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      ONE


      


      Vanessa stood rooted to the spot by a mixture of fear and fascination. The man, who she guessed was her new employer stood beside an artist's easel calmly surveying his subject, a girl about Vanessa's own age - nineteen - who hung by her arms, her thigh-high booted feet barely touching the parquet floor.


      


      Her arms were held stretched above her by a slender, yet obviously strong cord, which at one end was fastened to a ceiling beam and at the other was clipped onto a pair of leather cuffs that bound the girl's wrists close together. Apart from the high black boots the girl was quite naked.


      


      Swallowing the lump that had risen in her throat Vanessa hardly dared breathe as the man, his back still turned to her, took a few steps back from his easel and regarded his subject. He stood, feet apart, hands on hips then ran the fingers of one hand through his short dark hair.


      


      "Hang your head back like I told you yesterday," he ordered, his voice as cold and hard as iron. The girl whose head had been lolling forward, her long tousled hair covering her face, which in turn was obscured by her up-stretched arms, obeyed the instruction.


      


      Her hair fell clear of her face to reveal that she wore a black velvet blindfold and a black leather covered ball gag that filled her mouth, forcing her jaws painfully wide. Vanessa caught her breath and hearing her the man swung around. His gaze swept over her, anger flaring in his eyes, then recognition and a smile slowly flickered across his face.


      


      "You must be Vanessa."


      


      "I'm sorry if I..."


      


      The man shrugged, waving aside her attempt at apology. He was no more than forty, clean shaven, tall, wearing black jeans and black polo neck. He calmly regarded Vanessa and when her glance flickered to the girl hanging behind him he allowed himself a smile of satisfaction. Her cheeks flushed as her eyes and the man's met again and they read each other's thoughts.


      


      "I made it very clear that I wanted a nude model." The subtext of his statement was a question for Vanessa: was she now afraid of the job she had accepted?


      


      "I know." Vanessa nodded mechanically. Her heart was racing now, her palms clammy. Inside her she felt a tide of panic swell and rise.


      


      "And I gave you photographs to see my type of work."


      


      "Not... not... like..." Vanessa glanced at the girl and it was an effort to tear her gaze away. There was something strangely hypnotic about the spectacle.


      


      "Not quite like that?" suggested the man, finishing Vanessa's sentence for her. "I had a commission come through and Michelle was very willing..."


      


      Vanessa nodded dumbly.


      


      "Take a look," the man smiled disarmingly, gesturing for her to inspect the sketches on his easel.


      


      Vanessa gingerly moved into the room and pushing her long blonde hair clear of her face she bent forwards to scrutinise the sketches.


      


      "This was the first." The man was beside her, lifting one sketch aside to reveal another.


      


      "This came later."


      


      In both the girl had her head hung backwards, and was blindfolded and gagged, but in the second her firm young breasts were distended from weights that hung clipped to her swollen nipples.


      


      Vanessa wanted to recoil in disgust from the images but she found herself spellbound. Looking at the girl hanging before her, she imagined herself in her place and she experienced the first stirring of sexual hunger in her loins.


      


      "You see Vanessa, my pictures and photographs are sold to collectors around the world who have, shall we say... a penchant for seeing the female form in some degree of distress. The photograph I sent you to illustrate my style of work, which was it?"


      


      "A naked girl standing at a window with her hands tied behind her back," Vanessa answered mechanically, her gaze flicking from the sketches before her to the girl in front of her.


      


      "Yes. Very restrained. But you surely got the message?"


      


      "Don't worry. I'm here now and I've no intention of leaving."


      


      "Good. I'm looking forward to working with you."


      


      The man reached into his back pocket, took something out and strolled up to his subject.


      


      "This is Michelle's last session. She's been with me since April." Speaking quite matter-of-factly, he nonchalantly cupped the girl's left breast with one hand and with the fingers of his other hand he began toying with her nipple. Vanessa watched as the girl tried ineffectually to twist herself away as her nipple was worked until fully erect, then, her breast held firmly with one hand to prevent her from pulling away, the man clipped a small, black, tear shaped weight onto her nipple. Vanessa heard the girl give a short intake of breath through her nostrils and murmur something that the gag made incoherent. The man withdrew his hand from supporting the weight of the girl's breast, then calmly, almost casually, he dealt with the other breast in a like fashion before standing back to regard his handiwork.


      


      "Michelle darling, try to keep still."


      


      The girl was writhing more and more frantically even whilst they watched. Her muffled cries became more and more urgent but because of the ball gag they remained no louder than the creaking of the leather around her wrists as she twisted and pulled against her restraints.


      


      The wind relentlessly threw the rain against the large plate glass window. Scarcely visible through the rain, the sea surged, foaming waves twenty feet high pounding the glistening black cliffs unceasingly. The sky was bristling with ranks of storm clouds that closed menacingly over the lonely house.


      


      Scarra stood at the end of a mile long pot-holed track that led from the nearest road, itself one of those narrow, seldom used, twisting lanes that thread the wild peninsulas of the far north west coast of Scotland. Train from London, then bus, then hitching a lift had brought Vanessa eventually to the start of the track where a boulder was painted with the single word 'Scarra'. Vanessa had gazed around her, the wind flicking her hair across her eyes. The road stretched desertedly in both directions and on either side of the road the moor yawned empty, punctuated only by pools of black water. She had stared down the track but no house was in sight, though in the distance she could see the sea. The damp wind had begun to eat into her clothes but it was more the thought of what lay ahead that had made Vanessa shiver.


      


      Now though, inside the studio, it was pleasantly warm which was a comfort for her as she discarded her jeans and tossed them over the chair where her T-shirt already lay.


      


      "Did you sleep well?"


      


      "Very. It's really quiet here. I mean, the only sound is the wind. It's strange after London."


      


      "Sasha organised you breakfast?"


      


      "Yes, thanks."


      


      "Okay, now turn around."


      


      Vanessa obeyed, glancing from the man to the window and then around the room. Surreal, she thought, she was really here, after so many exchanged letters and weeks of anticipation. The day she'd read the magazine advertisement seemed an age away now. University, London, her friends, her whole life up to yesterday suddenly seemed so distant that she now felt it almost beyond her grasp.


      


      "So your favourite artist is Klimt?"


      


      "Yes," Vanessa answered, forcing herself to keep still as the man slowly circling her drew closer and closer.


      


      "You're shivering, would you like the heating turned up more?"


      


      "No. No. I think it's just nerves. Sorry."


      


      "Don't apologise. It's natural. The first session is always the most difficult."


      


      No kidding, thought Vanessa, forcing herself to stand obediently still as the man circled her. She felt his hand stroking over her shoulder and down her arm as if she was some horse he was inspecting. Her mind replayed the words of her first letter to him...


      


      'I'm five feet seven, thirty six D, twenty four, thirty five, blonde with blue eyes. I enjoy swimming and aerobics to keep fit. I'm in my first year at university reading the History of Art and would be really interested in your vacancy for a summer model.'


      


      "Take your bra off."


      


      Vanessa smiled to herself. The man stood patiently waiting; the atmosphere was tense with anticipation. Vanessa reached behind her, one of her long finger nails flicked the frail hook of metal free from its clasp and the straps loosened across her shoulders. She couldn't resist looking sideways at the man as she allowed the gossamer material to slacken from its caress around her breasts.


      


      She tossed the bra onto the chair, furtively glancing as she did so to the man's crotch. To her delight there was the telltale bulge against the black denim. She'd have him begging for her, she mused, just like the other boys and men she enjoyed using for her own pleasure.


      


      The man's gaze lingered on her breasts. Slowly, thoughtfully he licked his lips and nodded approvingly. Vanessa remembered how he had calmly caressed Michelle's breasts. His thumb brushing over her nipples to harden them before he had clipped on the weights. A shiver of expectation ran through her and Vanessa glanced down to see that her own nipples were becoming erect as her mind replayed what she had witnessed the other girl being forced to experience.


      


      "Now your pants."


      


      Vanessa hesitated for only a second. She had been rehearsing this moment for weeks and had fantasised about the pleasure she would extract from being this man's submissive model. Each day they worked together he would be having to force himself not to touch her but all the time she'd be subtly teasing him, provoking him, until he was gagging for it.


      


      In her mind she imagined him sat reading her second letter, probably smiling to himself as he examined her photograph more closely...


      


      'Dear Mister Marshall, thank you so much for your reply to my letter of the 11th and for your explanation of the type of work you are expecting from your model. I am quite prepared to model naked and would have no objection to role-playing as you describe it, 'the submissive female'. I understand that you would wish to paint and photograph me bound and restrained and I give my consent to this. I hope you will regard my application favourably. I would be your most willing subject.


      


      Yours sincerely, Vanessa Richardson.'


      


      Vanessa held her gaze straight ahead as the man circled her, then the door opened and the man stood back, nodding as if satisfied with what he saw. Vanessa glanced sideways at the young woman who'd entered.


      


      "I saw Michelle onto the bus. It's foul out there today." The young woman glanced at Vanessa as she lit herself a cigarette, then she asked the man; "So how's your new recruit shaping up?"


      


      Sasha, Vanessa guessed, was in her mid-twenties. She had introduced herself that morning as 'Michael's partner', whilst helping Vanessa to cereal and toast as they sat at the kitchen table. As Vanessa ate, the older girl sipped from a mug of steaming, freshly ground coffee and intermittently inhaled on a Gauloise that she toyed with in her other hand. Chatting, she'd seemed amiable and Vanessa quickly felt at her ease with her.


      


      Vanessa had done some research on Michael Marshall and found a couple of brief references to him in some more obscure modern art books. The most detail was in one book published in America that commented; 'Michael Marshall. Trained Saumur Academie d'Art and the Vellaris School Amsterdam. Mostly female nudes. 'The Subdued Vixen' auctioned New York 1996 sold for £26,000 was roundly criticised and by the Herald Tribune described as 'Pure pornography dressed up as art.'


      


      There was a picture of the painting and the model was Sasha. Naked, she knelt secured to a table leg by a collar and lead and was captured by the artist whilst she drank like a cat from a bowl of milk.


      


      Now though Sasha wore black leather trousers tucked into black boots and a loose fitting, red, turtleneck cashmere jumper and it was Vanessa who was completely naked. As Sasha walked behind her, Vanessa caught the scent of her French cigarettes and expensive French perfume.


      


      "Right Vanessa, come over here, I want you to try some things on."


      


      Vanessa quickly followed the man across to a large old walnut wardrobe from which he was already handing her a pair of white socks.


      


      Beside the wardrobe was a footstool and balancing her feet in turn on this she pulled on the calf length socks.


      


      "You're a ten aren't you? Try this skirt on - it'll be a bit tight but see."


      


      Vanessa smiled enthusiastically as she wriggled into the short, navy blue pleated skirt.


      


      "How does that look?" she asked, smiling hopefully.


      


      "Short enough to almost show your arse off. Just perfect. Now put on this shirt."


      


      "I think it may be too small," Vanessa eyed the white cotton shirt dubiously but slid her arms into the sleeves and managed to fasten the buttons at her waist.


      


      "Leave the other buttons undone. Put this tie on but inside the collar of the shirt."


      


      "God, this is meant to be a school uniform isn't it?"


      


      The man nodded, an enigmatic smile flickering across his face as Vanessa eagerly slipped the blue and white striped tie inside the collar of the shirt and knotted it around her neck so that it hung over her bare chest, it's pointed tip dangling between her breasts. When she bent from the waist to fasten the straps of the black high-heeled shoes she was given to wear, her breasts hung out from the skimpy cotton shirt and Vanessa felt deliciously lewd. She was loving every minute of this.


      


      "Okay Vanessa, let me talk you through how I work and what I want. Follow me."


      


      Vanessa came quickly to heel just behind her new employer as he strode across the study and threw open a door to a room that was new to Vanessa.


      


      For a second Vanessa hesitated in the doorway, taking in the contents of the room. Behind her, Sasha, with one hand between her shoulder blades and the other against her waist, pushed Vanessa into the room, putting her own back against the door until it shut with an ominously heavy thud.


      


      "This is where we start," Michael stepped sideways to afford Vanessa a clear view of the room, "It's here that you learn to feel your part. My clients pay for realism and that has to show in the subject's eyes. What's the point in having a picture of a girl tied up, maybe about to whipped, when the expression in her eyes is one of boredom and ambivalence, because she knows that nothing is really going to happen and that she's just modelling, just pretending..."


      


      "I told you I'm willing to be tied up and I can pretend to..."


      


      "That's just my point Vanessa. I don't want to see you pretending. You see, you're going to have to learn to fear what we're going to do with you."


      


      "I... I don't understand," Vanessa stammered.


      


      "No, I think you do."


      


      The man smiled grimly, moved across to a table and unscrewed the lid from a small bottle." You've guessed well enough what's really expected from you and that's why you came here. You want this."


      


      "No, I..." Vanessa shook her head.


      


      "You'll be perfect," Sasha reassured, stroking Vanessa's shoulder, "just relax and trust us."


      


      As the man walked back up to her Vanessa saw he held a thick pad of cotton wool in the palm of one hand. He was smiling disarmingly.


      


      "You see Vanessa, when one of my clients looks at pictures of a disobedient little school girl who is being punished, the expression in her face has to be right..."


      


      "I'm sorry, I think maybe..."


      


      "Don't think baby, just let us look after you," Sasha whispered from close behind her. Vanessa caught a chemical smell in the air then for a moment it was masked by Sasha's French perfume and cigarettes. The woman's hands reassuringly stroked down both her arms.


      


      "I'm sorry Mister Marshall but..."


      


      "Michael. Call me Michael."


      


      He stood close in front of her radiating calm. Then he smiled disarmingly.


      


      "Don't worry Vanessa. If you don't enjoy the work after the first session we'll stop, all right?"


      


      "Okay then." Vanessa nodded.


      


      "Good girl."


      


      "This will make everything easier for you the first time Vanessa. Just trust us," Sasha said, her hands tightening around Vanessa's biceps and drawing her arms backwards.


      


      "But what..."


      


      Vanessa was never able to finish her question. A thick pad of cotton wool was suddenly pressing against her face and although she wanted to pull free from it Sasha was firmly grasping her arms, thwarting her efforts. The chemical smell assailed her, giddiness overtaking her immediately. Oh God, she thought, they're going to drug me! Got to get free! She tried twisting her face away but a hand was behind her head. Let me go! She shook her head frantically but she couldn't tear herself away from the chemical soaked pad that pressed against her face. To her dismay she felt the strength suddenly evaporate from her arms. Wide eyed, she implored the man to let her go but he merely smiled his apology, one hand firmly pressing the pad of wool against her mouth and nose, his other preventing her from pulling her head back. She felt her body go weak and her eyelids grew heavy, sleepiness stealing over her even as she knew that she had to resist. For a few seconds Vanessa started to struggle again in one last frantic bid to save herself. Her strength was gone though and she was doing no more than wriggling in the arms of the girl who held her. The man was smiling with satisfaction. For a few more seconds she floated giddily between awareness and unconsciousness.


      

    


    
      ***

    


    
      


      


      Sasha lit herself another Gauloise, inhaled deeply and gazed out of the window. The rain had washed the colour from the landscape. Sea, sky and land were shades of slate grey. The wind, which was still rising, echoed up from the cliff caves like a banshee and the only other noise was the dull grinding of sea against rock. A faint murmur behind her made Sasha glance back over her shoulder. She smiled to herself seeing Vanessa weakly lift her head.


      


      "Enjoy your little sleep Vanessa?" Sasha asked, forcing her voice to sound concerned, her words dripping with honeyed sweetness, "...does our baby have a little bit of a sore head? Don't worry, it'll wear off. What's wrong darling, you look so concerned? Is something the matter?"


      


      "Please... what... ugh... I feel sick..."


      


      "Poor little lamb. It's just the after effect from the chloroform. You just lie still now," Sasha said, stubbing out her cigarette. "Don't worry Vanessa, I'll take good care of you. We won't do anything to you that you don't like."


      


      She watched Vanessa testing her restraints. Three-inch wide, supple leather cuffs. Well worn on the inside but still shiny black on the outside. Brass double buckles closely fastened so the leather was snug around Vanessa's wrists and ankles.


      


      "What a pleasing sight," Sasha commented dryly.


      


      They had put Vanessa on what Michael referred to simply as 'the bench'; a sturdy pine table that Michael had bolted onto the studio floor, it had leather straps fixed to two of its solid legs. On its top at the other end two brass rings were fastened to the corners and down the sides of the table were spaced several broad, long, leather belts, fixed through straps of leather screwed down into the table. On the other side of the table were more straps to feed the belts through, these likewise screwed onto the wood. The belts, for the present, dangled unused down over the floor.


      


      Vanessa lay, bent from the waist, face down over the tabletop, her arms outstretched above her, her wristcuffs clipped onto the brass rings. The leather straps around the table legs were threaded through the rings on her ankle cuffs and by this means her legs were held securely against the table's legs.


      


      Vanessa was gazing at her outstretched arms, her expression slowly changing from curiosity to concern as she twisted her wrists ineffectually trying to free herself.


      


      "Michael, she's awake."


      


      Sasha removed her cashmere jumper, smiling at Vanessa who was now lifting her head and trying to take in what was around her. Sasha toyed with the stud in her belly button then ran her hands over her black lacy Valentino bra, licking her lips thoughtfully and glancing across to Michael who was adjusting the tripod height and focus on the second video camera.


      


      "Not quite as juicy as yours, are they Vanessa? I envy you... I think your tits got you the job, you know." Sasha gently stroked herself, feeling her nipple harden under the silk, then she dug in the front pocket of her leather jeans and pulled out a silk scarf in the same school pattern as the tie which Vanessa wore. This she folded into a triangle and drew across her own face as a mask. Knotting the ends at the back of her head she reached into the back pocket of her jeans and fished out a delicate black eye mask.


      


      "Just lie there and enjoy it Vanessa." Sasha settled the mask over her eyes then nodded to Michael who switched on both cameras. Sasha smoothed her hands down over her leather-trouser covered hips and walked slowly around the table, aware that, as best she could, Vanessa was watching her.


      


      "What are you going to do?" Vanessa asked plaintively. Sasha smiled to herself knowing how pleased Michael would be: what a perfect opening line. The less cuts he had to do the better and the smoother the whole film would come together.


      


      "Now Vanessa you've been a very naughty girl and as Head Girl, it falls to me to punish you." Sasha stood at the side of table, idly stroking loose strands of blonde hair around Vanessa's earlobe. She saw Vanessa glance at Michael, then at one of the cameras and sensing she was about to speak she caught hold of her hair and sharply lifted her head back. Vanessa yelped in alarm.


      


      "It's punishment time baby." Sasha lightly struck her across one cheek with the back of her fingers making her grunt, then more forcefully she slapped her palm against the girl's other cheek. The look of anguish in Vanessa's face was perfect, thought Sasha, releasing her hold on the girl's hair.


      


      She walked across to the wardrobe and picking up a tawse, swung around and grinned wickedly at Vanessa who immediately began twisting her arms in an attempt to free herself.


      


      Lifting the girl's skirt clear of her backside and letting it drape over the small of her back, she glanced at Michael who nodded his approval. She brought the leather tawse down hard against the exposed rump. Vanessa let out a cry of pain. She brought the tawse down again, this time harder.


      


      "Ugh... Jesus..."


      


      Sasha glanced up to see Michael walking around to the head of the bench, out of camera shot but from where he had a good view of Vanessa's face. She knew he liked to watch their pretty faces become contorted with pain and humiliation. After half a dozen strokes every girl began to cry or plead.


      


      Sasha had seen plenty of girls put on the bench. It was the initiation to the weeks ahead at Scarra. Most put up a determined struggle to free themselves. It was amusing to watch. Their slim limbs soon glossy with sweat as they twisted and writhed, pulling and struggling against the broad cuffs of leather she and Michael had fastened around their wrists and ankles. Their young faces soon filled with fear, glancing over one shoulder then the other as they realised that there was nothing they could do to control what lay ahead for them.


      


      Sasha brought the tawse down again and Vanessa grunted with the sudden pain. Michael nodded his approval and walked away.


      


      "How are we feeling now, Vanessa? Beginning to regret being such a bad little girl?" Sasha stroked her hand over the girl's rump, feeling her trembling as she traced the red marks the leather had made on her soft flesh.


      


      "You know this is how bad girls get treated don't you?" Sasha let her hand linger on Vanessa's arse.


      


      "Let me go!" Vanessa hissed.


      


      Sasha laughed throatily and as one palm gently stroked the bound girl's arse her other hand reached between the globes of soft flesh. She pushed one finger through the thatch of short hair. Vanessa grunted. Sasha rubbed her finger into the folds of warm flesh. They were moist and again Vanessa grunted. Sasha smiled to herself.


      


      "Tell me you know that you're a bad girl."


      


      "Go to hell," Vanessa breathed.


      


      Sasha stepped back and again brought the tawse down hard on the exposed rump. Vanessa groaned. Once more Sasha found the girl's vulva and stroked slowly against it with one fingertip. Vanessa sighed, twisting against the leather restraints.


      


      "Tell me you're a bad girl or this will go on until you won't be able to stop crying."


      


      Vanessa muttered something under her breath. Sasha smiled to herself and hit her again with the tawse. Vanessa gave another anguished groan.


      


      Sasha and Michael exchanged glances. Usually by now the girls were screaming and shouting to be freed, pleading to go home, claiming that this wasn't what they'd wanted. Most, but not all. There were a few like this one. Haughty, arrogant but underneath that veneer they were different. They behaved like this one. Yes, this little blonde beauty with her generous breasts, pouting lips and wide innocent eyes was a natural submissive. Michael, had chosen well this time...


      


      Sasha brought the tawse down again hard on Vanessa's rump then she walked slowly around the bench, for the benefit of the camera, looking down disdainfully at her captive. Standing at the head of the table Sasha meshed her fingers into Vanessa's hair.


      


      "How are we feeling now Vanessa?"


      


      "Please..."


      


      "Yes?" Sasha lifted Vanessa's head back, her silky blonde hair tousled and damp with sweat, the young girl looked up at her, tears pricking her eyes.


      


      "Please... I'm sorry..."


      


      "Of course you are. Now you just have to satisfy the Headmaster and then we can maybe let you return to your dormitory." Sasha glanced up to see Michael, already wearing the black robe, adjusting the black hood that he'd pulled on. She smiled sympathetically at Vanessa who looked up imploringly at her. She was trembling and Sasha could see blood where the girl had bitten down on her lip.


      


      "This is so unnecessary Vanessa, why don't you just admit that you've been a bad girl?"


      


      "I'm sorry... I've been a bad girl... please... don't punish me any more."


      


      Her voice was choked, plaintive. Perfect, mused Sasha who bent to retrieve one of the belts that dangled unused at the table's edge.


      


      "Well now Vanessa, if you can satisfy the Headmaster, we can let you go. You want to make the Headmaster happy don't you?" Sasha glanced to Michael who now stood at the end of the table directly behind Vanessa's spread legs. Vanessa lifted her head, following Sasha's gaze and she saw the hooded figure motionless behind her, like some black robed member of a dark sect of demon worshippers.


      


      "Please..." she murmured, "I only..."


      


      "Want to please us," said Sasha, softly laughing as she tossed the belt she was holding across Vanessa's back.


      


      She picked up the next belt and flicked it over her, then walked around to the other side where the loose ends now dangled.


      


      "You've been such a bad girl, you have to be punished properly. You must understand that." Sasha explained apologetically as she slipped the belts through the straps fastened on the other side of the table.


      


      "Now be a brave girl and don't cry or we may have to punish you even more," Sasha warned as she tossed the belts back again across Vanessa's prone body, all the time aware of the two video cameras recording her every move, her every word.


      


      Unhurriedly she fed the first belt together and pulled it tight. The leather came down across Vanessa's back just below her shoulders. Sasha pulled firmly until Vanessa grunted in discomfort then she buckled the belt fast and attended to the other. This one came over Vanessa's rump. Sasha edged the belt a little higher, just clear of the girl's arse and just below the base of her spine. She pulled the belt tight and fastened it. Vanessa turned her head sideways, gazing at her, her nostrils flared, her eyes wide with fear, looking like some wild creature caught at bay.


      


      Sasha went across to the wardrobe and selected two more leather belts, a tie that matched the one Vanessa was wearing and a gossamer fine silk scarf. She exchanged a questioning glance with Michael, her hand on an expanding butt plug. Michael nodded, making her smile and she picked up the rubber device and a jar of coconut butter.


      


      "Does this feel good?" she teased, feeling Vanessa's legs trembling as she wrapped one of the belts around Vanessa's right thigh and fastened the belt so that Vanessa's leg was now held snugly against one table leg.


      


      "You like feeling helpless like this, don't you baby? You enjoy this, this is why you're a bad girl isn't it?"


      


      Sasha dealt with Vanessa's left leg in a similar fashion and smiled with satisfaction as she saw how helpless the girl was now, her legs spread and held wide, her arms outstretched and the broad leather belts taut over her back.


      


      Behind her Michael stood patiently, though when Sasha stood up having completed her task she felt his hand settle on her hip then move up her ribs until his fingertips brushed her right breast.


      


      For a second Sasha stood allowing herself to focus on Michael's touch, his fingertips now moving slowly over the lace of her bra until he found her nipple which he gently rubbed with his thumb. However many times they initiated a new girl it never failed to arouse both of them and they had to discipline themselves to focus on the job in hand and to wait until later for other pleasures...


      


      Standing now at the head of the bench facing Vanessa, Sasha nodded to Michael signalling that she was ready. She watched him raising the tawse then bring it down hard on the exposed rump. Sasha watched Vanessa's eyes smart with pain.


      


      "Such a bad girl..."


      


      The tawse came down again and Vanessa whimpered, pulling her arms hopelessly and unable now even to lift herself a fraction from the table. Sasha watched the young girl's face as the tawse struck again. She could sense the camera to the side recording; she knew that it would be focused in close up on Vanessa's face. The other camera on the far side, positioned a little to the rear captured the whole scene: the girl strapped down over the table, the man whipping her and herself standing above the victim's head, her face, concealed by the mask, smiling at their subject's discomfort and humiliation.


      


      "Uh... God... no..."


      


      Sasha saw Vanessa twist urgently now against the leather straps, she had reached her point of tolerance. Now her body was washed with pain, she'd had enough, though she'd lasted a little longer than most. The tawse hit her again and she cried out, shaking her head.


      


      "Stop it... please... I'm sorry... stop..." Vanessa's voice was choked, plaintive. Again the tawse slapped down on her bare skin and Vanessa gave a long, anguished groan. She was panting hard now, perspiration running down her cheeks and neck. The white cotton shirt clung damp about her, her hair was plastered wetly across her pain-racked face and Sasha for a moment allowed herself the pleasure of just watching.


      


      Thighs spread forcefully apart by the belts, sweat shining on her skin, her exposed rump red with from the beating, the blue skirt bunched up over the small of her back which was held down by the broad leather belts, the black leather contrasting so satisfyingly with the white blouse. Slender arms held outstretched, twisting hands jammed against the wristcuffs, what a picture she looked, thought Sasha, smiling with satisfaction.


      


      She and Michael exchanged glances and Sasha felt her pulse quicken when Michael gave her a brief affirmative nod.


      


      "Lift up your head Vanessa, there's a good girl," Sasha coaxed, meshing her fingers into Vanessa's tousled blonde hair then drawing her head firmly back.


      


      "Ugh... please... stop..."


      


      She stood on the left side of Vanessa so that the camera had a clear view as, with her other hand, she began feeding the silk scarf into the girl's mouth.


      


      "No... uhh... stop... ughh..."


      


      "Keep still baby. No don't try to spit it out, you have to let me..."


      


      Vanessa struggled more vigorously but Sasha merely drew her victim's head back further then stood close against her trapping Vanessa's head against her hip. "Now be a good girl and keep still." "Uhhh... nnh..."


      


      One hand across Vanessa's mouth, with her free hand Sasha dug in the pockets of her leather jeans and pulled out the school tie.


      


      "Nearly finished now..." "Nnnngh..."


      


      Sasha had the tie twice across Vanessa's mouth and was knotting it at her nape.


      


      "There we are now. How does that feel?" Sasha stood back, watching as Vanessa tried ineffectually to shake herself free of the gag. "Ugh....uhh....nghh..."


      


      Sasha thought to herself how perfect she looked now, the tie tight across her cheeks, her long hair hanging free as she shook her head like some hooked fish, her slim arms twisting and pulling ineffectually against the broad leather that was tight around her slender wrists.


      


      Vanessa lifted her head, straining to look back over her shoulder. The man was caressing her bottom, his hands moving slowly over the swell of her buttocks. She saw Sasha watching her and looked questioningly at her.


      


      "The Headmaster is now going to fuck you." Sasha answered simply.


      


      Vanessa stared in disbelief over her shoulder as she felt fingers move between her buttocks then slowly draw the mounds of flesh apart. She shook her head. "Nnhh... nghh..."


      


      "Doesn't this little schoolgirl want to make her Headmaster happy?"


      


      "Nnhh..."


      


      Vanessa shook her head as one fingertip moved slowly across the soft slit of her sex, then several fingers were opening her sex, calmly invading her body, peeling the folds of soft pinkness away to expose her for the fingers of his other hand.


      


      "Nnngh... nhh... uhh..."


      


      Several fingers together were insinuating their way into her, forcing her wide, then stroking. Vanessa to her shame felt herself nearing orgasm.


      


      "She's very wet. Obviously been enjoying this too much. I won't add to her pleasure by having her this way just yet."


      


      Vanessa grunted through the gag as the fingers withdrew from her pussy.


      


      "Better give me that jar."


      


      "Certainly Headmaster."


      


      Vanessa felt one hand against her rump, then fingers smeared with something greasy were stroking over the crater of her anus. Vanessa grunted as the coconut butter was massaged into her sphincter until it softened and yielded. When a fingertip slid a little way inside her anus Vanessa sighed through the gag.


      


      "She likes that, perhaps we should give her something a little more substantial to enjoy?"


      


      "Every tried one of these, little girl?" asked Sasha.


      


      Vanessa lifted her head, glancing over her shoulder to see Sasha holding a butt plug, a wicked grin on her face as she squeezed the pump and the device expanded. Two more squeezes on the pump which was connected to the plug by a long tube and the plug had changed from a slender little dildo to something thicker than a cucumber. Sasha gave the pump two more squeezes and the butt plug had grown in thickness to the size of a grapefruit. Vanessa gazed up at her, eyes wide with alarm and she shook her head begging Sasha not to, but Sasha, smiling sympathetically, deflated the device, moved to behind Vanessa's spread legs and gave a low taunting laugh.


      


      "Now lie still Vanessa and just enjoy the feeling."


      


      "Uhhh..."


      


      "Hush baby, just enjoy it."


      


      "Nnnhh!"


      


      "A little more lubrication I think. Let's try again."


      


      Vanessa felt Sasha's fingers smearing more of the coconut butter into her anus then the rubber tip was pushed again against her sphincter this time more firmly.


      


      "Nnhh..."


      


      "Let it all in, there's a good little girl."


      


      "Nnhh!"


      


      Vanessa tried closing her legs but the broad leather belts held her spread as she felt the rubber device being pushed inside her body, her sphincter being forced to widen to accommodate it's thickening girth.


      


      "Uhh..."


      


      She felt the flared end of the plug enter her, her sphincter muscle closed around the narrow neck and then the broad flat base was pushed firmly against her anus.


      


      "There, how does that feel Vanessa?"


      


      Vanessa glanced up to see Sasha looking down at her a cruel smile playing over her face. In one hand she held the pump and Vanessa looked in alarm at the thin hose that dangled from it and disappeared between her own thighs. Urgently Vanessa squeezed her anus muscles to expel the plug. With all her effort she was able to excrete the flared end of the plug and then the rest easily followed.


      


      "Oh, you naughty little girl, you mustn't do that."


      


      "Nnhh..."


      


      Vanessa wriggled in protest against the leather restraints as with one hand Sasha firmly pushed the butt plug back inside her.


      


      "Now then Vanessa, it's play time."


      


      Before Vanessa could try again to force the plug out, Sasha gave a single squeeze on the pump and Vanessa felt the device inside her expand. This time when she struggled to expel it she failed and she was left, bathed in sweat, exhausted and close to tears.


      


      "Is that feeling good?" Sasha taunted, giving the pump another couple of squeezes.


      


      "Nnngh!"


      


      Vanessa shook her head, it was filling her already and she was certain she couldn't take anymore.


      


      "Come on now Vanessa, just relax..."


      


      Vanessa grunted as a fingertip stroked her vulva.


      


      "So moist. You're enjoying this aren't you?" cooed Sasha as she continued to rub her fingertip against Vanessa's sex.


      


      "Nnnhh... uuhh... uhh..."


      


      Now the butt plug was slowly vibrating and Vanessa knew she was going to come quickly.


      


      "Is that good?"


      


      "Mmmh..."


      


      The vibrations intensified and Vanessa screwing her eyes shut, cried out through the gag as she climaxed. She was still shuddering in the aftermath of her orgasm when Michael walked around the top of the table and lifted her head by her hair.


      


      "She enjoyed that. I think she'd like some more."


      


      Vanessa gazed up at the man, her body awash with the afterglow of her orgasm.


      


      "Shall I continue then Headmaster?"


      


      "Certainly." The man nodded, glancing down at Vanessa, whose head he was still lifting by his hold on her long blonde hair.


      


      The vibrations stopped. Vanessa was gazing dreamily at the man when the plug inside her expanded again.


      


      "Nnghh!"


      


      The man gave a nod and Vanessa felt the device inside her enlarge even more. Now she really couldn't take any more and she jerked her arms and legs against the leather cuffs and straps that held her down in a frantic bid to escape.


      


      The man watched her expression with interest for a few moments then he let go of her hair and walked back to the other end of the table.


      


      "Switch it on again."


      


      "Certainly Headmaster."


      


      "Nnnhh..."


      


      The vibrations intensified and for maybe a minute Vanessa lasted until her second orgasm came.


      


      "Uuhh... uuhh..."


      


      "Enough: leave her like that. It's time."


      


      Vanessa lifted her head weakly as she heard the man speaking. The vibrations stopped. Then she heard the dull metal scrape of his trouser zip. The palms of his hands settled over her rump, easing the mounds of flesh apart.


      


      "The plug will make her feel nice and tight for you Headmaster."


      


      "Nnhh... uhh..."


      


      "Keep quiet little girl, it's time for the headmaster to conclude this punishment session."


      


      "Ngh! Nnhh... ugh..."


      


      Vanessa, her vision now blurred by tears, screwed her eyes shut as she felt the tip of his shaft slide down into the canyon of soft flesh her buttocks formed. She shook her head, begging him not to.


      


      "Nnngh... nnghhh!"


      


      Her body tensed as the tip of his shaft slid into her pussy. Because of the plug filling her anus the sensation of his cock inside her pussy was unbearable intense. Vanessa cried out through the gag as she felt herself being stretched to accommodate him. His hands stroked down her flanks and held her by the hips. She couldn't take his cock in her as well... it was too much...


      


      "Nnhh..."


      


      "Hush now."


      


      "Uhh..."


      


      Vanessa felt his shaft forcing its way into her young body until the hilt reached her buttocks and his swollen balls pressed against her soft flesh. The sensation of both her passages being filled was too much and she cried through the gag as she came again. She felt him draw back, her body convulsing at the sensation, then he pushed again, harder.


      


      "Nnnhh..."


      


      She grunted through the gag as he forced himself into her again.


      


      "Enjoying it, little girl?"


      


      "Nnhh..."


      


      TWO


      


      The walk-in shower room was six feet square and tiled in black. The steaming water poured from three separate showerheads of gleaming chrome. The soap tray, the grab handles, the towel rails outside the shower cubicle, were all gleaming chrome. As was the rail to which Vanessa's wristcuffs had been fastened by a leather cord.


      


      "That's not too hot for you is it darling?" asked Sasha adjusting the temperature control before she too stepped under the cascading water.


      


      After Vanessa had been fucked by Michael, Sasha had switched off both the cameras. Vanessa had lain half senseless as the butt plug was deflated and then eased from her. The straps across her back had been unfastened and those around her thighs removed. Then they had released her arms and after first removing the blouse they forced her arms behind her back and clipped the two wristcuffs together. Her legs were freed and Sasha had then led Vanessa from the room still gagged. Her hands bound behind her back, Vanessa stood passively as the other girl had then stripped her.


      


      Now, under the shower, the only thing Vanessa wore was the tie that gagged her and a pair of leather wristcuffs that held her arms behind her back. These had been fastened to one of the chrome handles so that now she was prevented from even lifting her arms.


      


      "How are we feeling?" Sasha asked as she dribbled shower gel into the palm of one hand and began rubbing her hand across Vanessa's neck and then her shoulder. Vanessa closed her eyes and gave herself up to the pleasant feeling that was beginning to wash through her body. After her ordeal on the bench, the contrast with how she was now being treated had her senses in a confused yet deeply satisfied state.


      


      "Doesn't that feel good Vanessa?" Sasha was dribbling more shower gel across Vanessa's breasts and through the steaming water Vanessa could see the other girl's breasts, smaller, firm and pert, her dark nipples as erect Vanessa's own. Vanessa sighed through the gag as she felt Sasha's hands caressing her breasts, kneading them gently then playing with her nipples until they began to ache.


      


      "Now, let me feel..." Sasha stepped close in front of Vanessa and reached behind her. Vanessa felt fingertips stroke between the globes of her arse and she tried to move her hands to respond but her arms were firmly caught behind her and the water-soaked leather cord refused to even slide along the chrome pole now she'd pulled it tight with her gentle struggling.


      


      "Michael's very pleased with your performance. The video is for one of his regular clients, an Italian guy, a nobleman actually. He's bought loads of Michael's pictures. Film is a new medium Michael's experimenting with."


      


      Sasha's fingertips moved from Vanessa's anus to her vulva and slowly began stroking her there as she spoke


      


      "Is that good?"


      


      Vanessa nodded shamefacedly as Sasha, smiling in triumph, inserted her finger into Vanessa's already moist pussy.


      


      "Michael has chosen well hasn't he?" Sasha laughed, and pressing her body against Vanessa's, so that she could see over the other girl's shoulder, she reached behind Vanessa and began unfastening the leather rope which was tied to the chrome rail.


      


      Her wrists still fastened together behind her back and dripping wet, Vanessa was led from the shower to the bedroom where Sasha made her lie face down on the bed.


      


      "Uhh... nnh..."


      


      "I'm under orders not to un-gag you, so stop complaining Vanessa. Now just relax."


      


      Vanessa lifted her head, craning her neck to see what Sasha was about to do, but to her surprise the girl was holding nothing more than a bottle of coconut oil. For the next five minutes Vanessa was subjected to nothing more than a gentle massage, first her back and then her arms and legs. By the time Sasha told her to turn over and lie on her back Vanessa had already drifted more than halfway into a blissful sleep. Dreamily she managed to turn over, but with her hands still tied behind her it took her a moment to find a way of lying which wasn't uncomfortable. Soon, as Sasha began massaging her shoulders and then her chest Vanessa forgot the dull ache that her arms trapped under her were experiencing.


      


      When she awoke it took Vanessa a few moments to take in her surroundings and to realise where she was, and that what she remembered was no dream but had really happened. She rolled onto her back but with her hands still bound behind she found this too uncomfortable so she sat up and shook her head, trying to dispel the heavy sleepiness she felt.


      


      There was light filtering through the blind at the window and her body clock told her it was morning. She remembered that after massaging her Sasha had brought her hot chocolate and biscuits. Her hands had not been freed and Sasha had held the mug whilst she'd drunk from it. Vanessa slumped her head back on the pillow, sighed and closed her eyes. Immediately she drifted asleep and when she woke again she guessed it was much later. She'd never felt so sleepy and her whole body felt drained of energy.


      


      She swung her legs over the side of the bed then saw to her dismay that her clothes were gone. Scanning the room though, she noticed a videotape that had been placed on top of the T.V. She stood up. Both her backpack and travelling bag were gone. When she swung open the door of the wardrobe with her toes, she found only empty shelves where she'd left clothes. Nothing remained except for a black and gold-flecked bikini she'd brought.


      


      Her make-up and perfume still littered the top of the pine dressing table but after standing with her back to the handle and struggling to drag the drawer open with her hands, she found the drawer where she'd left her purse and passport was now empty. Michael had told her to bring her passport in case he decided to go abroad for a few weeks to do some work. She gazed out of the window whilst trying to decide what to do next.


      


      The windswept, rain lashed moor that had greeted her arrival was gone, replaced by a sun washed scene of heather and grass and beyond, the dazzling blue and white of a foam flecked sea. Vanessa stared out at the unfamiliar surroundings, her mind running back over the events of the last day, then she turned and faced the room. The videotape lay beckoning her. With her hands bound behind her it took her five minutes to insert it into the VCR. She knelt on the bed, twisted sideways, the remote grasped in one hand.


      


      The film was simple, two alternating camera angles, both with fixed focus and range. One close up and one set back maybe ten or fifteen feet. The close up camera's first shot showed Sasha standing looking down at herself as she twisted her wrists ineffectually against the straps. Vanessa edged the volume up a fraction then rolled onto her stomach and settled to watching the film. She couldn't believe how excited she felt at playing voyeur upon herself, and by the time on the film Sasha was whipping her, Vanessa was hot with arousal.


      


      Halfway through the film she realised her dilemma. She wanted to masturbate herself but couldn't! On the screen she was struggling ineffectually as Sasha slowly forced the butt plug into her. The camera showed everything graphically. Vanessa watched as Sasha used her fingertips, smearing grease over her anus then with one fingertip working it into her rectum. As Vanessa watched she felt desperate to come but she was helpless. On the screen she saw Sasha pushing the butt plug against her, the soft, puckered hole of her anus being forced open then made to widen as the butt plug was steadily pushed home.


      


      She rewound and replayed the last moments of the film three times, until the image of Michael fucking her was ingrained on her mind. She then pressed the 'Off' switch, flung herself from the bed and took sanctuary from the burning ache she'd created in herself by standing under the shower with the temperature on cool. In the shower though, her mind replayed the experience of sharing it with Sasha and she found her eyes drawn to the gleaming chrome rail to which her hands had been tied. Swearing to herself, Vanessa switched off the shower.


      


      It was impossible to do more than pull on the bikini pants and even this took her some time. She stared at herself in the mirror. Her hair was a tousled mess, her lower lip slightly puffy from where she'd bitten it. Her cheeks were still flushed with desire after watching the film. Apart from the bikini pants she was naked and her nipples ached with longing to be caressed. But that was nothing compared with the burning hot ache her pussy felt.


      

    


    
      ***

    


    
      


      


      Michael heard the padding of her bare feet approaching and he began washing out the brush he had been using. He'd nearly finished the canvas of Michelle but was already thinking that Vanessa would have made a better subject for the theme. Her generous breasts would be perfectly suited to nipple clamps. He glanced up when she walked into the room.


      


      "Sleep well?" he asked, knowing that the hot chocolate that she'd been given had been laced so that she'd sleep deeply and wouldn't waken when they removed her clothes.


      


      "Yes, thanks." Vanessa nodded.


      


      With some girls he would content himself with making sketches of them modelling nude and bound. For them this was enough of a thrill. Others, the naturally submissive, wanted more, though they usually needed to be coaxed and trained before they could admit this to themselves. He glanced at the girl now standing before him. He would enjoy training her.


      


      She glanced at him then looked about the room. The studio was flooded with natural light from the large plate glass window. Exposed ceiling beams, walls of plain white, floor of polished mahogany tiles. It would have looked like any other artist's studio except for the fact that on one wall were set several pairs of metal rings from which dangled leather cords.


      


      "Ready for more some work Vanessa?"


      


      "Yes," she answered quietly.


      


      Michael smiled to himself, guessing that she'd watched the film. The randy little bitch was desperate for his attentions again. What a sight she looked, practically naked, her hair wet and tousled about her young face, her skin damp and glowing from a shower. She watched him sullenly, defiant but unable to conceal her eagerness.


      


      He was particularly pleased to have lured her here. Her first letter and photograph had caught his attention. The photo she'd sent him showed a slim leggy teenager, with long blonde hair, caught in the act of patting a dog. She was wearing a short red skirt that rode high up the back of her thighs as she bent from the waist to fuss the dog. The photograph caught her in the act of glancing sideways over her shoulder to see the photographer. She was laughing, her blue eyes sparkling with amusement. The cotton of a plain white T-shirt that was tucked into her skirt was tight around her generous breasts.


      


      With her second letter she'd sent him another photograph and in this one the teenage girl was wearing a swimsuit and dark sunglasses. She was kneeling on a beach, staring directly at the camera as she slowly licked an ice cream she held in both hands. Her pouting expression with her generous lips poised around the ice cream taunted the viewer. In her letter that accompanied the photograph she'd said that she had no objection to playing the submissive female. Well, thought Michael, it had been a pleasure to see her in the flesh at last. He had not been disappointed.


      


      "Sit in that chair," he ordered and immediately she obeyed without questioning. Michael walked behind the chair, which was a heavy, high backed, Jacobean affair.


      


      "No. Stand up."


      


      She responded to the order but glared crossly at him.


      


      "Sit right back this time, holding your arms out behind you so they slide down over the back of the chair."


      


      She did as she was told. He stroked his hands slowly down her slim arms from her shoulders to her wrists where the leather cuffs bound them.


      


      "Good girl."


      


      Threading a leather cord onto the metal rings of the wristcuffs he then fed the cord through the latticework of the chair's back and tied it off


      


      "Michael, I was hoping that..."


      


      "Shut up Vanessa, I didn't give you permission to speak."


      


      He caught hold of her right ankle, wrapping a leather cuff around her, then he fastened another around her left. He then fed a leather cord through the metal ring fastened to the right ankle cuff and with it jerked her foot back, dragging her calf upwards as it was lifted back and well clear of the floor.


      


      "Ouch... please, not so... ugh!"


      


      He gave the cord one more pull then fastened it around the rear chair leg.


      


      "Michael, I want to ask you..."


      


      "Shut it, Vanessa!"


      


      He held her jaw with one hand, tilting her head upwards a little and pointed an accusing finger at her.


      


      "I told you not to speak unless spoken to. You have to obey the rules Vanessa. Or else..."


      


      He bent over the chair, unable to resist the urge to touch her pouting lips with his finger.


      


      "Now I know you can be a good girl... we just need to give you more training don't we?"


      


      As he spoke he gently insinuated his finger between her lips and then between her teeth.


      


      "Suck it Vanessa."


      


      She obeyed immediately; drawing his finger into her mouth and making his cock strain and twitch in response. He stared down at her lithe body, her generous breasts rising with her breathing and with an effort, he drew himself back.


      


      She gazed at him lasciviously, her mouth partly open, her eyes hungry. He was suddenly impatient to see her expression change. He wanted to watch her face as she experienced more of the torment he'd put her through yesterday. It was time to give her another lesson in pleasure and pain.


      


      First he tied her other leg in the same way as the first, so that both her feet were lifted clear of the floor and her calves pulled backwards and up. Then, selecting a long leather strap, he wrapped it around her chest, a little below her breasts. He then drew both ends of the strap behind the chair, fed one end through the other and pushing his knee against the back of the chair pulled it tight and secured the buckle.


      


      "Ugh..."


      


      "Too tight?"


      


      "Yes... much... too..."


      


      Michael regarded her with satisfaction and choosing another long strap he slung it around her stomach then drew both ends behind the chair.


      


      "No. Why... uhh... please... no..."


      


      She started twisting against the restraints but already she was held tightly against the chair and her struggling was futile. His knee braced against the back of the chair Michael pulled the strap still tighter.


      


      "Ugh! Stop... please..."


      


      He stood in front of the chair and flicked loose strands of hair from her face.


      


      "Please Michael..."


      


      "Is that too tight for you?"


      


      He smiled apologetically and glanced down at her stomach that was squeezed flat by the broad black belt.


      


      "Uhh... can't breathe..."


      


      "Of course you can breathe," he said, stroking her hair, "perhaps just not as easily as you'd like."


      


      From above the other strap, that was tight around her chest, her breasts hung down like over-ripe fruit. He brushed the back of his fingers very lightly over the swell of her right breast.


      


      "Can you guess what comes next, Vanessa?"


      


      She shook her head and swallowed nervously.


      


      "Well now, I think you deserve a treat."


      


      He took his time now. Every moment of expectation for her now would be an agony in itself. He moved behind the chair.


      


      "Open your mouth Vanessa, there's a good girl."


      


      "Why? What are you holding? What are you going to do to me?"


      


      He watched her lifting her head, trying to crane her neck to see, but he was standing directly behind the chair now. With one hand he stroked her cheek then gently caught hold of her jaw.


      


      "Come on Vanessa open your mouth."


      


      "Please Michael I don't..."


      


      The small soft rubber ball was easily slipped into her mouth as she began objecting. Tilting her head firmly down, he wrapped the rubber mask to which it was attached around her lower face. He drew one elasticated strap across her cheeks and behind her head, then let it snap firmly back, trapping her hair and holding the mask loosely in place. She was shaking her head vigorously.


      


      He stretched the other matching strap over her head and let it go at the nape of her neck. Now there seemed little way she could free herself from the gag, but there was still another strap. This one ran from one side of her mouth around behind her head to the other side.


      


      He ignored her pleading and tightened the leather strap, then fastened the tiny buckle.


      


      Vanessa shook her head, her eyes wide and imploring, her chest and stomach straining against the broad leather belts.


      


      This mask was one of his more recent acquisitions and he had so far only tried it out once on Sasha. The neatness of the design was that the rubber ball gag attached to the mask, though starting out no larger than a squash ball, could be inflated by connecting a hand pump to a protruding valve.


      


      He now inserted the end of the pump to the valve then he gave the pump a squeeze.


      


      The look of alarm in her eyes showed him what had happened. She looked frantic, her wide eyes imploring. Her slim arms were twisting urgently and he watched her stomach and chest constrained by the broad belts.


      


      "Something wrong, Vanessa?" He gave the pump another squeeze.


      


      "Mmh! Ngh... nnhh..."


      


      He squeezed the pump again and though her eyes, now smarting with tears, were eloquently begging him to stop, the only noise she could produce was the faintest murmur.


      


      "Now darling Vanessa, it's time for some real fun."


      


      There was nothing she could do to stop him as he lifted one breast and cupping it underneath with one palm he used the thumb and index finger of his other hand to toy with her nipple, persistently rubbing, squeezing, stroking it until it stood to attention for him. Vanessa stared at him, hypnotised with alarm, watching him as he finally, lightly flicked one fingertip against her swollen nipple repeatedly until he was satisfied that it wouldn't become any more erect.


      


      "Very pretty."


      


      She looked at him, her pretty blue eyes wide with alarm.


      


      "Ever tried on one of these before?"


      


      He watched her vigorously shaking her head as he showed her the nipple clamp.


      


      "I'm afraid Vanessa, that this may hurt a little bit. Well, more than a little bit. I dare say you're lovely eyes will be crying very soon."


      


      She began twisting ineffectually against the restraints.


      


      "Don't waste your time Vanessa. Just sit still and let this happen to you. You were hoping, deep down, when you applied for this job, that you'd be treated like this, didn't you?"


      


      She shook her head vigorously in denial.


      


      The clamp, rather than the simple serrated jaw type, which could only take a moderate weight before it pulled loose, was a screw design. He slid the clamp around her nipple then slowly tightened it. As her little dark brown erection was gently squeezed she intensified her objection, shaking her head more urgently.


      


      "Come on now, be a brave girl."


      


      He slowly continued to tighten the clamp. She started pulling frantically against the cuffs with her arms and legs.


      


      "Nearly done. Good girl."


      


      Her whimpering protest was just audible as he tightened the screw relentlessly against her nipple, progressively squeezing, firmer and firmer. The tears were pouring down her cheeks and her eyes had rolled upwards in misery. She was shaking her head from side to side, but the gag reduced whatever noise she may have been trying to make to nothing more than a muffled murmuring.


      


      "There now, that's done. Now, let me see your other."


      


      She gazed upwards, tears pricking her eyes, her body shaking with fear as he stroked his hand over her other breast.


      


      "Such lovely big breasts on such a slim, young girl. Don't you think they're begging for some attention?"


      


      She shook her head and he noticed her arms trying to twist themselves free, but although she could move her hands a little she couldn't free them.


      


      With his fingertips he coaxed her nipple hard and then flicked it with the back of his nail few times. Then he slid the clamp in place. Her body was shaking and as he watched the two little circular pads of metal close over her nipple she went rigid and he saw her hands clench. For a moment he paused making her open her eyes to see why he'd stopped. He smiled at her and gently turned the screw. She shook her head begging him not to. He gave the screw a few more turns and each brought fresh tears to her eyes.


      


      "How are we feeling now Vanessa?" Michael stepped back and regarded his subject.


      


      She looked abjectly at him, her eyes begging him to stop. He delicately held each clamp between two fingers and drew his hands back. Both gorgeous orbs of flesh lifted and swung clear of her rib cage and he could appreciate their full weight. He pulled more firmly but the clamps showed no sign of slipping. Vanessa, her eyes screwed shut, was shaking her head frantically.


      


      "Look at what I've got for you to wear, Vanessa?"


      


      She opened her eyes and stared in horror at the weight he now held.


      


      "Are you eager to experience how it feels. Didn't you wonder what it would feel like when you watched Michelle? You saw how she twisted and writhed didn't you? You were wishing you were hanging there then, didn't you?"


      


      She shook head in emphatic denial, then her body stilled and she sat tensely as he clipped a weight onto one of the clamps. She looked down with terrified apprehension. Though attached to the clamp the weight was still supported by his fingers.


      


      "Somewhat heavier than the ones Michelle wore."


      


      Vanessa implored him with her eyes not to, but with an apologetic smile, Michael released the weight. Fresh tears filled her eyes as she shook her head from side to side. A moment later he had a matching weight fixed to the clamp on her other breast.


      


      Her hands clenched and opened, her wrists twisting against the leather. Even pinned by the belts he could see her chest heaving and straining as she twisted and fought to escape. Then, exhausted, she gave up her struggling and gazed down at her breasts and the weights dangling from her distended nipples. He watched her as she lifted her gaze and implored him to show her mercy. He smiled, stroking the back of his fingers over the swell of one breast.


      


      "You look a perfect picture, Vanessa."


      


      Settling back on his artist's stool he regarded his subject. The tousled hair, caught by the gag, the tears, the hard, dark wood of the chair off-setting her soft, light brown skin, the whole composition was perfect. He made a few preliminary strokes.


      


      "You look great Vanessa. Give me an hour and I should have the basics completed. I'm sure by then you'll be ready for a break won't you?"


      


      The only response was the dull sound of creaking leather.


      

    


    
      ***

    


    
      


      


      Vanessa came to suddenly and a sharp pain shot down her neck as she lifted her head which had been slumped forwards. Her throat was horribly dry and her jaws ached terribly from being forced open for so long. Bleary eyed she focused on the room and saw to her dismay that it was empty. How long had it been since he'd left her? It was still light outside. God, her neck ached! Gingerly she tilted her head back until it met the back of the chair. For a few moments she closed her eyes again and forced herself to maintain steady shallow breaths. Her chest and stomach ached from the pressure of the belts and when he'd first put the gag in her mouth she'd almost felt unable to breathe and was sure she was going to suffocate. She'd heard about snuff movies where girls were actually suffocated whilst being filmed, and a sudden panic as to her vulnerability had seized her. She was strapped down and gagged and he could have done anything to her! As it was he had merely hung weights from nipple clamps and contented himself with her suffering that agony.


      


      And God it had been agony! She glanced down at herself. Her breasts looked no worse for the experience but her nipples were still swollen and looked bruised. It had felt like ages before he had finally unclipped the weights and removed the clamps. By then she was past caring what he did to her next, or at least she'd thought that she was.


      


      The voices were outside the room. That had been what had woken her. She watched them walk into the studio. First Michael with a slim young girl. Then came an old man; tall, in tweeds and with a mane of silver grey hair. Behind him a younger man, with a round, fresh face and with small darting eyes that immediately pounced on her and lit up in delight and unmasked glee.


      


      "This is my new model, Vanessa. She's only been her a couple of days." Michael smiled at Vanessa and strolled into the room, waving at her as if she went with the house and he was showing prospective buyers around.


      


      "How old is she?" asked the older man, who Vanessa guessed must himself have been pushing sixty, though he looked fit and his dark eyes glinted as he gave her the once over.


      


      "Nineteen."


      


      Michael walked around to behind the chair and Vanessa glanced up at him for reassurance. She was suddenly acutely aware of how vulnerable she was. Who were these people? And what was going to happen next? She looked to Michael for reassurance and as if sensing her nervousness he affectionately stroked her hair as if she was some pet of his.


      


      "She'd make good breeding stock, decent hips, good breasts. You wouldn't say no to her, would you Stewart?" The older man stood in front of her. She could smell pipe tobacco and whisky on his breath. The younger man circled, licking his lips then wiping the back of his hand over his mouth. The young girl stood at a little distance looking almost disinterestedly at Vanessa. She was perhaps in her early twenties and wore riding boots, tight riding breeches and an old threadbare Arran jumper from which protruded the upturned collar of a white shirt.


      


      "So does my darling little brother fancy her or should I find him something else for his birthday?"


      


      Vanessa stared wide-eyed at the girl who allowed a flicker of amusement to cross her face. She had long, black hair and dark eyes and something about her almost olive skin suggested that she might have been Italian or Spanish though her accent was upper class English.


      


      "Yes, yes, I want her," the young man's glance darted back and forth between Vanessa and the girl.


      


      "So Michael," the girl walked up to stand in front of Vanessa and looked her up and down. "You agree then, I have her for a day and in exchange you can have me for a day?"


      


      "Agreed."


      


      "Naked, that's all. I'm not some submissive little bitch like her."


      


      "Sure, fine by me," said Michael, "And I won't show the finished picture to any of your family."


      


      "Definitely not. It wouldn't look right hanging in the castle hall anyway. Sell it to some guy abroad or something. Stewart's birthday is tomorrow will you deliver her or shall we collect?"


      


      "I don't mind."


      


      "Come over for the day and bring her. You can stay the night, we're grouse shooting the next morning and Daddy thought you might like to join us? Didn't you Papa?"


      


      "Absolutely," agreed the old man," And bring Sasha with you, she's such good company, so bright and so..."


      


      "Fuckable?" suggested the girl, cynically.


      


      "That too, I shouldn't doubt! For you anyway Zara! Though why on earth you can't just make do with boys I really don't know!"


      


      "Because Papa, variety is the spice of life. Don't look so concerned child," laughed the girl, raising one booted foot on the chair and leaning over Vanessa. "I won't touch you. At least not until my darling little brother has sown his oats. Baby Stewart is eighteen tomorrow and I don't believe him when he says that he's lost his virginity, so you should consider yourself very privileged. And as Michael tells me you're such a randy little bitch who can't get enough sex to satisfy herself, I'll invite a few of Stewart's friends around to share his birthday present with him. Something for you to look forward to, don't you think?"


      


      The girl smiled and reaching out cupped Vanessa's left breast with one hand.


      


      "Are they as sore as they look?"


      


      Vanessa flinched as, with her other hand, the girl experimentally brushed the backs of her fingers across Vanessa's nipple.


      


      "I think they are, her eyes are smarting. Darling, what has Michael been doing to you? Poor thing. Let me just feel..."


      


      Vanessa squirmed as she felt the girl's fingers trap her nipple then squeeze. As more pressure was applied Vanessa struggled against the leather straps and looked to Michael imploringly to intervene.


      


      "Obviously very tender. Is that the only place you've clamped her Michael?" The girl raised an inquisitive eyebrow.


      


      "So far."


      


      "May I?"


      


      The girl released Vanessa's nipple and looked down expectantly at her crotch.


      


      "Be my guest."


      


      "Come on darling, lift your arse a bit to help me."


      


      Vanessa refused but there was still nothing she could do to stop the girl who, with both hands, dragged the gold and black bikini pants over her hips then pulled them down her thighs.


      


      "Now, let me feel..."


      


      Vanessa felt herself blushing violently as the girl stroked the hair from her pubic mound until the lips of her vulva were fully exposed. The girl licked her own fingers and then used the dampness to smooth back the hair from Vanessa's quim. Vanessa shivered uncontrollably as the girl slowly stroked across her vulva. Then, kneeling so that she could better see what she was doing, she pinned back the folds of pink flesh with the fingers of one hand and with her other hand she caught the exposed clitoris between her finger and thumb and gently squeezed it. Vanessa sighed through the gag-


      


      "She likes that. Look, she's getting very wet. Shall we make her come?" the girl asked.


      


      "Yes, do it. I want to see," the young man said excitedly.


      


      "Are you looking forward to getting your prick in her tomorrow, Stewart? No practising with yourself tonight, and you're to let me watch you tomorrow. Now... see how sticky she is... she's going to come very soon. Very soon..."


      


      Vanessa felt the girl stroking her, her clitoris being rubbed then squeezed, her vulva stroked, then a fingertip was sliding teasingly into her. It was too much... crying through the gag Vanessa came with a violent shuddering that went through her whole body and left her rasping for breath and giddily light headed.


      


      "You enjoyed that didn't you?" the girl whispered close to Vanessa.


      


      "Tomorrow, when my baby brother and his chums have finished with you I'll have another turn with you. And when I fasten weights on your pretty little body it won't be from your nipples... and in the castle dungeon no-one will hear you begging for me to stop."


      


      THREE


      


      "And if I refuse?" Vanessa demanded, glaring at Michael who was watching her as she began soaping her legs. "You leave."


      


      "Simple as that?" Vanessa splashed more water over her shoulders then she reached for the hot tap. "Look Michael, it's got nothing to do with me being your model, I don't see why..."


      


      "Because I'm telling you to."


      


      Vanessa glowered but bit back the urge to argue even more. He was treating her like she belonged to him. As if she was some servant or slave, with whom he could do as he pleased. She wanted to feel more indignant but the simple truth was that she was enjoying being treated like this. When Zara had masturbated her it had taken no time at all for her to come, she'd been so aroused by being strapped down into the chair and helpless before them all. Being out of control had heightened all her feelings, now she was getting addicted to that feeling.


      


      "So Vanessa, it's your choice."


      


      Vanessa poured more hot water into the bath and sank her shoulders back down under the water.


      


      "Well Vanessa?"


      


      "I wouldn't mind letting Stewart and his mates fuck me but I don't want to be left alone with Zara."


      


      "Okay, I'll tell Zara those are the rules. Fair enough?" Michael asked.


      


      Vanessa stood up and thrust out her arm demanding a towel. Michael smiled and tossed her a bath sheet. Drawing it against her chest she stepped out of the bath and walked across to where he sat.


      


      "Okay then. But just make sure I'm not left alone with Zara."


      

    


    
      ***

    


    
      


      


      The Landrover slowly negotiated its way down the rutted drive. It had taken them half an hour from Scarra before they'd swung off the road and under a broad stone arch, flanked by miniature neo-Norman towers. Vanessa had glimpsed a sign that read 'Helmsburgh Castle - Strictly Private.' Five minutes later when the castle came into sight she licked her lips expectantly. A few moments later crunching gravel under its tyres, Michael drew the Landrover to a halt outside the entrance of what in its Victorian heyday must have been an imposing mansion built in the style of a Norman castle. Now though, the building looked neglected and forlorn.


      


      Vanessa had barely got out of the Landrover and was smoothing her short red skirt down when the massive front door was dragged open by Zara. Like yesterday she was dressed in riding britches and high black riding boots, with a loose fitting black shirt, the sleeves rolled back and enough of the buttons undone to show most of her cleavage. Vanessa saw Michael's glance linger over the partially exposed black half-cup bra as he kissed Zara affectionately on both cheeks. He then reached down in front of the Landrover's seat and produced a plastic bag, which he handed to Zara.


      


      "It's very effective," he announced cryptically.


      


      "Another of your new toys?" asked Zara, raising an inquisitive eyebrow, then she turned her attention to Vanessa.


      


      "The boys are all waiting for you in the stable. Michael, you and Sasha go indoors, Papa's around somewhere, I'll catch you up later."


      


      Vanessa glanced back anxiously at Michael who smiled reassuringly.


      


      "Follow me, there's a good girl," said Zara.


      


      Almost reluctantly Vanessa fell into step with Zara who led them across the courtyard to the stable block.


      


      "How very thoughtful of Michael," said Zara glancing in the carrier bag, but when Vanessa tried to glance over her shoulder the other girl swung the bag beyond her view and laughed merrily.


      


      "No peeping, it'll spoil the surprise."


      


      In the dusty half light of the stables Vanessa found Stewart and three other young men of a similar age all waiting expectantly.


      


      "Right guys, breakfast is served, here she is."


      


      Zara caught Vanessa by the arm, encouraging her forwards. Vanessa found herself glancing around the four faces and a voice in her head kept saying, 'Relax, four young guys want to get into your knickers and you're going to let them. What's the big deal? Just enjoy it.'


      


      The tallest and oldest looking, Rory, needed no more encouraging, he wrapped one arm around Vanessa's waist and guided her further into the stables.


      


      "We're all very flattered that Stewart wants to share his birthday present with us," he laughed, and before Vanessa had time to say anything she was swept into another room full of tack and the others were closing around her.


      


      In the centre of the room, which was filled with saddles, bridles and whips was a leather horse which had no saddle on it, and on an adjacent bench lay an assortment of coiled leather straps. Vanessa immediately halted in her tracks. Being tied up by Michael she'd come to accept but now, these lads under Zara's instructions could spell trouble. Perhaps this wasn't a good idea.


      


      "Hey, relax little filly, we're just going to take you for a gentle ride that's all," Rory laughed, tightening his hold around her waist. This definitely wasn't a good idea, Vanessa decided and she pulled herself free from the youth and stepped backwards, holding her hands up in front of her.


      


      "Sorry, but I think unless we agree a few things, I'm changing my mind about this."


      


      "Chill girl. What's the big deal? You're going to get laid, what more do you want?"


      


      "Well, for a start..."


      


      Vanessa was retreating as she spoke but then she stumbled into someone behind her and she felt hands catch hold of her arms.


      


      "Wait... Zara listen, Michael said... uhh..."


      


      Someone tried to muffle her mouth with a hand. Vanessa twisted sideways, her heart hammering now, slipping from one hand but caught by several more.


      


      "Steady now girl..."


      


      Hands were grasping her wrists, holding her arms. Vanessa saw Zara discard the carrier bag and to her dismay she was holding the inflatable gag which Michael had used on her the previous day.


      


      "Wait a minute, let's talk about this. Michael promised..."


      


      "Hold her head still."


      


      Someone caught hold of her around her waist, her arms were pulled back hard so that she was pressed up against the person behind her.


      


      "Wait, listen... please, I uhh..."


      


      Fingers meshed firmly into her hair, drawing her head quickly back.


      


      "Uhh, don't... no..."


      


      Vanessa twisted frantically as Zara coaxed open her jaw with one hand, the gag in her other.


      


      "Nuhhh... let... me..."


      


      The rubber ball was in her mouth, she couldn't even shake her head, so many hands held her immobile. Frantically she tried with her tongue to force the ball out of her mouth.


      


      "Hold her still," ordered Zara as she quickly drew the elasticated straps over Vanessa's head.


      


      "Ugh... let me go!"


      


      The gag was loosely fastened over her head but she wasn't going to let this go any further! She kicked out hard and felt her heel connect with someone's shin. Twisting herself furiously she freed herself from some of the hands for a second. She glanced about urgently for a way out but in the second that she searched for an escape route someone caught her hair from behind and jerked her head back suddenly. Stars exploded in her head and she felt herself stumble. Before she could recover, she was grasped again by three of the youths.


      


      "Now, get her up against the horse."


      


      Fighting every inch of the way Vanessa was dragged across to the wooden horse, her chest pressed against the padded block then her arms pulled from the other side.


      


      "Now, let's see what's on offer."


      


      Her skirt was pushed impatiently down her thighs.


      


      "Nice arse. Now, let's have a proper look."


      


      A hand hooked into the waistband of her pants and pulled them down. Vanessa tried kicking backwards and there was a rush of laughter.


      


      "Careful guys, this little filly kicks."


      


      "Get your hands off me!" Vanessa protested through the still un-inflated little rubber ball in her mouth.


      


      "You know darling Vanessa, pretending to struggle is only teasing the boys."


      


      A leather strap was fed around her waist and lowered down over her hips. Then as it slid down around her thighs it was pulled snugly tight, drawing her legs together.


      


      "I don't want to do this!"


      


      "Come on Vanessa, you can't stop the boys from having their fun now, so don't be a cock tease."


      


      Zara fastened the leather strap on the gag and gave the soft rubber pump a squeeze.


      


      "I wannu shop!" Vanessa protested through the gag, shaking her head frantically. "How amusing she wants to go shopping," laughed Stewart.


      


      "Time to turn the volume down and the heat up, darling Vanessa," laughed Zara.


      


      "Ughh..."


      


      The rubber ball in her mouth expanded. Vanessa struggled madly now, trying to pull away. But each of her wrists was grasped by a pair of hands and her arms were kept taut, forcing her chest against the horse.


      


      "Nooh... uhh..."


      


      "I think we'll have the volume right down."


      


      "Nhh..."


      


      Vanessa shook her head as the rubber ball in her mouth had more air pumped into it and she felt her jaws being stretched painfully wide.


      


      "Were you trying to say something Vanessa?" Zara asked, her tone heavy with sarcasm, her mouth a broad smile now as she watched Vanessa.


      


      "Time to fuck the bitch senseless," laughed Rory.


      


      Vanessa shook her head, her tongue was held down against the base of her mouth by the rubber ball which filled her completely.


      


      The strap around Vanessa's thighs was edged a little lower until it was just above her knees. Then it was pulled tight again, drawing her legs tightly together and preventing her from kicking out as her pants and skirt were pulled down. With them both pulled down to her knees they fastened another strap around her thighs then they removed the first strap and along with her shoes, her skirt and pants were discarded.


      


      Vanessa struggled to free herself. She tried to wrench her arms free but her strength in each arm was no match against the two youths pulling on her wrists and keeping her arms outstretched so that her chest remained pressed against the horse. Frantically she tried kicking out with her legs but the belt around her thighs had her hobbled.


      


      "Okay, let's get her arms secured."


      


      Vanessa could do nothing to stop them as her wrists were bound to either of the far legs of the horse. A moment later the leather strap around her legs was removed.


      


      "Jesus what a beautiful sight... enjoying yourself as much as we are?"


      


      Vanessa shivered as the hand smoothed down her back and settled over her arse. She pulled against the ropes around her wrists but it was useless. Someone put a strap around her right thigh and then another was slipped around her left. Glancing both ways Vanessa saw each rope was held by a grinning youth.


      


      "Now are you going to let us have a proper look?" Rory asked with a taunting smile. When he put his hand between her legs Vanessa bucked against the touch between her legs.


      


      "Naughty. Right, spread her guys."


      


      Vanessa grunted through the gag as the straps around her thighs were pulled in opposite directions and her legs were splayed wide.


      


      "Good work lads. Now tie her legs like that to the posts of the horse."


      


      "How does it feel Vanessa, being totally defenceless and knowing that four young guys are about to gang bang you?" Zara taunted.


      


      "Nnnhh!" Vanessa screamed as loudly as she could, but the noise she produced was heavily muffled by the rubber ball that filled her mouth. And now that she was truly and completely helpless she realised that her protest was automatic. Deep inside her that insidious heat which had invaded her when Michael and Sasha had had her at their mercy was beginning to burn again.


      


      "Right, my brother goes first. Get on with it Stewart."


      


      Vanessa glanced over her shoulder and her eyes met Zara's. The other girl smiled mischievously as her younger brother hurriedly dropped his trousers and pants. His cock was so hard it pressed back against his belly and in a second Vanessa felt his hands on her hips.


      


      "Enjoy your present Stewart," Zara laughed, moving closer until she was standing right beside Vanessa.


      


      Vanessa felt the cock nudge between her legs then prod repeatedly and ineffectually as it searched for her opening. Fingers felt into the thatch of her hair then guided the already throbbing shaft into the moist folds of warm flesh. Vanessa heard Stewart sigh and she wondered if Zara was right and this was his first time. Not half a dozen uncontrolled thrusts later and she felt his hot spunk spurt into her.


      


      "Next," Zara announced with an air of disappointment over her brother's poor performance.


      


      Rory, Vanessa guessed immediately, was no beginner and he quickly had his cock slipped inside her, his hands pushing down on her hips as he thrust hard and deep with assured strokes. After he and the other two had in turn spent themselves Vanessa was left tethered and exhausted against the horse wondering dreamily if her ordeal was over. And if it was, would she be glad or disappointed.


      


      "Now boys, if you thought that was pleasant you can try her other tighter and sweeter passage that's freely on offer this morning."


      


      Zara smiled sadistically as Vanessa lifted her head in alarm and looked wide-eyed with disbelief.


      


      "Patrick. Come here," said Zara authoritatively.


      


      Vanessa watched the young lad obey with scarcely any hesitation. Zara looked down at his flaccid penis and then met the boy's gaze.


      


      "Come closer."


      


      Zara stroked the boy's hair with one hand, holding his gaze with her eyes as with her other hand she lightly fingered his balls.


      


      "Is that good? You want to do it again don't you? Yes, I can tell you do... Come on baby, time for another hard-on."


      


      Vanessa watched mesmerised as, without having to do anything more than gently fondle his testicles, Zara brought the youth to a fresh, rock hard erection. When she guessed he was ready she glanced down and smiled.


      


      "Now we can have some real fun," she said.


      


      Vanessa tensed as the youth took up his position behind her, then she gave a sharp gasp through the gag as Zara dipped two fingers into her pussy then using the slickness on her fingers she wiped them over the boy's shaft.


      


      "Now do it."


      


      "Yes..."


      


      Vanessa cried out through the gag.


      


      "Hurts... too tight... can't..." the youth complained.


      


      "Push a little more."


      


      Vanessa felt the cock pushing ineffectually against her rectum.


      


      "Can't..."


      


      "Okay, let me."


      


      Vanessa flinched as Zara's fingers again dipped into her pussy and then she was massaging her fingertips against her anus, making the crater of closed skin wet, then soft, and then it was yielding to a fingertip and Vanessa tensed as she felt the girl's finger slip inside her.


      


      "She just needs some encouragement," Zara laughed softly as she worked her finger in and out of Vanessa's anus and then she was forcing two fingers simultaneously into her.


      


      "Okay, she'll let you in now."


      


      Vanessa gasped through the gag as Zara abruptly withdrew her fingers and a moment later the boy penetrated her with his cock then rammed it home.


      


      "That's it. Good."


      


      "Oh God, so tight... can't believe it. So good..."


      


      "Now," said Zara," fuck her senseless."


      


      It seemed to last for ever and Vanessa realised that Zara had of course planned it this way. The boys would come quickly the first time but they'd be up to it a second time. Only they would last longer. A lot longer...


      


      Dazed and aching, Vanessa was forced to watch as once Patrick had shot his second load in her, Zara proceeded to masturbate Rory.


      


      "Okay Rory," laughed Zara as she finished stroking his cock, "Your turn now."


      


      A moment later she felt the shaft pushing into her arse. "Please, stop..." she cried to herself as the cock was thrust harder and harder into her with no thought as to how she must be feeling. After he'd finished someone lifted her head by the hair. Through her tears she focused and saw Zara looking at her with an expression of curiosity. Then the grip on her hair was released, Vanessa's head slumped back down and she saw Zara's boots disappear from view.


      


      "Go on Colin, she's waiting for you," Zara's voice encouraged. Vanessa lifted her head weakly and looked over her shoulder, imploring with her eyes for the youth not to.


      


      "Are you sure she's up to this?"


      


      "Just try slipping your cock in her. If she's tight it means no, if she's soft it means she wants it," answered Zara as she moved back around the horse. "Go on, just feel what it's like." As she spoke she caught hold of Vanessa's head and pushed it down out of the youth's view.


      


      Vanessa struggled against the leather straps but her wriggling maybe encouraged Stewart's friend, for a moment later his shaft nudged its head into her anus. With her muscles worn down by the previous two assaults, her body offered no resistance.


      


      "Jesus that's good..."


      


      Vanessa felt him shove more deeply then draw back and thrust again. Satisfied, Zara let go of Vanessa's head but Vanessa had no will to try to stop them now. Her body was washed with the feeling that she'd been fucked a thousand times and as the cock pounded back and forth with the sound of the youth's balls slapping rhythmically against her splayed thighs, Vanessa felt herself about to orgasm.


      


      "Go on Stewart, you next. Well Vanessa I guess by now we'll have missed the others, they'll be off hunting so, as Stewart and his mates are going out after this, that just leaves you and me."


      


      Vanessa lifted her head and gazed wide eyed with alarm at the other girl.


      


      "Oh and there's Emma of course my groom. I've asked her to help me. We thought we'd show you the castle dungeon."


      


      "Going to come again... God..." Stewart was sodomising Vanessa with a demented urgency, then with a loud cry and one final thrust Vanessa felt him come and as she felt yet another fountain of hot spunk deep inside her she erupted into the most intense orgasm of her life. At least this ordeal is over, Vanessa thought.


      


      "Did everyone enjoy that?" Zara glanced across the four young men as her brother stumbled backwards from Vanessa's tethered body.


      


      "Could I tempt anyone to seconds?" Zara looked expectantly at Rory and slowly she let the tip of her tongue slide over her upper lip. "Up for some more, Rory?"


      


      "Maybe later."


      


      "Why not now?" asked Zara, "Come here, let me see what condition you're in."


      


      Vanessa watched, praying that the young man's now limp cock would stay that way. She couldn't take any more, she was certain.


      


      "Put your feet apart and look at her," ordered Zara whilst she delicately cupped the youth's balls in the palm of her hand. "Look at her arse and remember how good it felt... how tight... how sweet..."


      


      Using her other hand, with one fingertip she stroked over the tip, smoothing the stickiness over the skin which started to tighten and shine as the head slowly became engorged. As a little fluid dribbled from the tip she rubbed this over the head of the shaft then with her fingernail she stroked around the base of the head, and Vanessa watched in dismay as Rory's cock steadily thickened and hardened.


      


      "Good boy. Now go and enjoy yourself."


      


      Vanessa twisted against the ropes and straps as Rory took up his position behind her. She felt the cock settle against her anus, then in one determined thrust he was inside her.


      


      "I wonder how long it'll take before he manages to come again?" mused Zara, "what a lucky girl you are Vanessa, I think this could go on for a little while. And maybe by the time Rory's shot his next load one of the others might be up for some more action. You'd like that wouldn't you Vanessa?"


      


      When it was finally over, how many times she'd been anally fucked Vanessa had no idea. She lifted her head weakly, looking back over her shoulder as Zara stroked a hand down her rump.


      


      "Feeling a little delicate are we?" Zara used both hands to draw apart Vanessa's arse and Vanessa sighed when she felt a finger test the resistance of her anal muscle. It took no effort for the finger to be slid inside her.


      


      "Very pliable. Most willing. Well lads I think she enjoyed that. Now you can bring her to the castle for me. I want to show her the dungeon."


      


      Vanessa had no strength left to resist them. First they untied her from the wooden horse, then her arms were drawn behind her back and a rope was wound around her upper arms in a figure of eight until her arms were tightly held behind; forcing her shoulders back until her breasts were jutting forward. The long ropes still tied around her wrists were used to bind her from her wrists to her elbows and all of this was done before they unfastened the straps that still held her legs to the horse. Vanessa sighed through the gag as she was trussed like a turkey then made to step back into her high heels. They kept the belts around her thighs and used them as two leashes to lead her from the stables across to the castle.


      


      "Stewart, go and fetch Emma for me."


      


      Zara halted before a heavy oak door after they had descended a servant's stairway. On the opposite side of the corridor Vanessa glimpsed through a half open door a room full of bottles of wine all stacked in rows on stone and slate shelves.


      


      "Right, take her in."


      


      Zara had unlocked and pushed open the door.


      


      The barrel vaulted room had once been a game larder, old iron hooks were set in the ceiling, though now its contents showed that it was meant for another kind of game. The sight made Vanessa's stomach tighten and her abused pussy start to moisten all over again.


      


      "Remove the ropes and her T-shirt, then put her in wristcuffs," ordered Zara. Vanessa stood subserviently still as the boys carried out the instructions, her eyes widening with alarm as her wristcuffs were then clipped to ropes that were fed through pulleys attached to two of the old hooks fixed on the ceiling. She looked imploringly at Zara as her arms were drawn above her head in opposite directions.


      


      "That'll do for now... fasten the ropes."


      


      Zara had been sitting on the only chair in the room, a reclining chair of the type Vanessa associated with dentists. She watched as Zara stood up and walked around her, a flickering smile of satisfaction playing over her face. Her dark eyes were bright with excitement and lingering close in front of her, Vanessa could see the girl's nipples were erect under the black cotton of her shirt.


      


      "What a lovely sight," Zara trailed one hand over Vanessa's bare shoulder and glanced up at her captive's outstretched arms. "Michael tells me you enjoy being treated like this? Feeling excited by what's ahead? Want to know what I'm going to do to you Vanessa, or would you prefer it to come as a surprise?"


      


      The sound of footsteps on stone made Zara glance over Vanessa's shoulder. At the same time, Vanessa, hearing the noise, tried to crane her neck to see who had arrived. Please let it be Michael, she prayed, but to her dismay it was Rory and another girl.


      


      "Ah, Emma, come and meet our new plaything. She's called Vanessa and comes with Michael's compliments for the day."


      


      The other girl ran an appraising eye over Vanessa, then glanced at the boys.


      


      "Haven't your brother and his chums got somewhere else to go?"


      


      "Yes, thanks for your help, boys. Time for you to leave us girls to play," Zara smiled apologetically and a moment later Vanessa heard the dull thud of the door being closed.


      


      "Lock it Emma, I don't want us being disturbed. Then put some ankle cuffs on her. We'll leg spread her before we start."


      


      Vanessa watched as Emma bent to her task. She was no older than Vanessa, about five foot four, with short, straight hair, dyed blonde. She was wearing jeans tucked into riding boots and a faded denim shirt. Whilst she had rather generous hips and was broad shouldered, she was slim at the waist and had generous breasts. As, without taking off Vanessa's high-heeled shoes, she fastened the leather cuffs around her ankles she glanced up and met Vanessa's gaze.


      


      "If you even think of kicking me, you'll pay for it," she warned.


      


      Vanessa kept obediently still as a thin leather strap was passed under the heel of her right shoe then fastened back onto the leather that hugged her ankle. A moment later both ankle cuffs were in place and Zara handed Emma a shiny metal tube, perhaps an inch in diameter and two feet long. Riveted to each end was a large bulldog clip on a short chain. Vanessa gazed down watching as Emma clipped one end to her left ankle cuff. A second later and Vanessa's right leg was secured to the other end of the pole and she stood feet braced apart, waiting for whatever lay in store for her.


      


      "Thirty six inches should give us a nice spread," said Zara matter-of-factly.


      


      Emma was crouched over the metal pole and just as it dawned on Vanessa what was going to happen she felt her legs abruptly spread as Emma released the spring mechanism and the pole telescoped to three feet in length.


      


      Vanessa cried out through the gag as her legs were forced apart. The tension on her wrists suddenly increased, pain shot into her shoulders as they tried to take the strain.


      


      The sound of something slithering across the floor close to her feet made Vanessa glance down. Like a snake the black wound leather of the whip twisted in an S shape then with a flick of her wrist Zara brought it back across the room where it coiled in a pool of menace at the heel of her boots. Vanessa pulled her arms against the constraints but the only effect she achieved was to make Emma laugh gleefully. With another flick of her wrist Zara sent the whip snaking through the air and the hard leather snapped down over Vanessa's bare skin around her ribs.


      


      Vanessa opened her eyes wide. The force of the blow made her almost swing from where she hung. The immediate electric shock of pain was gone leaving a sensation of being burnt and Vanessa was gasping air through her nostrils as she tried to steady her breathing. What Michael and Sasha had subjected her to with the tawse was nothing compared with this!


      


      "Okay Emma, stroke her."


      


      Vanessa flinched as Emma delicately touched between her legs with one fingertip.


      


      "Doesn't that feel good?" coaxed Emma.


      


      Vanessa jerked against the leather cuffs as the cool fingertip touched her vulva and slowly stroked very lightly over the delicate folds of flesh.


      


      "Good, move out the way again."


      


      Vanessa closed her eyes bracing herself for the next blow but nothing happened...


      


      She was just beginning to think there wouldn't be another blow when it came. Hard, low, across both her soft, young buttocks. She tugged her arms frantically; she couldn't take anymore. She tried closing her legs but the metal bar kept her spread wide. She wanted to beg them to stop but the rubber ball filled her mouth, silencing her. Again she felt the delicate touch between her legs and this time the fingertip stroked very lightly over the tip of her clitoris.


      


      They waited for a full minute. Slowly the pain from the second blow subsided. The sensation left by the first was just a dull ache now. Emma had stepped back but the sensation of caress remained for Vanessa. Her pussy throbbed now with arousal.


      


      Then the third blow came. An electric shock worse than the last two. Pain, white hot, across her left shoulder. Please stop, Vanessa begged, but the only person who could hear her plaintive voice was herself.


      


      She was shaking with pain and fear as Emma resumed stroking her, using two fingertips now to delicately trap her swollen clit and gently but insistently rub it. Quickly the fear faded as her body became washed with the pleasurable feeling that came with the other girl masturbating her. Vanessa closed her eyes, her body washed with an intoxicating blend of pain and pleasure.


      


      "She's got a lovely big clit now Zara, I think she's ready."


      


      "Good. Keep her aroused, I'll get the things."


      


      Vanessa looked dreamily over her shoulder, her brain felt overloaded with the sensations pouring through her body. Her arms and leg muscles ached from being stretched. The feeling of the whip across her bare back was branded on her mind, the pain from the last blow still slowly subsiding. And then there was the ache between her legs as Emma toyed with her clit. Her pussy was soaking and she knew if the girl carried on much longer, she was going to come.


      


      "Of course," laughed Zara, "Michael will be furious when he sees I've marked his property, but there's no point in crying over spilt milk is there?"


      


      Both girls were kneeling at Vanessa's outstretched legs, Emma behind her and Zara in front. Vanessa looked down but Zara was resting her head close against Vanessa's stomach blocking her view of what she was doing. All Vanessa could feel was her clit being rubbed with something that faintly stung and then fingers were again stretching her erection and holding it firmly still. Something cold and needle sharp touched her there and Vanessa was sighing through the gag when they pierced her.


      


      "Hold her still Emma, I think she felt that. Let me get this ring through her. There... perfect."


      


      Vanessa was shaking uncontrollably as she realised what Zara had done to her. Her mind racing, her body twisting helplessly against the leather restraints, she felt a weight being clipped onto the metal ring and gurgling through the gag, tears pouring down her cheeks she looked imploringly at Zara who stepped back, smiling with approval at the sight before her.


      


      They watched her for five minutes and every minute was an eternal agony for Vanessa. She knew struggling was useless but she couldn't help herself. And the more she twisted and writhed the more the weight seemed to pull against her clit. Finally she gave up and hung from her arms, too dazed and exhausted to fight any more.


      


      Her eyes were closed when Zara picked up the whip. When the blow came, the lash snaked over Vanessa's thigh, its tip licking between her legs close to her pussy. Vanessa jerked with alarm, pain flooded through her, she felt herself fainting, her arms going slack. She couldn't take any more...


      


      The smell jolted her back into consciousness. Emma put the lid back on the little jar of smelling salts that she'd had ready, holding it at arm's length as she did so, it was so strong. Vanessa looked imploringly at her but she just smiled and then burning pain poured over her rump again making her jerk and twist against the leather cuffs that bound her wrists and ankles.


      


      "There's no escape Vanessa," said Zara from behind her, "this will go on until I'm bored. But then... well, then we can just try something else."


      


      Vanessa gazed up at her outstretched arms, her hands jammed against the leather wristcuffs. She shook her head with despair, unable to believe her fate. Her body was shiny with perspiration and aching all over. She hung her head and gazed down at her legs forced wide by the metal bar her ankles were strapped to. She glimpsed the shiny metal ring that pierced her clit and the tiny weight dangling from it. As she lifted her head to look imploringly at Zara, certain she couldn't take any more of this weird blend of punishment and pleasure, she was just in time to see the whip flashing towards her.


      


      FOUR


      


      The cold stone under her cheek brought Vanessa to her senses. She was lying face down on the floor and her arms were drawn behind her back. Trying to lift her head and look back over her shoulder was almost too much of an effort, every muscle in her pain racked body ached. Her hands, palms pressed together as if in prayer, were encased in a single leather sheath. She could feel the leather tightening as Emma drew together the laces which she then knotted in a bow at Vanessa's wrists where the leather ended.


      


      "Enjoy your little sleep, Vanessa?"


      


      Vanessa twisted her head at the sound of Zara's voice. The girl's riding boots were planted directly in front of her and the thin, rat-tail like end of the whip, slithered into view.


      


      "Don't worry darling, you haven't missed very much," Zara reassured her, ironically, "you just lie there whilst we get you dressed for dinner."


      


      As Zara was speaking, Emma continued tightening and fastening the leather belts of the turkey trusser they had put around Vanessa's arms. One long strap lay along her back and fastened to this were three belts and the glove. The first belt secured Vanessa's arms just between her shoulders and elbows. The second drew her forearms closely together. The third bound her wrists. The glove encased her hands and stifled their movement. At the top end the strap was fastened to a collar which was already buckled snugly around Vanessa's slender throat. Two larger leather collars were buckled high over her thighs and the other end of the strap was fastened to a belt which itself connected these two collars. Emma's finishing touch was to shorten this belt so that Vanessa would be able to take no more than mincing little steps.


      


      "Excellent work Emma, now roll her onto her back, I want to look at her clit."


      


      Vanessa grunted through the gag with discomfort as she was forced onto her back, her shoulders and wrists rubbing painfully against the stone.


      


      "We'll take the weight off for now and leave the ring. If we put her into a girdle Michael won't have any idea what we've done."


      


      Five minutes later Vanessa was led out of the dungeon. They had buckled her into a leather girdle and underneath it Vanessa was acutely aware of the little metal ring that now pressed snugly against her clitoris. Naked, apart from her high-heeled shoes and the leather belts that were tight about her arms, Vanessa shivered with nervous expectation.


      


      The cool corridors were dimly lit and an extreme contrast to the sudden warmth when she was led stumbling into a large hall flooded with candlelight.


      


      "So there you are, we were just talking about you," called out Zara's father. Vanessa just had time to glance around the room and see Michael and Sasha when Zara who was leading her by a leash fastened to the collar around her neck gave a short jerk, forcing her to stumble after her.


      


      She felt tears of relief and joy prick her eyes as Michael put down the tumbler of whisky he was holding and cross the broad polished floorboards of old oak to be next to her.


      


      "Well Vanessa, I've had a very pleasurable day so far, what about you? Is Zara looking after you properly?"


      


      Vanessa saw the man's glance flicker over her and she could read the amusement in his expression at her discomfort. When he idly touched the leather girdle between her legs Vanessa tried to communicate to him what Zara had done to her, but to her dismay the gag silenced her completely.


      


      "Emma's getting changed so that she can serve us dinner," said Zara, "and I thought that whilst we were enjoying dinner it would only be considerate to bring Vanessa up here, it can get rather cool down in the dungeon. We don't want you catching a chill do we?"


      


      Vanessa glanced around the watching faces as Zara stroked one hand down her chest until her fingers curved over her breast. Vanessa closed her eyes as Zara's long, red fingernails brushed and coaxed her nipple until it hardened.


      


      "Come along now Vanessa, let's have you by the fire whilst we all eat dinner, then you'll not get cold."


      


      Vanessa allowed herself to be led across to the fire where large pine logs crackled and burnt under the mischievous gaze of two impish gargoyles carved into the oak fireplace surround.


      


      "Stewart, put the roasting spit in place would you, there's a darling."


      


      Zara exchanged glances with her brother as her father coughed and muttered something in disapproval.


      


      "Don't look so reproving Papa, the poor girl will enjoy the warmth after the dungeon."


      


      "Michael, I trust you have no objections to my daughter's little indulgences? This girl is of course yours... not ours. But if you've no objection..."


      


      "None at all."


      


      "Okay then Vanessa, on your knees, there's a good girl."


      


      Vanessa did as Zara instructed and a moment later she was forced into a lying position. When she saw Stewart remove the roasting spit from its stands, and move the whole contraption out a few feet into the room she realized too late what Zara had planned.


      


      "Keep her still whilst I buckle the belts around the pole," Zara ordered.


      


      It took no more than ten minutes and there was nothing Vanessa could do to stop them. Michael and Sasha stood watching, Michael intrigued and Sasha plainly excited as Vanessa was fastened to the long steel pole by means of the three belts of the turkey trusser. When Stewart raised one end of the pole and Zara and Sasha the other, Vanessa felt herself lifted up and a moment later she was hanging face down in front of the fire.


      


      A quarter of an hour later Vanessa lifted her head weakly and gazed across the room. Her vision was partly obscured by the tangled mess of her hair. She could see them all though, sitting around the refectory table settling down to their starter of smoked salmon. This had been served to them by Emma, who was now dressed in a maid's outfit. The girl's appearance was smart but provocative, her little black skirt riding high up her thighs to reveal her rump as she bent to retrieve Stewart's dropped napkin. Almost absentmindedly, Stewart stroked the serving girl's exposed arse before she turned and settled the napkin back in his lap. Her white blouse was tight over her breasts and unbuttoned sufficiently to show her lacy bra. With a swing of her high heel and a glimpse of stocking, she moved down the table refilling wine glasses.


      


      Vanessa groaned through the gag but no one heard her. Surely they weren't going to leave her hanging like this all evening? She couldn't bear it much longer. The discomfort of being hung upside down, her arms drawn painfully behind her was bad enough, but the heat from the fire... she closed her eyes and felt herself drifting again.


      


      She was lying on a desert island, on a beach, her body tired from swimming. Now she could just lie face down in the sand and enjoy the warmth of the sun on her back...


      


      The sudden pain of having her head forcibly lifted by her hair brought her back to her senses. Emma was looking at her, her face wore a look of curiosity and satisfaction. In her other hand she was holding a large bottle of sunflower oil.


      


      "Time for your first basting. Mistress's orders."


      


      Vanessa flinched as the oil was poured liberally over her back. For a moment it felt almost cold but it quickly warmed. Vanessa could do nothing as Emma dribbled the oil liberally from her ankles up to her neck and then just for amusement she poured oil over Vanessa's hair forcing her to close her eyes as it ran through her hair then over her cheeks.


      


      "Now just relax while I make sure I've covered everywhere."


      


      Vanessa sighed to herself as the girl's hand began rubbing the oil evenly over her skin. She could feel Emma's fingers as they pushed along the edges of the leather belts. Then gliding with the oil, they moved over her ribs before kneading her breasts as they hung down, coaxing the nipples to full hardness before leaving them aching with need. Vanessa sighed through the gag as she felt Emma now devoting her attention to caressing her arse.


      


      "Pity I can't attend to your pussy but we have to keep this girdle on. Is this feeling good? Your skin's lovely and warm now. Much nicer here than in the dungeon, isn't it?" Emma bent over so she was whispering in Vanessa's ear. Vanessa could feel her fingers sifting through her oily hair.


      


      "Are we feeling thirsty yet?"


      


      Vanessa nodded urgently and Emma smiled.


      


      "This is pretty effective, isn't it?"


      


      Vanessa looked hopefully at the other girl as she toyed with the gag's pump.


      


      "Perhaps I should be kind, I imagine your jaws might be aching a bit by now."


      


      Vanessa felt the resistance of the ball of rubber in her mouth give fractionally. There was the faint hiss of escaping air and the sensation of her mouth being hopelessly filled by the device lessened a little.


      


      "Is that better?"


      


      "Mmmm... mmm..."


      


      "Maybe just a little more..."


      


      Vanessa felt the ball shrink again so that she could just fractionally lift her tongue.


      


      "Uhh... peese."


      


      The sound of footsteps made Emma turn around.


      


      "What do you think you're doing? You were ordered to baste her, nothing else!"


      


      Vanessa gazed up as Emma hung her head in shame as Zara glowered at her.


      


      "Papa, I think our little serving maid needs some discipline, what would you suggest?" asked Zara, gesturing to Emma to step aside so that she could inspect Vanessa.


      


      Vanessa looked imploringly at her, shaking her head as Zara curled her hand around the gag's pump.


      


      "Would you like me to leave the gag how it is, Vanessa?"


      


      Vanessa nodded enthusiastically.


      


      "Is that a yes?"


      


      "Yesh peese."


      


      "Naughty Emma has let a lot of air out of the gag, hasn't she? Okay, if I leave it like this do you promise not to make a sound?"


      


      Vanessa nodded again.


      


      "Answer me."


      


      "Yesh... uh... mish."


      


      Zara smiled apologetically and gave the pump a squeeze.


      


      "Nhh..."


      


      Vanessa, her eyes smarting, shook her head as the rubber ball in her mouth expanded again.


      


      "Now what would you like Emma to do, Papa?"


      


      "If there's one thing I can't tolerate it's disobedient servants. Come here girl and bend over the end of the table."


      


      Vanessa hung watching as Emma was made to bend over the end of the dining table. The old man then lifted her little skirt to reveal the delicate black panties, which he promptly pulled down over the girl's arse. Using the back of a formidably long wooden spoon he then administered a half a dozen sharp blows upon the soft mounds of exposed flesh.


      


      "Are you sorry now girl?" he demanded, his voice gruff and thick from desire.


      


      "Yes sir."


      


      "Well you don't sound very sorry to me yet. Stewart pass me that candle stick."


      


      "Please sir..." Emma protested.


      


      "Keep still now girl."


      


      "Stewart hold her arms still," Zara ordered, pushing the flat of one palm down on Emma's back to stop her from moving.


      


      Vanessa watched, as with the candle still alight, the old man held it over Emma's exposed rump. When the first wax was allowed to dribble onto her she gave a howl. Zara ordered her to be silent and when the next wax was dribbled onto her bare skin she only whimpered.


      


      "Hold it lower Papa, make it hotter for her, the bitch needs to be taught a good lesson," Zara insisted.


      


      More wax fell over the girl's rump and she cried out, struggling against the hands that held her down.


      


      "Pass me her panties," Zara ordered, and she promptly forced them into the protesting girl's mouth.


      


      "More wax Papa! She can howl all she wants now!"


      


      More wax was dripped onto the delicate skin of her arse then the old man decided that she'd suffered enough.


      


      "So let that be a lesson to you Emma," Zara warned, as she grasped the girl by her hair and pulled her off the table.


      


      "Now clear our starters and bring in the roast beef," the old man demanded as he settled back into his chair.


      


      Vanessa was drifting between consciousness and sleep. The waves from the sea that had been lapping gently over her calves and feet had now receded. For a while the cooling water had washed around her toes, then all she could feel was the hot, dry sand under her. It chafed between her toes, it burnt under her belly and it was in her hair. Someone was calling to her but when she squinted against the sun the beach stretched deserted as far as she could see.


      


      "Vanessa, can you hear me?"


      


      Vanessa opened her eyes and the dining hall came into view. It took a few moments for her to focus. Everyone was seated around the table apart from the old man who was carving a fore rib of beef and Zara who now stood over her appraising her condition. Vanessa felt oil being dribbled again over her skin.


      


      "You're beginning to look rather hot darling. Stewart give me a hand, I want to turn her around."


      


      Vanessa gazed at the flames now that her left side was facing the fire... and as she hung her head in despair, she felt more of the oil being dribbled over her skin.


      


      "What a state she looks!" laughed Stewart.


      


      "Let's go and eat, she's fine now for a while," Zara stroked her hand over Vanessa's back. Her skin glistened with oil, glowing as if she'd just emerged from a hot bath. The girl's touch was intensely stimulating to her sensitised skin and Vanessa groaned in pleasure as the fingers stroked over her buttocks, delved into the crease between them and trailed over her vulva. But then they stopped.


      


      Vanessa watched in despair as they left her and resumed their places at the table. To her dismay she found that she didn't care what was done to her, just so long as she wasn't left alone. She could catch fragments of the conversation, and though it was a torment to watch, it was hard to tear her gaze from the food and drink. By the time they had finished the main course Vanessa was almost oblivious to Emma dribbling more oil over her.


      


      "Vanessa can you hear me?"


      


      A sudden harsh smell jolted Vanessa's brain into gear and she groaned through the gag as Emma held the smelling salts under her nostrils.


      


      "Do you think she's had enough?"


      


      "Looks like it. Okay, let's get her down from there, I think she's ready for a drink."


      


      When they unhooked her from the spit and laid her on her back Vanessa managed to focus her vision. The cooler feel of the floor against her skin was a relief after the torment of being hung in air that felt so hot and dry.


      


      "Keep her hooked up to the pole; we can use it to carry her down to the dungeon."


      


      It was Zara giving the orders and Stewart and Emma who were assisting her. Vanessa could see Michael and Sasha standing watching and when Vanessa made eye contact with Michael she looked imploringly at him, but his only response was an apologetic smile.


      


      By the time they reached the dungeon Vanessa was fully conscious, but she was so weak from exhaustion that she just lay passively on the cool stone floor after all the leather belts that had been restraining her had been removed.


      


      "I think she's in urgent need of re-hydrating. Take the girdle off and get her into the leather chair for starters," Zara ordered, opening a black suitcase and glancing over the displayed array of highly polished surgical steel devices.


      


      Now completely naked, Vanessa was lifted by the arms by Stewart and dragged across the floor, her heels scraping on the stone until she was hauled up into the black leather chair.


      


      "So how is she?"


      


      Vanessa, hearing Michael's voice, lifted her head weakly. "She'll be fine. I'll look after her. Would you do me a favour please Michael, and keep Papa company?" Zara asked.


      


      Vanessa tried to call out to Michael but the gag completely silenced her and when she attempted to move, her weakened body was easily held still by Stewart. She looked hopefully in Michael's direction but his attention was now distracted by Zara, and already Emma was fastening the first leather strap around one of her arms.


      


      "What are you going to do with her now?" Michael asked.


      


      "I think she should just be allowed to rest in that chair for a few hours. I'm going to take the gag off for a while and give her some water, she needs it," announced Zara.


      


      Vanessa watched with dismay as Michael was then gently persuaded by Zara, an arm around his waist, to leave the dungeon.


      


      The chair was not from a dentist's surgery as Vanessa had first imagined. Though similar in basic design, the chair of a gynaecologist has a split lower section that is used to support a woman's parted legs, and now Vanessa's well spread legs were being tied firmly down over the padded leather by means of strong, broad belts. Vanessa watched as Emma and Stewart wrapped another belt around her left thigh then drew the belt under the leg support and buckled it as tightly as they could. Both Vanessa's legs were already secured in similar fashion by the ankles. There was nothing she could do to object. They had first secured her wrists to the arms of the chair and all she could manage was to cry out through the gag for Michael to help; but the over inflated ball gag reduced her would-be scream of protest to a murmur so faint that a bat would not have detected it.


      


      When Zara returned, closing the dungeon door behind her and locking it, her accomplices now had Vanessa strapped into the chair with eight belts. Her wrists and her biceps were belted, as were her ankles and thighs.


      


      "Excellent," smiled Zara, "Now, put a belt across her stomach and hips and make it tight."


      


      As the last restraint was buckled into place and she was rendered utterly helpless once again, Vanessa felt the treacherous excitement building inside her. Fear and expectation fought for supremacy. But she stared in disbelief when Zara showed her the first device she withdrew from the felt padding of the black case she had put on a small table beside the chair. Vanessa shook her head urgently, but Zara's only response was to then have her victim's upper body stilled by another long belt stretched tautly across her chest.


      


      "Bring the spotlight over, brother dearest, and let's have a proper look at her pussy."


      


      Vanessa flinched against the cold metal when it first touched her.


      


      "Labia major and minor. Easily encouraged to stay open for us by means of some judiciously placed little clips. Her clitoris seems to keeping a nice permanent erection thanks to the ring. Now let's just have a deeper inspection."


      


      "Can I touch her there?"


      


      "No, keep your grubby paws off her. Pass me the tweezers Emma, I think I've found what I'm after."


      


      Vanessa felt something very small and cold touching deep inside her, and then it felt as if cold metal fingers were firmly holding a part of her whilst something was insinuated into a tiny opening well inside her pussy.


      


      "There, finished. Excellent."


      


      Vanessa and Zara exchanged glances. Vanessa, confused and scared, pleaded with her eyes to the other girl to tell her what she had done. Zara for her part looked immensely smug and a sadistic smile flickered at the corner of her sensual mouth.


      


      "Wondering what I've done to you, darling Vanessa? It's easily removed, when I choose to. I've just fitted a little catheter plug on your urethra."


      


      "So what will it do? What will happen next?" Stewart demanded excitedly.


      


      Zara licked her lips with satisfaction and as she spoke she smiled triumphantly at Vanessa.


      


      "It will stop her peeing. And now I think it's time for poor Vanessa to have a nice long cool drink because after lying in front of fire for so long, she looks like she could really do with one."


      


      Vanessa could do nothing as the next phase of Zara's plan was put in motion. First, the chair was tilted right back. Then Emma connected a tube to a tap over an old stone basin and the other end of the tube was brought to the chair. Whilst Stewart held Vanessa's head still, Zara fitted an elasticated strap over Vanessa's forehead which drew her head back against the headrest.


      


      "Okay, let's remove her gag now."


      


      "Ughh, please, don't... please!"


      


      "But you have to drink darling, you're very dehydrated."


      


      "But don't... make... uhh..." Vanessa tried shaking her head as a broad belt was drawn across her mouth.


      


      "Give me a hand Stewart, I want the edges of the belt inside her mouth," said Zara.


      


      "Ugh... don't... nngh..."


      


      Zara was pressing her fingers and thumb into Vanessa's cheeks, forcing her jaws to open. Vanessa felt herself gagging as the leather was encouraged into her open mouth, then it was quickly drawn tight, and her teeth were now left ineffectually prized apart by the stout leather.


      


      "That's good, now belt it behind the headrest whilst I insert the tube through this hole."


      


      "Ugh... nngh... let me ugh..."


      


      Vanessa could hear her own muffled protest as she tried to speak against the belt that was across her mouth. She could feel the cold rubber of the tube in her mouth now, where Zara had insinuated it through a prepared hole in the belt.


      


      "I think we'll put another head strap on her for good measure, she seems determined to put up a struggle."


      


      "I like it when they struggle, look at her," drooled Stewart, "look how her tits are heaving. Christ I could fuck her now like this!"


      


      "Later dearest brother. Now then Vanessa, how does this feel?"


      


      Vanessa grunted her objection when Zara tightened the elasticated strap she had put over Vanessa's chin, effectively immobilizing her further.


      


      "Okay Emma, open the tap a couple of turns."


      


      The next thing Vanessa knew was that water was trickling down her throat and she was coughing, gulping and trying to scream to them to stop.


      


      "Just concentrate on swallowing Vanessa and you'll be fine. You need to drink the water, it's good for you."


      


      Vanessa saw Zara step back to admire her handiwork. She looked desperately from face to face but Zara, Emma and Stewart all seemed to be relishing what they were forcing her to endure.


      


      "Perhaps we can increase the flow a little, she seems to have got the hang of what to do."


      


      "Gugh... earn... nuhh..."


      


      "Look at her belly, look she's trying to twist her wrists out from under the belts. How long will it take sis' before she's had enough?"


      


      "A little while yet, but we've got plenty of time. There's always other things we can do, aren't there Emma?"


      


      "Definitely mistress."


      


      The two girls exchanged a knowing glance.


      


      "What? What shall we do to her next?" Stewart asked excitedly.


      


      "I think she's got enough to focus her attention on at the moment, but there are other possibilities," suggested Zara cryptically.


      


      "What like?"


      


      "Wait and see."


      


      "Cam... drink... uhh... more," grunted Vanessa.


      


      "Feel her belly."


      


      "Pretty bloated already."


      


      Vanessa looked imploringly at Zara as she bent over her, her fingertips stroking the beads of sweat from Vanessa's brow. Please, for God's sake stop the water! Vanessa begged in her mind and to her surprise as if understanding that her victim had reached her point of endurance, Zara ordered Emma to switch the tap off.


      


      "Is that it?" Stewart asked as with one hand he stroked over Vanessa's bloated stomach then moved his hand down until Vanessa felt his fingers touching her pussy.


      


      "I think we'll give her a little rest. Come over here brother, I've got something to show you." Zara led her brother across to a bench and opened a large drawer to reveal some of her toys, as she liked to call them.


      


      "Later on, if you're a very good boy, I might let you try out some of these on her."


      


      Vanessa couldn't see what Zara was showing her brother, and though she had been given a respite from the water, she knew that that was all it was. They would turn the tap back on when they were ready. She felt bloated now and the realization that she couldn't pee scared her. Surely Zara knew where to draw the line? If only Michael or even Sasha was here... at least then there was a chance her tormenters would show some measure of restraint.


      


      "Feeling better now Vanessa?"


      


      Vanessa focused on Zara who once again was standing beside the chair.


      


      "Peese... nugh... more..."


      


      "Switch the tap back on Emma."


      


      "Nugh!"


      


      Again the water was dribbling and then pouring quickly down her throat. It was all Vanessa could do to keep swallowing fast enough to prevent herself from choking.


      


      For perhaps five minutes, though for Vanessa it felt far longer, she was forced to drink and at the end she was squirming and twisting against the leather belts with all her strength. She desperately felt the need to pee but she couldn't, and soon the tears were rolling down her cheeks.


      


      "Okay, I think she's had enough, switch the water off Emma."


      


      Vanessa was scarcely aware of what happened next but eventually she felt the device removed from her urethra and then she felt the hot damp sensation of her pee matting her pussy hair and dribbling between her legs where it collected in a bucket that Zara had ready. When Vanessa had finished peeing and she was lying still strapped down she suddenly experienced a sharp tugging on her clitoris.


      


      "Wakey, wakey darling. Time for us to play another game," Zara had the little clit ring caught between her thumb and forefinger and she gave it another short sharp pull until tears of anguish pricked Vanessa's eyes.


      


      "Emma, remove the belt and tube from her mouth. Poor Stewart looks desperate with the need to come, so I think we need to look after him next."


      


      Vanessa lay strapped down into the chair gratefully gasping breath once the belt had been removed from her mouth.


      


      "So darling brother, are we aching a bit? Eager for a fuck, are we?"


      


      "Yes, God yes, shall we get the bitch out of the chair? Can I have her both ways like before, please sis' will you let me?"


      


      "Well, I was thinking, it's a pity to remove all these belts, I'd like to keep her like this for a while yet. We could try some other things out on her. Would you like that?"


      


      "Yes, but..."


      


      "But you're desperate for some relief? Well, perhaps Emma could assist you?"


      


      Vanessa saw the two girls exchange meaningful glances and she guessed that they were talking in some sort of conspiratorial code. Stewart though, Vanessa realised, hadn't the slightest suspicion. Whilst Vanessa's better nature made her contemplate warning him, the way he had treated her made her mind up: she would keep silent and let him walk unwittingly into the jaws of the trap that his sister was obviously planning for him.


      


      "Would you Emma?" Stewart asked eagerly.


      


      "I won't let you stick it in me but I'll give you a blow job if you ask me nicely," Emma answered.


      


      "Please, God, yes. Please Emma, do that for me."


      


      "All right, but no touching me. Come and stand over here against this post."


      


      Vanessa watched as Stewart was led to one of the wooden pillars that supported the ceiling and which Zara had had partly padded with velvet. The post, Vanessa noticed, also had several solid metal rings fastened to it but Stewart seemed oblivious to these as he allowed himself to be docilely encouraged to rest his back against it. For his willing obedience Emma rewarded him with a fleeting kiss on the lips before she unfastened the waist of his dinner jacket trousers and slowly pulled down his zip. Vanessa's attention was then distracted for a second by movement at the corner of her vision. Zara had quietly slipped behind the pillar and what she was holding made Vanessa smile to herself. What happened next happened very quickly, and with carefully synchronized precision from Zara and Emma.


      


      Emma caught hold of both of Stewart's wrists and pushed his arms fiercely backwards making him yelp in alarm. In a fraction of a second Zara had secured him with handcuffs. While Stewart tried ineffectually to pull free from the post the girls quickly drew a leather belt around his chest and with Zara tugging it as hard as she could, Emma pushed the metal buckle point into place with her thumb. Vanessa watched as the two girls then quickly restrained the youth's legs with more straps.


      


      "Let me go, damn you Zara!"


      


      "Come on now little brother, stop struggling, you're going to enjoy this."


      


      "Right then master Stewart, let me see how ready you are to play our little game," Emma grinned as she pulled down his trousers and boxer shorts and Vanessa saw his engorged cock spring into view.


      


      Now at a leisurely pace Zara and Emma fastened a belt in a figure of eight around Stewart's upper arms so that they were held snugly against the sides of the post.


      


      "You fucking bitch! Let me go!"


      


      "Stop swearing brother or I'll be obliged to gag you," Zara warned.


      


      "Emma, I'm ordering you to untie me!"


      


      "Emma darling," said Zara, "fetch me that pump up ball gag, I think my little brother's bad language is becoming unacceptable."


      


      Vanessa knew just what Stewart was experiencing as the two girls fitted the gag and Zara allowed Emma to pump it up until his objections became a muffled groan and then became altogether silent.


      


      "Let some of the air out Emma. It will be amusing to hear him once we've fitted the weights."


      


      Vanessa watched in fascination as Zara produced a leather cord and made a show of wrapping it around several of her fingers.


      


      Vanessa felt her breathing quickening. She watched Zara deftly bind the cord in a figure of eight around her brother's balls so that when she'd finished, they hung held apart and bulging dark purple.


      


      "How does that feeling darling Stewart? Now we just slip this leather halter around here... just so... and then Emma can clip on one of the weights."


      


      For a moment Vanessa's view was obscured by Emma's back, then when the girl stepped aside Vanessa could see that she'd clipped a weight to the halter around the cord bound balls, which now hung down, heavily swollen and bloated like ripe figs.


      


      "Let's leave him like that for a while... I've got something I want to try out on the girl. And he'll have built up a good head of steam for when we finally let him loose on her."


      


      "What are you going to do to me now?" Vanessa asked nervously as the two girls turned their attention back to her. Strangely, the knowledge that whatever lay in store in for her would be ended by the rampant Stewart being allowed to fuck her, calmed her fears and made her almost welcome whatever might come in between.


      


      "Relax darling, you'll enjoy it. After all you're fond of a little stimulating pain aren't you?"


      


      "Please Zara... I can't take any more..."


      


      "Well, you're just going to have to. Unless, that is, you think you can free yourself?"


      


      Vanessa looked hopelessly at the leather straps that had her secured to the chair. She had no choice but to accept whatever was done to her, and at last she relaxed and began to come to terms with the part of her that wanted to find out what else she could endure.


      


      "Okay Emma, blindfold her; it'll heighten her pleasure."


      


      Vanessa said nothing in objection as Emma wrapped a black silk scarf across her eyes and knotted it at the back of her head. She knew that if she protested they'd only gag her again and she couldn't bear the thought of that. A tiny sliver of light crept under the edge of the blindfold where it was drawn across her nose and Vanessa could just see her own breasts rising and falling in nervous excitement.


      


      "Now, we just need to wrap the copper end of the wire around the ring on her clit. Perfect."


      


      "What are you doing? Please, Zara, tell me..."


      


      "Best to start with the dial set very low."


      


      "Have you tried it out yet, Zara?"


      


      "Of course... on myself. But nowhere so delicate as where we've put it now. At the lowest setting it gives a very stimulating tingle. I couldn't take it at more than three though."


      


      "Please..."


      


      "Hush now darling; just lie still and enjoy the experience."


      


      "What about at the highest Zara, at five?"


      


      "I told you I couldn't take it at more than three, and then only for a few seconds."


      


      "Please Zara, don't..."


      


      "Be quiet Vanessa, it's time to start."


      


      Vanessa tensed, not knowing what to expect, and blindfolded the expectation was almost unbearable. Then suddenly, emanating from the ring fastened through her clitoris came a sensation like hot needles touching her, first at her pussy then in a second the feeling was flowing through her whole body.


      


      "Nugh! Uhh... no... stop, stop. God, please..."


      


      Vanessa shook her head frantically, her body twisting and jerking against the leather straps as the first ripple of electricity poured through her body.


      


      "Zara stop... nuh... can't... stand it... please..."


      


      "Look how it's making her clit hard."


      


      "And look how juicy her pussy is, it must be stimulating her."


      


      "Try it on number two."


      


      "Nooooh... stop it... god... uhh..."


      


      "Look at her arms and legs; Jesus she's sweating like she's in a sauna. What a picture... look how she's struggling against the belts."


      


      "Yes, I think a picture might be a good idea. I wonder if Michael has ever taken a picture of a submissive being given a taste of this? How are you feeling Vanessa?"


      


      "Can't take... anymore... stop it... uhhh..."


      


      "What about trying it on three?"


      


      "Maybe next time. I think she's had enough for now."


      


      Without warning the electricity stopped and Vanessa was left bathed in sweat, her wrists, arms and legs aching from where she'd fought against the restraints.


      


      "How are we feeling Vanessa?"


      


      "Please... don't switch it back on, please..." Vanessa cried and she began to sob uncontrollably.


      


      "I think we'll give her a rest. Now I wonder how Stewart is? How's my darling little brother feeling?"


      


      Vanessa gave a sigh of relief when she saw the two girls turn their attention back to their other victim. Her pussy still throbbed with a dull ache and her arms and legs felt jelly weak. She lay panting and dazed and desperately wishing that Michael would come and free her. It had been enough of a shock letting herself submit to what he demanded of her. Now though, Zara was taking her too far, too fast. She couldn't pretend that even the electricity hadn't been weirdly exciting, but she needed time to adjust. She gazed across the room; the two girls were standing either side of the boy. His face was a reflection of her own fear and his expression of suffering a mirror image to how she had been made to feel.


      


      Emma idly flicked with one fingertip the weight that hung from Stewart's trussed balls. The boy gurgled in protest, his chest straining against the restraining belt and his arms jerking ineffectually against the belt around them.


      


      "Are they feeling delicate now, brother?" Zara nodded to Emma who tapped the weight again and the boy gurgled more urgently.


      


      "We'll untie the girl and whip her, then I'll let my brother have her. He'll be like a mad bull once we free him and it'll be fun to watch him take her."


      


      Vanessa was too weak to resist as, with the belts removed, she was hauled from the chair and pushed to the floor. With Zara sitting astride her back and pinning her down, Emma fastened two wristcuffs around her and then clipped them together. She was then dragged to her feet and a moment later the cuffs were secured to a rope and pulley and her exhausted arms were drawn up above her head. Vanessa whimpered in discomfort, too shattered to voice any protest as her arms were stretched higher until her feet were struggling to keep a purchase on the stone floor. Her blindfold was removed and a hand slapped her cheeks repeatedly until she was forced to come to her senses.


      


      It was with utter dismay that she watched Zara circle her, the long leather whip trailing at her booted feet.


      


      "Well Vanessa, when I'm sat in Michael's studio posing nude, I'll remember this evening and the fun I've had with you in exchange. You have a very generous master. I hope you appreciate what a lucky submissive you are."


      


      Vanessa quickly, instinctively shut her eyes as she saw Zara flick the whip back and then the plaited leather struck hard across her waist and ribs, making her cry out in pain.


      


      "Refreshing, the pain of the whip, isn't it?"


      


      Zara strolled around to stand behind her, and still shaking from the experience of the first blow, Vanessa cried out as the whip fell stingingly across her back.


      


      "Stewart is aching to get his cock in your tight little pussy. Are you looking forward to that?"


      


      Again the whip cracked down on her skin, cutting a line of fire from her shoulder to waist.


      


      "Uhh..."


      


      "Perhaps you'd rather have him take you up the arse like before, you enjoyed that didn't you?"


      


      "Nuhh..."


      


      The whip burnt across her rump and she jerked her up-stretched arms ineffectually.


      


      "Okay Emma, let's bring her down and get her over the table for my darling brother."


      


      Vanessa had no strength left to offer any resistance as Zara made her bend over the edge of the table.


      


      "Hold your arms out for Emma to tie."


      


      Vanessa obeyed meekly, and her willing submission made Zara give a triumphant and scornful laugh. As Emma tied her wristcuffs to the far table legs with strong cord, Vanessa felt Zara stroking between her legs.


      


      "Enjoying the feel of the ring? I wonder if Michael will make you keep it on? You're so wet... You're desperate for a cock up you, aren't you?"


      


      Stewart was released from the post and his balls freed from the cord by Emma who he promptly slapped. His attention then fell upon Vanessa, her naked rear displayed for his view.


      


      "Leave Emma alone brother. It was my idea not hers. Look what I've got for you."


      


      "God sis', you're going to pay for what you did."


      


      "No I'm not, because you're not in charge around here and you know who gives the orders. You can vent your anger on her though. Her juicy little cunt is ready and waiting for you."


      


      Vanessa grunted as hands forced her thighs apart, but Zara had been right. She knew she was soaking in her own juices down there, and after all she had been put through, the thought of a fuck was somehow comforting.


      


      "Emma, fetch the leg spreader."


      


      "No need, the bitch has stopped objecting. She knows what's best for her."


      


      Vanessa felt hands drawing the globes of her arse apart and she tensed herself for what she knew would happen next.


      


      "Ooh..."


      


      Vanessa sighed as she felt the cock thrust urgently into her pussy and the effect was enough to push her over the edge of an orgasm that had been building over the last hour. Even as Stewart began urgently to fuck her, Vanessa already felt herself stirring towards another orgasm. She gazed dreamily ahead of her to see her arms outstretched, her wrists bound. And as her memory replayed the first time Michael had strapped her down and fucked her she felt herself come again.


      


      FIVE


      


      Vanessa sat on her bed leafing through a large portfolio folder of past sketches for Michael's paintings. She'd left her bedroom curtains open - there was no one to look in - she'd come to realise that she was truly in the middle of nowhere. In the weeks that she'd been at Scarra she had seen no one else apart from Michael and Sasha. Except of course for the day when she'd been taken to the castle and had suffered at the hands of Zara. This evening she would be meeting Zara again; Michael had arranged for the first sitting for her portrait and he'd told Vanessa that she was to be in the picture also. She had shot him a daggers look but when he'd asked if she objected she had kept quiet. It was that or a punishment and she'd quickly learnt that her time at Scarra was less unpleasant if she simply agreed to anything that Michael demanded of her.


      


      With her right hand Vanessa turned another page of the folder that she had propped up against her knees, which she'd drawn up towards her stomach. The next sketch, like the previous one, featured a young girl bound with ropes. With her left hand, as she scrutinised the drawing, Vanessa felt between her legs until she found the metal ring. Apart from short, bright red socks and a tight red Lycra tank top, she was naked and her skin still glowed warm from the bath she'd just enjoyed. Glancing down at her Lycra hugged breasts, she watched her nipples hardening in sympathy as she toyed with her clit ring.


      


      The expression the girl in the sketch wore was one of complete anguish. The ropes were heavy hemp that seemed to cut deeply into her flesh and appeared to have been bound excessively tightly. Her arms were tied behind her back and the ropes came over her chest dividing her breasts and constricting them. Her legs were bound at the thighs, calves and ankles; she was suspended upside down from one rope about her ankles, another from her arms, and a third which was secured to a collar about her throat.


      


      As Vanessa stared at the sketch she gently pulled on the metal ring and felt a pleasant twinge of pain in her clitoris. Her breathing quickening, she slid one finger into her pussy as far as she could manage. The girl in the sketch looked imploringly at her. She was gagged with a classic ball gag that protruded from her mouth which was forced unbearably wide. Vanessa withdrew her finger and rubbed at the tip of her clitoris, slowly at first then more urgently. A moment later she came and with a wave of contentment washing over her she closed her eyes.


      


      Her sexual appetite slaked for the present, Vanessa left her room and headed for the kitchen to satisfy her physical hunger. Michael had kept her on a rigid diet and had shown her a small gym where he encouraged her to work out. There was even a sunbed which he told her to use. Now, when she glimpsed herself in the mirror, Vanessa was surprised by the change in her appearance. Even allowing for the high heels she wore now as a matter of course and which helped to give a firmer appearance to her calf muscles, her legs looked slimmer and more toned than before. Her tan looked good and of course there were no bikini marks to spoil it. Even her breasts seemed more pert, and she wondered whether this was due to the excessive attention they'd received including the nipple clamping session. Perhaps it was just because Michael had made her pay attention to how she stood and walked. Sway your hips, stomach in, tits out, chin up. How many times had he said that to her? She could never have dreamt that her session working as a nude model for an artist would have turned out the way it had. Even though at times she couldn't bear what she was being forced to submit to, every time she had the chance to quit and leave she opted to stay. There was something she found addictive about being Michael's submissive model and the situations that she'd found herself put in were compellingly attractive. Though she hardly dare admit it to herself, she was enjoying every moment of her time at Scarra. At least that was how she felt now, her hands untied and her body not being subjected to any punishment. When she was tied up, tasting the pain as well as the pleasure of being submissive, then she wasn't so sure - though then, once she was bound, there was nothing she could do to make them stop...


      


      "So what have you been up to this afternoon?" Sasha asked when Vanessa walked into the kitchen, still in nothing more than her red socks and lycra tank top.


      


      "I went for a walk down to the beach and I've been looking at one of Michael's old sketch books."


      


      "Which one?"


      


      "Number four. Do you want some milk?"


      


      "No thanks. You know he wants you for this evening with Zara? You'd better not eat too much."


      


      "I know but I'm famished."


      


      "Number four? Is that the one with the Japanese rope torture studies? Michael did those a couple of years ago. The girl was French I seem to recall. Pretty thing, petite but with good tits and really long hair. Just what was needed."


      


      "She looked like she was in agony."


      


      "She was. Just like you'll be this evening."


      

    


    
      ***

    


    
      


      


      "Hands behind your back, Vanessa." Vanessa did as she was instructed and as Michael clipped her wristcuffs together with a short metal chain she glanced around the studio. It was all as normal, which in a way was oddly reassuring. Outside it was growing dark and the plate glass window was flecked with rain. Inside though, the heating was on high and Michael seemed in a good humour, so Vanessa felt as much at ease as she could ever feel at Scarra. She stood obediently still, feeling his hands touching hers as he secured her arms loosely behind her back.


      


      "You're looking good this evening, Vanessa."


      


      "Thank you, Michael."


      


      "You've settled into your work here very well."


      


      "Yes."


      


      Vanessa remained motionless as she felt a hand rest lightly over the soft thatch of hair between her legs. When she experienced a delicate pull on her clit ring she whimpered in mild protest but kept rigidly still and made no attempt to pull away.


      


      "This was very naughty of Zara... still, you seem to have taken to it rather well. Do you know you've been here nearly a month now? I've got some good work from you. I had a phone call from an American gentleman this morning. He saw a couple of my sketches of you on the Internet and he's commissioned a full painting. In oils. Guess which sketches he saw?"


      


      "I don't know."


      


      "I'll show you. Come over here."


      


      Vanessa obediently followed Michael and stood patiently beside him as he leafed through his current sketchbook. In one of the full-length wall mirrors she caught a reflection of the two of them. Michael, as usual, was dressed in black jeans and a fine black polo neck. Beside him stood a lithe girl who in her stiletto heels was nearly as tall. Her slim arms were restrained behind her back with black leather wristcuffs. Her long blonde hair was drawn back into a ponytail with an elasticated black hair scrunchy. A black PVC open cup bra pushed up her generous breasts into a taunting display of firm young flesh, and a black leather thong exaggerated her high hips and taut buttocks. The thong split at her crotch to reveal her vulva and to allow her clit ring to dangle freely.


      


      The girl was tanned to a deep cocoa, and where the light caught the curves of her body her smooth skin shimmered like burnished copper. "Remember this?"


      


      Vanessa stared at the sketch Michael had turned back to. How could she forget? The picture, a simple, black ink and charcoal sketch, showed Vanessa tied to a high backed chair. Her legs were lifted back off the floor, her arms were held behind the back of the chair and leather belts, tight across her body, restrained her. Vanessa felt her nipples begin to harden as she remembered that session. Michael had captured her expression perfectly. She was wearing the half mask that had the inflatable gag, her tearful eyes were pleading. From her distended nipples two weights dangled and it was easy for anyone looking at the picture to imagine the distress that she was in.


      


      The sound of female voices distracted them and a moment later Sasha and Zara entered the studio. Vanessa watched Zara discard her long trench coat to reveal a black latex corset and sheer black stockings. She smiled when she saw Vanessa watching her.


      


      "Hello Vanessa, how are we?"


      


      "I'm fine thank you Zara," Vanessa replied icily.


      


      "Now then you two, no tantrums Vanessa. Let's get to work shall we?" Michael suggested.


      


      "Relax Vanessa, Michael's in charge this time. You're quite safe," Zara laughed.


      


      "Okay, for the picture I want you on your hands and knees Vanessa. Zara is going to sit astride you and we'll have you haltered like a horse. I thought you'd appreciate the riding theme, Zara?"


      


      "Sounds great. Do I stay dressed like this though?"


      


      "Did you bring your riding boots and crop like I asked?"


      


      "Of course, they're in the Landrover."


      


      "Good. Sasha, be a darling and fetch them in would you?"


      


      "So I see you're still wearing my ring."


      


      "Keep your hands off me," warned Vanessa as Zara approached her.


      


      "Michael, your submissive is being very rude to me."


      


      "Vanessa, stop causing trouble or I'll have to beat you. Since that ring belongs to Zara the least you can do is to let her have a look at it if she wants."


      


      Vanessa stood reluctantly still as Zara circled her, licking her lips with satisfaction as she regarded Vanessa.


      


      "Now, let me just touch..." Zara whispered.


      


      Vanessa felt herself beginning to shake as Zara stood directly in front of her and with one hand fingered the ring that hung from her clitoris.


      


      "Nuhh..."


      


      "Keep still, baby. Let me feel."


      


      "Michael, please..."


      


      Vanessa glanced over her shoulder to Michael as Zara slowly pulled on the ring causing her clitoris to ache in response.


      


      "There's no trace on your skin now of the whipping I gave you is there?" Zara said, stroking her other hand down Vanessa's arm and regarding her critically.


      


      "Right then," Michael announced matter-of-factly, "I want you wearing this, Vanessa."


      


      Vanessa stared at the halter and bridle in disbelief. It seemed similar to a horse's except that the bit was a heavy rubber bar rather than a metal one and that the halter straps -instead of thin leather - were broad and lined with felt.


      


      Vanessa stood patiently still as Michael unclipped the chain from her wristcuffs. As he did so, Sasha returned with Zara's knee high riding boots and a short riding crop of hard leather.


      


      "Okay, now stand across there between the four rings."


      


      Vanessa glanced across to where Michael had indicated. Forming a square a few yards across were four steel rings each fastened to a metal plate screwed onto the polished floorboards. Vanessa also noticed that symmetrically aligned above were four large hooks riveted to metal plates bolted onto the ceiling.


      


      "Now down on your knees."


      


      Vanessa did as she was instructed, then Michael proceeded to fasten the bridle over her face, drawing tight the side straps over her cheeks and fastening a leather strap under her chin. "Open wide, honey," Zara coaxed, as she brandished the rubber bit provocatively before Vanessa who dutifully opened her mouth. The rubber bar kept her jaws quite widely parted but it wasn't too uncomfortable and Vanessa felt herself relaxing as she settled into her role.


      


      "Good, now stay like that whilst I put some ankle cuffs on you," Michael instructed.


      


      "Shall I put my boots on?" asked Zara. "Yes, but not with that PVC number, it doesn't look right. Sasha get your cut off jeans for Zara to borrow and your black leather bustier. Now then Vanessa, let's get you fastened to these rings. I've got some elasticated cords which I had cut to the right length just for this."


      


      Vanessa waited patiently, knelt on all fours, as Michael clipped an elasticated cord to each ring and then clipped the other end of each cord to the rings on her wrist and ankle cuffs. When she tried experimentally lifting one hand and pulling her arm back she felt the resistance of the cord increasing the more she pulled.


      


      "Those cords seem very effective, Michael," Zara commentated as she wriggled out of her corset. She was wearing nothing underneath, and now Vanessa felt a twinge of jealousy as Michael eyed her appreciatively. Zara's natural dark olive skin, Vanessa thought, looked even more attractive than her own tan. Admittedly she was taller than Zara but with her shiny dark hair, dark glinting eyes and flawless complexion, Zara was arrestingly striking. As if sensing what Vanessa was thinking and obviously aware that Michael was gazing lasciviously at her, she strolled across to where Vanessa was tethered.


      


      "She looks good, doesn't she?"


      


      "You both do," Michael conceded with a broad grin.


      


      "She's got much better tits than me though hasn't she?" Zara suggested, glancing down at her own breasts and casting Michael an upset little girl look.


      


      "Oh I don't know. Bigger perhaps, but I shouldn't say better."


      


      Vanessa stared at Zara as she strolled back towards Michael. She watched as Zara lightly put her hand on Michael's waist and gazed at him with undivided attention. She saw Michael's eyes drawn down the naked body that almost pressed against his. Zara's breasts, less endowed than Vanessa's, but nevertheless full and beautifully rounded with large dark areolas, just brushed Michael's chest and Vanessa had to bite down on the rubber bar in her mouth to stop herself growling in anger.


      


      "I'll want you to sit astride her, one hand on the reins, the other on your whip," Michael explained. "What I'll do is take some photos from which to work on the painting. If the photos are good we can enlarge them, you can keep some and so can I."


      


      "Okay, but with one proviso: we weight her clit ring. It'll make her buck like a bronco and you can get some really good photos then."


      


      "I don't know..."


      


      "Go on Michael, please, it'll be fun..."


      


      Vanessa saw Zara's hand, as she spoke, edge lower from Michael's waist.


      


      "If you agree Michael, I'd be very grateful. Very appreciative."


      


      As Zara spoke she gazed up with the hypnotic expression that pythons are said to use to still their prey before they crush them. Vanessa saw Michael hesitating, she saw Zara's fingertips whispering lower, brushing fleetingly over the man's jeans; then Vanessa's heart sank as she heard Michael agree to Zara's suggestion.


      


      "You'll not be disappointed with the results, I promise you," Zara replied silkily.


      


      "Perhaps Sasha could run a camcorder as well?" Michael suggested.


      


      "Michael, sish not fair... peesh don't," Vanessa protested, her words slurred by the chunky bar of rubber that kept her mouth forced open.


      


      "Be quiet darling," Zara told her, "you've got nothing to complain about. At least in the film you're going to get a starring part!"


      


      Vanessa had to wait whilst Michael set up a camcorder on a tripod and Zara pulled on Sasha's cut off jeans and then her riding boots. She looked approvingly at herself, heavily frayed, they were cut so high that part of her rump was provocatively revealed. Vanessa watched as Sasha then helped fasten a leather bustier around Zara.


      


      "The straps fasten behind the neck, you can have them tighter if you like?"


      


      "Yes, tighter," Zara cupped the leather that caressed her breasts as it was drawn up forcing her breasts to stand out even more proudly.


      


      "Comfortable?" Sasha asked.


      


      "Very snug," Zara caressed her breasts, smiling with satisfaction at her appearance whilst Sasha adjusted the strap then fastened it.


      


      "The weights are over here, come and choose," said Sasha.


      


      "Don't go away Vanessa darling, I'll be right back," Zara laughed.


      


      "We'll need more ropes as well," said Michael," to stop her lying down. We want the weight hanging, if she lies on the floor she won't feel it."


      


      Vanessa watched Michael selecting items he required, then he and the two girls returned to where she was kneeling in nervous expectation.


      


      "Okay, Sasha, I'll start filming. You and Zara finish getting her ready."


      


      "Now, keep still, there's a good girl," Zara taunted as she dangled a broad leather belt around Vanessa's waist. Vanessa remained obediently still, on all fours like a dog, but this wasn't what was wanted for the film so Zara began goading her to resist, moving the belt higher until it trapped her breasts. Immediately Vanessa wriggled and twisted in protest. Zara then tugged the belt hard with both hands, crushing her breasts; then with Vanessa struggling urgently she secured the buckle.


      


      "Nuhh... hurts..."


      


      "Fetch me another wide belt," Zara asked Sasha, tightening her hold around Vanessa's waist with her thighs as the girl under her began twisting frantically.


      


      "Now, let's get this around your trim little waist."


      


      "Nooh... don't... uhh..."


      


      Vanessa felt the leather closing around her stomach and subsided, accepting the inevitable, then watched with growing anxiety as Sasha handed Zara another belt, which they slipped around her left thigh. She tried pulling away but the elasticated cords kept tugging her back to the centre of the four rings which had her staked out... and whenever Zara wanted to exert more control over her she had only to allow more of her weight to settle over Vanessa's back. She grunted in objection as the belt around her thigh was fastened and then another was buckled around her right thigh. She could see that each belt had metal rings fastened to it and she knew with dismay that soon she was going to be completely helpless under a web of skilfully secured belts and ropes.


      


      "Look at her," Zara said as she stood over Vanessa looking disdainfully down at her, "so submissive. She's just crying out for discipline."


      


      Sasha, with a hooked pole, was fastening elasticated cords to each of the ceiling hooks. The cords hung down to within a few feet-of Vanessa's back but by stretching them she was able to clip one onto each of the belts around her thighs. Vanessa could feel the tension in the cords but her weight was enough to enable her to remain kneeling.


      


      "Enjoying yourself as much as I am?" Zara taunted, tugging down on another of the ceiling cords and threading it through a metal ring on the belt that was tight around Vanessa's chest. Vanessa grunted and twisted but Zara kept her still by squeezing her thighs more tightly around her waist, then she pulled on the end of the cord until it reached the ring on the belt that was around Vanessa's waist and clipped it into place.


      


      Astride her back Zara stroked her hand over Vanessa's rump as she took up her hold on the reins that lay over her mount's back.


      


      Sasha then produced a leather cord and standing astride Vanessa's head she began threading the leather cord around her ponytail and through her hair scrunchy. When Vanessa shook her head in objection Sasha pressed her thighs together, trapping Vanessa's head and forcing her to be still.


      


      "Nuh..."


      


      "Nearly finished. I think she's about ready to have the weight fitted," said Sasha.


      


      "Playtime Vanessa," Zara laughed, "you're going to enjoy this game."


      


      Zara dug in the pocket of the cut off jeans and for the camera's benefit showed the weight she had ready. When Vanessa glimpsed it she immediately began struggling. It was going to be too heavy, they were crazy, she wasn't going to let them...


      


      "Squeeze her with your thighs to keep her still," Sasha told Zara, taking the weight from the other girl and reaching between Vanessa's legs from behind her. Frantically Vanessa tried kicking backwards, but the elasticated cords hindered her and Sasha was too determined to be put off what she was doing.


      


      "Stop struggling Vanessa! Zara, give her a taste of your whip."


      


      Vanessa felt the riding crop slap down on her thigh but it didn't stop her fighting, if she could just stop Sasha clipping the weight to the ring...


      


      "Behave Vanessa, or you'll regret it," warned Zara.


      


      Vanessa ignored the threat and continued her fight but a moment later she experienced the disconcerting sensation of having her head forcibly drawn backwards, the rubber bar in her mouth pulling against the back of her jaws.


      


      "Uhh..."


      


      "Steady girl. There's a good little pony," Zara teased.


      


      "Now, got you!"


      


      Vanessa felt Sasha catch hold of her clit ring and tug it backwards and then she heard the faint click of the clasp on the weight closing; and she knew with dismay that the weight had been slipped into place.


      


      Vanessa saw Michael as he stood regarding the tableaux with evident satisfaction. Sasha was still caressing the weight in the palm of her hand, supporting it so that as yet Vanessa couldn't feel anything except a gentle pull on her clit from the ring.


      


      "Now remember Vanessa, you're on camera so don't disappoint us," Zara told her.


      


      Vanessa glanced over her shoulder at Sasha who smiled with obviously insincere apologies as she withdrew her palm from supporting the weight.


      


      Vanessa howled in anguish, thrashing her head and twisting her whole body in a mad effort to escape as the weight pulled down on her delicate young clitoris.


      


      "Oh yes... she's obviously upset about something," laughed Zara as Vanessa continued to buck and writhe under her.


      


      "Nnhh... let me guh..." Vanessa's objection was abruptly cut short by Zara jerking back firmly on the reins. Pain shot down her neck, stars exploding in her brain. For a moment she felt herself passing out. Her arms buckled under her and she slumped head first towards the floor. The next thing she felt was her head being jerked backwards again, this time by the leather cord knotted in her ponytail. The pain was excruciating and with tears smarting her eyes she looked urgently for Michael so that she could beg him to stop the game.


      


      "Easy girl," Zara gave a sharp pull on the right rein to bring Vanessa's head back around.


      


      "Nuh..."


      


      The pull was too much for Vanessa to resist and she gave way to the pressure of the rein.


      


      "Good girl."


      


      "Uhh... too... much... nuh..."


      


      "Something the matter, darling?"


      


      Without warning Zara flicked the end of her whip down so it caught the weight hanging from Vanessa's clit and the metal sphere danced wildly from the ring to which it was clipped.


      


      Vanessa bucked madly and for a moment felt Zara sliding from her back, but then the elasticated cords fastened to her wrists pulled her back down and Zara was still astride her. Her struggling served only to keep the weight jangling from her clit ring but she was frantic to free herself and she was too washed with pain to think clearly now though. The only thought in her mind was to escape the pain.


      


      She began pulling wildly against the cords, which would give tantalisingly, then as her strength ebbed they brought her back to where she started - on her hands and knees and helpless.


      


      "Can't take... anymore... uhh..."


      


      Exhausted, Vanessa tried to slump down but the belt around her thighs and waist prevented this. Sensing her struggling subsiding, Zara goaded her again with a sharp blow from her crop against her rump.


      


      "Nuhh... no... more..."


      


      Again the riding crop struck her arse and to encourage her to buck again Zara pulled on the reins, abruptly forcing Vanessa's head up and then back.


      


      "Nugh!"


      


      "That's it baby. Keep bucking. There's a good girl."


      


      Vanessa shook her head against the bit unable now to put up with the sensation anymore. She could feel Zara's thighs tighten their grip over her ribs as she struggled more urgently. The pain washing through her pussy from the weight dragging down on her clit was unbearable but there was no respite.


      


      "Excellent. I wonder if we should give her a break?" Michael suggested.


      


      "No, let me ride her till I've broken her in," said Zara.


      


      "Or she collapses!" laughed Sasha.


      


      Vanessa cried through the rubber bar in her mouth as she continued to struggle to free herself from the unbearable torment she was suffering.


      


      "I think she's had enough already."


      


      "She's trying to lie down again."


      


      "The cords will stop her."


      


      "Nuhh..."


      


      "There's no need for me to ride her; the cords have her where we want her."


      


      "Helpless and in agony!"


      


      "Please... guh..."


      


      Vanessa looked imploringly at Michael. Zara had dismounted from her and she stood on one side of Michael whilst Sasha stood on his other side. All three were regarding her with an air of complete satisfaction at her plight.


      


      "What a sight."


      


      "Does it give you a hard on? Don't you ever tire of watching your submissives in distress?" Zara asked.


      


      "No, not really. Look at her," said Michael, as he took another snap shot, "what a perfect picture."


      


      Vanessa was frantically trying to find respite from the pain caused by the weight dangling from her distended clitoris. She struggled to lie down but each time she nearly managed it the elasticated cords lifted her clear of the floor. The worst thing was the cord knotted into her hair, which goaded her continually and made her thrash her head in objection even though a part of her sensed that her efforts to free her hair were futile. Finally, exhausted by her struggling, Vanessa slumped, letting the cord around her waist take most of her weight. Her clit throbbed with pain but she was defeated. She gave up begging to be released and hung, murmuring plaintively in protest against the continuing torment that her pain washed body was receiving.


      


      "Excellent! Switch the camera off, Sasha," said Michael. He had shot off twenty-four colour photos and half a dozen black and white with his other camera. Zara had been right; weighting Vanessa's clit ring had added a good edge to the session. Her struggling had been very impressive and he knew that the film, once cut and edited if necessary, would sell well. He would enjoy making a leisurely painting from one of the photos and whilst his paintings sold for good money, his photos now provided him with his bread and butter income.


      


      "Can you hear me, Vanessa?"


      


      He knelt beside the exhausted young girl, her sweat soaked body hanging from the belts just off the floor. She lifted her head and through a matted tangle of blonde hair she focused on him. Her blue eyes were washed with pain and she was breathing in short sharp gasps.


      


      "Just keep still while we take these belts off," he told her, as he unclipped the cord that was fastened to the belt around her stomach.


      


      "Nhh..."


      


      "It's over now Vanessa. Relax."


      


      He unfastened the cord that was tied to her hair then unclipped the cords on her thighs belts. She lay on the floor, whimpering but unmoving as he then rolled her onto her back and unclipped the weight from her distended clitoris. He then removed the bit and bridle from her face.


      


      "She performed well, didn't she?" said Zara, looking down at where he crouched along side Vanessa.


      


      "Yes, you were both good."


      


      When he stood up Zara looked directly at him and he felt her hand settle on the waist of his jeans.


      


      "Are you feeling a little sticky in there? That's quite a bulge showing. Would you like to be relieved of the tight pressure in your pants, Michael?"


      


      "Yes, definitely. What do you suggest?"


      


      He was hoping that Zara would suggest that they fucked, he wanted her and she'd obviously guessed that. He glanced at Sasha but she showed no objection. She was good, always there, always willing and happy for him to fuck the models. Sasha had been with him for four years now and he couldn't have asked for a better partner.


      


      "Will you do whatever I ask now Michael?"


      


      "What did you have in mind?"


      


      "Would you like to fuck me?" Zara asked, freeing the first button on his jeans as she spoke.


      


      "Yes."


      


      "Right then, I'll let you have me but not straight away. You're far too aroused, you'll come too quickly and that would be a pity for us both. Fuck her first," Zara glanced down at Vanessa's prone body," then I'll get you hard again and we can have some fun."


      


      "Okay."


      


      Michael watched as Zara and Sasha lifted Vanessa by the arms and dragged her across to the bench. She looked helplessly at him as Zara stretched her right arm across the smooth wood and fastened her wrist cuff to the bulldog clip attached to the brass plate at the right corner of the bench.


      


      "Please... no more..."


      


      Sasha was already fastening her left arm, and although Vanessa shook her head in protest there was no attempt to pull free as they secured her. She was obviously too exhausted.


      


      He watched as Vanessa was bound to the bench by the two older girls, both obviously relishing what they were doing. He gazed at the young girl strapped down over the table, her pert arse displayed for him, her slim legs drawn widely apart by thigh belts that held her close against the table legs. He felt his cock straining in his jeans remembering how she'd felt last time he'd used her. How innocent she'd been then of what he'd planned for her! And how she'd twisted under him as he'd fucked her. How tight she'd felt with the expanded butt plug in her, making her sweet young pussy even tighter for him. He wouldn't have been surprised if she'd run home the next day, but no, she'd stayed. She wanted to experience more and he was happy to oblige...


      


      "Is she ready then?" he asked.


      


      "Ready and as keen as ever," Sasha laughed as she finished fastening Vanessa's ankle cuffs to the bench legs.


      


      He discarded his jeans and pants and stood directly behind Vanessa, allowing himself for a moment just to savour the feel of the smooth skin of her firm young arse under his hands. Zara was watching him, her dark eyes glinting with excitement and arousal. She was the randiest bitch he'd encountered and since they'd got to know each other they'd flirted continually. She was obviously jealous of Sasha and he could imagine her being a great assistant for him as well as a great partner. The problem though was that she'd never take orders; she was always determined to be in command.


      


      "She's all yours, Michael," Zara encouraged.


      


      With his hands on her hips he could feel Vanessa trembling. He positioned the head of his cock against the soft pink folds of her vulva. Vanessa began whimpering, her arms pulling against the wristcuffs as he slid the tip of his shaft into her pussy. Despite all her protests she was so hot, slick and eager he knew he'd come very quickly but it didn't matter... after her he would get Zara. He pushed the whole length of his cock into her, feeling her body contract under him then shudder as he withdrew almost completely before thrusting again into her.


      


      Underneath him he felt the girl's muscles tightening, her arse squeezing, she was panting urgently and even before he came his cock was being bathed in the juices from her own orgasm. A second later, ramming his cock deeply into her one last time he came, closing his eyes for a moment as a wave of satisfaction washed over him.


      


      "Pull it out Michael, let's have a look at you."


      


      Zara was watching him. She looked hungrily at him and he smiled remembering that screwing Vanessa was just the beginning of the next round of pleasure.


      


      He withdrew his cock from the prone girl's body making her sigh and he stood, feet apart waiting for Zara to make the next move.


      


      "Okay Michael, now to get you nice and hard again. Are you imagining I'm going to touch you now? Wrong. You're just going to watch what I do and watching will be enough to make you hard. I want you to be comfortable whilst you watch though, so pull up a chair. Sasha, you can watch too, you can even sit with Michael. Or if you really want to you can sit on his lap. You'd probably like that, wouldn't you?"


      


      They did as Zara suggested, Sasha's short PVC skirt was cool and sticky against Michael's bare thighs; and slipping his hand underneath her T-shirt he found her bare breast and she murmured appreciatively as he touched her there. They both watched in silence as Zara circled the bench on which Vanessa was strapped down.


      


      "You enjoyed that Vanessa, didn't you? That was just what you wanted wasn't it? Cock filling your little pussy right up and you're a happy little girl, aren't you?"


      


      Zara lifted Vanessa's head by clasping a handful of her tousled blonde hair. Michael watched as her head was lifted, her neck tilted back, her mouth was open and she was mouthing the word 'No'. Sasha's nipple was between two of his fingertips and pressing them together he felt her squirm in his lap.


      


      "So would you like to feel that again? Would you like it if the cock was longer than Michael's though? Thicker? Harder? You'd like that, wouldn't you?" Zara asked, bending until her face was level with Vanessa's. Michael watched, mesmerised, as Zara glanced at him; then turning her attention back to Vanessa and keeping a firm hold of her hair she kissed her.


      


      "Time for Zara to fuck you now sweetheart."


      


      As Zara released her hold on her subject Michael released the pressure he was exerting on Sasha's nipple. She wriggled a little in his lap as they watched Zara walk across to the chest of drawers where he kept the various accessories for his studio sessions. He wasn't surprised with what she was holding when she walked back towards the bench. He had bought the strap-on dildo only last year for a session. Sasha had worn it and used it on a model he'd recruited last summer. Now he watched as Zara dangled it menacingly before Vanessa. Nine inches of shiny back latex with a girth that approximated more to a cucumber than a penis. No wonder Vanessa was looking at it in disbelief.


      


      "Hungry for a taste of more cock, darling?"


      


      "No... please..."


      


      "Now don't tell fibs, we all know you want it."


      


      "Zara, please don't..."


      


      Michael watched as Zara calmly used the flat of one hand over the small of her back to still Vanessa's trembling body, as with the fingers of her other hand she opened up the girl's sex.


      


      "Now, tell me how good this feels..."


      


      Michael saw the black dildo plunge between the buttocks of the tethered young girl.


      


      "Uhh..."


      


      "Feels good, doesn't it? But that's only half of it darling, ready to take it all now?"


      


      Zara didn't wait for an answer but drew her pelvis back, held the girl under her with both hands on her hips and then thrust her own hips forwards. Vanessa gave a choked cry of pain and managed to scream once before Zara reached out and clapped her hand over her mouth. Michael watched spellbound as she then swung her hips slowly backwards then thrust them quickly forwards.


      


      "No... too... ugh..."


      


      Vanessa had thrashed her head and had broken free from Zara's hand over her mouth. Michael watched Zara make three more thrusts and each time, though she tried to smother her captive's mouth with her hands, Vanessa struggled free long enough to give an anguished scream.


      


      "Pity you're determined to make such a fuss."


      


      Zara withdrew the dildo and walked back across the wardrobe. Michael swallowed a lump in his throat as he saw her snatch up the inflatable ball gag.


      


      "Please Michael, make her stop, please!"


      


      "I don't think you want to stop the fun just yet, do you Michael?"


      


      Sasha slid off his lap and glanced down at his cock which was now erect and glistening with moisture that seeped from the tip of the engorged head.


      


      "Michael, don't let... uhh..."


      


      "Hush now, little girl," Zara whispered, prising Vanessa's jaw open with one hand and impatiently forcing the soft rubber ball into her mouth as she gurgled in protest.


      


      "Nhh..."


      


      Zara's slender skilful fingers quickly fastened the straps over Vanessa's head, then her hand was furled around the pump and she gave it a few quick squeezes.


      


      "Nnhh..."


      


      Vanessa's protest was now heavily muffled. Zara gave a few more squeezes on the pump and although Vanessa shook her head urgently she was completely silenced.


      


      Michael watched, his cock now achingly hard as Zara took up her position between the girl's spread legs. This time she positioned the head of the dildo against the crater of the bound girl's anus and as she pushed he could see Vanessa's arms and legs twisting and straining against the cuffs that held her outstretched.


      


      SIX


      


      The water was freezing but Zara was unconcerned. The sky was clear of clouds for a change and the sun was bright. The urge to swim was too strong to be resisted. She had discovered the pool on a sortie to the beach the previous summer and had tested its depth before she tried diving from the glistening rocks that were studded with mussels and slick with seaweed.


      


      When she broke the surface and looked about her the only spectators were a pair of seals that had been basking on the rocks a hundred yards away and Emma, who had accompanied her to the beach. The seals had seen the slim naked girl swim there before and were almost nonchalant about her presence but now they decided to leave and so they bellied down the rocks, slipped into the greeny blue water and a moment later they were gone from sight.


      


      Zara swam across the pool to the rocks on the far side and then hauled herself up out of the water. Far out to sea she could see several of the many uninhabited islands that were strung out along the coast like a necklace of green beads, and no more than a speck on the horizon she glimpsed a container ship beginning its long journey across the Atlantic. She dragged her fingers through her soaked hair, clearing it from her face and felt a light breeze, cool against her damp nipples that stood proudly erect. Looking behind her she saw Emma walking barefoot along the high water mark idly scouring the flotsam and jetsam. Her short blonde hair contrasted with her lightly tanned back and she was naked except for a crimson thong.


      


      It took Zara ten minutes to reach the other girl. Walking across the sand with the midday sun high overhead her bare skin quickly dried and although it wasn't as hot as the Mediterranean where she'd often sunbathed naked on holiday, it was warm enough to make being naked pleasant.


      


      "Good swim?"


      


      "Yes. Found anything exciting?"


      


      "Not this time."


      


      "Doesn't it feel good to be out in the sun?" Zara said. She had been brought up in Scotland, her father's home, but her mother was Spanish and every year she took holidays at her home in Andalusia. Her parents were amicably separated. As she spoke she stepped closer to Emma and brushed her hand over the swell of her generous breast.


      


      "You know that tomorrow Michael wants to make another film for some Italian client of his? He made one with him, Sasha and Vanessa. Now he wants us to be in his next film."


      


      "A porn film?" Emma asked.


      


      "Michael wouldn't call it that, he thinks of it as art, but I'd call it porn. I can't wait. He's asked to shoot it up at the castle. It's to be a scene from a girl's school. He's asked father if he can use one of the big bedrooms, it's supposed to be set in a girl's dormitory. You, me, Sasha and Vanessa are going to be schoolgirls."


      


      "So what's the plot?"


      


      "The three of us jump on Vanessa when she's asleep and we tie her up and torture her. Sounds great to me," Zara smiled as she withdrew her finger from Emma's pussy and offered it to her to suck on.


      


      "No..." Emma shook her head.


      


      "Suck it, that's an order."


      


      As always Emma obeyed her and as Zara enjoyed the delicious sensation of having her finger pulled deeper into the other girl's mouth she reflected on the possibilities afforded by the making of the Michael's little porn flick.


      


      "Now, down on your knees Emma."


      


      Without questioning, Emma did as she was instructed, Zara standing directly in front of her, her hands resting on her shoulders.


      


      "Now lick me."


      


      A moment later Emma was teasing her clit with the tip of her tongue. Zara cupped the back of her head, fingers buried iFfla:n her hair and held her firmly to her aching pussy. When she felt herself close to orgasm she drew Emma's head back. Waiting always proved more satisfying.


      


      "That's enough..." Zara sighed, pushing Emma away.


      


      The two girls stared at each other, each mirroring the other's expression. Zara's own breathing was ragged and she gazed hungrily at the girl before her. Her firm, rounded breasts called out to be squeezed: the dark thatch of glistening hair between her parted legs invited attention: the pinkness of her clit, wet and distended; teased. In short, Zara decided, Emma was begging to be fucked. She would take her back to the castle and take her to her bedroom. Afterwards she'd have


      


      Emma bathe her and then she would dismiss her and spend some time alone with a bottle of chilled vintage Champagne.


      


      She would then go to bed dreaming of all the things she could do to Vanessa the next day.


      

    


    
      ***

    


    
      


      


      Vanessa lay naked and stretched out, face down on a sun lounger on the terrace that faced out towards the coast. The sea was flat calm and merged with a tranquil, cloudless sky. Michael had given her a day off. The sun was hot against her bare skin, and after Michael had rubbed sun tan oil over her from her ankles up to her shoulders and hadn't missed an inch of her skin, she'd quickly forgiven him the torment he'd put her through with Zara the other day. The agony of being ridden by Zara didn't seem so bad now and she told herself she'd been childish to have even contemplated packing up and heading home. That had just been in the heat of the moment when she'd felt that they had pushed her beyond the limit of her endurance. But she had to admit that the orgasm she had experienced when Zara had penetrated her with the dildo surpassed anything she had experienced to date. With the sensation of Michael running his hands up the inside of her thighs as he'd smoothed sun tan oil over her still fresh in her mind, she closed her eyes and drifted into sleep.


      


      Sasha looked at herself critically in her full-length mirror. It was her twenty sixth birthday and she was wondering if she looked as desirable as she had when Michael had first met her. Perhaps she was just getting paranoid over having to deal with the recent string of young models Michael had been working with? Perhaps she was just imagining it, but he seemed particularly fond of his latest acquisition.


      


      She had to admit though; Vanessa had a lot to offer. A mane of wild, strawberry blonde hair, deep blue eyes, high cheekbones and generous bow shaped lips. Long, slim legs, a taut stomach, full well-rounded breasts with large, pert, dark nipples. And obviously what pleased Michael so much about Vanessa was the way she struggled so obligingly when she was tied down but always stayed on for more of the same. Like a red rag to a bull, there was nothing guaranteed to excite men more than watching a helpless young girl struggling desperately to free herself from a net of leather straps that were fastened mercilessly tight around her delicate young limbs. And with her long skinny legs, tight young arse and wide innocent eyes, Vanessa managed to look like every man's dream of the helpless teenage girl.


      


      Sasha turned sideways and looked over her shoulder at her reflection. She had kept her thirty-six, twenty-eight, thirty-six figure. Her dark hair cascaded over her breasts. Her C-cup breasts; still firm and full. Yes, she was still utterly desirable, she told herself.


      


      Five minutes later she was still standing in front of the mirror as she brushed her hair. Now though she was not naked. Tight, shiny black PVC trousers hugged her from her waist down to her ankles. The trousers were cut low at the waist, almost into a V at the front, so that her pierced belly button was well exposed. She had no pants on and the PVC against her skin made her feel randy already. She had put on her leather bustier, which served to lift and accentuate the fullness of her breasts. Deep purple lipstick and nail varnish completed her attire along with stilettos, a generous dash of Chanel and some diamond studs in her ears and a matching one for her belly button. A knock at the bedroom door made her turn and she smiled when Michael entered.


      


      "You're looking good. I came to tell you that dinner is ready."


      


      "Fantastic. Perfect timing. Is Vanessa joining us for dinner, Michael?"


      


      "Certainly not. I've prepared us a special dinner for two and I've told her we don't want to be disturbed."


      


      "Does she have any idea what's planned for her tomorrow up at the castle?"


      


      "The film? No, I thought I'd keep that a surprise for her. After last time I don't somehow think that she'll be very keen on making a return visit to the castle."


      

    


    
      ***

    


    
      


      


      Michael waited patiently outside the bedroom door until he heard the sound of the shower being switched on. He turned the door handle as quietly as he could manage, then he and Sasha slipped into Vanessa's room.


      


      The door to the bathroom was wide open and they cautiously edged around the room remaining out of view from the shower until they were stood with their backs against the wall close to the bathroom door. When Vanessa emerged, wet and naked, she was completely unprepared for what lay in store.


      


      Michael sprang from one side of the doorframe, caught Vanessa's arm with one hand and then her wrist with his other. At the same time Sasha pounced from the opposite side and grabbed Vanessa's other arm. They propelled her across the room and pushed her face down onto the bed before she'd even had time to take in what was happening. Whilst Michael held her arms behind her back Sasha quickly fastened wristcuffs around her then clipped them together.


      


      "Let me go! You bastards!"


      


      Holding her thrashing body down under him, her skin warm and damp from the shower, her hair wet and her eyes wild, Michael felt his cock quickly spring to life.


      


      "Sit astride her, Sasha."


      


      He watched Vanessa struggling as she remained pinned down on the bed by Sasha sitting astride her back. With one hand he cupped Vanessa's chin and lifted her head back a little. She glared at him, hissing through her clenched teeth.


      


      "Guess what we've got in store for you today, Vanessa? Zara is so looking forward to having you to play with again."


      


      He knew her well enough by now to know that although she would struggle to the very end of her strength, she would at the same time be thoroughly aroused despite herself. He watched her delightful body buck and squirm ineffectually under Sasha.


      


      "What a picture," he said as he began removing his jeans and then his pants. There was plenty of time before they needed to be at the castle. Plenty of time to enjoy her like this...


      


      He moved to stand behind Sasha and watch Vanessa's legs thrash around. Her buttocks were so round and so firm, he longed to see them ripple again under punishment and hear her whimper. As the long thighs scissored and kicked they afforded him glimpses of her blonde fleece, nestling just under the buttocks, at the secret place where the tanned and muscular legs joined.


      


      "Turn round Sasha, and pull her arms up," he ordered.


      


      Sasha obeyed immediately, twisting so that she faced down Vanessa's body, her knees clamped either side of her victim's head, then she hauled on the wrists so that the girl had to lift her haunches to lessen the strain on her shoulders and present herself temptingly to Michael's erection. He knelt on the edge of the bed and reached forward to slip a finger between the dusky sex-lips. They parted as easily as he had known they would and the finger slid into the warm moisture of her vagina.


      


      "Oh Vanessa," he chuckled, "you really can't get enough can you?"


      


      He took a good bracing grip on her hips with one hand, grasped his shaft with the other and thrust his own hips forwards, the head of his erection eased into her with no more obstruction than his finger had and he felt her contract around him so deliciously tightly.


      


      Beneath Sasha's thighs the muffled protests faded into a gurgling moan as he filled her and then settled into a steady rhythm of push and withdrawal.


      


      "Can you hear me Vanessa?" he leaned down over her back to address the tangled mat of blonde hair trapped between Sasha's thighs.


      


      "Uhh..."


      


      "I'll take that as a yes. When I've finished fucking you, I'm afraid we're going to chloroform you again to take you over to the castle. We've got a surprise for you and I don't want anything to spoil it."


      


      Suddenly Vanessa's body began to heave and twist under him even while her sex clenched and began to spasm. Michael rode her writhings to his own climax while he looked forward to the entertainment she was going to provide them with.


      


      "Give me the scarves, Sasha," he said, once his own spasms had ceased and he sat back, sated for the moment.


      


      Sasha climbed off and Michael held Vanessa down, although her orgasm seemed to have rendered her amenable to whatever they wanted to do with her and she lay, sprawled out invitingly under him. Half-heartedly she tried twisting her head away at first but it was easy to hold her still with one hand as with the other he fed one silk scarf into her mouth.


      


      "Good girl. No, you mustn't try to spit it out."


      


      He rolled the other scarf and drew it across her mouth then tied the two ends at her nape. Then teasing two pieces of moist cotton wool from the ball, each the size of his thumb and gripping Vanessa's hair with one hand he drew her head back. She was whimpering now as he inserted the cotton wool into her nostrils.


      


      He released his hold on her hair and leant back to observe how the chloroformed cotton wool in her nostrils would affect her.


      


      "Uhh..."


      


      With what was obviously a supreme effort Vanessa managed to draw one arm towards her face but before she could try to pull the gag from her mouth her strength ebbed and she lay sighing, her body passive on the bed.


      


      "Getting sleepy are we?"


      


      "Uhh..."


      


      "Can you hear me?"


      


      "Mmhh..."


      


      Michael smiled with satisfaction, as she remained docile, offering no resistance as he spread her legs even wider. He felt between the lips of her sex and dipped his fingers into the mixture of sperm and juices which was seeping out of her before using it to smear around the puckered crater of her anus, then he speared two fingers into her and moved them in and out until they were sliding quite easily. He had hardened again and now moved to lodge the head of his gleaming shaft against the tight little entrance.


      


      She gave a plaintive murmur as with a determined thrust he penetrated her. As he withdrew his cock almost completely, she lifted her head weakly. When he rammed his tool back into her she grunted through the gag but her body offered no resistance.


      


      "Doesn't that feel good? Do you like that Vanessa?"


      


      "Mmm..."


      


      Vanessa grunted through the gag as he pushed into her. He felt her trying to move her slim body under his weight but she was pinned to the bed, the head of his shaft impaling her arse and even as she wriggled he watched his cock sliding deeper into her. She had no strength in her muscles to offer any resistance and lay whimpering and moaning as he drew back then pushed into her again.


      


      When Vanessa woke she was lying face down in bed, a cotton sheet drawn up over her and her first thought was that she had only dreamt what had happened to her. Then she realised that she was not in her room at Scarra but that she was somewhere else.


      


      The room was large, the walls painted starkly white and the bed that she was in a narrow single bed with a plain headboard of lattice woodwork. The first things that Vanessa took in were that her long hair had been tied back into a ponytail and that she was wearing underwear and that the bed was ringed by three people.


      


      "And action!"


      

    

  


  
    
      Vanessa recognised the voice as Michael's. The next thing she knew was that someone had climbed astride her back and was pinning her down as hands clasped around her wrists. A second later someone began to gag her.


      


      "Nnngh... let... me... uhh..."


      


      A pair of delicate girl's briefs was forced into her mouth and then another and another until her mouth was filled and her jaws forced wide. Soft yet determined girls' hands were everywhere; pinning her wrists, clasping her jaws, smothering her mouth.


      


      "Go on Vanessa, struggle all you want, it won't do you any good."


      


      Another pair of hands was fastening her right wrist to the bed head with thin rope that cut painfully into her skin.


      


      "Tie the rope tight so that if she pulls against it she'll hurt herself."


      


      They were fastening her left wrist now and Zara was laughing. She struggled and fought to the end of her endurance but eventually ran out of strength to offer much resistance as a scarf was used to complete her gag and the sheet that covered her was dragged off.


      


      The castle bedroom had been decorated to give the appearance of a girl's dormitory. Tennis rackets, schoolbooks, a row of single beds, satchels, all added to the atmosphere.


      


      Michael had one camera running continuously from a fixed tripod position and he had another hand held video camcorder, which he now had focused close up on Vanessa's face to show her alarmed expression as Zara tormented her.


      


      "Right, get her clothes off," she ordered.


      


      Vanessa tried kicking out with her legs as the skimpy white briefs they had put on her were now, for the benefit of the camera, dragged off her as she struggled. Emma then sprang from astride her back and with a pair of long scissors cut away the white vest that they had put on her whilst she'd been unconscious. Held to the bed by the ropes around her wrists Vanessa was then left for a moment to contemplate her fate whilst the three 'sixth formers' looked with satisfaction at their victim.


      


      Zara stood looking down gleefully as Vanessa gazed fearfully up at her. She was wearing a crisp white cotton shirt tucked in at her trim waist to a navy blue skirt that came to just above her knees. Her long sable hair was plaited into a ponytail, which was bound with a school tie. Her sensual lips were glossed with dark red that matched the varnish on her menacingly long fingernails. She had on dark stockings and high heels and under the white cotton shirt a black lacy bra was provocatively discernible.


      


      Emma had her short blonde hair tied with blue ribbons in two pigtails. Her white blouse was too small, the shirt ends were knotted above her exposed stomach and the cotton was tightly drawn over her generous breasts which were held proudly jutting by a half cup bra which left her nipples exposed to press against the shirt. Her navy blue pleated skirt finished only half way down her firm thighs and her legs were bare apart from white ankle socks.


      


      Sasha had on a long sleeved white silk shirt that hung loosely over her curvaceous body. The shirt was unbuttoned more than half way and she was wearing no bra so Vanessa could clearly see her full breasts that the gossamer material of the shirt caressed but failed to keep covered. The tails of the silk shirt trailed over her arse and she wore no skirt. Her white lace briefs were no more than a spider's web tracery of lace, a tiny triangle covered her the thatch of her pussy hair, the lace then plunging as a cord between the firm curves of her arse. About her waist was a black lace suspender belt and clipped to this; black, fishnet stockings.


      


      "As Headgirl it falls to me to punish you." Sasha stood at the side of the bed idly toying with a hairbrush as she spoke. "The Headmaster has already punished you once and you're still behaving badly. Well, naughty girls have to be disciplined, so now as Headgirl I'm going to persuade you to be a good girl from now on. Your punishment will continue until you tell me that you don't want to be a bad girl anymore. Is that understood?"


      


      "Uhh..." Vanessa shook her head, protesting through the gag as Sasha glanced at the hairbrush she held, then used it to brush her own silky chestnut hair.


      


      "Girls, hold her ankles."


      


      Vanessa felt two pairs of hands firmly clasp her ankles. Sasha stopped brushing her hair and looked thoughtfully at the brush itself, then with one fingertip she felt the bristles of the brush as if testing the blade of a knife.


      


      "Remember, this punishment will continue until you tell me that you're going to mend your ways."


      


      Vanessa shook her hair in despair: of course gagged as she was how could she tell Sasha that she was sorry for being a bad girl? Her punishment would obviously go on for as long as it pleased them and there was nothing she could do to stop it.


      


      Her thoughts were abruptly ended when she felt the hairbrush smack down hard over her rump and she howled through the gag, the sudden pain making her eyes smart. Again the brush hit home; its hundreds of bristles like needles pricking her soft skin. Vanessa bucked so hard at the swarm of hot stinging impacts that she almost dislodged the hands holding her legs down.


      


      "Keep her legs at full stretch girls," Sasha admonished her helpers.


      


      Vanessa felt her let the brush rest on the small of her back then slowly stroke over her bruised rump, down it glided, smoothly along one thigh then cruising back upwards over the other until it was again hovering over her arse. Even used that gently the bristles scraped at her skin, and when they trailed over the sites of the two smacks Vanessa felt as if her skin was being torn off. Again she wriggled and struggled madly.


      


      "Such a bad girl."


      


      "Nnuhh!"


      


      The blow was harder than the previous two and already her bottom felt acutely tender. Bright starbursts of agony exploded behind Vanessa's eyelids and she tried pulling herself into a defensive ball but the ropes merely tightened around her wrists, chafing her skin and keeping her arms stretched, whilst the hands grasping her ankles allowed her to draw her legs up a few inches but then they pulled firmly until her legs were again at full stretch.


      


      "Is the pain focusing your thoughts on how bad you've been?"


      


      Another blow and then another in quick succession. Vanessa shook her head, writhing on the bed against the agony she was having to endure. Three more blows came down on her rump until it was one blazing inferno of abused flesh and she lay sobbing, her pleading a muffled murmuring as her tears and saliva soaked her cheeks and drenched the three pairs of briefs that filled her mouth with padding and kept her pleading to no more than a faint and plaintive cry.


      


      "I think she's beginning to regret being such a bad girl. Right girls, spread her legs."


      


      Vanessa grunted through the gag as hands forced her legs apart.


      


      "This brush can give discomfort in more than one way little girl, I'm sure you can guess what I'm going to do next with it."


      


      Vanessa looked up to see Sasha holding the brush by the head in one hand whilst in her other hand she held a jar of Vaseline. The handle of the brush was smooth polished wood, flared into a leaf shape like an African spear, perhaps six or eight inches long and maybe two inches across at its widest.


      


      Vanessa shook her head in alarm, imploring Sasha with her eyes not to, but the older girl merely nodded and smiled an insincere apology as she dipped the hair brush handle into the Vaseline then stroked the greasy shaft of wood over Vanessa's anus.


      


      "Keep a firm hold of her legs and keep her spread. I think she may not enjoy this as much as we will... Wider Vanessa... come on... you can take it..."


      


      "Nnnuuuhh!"


      


      Vanessa thrashed her head from side to side as she felt it forcing her rectum impossibly wide.


      


      "Bit more... nearly there... now the rest of the handle. Good. How does that feel?"


      


      "Uhh..."


      


      "Leave her like that for a while. I need satisfying. Which of you girls is going to look after your Headgirl?"


      


      "I will," volunteered Emma.


      


      "Good girl."


      


      Vanessa gazed dreamily as Emma knelt at Sasha's feet, pulled down her briefs then, caressing her rump with both hands, proceeded to lick her pussy whilst Sasha cupped her hands behind Emma's head in encouragement. Vanessa could feel the handle of the brush filling her, and although they had let go of her ankles, there was nothing she could do except to lie on the bed suffering the sensation of having her body forcefully invaded. To her own humiliation as she watched Emma satisfying Sasha she felt her own arousal gathering even more; and when Sasha sighed loudly as she came, Vanessa closed her own eyes and wished she could shut her ears to other girl's pleasure.


      


      "Spread her legs."


      


      Vanessa glanced over her shoulder in alarm as her ankles were grasped once again and pulled in opposite directions, forcing her thighs wide apart. She grunted through the gag as she felt the brush inside her begin to twist, she struggled more urgently as the brush slowly but relentlessly turned inside her rectum and when it stopped she gazed, tears streaming down her cheeks, at her outstretched arms, the rope around her wrists jammed tight against her hands.


      


      "Right girls, bend her legs back and strap them."


      


      "Nugh!"


      


      Vanessa grunted in discomfort as her right leg was drawn up from the knee then pushed back until her calf was pressing down over her thigh and her heel was digging into her rump.


      


      She was firmly held like this by Emma whilst Zara slid a leather strap round her ankle and buckled it tightly.


      


      "Good, do the same with her other leg."


      


      Vanessa shook her head, groaning through the gag as her left leg was subjected to the same treatment.


      


      "Right, untie her arms, pull her arms back and rope her wrists to her ankles."


      


      "Ugh!"


      


      "Now then Vanessa, are you feeling a little uncomfortable?"


      


      As Sasha spoke she toyed with Vanessa's hair. Like Zara's sable mane, Vanessa's long blonde hair had been plaited into a ponytail. But whilst Zara's had simply been tied with a school tie, Vanessa now realised that her own hair had not only been plaited, but they had woven two school ties into her ponytail. Sasha was now loosening one end of each tie from around her ponytail until both trailed loosely over her bare back.


      


      "Zara you do her left one, I'll do the right."


      


      Vanessa looked anxiously over one shoulder then the other as each girl took hold of one tie.


      


      "Nnnhh... uhh..."


      


      Vanessa felt her head being drawn back as the girls pulled on the two ties, drawing her ponytail taut and forcing her head back.


      


      "Nugh..."


      


      Vanessa, though she couldn't see properly, knew what they were doing next. When both Sasha and Zara stood back to admire their handiwork and Vanessa remained unable to move her head, which was craned painfully back, she guessed that they'd fastened the other ends of the two ties to the straps that had her hog tied.


      


      "Now put the pillows under her stomach, I want to see her arse better displayed, lifted up so it's clear of her thighs and wrists. Feeling nice and comfortable are we, Vanessa?" Sasha gave the brush a quarter turn making Vanessa groan through her gag and fresh tears well in her eyes.


      


      "Now tie ropes to the straps around her ankles, toss the ends of the ropes under the bed, pull them up and tie them to the opposite straps."


      


      Vanessa felt the tension come onto her leg muscles as her ankles and wrists were pulled wide of her body.


      


      "What an excellent way of spreading her thighs."


      


      "Superb, I don't think she could be any more uncomfortable than she looks now," laughed Zara.


      


      "We haven't finished yet," said Sasha," get two cords and tie them around the scarf that's gagging her."


      


      "How do you want this done?" Emma asked.


      


      "Knot one end of each cord around the scarf where it's tied at the back of her head. That's it, now pull them tight and tie them off at the other end, one to each of the belts."


      


      "She doesn't like that, look."


      


      "Nuh... ugh..."


      


      "Pull them to the same tautness as the ties in her hair."


      


      Vanessa grunted in objection as she felt the scarf in her mouth now forcing her head back as well as the pull on her ponytail.


      


      "Excellent," Sasha gave the brush that was still embedded in Vanessa's rectum another twist then she stroked one fingertip over Vanessa's exposed vulva.


      


      "She's soaking. The bitch is enjoying being treated like this. I think we'll have to make things a little more unpleasant for her. Zara, I'm going to leave her with you for a while, I want a lie down. I suggest you give her a dozen strokes of the cane."


      


      Sasha smiled maliciously at Vanessa; idly she stroked her cheek for a moment then she turned her back and crossed to the neighbouring bed. Vanessa watched her slump down on her back. Lifting her hips fractionally she used both hands to pull down her briefs. Turning her head on the pillow she smiled at Vanessa as she rested her hand between her legs and began to masturbate.


      


      Vanessa was watching Sasha sliding one slender finger gracefully into her pussy when without warning she felt the handle of the brush being withdrawn from her own rectum.


      


      "Nnnhhhh!"


      


      "Oh this does feel tight, shall I pull it out quickly or do it very slowly? Which would you prefer Vanessa?"


      


      Vanessa looked up at Zara. She was standing over her with one hand on the brush. Emma stood behind her with her hands under Zara's little skirt.


      


      "Now be a brave girl Vanessa, this may hurt a little."


      


      Vanessa felt the brush being slowly withdrawn and to her dismay as the broadest part of the handle was forcing her anus muscles acutely wide Zara paused, smiling, watching Vanessa who now couldn't control the tears. She couldn't bear having her head forced back any longer, the relentless pull on her hair was driving her mad and every muscle in her hog-tied body was aching. Finally she felt the handle of the brush leave her body and she lay shaking uncontrollably, tears blurring her vision, her young body exhausted from the torture and sweat slicking her skin from head to toe.


      


      The first blow from the cane made her eyes jerk open in alarm. It was a numbing, cutting pain which seared over the skin where the brush had so recently scored her. Again the thin cane slashed down over her rump. Vanessa gave a yelp, which her gag all but muffled. The third stroke was much lighter but this time Zara aimed it diagonally so that the tip whipped in and bit right between her spread thighs. Vanessa howled as the cane flicked sharply against her delicate pussy.


      


      "See how she jerks. She doesn't like it when she's hit there."


      


      Again Zara caned her in the same place.


      


      "Nuh!"


      


      "Emma, finish the caning. Eight more strokes. Give her ten or fifteen seconds between each stroke. Work on the soft inside of her thighs."


      


      Vanessa saw Zara join Sasha on the single bed next to the one on which she was tied. Sasha was lying with her eyes closed as she bathed in the afterglow of a self-induced orgasm. Now Zara devoted herself to bringing Sasha to another climax and whilst Vanessa was forced to watch this she had to suffer being caned by Emma. Slash after scorching slash burned the tender skin on the insides of her thighs and the crease where they met her buttocks. The delay between each stroke let her savour the full effect as the agony soaked into every fibre of her already pain racked body. Before Emma had finished delivering her twelve strokes, Sasha had come again as Zara had ministered to her, first with her fingers and then with her tongue. As she watched, Vanessa felt the pain of the caning and the bondage begin to transform into pleasure and felt her orgasm begin to build; if Emma only lightly flicked her with the cane across her swollen clitoris, it would be enough to trigger an explosive climax. If only she would... she began to squirm desperately, begging with her body, but Emma was too cunning and she kept her strokes close to Vanessa's aching pussy but always just missing her there. She cried out through the gag as she felt she couldn't take any more of the punishment that was being meted out upon her. Please stop... she couldn't bear it anymore, she was certain she was going to faint unless they stopped... or let her come.


      

    


    
      ***

    


    
      


      


      "How are we feeling, Vanessa?" Sasha smiled seeing Vanessa open her eyes. She had lain unconscious for five minutes during which time Michael had switched his attention to filming her and Zara. Now they were gathered back around the bed that Vanessa was tied up upon.


      


      Emma was holding a hair curling tong and Zara had a bowl of ice cubes ready for the next game they had planned.


      


      "She's looking very aroused, I think she needs cooling down," Sasha stroked her fingers over Vanessa's rump, gazing critically at her swollen clit which she fleetingly touched with just the tip of one long finger nail.


      


      "Start on the lips of her vulva."


      


      "It will be a pleasure, Headgirl."


      


      Zara took an ice cube from the bowl and began stroking it over Vanessa's pussy; Sasha watching as Vanessa jerked against the ropes and belts in reaction to the coldness.


      


      "Rub it over her clit."


      


      "It's melting fast."


      


      "Use another then. Get her really cold."


      


      "Nnnhh..."


      


      "Okay, do her arse next."


      


      "Uhh..."


      


      Sasha watched Zara press the ice cube against the crater of Vanessa's anus. Then with a little extra pressure she forced it inside her, Vanessa sighing through the gag and squirming in reaction.


      


      "Good. A few more I think."


      


      "Nnhh..."


      


      "Excellent. Right Emma, I think she needs warming up. Insert the hair curler."


      


      "Uhh!" Vanessa couldn't believe her ears and rolled her eyes in terror. Frantically she screamed into her gag as she felt the smooth metal push through her wet sphincter.


      


      "That slid in easily enough, she's got a very pliant arse now."


      


      "Okay, switch it on to low. That'll be more than enough to warm her up."


      


      Even against the strains of her bondage Vanessa managed to buck and heave in desperation. Michael focussed in on her expression and smiled to himself. Vanessa wasn't to know that the fuse in the curlers' plug had been removed. Her overwrought imagination would do the rest all by itself... aided by the other girls of course.


      


      "How long does it take to heat up?"


      


      "Not long. Look at her legs and arms; she's trying to free herself. I think she must be starting to feel warm already."


      


      "Nuh... nuh..."


      


      "She's struggling quite a bit; what setting have you got it on Emma?"


      


      "The lowest, but I guess that's still pretty warm if it's inside your bum."


      


      "Look at her buttocks quivering."


      


      "Nnnhh... uhh... uhh..." Vanessa could feel the squelching chill of the melted ice cube in her rectal passage being slowly warmed and her innards clenched in terror.


      


      "Turn it up a notch."


      


      "Her gag is soaked with saliva and she's gurgling like mad, do you think she's feeling a trifle warm?"


      


      "She's certainly sweating more than she was."


      


      Vanessa tried frantically to nod her head. She was sure she could feel the heat climbing relentlessly right in her vital depths.


      


      "Okay, she's had enough... switch it off."


      


      "Shall I pull it out as well?"


      


      "Yes. Zara feed her some more ice to cool her down."


      


      Vanessa heard the voices through her haze of torment. Not more! But the searing cold of the ice nuzzling against her still-open anus was suddenly the most wonderful sensation and as it slid into her she dissolved into her longed-for orgasm.


      


      "The randy little bitch. Stick the thing up her pussy and switch it on low, let's see if we can't give her a multiple orgasm."


      


      "Look at her hips trying to buck."


      


      "She's got her eyes closed again and she's groaning like mad."


      


      The wicked steel shaft slipped easily between her lips and as she felt it fill her, Vanessa surrendered herself completely. She felt the septum dividing her passages squeezed between the two invaders and the pleasure and pain merged totally in her mind, hurtling her back up to the heights of orgasm.


      


      "Here she comes again."


      


      Vanessa heard the laughter but no longer cared and let herself be carried away on wave after wave of ecstasy.


      


      "Naughty little girl. She shouldn't be having so many orgasms at her age, what shall we do with her, Headgirl?"


      


      Dimly the voices returned to her fogged attention as she recovered from the multiple climaxes.


      


      "Punish her of course. Fetch my whip. And tie her wrists back to the head board, I want to see her back."


      


      At last Vanessa's head was allowed to drop forwards as her wrists were drawn up again and fastened. She felt the cool of the leather lashes trail across her shoulders and briefly wondered how many more times she could come. And then Sasha set about whipping her.


      


      SEVEN


      


      At the airport Vanessa kept close beside Michael. She watched him talking with the customs police, who looked at her and smiled. Her gaze was drawn to their guns and handcuffs. Their gaze was drawn to the hem of her mini-skirt and her cleavage. When they laughed in response to something that Michael said she guessed he was talking about her and she felt herself blush scarlet.


      


      She and Michael had left Scotland on a forty-seater plane out of Lochinver airport in the early morning. It had been raining and was cool. It was still overcast and dull when they transferred at Heathrow to a 747. Now three and a half hours later she was in southern Italy, it was blazing hot and she could already feel her clothes sticking to her. Michael had chosen them for her; high heeled strappy shoes, a red miniskirt, a plain white lycra crop top, one size too small, which hugged her cleavage like heated cling film. He had also made her wear wristcuffs but had allowed her to disguise them with some chunky silver and copper bracelets. Under her top she had a half cut bra that pushed her breasts up and left her nipples exposed and pressing pertly against the lycra of her top.


      


      Michael had received a phone call from the Italian nobleman who had been delighted with the second film. He had invited Michael to come and stay with him at his home in Puglia in the south of Italy and he'd suggested that Michael bring the 'blonde school girl' for a little well-earned holiday.


      


      After they collected their luggage Vanessa followed Michael to a car rental office where an Italian girl, who spoke fluent English, quickly found his reservation, confirmed the details, then issued him with some car keys and documents after checking his passport and driver's licence. Ten minutes later Vanessa was seated alongside Michael in the air-conditioned interior of a leather upholstered saloon and they were nosing their way out of the airport.


      


      They had been driving for over two hours when Michael pulled into a roadside cafe, bought them two iced coffees and phoned the nobleman to check directions.


      


      "Miraculously we're on the right road," he said.


      


      "How much further?" asked Vanessa, toying with her bracelets. The leather felt hot and close around her wrists but she was used to the feel now. She'd lost count of how many times she'd had her hands bound. She'd grown accustomed to the feel of straps being drawn tightly around her limbs, binding her until she was helpless and in her mind, she could easily recall the feel of being gagged. The day that she had arrived at Michael's studio and had first glimpsed his previous pupil hanging gagged and blindfolded, now seemed a long time in her past, although in fact it was only a few weeks ago.


      


      It took them nearly another hour before they reached their destination. After turning off the main road they followed a narrow country lane that after ten miles took them away from the coast and up into the hills. At a village Michael stopped and asked directions and soon after that they were negotiating their way along a dirt track between rows of vines laden with ripe grapes. Vanessa sat up and rubbed the tiredness from her eyes when the car swung around a gentle bend, drove over an old stone bridge and before them a fortified manor house came into view set amid olive groves and orange trees.


      


      "Welcome to the Castle of the Vulture. This is my home, I am the Count Savuto. Michael Marshall, we meet at last."


      


      Vanessa extended her hand to be shaken by the man who had greeted them and she was surprised when, instead of shaking hands, he lifted her hand to his mouth and kissed it. His gaze was unblinking and he had, piercing dark blue eyes. For a second he regarded the leather wristcuff then he looked into her eyes as if he could read her thoughts and slowly he smiled in a way that suggested he knew what she was thinking.


      


      "You were a delight to watch on the film and are a pleasure to the senses to behold."


      


      "Pleased to meet you, Count," Vanessa replied as she fell into step alongside the man whilst Michael walked on her other side and their luggage was left for two servants, an old man and a boy, to retrieve from the car.


      


      The Count led them across a marble floored hall and up a curving stone stairway. His voice echoed around them as he spoke.


      


      "The Castel del Vulture was built by my family in the seventeenth century. All the vineyards around us belong to me. We have a town house in Taranto down on the coast. My wife lives mostly there and I mostly here. We have different, what shall I say, lifestyles? You see Michael, the first painting of yours that I bought."


      


      They had paused on the stairway, facing them was a large framed painting showing a slim, dark haired girl lying on a bed. She was wearing a black corset and high heels. Her legs were bound closely together by canvas straps drawn tightly around her thighs, above and below her knees and around her ankles. Her arms were drawn behind her back with similar straps above her elbows and around her wrists. She was lying on her side, staring at the painter or viewer, an expression of fearfulness in her eyes. She was wearing a harness gag of black leather. Vanessa immediately recognised that the girl in the painting was Sasha. The Count smiled wistfully and muttered something in Italian before leading them on down a corridor hung with tapestries and old, gilt framed oil paintings.


      


      "Do you wish, Michael, for Vanessa to sleep with you?" he asked, pausing outside a bedroom door to which he had led them.


      


      Vanessa glanced at Michael who looked at her thoughtfully, then nodded.


      


      "Yes, why not?" he answered, as if expecting Vanessa to make some objection, but she demurely nodded her compliance and a moment later they were alone in a large bedroom furnished with a curious mixture of antiques and ultra modern furniture. Inviting them to meet him in an hour or so for drinks downstairs, the Count left them. A moment later their luggage was delivered to the room and then the door was closed on them.


      


      Vanessa walked around the room, trying to ignore Michael who she could sense was watching her. One door led to a large, old-fashioned bathroom and another opened onto a small dressing room. There were French windows onto a narrow balcony and for a moment Vanessa found herself gazing at the sun as it began to set over the hills in the distance, and she forgot about what was likely to happen to her whilst she was staying in the Castel del Vulture. The Count had pronounced the Vulture as if it ended with an 'a'. She knew from the way he had looked at her that he would not be satisfied until he had seen her suffering in the flesh in the same way as she had in the two films. As she stood wondering what lay in store for her, she felt hands calmly take hold of her wrists, drawing them behind her.


      


      "Michael, what's going to happen?" she asked.


      


      "Now or later?"


      


      Vanessa heard the faint click that told her that her wrists were now fastened together behind her back.


      


      "Later will be a surprise. For now, we have an hour. That's enough time for me to fuck you before we both shower and change for dinner."


      


      Vanessa made no objection as her hair was grasped and she was pulled backwards into the room then pushed face down over the edge of the bed.


      


      "You must be getting very used to this by now, Vanessa?"


      


      "Yes."


      


      She lay docilely as her skirt was pushed up her thighs and over her buttocks until it bunched across the small of her back. Without bothering to remove her shoes, Michael pulled her briefs down her legs, discarding them, then impatiently encouraged her to part her legs by tapping at the inside step of both her feet.


      


      "Wider, Vanessa."


      


      Vanessa did as she was told and a moment later felt his thumb testing her pussy to see how moist she was.


      


      "Wet as usual. Keen for it aren't you? Christ, you're such a randy little slut, Vanessa."


      


      With the fingers of both hands he drew apart the mounds of her buttocks and then she felt his cock being rammed into her. It took no time for him to come and she scarcely had time to experience any pleasure herself, but she was becoming used to that too and knew that her time would come.


      


      "The shower's big enough for both of us, you can wash with me," Michael ordered as he unclipped her wristcuffs.


      


      The rest of the evening passed uneventfully for Vanessa. At dinner, the Count played the charming host and after three courses of delicious food and three or four glasses of wine, Vanessa felt relaxed and more than a little tired. She was pleased when Michael bade the Count goodnight and they retired to their room. In bed alongside Michael she lay waiting for him to use her again but like her he was tired from the day's journey and seemed content to fall quickly asleep.


      

    


    
      ***

    


    
      


      


      In the morning Vanessa was woken by the sounds of running water. She found Michael in the bathroom, the bath filling with steaming water whilst he stood before a mirror shaving himself.


      


      "So what's happening today, Michael?" Vanessa asked.


      


      "I am planning on doing some sketches of the local countryside. It's going to be hot and sunny so you can lie out on the terrace and sunbathe if you want."


      


      An hour later after a breakfast of fresh fruit and yoghurt Vanessa was seated on a sun lounger on the terrace. She was wearing a bikini and had brought herself a book to read, a bottle of mineral water, some sun tan oil and her sunglasses. Although it was only mid morning it was already roasting hot and she told herself that if the week ahead was like this, being here shouldn't be too bad. After reading for a while she put her novel aside, turned onto her front, closed her eyes and allowed herself to begin to doze.


      


      She was woken by the sound of a car and a moment later when the engine was silenced by the sound of footsteps. Lifting her head she saw two young men in suits come into view. Both were wearing dark sunglasses and one of them called out to her in Italian.


      


      "Buono giorno."


      


      "I'm sorry, I don't speak any Italian, I'm on holiday," she smiled apologetically as the two men stood next to where she was lying. One of them crouched down beside her and sifted her hair with his fingers, then he muttered something to the other. Vanessa glanced around but there was no one else in sight. She was wondering what to say when the man crouched over her suddenly grasped her hair and dragged her sideways off the sun lounger.


      


      "Ow... let go!"


      


      As she reached out to try to prise herself free the other man caught her wrists then pulled her arms above her head.


      


      "Help! Someone help me!" Vanessa screamed, as the one who had grasped her hair now dropped his weight down over her pinning her to the ground. He reached inside the pocket of his jacket and produced a roll of black tape.


      


      "No! Let me go! Michael! Help!"


      


      Before she could call out again the tape was across her mouth. The man drew the tape repeatedly around her head until she was thoroughly gagged and Vanessa realised that the tape was adhering to itself and try as she might, she now couldn't scream anymore for help. She watched, wide eyed with alarm as the man continued to bind the tape around her head, working his way up, so that in a few seconds she was bound across her cheeks and then she was blindfolded by it as well. Mercifully he had left a gap at her nostrils so that she could still breathe.


      


      It took them only a couple of minutes to bind her until she was helpless, her legs bound together and her arms pinned to her sides. Vanessa then felt herself being lifted bodily and carried a short distance before being deposited in the back of a car. When the car door was slammed shut and the engine started, she screamed again through the gag, but the noise was hopelessly muffled and she already knew no one would be coming to rescue her.


      


      From a high window, Michael and the Count observed the pre-arranged scene with satisfaction. After the car had driven off the Count turned to Michael, a smile of gratitude on his face.


      


      "You are very generous Michael."


      


      "Enjoy her."


      


      "Rest assured that I shall."


      


      "How long would you like her for?"


      


      "Would three days be too long?" the Count asked.


      


      "Not at all. I can easily occupy myself painting and sightseeing."


      

    


    
      ***

    


    
      


      


      Vanessa was laid along the back seats of the car as it bounced its way quickly along the dirt track. She had no idea of direction or distance but the car seemed to be climbing -into the hills she supposed - and after ten minutes it drew to a halt outside a stone watchtower. The Count had restored the fifteenth century tower and converted it for his own specific pleasure. Now, shielding his eyes against the midday sun he gazed, almost affectionately at it as it came into his view.


      


      He had chosen to walk there, after all, across the vineyard it was not so very far; and it would give his men time to prepare the English girl according to his instructions for his arrival. The Count seldom saw the Countess these days as she enjoyed the city lifestyle, whilst he was at home in the countryside, tending his vineyards, riding and trying, in his own amateur fashion, to paint the landscape. He adored art and would sometimes make forays from the castle to major art auctions. It was in Milan that he had first seen a painting of Michael Marshall. Now it adorned the main wall of the hallway.


      


      One of his men was standing outside the tower enjoying a cigarette when he reached the tower. The man confirmed that the girl was ready and waiting and laughed, saying that she had put up quite a determined struggle. The Count smiled. Watching her struggle on the films was one of the most appealing things about this English girl. Many girls, once bound, accepted their fate, but not this one, and seeing her struggling to escape only added to his pleasure. Well, with what he had in mind for her, he was certain she would fight like mad to free herself.


      


      The tower was a circular affair, three stories high, originally with a narrow stone, spiral stairway. The Count, when he had restored it, had kept the stairway but had added another route to the top floor. By means of trap doors, with a simple rope and pulley, heavy objects could be hoisted up to the upper floors. Girls, brought to the tower for his pleasure, were included in his classification of heavy objects. Why struggle to drag them or carry them up three flights of narrow, twisting steps, when, with a rope clipped to anklecuffs, you could lift them all the way in a fraction of the time, he reasoned.


      


      Refreshed with a glass of mineral water, the Count ascended to the top floor, followed by the young man who had been waiting outside. The other man was awaiting them and the Count could see how eager he was to begin. He had removed his suit jacket and everything was prepared just as the Count had ordered. With a sigh of satisfaction the Count walked across to inspect the English girl more closely.


      


      The bondage tape had been removed from the girl, along with her bikini. She was knelt on the floor, a heavy leather blindfold buckled closely across her face. Her hands were secured together behind her back by the wristcuffs she had been wearing, and in addition a leather belt was fastened in a figure of eight above her elbows. By this means her arms were drawn tightly behind her back and the Count could see the strain this placed upon her shoulders. Hearing his approach the girl lifted her head and tensed.


      


      "Please, Who's there? Michael? Count Savuto? Who is it? Can you speak English?"


      


      The Count smiled and gestured to the two men to remain silent. For a moment he allowed himself the pleasure of just watching her. He guessed she was actually somewhere between eighteen and twenty. She was very slim and her muscles well toned. It would be satisfying seeing them straining to break free, in little while. Her long blonde hair fell carelessly in loose curls down over her shoulders and her generous mouth trembled with apprehension. Her shapely legs were held closely together by a broad leather belt buckled around her thighs. She had perfect, generous and firm breasts, with exquisite dark brown nipples.


      


      Speaking in Italian the Count ordered his men to lift her up and to collar her. He watched with satisfaction as they quickly carried out his order. The girl struggled a bit but he guessed it was only a token gesture. No doubt Michael had made her experience much and she was not yet truly alarmed by what was happening to her.


      


      "Take off the blindfold and halter her."


      


      He smiled as the girl glared at him once the blindfold was removed.


      


      "Does Michael know you've done this?" she demanded angrily, as a leather halter was drawn over her head, its thin studded straps running under her chin, around her head and over both her cheeks.


      


      "Are you going to answer me, damn you?"


      


      The Count glanced at a length of chain that hung from the ceiling and nodded to his men who pulled the girl backwards until she was below the chain, from the end of which hung a heavy steel clip. A second later and they had the metal ring fixed to the top of the halter securely fastened to the chain. The girl glanced over her shoulder, looked up, then shook her head in frustration.


      


      The Count wandered over to the table that was spread with velvet and displayed the various items he had bought over the years. Selecting a nose pull, which had a length of cord attached, he slipped it into one pocket of his jacket. He browsed the other items, then hesitating, he looked behind him at the girl. She hung, caught like a fish. She could shake her head all she wanted, but she was hooked to the chain and there was no way that she could free herself. The leather straps across her face were a constant reminder to her that she was trapped. Her arms were held tightly behind her and although she could move her legs, she couldn't separate them. She was already helpless and as he turned his attention back to the array of devices spread over the velvet, he knew that he could do anything to her that he liked. Michael had given her to him for three days and his own two men would say nothing of what went on within the walls of the tower. The Count picked up two gags from amongst those displayed. One was a broad strap of leather with a large hole in the centre. A steel ring was fixed in the hole, which protruded back by two centimetres. The second was a dental gag, a simple but effective pair of thin metal bars that opened like scissors.


      


      Ordering his men to hold her by the shoulders the Count caught the girl's chin with one hand and then, as she began trying to shake her head in objection, he tried coaxing the dental gag into her mouth. Vanessa though kept her mouth firmly shut, her jaws clamped closed and she shook her head vigorously. The count smiled with amusement and pressed one finger firmly into her cheek against her jaw. As her mouth opened fractionally he slipped the metal rods into her mouth, then released the catch which held them closed.


      


      "Uuuhh..."


      


      He grinned at Vanessa as her mouth was instantly opened wide for him and he then inserted the metal ring and moving behind her, he fastened the leather gag at the back of her head. With the steel ring now forcing her mouth wide he removed the dental gag and smiled triumphantly at her.


      


      Her expression of discomfort turned to one of alarm as she saw him reach in his pocket and produce something the purpose of which she was obviously unaware of. Excellent, mused the Count, there were things that Michael had not subjected her to.


      


      "Come now, little girl, keep still..."


      


      She thrashed her head as he hooked the two ends of the nose pull into her nostrils and he gave a reproving tut tut as he drew the cord over her forehead and clipped it onto the ring at the top of the halter.


      


      "Nuuhh... guhh..."


      


      The Count stepped back and watched as the girl struggled. The nose pull drew her nostrils backwards and she was trying to tilt her head back to relieve the pain but of course whatever the direction she turned it had no effect. Spittle was dribbling from her mouth out of the steel ring that held her jaws forced wide and though her tongue was free, she was struggling to form words.


      


      "Luhh muh guhh. Luhh muh guhh!"


      


      The Count returned to the table and selected two steel nipple clamps.


      


      "Keep her still."


      


      The long, U-shaped metal rods ended with little circular steel pads and by means of a sliding clasp they could be drawn together.


      


      "You have beautiful breasts. Very beautiful."


      


      He watched the girl struggling as he stroked her breasts, then using his finger and thumb he played with her right nipple, teasing it until it was fully erect. Satisfied, he then aligned the two steel pads around the nipple and slid the clasp down until the pads were pressed tightly together, separated only by her crushed nipple. He then locked the clasp in place by turning a small screw and carried out the same procedure on her other breast.


      


      "Uhh... nuhh..."


      


      "Your tears make you look so pretty... Fasten a rope to her wrists and pull them up so she's more bent over. She looks far too comfortable. And clip weights onto the nipple clasps."


      


      "NUHH!"


      


      The Count watched as one man unclipped the harness from its chain while the other clipped a rope onto her wristcuffs. This was then fastened to the ceiling and drawn tight, forcing her arms up and pushing her body forwards until she bent over at the waist, her shoulders straining backwards. Then weights were hung from the nipple clamps and as her breasts were pulled down he saw fresh tears pouring down her cheeks.


      


      "Uuhh..."


      


      She looked pleadingly at him as he lifted her head back by her hair. Saliva was running over the rim of the steel ring and dribbling down her chin and her cheeks were damp with tears. She was breathing in short urgent gasps as her nipples were distended to twice their natural size by the dangling weights. The Count walked round her and surveyed her perfectly displayed buttocks and the pouting sex lips between them. He pushed two fingers between them and watched in delight as they slid easily into her moist depths. She was perfect, defiant and struggling on the outside; moist and excited inside.


      


      "Did Michael not tell you, Vanessa, that he has given you to me? You will not be leaving here. Shall I tell you what I expect of you? You will learn to love the pain and pleasure I give you. You will live here as my slave and earn your keep by being used by a friend of mine who makes films. Films of a very special nature, shall we say..."


      


      She looked at him, her face an expression of alarm and she shook her head in disbelief. The Count walked back across to the velvet draped table and selected more items. He glanced at his two men. Both were riveted by the spectacle before them. He had brought four girls her before now. The last had been a Swedish girl who had been backpacking around Europe. She had come to earn money grape picking but the Count had offered her a weeks money if she would come to his tower for an hour and play a game with him. Of course the silly girl had agreed. How she had cried and pleaded to be allowed to go ten minutes into the game. She would have stopped then, if she'd been able, but of course by then it was too late.


      


      Ordering his men to move Vanessa to the bench, the Count removed his jacket and turned back the sleeves of his shirt. He then wandered downstairs and lit himself a cigarette and glanced out of one of the narrow windows. He could just glimpse the main house in the distance and he wondered how Michael was getting on with his sketching. There came a choked cry from upstairs and he could hear one of his men swearing under his breath. The girl was obviously putting up a bit of a fight. He smiled and quickly climbed the stairs to see what was going on.


      


      Vanessa was lying on her back across a broad bench that stood at waist height on stout legs. Her wrists had been separated and now her arms were bent back above her head. There were canvas straps fixed to the corners of the bench and his men were using these to secure her arms as he arrived. The girl was putting up an impressive fight, and although her legs were still bound together she was trying to kick out with considerable determination. They had kept the halter on, along with the ring gag and nose pull but the clasps and weights had been removed from her breasts. The Count glanced at the girl's nipples. The bruising was superficial, which satisfied him. He prided himself on never leaving any permanent marks on his victims.


      


      He watched as his two men finished securing her arms and then turned their attention to her legs. It took only a couple of minutes before she was secured spreadeagled over the bench and he could resume playing with her.


      


      "I thought you would be more comfortable lying down. Now we can begin some more interesting games."


      


      Her expression of alarm was a delight for him as he inserted the rubber ball which was fixed to a screw-in adapter that converted the ring gag to a ball gag. The rubber ball was connected to a metal ring that screwed into the steel ring of the gag, by which means it sealed the ring gag completely. Having screwed it into place the Count then used the hand pump on the cable which was left protruding, to inflate the rubber ball that was now lodged securely inside the girl's mouth.


      


      "Now my dear little girl, if you can just say what your name is, I'll release you. I give you my word."


      


      The Count smiled apologetically as the girl struggled to communicate but without any effect whatsoever. With practice he had learnt how many squeezes of the pump was required to silence his victims completely and how many was the maximum they could cope with before they felt their mouths being forced painfully full. Six pumps was sufficient to reduce the noise that they could make to nothing more than a faint moan. Very pleasurable for him to hear because it could tell him how they were feeling as he then did other things to them. At eight there was silence. At ten the tongue was pressed firmly down into the base of the mouth and the rubber ball was expanded hard against the roof of the mouth. He had given the English girl ten pumps. Because of the broad stout leather collar around her neck it was impossible for her to crane her head forward and as he strolled around the table, she followed his movements as best as she was able with her eyes. With her arms bent back above her head he could appreciate her biceps straining as she struggled to free her arms. And even stretched as they were, her breasts presented satisfyingly full mounds, the nipples now hard and erect again. She was even pulling with her legs against the straps that were tight around her ankles and kept her legs spread and taut. Her stomach and chest were rising and falling quickly as she was breathing hard through her nose, the only way she could now breathe; and with the nose pull still clipped to her halter she looked in acute distress. With a reassuring smile the Count removed the nose pull.


      


      "Relax little girl, we're just going to play some games together."


      


      He showed her what he was holding and to his satisfaction her body fought madly against her restraints in response. For a moment he watched her twisting and straining ineffectually, then he told one of his men to hold her head still and lift it forwards as he slipped the elasticated strap behind her head. He could see his man was having to hold her head firmly with both hands as he fitted the little mask over her nostrils. With a tube extended from the mask allowing her to breathe, the Count tightened the strap, then for good measure used duct tape to seal the edges of the nose mask firmly down onto her cheeks.


      


      "Bella. What a picture. Now, you have to be an obedient girl and let me do whatever I wish to you. If you do not, then you may regret it..."


      


      The Count lifted the tube and gave Vanessa a warning smile. The girl stared at him, her eyes wide with fear and to emphasise the control he had over her, he made to press his thumb over the end of the tube. Immediately she shook her head imploring him to stop, and he could see her breasts rising and falling in fear. Satisfied, he removed his thumb then stroked his hand affectionately over her prone body.


      


      "So tell me, my little one, are you willing for me to do with you as I please?"


      


      He smiled as the English girl nodded affirmatively.


      


      "Excellent. We are making progress already."


      


      EIGHT


      


      Vanessa looked up disconsolately at the three men. A wedge shaped cushion of rubber had been forced under her backside, pushing her body up; and by straining her head to see she could just glimpse a rubber pole being placed between her legs. She could feel one end of the pole pressing against the inside of her left leg just above her knee; and lifting her head for a few seconds, until her neck ached, she saw the Count turning a ratchet handle that was expanding the pole. Standing a short distance back one of the two men who had abducted her stood with a camcorder, filming the scene, while the Count and the other man stood to either side of her. The men wore mirrored sunglasses and had black scarves drawn across the lower part of their faces. The Count was wearing dark sunglasses and Vanessa was aware that he was keeping his back to the camera all the time.


      


      Vanessa hung her head back and sighed with utter despair as she felt the other end of the pole now pressing against her right thigh, and she groaned as her thighs were then forced wider and wider apart until she was sure they were going to break her legs. Finally the Count stopped and Vanessa was left lying, panting through her nostrils and nervously awaiting whatever he was going to do to her next.


      


      "Have you ever experienced one of these?"


      


      Vanessa looked at the device that the Count was holding up for her to see. She could only shudder at the thought of what it was for and when she felt cool metal against her pussy she flinched then twisted, trying urgently to evade what he was about to do. Her efforts were useless though and as hands held her hips still, she felt cold steel pincers latch onto the lips of her vulva. She whimpered plaintively as her vulva was drawn open and held apart. The men looked down at her sadistically and the next thing she felt, was something being inserted deep inside her and she bucked against the invasion of her body.


      


      "Now we switch it on and you can enjoy how it feels."


      


      Vanessa gave a strangled gasp as the metal sphere that had been inserted in her began to vibrate and grow warmer.


      


      "That feels good, doesn't it?"


      


      She shook her head trying to deny what he said, but the truth was that the vibration deep inside her pussy was making her ache with the urge to come, and to her humiliation the three men could see the effect that it was having on her. A moment later and Vanessa was gurgling against the ball in her mouth, her body shaking as she had a prolonged and intense orgasm. Struggling for breath she realised that the metal sphere inside her pussy was still growing warmer as the vibrations continued relentlessly. She shook her head begging the Count to stop but he merely stood smiling as she felt the sphere become intolerably hot. Another climax had Vanessa jerking against the straps around her wrists and ankles. She was panting wildly and looking from side to side imploringly as she felt the sphere inside her pussy continue to vibrate. She shook her head wildly, panting hard as another orgasm quickly built within her. She mustn't let herself come, it left her too breathless,... mustn't... she closed her eyes as dizziness swept over her and she gave up struggling. She didn't have the strength anymore... no more, please...


      


      She managed to focus her gaze on the Count who only smiled sympathetically and she gave up trying to twist her arms and pull against the straps. She felt so weak... they had to stop the vibrations, she couldn't take any more... She arched her back, thrashing her head from side to side as she came again, her tears blurring her vision. Someone help me, please... someone...


      


      Opening her eyes she was vaguely aware that some time must have slipped past, though how much she had no idea. The device inside her vagina was still there, a heavy, invasive object, but now it was cool and motionless, buried deep inside her. She looked up as the Count stroked his hand over her breast then she closed her eyes for a moment, feeling too dizzy and weak to even try to object as someone began fingering between her legs. She turned her head to one side and gazed dreamily at one of the men. He was young and handsome but with a cruel smile that broadened as she twisted her exhausted body against fingers that began working Vaseline into her anus. Her struggling became more urgent as something cool that felt like polished metal penetrated her, then to her alarm she felt the object start to expand, forcing her rectum wider to accommodate it. Fresh beads of sweat broke out over her body and she was soon arching her back and pulling her legs as the device was widened further forcing her rectum to open unnaturally far. When the Count carefully pulled on a surgical glove, she shook her head imploring him with her eyes. She saw the man using the camera edge closer and a knot of fear tightened in her stomach.


      


      "Have you ever experienced this?"


      


      Vanessa shook her head urgently. The Count picked up a thin metal rod for her to see. It was at least twelve inches long and Vanessa groaned, lifting her head in time to see his hand reach between her forcibly spread legs.


      


      She could feel the metal device holding her rectum open and could only guess how wide she'd been forced. She rested her head back, her neck aching from where the leather collar cut into her throat and she began crying as she felt latex covered fingers stroking the inside of her thighs, teasing and tormenting her. Then there was an agonising pause before she felt the probe touching inside her.


      


      With her rectum held forcibly open by the steel ring she never felt the probe slip inside her until it touched the inside wall of her anus, and now she could feel it probing deeper into her and there was nothing she could do to stop it. The sensation was terrifying and Vanessa threw all her strength into resisting what was happening to her. She was wildly twisting her arms above her head against the straps and pulling her legs frantically as the Count gave an order to one of his men. Vanessa continued to thrash madly as a strap was slipped through fastenings on either side of the bench and then drawn tightly over her hips to prevent her from bucking. Two more straps were threaded through slits on the bench adjacent to her thighs and a moment later the straps were tight over her legs, which were now held securely down so that she couldn't move them at all.


      


      The Count looked down at her with an expression of amused satisfaction.


      


      "You see my dear girl, there is really nothing you can do to stop this. Nothing whatsoever."


      


      Vanessa shook her head, feverishly trying again to pull her hands out from under the straps. The material though, was actually bound fully around her wrists and buckled tightly so her efforts were futile.


      


      "Just lie still, little girl."


      


      Vanessa shook her head and tried lifting and twisting her body, but the strap across her hips made this harder than ever now and her thighs were held down tightly against the bench.


      


      "Perhaps there is another way to encourage you to relax..."


      


      Vanessa lifted her head as the Count walked away from the table, returning a moment later with a whip which resembled the one Sasha had used on her. Vanessa's head slumped back in despair. She knew only too well just how 'relaxed' she would become if he used that on her; and she couldn't let these men see how much she reacted to being beaten. She gritted her teeth and prepared to fight her own body as she watched the Count raise the lashes over her splayed thighs and then bring them down to smack across her mound. She whimpered and closed her eyes as the second lash followed close on the first. A scarlet blaze exploded across her eyelids and she grunted through the gag. She heaved and twisted to the limit of her strength as again and again he lashed her stomach and thighs. She could feel the same strange blending of pleasure and pain that she had experienced when Sasha had whipped her and desperately she fought against the rising orgasm. She actually sighed with relief when there was a pause in the lashing. She opened her eyes again to find that the young man had resumed his position bent over her spread legs. He glanced up at her and showed her the probe again, but now she was too weak to struggle and she lay there, conscious but passive as she felt the cool metal sliding deep inside her.


      


      A few moments later she felt him remove the probe and she watched the Count put on a surgical glove and flex his gloved fingers. Vanessa shook her head again, pleading, but she knew he would do whatever he wished and that she had no say in the matter. He gave another instruction and one of the men quickly fetched two plasters and two small circles of black leather. Vanessa was forced to watch as he removed the paper back on one, then placing one piece of leather over her left eye he used the plaster to hold it in place. A second later and Vanessa was in darkness, her body tensed for what was about to happen next. She could feel her senses sharpening and her nervous breathing quickened. The probe had been removed and she wondered what they were going to do next.


      


      She had only a few seconds to wait before she felt the steel ring being removed, then something soft and round being forced easily past her weakened rectum muscle. Vanessa sighed through the gag then groaned as the experience was repeated. She was only aware of the excruciating sensation having her back passage slowly and forcibly filled.


      


      Above her spread and prone body the Count smiled as he fed a succession of squash balls into her.


      


      Vanessa was certain she couldn't bear any more after six had been pushed inside her, but to her dismay another and another were forced into her until she'd lost count and she lay, strapped down and groaning in agony. Satisfied that he had filled her back passage to the brim, the Count stopped. As Vanessa lay breathless and crying, a butt plug was then rammed into her and pumped up, forcing the balls further up her narrow channel and making her squirm in agony.


      


      "How sorry you look now. Do you wish you were back home? Perhaps you'd feel more comfortable with this removed."


      


      Vanessa felt the device in her pussy abruptly withdrawn.


      


      "Would you like something else removed? Feeling a little full are we? Sadly, you shall have to learn to get used to the experience. Well, now I think you've been lying there long enough, you should be nicely rested."


      


      Vanessa lay passively as the straps around her thighs were removed, then her ankles were freed, the strap across her hips unfastened and finally her arms released. And lastly the circles of leather were removed from her eyes. The Count held the end of the tube that led to her nose mask and gave her a warning.


      


      "If you give my men any trouble now you know what I'll do, don't you my dear?"


      


      Vanessa nodded then allowed herself to be lifted from the bench. She saw that the man with the camera was still filming. Once more a cord was clipped onto the halter and it was pulled tight until Vanessa was forced to stand on tiptoe. She watched as the men then each took one of her arms and clipped cords to her wristcuffs. With these, her arms were pulled out to either side of her and the cords then fastened to hooks on the opposite walls. They then slackened the cord attached to the halter around her head allowing her to rest her feet on the floor and to move her head a little. She could feel the squash balls filling her and the need to rid her body of them was acute though impossible to do. She was unable to look down, because of the leather collar, as one of the men fastened her to a leg spreader.


      


      "Very good... excellent."


      


      Vanessa stood trembling as the Count deflated the ball gag and unscrewed it from the ring gag.


      


      "Uhhhh... uhhh..."


      


      Vanessa felt saliva pouring over her chin and dripping onto her breasts. Her head hung down as far as the collar allowed, and she was panting like an animal now she could move her tongue again. The Count stroked his hands down from her shoulders, over her chest and across her hips. When she felt his hand touch the little silver ring that pierced her clitoris, Vanessa looked up and stared at him. Without taking his eyes from her he gave a command and Vanessa saw one of the men quickly produce a long waxed rope.


      


      Finding the centre of the rope the Count held it against Vanessa's chest, just below her breasts. He then handed the ends of the rope to one of his men who was standing behind her. Vanessa felt the rope drawing firmly around her, the Count gesturing for it to be tighter. Vanessa began struggling as she felt it dig into her flesh.


      


      The Count then took the two ends of the rope back and drew them in a figure of eight across her breasts, lifting them fractionally and encouraging them a little further apart. Vanessa stood shaking with fear as the rope was worked back and forth between the two men until her breasts were soon tightly bound into two cones of painfully trapped flesh. She shook her head urgently as the Count then tied a thinner rope around one trapped breast, binding it repeatedly tighter each time until her breast, unable to swell any more, turned deep crimson then purple.


      


      "Nuhhh... Guhh..."


      


      Vanessa groaned, twisting and writhing with pain as her other breast was then treated in the same fashion. The tears were streaming down her face, with her head lolling back she began choking on her own saliva and had to raise it again and found herself helpless to do anything but look down in horrified curiosity at her tormented breasts. She tried an inarticulate plea through the gag but the Count ignored her and simply showed her the short rubber cane he had selected, and then brought it swinging in across her stomach. Vanessa jerked with pain as she felt the full force of the stinging impact.


      


      "NUHH! HELP!" she cried out, twisting her body frantically as the Count strolled around her, then struck her across her buttocks.


      


      "What a delicious sight this is. If only you could see yourself."


      


      Another blow from the rubber cane fell against her rump and Vanessa looked to either side of her at her outstretched arms. The cords were stretched taut and clipped to wristcuffs that were now jammed hard against the base of her hands. She felt like she was being crucified, the pain in her shoulders being exceeded only by the pain where she was being hit.


      


      "UHHH!"


      


      The rubber cane slapped down against the soft inside of her right thigh and her leg went to jelly. She gazed down at her splayed legs, her ankles secured to either end of the leg spreader.


      


      Another blow fell against her other thigh and she howled as the hot stinging paralysed her and her legs buckled under her, then the halter around her head was forcibly holding her exhausted body upright though she longed to collapse.


      


      "Uhhh... earn... bear... anymugh..."


      


      "Did you say that you can't bear anymore? Dear girl, I've barely begun. Michael told me that you revelled in these games; surely you don't want to stop playing with me just yet?"


      


      Vanessa looked pleadingly at the Count who laughed softly then tapped the end of the rubber cane against her right breast, then drew it back and struck.


      


      Whack!


      


      Vanessa screamed and tried twisting away but it was hopeless and her left breast was struck.


      


      Whack! The pain from the blow against her tethered and terribly tender flesh, brought fresh tears to her eyes.


      


      "Would you like me to stop for a little while?"


      


      "Pleeese..."


      


      "Your beautiful breasts look a little sore..."


      


      "Uhh... nuhh..."


      


      Vanessa felt her whole pain racked body dangling helplessly, only the halter strapped under her chin preventing her from collapsing as the Count examined the tips of her breasts which protruded, dark purple from the binding of rope.


      


      Vanessa twisted ineffectually, her vision blurred with tears and her mouth choked with saliva as she felt his fingers testing the delicacy of her breasts.


      


      "Time I think to remove these ropes from your pretty breasts."


      


      Vanessa sobbed uncontrollably with gratitude as the Count un-knotted the rope around her breasts and then unwound it until her breasts were hanging freely once more, terribly sore but intact. The Count experimentally lifted one ripe orb of flesh and tested it with his finger and thumb.


      


      "Uhh..."


      


      Vanessa trembled as the Count stroked her tears from her cheeks with his thumb then he touched between her legs, feeling her soaking pussy and stroking her clitoris which was hard with arousal.


      


      "Can you count how many times you have come in the last few hours? No, you've lost track. But I know that from all that you've experienced, your body has drawn pleasure. The truth is that you feel a deep gratitude to me for this."


      


      Vanessa shook her head in disagreement. The Count smiled knowingly and stroked the end of the rubber cane down her chest.


      


      "You don't have to admit it Vanessa, but we both know that this is the truth. You are learning the art of submission and you are a willing pupil or you would not be here."


      


      Again Vanessa shook her head in denial. The man before her smiled and walked across the velvet draped table. Vanessa began trembling as she saw him return with a weight, and when he knelt before her she tried to close her legs but the steel bar clipped to her ankle cuffs kept her legs forcibly spread. A second later the pain in her clitoris shot to her brain and she jerked her body frantically. Then, resigning herself to her fate, she gave up struggling and hung, arms outstretched, suffering the sensation of pain as her clitoris was pulled down by the weight the Count had clipped onto her little silver ring.


      


      "Ah, how wet you are... come now, you don't need to pretend... you enjoy this, there's nothing wrong with that. Just allow yourself to bathe in the sensation. Feel how good it really is..."


      


      Vanessa closed her eyes and wished she could close her ears too. The Count was gently, insistently stroking his thumb over her clitoris and pressing then rubbing the sensitive spot just above, which to Vanessa's shame had such a powerful effect upon her. She knew it would take perhaps only a minute before she came, and she knew the Count sensed this also.


      


      "You're such a sexually hungry young girl, it's perfectly natural to want gratification every day... but to want it continually, which you do... well... what are we to do with you?"


      


      Vanessa knew she was now pushing her hips forwards, desperate for him to keep rubbing her, desperate for her orgasm... desperate...


      


      "Uhhh... yes... yes..."


      


      "Now you're going to come for me, like an obedient little girl... but not just yet. You must learn to respond to my commands."


      


      To Vanessa's dismay she then felt the teasing of her pussy stop and the only sensation that remained was the pain of the weight pulling her clitoris.


      


      Shamelessly she urgently pushed her hips forward.


      


      "Patience Vanessa, you have to learn to wait."


      


      Vanessa closed her eyes and sighed with frustration. She would have ground her teeth in anger but the steel ring held her jaws apart. She felt the Count stroke his hand over her breast as if he was trying to soothe her but it just served to keep her senses heightened, and she felt herself teetering on the edge of coming but unable to.


      


      She looked imploringly at him but he shook his head apologetically and stepped back to regard her. She saw the cameraman still filming her and desperately wished that she was back with Michael, safe in his studio, where at least she felt that nothing too terrible was going to happen to her whilst she was filmed.


      


      "I think right now you'd welcome it if you were fucked, wouldn't you?"


      


      Shamefully Vanessa nodded her agreement and the Count smiled understandingly. Then to her relief he stepped closer to her again and she experienced the soft stroking of his thumb along the folds of her vulva. Urgently she pushed her hips forwards again but the Count quickly lifted his hand away, then idly stroked around her breasts, teasingly close to her nipples but carefully avoiding them. Vanessa sighed and hung her head back then shook it in frustration at the halter that constricted her movements.


      


      "Poor girl... anything now would be preferable for you than being left hanging like this, wouldn't it?"


      


      Vanessa nodded then coughed as she choked on some saliva.


      


      The Count smiled with satisfaction as Vanessa shook her head in protest at the gag. Vanessa coughed again then managed to clear her throat, hanging her head forwards as saliva ran out her forcibly opened mouth. She lifted her head and glared angrily at the Count. He had to remove the gag from her; she couldn't bear it any longer.


      


      "Is something the matter, Vanessa? Is the gag distressing you? Would you prefer it if I inserted the ball again and inflated it?"


      


      Vanessa quickly shook her head. The Count smiled and stroked his thumb across her right nipple and the sensation made her squirm.


      


      "You like that don't you? What else do you like? This perhaps?"


      


      Vanessa grunted appreciatively as he slid two fingers deeply into her soaking pussy, and for a moment she was allowed to gyrate her hips, rubbing herself urgently against his hand.


      


      "So wet... so close..."


      


      Vanessa gurgled with frustration as he withdrew his hand, then she watched expectantly as he stroked the end of the rubber cane over her shoulder and across her breasts.


      


      "Your tender young body is quivering with excitement. You so badly need to come now, don't you? You're aching to be touched... now I think, perhaps even this cane will satisfy you."


      


      Vanessa grunted with pain as the rubber cane smacked down against her buttocks again and red hot pain seared through her.


      


      "Nuhh..."


      


      "Yes my dear girl, this will satisfy you... just immerse yourself in the feeling that it gives you."


      


      Again the rubber cane struck her, this time against the inside of her thigh and Vanessa gave a strangled groan as the pain ran through her leg.


      


      "I will teach you to enjoy the pain, you will learn to let the pain I give you become your pleasure."


      


      Again the rubber cane hit her, harder this time and across the back of her other leg, high up her thigh, just below her buttock. Vanessa felt her leg giving from under her and again the tension of supporting her body was taken up by the halter around her head.


      


      Whack!


      


      Whack!


      


      Vanessa felt fresh tears spring to her eyes as the cane hit her breasts again and the already delicate flesh was left stinging from the blow. Before she had time to recover from the blow however, the cane tapped against the weight clipped to her clit ring. And as the weight was set swinging, waves of pain washed through her pussy, making her desperate to close her legs, curl into a ball and escape the punishment that was befalling her.


      


      The Count grasped the leather strap at Vanessa's nape and used it to force her head back. She grunted in protest, then his other hand was over her pussy and she felt his fingers again sliding into her moist folds.


      


      "Time to come for me, Vanessa."


      


      Vanessa shook her head, grunting in pain as fingers tapped the weight fastened to her clit ring. One of the other men stepped forwards and took a firm hold of the halter at both sides of her head.


      


      "Time to finish this game now..."


      


      The fingers withdrew from her pussy and a thumb pressed above her clitoris, rubbing where she felt so sensitive.


      


      "Uuuhh... uuhh..."


      


      Vanessa had her eyes closed as the waves of pain and pleasure washed through her, but she happened to open them just in time to see the second servant of the Count take hold of the rubber cane. She stared at it, mesmerised, as the end of the rubber shaft was flicked against first one of her breasts and then the other. The pain quickly mingled with the rest of the sensations she was being forced to endure and she moaned feverishly.


      


      "Just a little more pain and you can come Vanessa, just enjoy it..."


      


      Vanessa felt the Count remove his hand from her pussy. She looked dreamily around her. The rhythmical striking of her breasts was all that she could feel; then the Count tapped the weight suspended from her clit ring and the pain it delivered to her aroused body was enough to trigger her orgasm.


      


      "UUHHH! UUHHHH!"


      


      She felt the weight tapped again and as it continued to swing between her legs, her orgasm continued to wash through her, until at last she imagined she was fainting.


      


      NINE


      


      Pausing to light himself a cigarette, the Count looked out fondly at the rolling, vineyard covered hills. The afternoon was invitingly hot and sunny and he had already been indoors for too long, he determined. In the distance he could see the terracotta roofs of the village houses clustered at the bridge over the river and after enjoying the view for a little, he ducked under the low lintel of the door and stepped back into the cool interior of the tower.


      


      As he passed down the narrow stairs, from the first arrow slit window he glimpsed the car with his two servants drive away. They had enjoyed the last couple of hours as much as he had, and had done their jobs well. For five years now he had employed the two young men, officially as chauffeurs, but their generous salaries reflected their special duties, at which they were so efficient. More importantly he knew they could be relied upon to keep silent about what went on up at the tower.


      


      The top floor of the tower, his games room, as he fondly referred to it, was now vacant. Descending another flight he came to the bedroom and here he paused for a moment.


      


      "How are we feeling, Vanessa?"


      


      The girl looked at him for a moment then closed her eyes. She lay on the double futon he had had installed here; the stairway and trapdoor being too awkward and small to bring a bed into the tower.


      


      "I am going back to the villa to see Michael. Are there any messages you'd like me to give him from you?"


      


      The girl shook her head and said something that the gag made altogether incoherent. The Count walked across to where she lay and looked down at her. Completely naked, she lay spreadeagled, her arms and legs restrained by leather cuffs clipped to belts that were screwed to the corners of the futon. The belts were drawn tightly enough to keep her pinned out like a starfish but loose enough to allow her to move her arms and legs a little. She was gagged with a silk scarf that was already soaked with her saliva.


      


      "There's really no point in crying out whilst I am gone. The tower walls are very thick, the windows closed and no-one walks past here. You'd be wasting your breath I'm afraid."


      


      Again the girl said something that the gag reduced to a gurgled, incoherent protest. The Count smiled and left the room. In the basement he picked up his jacket and the keys to the tower then he stepped out into the daylight. Closing the heavy oak door behind him, he turned the key in the lock and slipped it into his jacket pocket. With a satisfied smile he then set off down the path through the vineyard towards the villa.


      


      "So how are you enjoying her?"


      


      "Michael, you have chosen your pupil very well," the Count said, topping up first his guests wine glass and then his own. "She is a natural submissive, but the wonderful thing is the way she fights. It's so satisfying to see them struggle. So tell me, how has your painting progressed today?"


      


      "I've done some water colour sketches. The villa from the meadow beyond the terrace, the old stables, the little arched stone bridge over the stream. Your cook saw me out there and kindly brought me some bread and fruit and cheese to have whilst I was working."


      


      "You will forgive me not having had lunch with you," the Count apologised, "but I had a pleasant distraction at a friend's house."


      


      "Really?"


      


      "An American girl who had come to do some au pair work and learn Italian. He enslaved her a few months ago."


      


      "But I thought that you would have spent the time with Vanessa?"


      


      "Well of course I went to see how she was. I thought I would just leave her for a day to contemplate her fate. I gave her a taste of the whip for a while, but that's all."


      


      "I've got to admit that of all the girls who've applied to model for me, Vanessa has been the best so far."


      


      "Better than Sasha?"


      


      "Sasha is very special, very strong, which I like; it has taken a lot to tame her, shall we say. However, she is beginning to become a little too confident with her position."


      


      "How do you mean exactly?" asked the Count, taking a sip from his glass of wine then reaching for an olive.


      


      "She seems to have developed a preference for helping me to discipline the new girls, and at times rather forgets that she is still a submissive model herself. Anyway, I'm glad you find Vanessa to your liking."


      


      "She looks adorable, the way she struggles so obligingly. And her body... what can one say... Tell me, is she a pleasure for you in bed? I had the impression that you tended not to sleep with your students."


      


      "It's hard to resist such a temptation. It's interesting, isn't it? One whips them until they cry but they are still so desperate for you to fuck them."


      


      "You sound as if you're missing her company already, Michael."


      


      "Perhaps I'm just missing the satisfaction that can be provided by a willing young girl."


      


      "Well, I can easily help you then. Follow me. Whilst you are in my home, you must let me look after you."


      


      The Count finished his glass of wine and led his guest from the drawing room.


      


      Reaching the kitchen in the basement he found his cook and her young assistant in the act of making bread, and with a polite but firm order he instructed the cook to leave the room and close the door behind her. Knowing what was about to happen she merely nodded, and removing her apron and wiping her hands, she scurried away. Her assistant, a dark haired, young local girl, looked shyly from the Count to Michael.


      


      "Maria left school a year ago and has been serving here since then. She has ambitions to be a wealthy and successful model, but for now she is just a village girl who is most willing to serve her master."


      


      The young girl gave the Count a nervous smile as he stood next to her, idly stroking her dark hair with one hand. The girl was petite but had generous breasts and wide, hazel eyes that watched him expectantly. The Count told her what he expected from her and the reward she might expect and she nodded her agreement, glancing sideways at the unfamiliar Englishman.


      


      "It is only fair Michael, that I have Maria look after you whilst I am borrowing your pupil. Maria has no appreciation for the finer aspects of our art but she is very willing to serve."


      


      As he spoke he placed his hands on the girl's shoulders and turned her so that she was facing the kitchen table, which was still strewn with flour and dough and all the things that went with bread making.


      


      "Bend over girl, and put your arms above your head."


      


      To his satisfaction she obeyed the command. The Count glanced at the Englishman and smiled as he saw the gleam of arousal in the other man's eyes.


      


      "I have told her that you want to fuck her and I've told her that I will double her wage this month as a gesture of my appreciation for this small act. She is happy to do this for me."


      


      As he spoke he watched the Englishman for his reaction and sensed a slight hesitation, so without pause he caught hold of the girl's skirt and yanked it up until her arse was displayed. With a kitchen knife that lay on the table he quickly cut away the girl's knickers. Michael's eyes feasted on the pale globes of smooth flesh which swelled out so appealingly from the slender waist.


      


      "Does she take a beating well?" Michael asked.


      


      "Of course. How else would she serve me?"


      


      Walking around to the far side of the large table, picking up a roll of kitchen string as he went, the Count caught hold of one of the girl's hands. Telling her there was no cause for alarm and that she was to remember how well she'd be rewarded, he deftly bound the string in a noose around her thumb and pulled it tight. The girl began telling him that she was afraid but he merely told her there was nothing to worry about, and as he spoke he looped the ball of string around one table leg and tied it fast. The girl now began objecting loudly. With a glance and a nod to Michael for help, he had to wait only a second before the girl found her free arm being held outstretched by one man whilst the other slipped the string around her thumb and drew it tight.


      


      "She doesn't seem very happy," Michael said, watching as the Count secured the string around the other table leg. The girl grimaced, wincing with pain as she tried ineffectually to pull her thumbs free but the harder she pulled her arms, the tighter the string pulled. Giving up her struggle and now crying, she looked nervously over her shoulder as the Count drew her head back by her hair with one hand. Snatching up an apple from the bowl of fruit on the table he pushed the fruit into her mouth, forcing her jaws wide until her teeth sunk into the apple. He watched her as she thrashed her head angrily.


      


      "Michael, would you be so kind as to remove one of her stockings."


      


      The girl tried kicking out as her leg was held and twisted back with one hand and with the other her stocking was pulled down. A moment later and the Count had it tied across her mouth, the nylon wrapped over the apple and pulling it back firmly against her opened jaws.


      


      "Doesn't it heighten ones pleasure when they behave like this?"


      


      The Count stepped back to regard the girl who was now in considerable distress. Tears were pouring down her cheeks and she was trying again to pull her arms free from the simple but mercilessly effective restraint she had been subjected to. The girl lifted her head and looked imploringly at him, trying to communicate, but the apple jammed in her mouth prevented her from making anything more than muffled groaning noises.


      


      "Such a firm young arse... ahh... imagine how tight her pussy will be for you. Please, be my guest and do ignore any protests. You know that there is only one part of a girl's body one pays attention to."


      


      He opened a drawer and produced a long wooden spoon which he handed to Michael. When he stepped forwards, his flies undone, his engorged cock displayed and the spoon in his hand, the girl shook her head urgently and tried to clamber onto the table top in an attempt to escape.


      


      "Maria, stop giving us unnecessary trouble!"


      


      With a sharp blow from his hand against the back of her thigh, the Count stopped the girl in her tracks; and before I


      


      


      she could recover he was dragging off her other stocking. As she tried twisting herself away from him he pulled her stocking from her foot with one hand but with his other kept a hold of her ankle, forcing the girl to balance on one foot. Knotting her stocking around her ankle he then jerked her leg down and bound the nylon around one table leg.


      


      "I think the bitch needs to be taught a lesson for causing me so much trouble," he announced, "servants these days, really..."


      


      Picking up a bottle of olive oil he liberally poured some of its contents down the crack of the girl's arse then picking up a cucumber he began forcing it into her anus with one hand pressed down firmly on her back as he forced more of the vegetable into her. Then he picked up a knife and cut off what remained protruding from the distended anus.


      


      He used the thumbs of both hands to force what remained visible of the cucumber down into the girl's crater of flesh, stopping only when the end of the vegetable began breaking into a juicy pulp under his fingers.


      


      "I think now Michael, you'll find her young pussy deliciously tight. Beat her as hard as you like and you'll find she responds well."


      


      He had intended leaving but Maria had proved more intractable than he would have liked so he decided to stay and watch until he was certain his guest was being properly entertained. As he expected, Michael was experienced and self-assured with her. He raised the spoon high and brought it down hard, making a loud Splat! The soft flesh shook and rippled while from behind the gag more muffled screams filled the kitchen. He left a few seconds between blows to allow the heat to permeate fully into the skin, and after fifteen loud impacts the pale buttocks were a dark angry red and Maria had stopped struggling and just jerked at each impact.


      


      The Count watched as the Englishman reached forward and inserted his fingers between the dusky sex lips. He pushed them in up to the second knuckle and began twisting them. Maria's body relaxed and her head dropped, the muffled sobs became moans and soon he could hear the fingers squelching in the wetness inside her. He smiled.


      


      "Like I said, Michael, there's only one part of a girl's body one pays attention to. Please be my guest and enjoy her. Shall we say dinner at eight? You'll excuse me but I have other matters to attend to."


      


      As the Count left the kitchen a backward glance showed him Maria twisting frantically, her pain racked face damp with tears. The Englishman stood behind her, his hands around her narrow waist, his cock pumping her pussy as she writhed under him.


      

    


    
      ***

    


    
      


      


      Vanessa was woken by the sounds of footsteps on the stone stairs. She lay breathing nervously, aware that after her sleep the Count had no doubt returned to torment her further. She glanced to her left and right at her outstretched arms. Her muscles ached acutely. Looking out of the narrow window she could see that it was dark and she wondered for how long she had been asleep.


      


      "Well Vanessa, I hope that you've had a pleasant rest."


      


      She watched the Count approach her then sit down on the edge of the futon. With one hand he began stroking her leg.


      


      "I thought I would see how you are. Michael has been painting today and seems to be enjoying himself. I have left a young girl in my employ with him, for his amusement. He seemed very keen to fuck her, so I felt obliged as his host to give the girl to him. Maybe he'll suggest I exchange her for you? Would you like to stay with me?"


      


      Vanessa shook her head and looked apprehensively at the man as he continued stroking her leg, his hand now lingering over the inside of her thigh, idly stroking the red marks left by the cane. She could see he was looking at the clit ring she wore and a ripple of nervous excitement ran through her as she wondered when he would use it again to make her come.


      


      "I imagine that you might be a little hungry again? Does it seem a long time ago that you had just enjoyed your breakfast and were enjoying lounging in the sun outside the villa? I'm sure that it does. Let me prepare you a little something."


      


      Vanessa watched the man get up, to her dismay she saw he was holding the hole gag with the steel ring, and tossing it onto the futon he then went down the stairs and Vanessa had to lie staring at the foul contraption for ten minutes before she heard him return.


      


      She was wondering whether Michael had in fact abandoned her and what she should now try to do, when the Count returned carrying a tray of objects, none of which looked like food to her. Sitting on the bed beside her, the man drew from the pocket of his jacket the dental gag he'd used on her previously and before Vanessa had time to react she felt the steel arms slide into the side of her mouth. A second later and she was gasping in shock as her jaws were forced widely apart. The Count then calmly removed the silk scarf that had been gagging her and placed the steel ring in her mouth. There was nothing she could do to stop him as he then clipped the leather gag tightly at her nape before he removed the dental gag.


      


      "Now keep still, or you may feel more discomfort than necessary."


      


      Vanessa lay passively as the little silver ring that lay against her pussy was prised apart then slipped from her clitoris. A thicker polished steel ring was then put in its place and the Count gave it an experimental pull. Vanessa gasped and twisted on the bed.


      


      "Now, time for supper little girl and then to bed..."


      


      "Ugh... nuhh..."


      


      Vanessa tried twisting her head aside as she saw what was going to happen next, but the man held her still with one hand as with the other he fastened a tightly sprung nose clip over her which prevented her breathing through her nostrils.


      


      "Now, you're not going to be difficult about this are you?"


      


      Vanessa shook her head and the man smiled.


      


      "You will be a good girl and eat what I give you? You wouldn't like it if I had to force you to eat it would you?"


      


      The idea made Vanessa shudder and she lay docilely, knowing that she had little choice in the matter. To her anger though the Count then looked dubiously at her.


      


      "I think perhaps I might just as well do this the unpleasant way. Unpleasant that is for you. After all, from the concerned look on your pretty face I think this might be a new experience for you. Something to savour perhaps?"


      


      Vanessa lay crying and shivering uncontrollably with fear as she was then prepared for what was to happen to her. Gathering her long hair together with his hands the Count knotted a thin rope around her hair, and Vanessa was soon whimpering in agony as he drew the rope up to the top of the futon and tied it around one of the wooden slats that formed the base. Her eyes still washed with tears, she grunted in disbelief as a broad strap was placed under her chin. She was unable to turn her head to see the Count fastening one end of strap to one top corner of the futon but when he then drew the other end of the strap across to the opposite corner, Vanessa felt her chin lifted, then her whole head pulled backwards. Although the strap was under her chin and pressed tight against her lower jaw, her jaws were kept widely open by the steel ring in her mouth.


      


      "Nnnuhh!"


      


      The rope fastened to her hair was now a little slack but this was promptly tightened. The man gave a satisfied smile and lifted a bottle to the steel ring that held her jaws apart. Vanessa felt liquid hit the back of her mouth and gulping urgently the brandy was soon pouring quickly down her throat. When the man stopped, satisfied that she'd been made to drink enough, Vanessa gazed up at him, coughing as she recovered her breath. She felt sick and dizzy and had no idea how much alcohol she'd been forced to drink, but it was more than she'd have enjoyed spread over a whole evening's drinking, that was certain. Now dazed she forced herself to focus as the Count stood and calmly unzipped his trousers.


      


      "I trust you enjoyed your aperitif my dear. Now something equally tasty for you to devour."


      


      Vanessa was unable to turn her head away as the man knelt astride her. Holding his engorged cock with one hand he masturbated whilst looking down at her and it took only a minute or so before Vanessa felt warm spunk splash across her cheeks. The taste of saltiness filled her mouth as the man still knelt astride her and used the palm of his hand to spread the spunk from her cheeks across her face.


      


      "Go on you little slut, swallow it!"


      


      Vanessa had to swallow the spunk that was in her mouth anyway or she'd start coughing and choking, so she did. But the ring gag made it hard for her to swallow properly and she was soon coughing and crying with anger and despair.


      


      "Well done. Now drink this as your reward."


      


      To her relief she felt the tension in the strap under her chin slacken and a second later it was removed. A moment later she felt a glass lifted her mouth and she experienced the cool, refreshing taste of milk.


      


      "Remember this, Vanessa; each time we play a little game it will end with you drinking from a cock, and then as a reward for being an obedient little girl you get a glass of milk. Do you understand that?"


      


      Vanessa nodded.


      


      "Perhaps you'd appreciate some dinner now? The question is, are you going to behave if I allow you out?"


      


      Vanessa was unable to disguise the light in her eyes at the word 'out'. Surely anything was better than being kept hostage in the tower? Perhaps she could even escape?


      


      "Well, I have to have dinner with Michael but after that I could take you out for some exercise. I could take you to a friend's house. I had better get you dressed in something suitable. I'm sure your appearance will amuse him."


      


      Vanessa was left pinned out across the futon whilst the Count used his mobile phone to make a call. Of his rapid Italian she understood not a word, but already her heart was fluttering with excitement. Any situation surely offered her more hope than the one in which she was now. She rested her head back and closed her eyes. She felt rather drunk, but thankfully the alcohol seemed to have made her more relaxed and she allowed her thoughts to drift.


      


      She was left alone by the Count who went downstairs and after a while she heard the sound of a car engine. She listened as the tower door opened. Voices came up the open stairwell to her. She could recognise them now; the two young men who'd abducted her. They were engaged in conversation with the Count and sure enough after a moment she saw the three men come up the stairs.


      


      Vanessa was promptly untied from the futon and her arms then bound behind her back with several belts. To her joy the gag was removed from her mouth. She was then made to walk down the stairs to where there was a bathroom. She was led into the room by the youngest man. He removed the butt plug from her and gratefully, with her arms jammed awkwardly behind her, Vanessa sat down on the loo. She shook with the sensation of the squash balls coming out of her rectum and by the time they had all been discharged she felt weak and giddy.


      


      She watched the young man remove his smart suit jacket and then his tie before rolling back the sleeves of his shirt and gesturing to Vanessa to step into the shower cubicle.


      


      Her legs felt weak and she felt light-headed from the drink. She smiled at him and tottered across to the shower cubicle where he untied her arms. He then switched the water on for her and poured shower gel over body from her head downwards. She felt unbelievably grateful and as the young man was rubbing the foaming gel over her breasts she reached out and put her arms round him, drawing him to her and kissing him. For a second he looked startled then disconcerted. Then, glancing at the closed door behind them he smiled at her. Vanessa, quickly realising that she would be acting in her own interests if she could make him more sympathetic to her cause, smiled back then she knelt down so that her face was level with his groin. She looked up invitingly quickly unzipped his flies and drew out his cock.


      


      Vanessa, the warm water pummelling her back, strained forward and began licking the cock, which quickly stiffened even more in response to her tongue. Feeling the man's hands on her wet hair encouraging her, she began sucking the cock greedily. To her delight she felt the organ start to twitch and jerk against the roof of her mouth and she sucked all the harder and deeper until she felt his juice filling her mouth. She hungrily swallowed it and then sucked him dry. Groaning appreciatively the young man pulled back and gestured for her to stand up. A minute later he had her washed and led her from the bathroom.


      


      "A clean canvas with which to work. Very promising," the Count looked Vanessa up and down. She stood, still wet from the shower, naked except for the leather belts that once again held her arms behind her back. The Count circled her, a glass tinkling with ice cubes in his hands. She watched him take a sip from his drink and nod with satisfaction.


      


      "Take her up to my room. It's time to dress her."


      


      The Count made his excuses after coffee. He had promised to go to his neighbour's to discuss arrangements for the coming grape harvest. He would most likely be there for some time so he would see Michael again tomorrow morning at breakfast. When the Englishman asked him how Vanessa was, he smiled and told him that she was tied to a bed and sleeping soundly when he'd left her.


      


      Leaving the dinner table and his guest, the Count departed the villa. As instructed the car was awaiting him in he courtyard.


      


      "The girl is in the boot?" he asked as he climbed in the car. His chauffeur nodded with a smile.


      


      "Excellent, drive us to Carlo's. You dressed the girl as I instructed?"


      


      "Yes."


      


      "Did she give you any trouble?"


      


      "None at all. I think she is already learning to be an obedient little girl."


      


      "Just like the others."


      


      "That is how our Middle East associates like to buy them."


      


      The Count lit himself a cigarette and settled back to enjoy the drive. His friend Carlo lived higher up in the hills, where he had a small vineyard and olive plantation. He made most of his money though from abducting European girls and selling them on to a contact in the Middle East. The Count was not above enhancing his own bank balance by dabbling in his friend's business. It had already occurred to him that the English girl would be a good money earner; he had only to ensure that her disappearance was not noticed or linked to him. And of course he needed to train her. Michael was far too soft with his pupils. He seemed to appreciate the girls with spirit but for the Middle Eastern market they had to be totally submissive.


      


      Three days, the Count mused. He had three days and nights to see what he could achieve before Michael would be expecting him to return Vanessa. In any event he would make three films of her being tortured and these he could sell for a good price. The first film looked promising and he would make another tonight at Carlo's.


      


      Half an hour later the car drew to a halt outside a villa and the Count stepped out. It was a fine night and mild, which suited his purposes. Carlo had a swimming pool that was floodlit and the Count had an idea. Before he had even opened the boot of the car his friend appeared on his terrace and called to him in Italian. Of course he had phoned him from the tower to discuss his proposition and Carlo was enthusiastic, to say the least.


      


      They lifted the English girl from the boot of the car. Apart from bruised elbows she seemed fine. Removing the duct tape from across her mouth the Count told he that he had brought her to a friend's house. There was no-one here to help her so there was no point in screaming. The house was miles from anywhere. The girl looked around her apprehensively as the duct tape was unbound from around her wrists which had been bound behind her back. She was wearing her own bikini, a skimpy affair that was pleasing to the Count's eye. Her breasts supported by the black and silver material looked magnificently generous without being excessively large. Her bikini briefs were two small triangles of black and silver tied with knotted bows at her hips.


      


      The Count led the girl around the back of the villa to the swimming pool and told her in English, that after being tied up for so many hours in the tower, he thought that she would appreciate the chance of having a swim. She smiled and told him how grateful she was, although he could see in her eyes that she was mistrustful of his motives.


      


      As he was speaking one of his men was giving the camcorder to Carlo, who nodded enthusiastically. The other man, having slipped on dark sunglasses was already putting on a black silk mask to disguise himself. When the girl looked in his direction and saw it she panicked. It was only the quick reactions of the other of his men that stopped the girl from flying past them and running off into the night.


      


      He blocked the girl's path of escape and she turned stumbling back towards the Count who told her to be sensible and to not even to try to escape, but she ignored him and looked about for another route. On one side of her was the pool and seeing her other routes blocked she dived into the water and began an urgent swim across the pool. Shouting to one of his men to run around the pool and stop her, the Count told Carlo that he might as well start filming. It would make an excellent opening to the film. The Count then went back to the car to fetch the things that he had brought.


      


      When he returned to the pool the girl was treading water a few metres from the far edge where one of his men stood watching her. She had, of course, not been as quick to swim the pool as his own man had been to sprint around the edge to the far side. Carlo was obligingly filming and the Count smiled with satisfaction and gave some orders as he removed the contents of the bag that he was carrying. He then slipped on some sunglasses and drew a black silk scarf across his face. Both his men were now masked in similar fashion


      


      Using the long poled leaf rake one of the men tried coaxing the girl towards the opposite side where the Count was waiting. The girl though dived under the rack, guessing what their plan was and surfaced almost grinning before trying to snatch the pole from the man. The Count himself laughed as he saw the man quickly lift the pole out of the water, cursing furiously in Italian. For five minutes they tried without success to get the girl to the edge of the pool and the Count's patience was beginning to wear a little thin. Picking up a hooked pole that lay along side the pool he fastened a rope noose over it then holding the pole in one hand he gave the end of the rope to his other assistant.


      


      Now faced with attack from two sides the girl tried swimming down the pool and they soon had her shepherded into one corner. As she then tried to dive to escape them they were ready and as she surfaced the rake pushed down on her shoulders forcing her back under the water. The Count watched as she kicked herself into another shallow dive and tried again to surface further up the pool. Again the rake was there ready and her head barely broke the surface before she was pushed back under. The next time she surfaced, her arms were flailing urgently and the Count was ready. The rope noose dropped over her left arm and was quickly pulled tight. As she struggled with her other hand to pull it free they began to haul her in to the side of the pool. She was coughing and spluttering as one of his men snatched hold of her hair and pulled her up out of the water.


      


      The Count knelt over her laughing as one of his men pinned her arms.


      


      "Crazy English girl... you like to swim, yes? Okay then..."


      


      He wrapped a broad leather collar around her throat and ?uckled it securely.


      


      "No please... stop... I won't try to escape again..."


      


      The Count then clipped two ropes to the collar and told Carlo to bring the camera closer so that everything he did could be seen on the film.


      


      Ordering his men to roll the girl onto her back he began to unfasten the bikini where it was tied in bows at her hips. Her damp limbs glistened invitingly and she was struggling obligingly as one man held her ankles and the other pinned her arms above her head.


      


      "Please don't make me go back in the water... I'm sorry... I shouldn't have tried to escape... please..."


      


      The Count, having untied the wisp of material that was covering the girl's sex, looked down thoughtfully at her pussy, then smiled mischievously.


      


      "No! Don't! Please..."


      


      Clipping a pear shaped weight on a short chain to her clit ring the Count then slid the weight into her pussy. Her hips bucked and her thighs slithered against the tiles underneath her. He glanced up to see both his men increasing their pressure on her arms and legs as her struggling intensified. He then took a studded leather girdle and drew it between the girl's legs and pulled it up and around her slim hips. With the weight still nestling inside her pussy he pulled the girdle tight and buckled it into place. He then fastened studded leather cuffs around her ankles and a broader pair around her thighs. By now the girl was crying uncontrollably. To finish he fitted leather wristcufFs around her and another pair of leather cuffs around her arms above her elbows.


      


      "Bring her over to the edge of the pool and turn her onto her front."


      


      His men did as instructed. He glanced up at Carlo who was still filming, then he looked at the girl. The weight of the four pairs of leather cuffs would make swimming pretty tiring for her. Still she was fit and she wouldn't go under without a struggle.


      


      It would be amusing to watch.


      


      "Bring her hands behind her back and clip the wristcuffs together. We'll see how strong her legs are, leave them free."


      


      "No! Please!"


      


      "Good. Okay, push her in."


      


      There was a resounding splash. He watched her long blonde hair floating under the water like a jellyfish then her head broke the surface. For a few seconds she trod water, glaring at the men with anger burning in her eyes. The Count held on to the ropes fastened to her collar and told one of his men to walk around to the opposite side of the pool with the other rope.


      


      "You bastard!"


      


      The girl's head slipped back under the surface but with a kick she came back up then she turned onto her back and slowly, using her legs breaststroke fashion, she swam away from him.


      


      "Pause the film Carlo, she'll keep this up for a good five minutes. We don't want to bore the viewers," the Count laughed.


      


      Ten minutes later the girl started begging to be allowed out of the pool. The Count smiled and denied her request. When her head dipped under the surface, he told Carlo to resume filming. The girl now swam on her back across to the far side of the pool and nudging herself alongside the Count saw her kick hard to lift her body up. After three attempts she managed to get her chin balanced over the edge of the pool. The Count pulled on the rope he held and brought her back down into the water with a splash. Now her strength was ebbing fast... and drawing her out into the middle of the pool by the rope around her collar he watched as she struggled to keep her head above the surface. He saw her anguished, pleading look as she struggled through the water towards him.


      


      Soon she would be begging, he thought. Signalling to the man on the opposite side to pull her back into the middle of fee pool, he watched the girl. One minute she was floundering towards him, then next she was under the water then being pulled backwards. She managed to surface and tried to swim at the speed at which she was pulled. Once they had her in the middle of the pool again the other man stopped pulling his rope and she was left to try to tread water. When after a few minutes her head slipped under the surface and did not quickly re-emerge the Count shouted at the other man to pull his rope taut as he did likewise. With both ropes clipped to the stout collar drawn tightly in opposite directions the collar was pulled up to the surface and the girl emerged coughing and spluttering. Now just her head was above the water and the Count could see she barely had the strength left in her legs to keep kicking. Satisfied, he told the other man to let go and he then firmly pulled in the rope until they had the girl alongside the edge of the pool. Pulling her up by the collar the other man grasped her under the arms and they dragged her up out of the water.


      


      "Bring her indoors," ordered the Count.


      


      Carried by his two men the girl was taken into the villa where Carlo resumed filming.


      


      "How are you feeling after your swim, Vanessa?"


      


      "Uhhh..."


      


      "Just conscious, that's good enough. Unclip her wrists, clear the top of the kitchen table, and one of you bring my things."


      


      The Count unclipped the girl's bikini top. She made no effort to move her arms back when he lifted them above her head and draped them across the top of the table they'd put her on. When he squeezed her breast she opened her eyes, Turning her head. Her mouth opened fractionally and she murmured in discomfort but that was all.


      


      The Count removed the girdle from her and unclipped the weight from the clit ring.


      


      "Spread her legs and strap her down. Put that book under her arse to lift her up. Can you hear me little girl?"


      


      "Please... no more..."


      


      "You can relax, we're not going to doing anything painful to you. Not yet anyway. It's time for you to get a shave, that's all."


      


      The Count had pussy shaved several girls before, and using tweezers to lift the lips of her labia clear of the razor he worked quickly and confidently. With a damp cloth he wiped the remaining foamed gel away and regarded his handiwork. Not bad, he thought, not bad at all. The English girl had a small but attractively shaped vulva, with pale pink lips that looked young and fresh. He wondered if her cunt was as tight as her outer appearance suggested. He stroked his thumb over her clitoris and gave a gentle pull on the steel ring. The girl moaned and tried lifting her head but the stiff leather collar prevented her from seeing what he was doing to her.


      


      "Unstrap her and get the bitch on the floor. It's time to fuck her," the Count announced in Italian; then caressing the girl's face with a hand under her chin, he smiled and spoke to her in English.


      


      "Nearly time to take you home. Would you like that?"


      


      The girl nodded weakly and glanced from him to the other faces watching her.


      


      "Would you be grateful to us if we took you home now?"


      


      "Yes, please... thank you."


      


      "Good," the Count smiled, "We'll finish the film, then all you need to do is say thank you to my men for letting you go home now."


      


      "Thank you both..." the girl sighed, and looked around her as hands began unbuckling her restraints.


      


      "They do not speak any English... let me tell you what to say."


      


      With one hand the Count encouraged the girl from the table.


      


      "Now you must say, 'Please fuck me, it's what I deserve.' Then my men will be happy to oblige."


      


      The girl glanced at the camera then at the two men and repeated what the Count told her. The men smiled, and with obvious pleasure at having pleased them, the girl smiled back.


      


      "Excellent, now get her down on her knees."


      


      His men needed no encouraging.


      


      "What are you doing? Ugh... no... stop it..."


      


      "Bend her over and clip her wrists to her ankles. Push her head right down to the floor."


      


      The Count crouched down and pulled the rope still clipped to her collar around behind one of her knees then across to her other one, around it and back to her collar. Slipping the rope through the ring of the collar he pulled it tight forcing her head down. Her arse was now the highest part of her body from the floor and her shaven pussy invitingly exposed.


      


      "Help yourself, both of you."


      


      He settled back to watch as the girl was then fucked by both the men in turn. He was amused by how easily their cocks slid into her, clearly this girl was truly submissive, she would enjoy the way she was restrained while being fucked. And sure enough, after the first few thrusts from the first man to have her she was moaning and pushing her hips back to meet the cock which was invading her depths. When he reached his climax and sighed in pleasure as he discharged into her, she groaned and gyrated her hips frantically to extract her own pleasure. When the second man knelt behind her she pushed her newly shaved lips urgently back towards his shaft, begging for penetration and came twice before he climaxed. After he had finished and wiped himself dry on her buttock, the Count unclipped the rope from the girl's collar and lifted her head by her hair.


      


      "Now it's my time you little slut. Take this in your pretty little mouth and suck for all you're worth. If you make me come quickly enough, you'll be spared anything more tonight."


      


      The girl did as he ordered and he watched her mouth open wide and felt its softness as his cock was pulled deliciously deeply into her throat. She flicked and rubbed with her tongue whenever he withdrew a little and sucked eagerly when he drove in again. It wasn't long before he felt himself about to come and he put his hands against the back of her head to stop her from pulling back.


      


      "I want you to drink it all or you'll be punished!"


      


      When he came she obediently kept sucking him then licked his cock clean, seemingly savouring every drip of his sperm she could reach with her tongue.


      


      "Well done bitch, you're learning what's wanted from you."


      


      The Count looked down at his cock, still savouring the feel of her lips around him and her tongue against him.


      


      "Give the bitch a glass of milk as her reward and get her back in the car."


      


      TEN


      


      After her ordeal in the swimming pool Vanessa was grateful to be taken back to the tower and allowed to go to sleep. She felt exhausted, emotionally and physically. She now supposed the worst, Michael had abandoned her, perhaps selling her to the Count or giving her to him as a present. If she now belonged to the Count then her life had taken a turn for the worse. Still, there was hope. He was obviously going to use her to make porn films in which she was to star. But mercifully the films weren't too long, and surely nothing worse could happen to her than what had already happened. She had already learnt too, that if she sucked cock obediently at the end of the filming session, she was allowed to rest and get a little peace. Oh, and a glass of milk, which was welcome because after nearly a day as the Count's prisoner she had not been fed and she was now ravenous. Sleeping on an empty stomach hadn't been easy but she was so tired from the swimming she had quickly fallen asleep.


      


      She was woken by something tapping her arm and when she focused her vision and blinked the sleep from her eyes, she saw the Count looking down at her, a walking cane in his hand.


      


      "Good morning, I trust you slept well child? I dare say you're a little hungry, here's some breakfast for you."


      


      Vanessa lifted her head; she could not move her arms more than fractionally because she had been tied spread-eagle to the futon. She held her head obediently forward as the silk scarf that had been used to gag her was removed.


      


      "Thank you Count."


      


      "These are from my greenhouse. They make poor wine but perfect eating grapes."


      


      Vanessa strained her head forward and began biting off mouthfuls of grapes from the bunch that was dangled before her. She was so hungry and they tasted so good! With the juice dribbling down her chin she greedily stripped the bunch down to the stalk then let her head sink back against the pillow.


      


      The Count then spoon fed her some yoghurt and held a glass of water to her lips which she obediently and appreciatively drank down. The belts that had been clipped to her wristcuffs to keep her arms spread were unclipped and she was allowed to rub her arms and sit upright.


      


      "How long are you going to keep me here?"


      


      "As long as it pleases me. Now no more questions. This morning I will allow you some fresh air. I will take you up onto the roof; you can lie out up there and enjoy the sun. Give me any trouble and I'll beat you till you're begging me to stop. Understand?"


      


      "Perfectly."


      


      Vanessa sat obediently still as her wrists were drawn behind her back and clipped together. He was obviously still not taking any chances with her, she thought to herself. She matched him unclip the belts from her anklecuffs then she vas told to stand up. The Count then gestured for her to climb the stairs, which she did until she came to a small door. This, the Count opened and she was led out onto the tower's flat roof.


      


      The view was beautiful... sweeping vineyards, wooded hills, a bright clear sky. The air was deliciously warm against her bare skin as Vanessa gazed around her. Sadly there was no-one in view but given the chance she would scream for help. If the bastard thought she was going to stay here willingly, he was mistaken!


      


      She watched the Count throw a large towel over a bench and gesture for her to lie down. "My hands..."


      


      Vanessa turned her back to him for her wrists to be unclipped and then lay down on her back.


      


      "Put your arms down so they're along side the legs of the bench."


      


      "So you can tie me up again!" "Of course."


      


      There were large brass rings fixed to the legs of the bench and chains dangled from them. Vanessa wondered how many young girls the man had chained up. He was a complete sadist - and thinking about what he had already done to her she began to dream about ways to escape.


      


      "Now spread your legs so that your heels are close to the corners."


      


      "Don't you trust me, Count?" Vanessa asked in her sweetest and most innocent voice.


      


      "Of course not, do you think I'm stupid. You still don't understand yet do you? You're the dumb blonde bitch and I'm your master! You're going to make me good money and in return you can enjoy a few hours sunbathing each day. Have a pleasant morning!"


      


      Vanessa lifted her head as the man walked away. She thought about shouting after him but then it dawned on her that he hadn't gagged her. If someone walked past the tower she could still scream for her help. With this thought as a crumb of comfort she closed her eyes and tried to relax. She might be bound to a bench and a prisoner but at least she was still going to get to top up her suntan.


      


      She had been lulled to sleep by the soporific effects of ;he sun when a noise close by suddenly woke her. When she tried to open her eyes the sun dazzled her. It was now directly overhead signalling that it must be midday and she'd been dozing for hours. Her throat felt dry and parched and she looked around her. One of the two men serving the Count was standing looking down at her.


      


      She smiled at him as he knelt beside the bench and gestured that she was to turn over. Vanessa nodded to show she understood what he wanted, then the man unclipped her ankle cuffs. She waited for him to release her arms but he indicated that she must twist her legs and have them refastened first. Well, the Count was certainly taking no chances!


      


      With her arms and legs stretched out and secured Vanessa settled herself on her chest. She wasn't surprised when the man felt between her legs and insinuated a finger into her pussy. Sighing with appreciation Vanessa closed her eyes and surrendered to the pleasure of feeling the finger probe and twist inside her. To her disappointment though the man soon withdrew his hand, muttered something in Italian and left her. She was left contemplating the fact that though she hated the idea of being at the mercy of sadists, her body had other ideas at times.


      


      Vanessa imagined that perhaps a couple more hours passed before she heard someone returning. She was hot now and her body slick with perspiration. She kept her eyes closed against the sun and was trying hard not to think about enjoying a long, cool drink.


      


      "What a sight. So are you enjoying our beautiful Italian weather?"


      


      "Yes Count, but I'm very thirsty."


      


      "Then we must see that you are refreshed."


      


      The chains to her wrists and ankles were unclipped and she was told to come back inside; it was good to get out of the sun... she felt roasting hot!


      


      She was accompanied downstairs to the room where she had slept and found a tray with a tall glass of orange juice, a bunch of grapes, some chocolate biscuits and an apple awaiting her.


      


      "I'm leaving one of my men downstairs to watch the door, so don't think of trying to escape. If you shout for help he has orders to beat you then gag you."


      


      "I promise to be a good girl," Vanessa answered demurely.


      


      Then she turned her attention to the tray of food and snatching up the apple sank her teeth into it. God, she was so hungry.


      

    


    
      ***

    


    
      


      


      The Count looked down at the girl with satisfaction. She was lying naked on the futon, one leg drawn up towards her and an arm curled around her head. She was sleeping deeply and when he walked around the futon, the floorboards creaking underfoot, she did not stir. The tray lay on the floor, its contents consumed. The Count bent over her and gently shook her by the shoulder. She showed no sign of waking so he shook her a little more forcefully and she murmured something and stirred a little.


      


      "The drug in her drink has worked perfectly. Bring her upstairs."


      

    


    
      ***

    


    
      


      


      Someone was lifting her, carrying her... dreaming... she was lying outside, the sun beating down on her... no, she was sleeping... and this was a dream... yes, she was dreaming she was being carried; two men supporting under her arms.


      


      Vanessa groaned and wished she could dream something else. Not this. The men had put her down and whilst she lay passively they were putting something over her face... a mask... a smell of rubber... straps around her head. She didn't want to dream this... she wanted to wake up now...


      


      She shook her head and opened her eyes, or imagined she had opened her eyes. Was she still dreaming? Her vision was hazy then the scene that swam before her as it slowly came into focus was tinted a pale green. Then to her confusion, she realised that she was looking at it through glass - tinted glass - and it dawned on her that she could actually feel a mask, snug around her head. Now the alarm bells of panic in her mind started ringing and she tried to pull the mask from her but she couldn't move her hands, her arms were pinned.


      


      Her brain felt dizzily confused and though she was now definitely awake, her mind felt sleepy, her thought processes sluggish. 'Do something!' she told herself.


      

    


    
      ***

    


    
      


      


      The Count stood over the bench watching as the girl began to struggle. The drug had kept her sleeping soundly whilst they had strapped her down. Her arms and legs were spread apart and secured with the cuffs and straps they had used before on her. In a moment he thought he might use the other straps to pin her thighs down and hold her hips still. Perhaps he would even strap her arms as well for good measure. He had had the bench made to his own design. It was fashioned from a single sheet of heavyweight plastic screwed onto stout wooden legs that were well braced. Slits were cut in the plastic for straps to be fed through. At the corners, obviously, but also so that his victim's legs and arms and even their torso could be strapped down. In a moment he might add some straps to the girl, but for now it was amusing enough to watch her struggle.


      


      She was trying to surface from her drug-induced sleep and her arms were beginning to twist as she tried to free her hands. They had shot the opening of the film showing her asleep on the futon and had zoomed in on the empty tray then close focused on the glass. With the Count's comment about the drug working perfectly, the viewer would be able to appreciate what had happened. They then continued filming as they dragged her up and onto the bench and strapped her arms and legs. The Count had then fitted a gas mask over her head and secured its straps firmly.


      


      Now she looked at him through the glass facepiece, her expression one of disbelief and alarm. The chemical filters in the nosepiece of the mask had been removed and replaced with plain air filters. He watched the girl looking at him, her expression of alarm a delight for him to see. Her slender arms twisted ineffectually and her back arched. Delighted with the control he had over her the Count put his hand under the swell of one of her breasts and held it supportively. With his other hand he selected a pair of tweezers and catching hold of her nipple he agitated the delicate point of flesh until it swelled and hardened. The girl twisted her body in objection more urgently as he increased the pressure of the tweezers, using them now to pull her nipple, stretching the dark circle of skin and pulling her erection until it was unnaturally elongated.


      


      "I'm going to fasten a little ring around your nipple to keep it erect in preparation for it being pierced. You don't mind having your nipples pierced do you?"


      


      The girl lifted her head, and though the gasmask muffled her words he guessed from her agitated state what she was trying to communicate. The Count watched her struggle, twisting and writhing against the restraints. She made a very satisfying spectacle he thought as her efforts to free herself eventually slackened as her strength ebbed and her head, which had been thrashing madly from side to side now rested turned to one side.


      


      The Count fitted the tiny copper wire around her erect nipple at its base. With the tweezers he then tightened the wire until it held her swollen nipple tightly and the erection was unable to subside. The girl's body moved weakly in protest as he then began to coax her other nipple to an erect condition. She seemed to accept the inevitable and now lay unresisting as he wired her other nipple. Her smooth, taut stomach rose and fell with her breathing and she gave the appearance of being in a contented sleep. The Count ordered the film to be switched off and he got up and stretched his legs. After refreshing himself with a glass of mineral water he went back to the girl. He examined her arms and wrists thoughtfully, aware of her eyes watching him anxiously but she made no protest. She was probably finding her own strange pleasure in the constriction of her nipples, he thought, then unfastened the buckles of her wristcuffs. Loosening the buckles by one hole he then refastened them.


      


      "Start the camera again. It's time to give her a real treat."


      


      The Count told her to lift her head so that she could look at her breasts and see what he had done to her nipples.


      


      "The wires will keep your nipples nice and hard and after a while they'll start to feel a little numb. I shall then swab them with antiseptic. I will then pierce them. I was thinking that silver rings might look pleasing,"


      


      The girl hung her head back, groaning in despair.


      


      "Of course, that will be just one of many things I have in store for you. Just imagine what else you have to look forward to."


      


      He touched between her legs and immediately her body came to life, her limbs struggling against the restraints. Then, believing that she was actually managing to pull her hands free from the wristcuffs her efforts became all the more determined. The Count watched as she put on an impressive show of trying to extricate herself from her bondage. The leather cuffs of course were now jammed against her hands and she was twisting her thumbs into her palms in a frantic effort to slide her hands through the loop of leather. The Count sat down and leant back in his chair to watch the girl as she continued struggling. Her back was now arched as she pulled down with her arms, the cords to the wristcuffs were pulled as tight as wire and the black leather edged fractionally higher over her hand. The Count smiled and for a few more minutes he dragged the game out, until eventually the girl lay exhausted and dazed, with her slim arms now slack on the bench and her body damp with sweat. She lay breathing steadily and hardly stirred as he looped straps around her arms above her elbows then fastened the straps, drawing her biceps down firmly against the plastic. He then refastened the wristcuffs to their original tightness and looked her over. What a picture... her strong, long legs and slender young arms were now useless. The dark blue cord straps pressed down deeply against her flesh and accentuated her helplessness. Her tanned skin, smooth and delicate, contrasted pleasingly with the texture of the straps. Her long, sun bleached hair was tangled amongst the straps of the mask. Her shaved pussy and her firm young breasts stood vulnerably exposed.


      


      The Count looked at the small trolley he had pulled across to the bench. The dentist's tools lay arrayed, gleaming silver and sparkling white plastic, pleasingly offset by the black padded case they had come in. The things you could buy on the internet, these days, he laughed to himself. He lifted the lips of the girl's vulva with the fingertips of both hands and drew them apart. How delicate her pussy looked and how helpless she was. And as if to emphasise that fact she began to try and twist in her bonds, but she was far too well shackled to disturb him.


      


      He stood up and moved to stand over her head. "Lift your head my dear, I have something for you to see." She raised her head as far as she was able to and swung it sideways until she could see what the Count was indicating. To his satisfaction when her eyes took in the contents of the opened medical suitcase at the side of the bench her look of terror was undisguised. Her wide round blue eyes stared in disbelief and she shook her head. The table rattled faintly as she fought madly to free herself then, exhausted, she lay slumped passively. The Count decided to fasten one more belt across her hips before he drew on his fine latex gloves. The girl was breathing rapidly in short nervous breaths now, and deciding that it would be more satisfying if he and those watching could see her distressed expression more clearly, he instructed one of his men to remove the gas mask. The man asked him if he wanted another gag put on her but the Count shook his head - let her scream all she wanted, it didn't matter.


      


      "What a pretty thing you are... now just lie there and relax, I won't hurt you. In fact, you'll probably enjoy this."


      


      He used weighted clips to hold open the girl's outer labia. She lay docilely as he then drew her inner labia apart and pinned them so they were spread like tiny butterfly wings. Her nervous breathing quickened a notch and he smiled to himself as he examined the soft pink flesh of her sex, pinned open so appealingly. Small pearls of moisture were forming at the entrance to her vagina.

    

  


  
    
      


      "Please, don't." she whispered.


      


      "Be quiet girl or I'll gag you."


      


      Switching on an electric polishing brush he drew it against the girl's clitoris and she gave a loud gasp then writhed urgently but ineffectually.


      


      "How did that feel? Did you like that?"


      


      He let the whirring brush head again come in contact with her delicate erection and she gave an even louder cry and thrashed her head from side to side.


      


      "Stop it... please... can't bear it..."


      


      He moved the brush slowly against her exposed flesh around the opening of her vagina and watched her arms and legs straining desperately against the straps.


      


      "Nooohh! Stop it! Please! PLEASE!"


      


      Switching off the brush he put it down and selected instead a probe with a miniature circular mirror on one end, he squeezed some toothpaste onto it. The girl lay panting urgently, her body now glossy with sweat from her exertions.


      


      "Uuuhh..." Vanessa's body heaved and twisted as the cold steel slid into her body and he screwed it around to smear the toothpaste inside her.


      


      "Uurgh... what... what have you done?" the girl panted, tossing her head from side to side and trying vainly to twist her body out from under the straps that held her down.


      


      The Count stroked her perspiration soaked brow and smiled down at her. Her chest was heaving as she panted and he could see she was rubbing her wrists raw trying to free her arms.


      


      "Please... stop it... can't stand it..."


      


      "Perhaps some more... I think you're enjoying it aren't you?"


      


      "No! Please stop!"


      


      The Count picked up the tube of toothpaste and inserted it into the girl's exposed vagina.


      


      "No! Let me go! LET ME GO!"


      


      Calmly picking up a dental gag he gestured to the man who wasn't filming and he quickly grasped the girl's head. Her screaming was abruptly turned to a choked cry as the Count inserted the dental gag into her mouth and allowed the steel rods to spring open, forcing her jaws wide.


      


      "UUUGH! NUURHH!"


      


      Pushing half of the toothpaste tube into Vanessa's vagina the Count began squeezing the contents into his victim. He then settled back and watched the effect that it had upon her.


      


      Vanessa was still struggling madly when she smelt the chloroform. Oh God, she thought, which would be worse. Being conscious and having to bear the horrible stinging sensation her pussy was suffering or being made unconscious again? She tried turning her head away from the smell but the man kept the cotton wool close under her nostrils. She tried to breathe through her mouth and for a while had some success but the chemical smell was insidious and soon she felt herself become dizzy. Her efforts to resist it weakened and then she felt herself sliding into enforced sleep.


      


      When she came to she found that she had been taken from the bench and now she was hanging by her arms from the ceiling. A bottle of smelling salts was held under her nose forcing her back into consciousness. She focused her vision and saw the Count standing before her. As her senses cleared she became aware of a dull needling pain in her breasts. Looking down she saw to her dismay that her nipples had been pierced. The binding copper wires were gone but in their place her nipples displayed silver rings.


      


      "Do you like your new jewellery?" the Count laughed. "A little present for my adoring little girl. Are you keen to try out some weight on them?"


      


      Vanessa shook her head urgently and looked imploringly at the Count then glanced at the other men. They were still filming her, the bastards. Not only were they having their pleasure in torturing her but they were probably going to make money from her suffering as well! She looked up at her outstretched arms. She knew there was no escape from the broad leather wristcuffs they had fastened around her. She tried pulling down with her right arm hard. The cord that was clipped to the wristcuff went tight. She looked at how it was screwed to a broad steel plate, itself screwed onto the ceiling. She gave up tugging her arm, exhausted and dejected. Then to her utter dismay she saw the Count pick up a long thin cane.


      


      The first lash stung so intensely that it was all she could do to grunt with pain. He'd hit her across the backs of her legs and she dangled quivering with fear as she awaited the next blow.


      


      "Do you like the taste of the cane? Does it remind you of when you were a disobedient school girl?"


      


      Vanessa yelped as the cane sliced across her rump. This time the agony built on that left by the first lash and as her legs weren't restrained in any way she twisted her body sideways and angrily tried to kick the man as he stood grinning at her.


      


      "Naughty! That was very naughty."


      


      She had missed him and now he circled her, waving the cane menacingly. She immediately regretted her actions but it was too late. She tried to tell him that she was sorry but the steel rods that forced and held her jaws apart made communication impossible.


      


      She looked desperately at him for forgiveness but his response was to bring the cane down again upon her, this time across her thigh. The force of the blow made her reel and her dangling body twisted around then back, her feet losing contact with the stone floor before she felt it scrape under her toes again and she managed to regain her footing. The man gave her no rest now and in quick succession delivered a series of blows against her rump.


      


      Vanessa howled as best the gag allowed, but was ignored. Her buttocks felt as if they were on fire and she really couldn't take any more. But the Count seemed to read her mind and switched target. The cane sliced down upon her back, half a dozen blows, from her waist working up to just below her shoulder blades. This time the force of the lashes strangled her howls of protest. By the end of it she was dangling, dazed and crying, her vision blurred with tears, the leather cuffs jammed hard against her hands as she hung helplessly, her legs too weak to even support her.


      


      "Stay awake now pretty girl, there's plenty more for you to enjoy."


      


      Vanessa felt her head shaken by a firm grasp upon her hair and she looked dazedly at the man standing in front of her. Satisfied that she was still conscious after her beating he stepped back and lightly flicked the cane against her breast.


      


      "Uuh!"


      


      Harder, the cane struck her other breast.


      


      "Nuhh!"


      


      The cane had sliced down over the top of one of her breasts then it had flicked up against the soft underside. The pain was exquisite; a deep biting sting in her tender flesh. She shook her head and grunted in agony as the pattern was repeated the other way.


      


      "Perhaps it's time now to dangle some weights from those lovely tits of yours? Do they feel a trifle sore? Would you rather I hung a weight from your pussy ring?"


      


      Vanessa felt the cane strike across her hip, making her flinch and take a sharp intake of breath. She hung her head back and cried inwardly. The gag in her mouth was driving her mad! She couldn't take any more of his cane! She had to get away from here!


      


      "Well, do you want to feel the sweet pain of your breasts being pulled?"


      


      Vanessa shook her head.


      


      "So it's going to be your pussy then? You want me to clip a weight to your pussy ring? You'd like that would you?"


      


      Vanessa knew she had no choice and her freshly pierced nipples felt so tender she couldn't bear the thought of them being pulled, so she nodded.


      


      "Good, my little girl likes her clit pulled, doesn't she?"


      


      Vanessa looked at the man, fresh tears pricking her eyes. She nodded, knowing that it was probably the best option. She had to play the game his way... there was really no choice.


      


      The man stroked her hair clear from her face with one hand as with his other he stroked over her breast but avoided touching the ring that pierced her nipple.


      


      "Do you want your legs spread for you? Would you like to feel that extra bit helpless?"


      


      Vanessa knew that he would probably do it anyway so she nodded again.


      


      "You like feeling helpless don't you? This excites you so much, let me feel between your legs... yes, you're so wet already."


      


      Vanessa knew it was true. Even at the most devastating point of the caning when she felt as if she might faint she had been aware of that treacherous heat in her groin. Numbly she gazed down as her anklecuffs were fastened to a steel leg spreader.


      


      "Now you're ready, aren't you?"


      


      Again she nodded her agreement and the man smiled victoriously.


      


      ELEVEN


      


      With her head hung back Vanessa could see the stout leather bound tight about her wrists. The weight of her body dragged down through her shoulders. She felt as if her arms were being pulled from their sockets. She strained to touch the floor with her feet but they had shortened the ropes that were fastened to her arms. She grunted, frantic to feel the stone under her toes but it was no use. The floor remained tantalisingly close, but just out of reach.


      


      If she could have reached straight down with her feet maybe she could have touched the floor. But the spreader bar made this impossible. She let her head hang down and the saliva dribbled from her mouth onto her breasts. Her jaws were held still apart by the steel rods of the dental gag and her breasts now displayed silver rings from her pierced nipples. Her whole body ached and stung from the caning and she knew that hours more torment might lie ahead for her.


      


      "Ugh... uhh..."


      


      She watched the Count show her the weight he intended to clip to her clit ring. She closed her eyes and waited. She no strength left to struggle and besides it was useless... she was totally helpless.


      


      The pain when it came was familiar and the ache in her clitoris was soon more than the ache of pain. She felt herself aching with the need to come and the memory of what he had done to her before returned, fresh and sharp. When the cane struck under one of her breasts, she sighed. The next blow was against her other breast. With the pull on her clitoris had come the final humiliation; she would love whatever he did to her. And she could guess what he would do next and sure enough, with the tip of the cane, he lightly tapped the weight that dangled between her spread legs. She gasped loudly as her clitoris was pulled more intensely. The weight swung from its little chain like a pendulum and each time it slowed, it was tapped again. Vanessa closed her eyes but she couldn't shut out the feeling. Slowly and remorselessly her orgasm rose within her; but when the cane began flicking along the length of each of her sex lips - sending sharp lances of hot pain through her - she hung her head back, moaning and crying feverishly as her orgasm finally boiled over and submerged her for several endless minutes. After it subsided and she came back to her senses, to her relief she was being lowered to the floor.


      


      Encouraged down onto her knees and held by the arms, the gag was removed from her aching jaws and she was faced with a hard and gleaming cock, the head glistening from the slick juice that oozed from its tip.


      


      "You know what you have to do bitch, get on with it!"


      


      Vanessa craned her head forward. A hand was clasping her hair and others pulled her arms backwards. She slipped her lips over the tip of the cock and felt it twitch. She flicked her tongue against it hard, then drawing back a little she licked the head, curling her tongue around it before taking as much of the cock in her mouth as she could. This was the end of the session, she thought, sucking vigorously and drawing deep groans of appreciation from the man. She had only to do this and they would stop. She would be given a glass of milk and allowed to go to sleep. Now, with her mind on what lay ahead rather than what she had just been suffering, she didn't feel so bad. In fact, she thought, as she felt the man's cock begin to throb in her mouth, she enjoyed the control that she now had over him.


      


      She lifted her head back and glanced up. It was the younger of the Count's two helpers. He stood with his legs apart, the expensive suit trousers bunched around his calves. With one hand he held her hair, his other rested on her shoulder. His companion stood behind her. His hands grasped around her biceps, pulling her arms behind her back. The Count stood watching and Vanessa could see his erection pressing against the cotton of his trousers.. She saw the expression of pleasure written across the face of the young man who stood before her. The Count for his part watched avidly.


      


      Sensing the young man was on the brink of coming, Vanessa hung back from sucking him and now just lightly licked the head of his twitching shaft. The man muttered under his breath and tightened his hold on her hair, trying to encourage her to hurry. She shook her head and looked up at him smiling, and as he stared down at her, his eyes heavy with lust, she slowly, tauntingly, licked the tip of her tongue over her own lips. The man said something in Italian that she didn't understand. She smiled and turned her attention back to his cock. Copious amounts of lubricating juice were issuing from the hole at its tip but as yet no milky come. Vanessa smiled and reached forwards.


      


      The man groaned loudly as she nuzzled her face under his cock and felt his soft sac of flesh against her mouth. She captured one of his balls between her teeth and delicately closed her mouth around it. The man gave another deep groan of appreciation. She could hear him saying something and then the Count answering him. She had no idea what they were saying but from their tones of voice she could guess that it was something along the lines of how good and enthusiastic she was at sucking them. With a simple sense of pride and aware that it was her deliverance from being whipped or abused, Vanessa devoted herself to the job in hand, or to be more accurate she thought, the job in mouth. She let the man's testicle slip from her mouth and she now began nipping the under side of his cock lightly with her teeth. If they thought she was nothing more than a sex machine to amuse and please them, then at least she could show them how good she could be at her job! If being the Count's prisoner and his sex toy was her new life, then she would serve him well and as long as she pleased him, he would, she convinced herself, be more gentle with her.


      


      The cock was throbbing now and the man was going to shoot his load any second, Vanessa decided, as she stopped siting down lightly on the delicate flesh. She drew back and surveyed the man's organ. It was so erect and swollen that fee skin was stretched, shiny and tight from tip to base. The veins stood out deep blue and crimson and the purple head glistened as it swayed slightly. Vanessa closed her mouth over just the head, catching and holding the flared neck with her teeth. She had no need to suck or lick; the heat from her mouth was enough; a couple of seconds elapsed, the organ twitched and throbbed, then she felt him explode in her mouth, his warm juice splashing against the back of her mouth and trickling down her throat. When he had stopped coming, she sucked hard and drew one more spurt of spunk from his cock.


      


      Gleefully she drank down the glass of milk they gave her a few moments later. Dutifully she had licked him clean after she had sucked him dry and she watched with satisfaction as he fastened his trousers and talked to the other men, shaking his head and grinning. She had obviously excelled herself this time she thought, with a childish sense of pride.


      


      She was taken back to the room where she slept and was allowed to crawl gratefully onto her futon. This time she wasn't gagged and only her right leg was restrained to the futon. She watched the young man as he clipped a short chain to her anklecuff. The chain was then secured with a small padlock which he clicked shut with his hand. The man smiled at her and she returned his smile, then she rolled onto her front enjoying the freedom of being able to move her arms, and noting with still more pride how her nipples felt as her weight pressed them against her bedding. She sighed contentedly, curled up and quickly drifted asleep.


      


      It was dusk outside when Vanessa was woken by the sound of the tower door being unlocked. She sat up on the futon, her tousled hair tumbling over her bare shoulders and she rubbed her ankle where she was tethered. She could hear someone coming up the stairs. She gingerly examined her nipples where they'd been pierced. The fine silver rings she now displayed didn't look too bad at all, she decided. Delicately holding one ring between her thumb and forefinger, she pulled it experimentally. As her nipple was stretched, she sighed; then hearing someone about to enter the room she quickly reassumed a position of sleep. With one eye opened a fraction and covered partly by her hair, she watched the Count enter the room. He was with two young girls.


      


      Both girls, their skin deeply tanned and their hair jet black, were obviously Italian; and Vanessa's initial assumption was confirmed as they spoke with the Count in their native tongue. Vanessa pretended to wake and looked up as if she was sleepy and still only half awake. The girls stood looking down at her, seemingly unconcerned to see that she was chained by her ankle.


      


      "Good afternoon, Vanessa. I trust that you've had a pleasant rest?"


      


      "Yes. Yes, thank you."


      


      "These girls have a business in the city and they are looking for talent such as yours. I've invited them to inspect you with a view to purchase."


      


      Vanessa felt her pulse quicken; this had an ominous ring to it. She looked again at the two girls. They both looked very young. One was wearing a pair of tight, faded jeans and a tight black T-shirt. The jeans were heavily ripped; at the knees, across one thigh and over one of her high, firm buttocks. Her bare skin showed provocatively through the gashes in the denim and Vanessa found herself staring at her, imagining what her young body looked like underneath. The other girl, who was shorter, had generous breasts that pressed against her pale blue blouse. She was wearing a short, denim skirt and high heels that still left her several inches shorter than her friend.


      


      "What do you mean purchase?"


      


      "It is very simple, Vanessa. I am planning to sell you."


      


      The Count then spoke with one of the girls in Italian and whatever it was he was suggesting, she agreed to with obvious pleasure.


      


      Vanessa watched as the younger looking of the two girls unbuttoned her blouse then discarded her denim skirt. She looked at Vanessa with an expression of lustful expectation as she unclipped her bra. Her breasts emerged, firm and high over her chest, her nipples already erect. Vanessa licked her lips nervously as she watched the girl slip her thumbs into the sides of her briefs and draw them down her shapely young thighs.


      


      "What's she doing... what's going to happen...?"


      


      "They just want to play with you," the Count laughed. "I have told them that you'll willingly - how do you English put it - go down on them. She wants you to lick her pussy Vanessa; is that such a hardship?"


      


      Kicking off her high heels last of all, the girl then climbed onto the futon and immediately her hands went to Vanessa's breasts. Fearful for her pierced nipples, Vanessa immediately defended them. The girl, glancing over her shoulder, laughed and called to her friend. The tall one in the ripped jeans quickly moved behind Vanessa and grasped her hair.


      


      With a yelp of alarm Vanessa was pulled backwards and before she knew what had happened, the naked girl had straddled her waist and caught hold of both her wrists. She then quickly moved herself higher until she had her body weight settled over Vanessa's chest, her stomach pressed up against Vanessa's breasts.


      


      The girl in the ripped jeans now stood looking down at her and spoke.


      


      "You like do this?"


      


      Vanessa shook her head.


      


      "You do it anyway! Lick her, English bitch! Lick her good!"


      


      Vanessa shot a look of alarm and confusion at the Count then the girl astride her chest moved higher, settling her hips down over Vanessa's shoulders and nudging her pussy against her face.


      


      "Get on with it Vanessa," the Count told her, "and I'd take your time if I were you. Afterwards they're going to take you away and you'll begin your new life. Let me warn you, they're going to do things to you that would stretch my imagination."


      


      Vanessa was galvanised by the thought that worse things could lie in store than those to which she had already been subjected. The naked girl astride her had both her hands pinned above her head and the tall girl in the ripped jeans was now crouched at the side of the futon and Vanessa saw she held a roll of black tape in her hands. As the girl started to wrap the tape around one of her wrists Vanessa let the resistance in her body slacken to give the impression that she had given up the struggle already. Craning her head up she inhaled the musky scent of the girl as she licked her tongue against the soft folds of her vulva. The girl astride her leant back on her heels sighing with satisfaction. Her friend was binding the tape around Vanessa's left wrist.


      


      She quickly raised both her legs, hooked her calves around the unsuspecting girl's throat and flipped her backwards. With her arms now free she snatched hold of the tall girl's hair and pulled her head down against the mattress of the futon. As the girl struggled to recover Vanessa snatched the roll of black tape from her grasp. Now her element of surprise was gone but at least she had given herself a fighting chance. To her surprise she heard the Count say "Bravo" and his laugh encouraged her.


      


      She still had the naked girl trapped under her crossed calves but she was using both her hands to try to prise herself free. Whilst the tall girl's face was momentarily smothered by the futon, Vanessa quickly unravelled the tape that was around her own wrist. Holding the tall girl down with her elbow against her back between her shoulders, she had barely freed her wrist from the tape before the girl had dragged herself from under her elbow and was grappling with her for the roll of tape. As Vanessa struggled to keep control of it, in the hopes that she could use it against the girl given the chance, the other girl broke free from under her crossed legs.


      


      For maybe five minutes Vanessa fought and held her own against the two girls, but it was only a question of time before she was subdued. With one ankle already chained, she was handicapped and when her right arm was bound and tied to one corner, she knew the fight was all but over. She lay sobbing uncontrollably as the girls then used the tape to tie her arms and legs to the ends of the futon.


      


      "You have no idea what they're going to do to you," the Count sighed sounding almost as if he wished Vanessa had won her fight.


      


      "Please Count," she begged. "Stop them, protect me and I'll do anything for you! Anything!"


      


      "What could you do that I couldn't force you to do my, dear girl?"


      


      The naked girl fell astride Vanessa's waist and now there was nothing she could do to stop her. Vanessa watched as the girl caught hold of the two tiny silver rings that dangled from her nipples. And when she twisted the rings Vanessa howled.


      


      "Count! Please! Stop them! Please!"


      


      The tall girl in the ripped jeans stood looking down at Vanessa, her attractive face wore a scornful smile and when she spoke it was in faltering English.


      


      "The Count not tell you who I am? I have a club in city. Club very private, for men who pay very much. Club is like dungeon, you understand. The Count has asked me if I want you for my club. Men will pay well I think to watch dumb English blonde. He says you like to feel pain. At my club you will feel plenty pain."


      


      Vanessa looked desperately at the Count.


      


      "Count, please let me stay here, I'll be your slave, just don't let her take me!"


      


      "Perhaps I should keep you. Perhaps..."


      


      "Please!"


      


      "Very well. But remember Vanessa, if you disappointment me in any way, if you refuse any of my commands or displease me with your performance, then I'll happily sell you to this woman."


      


      "Thank you Count. I promise to be good."


      


      With a sigh of relief Vanessa listened to the Count explain to the two girls that he had changed his mind. With much swearing the girls left but as the one who had stripped off, pulled her clothes back on, the other put her foot down on Vanessa's stomach, the heel of her stiletto digging deeply into her skin, Vanessa cried out in pain.


      


      "You, English bitch, have had lucky escape! But maybe I shall still see you in my dungeon club!"


      


      After they'd gone Vanessa gazed down at her stomach. Thankfully the pointed heel hadn't broken her skin and she was left only with a nasty bruise to show. What a terrifying girl, Vanessa thought, shivering at the thought of what she had so narrowly escaped. When the Count returned, she smiled warmly at him and thanked him again for being so merciful.


      


      "Well, you know how to thank me properly, don't you Vanessa?"


      


      She lay patiently whilst he removed the tape that had bound her, then once she was free she sat up and nodded eagerly.


      


      "Do you want me to suck you, Count?"


      


      "Of course."


      


      "Would you like to lie down?"


      


      "An excellent suggestion."


      


      Vanessa crouched over the man and unbuttoned the flies of his trousers. His pants were sticky where the head of his cock pressed against the thin cotton. Without pulling them down Vanessa licked the fabric where it was already stained and felt his organ press against the material from the other side. He had his hands folded behind his head now and his eyes closed, savouring the feeling that she was giving him. It occurred to her that she could try to escape, whilst his guard a as down, but of course her ankle was secured with the padlocked cuff and she was chained by it to the futon. Besides, if she tried and failed, she would ruin any future chances she might have. She slipped her fingers under the waistband of his pants and drew them a little way down his thighs. His cock was short but thick, his balls large and hairy; the smell of his arousal pungent.


      


      "You're so meaty, let me have a little suck to see if I like your taste..."


      


      Vanessa gave an experimental suck on the end of this cock and to her satisfaction he sighed deeply.


      


      "So thick and juicy..."


      


      She went to work eagerly on him. This was her job. She was here to serve and serving meant sucking cock... if she was a bad girl she was beaten, if she was good she sucked cock after which she was allowed to sleep. It seemed so simple now, she told herself.


      

    


    
      ***

    


    
      


      


      "Good morning, Vanessa."


      


      "Good morning, Count."


      


      Vanessa sat upright and rubbed the sleep from her eyes. Another day, she thought, dreamily. How many days had she been in the tower now? She thought this was her third, but she wasn't certain.


      


      Her padlocked ankle cuff was removed and she was allowed to use the shower and loo before being given some breakfast. She was then led up onto the roof. It promised to be another scorching day and she willingly stretched herself out and closed her eyes as the sun warmed her back.


      


      Around midday the Count returned and sat on the easy chair that was left on the flat roof of the tower. From where she lay, Vanessa looked up at him and smiled.


      


      "Not such a bad life is it, Vanessa?"


      


      "No, Count."


      


      "Come over here girl and suck me."


      


      Vanessa quickly got up and padded bare foot across to where the man sat relaxed. She now felt completely uninhibited naked before him and as she unzipped his trousers, reached inside the vent of his boxer shorts and drew out his cock, she barely gave a thought to what she was doing.


      


      His cock was flaccid but she quickly had him hard. She then settled herself into a more comfortable position crouched at his feet and she sucked him unhurriedly.


      


      "Tonight I am going to visit a friend for dinner. You will accompany me Vanessa. You must be on your best behaviour. Do you understand?"


      


      Vanessa lifted her mouth from the man's cock.


      


      "Yes, Count. What will it be like, will I have to...?"


      


      "Keep sucking me girl."


      


      She quickly resumed her task, licking the shaft from base to head then flicking her tongue against the tip. The man gave a sigh of pleasure. Vanessa furled her mouth over the cock and let it sink down until she felt it nudge the back of her throat.


      


      "The dinner party... there'll be just a few men... very quiet..."


      


      The man was having difficulty talking now, she had him close to coming and his attention was on her and what she was doing to him. She drew back until she held just the head of his shaft in her mouth and then she sucked hard. As he came she kept sucking and as he patted her head approvingly she licked him clean.


      


      "Well done Vanessa. I'm pleased with you. You've become a most obedient little slut. Go and help yourself to some milk and anything that you want from the fridge."


      


      "Thank you Count."


      


      She hurried downstairs and heard him call after her.


      


      "The door is locked and I have the key!"


      


      When she returned to the roof carrying a tray of food the Count was as she had left him, his legs stretched before him. his limp cock still visible where his trousers were parted. Vanessa sat back down at his feet and chewed her mouthful of cheese thoughtfully.


      


      "Count, is Michael still staying with you?"


      


      "No, he's left. He flew back to England yesterday. Why... do you wish you were with him?"


      


      "No, only..."


      


      "Remember, you belong to me now. You will stay here as long as it pleases me."


      


      "But my studies. University, the new term begins..."


      


      "Forget all that girl. You are here now. You will write home saying that you have fallen in love with Italy, where you came for a holiday. You will stay here and do what pleases me."


      


      "Do I please you, Count?" Vanessa licked the man's shrunken cock as she asked the question.


      


      "Yes," he sighed, "you please me. And now it pleases me for you to see if you can make me hard again and make me come again."


      


      "That will be easy," Vanessa said confidently. To her satisfaction, she proved herself right.


      


      Swallowing his second load of come, she cleared the taste from her mouth with some wine that she had found in the basement fridge. She then gulped down the remainder of the glass before flopping back onto her towel covered bench.


      


      "Can I stay and sunbathe all afternoon?"


      


      "Until five."


      


      "Why until five, Count?"


      


      "Because at five we're making another film."


      


      "Will I be subjected to anything new?"


      


      "Not this time."


      


      "Tell me about the film, tell me what happens to me. Tell me what you want me to do."


      


      "The film will start with you sunbathing. Two men will surprise you whilst you're asleep. They will gag you and rape you. Both of them in turn will fuck your arse. They will then drug you and take you away. When you wake, you'll be indoors. You will be whipped until you're senseless. Then..."


      


      Vanessa lifted her head and blinked away the tears from her eyes. Her arms ached from being hung from the ceiling but the pain was nothing compared to how her rectum felt after the two men had taken turns to fuck her there. They had been merciless and her tender young body hadn't been subjected to anything so aggressive since the time that Zara's brother and his mates had taken it in turns to fuck her. How long ago that now felt!


      


      The next quarter of an hour she spent writhing and crying as she was whipped until she was so dazed that she lost track of what they were doing to her. While the Count filmed the scene the two young men stood just behind her, one at either side. She had been able to see the long single lashes trailing on the floor and she gritted her teeth against what she knew was coming. She had been promised a flogging until she was senseless and she knew the Count was a man of his word.


      


      "And action!"


      


      The dreaded words came and it began. From left and right the strokes had landed and after each pair of searing trails across her back and buttocks they waited until she stopped screaming before doing it again. The leather of the whips was heavy and seemed to tear into her flesh even while the evil lengths scorched across her arse and wrapped round her hips, sometimes the tips digging agonizingly into her belly. The lashes aimed at her back wrapped under her stretched arms and battered her breasts, even on occasions biting at her nipples and making the rings dance. She twisted and screamed, her legs bicycling madly in mid air while all the time the Count kept the camera running.


      


      When she fainted, they resuscitated her and the torture was continued, but not before the Count had filmed one of the men fingering her and then wiping the juice she liberally coated his fingers with on her thighs. Small weights were clipped to the rings in her nipples and a larger weight clipped to her clit ring. She cried out in agony for them to stop and when she cried too loudly they gagged her.


      


      Finally she felt the whips striking only her breasts and she was too exhausted to feel anything except the fire there and between her legs. Then the weight hung from her clitoris was tapped, and as it swung and pulled she felt herself being led towards her orgasm. She knew the pain would make her come and the knowledge speeded the event. With a loud cry that the gag stifled she came in wave after wave, the feeling so intense that she fainted for a while and only came to again as she was being lowered to the floor. She gazed up at the Count who was watching her with an amused expression on his face. A moment later and a cock was thrust before her face. Obediently she sucked and sucked until it came, spurting copious amounts of warm come into her mouth. Happy at the thought that the session was now over she sucked the cock until it was dry and then she dutifully licked it clean.


      


      Too weak to help herself she was carried to her futon and there deposited. Beside her bed she saw a glass of milk and she managed a few gulps before she sank down, her head against the mattress. Dreamily she thought to herself that the Count had said something about a dinner with a friend this evening. Wondering how for long she might be allowed to asleep she yawned and rolled over. With one hand she gingerly felt her bum where she had been whipped, the ridges beneath her fingers felt hot and hard. She pressed her nails into them and hissed as the pain revived. Then she touched between the mounds of her buttocks, groaning as she remembered how it had felt as the men had pulled her mounds of flesh apart and rammed their cocks into her arse. To her shame, she had enjoyed it. What was becoming of her, she wondered?


      


      TWELVE


      


      Vanessa stood obediently between the Count's two assistants. She glanced at the futon where she had been tied and made to sleep each night and then looked anxiously at the stairs leading up to the next floor and the room where she had been repeatedly tortured. The tower was beginning to feel like her whole world now and the idea of being allowed out excited her.


      


      She was surprised when the Count opened a wardrobe and tossed out a pair of black latex stockings. Vanessa quickly did as she was told, trying to ignore the aching and pounding of her recently whipped skin as she moved and stretched. Balanced on the edge of the futon, she sat patiently still as the men pulled the latex up her legs until it was snug around her from ankle to mid-thigh. She looked at herself and grinned at the Count who was holding a pair of black stilettos. To her disappointment they were too small but the Count quickly pulled another pair from the wardrobe and though they were of a simpler style, with a lower heel, perhaps just three inches, they fitted her well.


      


      Vanessa was then made to put on a pair of latex panties. These, she was disconcerted to find, were crotchless so that she was left feeling rather vulnerable but with no choice other than to accept. She turned a full circle, thrusting her bottom out and swinging her hips.


      


      "How do I look Count?"


      


      "Quite delectable. Now, you shall wear this."


      


      Vanessa stood dutifully still, breathing in as best she was able as a black leather corset was laced tightly around her from waist to just below her breasts.


      


      "I think it needs to be tighter," said the Count, with a tone of dissatisfaction.


      


      "Please can't you leave it like this; it's so tight already it's uncomfortable?"


      


      "Hold her arms to keep her still whilst I re-tie it."


      


      Vanessa felt the garment loosened then progressively tightened again, this time so tight she felt herself struggling to breathe properly.


      


      "Excellent. Now bring her arms behind her back." Vanessa glanced over her shoulder to see the Count holding two very broad leather cuffs and these he fitted around her upper arms, each one being secured with three buckles. Vanessa's arms were then held together and by means of a stout zip the two cuffs were fastened as one. Vanessa was then put into wristcuffs and these were clipped together. She stood now feeling the slave again and wondering dejectedly what else would be done to her before the Count was satisfied. She didn't have long to wait to find out.


      


      "I think you are nearly ready now, Vanessa. Just a few finishing touches and we can go to my friend's house and enjoy some dinner."


      


      Vanessa shivered as she felt a leather collar being wrapped around her neck. Biting back the urge to beg him not to, she stood rooted to the spot and allowed herself to have the device buckled snugly around her throat. The stout leather lifted her chin up and prevented her from looking down. The Count stroked her hair and she was caught by surprise when he insinuated something into one of her ears.


      


      "What are you doing?"


      


      Vanessa felt him insert a plug into her other ear and suddenly she was aware that she was struggling to hear. She saw the men talking but she couldn't hear what they were saying. She was still coming to terms with this as a leather hood was drawn over her head. She felt hands tighten around her shoulders and arms to keep her still and guessed that the Count had told the two men to hold her. She made no attempt to resist as the hood was pulled down over her chin. She was now plunged into a world of darkness but to her relief the hood had a hole through which her nose was encouraged and another at her mouth.


      


      "UUUHH!"


      


      Without warning something large that tasted of rubber was forced into her mouth and before she could say or do anything she felt it start to inflate. Vanessa shook her head in protest. The hands tightened around her arms as more air was pumped into the plug in her mouth and after a moment she felt it pressing her tongue down, then thankfully she sensed it was no longer expanding. Someone pushed her hair up at her nape and she felt the leather being drawn around her head. The mask was very hot and stuffy and to her dismay it was getting tighter. Someone was pulling laces at the back of her head to tighten it. She stood forcing herself to breathe calmly as the mask was tightly laced. The feeling of helplessness was extreme.


      


      She felt the collar twitch then with a jerk on a lead she was led forwards. To her relief she was helped carefully down the steps. Blindfolded and in stilettos she was sure that she would fall but soon she was being led outside and she could feel the cool night air against her bare skin. Her legs, encased in the latex stockings felt warm and her head felt intolerably hot, but her breasts were exposed and she could feel the night air against her pussy, reminding her that the latex panties were open crotched at the rear and her backside was on full view. Stumbling in her heels, Vanessa was led to a car by someone pulling gently on a leash clipped to the collar about her throat. She had never felt more exposed and vulnerable in her life and her heart was hammering as she let herself be guided by several pairs of hands, into the car. She didn't hear the door close but felt the wind against her left shoulder then the air was still. She felt the faint vibration of the car as it started and she wondered what would now happen to her before the evening was over.


      

    


    
      ***

    


    
      


      


      Michael lifted the bottle of champagne from the ice bucket and glanced at the label. The Count certainly had excellent taste. Withdrawing the bottle from the ice, he pulled off the foil and the wire guard then removed the cork with a firm pull. The cork popped with a loud bang. The two guests that the Count had invited to dinner glanced up at the noise. From the girl the Count had brought to join them, there was no reaction. She sat, her legs demurely drawn together and turned slightly away at the knee. She was not able to pay any attention to what was going on in the room because the hood that she was wearing obviously stopped her hearing as well as seeing. Michael looked at her appreciatively as he sipped some Champagne.


      


      It had been three days since the Count had taken Vanessa and from what the he had told him, he had subjected her to a whipping or two and 'a few other things'. He would bring her back to the villa tomorrow morning. Michael had said that that was fine and the Count had told him he was borrowing the American girl that his friend had enslaved. She would make an amusing addition to a little dinner party he had planned, the Count had said. So now as he sipped champagne Michael was able to look at the girl, whilst she remained unaware of him or indeed of anything going on around her.


      


      He wondered what this American girl was thinking now after being some Italian gentleman's slave for several months. What freedom - if any - was she allowed? What was she forced to submit to? He looked at the girl, admiring her body. She had slender legs that were encased up to the mid-thigh in shiny black latex stockings. She also had on latex panties, which were cut away enough to expose her pussy and arse. He noticed that like Vanessa she wore a clit ring, though this girl had a simple steel one, quite thick and less pleasing to the eye than the fine silver one Zara had given to Vanessa. Her pussy was also shaved, which made her look even more vulnerable.


      


      He stood right next to the girl, sipping his champagne. She was oblivious to his presence. Obviously the design of the leather hood made her completely deaf and he imagined that the padding over her ears must be highly effective. Her skin was beautifully tanned to a deep copper brown which contrasted wonderfully with the red stripes she bore as testimony to a recent and heavy whipping; and he wondered what colour her hair was. The hood covered all of her head and hair and since her exposed pussy had been shaved, he was still left wondering. She was wearing a black leather corset that left her breasts exposed. They were excellent, generous and firm. Her nipples had been pierced and displayed small silver rings. He looked at her and felt his cock harden even more.


      


      She sat waiting for something to happen, seemingly quite calm, her arms drawn behind her back and fastened with black cuffs around her wrists and above her elbows. Michael imagined her as a pupil of his back at Scarra and he wondered if he could afford her. Her body was easily as appealing to the eye as Vanessa's and perhaps even slimmer. The longer he admired her the more he desired her and so wrapped up in his thoughts was he that for a moment he did not appreciate that he was being spoken to.


      


      "You like what you see?"


      


      Michael glanced at the young man who now stood next to him. He and the other man were both Italian but spoke fluent English. The Count had explained that they were old friends and enjoyed a similar taste in submissive young girls. The man stroked his finger over the bound girl's cheek and Michael watched her tremble slightly but she remained seated obediently still.


      


      "A pretty young thing. The Count tells us she is the property of another man. Some unsuspecting American girl who fell into his hands," said the young Italian.


      


      "She seems very docile," Michael commented, then a door opening drew his attention. It was the kitchen girl Maria. She was dressed in a serving maid's uniform of black stockings, short black skirt and white lace apron with a white blouse tightly hugging her large breasts. She carried a large silver tray across to a side table and placed it down.


      


      "Our starters gentlemen," announced the Count.


      


      The four men seated themselves around the large polished mahogany table that was set with crystal glasses and old silver cutlery. The Count seated the American girl between his two Italian guests who sat on the opposite side to Michael and himself. Michael watched the Count pat the girl's leg affectionately then stroke her cheek. Maria, without a word, served the starters and poured them all a glass of white wine. After she had left the room and closed the door the Count spoke.


      


      "I have brought you all here gentlemen for a reason, a reason that is beyond the pleasure of enjoying your company for dinner."


      


      For Michael's benefit he spoke in English.


      


      "This girl, my friend Antonio wishes to sell. He has asked me to act as broker so I have assembled you all here, since as men of fine taste, you will appreciate her qualities."


      


      The Count took a mouthful of wine then swilled the contents of his glass around, inhaling its bouquet appreciatively.


      


      "My neighbour's white from the year before last. I have to admit his white is usually better than mine. My red though is always the best in Puglia, so I remain content. Now gentlemen, the girl. American, aged eighteen, she's believed to be working as an au pair just now. Of course, she has been trained to write letters home telling her family how happy she is. She will not be missed for at least another six months. What sort of value might we place upon her?"


      


      "How much does Antonio want for her?" asked one of the Italian men.


      


      "He is open to sensible offers."


      


      "My problem would be getting her back to Scotland," said Michael.


      


      "Michael, there is a drug we can use. It leaves the girls very docile. A private jet to some small Scottish airstrip can be easily arranged."


      


      "It sounds Count, almost as if you've done this sort of thing before?"


      


      "From Italy to certain Middle Eastern countries. A few times. I'm sure we can arrange to have her transported to you if you are seriously interested."


      


      Michael finished his starter and took another mouthful of wine. He looked across the table at the girl.


      


      "Are you thinking that she perhaps has not been taught to suffer? Let me reassure you, she has, quite simply, been whipped into submission. She is now a willing slave and what's more she enjoys the pain she is given. Permit me to give a little demonstration."


      


      Dabbing his mouth with his napkin which he then dropped on the table the Count rose and walked around the table. With a hand firmly around one of her arms he led the girl from the table.


      


      "Come with me gentlemen."


      


      Michael and the other two men followed him through into the billiard room. The Count turned a bell handle beside the fireplace and after a few minutes two young men in suits appeared. Michael recognised them as the two men who had abducted Vanessa from outside the villa.


      


      "Perhaps gentlemen you would care to bring your wine glasses through. We shall postpone the main course until after this little demonstration. Please find yourselves a chair and relax."


      


      Michael remained standing so that he had a better view. First, the girl was lifted bodily from the floor by the Count's two assistants. Then she was lowered onto the billiard table. Rolling her onto her chest, the two men unzipped the two arm cuffs and unclipped the wristcuffs that she was wearing.


      


      Michael was not surprised to find that the table already had straps fitted to all four corners and in no time at all the girl was spreadeagled over the table, face down and secured hand and foot. With a billiard cue the Count lightly struck her rump making her jerk her arms and legs. The second blow was harder and Michael watched as the girl shook her head; her arms now tensed against her restraints and her legs pulling ineffectually.


      


      "The bitch is trained to come with pain. Her body responds to pain as if it is a pleasure. Of course, she still struggles. Initially she cannot bear the torture but in the end she needs it and wants it."


      


      Michael watched the girl jerk as she was struck again with the cue.


      


      "Fetch me the butter from the dining table," the Count ordered, now using the pointed end of the cue to tap persistently against the soft inside of the girl's spread thighs. Here again Michael noted that she had been scored by a whip.


      


      "Now gentlemen, appreciate how accommodating her young body is."


      


      With his audience in rapt attention and standing around the billiard table, the Count fingered a large amount of butter from the silver dish he was given and he smeared it against the girl's anus. Working the butter into her arse made his victim tremble and then struggle urgently against the straps that held her arms and legs outstretched.


      


      "It seems she senses something unpleasant is about to befall her," laughed the Count.


      


      Michael watched silently as his host then picked up a snooker ball and rubbed it between his buttery hands.


      


      "Very heavy," commented the Count weighing the ball in his palm. "She will certainly feel this once it's inside her," the Count grinned and placed the ball against the girl's anus. She renewed her struggling as he pushed the ball into the crease between her buttocks and then into the crater of her anus. With a forceful increase in pressure upon it, the sphere then entered the girl, who shook her head urgently. Michael could imagine how she must have been howling as she felt it enter her. The hood was closely drawn around her mouth, from which protruded a flared rubber base which had a valve in its end. He guessed that she was being subjected to an inflatable gag. He leant forward to see if he could hear her crying and he could just make out a faint whimpering noise. He looked again at her arse. There was no sign of the billiard ball and he wondered whether she would be able to force it out later. For a moment he felt a pang of sympathy for the girl.


      


      "The gag is most effective," Michael commented.


      


      "A rubber plug with a vacuum valve. Turn the valve one way it fills with air. Turn it the other it empties. It makes the recipient totally silent. Whatever happens..."


      


      As he spoke the Count clipped an elasticated cord to the ring that was fixed through the girl's clit. On the other end of the cord he then clipped several tear shaped weights of iron and he then stretched the cord back over the table until it was beyond the edge.


      


      "May I suggest we now resume dinner gentlemen and enjoy our main course. We have fillet of roast beef and a bottle of my red from an excellent vintage. We shall leave the girl here to relax..."


      


      The Count then let go of the weights allowing them to dangle over the edge of the table. As the elasticated cord was pulled tight the girl began twisting and writhing madly. With one last backward glance Michael, who was last to leave the room, closed the door.


      


      When they finished their main course around three quarters of an hour later, it was almost as an afterthought that the Count suggested they checked on the girl, to see how she was feeling.


      


      "Now feel how wet she is."


      


      Michael waited until the other two guests had inspected the girl's pussy. She was indeed slick with her own juices. He looked at her distended clitoris, swollen and stretched, it was now a couple of inches long and when he touched it experimentally, the slim young body stretched across the table convulsed and the leather covered head was lifted fractionally.


      


      "I should imagine she's come whilst we've been eating but it is easy enough to bring her to orgasm again. Watch gentlemen."


      


      The Count took the cord attached to her clit between his fingers and began twitching it repeatedly. Soon the girl was writhing over the green baize, the inside of her legs and her back, shiny with sweat. Michael watched her hands unclenching then twisting, her fingers twisting and her arms pulling. He watched with the other two guests as the Count kept twitching the cord, tugging continually upon the girl's stretched clitoris until her whole body shook violently and she tried to arch her back and pull her legs together.


      


      "There. She adores the pain. It is her deliverance. Imagine how she will serve a master who gives her the pleasure of pain every day."


      


      "Do you think Antonio would except ten thousand U.S. dollars for her? I could pay him tomorrow?" announced one the Italian gentlemen.


      


      The Count shook his head reprovingly.


      


      "A paltry sum for this sex kitten. I myself would give him twenty five thousand dollars for her, if none of you gentlemen care to offer more."


      


      Michael looked down at the girl and the Count saw him hesitating.


      


      "Michael, allow me to demonstrate how grateful this bitch is for being treated like this."


      


      With a command to his two assistants the Count had the girl unfastened from the table. Michael watched as her arms were secured again behind her back. The Count then pressed a hand down on her shoulder encouraging her to kneel.


      


      "Michael, give her your cock."


      


      As Michael unzipped his trousers the Count turned the valve on the plug in the girl's mouth. The air hissed out, then he pulled the rubber device from her mouth.


      


      "Give her your cock and see how grateful she is for what we've just subjected her to."


      


      The girl greedily took his cock in her mouth and began sucking him enthusiastically. This was it; he had to own this bitch! He gazed down at her as she knelt before him and he rested his hands over the leather hood that was tight over her head. When he came, she closed her lips around his throbbing shaft and he felt the pull of her throat as she took his whole length in her. After she had milked him dry she licked over his cock until it was clean and then she appreciatively smiled up at him. Her face covered in the leather but her mouth one large and perfect smile. Such devotion, he thought. Blind devotion. He wondered what her name was and what sort of an American accent she had. Was she some southern country girl with a lazy Kentucky drawl or was she some bright city girl from somewhere on the east coast? Perhaps she was a Californian beach babe with a mane of sun bleached blonde hair like Vanessa's.


      


      Vanessa: of course he had her to think about. He wondered how she would be after her three days with the Count. Would she be grateful to be back in Michael's care or would she be angry with him for giving her to another man to play with as his own for a while?


      


      "Does she please you?" asked the Count.


      


      "The bitch is very keen to please," Michael admitted.


      


      "Would you care to make an offer for her?" the Count asked, as he calmly forced the rubber plug back into her mouth. Michael watched as he turned the valve on the plug. When the girl began shaking her head frantically the Count then turned the valve back a half turn.


      


      "I would, but my finances do not run as far as she would be worth," Michael admitted with some reluctance.


      


      "Perhaps, I can offer a solution," the Count suggested, "I have enjoyed your model, Vanessa, during the last three days. What about if you sold her to me. I would give you, say, ten thousand dollars for her. That perhaps would then make it easier for you to raise the sum Antonio expects for this beauty."


      


      "No," Michael shook his head apologetically. "Vanessa has served me very well and besides... she pleases me."


      


      "Would fifteen thousand tempt you?"


      


      "It might... but only might."


      


      "What would your price be then?"


      


      Michael looked at the girl kneeling before him. She was very tempting; but to part with Vanessa... to sell her into a life of submission... did she deserve that?"


      


      "I see you are undecided," said the Count, "very well, let us have our dessert and talk of other things. She can sit with us."


      


      As Michael ate he wondered about the choices before him. The girl who was seated opposite to him was just too good not to have. And should he sell Vanessa to the Count? Why not? What was to stop him from selling her? He could return to Scarra with the American girl and resume his painting. No-one would miss Vanessa. He could say that he brought her to Italy on holiday and that she left him.


      


      He was still agonising over his choices when coffee was served in the drawing room to which the four men withdrew with brandies. The American girl was made to kneel on the floor before the open fire, whilst the four men reclined in comfort in deep leather armchairs.


      


      Both the Italian guests of the Count agreed that she was a first rate slave to have. Neither though felt inclined to offer the sort of sum that the Count was looking for. Michael savoured his brandy, gazed at the fire and regarded the girl knelt beside it. The silver rings through her nipples caught the firelight and the black latex that covered her legs, shimmered dark orange from the reflected glow of the burning logs.


      


      "So when do you think you'll return to Scotland?" the Count asked.


      


      "I have our flights booked for the end of the week. I could only afford to take a week's holiday. Remember, I am just a poor painter."


      


      The Count laughed. "My friends, let me explain to you that Michael Marshall is one of the most successful painters in the world today. The large oil of the bound girl that you saw in the hallway... that is his. He makes a speciality of painting naked women. Naked and tightly bound. Is that not so Michael?"


      


      "Very true."


      


      "How did you get into such a line of work?" asked one of the Italian gentlemen.


      


      Michael took another sip from his brandy and glanced at the girl knelt beside the fire. Reflecting on his life so far, he had no complaints. Life was treating him well, he realised, then, looking at the bound girl he wondered what she was thinking. Was she happy with the way life was treating her? She certainly seemed to have enjoyed sucking him and only a moment before that she had had an orgasm whilst strapped down over the billiard table. Her behaviour just confirmed his own belief which he'd formulated over the years he had spent painting bound and gagged girls; some girls just loved it!


      


      "How did I get into my painting? Oh, one day I was painting a nude girl. I was thinking about how many pictures of nudes one saw and was wondering how I could make mine different. I wanted it to stand out from the rest."


      


      "And your model let you tie her up?" asked the Italian gentleman.


      


      "Yes, she laughed at the idea. She thought it was great fun. The painting sold, so the next one I did with her I had her tied and gagged. Of course I sold it immediately and I realised I'd found my niche in the market."


      


      "Bravo," said the Count. "And now Michael Marshall is a very wealthy gentleman. One day I must visit your house in Scotland and see your studio. You know, he now makes films as well?"


      


      "They pay very well, as you well know, Count."


      


      "Indeed. Buying your films prompted me to try my own hand at such an enterprise. These two gentlemen have actually bought several of my films. Perhaps, Michael, as an expert in this matter, you would care to view one and tell me whether I have any potential?"


      


      "Of course I'd be happy to."


      


      The Count stood up and slid aside a mahogany wall panel to reveal a large television screen. After topping up his guests' brandy glasses he then switched on the film and Michael settled back to watch. The film started with a girl stretched out over a bench. The girl was Vanessa. Michael shifted in his armchair and took large sip of brandy. So the Count had made a film of her...


      


      Vanessa was strapped down over a bench and gagged, as the film opened, she was struggling as a leg spreader between her thighs was being ratcheted wider and wider. She shook her head urgently. She was wearing a halter and a gag that Michael could tell was a pump up ball gag, but it seemed to be fitted to a steel ring that looked as if it might be holding her jaws forcibly open. A cone shaped piece of plastic covered her nose. Tape sealed its edges and a strap held it firmly in place. There was a tube dangling from it and Michael realised that this was the only means by which Vanessa was being allowed to breathe. The camera zoomed in to show pincers now opening Vanessa's vulva, then a shiny metal sphere with a wire cable attached was inserted into her pussy.


      


      "Poor bitch, look at her struggle!" One of the Italian gentlemen laughed and took a large mouthful from his brandy.


      


      Michael watched the film, mesmerised until a log on the fire crackled loudly, distracting him for a second. The American girl was still knelt obediently beside the fire, but now she had edged a little way away from the heat and was on the carpet not far from his chair. Michael turned his attention back to the film. The Count was rubbing Vaseline into Vanessa's anus, then he fitted a steel ring with a ratchet to her rectum and used it to forcibly open her. Michael re-crossed his legs to ease the pressure on his cock, which was hard now. He glanced at the American girl. His armchair was on rollers and he moved it across to beside her. Putting his arm over her shoulder he settled his palm over her exposed breast. She made no objection when he fingered the silver ring that pierced her nipple.


      


      On the film Vanessa was now having extra straps fastened over her hips and thighs. Michael toyed with the American girl's breast as he watched the screen. Leather patches were taped over Vanessa's eyes, then a succession of squash balls were then forced into her anus. Michael felt his cock start to twitch and he sighed to himself. The other three men were all riveted by the film and the only noise in the room, other than the sound track, was the crackling of the fire.


      


      On the screen, Vanessa was removed from the bench and her wrists fastened to ropes that were fed down from the ceiling. Michael watched as she hung from her arms, a broad leather collar about her throat and a leg spreader forcing her ankles wide apart. The ball gag was unscrewed from the steel ring that held her jaws open and now she could be heard gurgling and groaning frantically as saliva from her forcibly opened jaws dribbled down her chin onto her breasts. At the sound of her distressed voice Michael felt his cock strain with arousal and he felt the overwhelming need to come.


      


      He watched as Vanessa was now subjected to a rope being bound in a figure of eight around her breasts. Two more thin ropes were then used to trap her breasts so tightly that they bulged deep purple. She dangled from her arms twisting and thrashing madly, as, on the film the Count used a rubber cane to beat her, Michael was suddenly forced to grit his teeth, one hand clasping tightly around the arm of the chair, his other hand tightly squeezing the breast it held. Inside his trousers his cock jerked wildly, soaking his pants with his spunk.


      


      The film was still running but the two Italian men had stood up and were talking in Italian with the Count.


      


      "They want to fuck the American girl. You may join them if you wish," the Count explained.


      


      Michael watched as the two men grabbed the girl by her arms and dragged her through to the billiard table. With his audience dispersed the Count switched off the film. He and Michael exchanged glances.


      


      "You do not mind... I mean what I did with her in the film?"


      


      "No, of course not."


      


      "Will you not join them next door?"


      


      "I don't think so."


      


      "So tell me Michael, will..."


      


      Their conversation was interrupted by the sounds of a commotion next door; Michael strained to interpret the noises. One was the unmistakable sound of leather on flesh, and he recalled the fresh whip marks which had already adorned the girl's body. The Count listened as well for a while then shrugged.


      


      "I think, perhaps she is in some distress. Maybe they are being too rough with her."


      


      "Possibly. Anyway, what were you saying Count?"


      


      "Oh, I was only going to ask whether you might consider buying the American girl. I thought she would make a good pupil for you. She's very..."


      


      The sounds of laughter filtered from the next room and Michael glanced at the door, which stood ajar. The laughter abruptly ended and there was a disconcerting silence.


      


      "Do you think..." Michael glanced anxiously at his host who seemed still unconcerned by the activity in the next room. A moment later one of the Italians came back into the drawing room and poured himself some more brandy. He looked flushed and his eyes shone with excitement.


      


      "How is the girl?" the Count asked.


      


      "She has fainted. She okay. She get plenty of whip and then big fuck and she faint!" the man grinned and wiped the back of his hand across his face.


      


      "I think I'll take a look," Michael announced, standing.


      


      "She no business of yours. You stay here Englishman. We take good care of her."


      


      Michael moved towards the door that led into the billiard room but the man blocked his path and held up a hand, smiling disarmingly. Michael glanced back at the Count.


      


      "I'll buy her. I'll give thirty thousand for her. Tell your friend Count, that she's now my property," Michael said.


      


      "Perhaps you would like to just put your offer in writing," the Count suggested cynically.


      


      Michael looked angrily at the men, then the other Italian emerged from the billiard room and leant against the doorway, a broad grin across his face.


      


      "I think the American girl wake up soon. Then we give her another big fuck."


      


      "What have you done to her?" Michael demanded.


      


      "What you call it? The stick you play the game with? Billiard stick yes? We fuck her with this. Good and deep. She go very wild!"


      


      "Michael, my dear friend," soothed the Count, "she's just some dumb American bitch. Stop looking so concerned. Listen, there's a pen and paper on that desk. Write me a note saying you promise to buy the girl in the next room for thirty thousand dollars and then she's all yours."


      


      Michael quickly wrote what was demanded, pausing half way to ask the Count what her name was.


      


      "Just call her the girl with silver nipple rings. Who knows her name? Who cares? She's just another pussy that needs to be disciplined!" The Count laughed loudly, then when Michael handed him the sheet of paper he laughed even louder.


      


      THIRTEEN


      


      "When I gave you the job as my model, how much did I say I was going to pay you?"


      


      Vanessa glanced at Michael and put down her magazine.


      


      "Eighty pounds a week and live-in," she answered. "A slave's wage!"


      


      "Well, you've ended up costing me more than any summer model I've ever had before."


      


      Vanessa sipped her gin and tonic and smiled. Glancing out of the tiny window to her left, the Italian landscape disappeared into the clouds then a moment later the plane emerged into a dazzling blue sky.


      


      "So who do you prefer, me or the American girl with the pierced nipples?" As she asked the question she smoothed her hand down over her lycra T-shirt, drawing the material tight against her breast. Clearly discernible where her nipple pressed against the stretchy fabric was the small ring the pierced her there.


      


      "The American girl has certain qualities..."


      


      "Like the way she sucks?" Vanessa asked, picking the lemon slice from her gin and tonic and sucking provocatively on it as she watched the man seated next to her.


      

    


    
      ***

    


    
      


      


      When they landed in London they were greeted by a grey, rain-washed landscape of nose to tail traffic and irritable commuters. Their flight to Lochinver had been postponed because of fog and after Michael had made enquiries, he was told that they could be waiting for hours.


      


      "Sod waiting around here all evening," Michael glared at the airport lounge full of frustrated travellers, "let's go into London for the night and have some fun."


      


      Their taxi edged its way closer and closer into the heart of the city. Thankfully the majority of people seemed to be wanting to get out of town and whilst they made fair progress, Vanessa found herself staring at thousands of disillusioned drivers jammed along the opposite side of the road.


      


      "My God, I'd forgotten what it's like," she said.


      


      "Still looking forward to coming back here to all this in a few weeks' time?"


      


      Vanessa said nothing but wiped some more condensation from the taxi window so that she could catch a view of the Houses of Parliament as they crossed the Thames.


      


      She sat back on the firm black seat and listened to the constant click click as the doors automatically locked then unlocked each time the taxi was forced to stop. The little red light that came on each time reminded her of the light on the camcorder that had filmed her during her sessions at the tower with the Count. The heat and dust of Puglia already seemed a chapter in her life that had closed. Was the next chapter in her life going to be returning here to London and Art College? She glanced at Michael who was using his mobile phone to call someone. She half listened to his conversation as he told them that he was on the way to some hotel and he discussed arrangement for them to meet. Vanessa quickly lost interest in what Michael was saying and she gazed out of the taxi window.


      


      "Nearly there," Michael announced, finishing his phone conversation.


      


      "Where did you say we were going Michael?" Vanessa asked as the taxi rushed along a narrow road of high Georgian houses. All the cars parked up the road seemed to be Mercedes, BMW's or Porsches. They had come to Mayfair. A piece of London Vanessa didn't really know. Everything here was so expensive so that as a poor art student she'd tended to avoid the area. The taxi drew up outside an imposing pillared entrance. Flags hung rain drenched and the copper coach lamps mounted on either side of the door threw light onto the puddles that were collecting as the rain now came down in torrents. As Vanessa stepped out of the taxi a liveried doorman stood waiting with a giant umbrella to shield her.


      


      "Thank you," she smiled and let herself be guided into a hallway of warmth and opulent furnishings. She stood, a little over-awed by her surroundings, as Michael chatted with a morning suited, immaculately groomed young man. A moment later, with two young lads in crisply starched uniforms carrying their luggage, they were led up a broad flight of stairs to a bedroom.


      


      Vanessa looked around her once the door was closed and they were alone. The room was sumptuously furnished and very large. At one end were two doors and opening these Vanessa looked at a dressing room with floor to ceiling built in wardrobes and a bathroom that was the largest that she'd ever seen.


      


      "You're spoiling me," she glanced at Michael who was examining the contents of a mini bar.


      


      "Make the most of it. Tomorrow morning we'll get a flight back to Scotland and you'll be put back to work! In the meantime though, you can enjoy yourself."


      


      Vanessa discarded her lightweight linen jacket that had seemed almost too much in Italy but now seemed woefully inadequate against the English weather. Pulling her top off over her head she sat on the bed and kicked off her high heels.


      


      She watched Michael as he opened a half bottle of chilled Champagne and poured them two glasses. As he handed her one glass she discarded her skirt.


      


      "Lie down on the bed," he ordered. "Face down."


      


      Vanessa did as she was told.


      


      "Now lift up your arse and pull your pants down."


      


      She did what he told her, then slumped back down with her pants still caught around her knees. Reaching for her glass of Champagne, she took a large mouthful. Maybe she should stay working as his model and not come back to London, she thought dreamily.


      


      "Raise your arse, Vanessa!"


      


      A moment later she felt him pull her pants the rest of the way down her legs.


      


      "Have another sip of Champagne if you want, before I gag you."


      


      She did as he suggested, her pulse quickening now. He stood next to her pulling off his tie.


      


      "Put your hands up behind your head."


      


      She kept obediently still as he wrapped the tie around her wrists and knotted it. He then pulled the belt from his trousers and fed it under her armpits before drawing it up over her bound wrists and then buckling it fast. Vanessa was now knelt with her head in the pillow, her arms pinned behind her head with her wrists tied together.


      


      "Good girl, nearly finished. Now open your mouth."


      


      "Uhhh... mmm..."


      


      Vanessa could taste her own muskiness as he fed her pants into her mouth. She glanced sideways to see him pulling the cotton sash from one of the bathrobes that hung from the bathroom door. She guessed that he'd use it to complete her gag but she'd guessed wrong. Wrapping one end around one of her ankles he tied it to the corner of the bed. He then used the other sash from the second bathrobe to secure her left leg in a similar fashion to her right. Craning her head she could see him searching through her suitcase until he found a pair of her stockings. He then used one to complete her gag and with the other he blindfolded her.


      


      "Feeling comfortable?"


      


      "Mmmm..."


      


      "Good, now just stay there, Vanessa."


      


      'I've got no choice have I!' She thought, listening as he walked across the room and the door was opened.


      


      "Mmmm!"


      


      "Relax, I won't be gone for very long."


      


      She heard the door close and the room was silent. She sank down on the bed. She tried experimentally to extricate her arms from behind her head but the belt was too tight and she was forced to lie with her head on the pillow but her hands pinned behind her head. Soon her arms started to ache and after ten minutes and Michael hadn't returned, she swore irritably, then wriggled herself backwards till she was kneeling up. She tried pulling one of her legs to see if it would loosen but the thing only tightened around her ankle even more. After another five minutes of waiting for Michael's return, she lay back down.


      


      When she finally heard the door open she lifted her head expectantly.


      


      "Michael?"


      


      There was no answer but the click of the door closing then footsteps as someone approached the bed.


      


      "Michael?"


      


      Vanessa flinched as cool hands settled on her hips then moved firmly down until they were caressing her rump.


      


      "Who's that? Who's there? Michael?"


      


      The hands, Vanessa guessed that they belonged to a man, but she couldn't quite be certain, followed the curves of her buttocks down to her thighs, then they encouraged her to part her legs. Vanessa did as was wanted, kneeling now in eager anticipation, her backside raised, her back curved down like a slide to where her face nestled in a pillow with her hands bound behind her head. She quivered with expectation as one hand slowly edged between her legs and she felt the fingertips slide into the soft folds of her pussy that were already slick with arousal. Vanessa sighed and wriggled her bum, eager now for a cock to slide into her tensed body. Please... please tuck me! She sighed to herself, impatiently.


      


      The hands took a firm hold of her hips and she could sense the man - she felt sure it was a man - kneeling on the ^ed behind her. The hands drew her backwards and she felt the firmness of a cock sliding up against her body.


      


      When the head of the shaft slid into her pussy she suddenly realised that it was enormous and she sighed in delighted expectation. Eagerly she pushed herself backward to impale herself on the spear of flesh and as she did so, she felt her body being filled like she'd never been filled before.


      


      "Uhhh!"


      


      She stopped pushing herself backward, momentarily disconcerted by the thickness of the cock that was now deeply embedded in her. Then to her surprise the hands around her hips dragged her back and with a slow thrust, more of the cock ploughed into her and its length took her breath away.


      


      "UUUHH!"


      


      She cried out through the gag, wriggling then struggling as more of the giant organ was driven into her. When she felt the base press up against her body, she knelt panting urgently through the gag, sweat beading her brow as she readied herself for what she knew would happen next.


      


      The cock was withdrawn from her quivering body almost completely, then rammed back into her, right to the hilt in one hard thrust that had her gasping through the gag. She couldn't take this... it was too much... she tried to pull away but the ties around her ankles held her and with her arm? pinned over her head she was helpless. The thick shaft of meat slid out of her pussy then was shoved back in and Vanessa's choked groan was muffled as her face was pushed into the pillow. She came as the cock drove into her, and as she was fucked she felt herself coming again and again until, dazed and exhausted, she lay with her head in the pillow whimpering plaintively as the vast cock continued to use her slim body until it too came. Vanessa groaned as the hands released her hips and her whole body was allowed to collapse onto the bed.


      


      She was too exhausted by her experience to be aware of someone leaving the room or indeed of someone else returning. It was only when a hand shook her shoulder that she came back to her senses.


      


      "Come on Vanessa, time to get ready, I've booked us a table in the hotel restaurant, we're meeting a friend of mine for dinner."


      


      She blinked and rubbed her mouth as Michael withdrew the blindfold and then the gag.


      


      When, an hour later, Michael led her into the hotel restaurant Vanessa caught her breath as she was introduced to Michael's guest. The man, an Arab in conventional western clothes apart from his Arab head-dress, bowed a little as he took her hand and brushed the back of it with his mouth.


      


      "Vanessa, this is Shiek Auda bin Yasel. An old friend of mine."


      


      "Pleased to meet you."


      


      "As I am pleased to meet you."


      


      The Arab smiled knowingly at her and Vanessa felt her cheeks crimson. Michael was over six feet tall yet this man towered over him. She found herself glancing at his hands. Very large, strong hands and she felt in no doubt she was now staring at the man who had fucked her just an hour ago.


      


      "Time for dinner then. Vanessa, Auda is an old school friend of mine and we've not met in years. He doesn't like to visit Scotland, says that it's far too cold. We keep in touch though, he buys some of my pictures from time to time."


      


      Vanessa walked alongside the Arab as Michael followed a waiter who led them to their table.


      


      "So tell me Vanessa," Auda flashed her a disarmingly broad smile, "Michael tells me you live in London. I live some of the time here in Mayfair, do you like Mayfair? Could you see yourself coming here often?"


      


      Vanessa found herself staring, hypnotised by the Arab and she had to swallow the lump that had caught in her mouth before she could speak.


      


      "This afternoon is my first time here, but I'll happily come again. Come here again, I mean."


      


      "I understand you perfectly."


      

    


    
      ***

    


    
      


      


      Sasha was waiting for them at Lochinver airport. A strong breeze was blowing off the sea but they had returned to a clear sky. The sun was already dipping in the west towards the horizon when their plane landed. It felt autumnal already this far north, Vanessa thought as she walked down the steel steps from the small plane onto the tarmac of the runway.


      


      "Did I ever thank you Michael for introducing me to Auda?"


      


      Vanessa saw Sasha wave to them from where she stood waiting inside the airport's tiny lounge.


      


      "You mean the little surprise for you in the hotel bedroom?" Michael grinned, "I felt that you deserved a treat after all your hard work."


      


      "Your friend Michael, I must tell you, took my breath away!"


      


      "He does have a certain quality which attracts the girls."


      


      "Well, thank you for my present. I suppose it's now time resume my role as submissive model. I bet Sasha's been dying to see me again."


      


      "I was thinking Vanessa," Michael said. "To tell you the truth Sasha could do with remembering that she is meant to be one of my models. It's been ages since she's done any real work."


      


      "I'm not sure... I don't quite see what you're saying..."


      


      "Vanessa, I think it's time that I did some paintings of her."


      


      "So you don't want me as your model anymore?"


      


      "Well you've only got a few weeks left to work at Scarra. I have a feeling that Sasha might not take too kindly to being told what I want of her, so... I thought perhaps that you could help me persuade her?"


      


      "Michael, I'd love that!"


      

    


    
      ***

    


    
      


      


      Outside, the sky had turned a menacing grey and the wind bent the high grass low as it whipped across the deserted moor. Inside the centrally heated and brightly lit studio. Vanessa was calmly looking through the drawers of equipment that Michael kept stored there. She was wearing a red latex mini-skirt, stilettos, and a tight red T-shirt that left her stomach exposed. Her blonde hair was tied back with a crimson silk bow and in her left hand she held a long leather whip. When Sasha waked into the room she shot Vanessa a look of surprise "Michael told me to meet him here, what are you doing with that? Put my whip down."


      


      "Your whip Sasha? Your whip?"


      


      Vanessa looked at the whip she held with renewed interest then she looked at Sasha and shook her head apologetically.


      


      "I don't think so Sasha. Unless I misunderstood Michael, this whip belongs to me now."


      


      "You're very much mistaken..."


      


      "No Sasha," Michael announced from the open doorway. "Vanessa understood me correctly. To be frank with you Sasha, I think it's time you did some more modelling. It's been so long, I'm becoming anxious that you may have forgotten your place."


      


      "What do you mean Michael?"


      


      Vanessa watched as Sasha backed away slightly from Michael as he closed the door behind him, turned the key in the lock and slid it into the back pocket of his jeans.


      


      "What I mean Sasha, is that I'd like to do some work with you now. I'd like you to get your clothes off for a start. Is that a problem?"


      


      "What about her? Is she...?"


      


      "Vanessa is going to assist me."


      


      Sasha turned on Vanessa, her dark eyes blazing with anger.


      


      "You blonde bitch! You little bitch, what did you do with him Italy to make him decide that you're worthy of being anything more than a submissive little girl who deserves to get herself soundly thrashed every day!"


      


      Vanessa listened calmly to the tirade then when Sasha had finished Vanessa flicked out the whip so that its length of coiled black leather stretched across the floor.


      


      "Get your clothes off Sasha. There's a good girl," she ordered


      


      "Go to hell!" Sasha spun around on her high heels and made for the doorway but she had taken no more than two steps before the whip snaked around her ankles.


      


      Vanessa was surprised that her first attempt had been so good but seizing the chance she snapped the whip back hard and the black leather coiled tighter around Sasha's ankles, pitching the girl forwards, her arms flung out before her to break her fall.


      


      Before she had time to pick herself up Vanessa had dropped down astride her back. Sasha was wearing a chunk} wool jumper and Vanessa quickly pulled it up from her waist back over her head and as she struggled to disentangle herself. Vanessa slipped one handcuff around Sasha's right wrist and clicked it shut.


      


      "Get off me, you bitch!"


      


      Vanessa was amused by the fury in the girl's tone but was disconcerted by her strength. Reaching behind her with her free hand Sasha caught hold of Vanessa's long hair and jerked her downwards. At the same time she rolled herself sideways and Vanessa now found herself almost pinned under the other girl.


      


      "Michael, help me!" Vanessa called urgently as she struggled to keep hold of the handcuffs and use it to keep Sasha's right arm twisted behind her back.


      


      "I think just for the moment Vanessa I'll just watch. You seem to be doing fine."


      


      For the next minute she and Sasha wrestled on the studio floor with neither of them gaining a decisive upper hand. Then suddenly Vanessa, her body pinned between Sasha's legs - and it felt like Sasha was trying to squeeze her to death! - saw her chance and managed to slip the other end of the handcuffs around Sasha's ankle.


      


      "You bitch!"


      


      They both heard the satisfying click of the metal arm locking in place and as Vanessa extricated herself from Sasha's legs, the other girl stared in dismay at her right hand now chained to her right ankle.


      


      Vanessa, panting hard, sat watching Sasha glowering at her.


      


      "Give up now?"


      


      Sasha sat dejectedly and looked at Michael who just grinned. Vanessa picked herself up, got another pair of handcuffs and stood looking down at the other girl.


      


      "Are you going to give me any more trouble Sasha?"


      


      "As much as possible."


      


      "In that case..."


      


      Vanessa retrieved the whip and gave it a determined flick so that its tip struck Sasha across her legs. Two more blows and Sasha was promising to behave herself. Satisfied, Vanessa crouched beside her and deftly snapped the other handcuff around Sasha's left wrist then clipped it to her left ankle.


      


      "Now, let me tell you what I'm going to do with you Sasha. I'm going to chloroform you, then when you wake up you're going to be strapped down over Michael's bench."


      


      "You don't have to chloroform me, I won't struggle, you can just put me there now."


      


      "Oh no," Vanessa knelt beside Sasha, unscrewing the lid of the glass medicine bottle which she held as she spoke. "I want you to have the chance to experience everything you put me through. Everything Sasha!"


      


      With one hand Vanessa clasped Sasha's hair and with the other she pressed the pad of soaked cotton wool against the girl's face. After a few seconds Sasha stopped shaking her head and Vanessa felt the girl's body go slack. When she removed the pad of cotton wool, Sasha slumped forwards, groaned slightly and tried to lift her head.


      


      "She's still just conscious," said Michael, "leave her like that, she'll be too weak to do anything. I'll give you a hand."


      


      Together they unlocked the handcuffs then pulled Sasha's clothes off her. When she started to show signs of recovering too quickly Michael held the wad of cotton wool under her nose for a few seconds, and with a moan she was once again quite docile as they finished stripping her.


      


      Vanessa leant back on her heels as she crouched over their victim. Sasha lay naked and oblivious to what she happening to her as Michael rolled her onto her back and picking up the whip slid the handle into her exposed pussy.


      


      "She's out for the count. What do you want to do to her next Vanessa?"


      


      Vanessa watched him as he pulled the whip handle from the prone girl's pussy and he smiled at her expectantly. My God, thought Vanessa, they had me like this! The feeling of power she suddenly had over Sasha was heady, intoxicating. What did she want to do now, she wondered, a malicious grin spreading over her face.


      


      "Could we strap her down on the bench, but on her back?"


      


      "No problem. Give me a hand to lift her then."


      


      By the time they were finishing tightening the straps around her limbs, Vanessa working on her wrists and Michael on her ankles, Sasha was recovering consciousness.


      


      "How are we feeling Sash', got a bit of a sore head have you? Don't worry... like you once said to me, it'll wear off. Now are those cuffs snug enough around your wrists?"


      


      Vanessa stood back and watched as Sasha tested the wristcuffs experimentally. Her arms were stretched above her head and drawn out to each corner of the bench, matching the way that Michael had spreadeagled her legs. Sasha lifted her head so that she could survey her body.


      


      "Oh my God," she groaned, then glanced at Vanessa anxiously, "Please, Vanessa, don't do anything..."


      


      "That you wouldn't be happy to do to me? That will leave me plenty of scope Sash', now you just lie back and enjoy the next hour's playtime."


      


      Vanessa walked around the bench surveying the girl with great satisfaction. She smiled at Michael then tossed her head back grinning.


      


      "I am definitely starting to enjoy this."


      


      "I wonder how much of a kick it will give you before the game is played out? Sasha used to get very excited watching some poor girl like you thrashing and struggling. Very-excited..."


      


      "Really?"


      


      "Yes. When we'd finished playing with them, she was always very wet by then. Very wet and very hot."


      


      "Like you think I'm going to be? So what happened when the game of 'torture the innocent little girl' was over? What did you two do then?"


      


      "I'm sure you can guess, Vanessa."


      


      "I'm sure I can but I was hoping that you'd show me as well."


      


      "Well let's get on with the task in hand then, shall we?"


      


      "Definitely."


      


      Vanessa went to the wardrobe of equipment and selected some leather straps and a halter. Her eyes scanned the shelves and she realised that she was spoilt for choice. Would she reduce Sasha to tears and begging? Or should she blindfold and gag her? Would she herself know when to stop, if Sasha couldn't communicate how much she was suffering? What did it matter, she thought, the girl had this coming to her and besides, Vanessa doubted that she could be as cruel to Sasha as she had been to her.


      


      "Keep still now darling," Vanessa spoke soothingly as she slid a collar around the prone girl's throat and buckled it closed. It was a broad black leather affair with heavy studs and it forced Sasha's chin up and made it impossible for her to tilt her head down.


      


      "Good girl... now..." Vanessa caressed one of the girl's breasts with one hand and with her other she stroked the girl's nipple, lightly brushing it with her fingernail until it started to harden.


      


      "Just a little more... come on baby... I want to see your nip' a bit more erect than that, there's a good girl."


      


      She glanced at Michael as she finished bringing Sasha's nipples to full hardness.


      


      "Not as big as mine by a long way, but still good enough."


      


      "Please Vanessa, don't..."


      


      "Hush Sasha. You know what I'm going to do... and I'm going to do it regardless of how much you beg me not to. Now the thing is, can you be a big girl and not cry?"


      


      Vanessa flicked both nipples simultaneously with her fingernails then slid the two tit clamps over them. Releasing them made Sasha instantly arch her back and pull down urgently with her arms as she whimpered.


      


      "She didn't cry out, how brave," Vanessa acknowledged; her tone of voice a little bitter with disappointment.


      


      Vanessa lightly stroked her fingernails down Sasha's body from her breasts to the inside of her thighs.


      


      "What shall we do next I wonder?"


      


      Sasha's legs muscles tightened as Vanessa stroked a fingertip down over her vulva and then on down until it rested on the crater of the bound girl's anus.


      


      "I know what we can do!" Vanessa answered her own question, swung on her heel, danced across to the wardrobe and picked up the inflatable butt plug and a jar of Vaseline.


      


      "No please... Vanessa, please don't..."


      


      Vanessa was slowly rubbing the Vaseline into the girl's anus. The muscle was already softened enough to allow her to slide one finger into the girl and each time she did this Sasha tensed and gasped.


      


      "Come on now... relax... you'll enjoy it."


      


      "Michael, please don't let her. She'll over inflate it... she doesn't know..."


      


      "Be quiet Sash' or I'll have to gag you. Now let's see..."


      


      Vanessa pushed the point of the butt plug against the girl's greasy anus and it slid easily in. Smiling to herself, Vanessa maintained a steady pressure until the whole of the rubber shaft was embedded and only the flared base showed with the tube extending from it to the pump she held in her other hand. She flicked the switched that made the plug vibrate then gave the pump a couple of squeezes.


      


      Sasha sighed and began twisting against her restraints Vanessa gave the pump two more squeezes.


      


      "No more... enough... uhh... uuuhh... going to come..."


      


      Vanessa stood watching in fascination as Sasha began to orgasm. She herself felt aroused watching the other girl and glancing at Michael who stood on the opposite side of the bench she could read the arousal in his eyes.


      


      "What about if we left her like this for a while?" Vanessa suggested.


      


      "Left her?"


      


      "We could just leave her with it still switched on and we could come back later," Vanessa suggested.


      


      "You're suggesting..."


      


      Michael left the sentenced unfinished but Vanessa completed I for him.


      


      "I'm suggesting we go else where and you fuck me senseless."


      


      "I could do it here and then she'd have to watch."


      


      "That's too cruel Michael," Vanessa smiled disapprovingly.


      


      "Okay then, my bedroom."


      


      "I'll see you there, let me just make sure Sasha is nice and comfortable and I'll be right with you."


      


      Vanessa watched Michael leave the studio and when he'd gone she licked her lips and picked up a ball gag.


      


      "Nuh... ugh... help, Michael... uhh..."


      


      "Too late Sash' he's gone. It's just you and me," Vanessa laughed softly as she fastened the gag securely at Sasha's nape. The other girl shook her head vigorously as Vanessa smiled down at her. With one fingertip she traced around the black ball where it fitted snugly into Sasha's mouth.


      


      "Hush now... I have to go and play with Michael now. You just lie here and enjoy yourself. I promise I'll be back soon."


      


      Vanessa gave the pump a couple more squeezes. Sasha's legs and arms jerked and twisted ineffectually in response. Vanessa bent over the prone girl and delicately kissed between her spread legs.


      


      "You know Sasha, deep down I loved the way you treated me. But you know what... I think I could almost grow to prefer treating you like this."


      


      With an apologetic smile Vanessa gave the pump yet another couple of squeezes. With one of her long, blood red fingernails she flicked the vibrator switch from "low" to "high". Then, turning on the heel of her stiletto, she swung away from the bench. With an idle sweep of her hand she flicked her mane of blonde hair clear of her smiling blue eyes. For a second she paused in the doorway. Behind her all she could hear was the faint sound of creaking leather. Laughing to herself, she pulled the door closed and went in search of the man she knew was waiting for her.


      

    


    
      THE END


      


      

    


    
      


      


      And now for the opening of next month's title "THEATRE OF SLAVES" by Mark Stewart.


      


      CHAPTER 1.


      


      Whack!


      


      The cane scythed down across Pamela's buttocks for the fourth time, forcing her pelvis painfully hard against the table she was bent over.


      


      "Oow!" An agonised wail was forced from her this time as the shaft landed full on the weal left by the first stroke.


      


      "Serves you right! And you've got another six coming!" Angela's voice held nothing but cold fury.


      


      "But listen to me please, Angela! There was nothing else we could do. You know we're being evicted and we have to have somewhere to live and some way to..."


      


      Whack! The cane slashed down again and interrupted her desperate pleas with the girl who was usually her lover, but was for now her remorseless tormentor. They were both submissive by nature and had been lovers since their days in the senior classes of the convent school to which they had both been sent.


      


      Whack! Pamela howled and fidgeted her legs, almost dislodging the mass of petticoats piled on the small of her back.


      


      "Don't you dare try and dodge your punishment Pamela," Angela warned her sternly and paused long enough to pile them up securely again. As she did so she couldn't help running a hand over the smooth globes of her lover's bottom, savouring the feel of the hot, pulsing welts she had carved in the pale quivering flesh. She felt the familiar heat begin at her loins but reminded herself hastily that Angela fully deserved everything she was getting, and she raised the cane again and stood back.


      


      "You've sold us into nothing less than slavery, you fool!"


      


      Whack!


      


      Whack!


      


      Two fast lashes had Pamela arching and twisting over the table, but she made no attempt to rise.


      


      "It's not like that Angela! Mr Jefferys is a decent man. Yes, he'll beat us but we like that don't we? And it means we'll be together and we can save up to buy our own house while we work for him and it'll mean we won't have to keep running every time someone finds out about us..."


      


      Pamela was gabbling justifications for her actions but Angela was unmoved.


      


      Whack!


      


      "And you've told him to come here tomorrow so he can look us over, to see if he fancies us enough?"


      


      "Yes! I had to Angela, it was the only way!"


      


      Angela had to admit that Pamela had something there; they were in a fairly desperate state. But even so, to get the retired headmaster of a boys' school to take them on as servants cum mistresses, or something even worse, was taking things too far she felt. Hence the beating she was currently taking.


      


      She raised the cane again and brought it cracking down across Pamela's cringing buttocks twice more.


      


      "Go upstairs and wait for me. I want to think," she said curtly and turned towards the window, gathering her long skirts as she did so. Behind her Angela straightened up painfully and smoothed down her petticoats. Wiping away her tears she smiled secretively as she made her way up to the small bedroom they shared. It had been a caning well worth the taking she felt, it meant that Angela would be extra passionate when she finally came up too - and she would have to admit that Pamela had done the only thing she could have.


      


      It had been a long and tiring walk and her initial enthusiasm had begun to wane. Was she doing the right thing, she kept asking herself. She felt her resolution faltering and wondered if she was frightened of losing what she had or was it more simply the fear of the unknown. She followed a narrow lane and her destination came into sight. A pair of wrought iron gates. She read the name on the plaque on one of the stone pillars. 'Kayne School for Boys' the faded letters informed her. She looked along the drive and saw a large forbidding house at the far end. Straightening her shoulders, she began to walk slowly towards it.


      


      She had learned something of the man she had come to see by repute. He had been the owner and headmaster of the school until he had made sufficient money to retire in comparative luxury. She had read his advertisement for a servant in a local paper and it had been this that had given her the idea which she was now pursuing. She had made discreet enquiries and the more she had learned about the place, and the man who occupied it, the more certain she had been that she had found the answer to her problems. Taking a deep breath, she mounted the short flight of stone steps to the heavy door and tugged on the bell pull. After a moment, the door opened and the man she had come to see stood in the doorway, looking down on her with a harsh, questioning expression on his face. She was rather taken aback at his appearance. He was above average height and his upright athletic figure, and his full head of dark brown hair belied his years. Two piercing eyes peered at her over the top of half moon spectacles.


      


      "What can I do for you?" he demanded, in a harsh deep voice.


      


      "Mr Jefferys?" she enquired. It was essential she was speaking to the right person!


      


      "I am George Jefferys," he replied, a quizzical expression lightening his countenance.


      


      "I apologise for coming without an appointment," Pamela said. "It's about your advertisement in the local paper."


      


      Jefferys looked her up and down for a second or two. He was not used to having attractive young women invading his privacy, yet something about this one intrigued him.


      


      "You had better come in." he said, standing aside as she entered. He shut the door and beckoned her to follow him across a large oak panelled hall with a wide staircase leading to the upper floor, and into a comfortably furnished lounge. He pointed to an armchair and sat down facing her.


      


      "Now, who are you and how does the advertisement concern you?" he asked, looking at her intently. There was something about her manner that aroused his curiosity.


      


      "My name is Pamela Swift," she began nervously. "The advertisement said you were requiring a servant."


      


      "That is true, but I would be looking for someone of more mature years than yourself, if you were thinking of applying for the position," he replied.


      


      Pamela had anticipated this retort and she had her answer ready.


      


      "That is what I thought you might say," she countered. "But a younger person would be more capable of doing the work and would not be susceptible to illness and fatigue."


      


      "There is some truth in that," Jefferys conceded, remembering how his last servant had complained constantly about just that. "But a younger woman would not settle here. She would be off chasing the local lads and I need someone I can rely on here all the time."


      


      "I can assure you that wouldn't happen," Pamela said, as convincingly as she could. "Neither I, nor my friend, have any interest in young lads, nor any men for that matter."


      


      Now she was touching on the awkward side of the matter and her doubts resurfaced as she saw his eyebrows rise, questioningly. Would he, like so many others, be revolted and disgusted by what she must tell him? She had thought that the special terms she would offer would overcome this in his case.


      


      "Do you mean that there are actually two of you looking for employment?" Jefferys leaned forward in his chair, obviously intrigued by this disclosure. "I don't think there is sufficient work for two, except on occasions when I entertain."


      


      Pamela immediately saw the opening she had been hoping for, "We are both well versed in housework and the etiquette of entertaining," she said. Pamela was pushing the good points, hoping to persuade him before broaching the aspect of her relationship with Angela, which might deter him from falling in with her plans.


      


      "You seem too young to be so experienced," he mused. "Tell me, why would two young women want to come and work here in this isolated place, far from the nearest town? By the way, how old are you two anyway?"


      


      "We are both twenty years old, although Angela is six months younger than I. As for wanting to come and work here, that is rather an involved story. I will tell you, if you are genuinely interested in employing us. Otherwise I would not wish to waste your time."


      


      George Jefferys leaned back in his chair, steepling his fingers under his chin as he appeared to be contemplating the matter deeply. His dark hooded eyes, peering over his glasses, gave nothing away of what was passing through his mind. A bachelor all his life, he had little time for the members of the opposite sex, considering them simpering, childish and untrustworthy. He had been content to be looked after by women much older than he. Now this very attractive young woman, with her long auburn hair and seductive body, obviously more sensible and intelligent than most, had suddenly appeared and upset his equilibrium. Bachelor he might be, but he had certainly had his share of the beauties who had come his way in the past. That she would be very decorative to have around in his later years was not in dispute.


      


      "I am prepared to seriously consider your request," he said, eventually. "Tell me your story."


      


      To be continued..


      

    


    
      TITLES IN PRINT

    


    
      

    


    
      The cover photograph for this book and many others are

    


    
      available as limited edition prints.


      Write to:-


      Viewfinders Photography

    


    
      PO Box 200,

    


    
      Reepham


      Norfolk


      NR10 4SY


      for details, or see,

    


    
      www.viewfinders.org.uk

    


    
      Silver Mink

    


    
      ISBN 1-897809-22-0 ISBN 1-897809-24-7 ISBN 1-897809-26-3 ISBN 1-897809-28-X ISBN 1-897809-32-8 ISBN 1-897809-33-6 ISBN 1-897809-39-5 ISBN 1-897898-45-X ISBN 1-897809-49-2 ISBN 1-897809-56-5 ISBN 1-897809-58-1 ISBN 1-897809-61-1 ISBN 1-897809-63-8 ISBN 1-897809-67-0 ISBN 1-897809-68-9 ISBN 1-897809-70-0 ISBN 1-897809-74-3 ISBN 1-897809-75-1 ISBN 1-897809-77-8 ISBN 1-897809-79-4 ISBN 1-897809-81-6 ISBN 1-903687-07-1

    


    
      The Captive Amber Jameson


      Dear Master Terry Smith


      Sisters in Servitude Nicole Dere


      Cradle of Pain Krys Antarakis


      The Contract Sarah Fisher


      Virgin for Sale Nicole Dere


      Training Jenny Rosetta Stone


      Dominating Obsession Terry Smith

    


    
      The Penitent Charles Arnold*

    


    
      Please Save Me! Dr. GeraldRochelle*

    


    
      Private Tuition Jay Merson *

    


    
      Little One Rachel Hurst*


      Naked Truth II Nicole Dere*


      Tales from the Lodge Bridges/O'Kane*

    


    
      Your Obedient Servant Charlotte Anna Grant*

    


    
      Bush Slave II Lia Anderssen*

    


    
      Further Private Tuition Jay Merson *

    


    
      The Connoisseur Francine Whittaker*

    


    
      Slave to her Desires Samantha Austen *

    


    
      The Girlspell William Avon*


      The Stonehurst Letters J.L. Jones*


      Punishment Bound Francine Whittaker*

    


    
      UK £4.99 except *£5.99 -USA $8.95 except *$9.95

    


    
      All titles, both in print and out of print, are available as electronic downloads at:

    


    
      http://www.adultbookshops.com

    


    
      e-mail submissions to: Editor@electronicbookshops.com

    


    
      

    


    
      Silver Moon

    


    
      ISBN 1-897809-16-6 ISBN 1-897809-17-4 ISBN 1-897809-23-9 ISBN 1-897809-25-5 ISBN 1-897809-27-1 ISBN 1-897809-31-X ISBN 1-897809-36-0 ISBN 1-897809-37-9 ISBN 1-897809-38-7 ISBN 1-897809-40-9 ISBN 1-897809-41-7 ISBN 1-897809-42-5 ISBN 1-897809-43-3 ISBN 1-897809-44-1 ISBN 1-897809-46-8 ISBN 1-897809-47-6 ISBN 1-897809-48-4 ISBN 1-897809-50-6 ISBN 1-897809-51-4 ISBN 1-897809-52-2 ISBN 1-897809-53-0 ISBN 1-897809-54-9 ISBN 1-897809-55-7 ISBN 1-897809-57-3 ISBN 1-897809-59-X ISBN 1-897809-60-3 ISBN 1-897809-62-X ISBN 1-897809-64-6 ISBN 1-897809-65-4 ISBN 1-897809-66-2 ISBN 1-897809-69-7 ISBN 1-897809-71-9 ISBN 1-897809-72-2 ISBN 1-897809-73-5 ISBN 1-897809-76-X ISBN 1-897809-78-6 ISBN 1-897809-80-8 ISBN 1-903687-00-4 ISBN 1-903687-01-2 ISBN 1-903687-03-9 ISBN 1-903687-04-7 ISBN 1-903687-05-5

    


    
      TITLES IN PRINT

    


    
      Rorigs Dawn Ray Arneson


      Bikers Girl on the Run Lia Anderssen


      Slave to the System Rosetta Stone


      Barbary Revenge Allan Aldiss


      White Slavers Jack Norman


      Slave to the State Rosetta Stone


      Island of Slavegirls Mark Slade


      Bush Slave Lia Anderssen


      Desert Discipline Mark Stewart


      Voyage of Shame Nicole Dere


      Plantation Punishment Rick Adams


      Naked Plunder J.T. Pearce


      Selling Stephanie Rosetta Stone

    


    
      SM Double value (Olivia/Lucy) Graham/Slade*


      Eliska von Metchingen


      Hacienda, Allan Aldiss

    


    
      Angel of Lust, Lia Anderssen*

    


    
      Naked Truth, Nicole Dere*

    


    
      I Confess!, Dr GeraldRochelle*

    


    
      Barbary Slavedriver, Allan Aldiss*

    


    
      A Toy for Jay, J. T. Pearce *

    


    
      The Confessions of Amy Mansfield, R. Hurst*

    


    
      Gentleman's Club, John Angus*


      Sinfinder General Johnathan Tate*

    


    
      Slaves for the Sheik Allan Aldiss*


      Church of Chains Sean O'Kane*


      Slavegirl from Suburbia Mark Slade*


      Submission of a Clan Girl Mark Stewart*


      Taming the Brat Sean O'Kane*

    


    
      Slave for Sale J.T. Pearce*

    


    
      Caged! Dr. Gerald Rochelle*


      Rachel in servitude J.L. Jones*


      Beaucastel Caroline Swift*


      Slaveworld Steven Douglas*

    


    
      Sisters in Slavery Charles Graham *

    


    
      Eve in Eden Stephen Rowlings*


      Inside the Fortress John Sternes*


      The Brotherhood Falconer Bridges*


      Both Master and Slave Martin Sharpe*

    


    
      Slaves of the Girlspell William Avon *


      Royal Slave; Slaveworld Story Stephen Douglas*

    


    
      Castle of Torment Caroline Swift*

    


    
      UK £4.99 except *£5.99 -USA $8.95 except *$9.95


      

    


    
      Tessa Valmur - The Art Of Submission B s.jpg �

    

  

OEBPS/Images/Tessa Valmur - The Art of Submission (2012).jpg





