last time, the door was opened and everyone trooped out into the hallway.  
Everyone now filed to the large dining hall for breakfast.  Karen stayed close to Linzi, who was happy to take her under her wing.  As they filed out of the hall again half an hour later, a guard drew Karen aside and swiftly attached a fine slender chain to the ring in her nose.  Karen was so frightened that she started trembling, the shudders rocking her body.  Linzi winked at her.
"Chin up.  It'll be OK," she told the girl.  Karen followed meekly as the guard led her from the dining hall back to the prep room once more.  'What the shit are they going to do now?' Karen asked herself, horrifying images swimming through her mind.  The doctor she had seen the previous evening was already in the room, clearly waiting to see her.  
"Hands behind your back and legs apart," the guard ordered and Karen obediently altered her stance as commanded.  She stood still, her head bowed and her eyes closed, as the doctor unzipped the front of her dress and handled her breasts.  Karen flushed crimson with embarrassment and humiliation.  
"Yes, they're heavier and firmer than last night, certainly.  Things are coming on nicely," the doctor commented, addressing the guard.  "I'll give her another jab now and she should be ready for use tomorrow.  You can tell Warder Stewart that."  As he spoke, he once more filled a syringe with clear fluid and proceeded to administer the injection.  This time Karen remained still and silent, her only reaction a slight jerk.  "See that she gets plenty of fluids.  I'll look at her again on Thursday."  The guard led Karen back to the cell and unleashed her.  Linzi was not there - presumably she had duties of some kind.
"You're to stay in here for today and rest," he told her not unkindly.  "Drink lots.  I'll have jug of squash sent to you."  
Left alone, Karen gazed around the small room that was to be her home for the duration of her custody.  Besides the metal bunk beds, there was a small table with two straight back wooden chairs, a small sink and a portable chemical toilet.  Besides two glasses and a jug of water on the table and a roll of toilet tissue on the sink side, there was nothing else in the room.  It scarcity was depressing.  Karen lay down on her bed and stared with a non-seeing gaze 
The instruction to take plenty of fluids was not difficult to obey.  Karen found that she was becoming increasingly thirsty as the day wore on.  By late afternoon she was also very aware of her distressingly painful breasts - they were so engorged and heavy that Karen was close to tears.  There was also a sticky yellowish discharge from her nipples.  Karen wondered innocently and naively if she had caught some infection from bathing in the dirty bath water.  But the conversation between the prison guard and the doctor flickered across her mind - 'definitely firmer and heavier … coming on nicely …' Was this something they had caused to happen to her?  Was it some sort of bizarre punishment?  Perhaps Linzi would be able to tell her.  
"You're lactating.  You soon will be, anyway - the yellow stuff comes a while before the milk.  It’s the injections they give you," the older woman explained simply as they sat at the table together that evening, Linzi reading a paperback book she had produced from under her pillow.  "Want a magazine?  I've a stash of books and mags under the bunk.  Help yourself."  
"Thank you."  Karen ducked down to pull out a couple of magazines and sat down again, shuffling awkwardly in her seat due to the tenderness of her freshly ringed intimacy.  "Why, though?  Why make me lactate?  I don't understand."  
"Because there are loads of men who love to suck milk from huge tits, that's why," Linzi replied bluntly.  She saw Karen's dismayed and perplexed expression and sighed.  "Look, prisons aren't charities, they're private institutions that are expected to be self-funding initially and eventually profit-making.  They do that by making money out of us, the inmates.  The law says a man can help himself to a basic fuck from any unmarried woman he fancies, she hasn't the right to refuse him that, but if he wants something a bit kinky he generally has to pay for it, unless he has an acquiescent partner."
"A bit kinky?"
"Like suckling milky tits.  Or torture - using whips and chains and stuff like that.  A man can insist on that with a wife - you can't refuse your husband anything.  But he can't insist on it with any other woman, she has to be willing.  That's where we come into it," Linzi explained.  "That's where I've been all day - getting screwed up the arse, fucked in suspension, pussy-whipped and pig-poked."
"Pig-poked?" Karen queried, her face ashen. 
"Three cocks at once.  One up the arse, one up the cunt and another in my mouth.  Don't look so horrified, newbie.  It can be kinda fun, you know."  Karen doubted that very much but said nothing.  The whole idea revolted and sickened her.
"Why are you here?" Karen asked tentatively, and then added quickly, "Sorry, I shouldn't have asked."  Linzi smiled and shrugged her shoulders.
"I've no secrets.  Adultery."
"You had an affair?"
"Yep.  I was screwing around with the guy next door and some jealous bitch reported me.  Francis - my husband - didn't hesitate in pressing charges, the bastard.  You?"

"You kicked him?" Linzi laughed incredulously when Karen had related her woebegone tale.  "You look like such a biddable slip of a girl. You've got guts."  Karen laughed outwardly and inwardly wished she had 'guts' now.  She was not feeling at all brave - she was tired, miserable, hurting and also totally shocked and repulsed to the point of fevered nausea at the thought of what she was likely to be subjected to in this glorified whorehouse.

Karen had another sleepless night.  Her piercings were still sore.  Her cheeks were still agony from the terrible branding that marked her a convicted prison slut.  Her engorged breasts were hot, heavy and aching.  She was also fretful about the day ahead.  'She'll be ready for use tomorrow' the doctor had said.  'Men like to suckle milky tits' Linzi had told her.  Her painful expectations grew rapidly as the night wore on and come morning she was edgy and uptight.  At seven o'clock precisely they once more trooped from their cells to the exercise room for a repeat of the previous morning’s disgusting display and at eight precisely went to the dining hall.  Despite her anxiety, Karen ate a good breakfast - she had not eaten since breakfast the previous morning and was ravenous.  At half past eight precisely they trooped out again.  Everyone seemed to know where to go, dispersing to their various designated work places.  Once again, Karen was drawn aside. She felt her stomach twisting into a nervous knot.
"You're to come with me, Roberts," the brawny gaoler informed her in a disinterested drawl.  He turned and strode towards the door, leaving her to follow.  His booted feet echoed down the long grey corridors.  Eventually he indicated to a door and hesitantly she entered.  The room was a surprising contrast to the rest of the building.  The walls were painted a soft pastel shade and there was a thick wool pile carpet.  Velvet drapes hung at the one small window, drawn across to hide the bars that would corrupt the serene aura. The air was filled with the heady scent of roses and camomile - from a plug-in perfume dispenser, she realised.  A tallboy in washed-violet pine stood against one  wall, topped with a vase of pink and white roses, and beneath the window was a pastel-washed pine chest.  In the centre of the room was a bed, a chrome tubular contemporary design, made up with pastel satin bedding.  
"Strip," the guard commanded suddenly and then slammed the door shut, leaving Karen alone.  Karen obediently slipped off the Lycra frock as she gazed around the room, perplexed.  She saw that two other doors led off this bedroom, and once naked she peered through to the other two small adjoining rooms with cautious curiosity.  One was a bathroom, small but luxurious, with a toilet, a bidet, a round sunken bath and a mosaic design floor.  The other was a curious room - black walls, black tatami flooring; black cast iron rings in the walls and the low ceiling and a single piece of furniture, a black leather chair in a corner.  Perplexed still further, Karen quietly shut the door; just as she was doing so the door of the bedroom swung open and a man strode in.  He did not wear the uniform of a prison guard - he was expensively dressed in well-cut designer wear, casual but smart.  He was tall and lithe, with ebony hair and dark unfathomable eyes that rested intently on Karen with an assessing look.  Karen stared back at him, dry-eyed and dumb.  He was in his mid-thirties, incredibly handsome, with chiselled, darkly seductive features.  All of her muscles tightened and a mixture of apprehension and anticipation washed over her like a wave.  
"Come here," he said, as he went and sat on the edge of the bed.  Seeing her hesitation he added, "I won't hurt you."  His voice was silky, cool and controlled, yet his eyes sparkled with wickedness, she thought.  Karen had no choice but to obey and, twisting her fingers nervously, she went and stood before him.  He took hold of her waist and drew her forward a little more so that she was standing between his muscular thighs.  Still he did not divert his gaze, staring at her thoughtfully.  An awareness of him was creeping down her spine and a prickling sensation arose at the back of her neck.  Her heart was pounding so fiercely against her ribs she was certain it must actually be audible to him.
"I'm scared," Karen suddenly confessed in a very quiet voice.
"You spoke without permission, Karen," he chided with a wolfish smile.  
"I'm sorry," she muttered, wondering just how serious he was; his voice and his smile gave one message but his eyes another.  She wondered what he was doing here, what he wanted with her.  Oh, he wanted sex, she knew that - it was blatantly obvious that was what he wanted; he exuded predatory masculine intent.  But a man with his astonishingly good looks and conspicuous wealth, a man who exuded a highly sensual exigent aura, most assuredly did not have to pay for sex.  So why was he here?  
 



Chapter Three

 
This handsome stranger with his arrogant bearing continued to stare at Karen intently, a half-amused curl to his lips.  Karen avoided his gaze.  She found the silence enervating.  Eventually he reached out a hand and possessively cupped her right breast, brushing his thumb over her erect nipple.  She grimaced.  
"Is it that my touch disgusts you?  Or are you in pain?" he asked, still with a half smile yet with no humour at all in his voice or his eyes.  Karen jerked her head up abruptly and caught his gaze, horrified that he thought she disliked his approaches.  On the contrary, his latent power and exudating concupiscence had her mesmerised; she had never in her young life felt aroused by a man before but this man certainly enkindled something in her, an awareness and a sensualism that were new and alien sense datum.  She was both fascinated and alarmed.  In her present predicament, why did she care what he thought?  Yet somehow she did care.
"They're so sore," she replied quietly.  
"You've been given no painkillers?"  His voice was sleek yet dangerous in a way that made the prickling sensation at the base of her neck shoot down her spine.  Karen shook her head.  He slipped his hand into the pocket of his suede jacket and brought out a sachet of tablets.  "Take two of these."
"Thank you, but I'm not allowed," Karen replied.  Linzi had told her that painkillers were not administered in case they affected the milk.  
"You are if I say so," he told her calmly.  "Take them."  
"Am I allowed to fetch a glass of water from the bathroom, please?"  
"Of course.  Go ahead."  She managed a wan smile then disappeared into the bathroom.  She took a glass from a shelf and filled it with cold water from the tap.  She swallowed the tablets quickly, one at a time, and then drank down the water gratefully.  She was rinsing the glass when a prickle of awareness slithered down her spine, alerting her to his presence in the room.  How could he have such a marked physical effect on her?  As he stood behind her and placed his hands firmly but gently on her arms, she realised that he too was now naked.  Her palms began to sweat.  His arousal jabbed her in the small of her back as he pressed himself close against her.  He gently pivoted her around to face him.  Her face was flushed pink, her eyes sparkling.  He looked magnificent, she thought, like a demigod.  Those taut, sculpted muscles, that tawny flesh with its musky masculine scent … the brooding sexuality he radiated caused her blood to heat to fever pitch.  Yes, he was magnificent - and dangerous.  Despite the gentleness of his hands, the smooth silky tones he used, the half smile and the almost solicitousness, he was most certainly dangerous.  She could sense the barely controlled jungle animal prowling beneath the polished, sophisticated exterior.  She was fascinated by him, desired him even she admitted inwardly, but she did not trust him, did not want to trust him.  No matter how kind he seemed now, one way or another he would hurt her - that's what men did, all men.  Even her father was a bastard - oh, he'd never hurt Karen, he had spoiled and pampered her in fact, but he had hurt her mother all right.  Not physically hurt her, but emotionally - screwing around quite openly, humiliating and degrading her by parading his whores in front of her, fucking them in their own marital bed whilst his wife spent the night on the settee.  No man could be trusted, and those who said 'I won't hurt you' could probably be trusted least of all. 
Karen's physical response to his closeness was obvious to him - he noted the subtle change in her skin colour, the slight pre-orgasmic convulsion that rippled through her body, the sudden lowering of those long dark lashes as she averted her gaze to avoid his.  Just as he read her body's response to his, so did he carefully define her emotions.  
"I won't do anything you don't want me to," he told her in a dangerously smooth voice.  But he added half under his breath, though within her hearing, "This time."  Then he suddenly pulled her roughly into his arms, arching her body to his and kissed her searchingly, demandingly, with mounting passion.  Instinctively she parted her lips and he at once accepted the invitation, thrusting his hot tongue hungrily into her mouth.  Their mouths were locked together in that passionate kiss for at least sixty seconds or more and then Karen pulled away, almost gasping for breath.  He gazed at her intently and perhaps with slight amusement.
"You've never been kissed before."  It was a statement, not a question.
"No, never," Karen admitted shyly and wondered how he knew.  
"Run a bath," he suddenly commanded.  Karen was surprised but obeyed him with alacrity; the thought of a bath was a welcome one.  He stood casually leaning against the wall, his weight on one leg, his arms folded across his broad hirsute chest and watched her as she knelt down and leaned over to put in the plug and turn on the mixer tap, adjusting it until the water was the right temperature.  Once the bath was full, she stood up and turned to look quizzically at …
"I don't know your name," she told him timidly.  
"Richard Grison," he informed her.  "But you will call me seigneur, won't you, Karen?"  Seigneur - a man of rank in the ancien regime, a feudal lord.  Yes, her instincts had been true to her - this man was certainly dangerous.  To demand such a title from her lips was to stake a claim on her, a flagrant assertion of ownership.  A claim she was certainly not going to dispute - simply because she had neither the right nor courage to do so, or because deep down she actually desired to be his possession?  "Won't you, Karen?" he prompted her when she did not respond at once.
"Yes, seigneur," she replied humbly.  "Do I get into the bath now?"  He nodded, coming over to take her hand and slip into the warm water with her.  Even just holding hands with Richard caused a fluttering in her stomach - and a strange aching between her legs.  It was as though an electric force zipped between them.  She wondered if Richard - seigneur - felt it too.  What a stupid thought, she chided herself.  She was just a prison whore to him.
"Sit on my lap," he commanded.  Karen slid onto his lap and he wrapped his arms around her tightly, possessively.  He began to kiss the nape of her neck and her upper back.  She sat still and silent in his strong hold, savouring the experience of his lips on her warm wet skin and the feel of his large member pressed against her, beneath her cheeks.  
"You seem a very compliant young lady.  I cannot believe that prison can have changed your nature so instantaneously, not after just two days.  Is it that the information about your wildcat and rebellious behaviour is misleading?"
"I was still a virgin.  I was scared," she told him by way of weak explanation.  She certainly couldn't answer 'I didn't fancy him like I do you'!  But again he seemed to read her emotions and voiced her thoughts for her when he said,
"And he didn't make you feel like this, didn't make you feel the way I do?"  Karen winced inwardly.  
"Of course not.  It was all so sudden …and out of doors.  All so very different from this."  She paused and slipped a hand onto his arm.  "Please, seigneur, must we talk about it?  It upsets me."  Karen hated confessing to her vulnerabilities but she was just so desperate to end this distressing line of conversation.  He kissed her nape once again, more rapturously this time, his lips greedy on her flesh and he loosed his grip on her so his hands could wander to her breasts.  Karen winced as he grasped them possessively but then moaned softly, as his touch sent warmth soaring through her.  
"There's been enough talking," he said in a dangerously soft voice.  He eased her from his lap and levered himself up to sit on the edge of the bath.  He reached across to a silver control panel, pressed something, and then the bath suddenly bubbled to life.  Karen started slightly - she hadn't realised it was a Jacuzzi bath.  The sensation of the jets of warm water massaging her body was assuaging, helping to alleviate her aches and pains and was also strangely calming yet invigorating at the same time.  The whirlpool seemed to eddy away her fears - the anxiety that had surged when seigneur Richard had spoken of the incident that had plunged her into this living nightmare; the tension she felt pulsating through her temples when she anticipated how this man might hurt her; or how he might degrade her unbearably as the prison officer had done on her first night in this hell hole; all of this slipped away to be replaced only by thoughts of seigneur.  The way he tasted when he kissed her, the way his tongue had danced with hers in an erotic imitation of that more intimate insertion; the way her blood coursed through her veins when he simply touched her hand; the way she ached for him.  Yes, she had to admit it - she wanted him, unquestionably.  
Karen was jolted back to awareness when Richard suddenly swept her up out of the water and carried her, hoisted over one shoulder, back through to the bedroom and lay her down on the pale satin bedspread.  He lay above her, propping himself up on locked arms, and gazed down at her.  The colour in her face deepened.  
"Your hair's a beautiful colour.  It must have been like spun golden silk when it was long."  He caught the look in her eye and added, "It will grow back."  Then he leaned down and pressed his parted lips against her breast.  He paused and looked at her. 
"I said that I wouldn't do anything you don't want me to," he reminded her.  She smiled and ran her fingers through his ruffled ebony nest of hair.    
"I want you," she replied simply without hesitation or timidity.  What was happening to her?  How could she actually ask to be fucked?  And by a stranger?  Richard smiled back and it was a devilish smile.
"You asked for it!" he quipped in a roguish, husky tone that was in stark contrast to the earlier silkiness; his sophisticated composure was being threatened by his incredible arousal, stimulated by this alarmingly young and innocent houri laying wet and naked beneath him.  He took the whole of her right aureole into his mouth and began to suck hungrily, working the erect rosy nipple with his tongue..  It was a very strange sensation for Karen, slightly painful and yet arousing, enkindling a fire in her secret furnace.  She groaned and sighed as he continued to suckle her and to swallow the thick foremilk that her breast began to exude.  After a while he switched to her left breast and caused that to proffer its creamy sustenance.  Then he pressed his pursed lips against hers and when she parted her lips in response, he ejected a mouthful into her, forcing her to gulp down her own breast-milk.  The milk was followed by his tongue, thrusting into her mouth so ravenously that she almost gagged.  His hands moved to her breasts, squeezing and moulding them like bread-dough until hot silent tears flowed down her cheeks.  Her body arched beneath him, her hips raising up in search of his manhood, her body begging silently for the ultimate union.  
Karen was worried when Richard abruptly pulled away from her and strode away from the bed, afraid he was about to dress and leave.  But after rummaging briefly through the pine chest he returned to her.  He had several lengths of black velvet cord and a huge rubber phallus; Karen had seen vibrators, dildoes and love-eggs lying around at home, her father never one for discretion, but she had never set eyes on one of this size.  She squirmed inwardly, and a tremor shook through her, but she was excited and anticipatory as well as frightened.  Richard gazed down at her intently, gauging her response.  He knew she would not resist him, but he wanted to determine if her acquiescence was prompted by fear and requisiteness or by a genuine willingness, eagerness even, to undergo the intimated experience.  He was pleased by the avid hunger in those large blue eyes.  He threw the flexible flesh coloured dildo onto the bed then he caught Karen's slender wrists, raised them to above her head and swiftly bound them to the chrome tubular headboard with the velvet cord.  Having secured her arms, he then swiftly bound her ankles to the foot of the bed-frame so that she lay spread-eagled, totally immobilised, completely at his mercy.  Her very defencelessness caused his cock to stir.  Richard's eyes narrowed, his mouth was a hard line.  He was struggling to keep up the mask of courteous civility but that mask was essential.  Despite how much this girl aroused the carnal animal in him he had to remain focused, in control.  He picked up the huge dildo and pressed it against the tight rosebud of her anus.  Karen uttered a high-pitched cry and he stopped.  
"I won't do this if you don't want me to.  I won't force you into anything …" he told her.  The unpronounced 'yet' hung threateningly in the air.  
"I'm scared it will hurt," Karen confessed, "but I don't want to stop you."  What the hell was she saying?  
"It will hurt a bit," Richard conceded. "Depending on how much you relax or how much you fight it.  Would you like something to bite on?"  Karen nodded.  Richard stuffed one of his discarded socks into her mouth.  Then he bent and kissed her forehead, as though she were still just a child, before he resumed with the anal activities.  He pressed the rubber erection against the resistance of her sphincter, patiently easing it further in until her body finally yielded to defeat and he pressed it fully home.  Karen gave a small shriek, muffled by the gag, and then moaned softly.  Her body rippled from the force of a pre-orgasmic wave.  Richard sat down on the edge of the bed and put a hand on her stomach.  He stroked her gently, making his way slowly down to the curve on her hips and then to her thighs.  He caressed her inner thigh tenderly as he then diverted to follow a route to her depilated mound.  His thumb found her clitoris and began to stimulate it, gently at first but with increasing rapidity and pressure that caused Karen to moan and writhe.  Two fingers slipped inside her moist orifice to work at her vaginal muscle.  The triple stimulation was fantastic.  Karen was astounded at her own response - she was crying out in agony and ecstasy, writhing and bucking, gyrating her hips, struggling against the restraints that bit into her flesh.  She wanted to scream out 'for God's sake fuck me' but instead bit desperately into the thick cotton sock.  She was dripping with sweat instead of bath water now and tears were flowing down her flushed face, as multiple orgasms wracked her body.  She was exhausted but her body continued to respond to the ceaseless, unyielding stimulation.  Eventually Richard stopped and slowly she de-escalated from the frenzied comings.  He took the gag from her mouth and she stretched her aching jaw.  
"Do you want me inside of you?" His low husky voice intoned close to her ear.  Karen nodded.  "Then beg for it.  Beg me to screw you, Karen."
"Please screw me, Seigneur.  Please," she implored in ragged tones.  Richard lay over her and thrust his huge erect member between the golden rings and into her love-tunnel.  He filled and stretched her completely.  She moaned softly as he slid in and out of her with slow rhythmical movements.  Her moans intensified into cries that mingled with his as he came close to climax, thrusting in and out of her savagely now until they both erupted together in a combined orgasm that sent them wild.  Richard lay prostrate over her exhausted form for a short while before withdrawing.  He removed the dildo and untied her.  She curled herself up on her side and watched as he dressed.  
"Where are your manners, Karen?  You haven't thanked me!" he berated her, but he gently stroked her cheek with his slender fingers in a soft caress as he did so.
"Thank you, seigneur," she smiled warmly.  
"And just as I promised, I did nothing you didn't want, did I?"

"Not this time," Karen smiled.  She was not like other women he had fucked; she had a complete lack of guile and artifice, was innocent and unaccomplished in the art of sexual warfare.  But she was not so naïve as to be totally unaware of his barely concealed desire to dominate her completely, possess her utterly.  

 



Chapter Four

 
Karen awoke with a start.  Someone was shaking her roughly by the shoulders.  She stretched and yawned then let out a sudden gasp when she realised where she was.  She was still lying on the satin bedspread but now instead of seigneur Richard leaning over her it was one of the prison guards.
"Up!" he snapped and Karen immediately scrambled to her feet and stood as previously instructed, with her hands behind her back and her legs apart.  The guard went to the wardrobe, ferreted about for a few moments and then produced an outfit on a hanger.
"Put this on and then go wait in there," he ordered, pointing to the strange black room next to the bathroom.  He went to leave but at the door he paused and half turned.  "Get a good fuck, did you?" he asked in a malevolent tone.  Karen grew scarlet and looked away.  "Answer me, bitch," he snarled.
"Yes, sir," she half whispered.  He laughed then left.  She was glad to be alone again.  She began to change slowly into the red rubber dress he had given to her.  It clung to her sensuous curves like a second skin and was most uncomfortable, especially across her tender breasts.  Black hold-up fishnet stockings completed the outfit.  Once dressed, Karen went through into the bizarre anteroom and sat down in the leather chair to await her fate.  She wondered for a moment or so if Richard would return, if it were he she was waiting for, but she knew deep down that it was a vain hope.  Linzi had told her some women serviced up to a dozen men a day and she was scared that might be expected of her.  If they were all as handsome and virile as Seigneur Richard Grison, it might just be bearable, but he was a one-in-a-million man and she knew it.  If she did not know better, she might think that she had fallen head-over-heels in love with him, instantly at first sight - but she did not believe in love.  That was just for storybooks and fairytales and erotic fiction.  She heard the bedroom door click open and shut again and her body tensed.  She shivered slightly with anticipatory fear.  She shut her eyes tightly when she heard someone approaching the door to the room she was in.
"What the fuck are you doing sitting in that chair, you stinking piece of ass?" a male voice bawled out.  Karen hurriedly stood up, her face suddenly drained of all colour.
"I'm sorry," she mumbled, her voice almost inaudible. "I didn't think … I didn't know I wasn't allowed."  She gazed in awe at the man standing before her.  His hard blue eyes were malicious, his thin lips cruel.  He had an untidy mop of blonde hair and a slight goatee beard.  He was wearing tight leather trousers with a cut-out for his huge manhood that was at this very moment twitching into life, aroused by his anger. He had a plaited leather whip and a pair of leather cuffs hanging from his belt as well as what looked terrifyingly like a hand grenade.  The testosterone-fuelled sex warrior was clearly more than ready for a hyper-masculine display of erotic and physical aggression, with Karen chosen as the victim to be sacrificed to his deviant appetite.  

"Well, now you know," he snarled.  "And I will make bloody sure that you remember, too.  Take off that dress."  Karen struggled out of the taut red rubber skin but he stopped her when she went to remove the stockings as well.  He caught her arm and hauled her back through to the bedroom.  With little effort, he pushed the mattress, complete with bedding, onto the floor.  "Lie down," he commanded and Karen had to lie down on the bare metal frame.  He used the leather cuffs to fasten her wrists and the same velvet cord Richard had used to bind her ankles, though he tied it far more tightly than seigneur had done.  He picked up the discarded dildo Richard had used and thrust it savagely between her lips and into her lust-tunnel.  Then he took the plastic grenade-shaped butt plug and thrust that between her scarred globes, leaving just the metal loop at the end showing to prevent it from going too far inside of her.  Karen screamed loudly at this harsh violation of her most secret orifice but he remained indifferent to her obvious distress.  He strode to the wooden chest and carefully selected a number of items - a ball gag, a blindfold and a cane of unforgiving stiffness. 
"No!" Karen protested and her voice came out as a frightened croak.  Her protestations were ignored and in short time she was both blindfolded and gagged, the rubber ball stretching and filling her mouth uncomfortably.  She felt the stiff malacca rubbed firmly yet gently against her cheeks in a tantalising, threatening promise.  And then with a loud swish the cane fell hard against her flesh, raising a cruel red ridge.  Karen screamed wildly behind the gag and struggled vainly against her restraints.  Blow after blow ensued.  The strokes were swift, hard and without mercy.  
At last the brutal onslaught came to an abrupt end.  Karen was sobbing hysterically as her abuser untied her, only to turn her over onto her back and swiftly restrain her again.  Then he proceeded to flog her mercilessly with the plaited leather whip he carried, the lashes aimed indiscriminately at her breasts, stomach and thighs.  He continued with the beating until her crying and struggling ceased and she was barely cognisant.  Only then did he let the whip fall from his hand.  He released her from the restraints, removing the gag and blindfold as well, picked her up easily and carried her cradled like a baby to the bathroom.  He dropped her unceremoniously into the now very cold water that was still in the bath tub.  Karen gasped and spluttered, and struggled to haul herself over the edge of the bath, shocked back to awareness.  She pulled herself out of the water and sat huddled on the floor at his feet, shivering.  The dildo had fallen out but the butt-plug was still firmly in place and she could feel it shifting inside of her with every movement she made.  It made her so aware of her vulnerability and unprotectedness.  He caught her arm and pulled her up onto her knees so that her face was close to his erect penis.
"Suck it," he told her, his voice sharp with derision.  Karen took his helmet into her mouth and tentatively flicked over it with her tongue.  He suddenly grasped her shoulders and thrust her head down, filling and stretching her mouth with his flesh.  For a while he guided her movements, sliding her lips slowly up and down the length of his shaft.  Then he held her head still and began to pump her mouth.  He stopped when he came close to orgasm and ordered her to lie down on her back.  He knelt down between her spread thighs.  He thrust his fisted hand into her body and pumped it up and down like a piston as with his other hand he excited his own sex organ.  It was only moments until he spurted his creamy fluid over her belly and breasts.  He withdrew his hand and roughly smeared the sticky seminal fluid over her body and over her face.  Having done that, he took her once more through to the tatami-floored en-suite, first pausing in the bedroom to fetch a length of jute rope from the chest.  He used it to tie her wrists securely above her head to one of the iron rings in the wall.  Her feet barely touched the floor.  He yanked the butt-plug from her, causing her to cry out again.  Then he spat in her face and left.  

Karen wondered how long she had been left suspended like this.  Every muscle in her body was cramped and aching.  Her cheeks felt as though they were on fire from the savage thrashing they had taken, and her front too was sore.  She was also desperately thirsty.  She felt a conflicting mixture of relief and terror when she at last heard someone entering the room once more.  It was one of the guards - she had heard him called Yates.  When he came into the room, she saw that he had a manual breast pump in his hand - she recognised it instantly, for she had seen her friend Leonie use one once, to extract breast milk for her baby son so her husband Liam could feed him whilst she was out shopping with Karen.  
Yates did not speak to Karen - his manner was cold, unconcerned, almost clinical, as he proceeded to use the pump to extract about ten fluid ounces of the creamy fluid from her right breast.  It was not exactly painful, but was certainly an uncomfortable and alien sensation that Karen hated.  The small nipple ring was pressed hard against her flesh and left an indentation.  She closed her eyes tightly, feeling awkward and embarrassed, as Yates moved on to her left breast.  He cursed beneath his breath at the awkwardness the ring caused, but he managed to achieve his aim.  Having extracted a further amount, he turned to leave but Karen appealed to him.
"Please let me down now.  I'm hurting and I'm thirsty," she told him quietly.  He turned to look at her for a moment and then a malicious smile curled his lips.  He set down the pump with its precious contents on the chair and untied the rope.  She stumbled and struggled to regain her balance.  He caught her arm and led her through to the bathroom.  He took up the glass and Karen assumed he meant to fill it with water from the tap for her.  But instead, to her horror, he unfastened his flies, released his small but thick manhood and urinated into the glass.  He handed her the tumbler of warm golden liquid.
"Drink it," he told her, his voice chillingly calm.  Karen shrank away, shaking her head.  He could take a cane or whip to her backside for her denial if he wished but she was not going to abase herself so shamefully, perform such a disgusting act to satiate his depraved sense of humour.  "Look at it this way, slut," he smiled menacingly.  "What's worse - drinking my pee or having an Elektra-probe shoved up your cunt to induce convulsions?  That's how we tame the worst cock-suckers here.  That's how we'll tame you, if you don't toe the line.  Your call, bitch."  Karen took the glass.  She determined to fight back the tears that were brimming behind her eyes; she drew in a deep breath, lifted her chin then quickly drained the glass.  She tried to block out the husky chuckle from Yates.  
"Still thirsty?" he asked in a mocking tone.  She felt a little of the bravado that had landed her here soar upwards from some hidden pool deep inside.  She was not going to give him the satisfaction of seeing her further distressed by this incident.  

"Yes.  May I have some more please?" she replied with forced politeness and a calm tone.  She handed back the glass with a steady hand and a serene smile. Her whole intention was to irritate him by her composure; it worked.  He threw down the glass with a resounding smash and stormed from the room.  And now she was once more alone and unrestrained, she went straight to the sink to gulp down mouthfuls of cold tap water, carefully avoiding the shards of glass in her stockinged feet.  She wondered how long she would be left alone for this time; was there time for her to take a bath?  She wanted to wash the stickiness from her body, wash away the feel and scent of the man who had abused her so utterly and soothe away the kinks in her muscles and the aching in her bones.  Perhaps the pulsating jets of water might even wash away her anxieties and soothe her soul her little.  But no - it would take far more than a Jacuzzi, or massage, or aromatherapy session, far more than any meditation technique or theistic philosophy to begin to heal the scars on her psyche.  Angry with herself for not feeling stronger, Karen impatiently brushed away the hot tears that were pricking at her eyes.  She used the toilet then splashed her face with cold water at the sink.  She removed the black fishnet stockings, now laddered.  She then went through to the bedroom and remade the bed, struggling with the heavy mattress.  She took the velvet cord, blindfold, gag and dildo and put them back in the wooden chest.  Once the room was tidied, she lay down on the bed to wait.  She wondered what time of day it was - way past lunch, she was certain.  She was hungry, aching and tired.  She thought about Richard Grison and thoughts of him consoled her a little.  It was strange, she thought, the way he had caused such a marked physical and psychological effect on her.  She had never imagined such a thing possible.  

Karen was dozing, half asleep almost, when she became aware of voices and laughter - deep masculine voices out in the hallway.  Her body tensed as the handle of the door turned.  She snatched up the satin bedspread to hide her nudity as three men came into the room.  

"Karen?" one inquired, a tall man in his forties with a hook nose and close-set eyes.  Karen nodded.  "We were promised you'd give us a good time, Karen.  Know what I mean?"  He sidled up to the bed and snatched at the bedspread.  His companions were close behind him - one was in his thirties, with a beer belly and two-day stubble; the third was a much younger man, perhaps twenty-two or three, reasonably good-looking but rather shabby.  
"I'm Lance.  My mates are Kevin and Peter," the younger man told her as he sat himself down on the edge of the bed and began to fondle her breasts.  She could smell alcohol so strongly on his breath that it almost made her retch.  Whilst Lance was groping her breasts, Kevin and Peter were hurriedly undressing, obviously anxious to get on with their planned carnal activities.  Lance moved away to get undressed himself and Peter, the older of the three, took his place on the bedside.  He gazed at Karen with a leering sneer and circled his lips with his tongue.  

"You're going to be a real good fuck," he pronounced and Karen winced.  Then he pushed her down so she was lying flat on her back and plunged his greedy mouth onto her right breast and sucked avidly.  Kevin straddled her and began probing her clitoris with his fleshy virility whilst Lance stood at the foot of the bed, grasped her right ankle and proceeded to rub her foot up and down his stiff shaft.  Karen let out a loud moan and then a choked sob.  She did not want to be aroused by this bacchanalia, was sick to the stomach at the thought of these three men using her at once and yet her body was perfidious, responding against her will to the stimulation.  
"I want her arse," Kevin declared.  Suddenly he was pulling Karen from the bed and laying down on it himself, his fat member standing to attention.  "Sit on it," he demanded.  Karen realised that he meant for her to lower herself onto him, impale herself on his erection.  When she hesitated and drew back, Peter and Lance suddenly grasped her upper arms firmly and lifted her onto the bed, straddling Kevin.  Kevin guided himself into her tunnel as they lowered her onto him.  She did not resist or struggle, but she did begin to cry.  Once they had skewered her onto him she was made to lie down on the male beneath her, her head resting on his shoulder and her legs alongside his.  His broad callused hands at once reached around to grapple her breasts.  Peter now knelt astride her and pushed himself into her mouth whilst Lance filled the remaining orifice between her thighs.  Only moments passed before Peter exploded into her mouth, making her gag on his warm thick cream.  He did not withdraw, however, until Lance had climaxed, erupting into Karen with a yell of euphoria.  Satiated themselves, they saw to Kevin's fulfilment by pulling Karen from him and positioning her on all fours so that he could gratify himself properly.  Her breasts swung as he slammed into her from behind until he, too, finally erupted his sex milk into her.  With all three of them drained, Karen prayed that the ordeal was at an end; but they had not had finished with her yet.  As soon as Kevin withdrew, they lay her back down on the bed.  Kevin and Lance began to feast hungrily on a breast each, suckling the warm fluid, whilst Peter knelt down between her stretched thighs and thrust the whole of his hand inside her body, fist-fucking her savagely.  With his free hand, he worked her clitoris.  Karen was soon writhing, groaning and struggling, this continued over-stimulation beyond endurance.  Her flesh was beaded with sweat as she experienced violent multi-orgasms.  She was more than exhausted, physically drained, and yet her traitorous body continued to respond to the stimulation.  
It seemed an age until at last the activity ceased.  She heard them whispering together and wondered what they saying about her, or planning for her.  All she wanted to do now was sleep.  She felt dirty, abased, sluttish, completely and utterly carnalised but she was too fatigued even to cry.  Suddenly one of them was hauling her roughly from the bed.  She thought it was Peter, but she had hers eyes closed.  She allowed him to lead her into the bathroom.  He picked her up with ease and laid her in the now empty bathtub.  Karen did not move; she was almost as limp as a rag doll.  Her head was swimming.  She felt something warm flowing over her, could hear a gentle hissing, and then she realised that they were pissing over her, all three of them.  Peter was pissing over her breasts, Kevin over her shaven mound and Lance over her belly.  She did not react at all - she did not have the energy; besides, after having been forced to drink Yates's piss from a glass this was not that mortifying.  They drained their bladders and then left the bathroom.  She heard them in the bedroom, dressing and chatting idly.  Somehow their voices sounded much farther off than just the next room.  Then she heard the bedroom door click shut and knew they had gone.  Karen did not attempt to climb from the bath, nor to clean herself.  She simply turned onto her side and curled herself into a foetal position and tried desperately to shut out the images in her mind.  
"I said get out," a voice snapped and Karen realised that someone was speaking to her.  She opened her eyes and saw Yates staring down at her.  She slowly clambered from the tub, feeling so sick and dizzy she was afraid she might faint.  She remained on her knees at his feet, possessing neither the energy or motivation to do anything else.  She sighed when he began to manhandle her into position on all fours; she might have known he would end up screwing her, she thought.  She rested her head on her arms and waited for the violation.  She heard him unzipping his flies and then felt his bare thighs against her flesh.  She let out a little whimper like an animal when he thrust himself between her cheeks and watched his cock disappear up her tight rear.  But Yates did not begin to thrust; instead she became aware of a very strange and discomforting sensation - he was urinating into her, filling her body with his pale yellow liquid.  Having drained his bladder, he withdrew and immediately he put his foot on Karen's back to prevent her from moving.
"Please, I need the toilet," she told him but he did not answer, neither did he release her.  Karen was becoming more and more desperate to rid her bowels of the foul contents; and Yates was determined to debase her still further by refusing to allow her to use the toilet.  Eventually Karen could hold on no longer.  Yates laughed when she defecated.  
"You're a shitty, lousy whore, Karen Roberts," he told her.  "What are you?"  Karen remained silent.  "WHAT ARE YOU?" he repeated with a deafening bellow.
"A shitty, lousy whore," she half-whispered.
"A shitty, lousy whore, SIR," he corrected vehemently.

"A shitty, lousy whore, sir," Karen repeated almost inaudibly.  Yates took the belt from his trousers and suddenly brought it down hard across her back.  It should have been agony, she should have been crying out, but somehow she just felt numb.  And because she did not cry out, Yates hit her all the harder.  She had no idea how long the thrashing lasted, had no idea when Yates left.  All she could remember was everything slowly growing darker and darker until there was utter blackness and utter silence.  When she awoke, stiff and aching, she was still laying on the bathroom floor.  She made no effort to get up, but she did reach out to pull a bath sheet from the heated towel rail and used it as a blanket.  She curled up beneath it and struggled to keep a picture of Richard in her mind's eye to block out nightmarish visions as she fell into a fitful sleep.    

 



Chapter Five

 

Karen awoke to find herself being carried gently but closely in strong.  She could hear a voice - a deep male voice, kind and concerned.  She gazed up through a sleepy mist into the olive-tanned chiselled features of Seigneur Richard Grison.  She wondered for a moment if she was simply dreaming.  After all, she had fallen asleep thinking of him.  She stared up at him speechlessly and he smiled warmly at her, though it seemed to Karen as though the smile somehow did not reach his eyes; they were brooding ebony pools that were too deep to read.  Outwardly calm, her blood pressure was rising and a frisson of pleasure shot through her body, causing a pre-orgasmic ripple that he must surely have been aware of.  She smiled thinly.  She closed her eyes and snuggled her head against his broad, firm chest, not questioning what he was doing, where he was taking her.  She was aware that they were going along one of the long grey corridors, but beyond that she neither knew nor cared - all her thoughts were tied up with the one fact that she was in seigneur's arms, safe and protected.

Richard carried Karen to another room.  It was very similar to the first, but the en-suite had a shower cubicle instead of a bath.  Richard sat Karen down on the toilet seat whilst he undressed and then entered the shower, turned the dial and assured the water was the correct temperature.  Then he took her hand and led her into the pink tiled cubicle with him, closing the frosted glass door.  He stood her in the warm stream of water beneath the showerhead then took up a bar of soap and began to lather her warm wet body.  He massaged her tender breasts with the creamy white lather before moving further down her body.  He washed her thoroughly yet tenderly, intimately, causing her to lean back against the wet tiled wall of the cubicle and moan softly with arousal.  She started and arched her back, groaning throatily, when he reached the hot apex between her thighs and when his thumb slipped easily into her rosebud.  When a finger went to her clitoris, the pleasure reached a point of unbearable arousal and she was thrown immediately into a frenzied orgasm.  Richard had to hold her tightly around the waist to prevent her from falling.  Her muscles quivered with the aftershocks for several long moments.  
"Thank you, seigneur," she sighed in a faraway voice, her eyes glazed over with the erotica and passion, her lips faintly smiling.  Richard lightly kissed her mouth and then took a bottle of shampoo and massaged her hair.  When she was rinsed, he opened the glass door, stepped out and reached for a soft warm bath sheet.  As she stepped out of the shower, he swathed her in the plush pink cotton and dried her off in a sedulous manner that was so intimate as to come close to breaching the boundary with foreplay.  He then took her hand, entwining his fingers with hers, and led her through to the bedroom and the bed.  An outfit had been laid out, not a pervy rubber number like the one she had been given yesterday, but an expensive designer-label dress in a fluttery diaphanous fabric with a plethora of lace and a pink and cream silk jacket.  A lacy cream bra-and-panties set, cream stockings and a pair of strappy, heeled sandals completed the ensemble.  A bottle of 'Satin Whispers' perfume lay on the bed, as well.  

"Get dressed, Karen," he instructed gently in those smooth intones that made her stomach turn a somersault.  "I'm taking you out for lunch."  Karen stared at him incredulously.  Whatever did he mean, out?
"What do you mean, 'out for lunch'?" Karen asked as she slipped on a stocking and straightened the seam.  "This is prison - I can't just walk out of the gate and down the road to the nearest restaurant."
"I want to take you out for a meal and I always get exactly what I want - I mean always."  He put such emphasis on this word it almost hung in the air like a physical entity.  "I have taken you on as my ward for the day.  Look on it has a short reprieve.  You have a few hours of freedom as long as you remain in my custody and I take responsibility for you."
Richard dressed in black Jeans, a slim-cut open neck shirt and a single-breasted well-cut blazer, challenging the boundary between smart and casual.  He looked devastatingly handsome, Karen thought.  She dressed herself hurriedly but carefully then looked to Richard for his approval.  He gave an appraising glance and smiled, then took her hand.  
Richard took Karen to a lovely nouvelle cuisine restaurant about an hour's drive away.  It was a glorious Indian summer day and Richard left the top folded down on the sporty convertible as they sped along the country lanes past patchwork fields and grazing animals.  The sky was cerulean with just a few cotton-wool wisps of cloud.  Karen was ethereally happy though also a little uncomfortable.  Richard made her uncomfortable, with his roguish smile yet distant moody eyes, his musky masculine scent and blatant sensuality.  She still could not help wondering why he was showing any interest in her when he could quite possibly have any woman in the world at his beck and call!  
The maitre d' showed them to a table for two by a window with a beautiful vista of a small harbour.  Richard ordered for both of them.  They started with oysters and a side salad, later moved on to a delightful selection of char grilled Mediterranean vegetables on a bed of wild and red rice and finished with a light lemon torte.  Liqueur coffee and strong mints rounded things off.  The meal was a long, relaxed one though Karen occasionally looked up to find Richard staring at her in such an intense, thoughtful way that it unnerved her.  He sat back in his chair and surveyed her critically as he drank his coffee.  A shiver worked down her spine each time she caught his gaze.  
"Have you ever been in love, Karen?" Richard asked suddenly.  Karen gave a wistful little laugh.
"I don't believe in love. People confuse sexual attraction with love but there's really no such thing."  
"Such cynicism in one little more than a child!" he mocked lightly.  'Am I cynical?' she mused.  If so, surely life had given her good cause.  With her parent's marriage as a prime example …  Leonie and Liam seemed blissfully happy and 'in love', she pondered; but they had only been married a few months so it probably wouldn't last.  And would they have married at all if Leonie had not fallen pregnant whilst they were dating?  What she felt for Richard was probably what people usually mistook for love.  Even just thinking of him made her body tremor.  Those brooding, unfathomable eyes seemed to pierce right through to her soul.  His touch could send her reeling into a maelstrom of sexual intensity and arousal beyond imagining …  But that certainly wasn't love.  It was intense sexual attraction and something that probably wore off in time, with increased familiarity and intimacy.  
"Have you finished your coffee?" Richard's inquiry interrupted her thoughts.  She smiled and nodded.  "Then come along - there's somewhere I want to …take you."  He lingered on those last words and the innuendo caused epinephrine to surge through Karen like a tidal wave, raising a flush to her face and between her thighs.  
Richard went to the red convertible and took a canvas bag from the boot.  Then he took Karen's hand, interlacing his fingers with hers, and led her down to the pretty harbour.  Did they look like lovers, she wondered, walking hand in hand along the quayside gazing at the small boats bobbing on the azure waters?  She imagined they did.  But they weren't.  They were whore and client, she mused miserably.  She had no illusions about that.  This man had paid the prison authorities for his fun with her, though she still could not imagine why.  But she was not going to dwell on such thoughts - it was a glorious day, a day of freedom, and she was going to revel it.  
"What a beautiful boat!" Karen suddenly exclaimed, gazing in awe at an elegant and sophisticated vessel sparkling virgin white in the afternoon sun.  
"She's mine," Richard informed her with a wry smile.  "You are about to experience the Elysian sensations of sex at sea."  
The boat was glorious.  She was easily seventy-five feet.  The hull was fibreglass but with simulated planking grooves.  She had teak decking, electro-polished handrails, a covered deck area with seating, table and serving counter.  The interior had teak panelling and suede wall coverings and headliners.  It was luxuriant to the extreme.  Karen imagined what impressive cosmopolitan parties and social occasions must take place there.  But now there was only Karen and Richard.  
"I usually have a small crew and a valet," Richard told her as she followed him into the spacious VIP Stateroom, with its tapered Queen's bed and en suite shower room.  "But I thought it would be much nicer if it were just the two of us today.  Don't you agree?"  
"Yes, seigneur," Karen replied.  He was using that sultry, too sensual tone that meant the most innocent of comments from his lips made her blood race.  He put the canvas bag down on the bed, took off his blazer and then turned to Karen.  He cupped her face between his hands and kissed her lightly on the lips.  
"There's a bikini in the bag.  Get changed then come up to the bridge," he told her.  Left alone, Karen rummaged through the large canvas hold-all for the bikini.  It was not actually a bikini as such - it was a PVC cup-hoist top that raised and displayed her breasts, and a PVC thong that covered very little indeed.  Karen discovered other things of interest in the bag - a leather cat-o'-nine-tails, leather cuffs, a studded leather collar.  She mulled over the discovery as she changed.  Richard had clearly meant for her to see them, she realised.  Did he mean to use them on her?  It really should not surprise her - after all, he had tied her down before taking her the previous day.  She recalled his sensual tones - 'I won't force you into anything … yet'.  Had 'yet' arrived?  And just how different was he really from the blonde brute who had violated her yesterday?  He could easily hurt her as much, more perhaps - so why did she feel so safe with him, even now, after this discovery?
Karen made her way out of the Stateroom, up a small flight of teak steps, across the boat deck and up to the fly bridge, where Richard was piloting the boat away from the harbour.  There was a warm salty breeze and gulls were screeching overhead.  The sun dappled the waters and played on the deck.  Karen thought how perfect it all was.  The boat seemed to skim through the air rather than plough through the water, whisper quiet and ultra smooth.  Richard glanced around from the helm-seat at Karen and smiled.  She felt self-conscious - somehow more vulnerable in that skimpy two-piece than she had been totally nude.  She went to sit down on the L-settee then changed her mind and sat down on the deck instead.  Despite having his concentration on the steering, Richard noticed and seemed mildly pleased, though this escaped Karen who was now happily gazing up at the cerulean sky skimming overhead.  Once they were away from the harbour and in open waters, Richard switched to auto-pilot and came to sit on the L-settee close to Karen.  
"That suits you," he commented, reaching down to tweak her nipples.  "Tell me, Karen, why did you choose to sit on the deck and not on the settee or chair?"  He spoke slowly, succinctly, as though it were much more than idle curiosity but a matter of great importance.  Karen considered her answer carefully.  
"It just seems right to sit at your feet, somehow.  Natural.  I'm your possession, after all.  For now, whilst we're here, anyway."  
He cupped her breasts and kissed the nape of her neck.  "Good girl," he half whispered.  Karen wondered at her reply.  How could it seem right and natural to sit at a man's feet, like a pet dog?  And yet it did.  
"Stand up," Richard ordered and Karen stood, turning to face him.  He remained seated and caught her hand to pull her much closer so she was standing between his thighs.  He traced a finger down her front, from her cleavage to her navel, with a tantalising touch that made her sigh softly in response.  
"You have a very beautiful body, Karen," he told her and she blushed and smiled at him bashfully.  "You say you are my possession.  Does that mean you will do whatever I tell you?  Always?"
"Of course, seigneur.  Always."  Karen replied; and she really meant it.  What had happened to her?  Why did she want to give herself to this man?  She reached out her hand - she wanted to stroke his hair, show a sign of affection; but he caught her wrist and forced her hand away.  He raised a brow quizzically.
"Did I say that you could touch me, Karen?" His voice was low and caressing yet his eyes seemed like a storm at sea.  Conflicting messages again, Karen signed inwardly.
"I only wanted to …" she began to protest weakly.
"Don't answer back." Richard spoke in a quiet, deadly tone.  A shiver worked down her spine and her stomach knotted.  Suddenly, almost before she was aware what was happening, Richard had her across his lap.  She sighed as his hand began to stroke and caress her rounded globes.  Then he brought his hand down hard with a resounding slap.  Karen cried out in surprise.  Another slap followed and another, each harder than the first.  As the spanking continued, Karen could feel the evidence of Richard's arousal pressing stiffly against her belly.  Richard had a heavy hand and was sparing no pity; Karen was soon weeping bitterly.  Eventually the punishment ceased and Richard pushed Karen from his lap.  She sat on the deck in front of him, wishing desperately that her face wasn't red with crying.  He reached out to stroke her hair and she started at the touch.  Richard gave a smile of satisfaction.
"I have a question for you," he told her.  "If you had been given a free choice, would you still have come with me today?"
"Yes, seigneur," she answered without hesitation.
"To escape from that hellhole for the day, or just to be with me?"
"Both, I suppose.  But if there had been nothing to escape from, I would still have come with you."
"Why?"  Karen was surprised by the bluntness of that monosyllable question.  She was not sure if she could answer.  She considered silently for a few moments and then said:
"Because I like you."
"You like me?  I pay to screw you.  I tie you down and make you beg me to fuck you.  I spank you until you cry.  And you like me?"
"Yes, seigneur."  
"Why?"  Again that impossible question.  Again she debated with herself for a few long moments.  
"Please hold my hand, seigneur," she half whispered.  Richard obligingly took her hand, enlacing her fingers with his; he lifted her hand to his lips and lightly kissed each fingertip.  His free hand went to wipe away her tears, gently stroking her warm wet cheek.  She smiled shyly and then continued:  "That's why," she smiled.  "And because you don't call me names or spit at me or look on me with disgust, like the others do.  The prison guards and the …visitors.  I like you because you're kind to me, yet firm and demanding too.  I can't explain that bit really, I haven't the right words.  And I like you because you make me feel strange inside - like little electric shocks all through me when I look at you or just think of you.  I've been taken by a lot of men these past few days and I hated it.  It disgusted me.  But when you …with you, it was different.  I wanted you.  I've never wanted a man before."
"And do you want me now, Karen?"
"I'm yours to take whenever you wish," Karen stated softly.  She shuddered slightly as he ran his thumb along the soft curve of her lips.
"That doesn't answer my question.  Do you want me?"  Karen's heart was pounding fiercely against her ribs, almost painfully.  She was so physically aware of him, of his power over her.  Was he offering her a choice?  What would happen if she said no?  Would he force her or accept her denial?  The question was immaterial anyway - she did want him.  She wanted him desperately - wanted him sliding in and out of her, raising a vortex of sensuality and eroticism all through her until they both exploded together with a violent sexual force, peaking in an ecstatic union that depleted them.  But just what would that union involve, she wondered, considering the whip and cuffs and other items of sadistic fun she had found in his bag.  Would he go much further this time than just tying her down and using a dildo?  Would he go as far as yesterday's blonde bastard …or further?  To her utmost surprise, she realised that the thought, the anticipation, of that was not utterly horrifying.  Indeed, she felt a furnace rising in her sacred orifice and her face flushed.  
"Karen?" his mild silken voice prompted and with a rush back to reality and the present moment she realised she had not yet answered his question.
"Yes, seigneur.  I want you," she told him in a half whisper.  He smiled almost satanically as his darkly sensual gaze rested momentarily on her breasts before moving slowly down to her ringed intimacy and then up to her mouth, pink and moist, lips slightly parted, invitingly.  He leaned down, took her breast into his mouth and drew on it.  Karen sighed deeply and her body rippled.  
"You have no idea what I would love to do to that gorgeous body."  His voice was gravelly, sexy, aroused.  'I have a very good idea,' Karen thought to herself but she remained silent.  "Go down to the Stateroom and wait for me there," he told her.  Karen slipped quickly away.  She used the toilet, had a glass of water and then went to lie down on the bed and wait.  She seemed to wait a long while.  The quiet purring of the engines had ceased, she suddenly realised; had they weighed anchor, she wondered. She began to anticipate his appearance in that room and her breathing became ragged.  An urgent, yearning ache began between her thighs once more.  Almost absentmindedly she slipped her hand beneath the elastic of the Lycra thong and began to tease her lips, already warm and moist.  She felt her lips swelling with her arousal as she began to writhe and moan.  At the peak of her arousal, Richard appeared in the doorway but she was blissfully unaware of his presence until he abruptly interrupted her auto-eroticism; he caught her wrist firmly, snatching her hand away from her intimacy, then brought his free hand down swiftly in a stinging blow between her thighs.  Karen yelled.  
"You never frig when you're with me.  Not unless I've told you to, so I can watch.  When you're with me, your body is for MY pleasure, not yours.  Understood?"  Karen nodded.  She did not understand at all, though.  'It's not as if I can only cum a certain number of times, like a man,' she thought to herself.  'My frigging doesn't stop him getting what he wants.'
"I was thinking of you," she told him by way of amends for any offence caused by her impeccant action.  
"I should hope so."  He smiled now and she felt a wave of relief; she could not bear the thought of him being angry with her.  "Don't worry, little lady.  I'm going to make you cum enough times.  By the time I've finished with you, you'll be drowning in your own sex sap and begging me to stop.  But I won't stop.  You know that, don't you?"  Karen smiled shyly and nodded.  
 



Chapter Six

 

Karen lay back on the black satin scatter cushions and watched Richard undressing.  The honed muscles, the taut stomach, the lithe powerful physique and raw masculinity caused a wave of anticipatory pleasure to ripple through her.  She gave a deep, contented sigh.  
"You have a very beautiful body," Richard half whispered as he lay down on the bed beside Karen and ran a finger down the valley between her breasts.
"You already said …" Karen began but Richard silenced her, gently placing two fingers to her lips.
"Don't speak without permission," he told her.  He leaned over her and pressed his hard, determined mouth against hers in a savage, demanding kiss that made her blood course through her veins.  She found herself wrapping her arms around his neck in an impassioned embrace but suddenly he caught her wrists in such a vice-like grip, pinning her arms down above her head, that she let out a cry of pain that was stifled by his mouth on hers.  She could taste blood in her mouth and realised it was her own; her lips were bruised and bleeding from the intensity and violent passion of that kiss.  Her breasts were hurting beneath the hardness of his chest and her eyes filled with hot salty tears.  She did not struggle.  She did not want to.  She wanted to feel the delicious agony of her slender frame crushed beneath the force and hardness of his immovable body.  She was flushed, trembling and breathless when at last he released both her mouth and her arms.  He covered her breasts with his palms and Karen groaned softly, her arousal reaching another peak.  He only had to reach down and graze a nipple with his teeth to throw her into a volcanic climax.  Richard then reached down for the canvas bag at the bedside; he ferreted blindly for the cuffs and collar and in short time had firmly attached them to Karen.  The slim black studded collar highlighted her slender, swanlike neck.  The cuffs were too large for her thin wrists but Richard forced another hole in the leather straps to tighten them.  All the while he kept his eyes on her, unsmiling, appraising, as if assessing her reactions and emotions.  The savage force of that kiss had raised silent tears, but there was no fear in her eyes - they were bright and clear, filled with expectancy as he fastened the cuffs, linking her two wrists firmly together.  Just as he read the bright anticipation in her eyes, she saw the wildfire in his.  She quickly looked away. 
"You're bruised," he stated, his voice husky.  "Your shoulders, your breasts and your thighs."  As he spoke, a traced a finger lightly over the bruises causing her to wince slightly.
"I know." Karen replied quietly.  
"Dark bruises against milk white skin is so beautiful, I always think.  Sexy.  Arousing."  She shot a brief glance at him, a momentary flash of fear crossing her flushed features.  "Turn over on to your front.  I want to give you another spanking."  Karen obligingly repositioned herself, though struggled slightly to do so with her hands bound.  She bit into one of the scatter-cushions in preparation for the larruping.  His broad hand was hard and heavy and unyielding.  And as the spanking continued and her globes grew fiery, Karen found her breathing became fast and thick and her blood heated to fever pitch.  The languishing ache she had felt earlier had now becoming an inferno of desire.
"Please, seigneur …" she eventually gasped out.
"Yes?" he asked curtly.
"I want you," she admitted, repeating her earlier confession.  
"Are you asking me to screw you, Karen?" he asked with unreserved bluntness and perhaps a slightly mocking tone.
"Yes!" she rasped throatily, her arousal almost beyond endurance now.  "Please, for God's sake fuck me, fuck me hard right now.  I'm begging you."  
"No, Karen, I will not fuck you, not yet," he replied in a hoarse tone.  "Oh, don't worry, I will later.  I'll fuck you to hell and back and make your cunt burn.  But there is a lot, ever such a lot, that I want to do to you before that."

Karen found herself shivering with an odd mixture of arousal, anticipation and a dash of fear, a fear that strangely spiced her arousal.  Richard blindfolded her with swift expert hands before beginning a gentle exploration of her entire body.  Karen realised that with her sight temporarily gone, her other senses were suddenly incredibly heightened.  Richard's unbelievably masculine, musky scent became heady, as intoxicating as alcohol and his fingertips seemed to be made of fire as they continued their voyage over her curves and contours.  She felt him lightly kissing her inner thighs and his hot breath on her skin almost sent her into a whirlwind of fervent ardour.  He nuzzled his nose against her clitoris and she groaned throatily, soaking his face with the dewdrops of her arousal.  She cried out when he suddenly bit her red pulsating lips, grazing his teeth across her erect rosebud.  Then he grasped her ankles and thrust her legs upwards so that she was almost bent double, with her knees against her shoulders.
"That hurts," she protested weakly but he ignored her.  Her legs over his shoulders, he thrust his huge stiff member into her tunnel with a ferociousness that winded her.  The depth of penetration was so great at that angle that he hurt her considerably, causing uterine contractions similar to period pains.  But thankfully he thrust only a few times and then withdrew; it had merely been an intimation of what was to come.  Richard moved away from the bed, and there seemed to be a pause in the activities.  She strained to hear if he was still there.  She heard a slight clicking noise she could not identify.  Another few moments passed and then she cried out as a hot liquid suddenly fell onto her clitoris and seconds later onto her nipples - candle wax.  The clicking noise, she realised, had been a lighter being ignited.  Her nipples were still exceptionally sore and tender from the suckling and the breast pump as well as from the whipping her breasts had taken the previous day, and this new torture was insufferably harsh.  But not as harsh as the smack that unexpectedly came down between her thighs.  She gasped with surprise and pain.  Karen pulled away, turning onto her side and pulling her knees up to her chest, but Richard quickly manhandled her back into position and with an arm across her belly held her firmly in place for the severe pussy-spanking that ensued.  Karen groped blindly for one of the scatter cushions and then screamed into it; but her screams quickly changed to groans and she realised that she was actually raising her hips to meet his hand, inviting the harsh slaps.  When at last the spanking ceased, he pulled his hand away from her intimacy soaked in her slightly salty sticky sex-sap.  He wiped his hand on her hair and that simple act caused a thrill to rush through her.  Her breathing ragged, she was pulsating with pleasure and pain, arousal and anticipation.  
Richard pulled the cushion away from her face and pressed his hard firm mouth hungrily against hers once more; she winced for her lips were still tender from his last onslaught.  She could taste her own intimacy on him, musky, piquant.  He drew away abruptly and moments later she felt his hands on her ankles - he was binding them securely with tape.  
"Seigneur …" she ventured.
"Yes?" His voice was gruff.
"I saw the cat in the hold-all, when I got out the bikini …"
"You were supposed to."
"I know.  I wondered …?" She paused.
"If I'm going to use it on you?" he prompted.
"Yes.  No.  Well, not exactly." She paused again.  Richard gave an impatient sigh.
"You're babbling, Karen.  Are you trying to ask me to use it on you?"
"Yes," she whispered hoarsely, feeling both excited and ashamed.  What had she become - actually begging this man to flog her?  
Richard gave a gruff chuckle of amusement.  She heard him rummage in the bag for the cat.  Her body tensed at anticipation of its touch.
"Turn over," Richard ordered.  With her wrists in cuffs and her ankles bound tightly together with silver duct tape, Karen struggled to obey the command, and sensed that Richard enjoyed watching that struggle immensely.  He did not suddenly thrash out wildly as yesterday's sex-warrior had done; he teased her for a long while first, gently brushing the long plaited strands over her tingling flesh.  When he did eventually let the lash fly, it was not a wild, random flogging but a skilled and controlled punishment delivered by an expert hand.  He varied the strength of the strokes, ranging from almost feather light, teasing and threatening, to hefty wallops that caused her to scream out in agony and wonder if she might actually pass out.  He varied the timing too, so that she was never certain when another blow might be due; sometimes they came in rapid succession, sometimes they were long moments apart.  Her upper thighs, her fleshy globes and her back grew hot beneath the long slow flogging and every nerve ending in her body quivered.  A fevered sensation throbbed through her.  She writhed and squirmed, groaned and sighed, and cried pitifully into the pillows.  Some of the strokes had been spread so far apart that she was not absolutely sure that he had ceased until several very long moments had passed.  Then she felt his hands brush against her calves - he was cutting through the tape, releasing her legs, but only momentarily; in short time he had her legs stretched wide apart and secured firmly by the ankles to some sort of spreader bar.  
She felt the hot flush of his body close to her as he propped himself up over her and guided himself into her.  Richard supported himself over her on locked arms so that the only direct physical contact was his member thrusting into her, the brush of his thighs against hers and the slapping in his balls between her legs.  This position made her feel used, exploited somehow - it was as though he wanted as little physical contact as possible to perform this act of carnal coupling.  Even doggy-style would have seemed more intimate, because at least then his hands would have been on her, either grasping her tightly about the waist or grappling her swinging tits.  He drove himself in and out of her with a furious rhythm and Karen let out ragged moans, involuntary shudders and lifted her hips to meet him hungrily, desperately.  But just as she thought he was on the brink of climaxing he withdrew, leaving her to slowly scale down from a state of intense and all consuming arousal to one of disappointment and frustrated hankering.  She felt him shifting his position on the bed and realised that he was straddling her head, his strong muscular thighs clamping her upper torso.  He lowered himself so that she could feel his member pressing against her mouth.  She parted her lips and he slipped inside.  She could taste her own intimacy once more, salty and fragrant, as she sucked him clean.  He pulled himself out of her mouth and shifted position again, only slightly this time.
"Lick," he instructed her.  She tentatively probed with her tongue and realised that it was his tight rear hole that he had positioned above her mouth.  Hesitatingly at first she lightly flicked her tongue over the tight ring of his anus and up and down the cleavage of his firm buttocks but she soon became less inhibited, probing and licking with a firm hungry tongue.  She heard a very slight sound that might have been Richard gritting his teeth.  His leg muscles were quivering.  And then she felt his hot cream spurting over her breasts and heard his throaty groan.  The heady scent of him assailed her senses, causing the ache between her thighs to increase tenfold.  The urge to masturbate had never been so acute but even if she had been able or allowed, it would not have sated her; it was his touch she craved, deep inside of her.  But as he had just cum all over her breasts, it seemed likely this yearning would not be met this time and she would be left languishing with frustrated desire.  
Richard freed Karen from her restraints and removed the blindfold.  
"I'm going to rustle up something to eat.  Clean yourself up then come to the galley," he told her, slipping on a pair of briefs and nothing else before leaving the Stateroom.  
The galley was another statement of opulence.  There were more state-of-the-art gadgets and gizmos than in most household kitchens.  The dark granite tops reminded Karen of Richard's eyes, she thought, and then rebuked herself silently for such a foolish notion.  She stood silently in the doorway watching him as he tossed a green salad and added an oil dressing.  When he turned to take a bottle of wine from the fridge he caught sight of her.
"You look sexy in that," he told her silkily and she laughed.
"Sexy in one of your shirts, Seigneur?" she queried incredulously.  She had washed herself down in the bathroom and slipped on a crisp blue and white striped shirt of Richard's that came down to her knees.  
"Yes, sexy," he stated firmly.  "Now lay the table - you'll find place mats and cutlery in that drawer and plates are over there.  Are you sore?"  Karen blushed, nodding silently and busied herself frantically with laying the table as instructed.    Richard gave a wry smile and as he opened the wine and poured it into crystal glasses he said:
"You might have struggled a few times, pulled away, cried out - but you didn't once ask me to stop, did you?  You didn't once say 'no'.  I think I can safely say that I still have not done anything you didn't want me to."  Karen suddenly realised that he was right - she had not once said no.  Karen pondered over that fact whilst she slowly ate the crisp fresh salad and cold chicken and drank down her glass of spritzer.  After the meal, Richard told her to wash up.
"But there's a dishwasher.  Shouldn't I just put everything in that?"  Richard suddenly dealt Karen a swift slap.  She put her hand to her face.
"I told you before, don't answer back.  Put on that apron there and wash up."  Karen obediently picked up the white lacy apron.  Richard caught her arm.  "Take off the shirt so you're wearing just the apron," he told her.  Karen took off the shirt, folding it neatly and putting it aside, and put on the frilly apron, which covered very little.  Then she filled the sink with warm water and liquid and began to wash up.  Richard sat at the breakfast bar with a glass of wine and watched her intently for several long moments.  Then he put down the glass, slipped off his briefs and came to stand very close behind her, wrapping his arms about her waist.  "Don't stop," he whispered as she hesitated.  He put his hands into the water and then rubbed the suds gently up and down her bare arms, causing her to shiver.  He cupped her full breasts with his wet hands, soaking the apron so that it clung to her twin peaks like a second skin.  Karen's hands were shaking and she was afraid she would break a dish or glass, but he had told her to continue so she did.  He grazed his teeth across the nape of her neck and she let out a soft moan.  His hands moved to beneath the cotton and lace to her naked flesh and roamed her body in an erotic odyssey.  She felt his arousal pressed firmly against her tender globes.  She grabbed at the taps, breathing laboriously, as he suddenly thrust himself into her hot moist intimacy.  He grasped her around the waist with one arm and grappled and groped her breasts with his free hand as he shoved himself in and out of her love-tunnel, slowly at first but gradually accelerating to a fast and furious tempo.  Karen was quaking, panting and thrusting her hips back to meet his thrust, struggling to match his furious pace.  Her knuckles were bone white as she gripped the taps with all her might.  And then they erupted together in a blinding fireworks explosion of passion and fervency, Karen's wild scream mingling with Richard's euphoric yell.  He withdrew as soon as he was milked and disappeared from the galley.  Her thighs drenched with her creamy cunt-dew and her body quivering with aftershocks from the massive orgasm, Karen forced herself to continue with the task of washing up, her mind a whirlpool of conflicting, tangled emotions.
 



Chapter Seven

 

Once she was finished in the galley, Karen went to the Stateroom to dress and then went up onto the fly bridge to find Richard.  He was piloting the boat towards a small jetty situated in a sheltered cove on a tiny island.  It was a treeless, windswept speck in the sea covered in beach grass and inhabited by hundreds of ground-nesting seabirds.  Although it was late now and the sun was low in the orange sky, it was still gloriously warm.  She settled down on the deck nearby and remained silent until they were safely moored.

"Where are we, Seigneur?" she asked, as he helped her onto the tiny wooden jetty.
"Puffin Island.  It's beautiful, isn't it?  I thought we could have a picnic supper on the beach and then sleep on deck as it's going to be a clear starry night."
"But I can't spend the night with you!" Karen exclaimed in horror.  Richard laughed.
"Oh yes you can.  It's all arranged.  Don't fret so - you won't get into trouble.  Just relax and enjoy the company.  You do enjoy the company, don't you, Karen?"  Karen gave a broad grin and smiled.  The thought of a whole night away from Stonecross, a night with the handsome and virile Richard, in such a romantic spot as this lonely sunset beach, was ethereal bliss.  
"And I've a very special reason for choosing tonight," he told her as he led her along the golden sands towards a little animal path through the beach grass and gorse.  "There's a comet visible tonight, apparently.  I thought I'd get the best possible view of her from out here - and I wanted you to see it with me.  Something special like that should be shared."  Karen was touched by that sentiment and squeezed his hand affectionately.  She was pleased he did not rebuff the contact.  She thought that she was beginning to be able to judge when affection from her would welcome and when it would be deemed inappropriate by him.  
The path they were following was little more than a rabbit run and as the light grew dimmer and the sky duskier Karen found the way rough and awkward underfoot.  The ground was rising steeply until suddenly they came out onto a cliff top on the other side of the island.  Richard held her hand more tightly now as he led her down a narrow cliff path towards a rocky ledge a few feet down.  
"There's a small cave behind that ledge," he told her.  "I often come here to camp out.  I've stuff stashed there - food, blankets, sleeping bags and the like.  Are you okay?"
"Yes, thank you.  This is exciting," Karen responded happily.  "I'm getting a bit cold, though."
"Don't worry, I'll light a fire in the mouth of the cave.  I usually do and everything is to hand.  Here we are now.  Watch your step."  They leapt down onto the broad rocky ledge and turned into the cave.  Karen was awe-struck.  She had expected a modest cavity in the cliff - Richard had said a small cave, after all - but the cavern seemed huge.  Karen sat down at the mouth staring out at the darkening ocean as Richard rummaged about at the back of the cave and brought out tarpaulin bundles.  He produced a lantern, fire lighters, some bars of chocolate, a billycan, bottled water, tin mugs, drinking chocolate …  Karen felt like a little girl on an adventure holiday.  
"Heap up that firewood there, Karen," he told her, indicating a woodpile against the rocky wall near the entrance.  Karen built a little pyre and then fetched fire lighters and matches and soon had a comforting campfire blazing, filling the cave with an ethereal glow and welcome warmth.  They sat by the fire drinking cocoa and eating chocolate and watching the first stars appearing across the gloaming sky.  
"Are you warm now?" Richard asked and Karen nodded, sipping her drink.  "Good.  Then you can strip off."  Karen felt a now familiar little thrill of anticipation rush through her.  Was he really going to dominate her here, in this cave?   As she stood undressing in the orange glow of the fire, the light playing on her satiny curves and highlighting the natural hollows and folds of her body, her imagination began to run wild; she fancied she was a Pirate Princess kidnapped by a flamboyantly adventurous buccaneer who was about to despoil her in his secret island lair.  She stood naked now, with her hands on her head, her legs apart and her eyes cast down, listening to the thunder of the sea as it crashed and foamed against the craggy rocks many feet below them.  She felt elemental, vibrant, alive - and somehow more a woman that ever before in her young life.  Richard noted the rise and fall of her heaving breast, the rosy flush to her face and neck, the gleaming stickiness on her inner thighs…  Richard gazed at her long and hard, his mouth quirking in amusement.  His dark eyes glittered.  Autocratic and formidable, he rose up like a sea-demon about to devour his victim, his blood heated, his thighs clenched.  He was already rock hard.  He would have a struggle to make this last!  He wanted to plunge into her at once, possess her utterly here and now on the sandy floor, crush her helplessly beneath him in a passionate conquest.  The temptation to plunder her body immediately was a potent one, the most potent temptation he had ever known.  But there was far greater pleasure to be gained by patience and he must temporarily douse the fire in his loins …if he could.  The air was pulsating with a dangerous, unknown, erotic heat.  No woman had ever roused this in him before, never challenged his skilfully devised silky, composed, arrogant, self-assured aura.  He noted the way the firelight rippled over her breasts and found himself teetering on the edge of an excitement he had to control.  Her artless sensuality, her physical perfection, her yearning eyes, could oh so easily tear away his sophisticated exterior and reveal the carnal animal prowling beneath.  Karen was a little girl.  Just turned eighteen, unworldly and unaccomplished, from a pampered background probably.  So why the hell did she seem so …dangerous?
"Lie down!" he snapped.  Damn!  He usually sounded so casual, so glossy, when he purred an order at a sex-bitch.  
"On my front or my back, Seigneur?" she asked, raising her gaze to stare at him doe-eyed.  
"On your front.  And keep your eyes averted - you should never look a master in the eye.  Don't you know that yet?"  Shit!  A man could drown in those eyes.  He sat himself down on the floor on the cave at her side and began to caress her bare flesh with a sensual hand.  He felt her ripple and quiver beneath his touch, heard her let out a small sigh.  Then she screamed as he suddenly dug his nails into her flesh and drew them hard down her back, drawing blood.  Her eyes pricked with tears and she hissed through gritted teeth as she fought against the smarting.  Then, slowly, she relaxed as his touch became light and caressing once more.  Then he brought the palm of his hand down hard against the flat of her cool globes, and smiled to himself as he watched the skin redden and warm beneath the harsh slaps.  
"Get up and stand against the wall," he ordered.  She obeyed silently, trembling.  He stood close behind her and she could feel his warm breath on the back of her neck.  He ran his hands lightly down her body in an erotic dance, then grasped her tiny waist tightly and pulled her back against him.  Even through the cloth of his trousers, she could feel the hardness of him, explosive and threatening.  Richard pushed her back against the wall.  He put his hand between her legs, forcing her thighs apart, and slipped two fingers against her slickness.  Slowly, rhythmically, deliberately, he worked her up to a sexual frenzy.  Her limbs stiffened, she arched her back, threw back her head and moaned and grunted.  
"You want it, don't you, Karen?" he asked her with a silky taunt.  She sighed, moaned, but said nothing.  "Don't you?" he repeated harshly.
"Yes, seigneur," she rasped out between ragged breaths.  He turned her around and bent his head to take her nipple greedily into his mouth, his right hand tweaking and pulling at its twin, his left slipping back to between her thighs once more.  Then he changed his stance so that he could take hold of her wrists in a vice-like grip; he pressed her arms against the wall.
"Look at me, macushla," he ordered softly.  Karen lifted her brilliant blue eyes with their dark frame of long lashes and wished she had not, for despite the endearment he had just muttered she saw in his eyes something akin to censure.  It caused a sudden pang of shame and sadness that threatened to douse her heat - but only momentarily.
"What do you want me to do to you?" he asked her in a forced silkiness that barely disguised his animalistic lust.  
"Take me …" she half whispered.
"No."  He shook his head and gave a short, mocking laugh.  "Choose something else."  She considered for a few moments.  Did she really have some say in how this erotic game should proceed?  Or was he merely playing with her, taunting her?  
"I …I like the cat," she admitted with embarrassment.  "But it's on the boat."  Richard gave a wry grin, released his hold on her to fetch one of the tarpaulin bundles.

"Unwrap it," he told her.  She struggled to untie the knot on the cord around the black rubbery material but at last it loosened and she unrolled the package.  There before her lay a small collection of whips, crops, canes and a cat.  'So he often brings a victim here,’ she thought to herself with a sigh.  She picked up the cat, ran the plaited leather strands through her fingers and felt a strange little surge inside of her.  She pressed the leather against her face, savouring the scent and touch of it.  Then she kissed it and held it up to Richard.  She saw that he was now as naked as she was - whilst she had for some strange unknown reason been fondling and caressing the whip, he had been undressing.  He took the cat from her then bent to pick up the cord that had bound the tarpaulin - soon it bound her wrists, as she lay on her front on the sand-covered rocky floor, waiting tensely for the fall of the cat's leather strands on her flesh.  She let out a soft sigh and a quiet moan as the plies gently teased her in an erotic sensual dance over her back and upper thighs, feeling no heavier than gossamer.  A little seimic wave of pre-orgasmic pleasure rippled through her.  
"Don't come," Richard ordered hoarsely.  But how could she possibly obey such a command when he was teasing and taunting her body so passionately?  He suddenly brought the heavy leather strands down hard against the flat of her back and then again across her rounded globes.  She cried out but it was a scream that mingled pleasure with pain and she had no idea which was the greater, so intricate was the balance.  Stroke after stroke crashed against her flesh; he stopped abruptly when she was in the throes of an orgasm, a climax as great as if she had been beneath him rather than beneath the whip.  He stood and watched her, mockery and cynicism combined with heat and arousal flushing his sculptured features.  And as she was still recovering, seismic aftershocks rippling through her, he suddenly manhandled her into position and, grasping at her breasts, thrust himself into her.  At first the strokes were deliberately long and slow, so very slow, but then he gathered speed and soon was thrusting in and out of her soaking passage with an almost uncontrollable passion.  He freed her breasts that swung to and fro now as he slammed against her bottom, and grasped her tightly about the waist.  He exploded into her, grinding out an expletive as he milked himself onto her, coming and coming and coming …  
He withdrew, rubbed his gleaming member against a rounded cheek, untied her wrists, then picked up his discarded clothes and returned to the fire.  He glanced casually at his watch as he dressed.
"It's almost time to watch for the comet, macushla," he told her.  "It is a once in a life time sight.  Come, sit and watch the skies with me."  She curled up against him, naked, her eyes warm and satiated.  He slipped his arm about her and absentmindedly fiddled with a nipple ring as they watched the star spangled sky.  Eventually they saw the moving prick of light that was the comet, moving slowly across the sky, like a bright star with a tail of orange ribbons trailing the night sky.  Karen closed her eyes tightly and made a wish she knew could certainly never, never come true.  

 



Chapter Eight

 
Karen remained naked on the flybridge for the journey back to the harbour, dreadfully afraid that someone on the quayside would see her nudity.  She was greatly relieved when Richard at last sent her to get dressed.  She reappeared on deck in the lacy cream and pink dress just as Richard was making fast the craft.  They enjoyed a long leisurely lunch at the same delightful restaurant as the previous day and then visited some of the quaint quay-side shops and a small fisherman's museum before Richard eventually said they must be heading back to Stonecross.  He seemed almost reluctant, Karen thought, though perhaps it was just wishful thinking.  He remained silent for most of the car ride back to the prison, though Karen was well aware of his dark concentrated gaze on her more than once.  Karen sat in nervous silence, twisting her fingers in her lap and staring at the evening landscape with an unseeing gaze.  At last, about half a mile from the corrective institution, she abruptly broke the silence.
"Stop the car.  Please, Richard," she pleaded.  He was about to rebuke her for using his Christian name but when he saw the pallor of her face and the panic in her wide frightened eyes, he pulled over.  At once she leapt from the car and, running to the grass verge, promptly vomited.  Richard was behind her in a matter of seconds, wrapping his arms about her shoulders.  
"Don't," Karen protested, pulling away from him.  
"Karen!" Richard exclaimed; he sounding offended more than angered.
"I don't want you to see me like this," she explained timidly, keeping her gaze carefully diverted.  He wrapped his arms around her and pulled her close.  She rested her head against his shoulder and he stroked her hair.  
"I'm sorry your life is such hell right now." She snuggled closer to him and whispered,
"Thank you."  Richard led her back to the car and drove her the half mile to the gaol, handing her over unceremoniously to a guard.  He also handed over a fat envelope addressed to Warder Stewart and Karen tried hard to swallow down the lump she suddenly felt in her throat.  It had to be his payment for her services.  She knew the situation only too well, but for the transaction to be carried out in front of her like that rammed it home unmercifully; she felt humiliated and was aware of Richard's gaze burning into her back as she was led away but did not trust herself to look around without breaking down.  
Karen was taken straight to the cellblock. She was not shown to the cell she had shared with Linzi but another on a different floor.  Two women were already in there and they looked up when Karen was thrust into the cell.  One, seated at the table, was a slip of a girl not much older than Karen but with a tough wildcat look about her.  Her cellmate, was lying on her bunk, was considerably older - in her late thirties, Karen estimated; an Amazon virago, tall, broad and masculine, her body covered with bold tattoos.  She glowered at Karen with contemptuous disdain.
"Well, well, well.  Look at Miss Haughty in her designer label frittery," the Amazon razzed, swinging herself down from the top bunk to stand intimidatingly close to Karen.  "Getting preferential treatment, I see, being allowed to keep your pretty frock on whilst us peasants have to go around starkers or in fucking slutty black frocks.  The Warder your uncle, is he?"
"No.  I haven't got an uncle," Karen answered innocently.  Her naiveté made the woman laugh, a deep scornful horselaugh.  
"I meant, does he fuck your cunt?" she explained brusquely.
"NO!" Karen sounded mortified at the suggestion - though why should she, considering the circumstances?  Though David Stewart had not yet taken her, it was not unreasonable to think that he soon would.  The woman suddenly caught Karen's wrist and twisted her arm behind her back.  Karen cried out in surprise more than pain.  
"Well, I sure will, sweet one," she sneered.  "I'm Gina and this is my cell so you'll obey my rules.  Got it?"  
"Yes," Karen gasped out the affirmative response.  
"I want her now, with your permission, Gina," the younger girl spoke up.  
"Sure, go ahead, Suzie," Gina smiled and thrust Karen onto the lower bunk with its lumpy mattress and coarse blankets.  Karen lay still, not daring to move, afraid they would really hurt her if she showed any sign of resistance.  It passed through her mind to call for the guard but she dismissed the thought almost instantly as she realised that in all probability they had deliberately placed her in this cell, knowing full well what would happen; it was all part of her perverse punishment.  
With a smug smile of satisfaction, Suzie reached under the bed and brought out an assorted bundle - a length of rope, a vibrator, a strap-on dildo and a few other odd bits and pieces.  Karen wondered at them being allowed to keep such things in the cell - or had they smuggled them in somehow?  Probably the guards turned a blind eye because it amused them to think of what use they would be put to.  Even more likely still, perhaps one of the guards had actually provided them himself.  Gina turned one of the chairs about to face the bunk and seated herself as spectator, leaning an elbow on the table.  Suzie removed her Lycra dress to reveal a lithe body covered with weals and bruises as well as a number of tattoos; then swiftly strapped on the huge rubber dildo.  Taking the short length of rope, she securely bound Karen's wrists to one of the bars at the head end of the bunk.  Karen cried out when Suzie ripped the frock from her, tearing it beyond repair.  She then roughly removed the bra, panties and stockings.  Karen closed her eyes tightly and buried her face in the pillow, desperately fighting back the brimming tears.  She started when she felt long fingers exploring her flesh.  Suzie ran a finger over the fresh welts and bruises and smiled.  Then she grasped Karen by the waist and thrust the vinyl phallus into the tight love-tunnel.  She thrust and shoved savagely, not setting any rhythm or pace, gyrating her hips to grind Karen into a sexual frenzy.  She seemed to go on and on forever; but at last she abruptly pulled out.  She took up the large vibrator and, using no lubrication, thrust it viciously into Karen's tight little rear then switched it to full power.  The sensations that pulsed and throbbed through Karen’s entire body were astounding, causing her to shudder and groan.  Suzie then thrust the dildo into her pussy once more and resumed the frenetic fucking.  The double stimulation made Karen scream and struggle and she was soon beaded with sweat.  Gina suddenly came over and untied Karen's wrists.
"Lick me," she ordered, kneeling up on the bed.  Karen braced her hands on Gina's thighs and began to work at her large fleshy lips with her tongue.  Her head was being forced further and further into the older woman's hot moist intimacy by Suzie's thrusting and shoving.  Gina eventually let out a deep almost male roar and her sticky juices flowed over Karen's face.  Karen had never tasted another woman before and she was both intrigued and aroused.
"Get her up," Gina snapped.  Suzie withdrew and hauled Karen to her feet.  She stood unsteadily.  "Hold her for me," Gina instructed and Suzie stood behind Karen and held her firmly by the upper arms.  Karen was trembling now, wondering what the hell Gina meant to do to her.  Gina stood in front of her and for a few very long moments simply stared with an intimidating and supercilious gaze.  Karen stared at her stockinged feet, a knot of trepidation twisting in her stomach.  And then Gina suddenly dealt her a stinging blow to her left cheek, and then another to her right.  She continued to mete out slap after slap and Karen was soon crying bitterly.  Her lower lip was split and she had a nose bleed by the time Gina had finished.  Then the woman brought up her knee sharply between Karen's thighs, slamming it into the girl's sex.  Karen cried out in agony.  Suddenly the cell door swung open and Yates stood in the doorway.
"What's going on in here?" he demanded.  He saw Karen and gave a snide smile.  "Ah, Roberts, so it's you."  He looked to Gina.  "Causing trouble, is she?"
"Started a fight over the bunks," Gina lied casually and easily.  Considering the tableau vivant, Yates could not possibly have been fooled but he did not contradict her.  Instead he grabbed Karen and hauled her from the cell.  
"Troublemakers like you are quickly tamed here," he warned her.  "I'm putting you in the sin bin for the night."  
Karen was scared witless.  She did not dare to speak up in her own defence or to ask what the 'sin bin' was.  She would discover soon enough, she knew, and she was terrified.  Yates led her roughly along the labyrinth of cold grey corridors and up open flights of metal stairs.  At last they went through a thick metal door that opened up onto a small roof area, where the water tank and heating system was housed.  There was also a large, old-fashioned metal trunk.  Yates flicked on an external light, lifted the lid of the trunk and took out a long length of rope.
"Lie down," he snapped and, shivering with both cold and fear, Karen obeyed.  Yates soon had her hog-tied.  Then he lifted her into the trunk and slammed down the lid.  Karen heard the click of the padlock and then the door slam as Yates left.  She was trembling uncontrollably now.  It was pitch dark, she was very cold and she could not move a muscle.  The walls of the trunk pressed against her, emphasising her entrapment.  Karen began to cry once more - she found it so hard now to hold back tears and was ashamed of how easily they seemed to come now.  Eventually there were no more tears to cry and Karen lay huddled in silence, her breathing deep and ragged.  How the hell was she going to survive eighteen months of this nightmarish maltreatment?  More immediately, how the hell was she going to get through the night naked, hog-tied and left in a trunk on the roof?  Just as she had done the previous night, she began to form a mental image of Richard.  She imagined that it was he, not Yates, who had done this to her.  She imagined his arrogant handsome figure sitting on the trunk, casually drinking a glass of wine and smiling sardonically as he thought of the precious contents of his seat.  And with such thoughts swirling through her mind she eventually drifted off to sleep.  
 
Karen panicked when she first awoke, wondering why she could not move and why it was so very dark and cold.  She remembered and wondered how long it had been.  Was it morning yet?  She was shivering with the cold and was desperate to go to the toilet.  She could not bear the thought of defecating over herself but that was exactly what would happen if she were not released soon.  And that is what happened.  What seemed like hour after hour passed by and Karen could no longer control either her bladder or her bowels.  She was forced to lie in her own excrement for a long time, the stench assailing her senses and tears of shame flowing freely.  She was not only feeling dreadfully ashamed but also terrified of what punishment the ignominious act might garner.  She did not hear the external door open and almost screamed when the lid of the trunk was lifted.  It was not Yates but another guard she did not recognise and she was grateful for that.  They were all as bad as one another, she was sure, but she had a particular fear of and hatred for Yates.  He lifted Karen from the trunk and cut the rope with a pen-knife.  She struggled to her feet, stretching her cramped muscles and wincing at the cricks and spasms.  The guard rummaged about beneath the water tank and brought out a hose-pipe.  He attached it to an external water tap, twisted the cock and turned the pipe on Karen.  She screamed as the ice cold water hit her with such force that it nearly knocked her over.  He drenched her from head to toe.  Then, cold wet and shivering, she followed as he led her back indoors and down the flights of metal stairways to the cell block.  
 



Chapter Nine

 
Miserable, ashamed and very afraid, Karen made a pathetic figure as she struggled to keep up with the prison guard's brisk pace.  They came to the dining hall and Karen could hear the clatter and clash of cutlery and crockery and smell the aroma of toast, porridge and coffee.  She had vaguely hoped that was where she was being taken but her gaoler went straight on past.  With a heavy sigh Karen followed.  She was taken to a room that appeared to a prison officer's lounge or common room.  There was a thick pile carpet, two settees, a few armchairs, a TV, VHS and DVD player and music entertainment centre.  Bookshelves, a dining table and chairs, a coffee table and also, seeming a little out of place, a row of lockers filled the room. A coffee filter machine, teas-made, mini-fridge and microwave completed the equipment.  There was also a warm gas fire with a hearthside rug.  Karen thought how blissful it would be to curl up on that rug in front of that fire!  Yates was in the room, reading a newspaper spread out on the table and drinking a mug of tea.  He looked up when they entered the room.
"Little slattern crapped all over the place," the guard told Yates at once and Karen blushed scarlet with shame and embarrassment.  "I hosed her down.  One of the other sluts will have to clean out the mess."
"Go get the Huntley bitch to do it now," Yates told him.  
"After a cuppa," he replied, going over to the coffee filter.
"No, now, Sam," Yates snapped.  
"Okay, okay," Sam muttered with annoyance as he left the room.  Karen stood near the door still, fidgeting nervously and watching Yates covertly, warily.  He paid her no attention for a few long moments, as he finished his newspaper and drained his mug.  Then he pushed his chair backwards and gazed at her long and hard.  He took some cigarette papers from his pocket and a sachet of ganja and proceeded to roll a joint.  He lit it, drew on it then held it out to Karen.  She shook her head.  
"Don't be a fool, Roberts.  The stuff helps you get by in this place," he told her.
"I don't do drugs," she told him quietly.  He laughed scornfully.
"You mean you didn't.  You do now.  Take it or I'll put you back in the bin."  
Reluctantly Karen came forward and took the reefer.  She drew on it lightly; trying to stifle her coughing and spluttering without success.  Her eyes smarted with tears and she felt heady.  She handed it back to him.
"Thank you," she mumbled.  
"Fetch that stool," he instructed and she fetched the small wooden stool.  "Stand on it with your hands on your head."  She obeyed without hesitation.  She closed her eyes tightly, wondering what Yates meant to do with her; at least he could not humiliate her more than he had done already.  Nothing could shock her now, she thought to herself.  He got up and circled around her - predatory, like a vulture, Karen thought.  Suddenly he stubbed out the joint on her right tit then shoved it into his pocket.  Karen yelped and tears spilled over once more.  Pain was coursing through her body, she wanted to rub the burn and wipe away her tears, but she forced herself to remain still with her hands on her head.  Her fear of Yates was greater even than the terrible agony surging through her whole being.  She bit her lower lip so hard that a little blood trickled down from it.  Yates went over to a locker and pulled out a bundle of clothes and paper bag.  He threw the clothes at Karen then emptied the contents of the bag onto the table.  He sorted through the bits and pieces whilst Karen slowly got dressed.  The outfit comprised a blue latex bustier with a half-cup bra and blue latex stockings and suspenders.  Once ready, she stood back on the stool with her hands on her head once more.  Yates came and swiftly fastened alligator clips to her nipples; she squawked and Yates laughed.  Then he took a long silver 'Y' chain with dog-clips on each end.  He fastened one end to the two labial rings, linking them together and the other two ends to the nipple rings.  Next he took two small weights and attached those to the nipple rings as well.  Then he returned to his locker and brought out a wide leather belt with wrist cuffs attached and a cruel looking oil tan flogger with devil's tongue ends.  Karen wanted to scream or vomit but managed to do neither.  As soon as he had partially immobilised her with the wrist-waist belt, he ordered her to lean over the arm of a chair.  Her stomach twisting in knots, she slowly obeyed.  
Karen uttered a sudden loud cry when the twelve twenty-four inch long, one-inch wide strands of leather came thrashing down across her tender globes.  She struggled to her feet at once, cowering away from Yates with salty tears streaming down her blanched face.  He did not go to restrain her.  Instead he told her, in a snide tone: "There is a wooden stockade in the exercise yard.  I can tie you to that for the punishment if you'd prefer.  Or I can suspend you upside down on the Hell's Gate.  Your call."  Karen had no idea at all what the Hell's Gate might be but she was not willing to find out; she meekly resumed her place over the arm of the chair and braced herself against the onslaught of the barbarous whip.  She cried out pitifully with each blow but did not make any further attempts to escape the punishment.  Eventually the savage lacing ceased and Karen let out a choked sob.
"What are you, Roberts?" Yates demanded.  Karen hesitated, then she realised what he wanted to hear.
"I'm a shitty, lousy whore, sir," she answered, repeating the insult he had thrown at her the other evening.  Yates gave a bitter smile.  
"Get up."  Karen stood, stumbling slightly.  Yates pulled at the silver chain and she gave a thin cry of pain as it pulled on her lips and nipples.  He took a small, unmarked pill bottle from his pocket, shook out a white tablet and held out to Karen's lips.
"What is it?" she asked and was dealt a swift slap in response.
"What is it, SIR!" he corrected.  Then he smiled and said, "A pain killer, that's all.  You'll be grateful for it."  Karen knew she had no choice but to swallow the tablet.  She wondered what it was.  Why would Yates be concerned about anaesthetising her pain, pain he had inflicted?  It made no sense.  She puzzled over the conundrum as she stood, still and silent, watching warily as he fetched himself another mug of tea.  She still wanted to soothe the terrible burn on her breast and she wanted, too, to rub her burnished globes. The frustration of being restrained once more was terrible - she was still so stiff and achy from being hog-tied for so long.  She seriously wondered if she might faint and was afraid of what Yates might do to her if she did.  
Yates drained his cup, took the joint from his pocket and lit up again.  He held it to Karen's mouth and she drew on it lightly, again sputtering and coughing.  Again he stubbed it out on her breast, her left this time; Karen screamed wildly and fell to her knees.  She then curled herself up on the ground in a foetal position and sobbed hysterically at the surging agony.  Yates nudged her roughly with his booted foot, urging her to get up, but she ignored him now.  She had her eyes tightly closed, was rocking to-and-fro, sobbing and so was unaware of Yates returning to his locker and taking out a syringe and glass phial.  He swiftly administered an injection in Karen's upper arm; she seemed totally oblivious to the act.  He took the reefer from his pocket and poked it down the front of the bustier between her scarred tits; Karen still seemed barely cognisant . He rolled her onto her back and spread her legs apart; she was limp and unresisting.  He released his cock from its fabric prison and thrust it into her love tunnel.  The chain tensed, pulling painfully on her lips and nipples, but Karen did not react.  The fuck was fast and furious and over in moments.  Then Yates removed the cuffs and belt and other paraphernalia and left the tearful teenager huddled on the floor as he took up a porn mag from the table and settled down to read it in one of the fireside armchairs.  When Sam returned Yates casually ordered the man to return Karen to the cells.
Barely able to keep on her feet, Karen was led to a small single cell and was very grateful to be alone.  She splashed her breasts with cold water at the tiny corner sink, used the toilet and then curled up on the bunk.  Despite the pain she was in, she was asleep in moments.  
 
Karen was awoken by a rough hand shaking her shoulder.  She stared up through a mist at the face of one of the guards glowering down at her.  Her head groggy, she struggled to sit up.
"It's an inspection.  Stand up," he told her sternly.  Karen made a laboured effort to get to her feet, a violent throbbing behind her temples and legs like jelly beneath her.  She saw that Yates and the doctor were there too and her blood suddenly ran cold.  What was going on?
"It's just a routine search of all inmates for drugs," the officer told her.  "The doctor is here to examine for symptoms of substance abuse.  Please remove your clothes."  Karen's instant emotion was one of relief - she had never been involved with drugs.  But then, as she rolled down the tight rubber stockings, she remembered the ganja Yates had forced her to smoke - would the doctor be able to tell?  Then a terrible fear stabbed at her heart like an icy knife - the painkillers Yates had also forced onto her!  And did she vaguely recall him giving her a shot of some sort?  She glanced covertly at Yates to see what she could gauge from his expression - he was looking smug, triumphant even.  Yates had known that this inspection was due and had set her up, forcing her to smoke the joint, take the tablets and administering an injection of God knows what.  No wonder she felt so bloody sick and groggy!  She removed the bustier and her fate was sealed - the joint fell from her cleavage, landing almost at the feet of the young guard.  His brows knitted, he picked it up, scowled silently at Karen and then passed the evidence to the doctor who clicked his tongue in an attitude of annoyance and disapproval.  He came forward and cupped Karen's face in his broad hands to look in her eyes; then he took her pulse.  He turned and nodded to Yates.  
"Well, you're really in the shit this time, Roberts," Yates snarled.  Karen knew it was pointless to protest her innocence - it was his word against hers and there was no doubt which of them would be believed.  
"I'll take her to the prep room to take samples," the Doctor told Yates.  "You'd best go tell Stewart so he can decide what to do with her."  He turned to the other man and told him, "Best get Windsor to carry out with the other inspections with you."  
Karen was led, naked and trembling, to the prep room.  The doctor secured her to the leather couch and then proceeded to take blood samples from her.  He had just done so when they were joined by a self-satisfied Yates.
"It's the black hole for you, Roberts," he hissed close to Karen's ashen face.    



Chapter Ten

 
Karen's whole body was racked with tremors and she was crying hysterically.  Yates went and seated himself casually in the leather chair to watch the proceedings with grim amusement.
First the doctor went to a cupboard and removed a long, slender metallic silver implement.  Karen wondered what it could possibly be.  She was horrified when the doctor quite nonchalantly thrust it between her lips and up into her passage.  He pushed his whole hand into her and the metal rod disappeared inside of her completely.  Karen wanted to struggle, but he had restrained her securely by means of straps, belts and cuffs and she was completely immobilised.  
"As you're well aware, Yates, I always insert the Elektra-probe fully into the uterus so that it will not impede sexual activity.  Intercourse can proceed unhindered.  I'll give her another contraceptive injection whilst she's here - it should last up to six weeks.  Remember lactation continues only as long as she's being regularly suckled.  Is she likely to be in the hole any great length of time?  If so, I'll administer another hormone dose as well so she doesn't dry up."  
"I'll use the pump on her now," Yates told him.  Whilst the Doctor administered two injections, Yates fetched the breast pump and proceeded to extract a considerable amount of milk from Karen's breasts.  Her nipples were in agony and her breasts felt so heavy and achy.  Whilst Yates was still milking her, the doctor went to fetch a roll of strong webbed adhesive plaster and used it to bind Karen's ankles and wrists so that he could remove the other restraints without fear of her being totally uncurbed.  He also taped up her mouth.
"Best clean her out, Doc.  We don't want her shitting and crapping all over the place down there," Yates said in a malevolent tone.  
"Of course," the doctor agreed.  "Would you be so kind as to fetch some soapy water for me to inject into her bowels?"  Yates was only too willing to play assistant in the absence of any nurse.  He was quite obviously loving every minute of this.  The pure terror in Karen's eyes sent a thrill of excitement shuddering through him almost to the point of eruption.  The warm soapy water was injected into Karen's bowels via a long thin plastic tube.  Then she was made to hold the water in as long as possible before eventually being allowed to scramble awkwardly onto her feet and sit on a plastic bucket, Yates holding her tightly about the waist to support her because of her bound limbs.  Once fully evacuated, Yates lifted her up and carried her through to an adjoining room, with the doctor following close behind.  Karen was met with a fantastic sight.  In the centre of the stone floor there was a gaping abyss, a large square hole that sank down into sepulchral darkness.  Suspended just above floor level over that cavity was a small iron cage, about four feet square.  Karen was thrust into the cage and the door shut and padlocked.  The Doctor took a small remote control from his pocket, pressed a single button and the Elektra-probe inside Karen began to send out short sharp electric shocks that started convulsions.  Karen was screaming wildly behind the tape, her eyes like a rabid dog's.  Yates went to a control panel on the wall and suddenly the cage was slowly descending into that black pit.  
Karen could not believe that she was truly experiencing such a terrible living nightmare.  Her body was racked with horrendous convulsions like an epileptic paroxysm.  She was drenched in sweat, perspiration running in rivulets and dripping off her body.  She was bound hand and foot and lying on cold bare metal.  The seizures were causing her to bang different parts of her body again and again against the bars of the small cramped cage so that she was battered black and blue.  And that cage was slowly sinking into a deep stone shaft, plummeting her into cold dank darkness.  It seemed as though she was descending forever but in truth it must have been only moments.  
The light in the room above went out and Karen was plunged into total darkness.  Darkness, silence, loneliness, fear - these were her only companions in this aptly named black hole.  Karen began to wish she were dead.  
Karen had no idea how long she was left there in that hellish rat hole.  She lost all idea of time, not knowing even if it was night or day.  The convulsions at last stopped and she surmised that they had switched off the barbaric Elektra-probe.  Thanks to the clyster, she had not defecated but she had urinated and the smell was assailing her senses.  Totally depleted, Karen eventually fell into an exhausted sleep.  
She was woken abruptly some hours later by the recurrence of the seizures; but she was not aware of the terror and agony of them for long because she passed out.  This cruel pattern of events seemed to last for a great length of time - random periods of wakefulness, seizures, sleep and unconsciousness.  Eventually the wakeful periods were ones of grogginess and insensibility.  Karen began to genuinely believe that she was suffering some terrible hallucinogenic illness or psychotic breakdown and that nothing of the recent past had been reality but a creation of her fevered mind.  
Karen struggled up through the dense fog enveloping her mind and back to wakefulness when her body became dully aware of the sensation of movement.  Yes, the cage was being raised up out of the shaft.  She closed her eyes tightly against the brightness of the harsh light of the room above.  She heard the door being opened, felt strong arms pulling her roughly from the cage.  She did not wonder who it was or what was about to happen to her next; she was way beyond wondering.  She simply lay in those arms like a limp rag doll.  She heard voices but they seemed so far away and indistinct and as far as Karen was concerned it really wasn't worth the effort of straining to listen.  She simply did not have the energy.  She was very vaguely aware of being carried along, possibly through a number of doorways, and of then being laid down on a cool soft surface.  She felt something being pressed against her lips - a glass.  Someone was trying to get her to drink but she really could not make the effort and in short time she was sleeping soundly again, an unnaturally deep sleep induced by all she had physically and emotionally suffered these past few days.  
It was a fitful sleep filled with dreams.  She thought for a while she was flying or sailing; and then she thought she was in a wonderful rose garden - she could actually smell the rich scent of the roses.  Then she had a horrific nightmare about being used as a human pincushion.  She heard herself cry out and yet somehow could not fully wake up.  She was aware of voices now and then, close by, but she could not discern who it was or what was being said.  She felt so hot and achy, as though she had a terrible dose of the 'flu or worse and she simply could not open her eyes.  She drifted in and out of sleep and was aware of changes in light and dark that might have indicated days passing but everything was so strange that she really had not idea of reality. 
Karen awoke still sore and tired but clear headed and alert.  Her breasts were no longer painful, she realised; they were almost their normal size once more.  The ring was gone from her nose, too, she noticed when she yawned.  She was snug beneath a heap of luxuriously soft eiderdowns in the most opulent of bedrooms.  She was in a honey-coloured solid pine four-poster bed draped about with gold muslin curtains.  Gold jacquard curtains hung at the window; there was a rich gold patterned carpet on the floor; the bedroom furniture was highly individual handcrafted pieces inspired by fabulous oriental designs.  And the room was simply filled with flowers.  There were bouquets of red roses everywhere and the air was heady with their scent.  Karen herself had been bathed and was wearing a clean cotton nightdress.  She was attached to a saline drip and that piece of apparatus alarmed her until a very kindly middle-aged woman in a crisp pale blue nurse's uniform appeared and explained that she had become dehydrated.   
"Now you're awake and can start eating and drinking properly, we can dispense with it," she told her, smiling.  "In fact, I'll do that right now.  I'm Carole, by the way."  She gently eased the needle from her arm and put a small sticky plaster over the pinprick.  "Can you eat something now?" she asked.  Karen nodded, realising that she was actually ravenous.  She was very grateful indeed for the generously laden tray Carole brought her.  There was home made soup, warm crusty bread, fresh fruit salad and a pot of tea.  Karen was just finishing the meal when the bedroom door swung open and Richard Grison strode into the room, laden with yet more flowers and a huge teddy bear.  He sat down on the edge of the bed and smiled at Karen.  She smiled back shyly.  She put the tray on a bedside table and took the cuddly toy he held out to her.
"Thank you, seigneur," she smiled warmly.  She paused and then asked, "I take it I'm at your house?"
"Yes, Karen, you're at home with me," Richard confirmed, choosing his wording very carefully.  "You're in Wintergreen.  You won't remember being brought here - you were sedated at the time."
"But why?  And how?" Karen asked, fiddling absentmindedly with the tartan bow tie on the teddy bear.  
"I came to the prison to ask if I could … see you.  You know.  Anyway, they told me where you were and offered to fetch you out for me.  When I saw the state of you I insisted on bringing you here at once.  I hired Carole Pearlman as your private nurse."
"But how did you manage to persuade them to let you take me?"
"Same way I persuaded them to let me take you out for the day - blackmail and bribery." Richard laughed.  Then his expression grew more serious.  "I'm a very wealthy and very powerful man, Karen.  And I told you before, I'm used to getting my own way, getting everything and anything I want in life.  I never lose a game."  
Karen gazed at him in wonder for a few long moments.  Was one of the things he wanted in life Karen herself, she wondered?  Not as a readily available quick fuck at that glorified whorehouse, but as a permanent possession?  She could not help wondering … and hoping.
"Do you always have so many flowers around?  They're very beautiful."
"Like you," Richard returned in that silky voice and Karen blushed at the compliment she knew was flattery.  She was pale and drawn, had lost weight and was sporting a crew cut.  She felt very far from beautiful!  "And no, there aren't usually so many flowers about.  They're all for you."
"I know this is a really stupid question, but how long have I been here?  I seem to have lost all track of time."
"Nearly a week.  You've been really out of it most of the time.  You had a fever.  I'm relieved to see you on the mend.  You'll have to go back to Stonecross in a few days, though."  
Karen clutched the cuddly bear tightly and gazed over it at Richard, her eyes brimming with tears.
"Seigneur," she whispered and hesitated.
"Yes, Karen?" he prompted.
"If the next eighteen months there are going to be the same as the first few days, then I honestly don't think I can make it.  I'd rather die.  Please, don't make me go back.  I'll …I'll run away if you do."
"Oh, Karen, sweetheart, please don't be like that.  You know you have to go back.  I pulled a lot of strings to get you this time out and I've taken on responsibility for you.  I'm answerable for anything you do whilst you're here. If you kick up a stink about going back or do anything stupid, then I'll be the one in trouble.  Where is the Karen who karate-kicked that guy and the Karen who so demurely requested a second cup of Yates's piss just to wind him up?"  Karen grew scarlet.
"You know about that?  How?" she flustered, more embarrassed by his knowledge of the degrading incident than she had been by the incident itself.  
"I asked David Stewart for copies of all video footage that shows you," Richard admitted.
"Video footage?" Karen echoed.
"Yes.  There are security cameras everywhere, you must know that.  Every moment you've spent at Stonecross has been captured on film.  It made for very interesting viewing."  Karen was speechless.  She stared wide-eyed at Richard.  She simply could not believe the implications of this shameless confession.  He had seen all that had happened to her!  And had found it entertaining, too, by his tone and demeanour.  Richard reached out a hand and stroked her cheek.  "Like I said on board the Aphrodite, I think dark bruises on white meat is so sensual, so arousing."  Karen grew ashen and shuddered.  When Richard reached forward to kiss her, she shrank back away from him.  
"Don't ever pull away from me."  Richard's tone was smooth and yet threatening, but Karen thought that his eyes briefly flashed the secret pleasure he felt at having made her cringe.  
"I'm sorry," Karen mumbled.  "But you're scaring me."  
Richard laughed. "Sometimes it feels good to be scared," he told her.  "Only now is not the time.  Rest some more.  We'll talk again later."  He kissed her lightly on the forehead and went to leave the room.  He paused and half turned in the doorway.  "I promise you'll find things very different when you go back to Stonecross.  There's nothing to be afraid of now."
Richard and Karen did not talk later.  In fact, Karen did not see Richard for two days.  Carole told her that he had business to attend to and she supposed he did have to do something in the line of work to keep up this opulent lifestyle of his - mansions and motorboats did not grow on trees.  But she was disappointed, hankering for his company in a way she hadn't known possible.  
 
Two days later, as she was eating breakfast on a tray, Carole came to inform her that Richard would be driving her back to Stonecross later that morning.  Karen suddenly lost her appetite entirely and put aside the tray.  Richard had told her there was nothing to be afraid of, but she could not believe him.  He found her sufferings entertaining - how could she possibly trust a man like that no matter how sincere he sounded or how much she desired him physically?  There was a knot twisting her stomach and a lump in her throat that she could not swallow.  Her head was throbbing and her legs felt like jelly.  As soon as Carole left the room, Karen scrambled out of bed and quickly dressed in the brown cotton trousers and gold chemise top the woman had laid out for her (a gift from Richard?).  She slipped on the pair of gold leather flatties and crept to the door.  She was not going back to Stonecross if she could help it.  She would do just as she had said - run away.  She went to open the door only to find it locked.  
'Shit!' she exclaimed; she was as much a prisoner here as she was at the Stonecross Institute of Correction, only the bars were camouflaged by opulence.  Tears of fear and frustration began to trickle down her face and she brushed them away impatiently.  This was no time to wallow in self-pity - she had to stay calm and think clearly.  The door was an old one with a traditional keyhole - had the key been left in?  She knelt down to peer through the hole - yes!  She found scented lining paper in the chiffonier and pushed a sheet three quarters of the way under the door beneath the key hole.  Then she poked a flower stem into the keyhole to dislodge the metal key on the other side.  She heard it land on the paper and gave a sigh of relief.  She carefully pulled the piece of paper back through to her side of the door, retrieved the key and unlocked the door.  She gave a startled cry when she saw Richard standing casually leaning against the wall in the hallway watching the door.
"Going somewhere, Karen?" he said with a wry grin.  "I must applaud your ingenuity - that was a pretty neat trick.  You realise, of course, that I also have security cameras everywhere, as well as movement sensors and armed guards in the grounds here?  As I told you, I am a wealthy and powerful man and powerful men always have enemies so security is of extreme importance to me.  And although such security measures are actually employed to keep intruders out, they are equally as good for keeping little girls in."  
 



Chapter Eleven

 
Richard took Karen by the hand, interlacing his fingers with hers, drawing her close.  He pressed his lips ardently against her warm moist mouth but when his hunger and passion threatened to surge out of control he abruptly pulled away again, leaving Karen feeling breathless and yearning.  
"There's time to show you around before we leave," he told her, glancing casually at his watch.  "A Grand Tour just for you.  Come on."  
Karen discovered that the rest of the house was as grand as her deluxe guest suite.  There was every luxury - from a sauna, steam room and heated swimming pool complex, to a home cinema room with a huge screen that covered an entire wall.  The ultra-contemporary living room with its floor to ceiling windows looked out across a sandy cove and across the sea - Karen was enchanted.  Her bedroom faced the other way, across downland to a small town in the distance and she had had no idea they were near the sea.  She had heard gulls calling, but they flew so far inland sometimes it had been no real indication.  The Aphrodite was anchored a little way out and a motorboat was moored at a small jetty.  As she stood gazing out at the glorious vista, Karen felt Richard's hand slip beneath her camisole and stroke her back.  She shuddered in response, anticipatory ripples surging through her.  His touch caused a fiery yearning to rise up between her legs once more and her face flushed pink.  
"It's a romantic view, isn't it?" he said, using that sultry silky tone that Karen found so irresistibly sexy.  
"Yes …" Karen faltered, her voice tremulous as Richard kissed the nape of her neck and both hands held her gently about the waist and pulled her back close against him.  
"That cove is mine.  My own private beach," Richard told her, his hands wandering to her breasts now, causing Karen to shiver and gasp.  "It means I can make love in the sand and the surf in complete privacy."  Karen did not answer him.  She was breathless and moaning from his stimulation of her twin peaks.  He turned her around, lifted her top and pressed his mouth hungrily against her puckered nub.  He ran his tongue between her cleavage and up to her neck and then her ear.  Then he whispered huskily,
"Don't you wish you could stay here forever, Karen?  Live here, with me, for always?"
"Oh yes, I do, seigneur.  I do!" Karen whispered back, her heart beating heavily against her ribs and her blood coursing wildly.  But then Richard suddenly shattered the erotic aura that had been escalating between them by abruptly pushing Karen away from him and dealing her a swift slap that caused her cheek to redden and sting.  Tears of confusion sprang to her eyes and she struggled to fight them back.  What had she done wrong?  What was going on?
"You only say that because the alternative is Stonecross," Richard snarled accusingly, in a tone she had never heard him use before.  "If you were free, you wouldn't stay here with me - you'd be running home to mummy."
"That's unfair.  And a lie," Karen protested, alarmed by her own sudden boldness and by the sudden realisation that she had truly meant what she had said.  "If I were free then I would stay with you, if you'd have me."
"Why?" he demanded.
"Because when other men screw me, I feel sick and dirty and scared.  But when you even just touch me, I feel like I'm flying high over mountains to the very sun itself before plunging down into sea of liquid gold.  Because when I'm scared and hurt I keep myself sane by thinking only of you, of when I'll next see you, next lay naked beneath you.  Because when Yates takes a belt or a whip to me, I imagine it’s you and then the pain becomes a pleasure I can bear.  Because ever since I set eyes on you, you're the first thing I think of when I wake and the last thing I think of before I sleep.  And because even though I've only just met you, hardly know you, I feel as though I've known you forever already.  That's why I would stay with you always, if only I had the chance, the choice, if only I thought you would have me.  But it's all stupid, hopeless nonsense anyway.  I have to stay at Stonecross for the next eighteen months and that's likely to destroy me.  And I'm just a prison whore to you anyway and it's cruel of you to bait me like this, say these things to me."  Karen suddenly covered her face with her hands and wept bitterly.  
"I'm just the softer option to Stonecross," Richard repeated the accusation.  "I offer you time out from that hell hole so you're willing to tell me anything I want to hear, to gain yourself as much time with me as possible.  Well, from now on that won't work.  Because from now on time spent with me will be just as hellish as your time at Stonecross has been so far.  Follow me."  
Her emotions a tangled web of confusion, Karen followed Richard as he led her upstairs to a large room above the living room.  One entire wall was a ceiling to floor window, looking out across the azure ocean.  The other three walls were mirrored and so was the ceiling.  The effect was startling.  The room was furnished with custom-crafted solid pine items of torture - a spanking bench, a pillory, and a gallows-style suspension frame.  There was also a leather fuckharness supported on a chrome framework.  A number of wicker baskets stood against one wall and were filled with an assortment of perverse paraphernalia - dildos, vibrators, love-eggs, floggers, cats, chains, clamps, cuffs, collars, and candles … the list is endless.  A chrome clothes rail held an assortment of fetish ware in leather, suede, rubber, latex, PVC and chain.  Karen stared around, fascinated, and found to her amazement that her pussy was growing warm and moist and an anticipatory pre-orgasmic wave was rippling through her.  She gazed with awe at the rail of female fetish ware, fingering them with fascinated longing.  

"Do they belong to a girlfriend?" Karen ventured.
"They're yours," Richard replied blandly.  "Choose one to wear now."  Karen picked out a latex roll-on girdle and a half-cup bra.  She also put on a studded leather collar with D-rings and studded leather wrist cuffs.  She gazed at herself in the mirrors, her face flushing pink.  When she had worn the fetish outfits at Stonecross - the red rubber dress and the latex bustier - she had merely felt slutty and ashamed.  But now she felt a rush of pride at how sexy she looked.  
"Wait outside the door until I call you," Richard instructed.  Her palms sweating with arousal and expectation, Karen stood silently outside the door, wondering what Richard was doing.  When he called her in, she saw that he too had changed.  He was wearing black leather buckle-band trousers with a cut-out that revealed his generous manhood, an impressive size even in its non-aroused state; a studded leather X-harness; studded leather gauntlets and an executioner's hood.  She genuinely thought she might orgasm merely at the sight of him!  
"Lean backwards over that," he instructed, pointing to the spanking bench.  With Karen in a crab position over the wooden bench, Richard fastened her wrists and ankles to the struts with leather cuffs.  Then he gagged her with a ball gag but he did not blindfold her.  He wanted her to witness her ignominy in the mirrors all around.  With Karen thus restrained, Richard turned to the wicker baskets and made a selection.  He inserted a vibrating butt plug into her tight rear.  Then he attached a vibrating clamp to her clitoris, which caused her to cry out from behind the gag with shock.  The vibrations shuddering and throbbing through her from the twin stimulants caused her squirm and groan.  He then attached jelly-textured clamps to her nipples that gradually heated up with powerful vibrations; Karen was now thrown into a volcanic eruption of multiple orgasms that caused her to struggle violently against her restraints and scream out through the gag.  She was beaded with perspiration.  She could not believe it when Richard took a huge rubber phallic vibrator and thrust it into her love-tunnel.    Her whole being was pulsing and thrilling.  The stimulation was unbearable, and Karen wished desperately that she could scream out for him to stop, beg him to cease such agonising pleasure.  Richard straddled the bench and began to rub his now erect penis up and down against Karen's taut belly.  His groans filled her head until at last he suddenly spurted over her belly.  Then he removed all of the sources of her involuntary climaxes and she thankfully subsided into a weakened state of post-arousal.  
Richard released her from the restraints and ordered her to reposition herself on her front.  She obeyed immediately but with slow awkward movements.  When she was once more fettered in place over the bench, Richard proceeded to administer a spanking with a studded leather paddle.  Karen's eyes were wild with terror, she clenched her fists so tightly that bleeding crescents appeared in her palms and she cried out throatily, her screams barely muffled.  And yet, despite the terror and the agony of the brutal slapping, Karen found that she was yet once more teetering on the edge of a massive orgasm and when at last it exploded, her thighs were drenched with her creamy sex-sap.  Richard ceased the flogging and straddled the bench once more.  This time he thrust his manhood into her love-tunnel and began to ride her with slow rhythmical movements, skilfully working her clitoris at the same time.  Barely recovered from the last climax, Karen found herself riding the wave of arousal once more and when Richard burst inside her, she erupted with him in a passionate duet of cum.  
He withdrew and released Karen from her restraints.  She struggled to her feet and at once took up the position instructed at Stonecross, with her legs apart and her hands behind her back.  Richard gave a wry half smile of approval and Karen felt pleased with herself.  
"Kneel down," he told her.  He removed the gag and thrust his cock into her face; she slipped him into her mouth, cupping his balls in her hands and squeezing them slightly as she sucked him slowly in and out of her mouth, occasionally flicking her tongue over his helmet.  His soft moans and throaty gargles told her she was doing things right.  But he wasn't going to cum in her mouth?  He had climaxed twice already and men …  Suddenly the sticky, warm white fluid exploded into her mouth and with delighted surprise she gulped it down.  She did not exactly like the taste, but with all her heart and soul she was longing to please Richard as much as she possibly could.  
"Come over here," Richard ordered, going over to the gallows-style suspension frame.  Karen obediently went over.  She studied the contraption with a mixture of fascination and fear.  From what she could work out, it seemed that both the wrists or ankles could be fastened in the rope noose and the submissive thus suspended, at the mercy of his or her tormentor.  "Lie down on your back, just here," Richard ordered.  With her heart in her mouth and her stomach in knots, Karen realised that he meant to suspend her upside down.  She felt a thrill of anticipatory fear shoot down her spine as she positioned herself as instructed.  He brought the rope down to the ground and looped the noose about her ankles.  Then he pulled on the other end of the rope and the noose gradually grew tighter and tighter until she was bound fast and then it began to lift her slowly upwards.  Once she was dangling upside down, Richard secured the end of the rope around a crotchet hook.  Karen felt so helpless, so vulnerable … and so very excited!  If this had been at Stonecross, at the hands of Yates or some such, then she would have been terrified, screaming, in fear of her life …  But she was with Richard and no matter what else she had thought about him before she knew she could trust him.  There was a degree of fear and yet it was counterbalanced by arousal and even exhilaration.  Karen would never in her wildest dreams have thought that there could be pleasure in pain, fulfilment in fear.  
Richard selected a whip-tipped crop and began to tease Karen with it, stroking it gently over her breasts, flicking very lightly at her swollen lips and red little clitty, tickling the soles of her feet.  Then he suddenly thrashed out at her reddened cheeks with it, raising a welt.  Karen shrieked and struggled.  Another blow followed, and then another.
"You're supposed to count," Richard told her in an austere tone.  "I will start the punishment again." 
"One, seigneur; two seigneur …" Karen screamed out the numbers and discovered that the counting actually helped her to bear the pain.  Fifty strokes were administered.  Then Richard selected a purple leather cat and teased Karen's breasts with it, causing her to gasp and squirm.  Then he let the whip fly, landing it across her breasts with a 'thwang'.  There were only ten strokes but they stung cruelly.  Karen fought to control her responses, ashamed of how much she had cried and screamed already.  She had wanted to prove to Richard just what she could endure at his hands and was certain she had failed miserably in that.  Richard fetched a veined bendable vibrator and eased it into Karen's tight rear hole, switching it to full power.  Then he grasped her tightly about the hips and thrust himself into her love-tunnel once more, pumping with a brisk tempo.  He could feel the pulsating of the vibrator inside her and it increased his pleasure.  He seemed to be ramming in and out of her body for an age before he eventually spurted his spunk into her with a euphoric yell.  It was the most explosive of his climaxes yet and the force of it winded her.  As soon as he had withdrawn, he lowered Karen to the floor again and released her ankles from the noose.
"Lie still for a few minutes," he told her when she made to stand up at once.  "You'll feel dizzy if you stand up too quickly.  Thank me for what I have done to you."
"Thank you, seigneur," she smiled wanly, praying that Richard sensed the sincerity in her voice.  She wanted to prove him wrong about her, convince him of the reality that she longed to be with him even if that meant more degradation, agony and torture than Stonecross could ever subject her to.  She wondered briefly if some woman had hurt him in the past, to make him so mistrusting of her words and endearments.  
Richard looked at his watch as he changed out of the fetish ware into his black jeans and black turtle necked sweater.
"We might as well have lunch before we leave now," he told her.  "Have another bath if you like, then come downstairs to the dining room."  With that, he disappeared from the room.  Karen changed into her trousers and camisole and then went to her guest suite to clean up.  
Half an hour later she went to the dining room, with its large seascape paintings and Tiffany lamps.  The meal was ready on the round walnut table - chicken in mushroom and white wine sauce with duchess potatoes followed by mocha and orange mousse for dessert.  They ate mostly in silence apart from the occasional polite comment from Karen and a slightly brisk response from Richard.  Karen felt awkward and uncomfortable.  She wanted to tell Richard just how much pleasure he had given her, but she was certain he would refute that, accuse her of having alternative motives in her aim to please him.  Karen had thought that their morning of sub-dom exploits would have caused him to show pleasure in her, but he seemed morose and moody, so different from his usual smooth almost avuncular demeanour.  As soon as the meal was ended, Richard fetched his car keys and Karen followed him reluctantly out to the sporty convertible.  
The drive to the prison was as silent as their meal had been.  Karen was frightened about her return there, and was struggling desperately to hide that terrible fear from Richard. Richard in turn still seemed saturnine and dour.  They drove through the electronic wrought iron gates under the watchful eyes of the guards.  Richard drew up, got out and opened the passenger door for Karen.  
"Thank you for everything," she smiled at him.  He nodded a polite but reserved acknowledgement.  One of the guards - the young one who had carried out the inspections with Yates and the doctor - came to escort her.  Seeing her safely in his charge, Richard turned away and got back into the car.  Karen was hurt and confused by his manner. When the engine start up again, she suddenly pulled away from her gaoler and fled to the car, rushing to the driver's door with the guard close at her heel.  
"Richard!" she called.  He halted, turned to her with a furrowed brow and dark impenetrable eyes.  She reached over to kiss his cheek and whispered,
"You still haven't done anything I didn't want you to, seigneur," she told him.  Then she turned to the guard and allowed him to lead her away.  
 



Chapter Twelve

 
Karen's emotions were a tangled web.  She was elated at what she had shared physically with Richard, delighted at the heights he had taken her to and the realities he had revealed to her; but she was confused and worried about his apparent sudden change in character, his refusal to believe in her sincerity.  She was also feeling lonely and frightened about being back within the cold grey stone walls of the prison.  She knew that physically and emotionally she did not have the strength to survive very long in this hideous place of torture and torment.  
Karen was shown to yet another cell.  She wondered with whom she would be sharing now or if she would be in a single room again - she hoped so.  She wanted, needed, the comfort of solitude.  And she could not bear the thought of sharing with the likes of Gina and Suzie again!  The young guard held open the heavy metal door with its tiny barred window and with a heavy sigh Karen trudged in.  She stared around with shock.  There were chintz curtains at the window, a thick-pile carpet on the floor and a single divan bed against the far wall; there was a small portable video-TV, a stack of newspapers and magazines in a rack, a kettle and tea-making things; a microwave oven and tabletop fridge.  There was a bookshelf with books, videos and games.  Pretty framed prints hung on the walls.  A small collection of cuddly toys sat at the end of the bed.  A large ottoman trunk stood on the floor at the end of the bed.  There was an armchair and a coffee table, too, in this small but comfortable bed-sitting room.  Most amazing of all, there was an adjoining door to the next cell; that small room also had a thick-pile carpet and chintz curtains and contained a sink, toilet and shower cubicle.  Karen turned to the guard with a quizzical frown.  
"I don't understand," she told him, and thought to herself just how often she seemed to say that lately.  
"You've powerful friends," he said with a cold smile and slammed shut the door.  
Moving as in a daze, Karen put on the kettle and then switched on the TV.  She looked in the fridge and found it to be stacked with microwavable ready-meals.  The ottoman, she discovered, contained clothes - expensive designer-label outfits neatly folded and ready to wear.  A silky nightdress was under the pillow, a pair of slippers beside the bed and a dressing gown on a hook on the wall in the bathroom.  If it were not for the locked door and the bars at the windows, she might have been in a hotel.  She sat in the armchair drinking her tea and staring at the TV with an unseeing gaze, not really taking in what was on.  She started when the door opened, almost dropping the mug.  She immediately put the mug aside, leaping to her feet, and stood as always now with her hands behind her back, her legs apart and her head bowed.  She glanced up covertly to see which of her gaolers it was, praying with all her heart it wasn't Yates.  It was not Yates, it was Sam.
"No need for that, Roberts … Karen," he smiled.  "Just relax.  I came see if there's anything you need."  Karen stared at him wide-eyed and bemused for a long time.  She suddenly realised at length that he was still smiling at her and she had not yet responded.  She shook her head.
"No, everything's just fine.  Thank you."  She gave a shy half smile.  
"I've brought pen and paper," he said, putting the pad and biro down on the coffee table.  "You're to write a shopping list of all the stuff you need.  Food, toiletries, ladies bits and pieces - whatever.  I'll fetch it later.  Am I right in thinking you'd rather eat in here than come to the dining room?"  Karen nodded.  
"Right-oh.  I'll be checking in on you later."  With that, he left, locking the door behind him.  Karen sat down again, taking up her tea mug and staring in wonder at the pen and pad.  Just how much of a small fortune had Richard Grison paid for her to be treated this well, she wondered, mystified.  And why?  He had seemed so annoyed with her, though she still could not figure out why; and he had seemed entertained by her sufferings, actually purchasing copies of the prison's security tapes just so he could witness her obloquy at his leisure.  But whatever his motives, however his mind was working, she was exceedingly grateful.  
Karen wrote out a short shopping list for Sam to collect.  She did not like to request too much, afraid of seeming pushy.  She asked for shampoo, scented soap, fresh milk, sanitary towels and breakfast cereal.  
"Sure this is all?" he asked her, scanning the list, when he returned a couple of hours later. 
"Yes, sir," she replied meekly, standing even though he had said she needn't.
"Sam," he said, smiling at her in a far more friendly way than earlier.  "Look, don't be afraid of asking for too much.  Grison's made out a blank cheque - might as well take advantage."  Karen assured him she wanted nothing more and he left.  Karen chose a ready meal from the fridge, popped it into the microwave and sat down to muse.  She wondered how long this privileged treatment was to last - surely not the whole eighteen months?  That would make things bearable, certainly.  The loneliness and confinement were unpleasant, but could be borne if cushioned by such comfort as this.  
The ten o'clock news was just finishing.  Karen switched off the TV and changed into her nightdress.  She was just climbing into bed with a book when Sam appeared through the door once more.
"I'm sorry about the light.  No one came at lights-out and I didn't realise the time," she explained and then realised he had a parcel.
"Don't worry, leave it as long as you like.  This is for you."  He put the parcel down on the bed and she thanked him.  
As soon as she was alone again, Karen tore open the parcel.  It was the teddy bear she had left at Richard's house and a box of chocolates with a card.  'Hoping this finds you happier now.  You won't be hurt or frightened any more, I promise.  With best wishes for the future, Richard.'  It was the signature that struck her - Richard, not seigneur.  It was as though he was relinquishing his claim on her.  And 'best wishes for the future' seemed to strike such a final chord.  Was he saying goodbye?  She suddenly felt her blood run cold.  'You won't be hurt or frightened anymore …' But she was frightened now - terrified at the thought of never seeing him again, never again experiencing the thrill his hands exploring her body or the pleasure-pain eroticism of being bound and abused at his mercy.  And how did you define pain, anyway?  It could be as sweet as pleasure.  Where was the boundary between the two?  She did not know.  She wanted to be hurt; she wanted to be frightened - by him, in his own special, magical way.  
I'm never going to see him again, she though to herself over and over - and never seemed such a brutal word.  She hardly knew him, she told herself.  A few brief, purely physical encounters between client and whore, that was all that it had ever really amounted to.  He did not really know her, probably did not even like her very much, and certainly did not respect her - he had merely wanted her.  And he had repaid her for her sexual services by ensuring that she was comfortable and pampered for the duration of her incarceration.  Pity, probably, perhaps laced with a little guilt.  But she did not want his pity or his remorse - she wanted him.  She had said quite definitely that she did not believe in love…but what else could this emotion be if it was not all-embracing, eternal, fiery love?  Her heart clenched painfully in her chest and tears spilled over, hot and salty.  She curled herself up in a tight ball, clutching desperately at the teddy bear like a very little child and cried herself to sleep. 
Days passed.  Too many days.  Karen barely ate, slept or moved from the chair in which she sat clutching at the bear night and day.  She was pale and drawn and losing weight.  Sam was kind to her, offered her every reassurance that she was safe from any harm, believing that all she had suffered at Stonecross must be the root of her distress.  She merely stared at him, dumb and dry-eyed, wishing he would go away.  His kindness was no comfort to her.  Nothing could alleviate the pain of the knowledge that Richard had grown bored of her now and moved on to his next victim.  She tortured herself by wondering whose love-tunnel that beautiful, massive shaft was violating now instead of hers.  She violently cut the image from her mind, only for it to creep up on her again and again.
Karen was awoken when the light flicked on.  She had dozed off in the armchair and now her eyes flickered open and she stretched her aching limbs.  She looked around expecting to see Sam - but it was Richard whose dark sensual silhouette stood framed in the doorway.  She stifled back a cry.  She remained frozen in her seat, staring dazedly at him. 
Richard took his wallet from a breast pocket and removed a photograph; he thrust the picture at Karen, forcing it into her hands.  She gazed wet-eyed at the photograph of the gorgeous willowy blonde then stared at Richard with a quizzical look.  
"That's my girlfriend," he told her.  "Do you recognise her?"
"Of course.  She's Candy Montecito, the international supermodel." Karen felt a knot twisting in her stomach.  Why was he here?  And why in hell was he showing her this?
"Yes, a supermodel.  Sexy, vivacious, beautiful…  Tell me Karen - when I have a woman like that at my beck and call, why would I bother with a prison whore?"
"I …I don't know," Karen replied, handing back the picture.  "I suppose she must be away a lot - photo shoots, fashion shows and stuff.  You need someone to be with when she's away."
"Someone to fuck, you mean?" he snapped and Karen noted that he crumpled the photo and then dropped it on the floor.  "But why pay a small fortune to the prison authorities for a whore when I could just pick up some pretty girl off the street, at a club or at a party?  And have you any idea how many women would kill to befriend me, with my wealth and power and position?  I've women fawning over me, trying to seduce me.  I'm not boasting.  They just see me as a meal ticket or a way into the papers, I know that.  But they'd all willingly drop their knickers without a moment's hesitation even if law didn't force them to.  So why do I visit Stonecross?"
"I don't know!" Karen almost screamed.  "I've asked myself that again and again and I don't know the answer.  I don't know why you bothered with me.  Maybe it was because of the kinky stuff - the whippings and all that.  Maybe you needed to pay to get that?"
"There are plenty of submissive women begging for a master to abuse them, including Candy.  I don't need to pay for a whore in order to get a slave.  And if it was just for a fuck when my girlfriend's away, or just so I can take a whip to someone, why would I buy you dresses, take you out to dinner, take you sailing, take you home with me?  Why the shit does any man do all that for a woman, Karen?"
"I don't know.  I don't understand.  What are you saying to me?"
"I'm saying that you're a hell of a lot more to me than just a prison whore.  Those were your words, the last time we were together - I never once called you that.  That's not what I see when I look at you.  I don't come to Stonecross to screw a whore, I come to visit you - a beautiful, bright, sexy girl who, despite appearing wilful and rebellious, actually has the hidden heart of a submissive aching to be sculpted and tutored by a master's skilful hand." 
Karen just stood and stared at him with confusion and dismay.  There was a long pause and then Richard continued in a calmer tone.  "I was simply reading the paper over breakfast one morning and there was an article about you, your conviction.  When I saw your photo … Even a photo cannot disguise the sensuality of those beautiful eyes. I knew I had to have you.  I contacted Stonecross, arranged with David Stewart to visit you whenever I wish.  I paid him handsomely for the privilege.  Like I said, I'm used to getting what I want.  And I want you."  He paused again. Then half whispered.  "I've tried to stay away from you, Karen.  God knows I've tried.  But I want you more than I have ever wanted anything in my life before.  It comes down to this - I no longer care if you want me, I no longer care if I'm just the softer option.  I said that I would not force you into anything, but I take that back.  I want you and I'm fucking well going to have you.  For always.  You're mine." 
"But I do want you," she half whispered.  "I told you that before, but you didn't believe me.  I love you, Seigneur.  I love my master with all my heart and soul."
Richard caught her arm, drew her to her feet and gazed long and hard at her to discover the truth in her eyes.  "I know you do.  But I had to be sure.  I had to know that you wanted me and not just the freedom I offered."
"I don't want freedom, seigneur," she smiled shyly, venturing to rest her hand on his arm.  "I want to be possessed, utterly and completely possessed by you.  That was the wish I made, the night we watched the comet.  I want to sleep wrapped in chains in that beautiful mansion of yours, I want to be raped on the beach when your passion is just too great to wait …I want you to beat me until I am passing out and then kiss me back to awareness so I don't miss a moment of you taking me …" She let out a little sob, buried her face against his suede jacket, almost choking on the heady masculine scent of him.  "But … will you still want me in eighteen months?  Are you willing to wait that long for me?"
"No, I am not willing to wait," he told her and her heart fluttered with disappointment and pain.  "That is why I have bought you."  
"Bought me?" Karen stammered, lifting her face to gaze up at him in wonder and confusion.
"You don't know the law?  A man may buy a woman who is in prison - if he intends to make her his wife."  He took a ring of diamonds from his pocket and slipped it onto her finger.  "It's an eternity ring.  It means that you belong to me for all eternity.  My wife, my slave, my sex-slut.  Now gather up your things because I want to get you home as soon as possible.  Then I am going to screw you to hell and back on the sands before wrapping you in chains and depositing you safely at the foot of my bed, where you will sleep every night for the rest of your life, macushla."  
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