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    Chapter 1 
 
   Edward Bateson gazed out over London taking in the sombre water of the Thames and the tower blocks of Canary Wharf just visible through the haze. The air was damp and the sky a uniform grey between the distant horizons. His eleventh floor office normally afforded a spectacular vista, but today the outlook was depressing, as depressing as the quarterly sales summary open on his desk. The report quantified the past cash flows for the last quarter and the projected cash flow for the next, a sure-fire best seller for thousands of investors if they could ever access it. Now it was in Bateson’s hands, but he was far from happy. 
 
    He wasn’t a tall man, but what he lacked in height was compensated by girth. Looking like a statue of a great Victorian accountant, he stood staring through the giant windows with his fleshy stomach pushed to the fore, wringing his hands together behind his dark, Saville Row suit. 
 
    The bank was small for an investment bank, but had a reputation for sound deals in the rather specialized section of the industry that it stalked, namely mining. SJT Mining and General Ltd was formed in the 50’s, crashed in the 70’s when Margaret Thatcher forced the closure of the UK coal mines, and rose from the ashes in the 90’s, albeit in a small way, when its business model changed to concentrate on copper and aluminium ore in foreign climes, mostly Africa and the near East. Now its income was once again contracting as the company struggled to survive in a market dominated by a global companies with turnovers that rivalled small countries. 
 
    He touched the intercom button on his desk. “Sarah. Would you ask Miss Roberts to step into my office please…” 
 
    He resumed his previous stance, gazing at the cheerless world that seemed intent on precipitating his demise while the minutes crawled by until a quiet tapping on his door stirred him. He turned, straightened his red tie, brushed his hand over imaginary hair that had long since abandoned his pate, and cleared his throat. 
 
    “Enter,” he called and was rewarded with a slow twisting of the handle. The door swung open and his personal assistant peeped round the heavy walnut panel before stepping aside and allowing Dominica Roberts to stride purposely past her into the large office. 
 
    “Good morning Mr Bateson.” Her attitude was precise and formal, as befits a Senior Analyst residing only one floor beneath the CEO. Dominica was conceived in Paris twenty-five years ago, a fact that explained her French name despite her Middle England childhood and Oxford education. She stood 178 cm tall on slender legs and finely tapered heels. Her figure was slim with narrow hips and a pretty bust controlled by a tight-fitting bra within a white silk blouse. Her dark, woollen pin-striped skirt hugged her waist and hips to flare from the tops of her thighs to just below her knees – a style that emphasised her slim figure, promising much but remaining at all times strictly decorous. Steely blue eyes peered at Bateson from below a fringe of hair bleached almost white and her short bobbed style cradled an elfin-like face carefully coloured in subtle shades of browns and rosy blush. There was much debate on the lower floors about whether her hair was dyed, but as yet, no-one had dared to seek first hand proof. 
 
    Her tongue flicked over lips that looked natural in tone but shimmered with a glossy and inviting film under the harsh lighting. She stood behind Bateson’s vast desk while he seated himself and aligned his pen neatly beside the report. 
 
    “Please sit down, Miss Roberts.” He waited until she was perched on the guest chair with her knees pressed tightly together and her hands in her lap. “This is the latest financial projection and it doesn’t make comfortable reading. There’s a lot riding on the Turkish deal and I hope Nigel’s got that well in hand.” 
 
    “I'm sure he has. Last I saw him he was waiting for word from the Ankara office.” 
 
    “Well, it’s not your problem. Have you heard anything more from Egypt?” 
 
    “I’m afraid the situation there hasn’t changed in the last week and we must assume that we’ve lost it to the Chinese. They have more cash at their disposal and the acquisition makes much more sense from their point of view than it does to our clients. I believe we should consider that one dead and abandon further negotiations.” 
 
    Bateson was staring down at the brief summary contained in the quarterly report that hinted at the same conclusion and was nodding sagely to himself. “That will make a considerable impact on your work load. I seem to recall it was your biggest project.” 
 
    “It was, but I still have the Oudtshoorn takeover in Zimbabwe on my books.” 
 
    “That’s peanuts… Give it to Mallory; I have something much more important for you. I’ve just received an enquiry from a European company interested in acquiring a copper mine in Angola; in particular, the Capasimba Mine near Huambo. It’s a couple of hundred kilometres east of the coastal town of Lobito. Apparently, our clients have reason to believe that the owners of the mine may be open to offers for its purchase, although they have not disclosed to us the source of their confidence. I want you to head up the initial analysis. We have a working relationship with a firm of accountants in Luanda that might be useful to you. Make contact and set the wheels in motion. This is what I have so far…” and he picked up a thin file. “It’s what we know about Capasimba and a précis of the Dutch clients.” 
 
    She took the proffered documents. “I’ll get right onto it… Is that all?” 
 
    “That’s it. Make it good this time Miss Roberts…” 
 
    She considered a retort for all of two seconds before silently rising and walking unhurriedly towards the door. It was good last time; it wasn't her fault that their clients couldn't compete with the Chinese. 
 
    Bateson regarded her retreating back, paying particular attention to the way her muscles moved within the sheath of her skirt and her slender ankles stepping delicately in the fashionable heels. It’s true she was young for a Senior Analyst, but she’d earned her place with the excellent degree she won at Balliol College. So what if the last acquisition didn’t come to fruition? It was a long shot anyway. And his parting remark? It wasn’t a threat; more encouragement. Anyway, it was good to keep his team on their toes… 
 
    * 
 
    Dominica stepped from the lift into the broad, open-plan office. There was muffled activity all around her and she scanned the sea of desks, each one with its obligatory computer monitor: the Mergers and Acquisitions section, or, as it’s more often called, Murders and Executions. Her staff occupied the desks on the far right and she walked along the aisle in silence. No-one acknowledged her presence and she didn’t address anyone, but she knew with certainty that she currently held their full attention. 
 
    She stopped at the end desk. “Coffee please, Evie, and then ask Simon to see me in my office.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Roberts.” 
 
    There weren’t many offices where the occupants responded so formally to management, but Dominica had made it plain from the start that her department was a centre for business, not a social club. In truth, she enjoyed the small thrill of subordinates quaking at her approach and stuttering when addressed. She had no friends at the bank, but she knew she had plenty of admirers and that was what really mattered. 
 
    In her office she sipped her coffee and waited for Simon. A few seconds later, there was a quiet knock on her door. She smiled, savouring the discomfort of her youngest analyst. A full thirty seconds later, he knocked again and this time she called for him to enter. Simon was twenty-three, actually not that much younger than herself, but he lacked not only her distinguished degree, but also, to her mind, the confidence that had propelled her so rapidly through the ranks. He stood before her desk, there was no convenient chair, whilst she regarded him critically. He was tall, taller than she, and often looked more like a gypsy than a city banker, but today he’d replaced the jacket of his dark grey suit for the encounter. She inspected him carefully from his polished black leather shoes to his wiry, entangled black hair before she spoke. 
 
    “We didn’t do very well with the Egyptian deal, did we?” 
 
    He was a handsome enough young man, quite cute really with his clean shaven, child-like face and dark eyes, and she wondered how he’d react if she invited him to the wine bar after work. She couldn’t imagine he’d refuse. 
 
    “No, Miss Roberts.” He shifted his weight to his other foot. 
 
    “Do you know why that was?” she asked with an innocent expression. 
 
    “We were out-bid.” 
 
    “I know we were out-bid,” she snapped, her voice now sharp and cutting. “I’m asking why that was. Do you think it anything to do with our client’s reaction to our analysis? Your analysis?” 
 
    “I don’t know; I’m not sure.” 
 
    “No…” she said softly, stretching the syllable so that it encompassed a multitude of different meanings. “Well, that project’s history now and we have a new subject for your ‘remarkable’ talents, but before you get too engrossed I want you to write up the closing report on our abortive Cairo debacle for tomorrow.” 
 
    Simon nodded dumbly, but Dominica snapped, “Is that clear.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Roberts.” 
 
    “Good. Off you go then. Send in Martin and Jennifer and we’ll see if we can do better with this next project.” 
 
    * 
 
    The daylight had long since passed by the time Dominica left the building and made her way to the London Underground to catch the train to Depford Bridge. It wasn’t the closest station to her flat, but she enjoyed the walk through Brookmill Park and grinned to herself as she relived her day, her thoughts punctuated by the clicking of her heels on the paving slabs. She lived alone. It suited her lifestyle: an independent spirit free to indulge in whatever activity best suited her temperament of the moment. Tonight, she’ll open a bottle of merlot, post an instant meal into the microwave and settle down in front of a really very good imitation of a log fire to read a book. Thursdays were not days to get too carried away with extracurricular activities; that would be Fridays. 
 
    * 
 
    The next morning she showered and dressed, choosing her clothes carefully. Another white silk blouse was paired with a black under-bust waistcoat and a short Lycra skirt. The effect was suggestive of a dominatrix without being too indiscreet and fitted her mood perfectly. Once in the office, she allowed her staff an hour to settle in and then moved silently amongst them like an avenging phantom seeking the day’s unlucky victims, all the time conscious of the sexual tension she was creating. She was careful to avoid Simon; his turn would come soon enough. 
 
    At eleven, Evie brought her another coffee and, with carefully guarded anticipation, she asked for Simon. He appeared as before, standing in the doorway full of trepidation and clutching his report. She indicated that he should hand it to her and he walked to the desk. 
 
    “Shut the door…” 
 
    He walked back, closed the door and then stood before her looking like a schoolboy before his headmistress. Dominica made a show of carefully positioning the report in front of her and concentrated on reading to the exclusion of all else. It was five minutes and three closely typed pages before she looked up at Simon. He had neither spoken nor moved. 
 
    “What does this mean?” she asked with a finger on a line of text. Simon bent forward and strained to read the inverted paragraph, but Dominica just groaned and indicated the space to her side. He moved round the desk to stand behind her shoulder and again leant forward to read the small characters. Dominica moved back slightly to give him room, but made no attempt to ease the situation by moving the paper. He reached out a hand to support himself on the back of her chair and his head hovered next to hers as his senses reeled with her heady perfume. He found himself staring down the gaping neck of her blouse at the soft, pale mounds of her breasts rising and falling within their lacy cups. He tore his eyes away only to have them fall on the long expanse of bare thighs exposed by her short skirt riding high as she sat. If he moved just slightly, he’d be able to glimpse the front panel of her panties disappearing between the dark cleft of her thighs. He knew instinctively they’d be white lace, maybe even translucent. 
 
    He stood rapidly, conscious that his breathing was audible. “It refers to the mortgaged assets of the subsidiary,” he explained with a voice that sounded garbled even to him. 
 
    “And this?” She put a finger on the next paragraph, not noticing that she inadvertently slid the document further from the unfortunate analyst. 
 
    He bent forward again as Dominica leant back further, sliding lower in her chair. Her action, ostensibly intended to allow him more room, in fact only required him to lean further over her shoulder until her head was resting against his chest and her hair was tickling his neck. They were translucent. 
 
    “Can you see alright?” she asked with a sarcastic tone and he jerked upright once more. 
 
    “It’s trying to make distinctions between those assets.” 
 
    “It’s not distinct to me.” 
 
    “I'm sorry. I’ll expand that section.” 
 
    Dominica turned her head to see a movement within his trousers, an expansion already in progress. “Are you feeling alright, Mr Kant? You seem to be restless.” 
 
    Simon hurried round to the other side of the desk using a strange stooping gait. “I’m fine, Miss Roberts. Sorry, Miss Roberts.” 
 
    Dominica resumed her examination of his report, but not for long. “Stop fiddling, Mr Kant. You're distracting me. Put your hands behind your back if you can't keep them still.” 
 
    “Sorry, Miss Roberts.” He clasped his hands together behind him as Dominica rose to open a window, leaning over a bookcase and stretching a long, slender leg behind her to maintain balance. She knew exactly the effect she was having on the wretched Mr Kant, an effect only enhanced when she resumed her seat and cooled herself by wafting the front of her blouse. The action dislodged another button and exposed more of her décolletage. Simon, now unable to disguise his rising embarrassment with his hands behind him, gave a small whimper. 
 
    “Your grammar is really quite terrible. Perhaps we should arrange some sort of remedial class.” She looked up then, but didn’t directly refer to the swelling in his pants. “You're looking a little flushed, Mr Kant. Go and wash with cold water. I’ll struggle through your ponderous prose alone.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Roberts. Thank you,” and he was out the door like a frightened rabbit. Dominica leaned back in her chair and smiled, savouring the thrill of power. 
 
    * 
 
    She was still in high spirits when she arrived home that evening. She slipped off her gloves and overcoat, poured herself another glass of wine and thought about the forthcoming evening. A light supper and another shower and she was ready for the night. She redressed in the Lycra skirt with a thick sweater in place of the silk blouse and waistcoat. On her feet she pulled on knee-length black boots and then moved back to the bedroom to where the dressing table displayed a polystyrene head, the stand for a long, black wig. 
 
    Finally, instead of her tailored tweed overcoat, she donned a red anorak. She was ready. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 2 
 
   It was a twenty-five minute tube ride north to Limehouse, her evening’s destination, and she was careful to cover her face with the coat’s hood just in case she should meet someone she knew. There was a sharp chill to the air and she wished she’d worn more on her legs, but then again, the evening wasn’t intended for her to feel comfortable. Outside the old cinema, a relic from the 50’s, she tapped at a side door and it opened just wide enough for her to slip through. The doorman grunted his usual welcome and she pressed past him in the narrow corridor, the dim overhead lights reflected by the dark blue gloss of the walls making little impact on the gloom. 
 
    “You're late,” said a voice and she turned to see Derek, the floor manager, close behind her. “Again…” 
 
    “I’m sorry. The train must have been late.” 
 
    “Well, shift your arse now, but see me before you start your shift.” He always said that and she always did. 
 
    The dressing room was empty and colder than she would have liked. She quickly removed the anorak and sat in front of the illuminated mirror to apply her make-up. After the foundation came thick eye shadow of dark glittery blue above black eyeliner and augmented by heavy, false lashes. On her cheeks she dabbed a subtle blusher, but there was nothing subtle about her lips: her lipstick was a vivid red gloss. With the black wig, she was no longer Dominica, but instead a penniless, topless waitress called Mika. 
 
    She stripped off her clothes and boots. She had a good body. She’d always thought so. Not overly tall; she liked wearing heels, but didn’t much like towering over a date. And not so skinny that her ribs stuck out or so fat that her stomach creased and her breasts sagged. She decided she was perfect and grinned at her reflection: the long, slender neck, the smooth, clear skin, and at the neat ‘B’ cup breasts that jiggled pleasingly when provoked with their dark areolae and thick nipples screaming for attention. She put her hands on her hips and swivelled, admiring her narrow waist, flaring hips and the neat, hairless cleft of her sex visible in the gap between her lean thighs. 
 
    Her body glinted in the bright lights around the mirror, reflections from the secret rings adorning her labia and the not so secret ones piercing each nipple. She’d got them at university some years before and had never for a moment regretted them. They were her private gifts to herself; ornamentation to enhance what was most important to her. The nipple rings made her nipples larger and more sensitive and the labial rings, three small silver hoops down either side, well, they were something else. Sometimes she could feel them move even when she was wearing underwear, and when she wasn’t, their weight and relentless small nudges and tickles were a constant delight. Sex was better too. At university, the boys seemed particularly intrigued by the decoration and the extra motion the metal hoops imparted only served to enhance the overall experience. 
 
    Since joining the bank eighteen months ago, she’s led a chaste life, but that’s not to say that the piercings had been redundant; far from it. Solo sex was now driven by the numerous ways she could interact with her piercings and her imagination was strong. 
 
    Such games were fun, but tonight she had a different diversion in mind. Watching herself in the mirror, she rubbed baby oil into her skin paying particular attention to her breasts, hips and thighs and then patted herself with a powder puff of talc. The effect was to leave her skin pale and flawless. She’d brought a change of clothes with her in a small holdall, but there wasn’t much: mainly a pair of thigh-high black leather boots with 100 mm stilettos and a sequinned silver thong that took mere moments to slip on. 
 
    Nearly ready… With rising excitement, she pinched her nipples and areolae between thumb and forefinger to remove the excess talc and return their darker hue. They were as hard as rubber, a consequence of both her increasing anticipation and the cold room. She tied a black ribbon about her neck in a perfect bow and then retrieved the mask – a gaudy affair that fitted within her revised hairline and covered her forehead and cheeks with a silver panel emblazoned by engraved starburst rays and glass sparkles. It reminded her of an operatic costume she’d once seen. Its outer edge was zagged as if it was winged and it concealed all but her nose, mouth and chin, and, of course, those spectacular eyes. 
 
    She assessed herself in the mirror again, turning this way and that to see her profile from all sides. She could see too her pubic mound within its sequinned pouch prominent below her flat abdomen. From the back she was virtually naked and from the sides, her breasts projected in firm, almost conical peaks with upturned nipples. When Derek first saw her nipple rings, he suggested that she remove them lest they attract unwelcome attention and she had to explain that she couldn’t; they were one-shot adornments that snapped together and, once fitted, could only be cut off. 
 
    There was one more thing she needed to do and she turned nervously towards the door to make sure she wasn’t being observed. Assured, she delved once more into the holdall and withdrew a pair of polished steel Ben Wa balls linked by a thin cord. They were what was described to her as an ‘intermediate size’, 35 mm; a boon to restoring health after pregnancy the woman had said. Dominica had no need of such restoration; her need was more primitive. She glanced over her shoulder again and then pulled down the front of the thong to push first one and then the other inside herself. She felt them opening her tunnel as she forced them higher and wriggled to seat them properly before repositioning the tiny thong. She wriggled and the balls wriggled inside her to send delicious erotic signals to her brain. 
 
    * 
 
    Derek Glass, the floor manager, was a short man, much shorter than Dominica. In fact his eye level wasn’t far above her breasts as he stood in front of her and she looked down onto the top of his bald head. 
 
    “Bout fucking time,” he cussed and snatched a nipple in either hand to pull her down to his eye level. “I’ve got better things to do than worry about whether you cunts are going to turn up for work.” 
 
    “Sorry, Mr Glass.” She felt tears gather at the corners of her eyes as her tits were stretched into long points by the pull on her teats. “It won’t happen again, Mr Glass.” 
 
    “It better fucking not or you'll be working for free. I can find any number of fucking bitches like you on any street corner, you know. You just remember that. Capeesh?” 
 
    “Yes, Mr Glass.” 
 
    “Good,” he said releasing her nipples so she could once more stand erect. “Now turn round so I can have a look at you.” Dominica turned slowly until her back was towards him. “Bend over… Further…” 
 
    She was now doubled over and with her elbows on the top of his desk; he was staring at her crotch. 
 
    “Good,” he said and gave the gusset of her thong a heavy pat. She wondered if he could feel her piercings, but doubted so; the thong’s material was quite thick. In any event, he didn’t say anything. “Now wiggle your pretty arse out there and start earning your pay.” 
 
    Of course, Dominica had no need of his money and her late arrival had been carefully pre-planned to attract the tirade she’d known would be forthcoming. 
 
    “Thank you, Mr Glass,” and she stepped carefully from his office in the awkward boots. 
 
    “And you just remember you're not here to pick up tricks; you're on my time tonight. If I see you soliciting, you're fucking through.” 
 
    “Yes, Mr Glass.” 
 
    The balls inside her rolled one over the other to massage the delicate nerve endings and occasionally clinked together to give her an extra jolt. Ahead of her, the doorway led into a large hall and she was met by an explosion of sound and light rolling like a tide around the jostling crowds as they danced and shouted at one another to make themselves heard. 
 
    She eased herself between and around the party-goers barring her way, feeling the surreptitious touches and pats against her skin, until she reached the bar. 
 
    “Oh, Mika. Glad you could make it. Tonight’s a madhouse.” The barman was a year or two older than Dominica and had the dark, Mediterranean looks of an Italian. She’d once harboured fantasies of the two of them rolling together in her bed, but knew they were only fantasies. Friday nights were fantasies in their own right and it would be wrong to confuse them with the real world. 
 
    “Here… Take this to table eight,” and he pushed a tray holding three pint glasses of lager and three cocktails across the bar. 
 
    She picked up the tray and set off on the perilous journey across the pulsating room with her load. At table eight, six faces grinned at her approach, three twenty-something suited men who probably all worked in offices similar to hers and their girlfriends: three younger girls dressed to the nines in short cocktail dresses and who looked like they were all still teenagers. Dominica bent low to offer a drink to the nearest girl, but instead of lifting her glass from the tray, she caught hold of Dominica’s ringed nipple. 
 
    “Er, Eddie. Do you think I ought to get my tits done like this?” 
 
    Dominica was trapped. She couldn’t move without pulling and she couldn’t release the tray because it was still full of glasses. Whilst Eddy stared at the stretched tit and considered the question, Dominica felt a hand slide over her hip and cheek until a forefinger pressed against her anal sphincter. She looked back over her shoulder to see the grinning face of Eddie’s friend. 
 
    “I might drop the tray,” she said in a quiet voice and his grin broadened. Meanwhile, the girl was still contemplating the ringed nipple she’d caught. Dominica sighed. Her evening shift had begun. 
 
    * 
 
    It was 3 am before she was home again. She’d travelled back on the tube with the Ben Wa balls still in place and the whole evening had left her lustful and frustrated, just as she’d known it would. Once inside, she poured herself a wine, stripped off her wig and clothes in the warm room, and went to the bathroom to prepare herself for bed. The temptation to touch herself was almost overwhelming, but the night wasn’t over yet and that would spoil her careful plans. 
 
    She retrieved a vibrating egg from a drawer in her dressing table. She also picked up a small bag she’d prepared earlier from beside her bed. With an ever increasing pulse, she switched on the egg. Nothing happened. In her small office, she turned on her laptop and selected a Bluetooth timer app that was paired with the vibrator and gave out a random ‘operate’ signal every half hour or so. The signal would last a minute or two and then leave the egg lying dormant waiting for the application to trigger the next cycle, the cycles continually repeating until the app was disabled. She locked the office door behind her and placed the key on top of the kitchen cabinets. 
 
    Back in the bedroom, she dressed in her special nightwear, a strict, satin and leather, under-bust corset, and buckled leather cuffs on her wrists and ankles. Then she settled herself on the bed. A few minutes later, the egg suddenly burst into life with a rattle on the bedside cabinet that lasted eighty seconds. It was the signal she’d been waiting for. 
 
    She took a deep breath, pulled the Ben Wa from her sex and pushed in the egg. Then, using a light chain from her bag and starting with the two rings at the back, threaded the chain so that it criss-crossed her vulva from ring to ring and stitched the two sides of her labial lips together. A small padlock secured the chain over her clitoris, but she wasn’t through yet; the remaining lengths of chain were just long enough to reach her nipples at a stretch. 
 
    She clipped the leather bands about her ankles together with a single snap link before pushing the plastic ventilated ball of a gag behind her teeth and buckling it behind her neck. Then she retrieved the final two small padlocks from her bag and turned off the lamp. These locks she carefully threaded through the ends of the chains from her labia, then the buckle retention loops of her wrist cuffs, and finally snapped the locks to her nipple rings. 
 
    She was secure and squirmed down under her duvet. The slightest movement of her hands either tugged at her nipples or pulled the chain from her labia. She could neither stretch her legs open nor reach low enough to touch her clitoris, but she could feel the egg lodged within her, its mass stretching the sensitive tunnel of her sex to be both promising and threatening. She turned onto her side, folding her arms so as to minimise the tension on her teats and pulled her legs up into a foetal position. Drool started to dribble from the holes in the ball gag to wet the pillow and she reached up with her right hand to try and ease the gag. The action could achieve nothing at her mouth, but her right nipple was dragged up and the chain tightened to pull the padlock against her clitoris. She tried to fold to ease both, but the corset held her trunk in its tight, steel-reinforced grip and kept the chains between tits and clit taut. With a heartfelt groan, she replaced her right wrist back over her tit and forced herself to relax. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later, she was just dozing off when the egg operated. In an instant she was wide awake and jumped with the sudden stimulation, pulling both teats hard and twitching her clit. The energetic egg sewn into her sex was unimpressed and the strong vibrations continued unabated. The nerve endings within her vagina were shaken ragged with a motion that even managed to transfer to her labial rings. It was relentless and all consuming, but she knew from experience that it wasn’t going to be enough to cause her to climax. 
 
    It was to be a long and frustrating end to the night that would only stop when the postman delivered the padlock keys in the morning. 
 
    She’d often thought about what drove her behaviour: a martinet to her staff at work and, once a week, a submissive waitress in a topless bar. There was no doubt that she enjoyed both personas and they were certainly not mutually exclusive. Perhaps the stress and excitement that built during her working week needed a balance on Friday evenings, first by accepting the submissive tribulations of a near-naked waitress amongst a sea of drunken revellers and then in a self-imposed orgy of relentless but fruitless frustrated squirming that could only be dissipated once the keys were received. 
 
    * 
 
    Eight o'clock Saturday morning and Dominica was desperate. Throughout the night, each time the egg burst into life, she couldn’t help but roll and squirm beneath the duvet, but to no significant effect. She tried rhythmically pulling at the chains when the egg vibrated to nudge her clitoris with the padlock and, just as it was getting light, working a pillow down the bed that she could straddle with spread knees and hump, but it was all to no avail. Her frantic exertions only demonstrated how powerless she was in the face of the carnal assaults and merely served to ramp up her frustration level. Nothing she could do could provide enough stimulus to initiate the orgasm she so desperately craved. 
 
    Even her visit the toilet in the early hours was not without its difficulties: after hopping like a bunny with tethered ankles, jiggling tits, and a brass padlock tugging at her labial rings with every jump, she found it difficult to pee with her labia linked together and sat for a long time straining to ease her bladder. 
 
    Now it was light and she could peep round the corner of the curtain and watch people, ordinary people unencumbered by chains and locks, move easily along the grey streets while she was still forced to endure the repetitive ministrations of the diabolical egg. Reluctantly, she hopped back to bed to slide beneath the duvet and continue her enforced vigil. The pillow and sheet were soaked with saliva and her mouth tasted bad. She squirmed to slide lower, but the grip of the unforgiving corset about her waist, the mass of the egg moving inside her, and a careless tug on the labial chains all combined elicit a plaintive moan followed by an almost unintelligible, “Uck ‘ee…” 
 
    As if reacting to a direct command, the egg burst into life and she jumped, crying out again and bringing tears to her eyes. 
 
    * 
 
    At ten minutes to eleven, the cover to the letterbox snapped shut as the magic envelope dropped onto the door mat. She heard it, slipped from the bed, and bunny hopped to the front door before falling first to her knees and then rolling onto her side. Feverishly, she tore at the envelope for the keys and with a sigh of relief released her wrists from her teats. She had just enough time to open the padlock at her clitoris before the demonic device started again, but this time she could react. She still couldn’t reach the frenetic capsule as it shook within her, her labia were still entangled by the chains that needed to be carefully unthreaded, but her clit was now available and her fingers could complete the task in hand even if they couldn’t moderate the stimulations once her orgasm had started. 
 
    By noon, she was showered and dressed, and sitting down to a well-earned breakfast, feeling a little stiff and a little sore, but otherwise in high spirits and wearing a grin that threatened to strain her jaw even more than the ball gag. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 3 
 
   The Capasimba Mine could be a difficult subject to assess. By the time she arrived at the office on Monday, she’d already read all the notes in the file Bateson had given her and contacted the Luandan accountants who, Bateson had promised, would help with a local search, a company called Rhonl and Partner. She’d also set Martin and Jennifer to work, Jennifer researching their Dutch clients and Martin conducting an internet search for anything about, or impacting on, the Capasimba Mine. She’d done that on the Friday and now on Monday morning, she fired up her computer anxious to discover whether there was a response from Luanda. 
 
    There was. It was a short email from a man called Akili Brilhante; apparently, he was the ‘Partner’ in the Luandan Rhonl partnership. His text assured Dominica of his full support with the project and asked how he may be of assistance. She replied that any information he could uncover regarding the mine’s financial viability and prospects, labour relations, community links, environmental impact, and local attitudes would all be useful. In addition, she would like personal information on the mine’s management staff and, in particular, she would like his opinion on whether they are trustworthy? 
 
    It was to set the tone for the rest of that week… Information trickled back slowly in dribs and drabs. There wasn’t a lot on the internet. Martin presented what he’d discovered on the Tuesday: apart from scant historical information about the mines inception and growth, there was very little published, so instead he concentrated on the recent history of the area. 
 
    Angola used to be a Portuguese colony, but after the Second World War various movements started to push for independence. The first was the MPLA, the Popular Movement for the Liberation of Angola, in the 50’s, but armed conflict erupted in 1961 with the FNLA, the National Front for the Liberation of Angola and in 1966 guerrilla fighters from UNITA, the National Union for the Total Liberation of Angola, joined the affray. The MPLA was communist backed, whilst the FNLA and UNITA were both supported by the US. 
 
    With the collapse of the Angolan government in 74 and the withdrawal of Portuguese troops, the three rival factions started a civil war. Massive arms shipments from the Soviet Union to the MPLA influenced the CIA to provide covert aid to the FNLA and UNITA. The situation escalated further when the Soviet Union offered ‘advisors’ and Cuba sent in 500 troops. The result was that the FNLA was virtually annihilated and UNITA was driven into exile. 
 
    From 75 to 91, the country was under communist rule and this affected all private industry. Everything was nationalised, but corruption was rampant and the Capasimba mine, still in its infancy, struggled to be little more than a hole in the ground for the whole of this period. 
 
    In 1990, the MPLA declared it was now a social democracy, gave up on its Marxist ideology, and agreed a ceasefire with UNITA. In 91, there was a free election, but the result was rejected by UNITA who returned to armed conflict and suffered heavy losses as a result. Peace finally came to the region in 2002 with UNITA assuming the role of political opponents in the 2008 and 2012 elections. 
 
    “In summary,” said Martin, “the country’s still basically corrupt, but things are a lot better than they were. Their mineral resources are vast, but they’ve been comprehensively plundered by the regime. Having said that, the Capasimba mine has been rapidly expanding in recent years.” 
 
    “Ok,” said Dominica. “And what’s the region like physically around the mine?” 
 
    “Oh, right… The mine’s about 20 km north-east of Huambo in an area that’s just, basically, scrubland; dry with acacia trees for as far as you can see. It’s not that the area is particularly hot, it’s relatively high altitude keeps the temperature pretty moderate throughout the year, and it’s not that it doesn’t get enough rain. The area’s been extensively deforested and that results in floods. Much of the province consists of scattered villages linked by dirt tracks with a few cultivated areas around the villages. Further west, say two or three hundred kilometres, the land becomes more forested, but fewer people live there. 
 
    “Thank you Martin.” 
 
    “There is just one more thing I should mention… As a result of the civil war, the countryside is littered with landmines.” 
 
    “Noted… As far as this acquisition goes, I don’t think that fact should be considered too pertinent. Now, Jennifer, how have you got on with researching our Dutch clients?” 
 
    “Niemure BV is a privately owned Dutch holding company with interests in light industrial and small to medium scale mining. They currently hold three lead mines, two in Romania and a third in Hungary. They have no other copper mines. Their assets are riding high and it looks like they have money to invest. Their present CEO is a man called Marcus van der Meer. He’s been in position since 2015 and the company appears to be on a steady if modest upward trajectory under his leadership. 
 
    “Van der Meer is in his late forties, has no criminal record and a good credit rating. All seems kosher.” 
 
    “Good. Thank you Jennifer. In a few days I shall be making the first approaches to the Capasimba Management to gauge the temperature of the water, so to speak. Keep at it everyone and we’ll reconvene tomorrow.” 
 
    * 
 
    By Wednesday, Akili Brilhante had identified the mine’s management team, such as it was, and had provided some useful data about the mine’s physical condition and environmental impact. In a series of photographs, he showed a deep, opencast mine covering about twenty hectares. The track runs from the main gate, around several corrugated iron-clad buildings where the ore is processed, and down a winding decline to the working face. Excavators and large tipper trucks transport the ore up to the processing sheds and a giant conveyor takes away the spoil to deposit near the mine’s perimeter. The processed ore is transported to Huambo using trucks and from there to Lobito by train. 
 
    The whole enterprise, amounting to a couple of square kilometres, was enclosed within a tall chain link fence and spread around the mine’s perimeter was a shanty town of dilapidated huts, many little more than corrugated iron sheets nailed to wooden posts and served by dusty trails across the parched earth. The photographs showed familiar scenes that could have been almost anywhere in Africa: children and dogs playing in the streets, women in brightly coloured clothes carrying infants, and a motley selection of vehicles in various states of disrepair. 
 
    Huambo, by contrast, is Angola’s second largest city with a population hovering around 670 thousand. It has rail links to the coastal port of Lobito and an airport. 
 
    The owner of the mine is one Desmond Femi, 38 years old and a resident of Cape Town in South Africa. Akili had even attached a recent photograph of the man taken by a local newspaper on the occasion of the opening of the Capasimba clinic. He was a large, native African standing in the shade afforded by the entrance porch of a small, prefabricated building, presumably the clinic. He was wearing a dark, expensive looking suit despite the obvious heat and smiling benevolently. Dominica studied the image carefully. He was not unattractive with a muscular build, a square, clean shaven jaw, and thick, dark hair in a style that wouldn’t look out of place in central London. His dark eyes stared from the image, intense and hypnotic. She knew she must speak to this man and had the strange sensation that he was calling to her, inviting her to contact him. 
 
    I suppose that’s what they call charisma, she thought to herself and smiled the same wry smile as the image. 
 
    * 
 
    At eleven o'clock, one o'clock South African time, Dominica picked up the phone and dialled the international number supplied by Akili. A woman’s soft voice answered on the fourth ring, speaking in strongly accented English. Dominica responded with good afternoon and asked if she could speak with Mr Desmond Femi. 
 
    “I’m afraid that will not be possible,” said the voice. “My name is Lesedi and I am Mr Femi’s personal assistant. May I be of service?” 
 
    Dominica introduced herself. “Perhaps you’d be so kind as to ask Mr Femi to contact me at his convenience.” 
 
    Lesedi said she would be happy to do that and Dominica spelt out her contact details. Then, after mutual farewells, the line went dead. Dominica made a note of Lesedi’s name and the time and date of the call, and turned her attention to the financial statements that Akili had uncovered about the mine. 
 
    Back in Cape Town, Lesedi turned and smiled at Desmond Femi. “Dominica Roberts of the London investment bank SJT Mining and General Ltd would like you to contact her with regard to the Capasimba Mine.” 
 
    “Ah…” said Femi, drawing out the syllable into a long sigh. “At last. Please pass on her details to our London friends…” 
 
    * 
 
    By Friday evening, Dominica was satisfied they were making headway with the Capasimba deal despite the fact that Desmond Femi had still not made contact. She had no idea why that was, nor when he was likely to call, but a personal contact with the mine’s owner was certainly now the next logical step. She’d ring him again on Monday morning. 
 
    Meanwhile, it was now Friday and she was grinning to herself as she pulled on her boots. She’d had Simon standing before her desk for fifteen minutes that afternoon while she slowly read through his report on social conditions in South Africa and Angola. His discomfiture in response to her probing questions about local martial customs was obvious and made much worse by Dominica’s revealing attire. By the time she gave him leave to return to his desk, he was looking drained and obviously finding the encounter stressful. 
 
    She’d thought a lot about him in the hours after that, imagining that he was a squaddie soldier and she his Sergeant-Major… left, right, left, right, halt… About face. Touch toes... Go… one, two, one, two. The images invoked were fun. 
 
    Now it was her turn to experience the more submissive side of life and she could barely contain her impatience. She pulled on her red anorak, picked up her bag, and ventured out into the dark streets. 
 
    From a doorway thirty metres away, a small, insignificant figure detached himself from the shadows and followed her at a discrete distance up the street towards the tube station. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 4 
 
   Monday, there was no reply from Femi’s number, so she left a message on his answer machine. Tuesday was the same. Despite Martin’s best efforts, there was no other way to contact Desmond Femi and she was left pacing the offices, her investigation temporarily stalled. 
 
    Wednesday, she tried again. “Good morning. Is that Lesedi? It’s Dominica Roberts here of SJT Mining.” 
 
    “It is I, Miss Roberts. If you’d be so good as to hold the line, I shall see if Mr Femi is available.” 
 
    The line went quiet without waiting for an answer from Dominica, but three minutes later, a deep, resonant voice sounded in her earpiece. 
 
    “Miss Roberts. I am Desmond Femi. I am glad you have rung. I was about to contact you.” 
 
    “Good morning, Mr Femi. I represent the London investment Bank SJT Mining and I have a proposal that may interest you.” Dominica went on to outline the purpose of the call, noting that the Capasimba mine was wholly owned by Femi and that her client was considering purchasing an interest in the mine, if not the complete enterprise. “I believe you may be open to offers for its purchase,” added Dominica tentatively. 
 
    “That could be the case,” said Femi. “No doubt you would like to inspect the facility and, I suspect, the accounts too. I am busy this week, but would be glad to receive you at my Cape Town residence next Monday morning at, say, ten and I will be able to present you with the last few years’ accounts. We can see the mine later in the week if that suits. My assistant can supply you with the address and directions. And now, if there’s nothing more, I have other pressing business and really must leave you.” 
 
    “Er… Yes, I’m sure that will be possible. Ten o’clock next Monday… I’ll catch a Sunday flight and, um...” 
 
    “This is Lesedi, Miss Roberts. Mr Femi has gone. He has asked me to supply you with his address and to enquire if there is anything else you require?” 
 
    “Oh. Yes… Mr Femi said that I shall have the opportunity next week of visiting the mine at Huambo?” 
 
    “Of course. Mr Femi will be at your disposal for the entire week and will be happy to accompany you.” Lesedi went on to give Dominica the Cape Town address, which she already knew, and wished her a good day. 
 
    Dominica was left blinking at the abruptness of the call and wondering what could have been so pressing for Femi to be so curt, but at least there was now movement. The important thing was that he seemed open to the idea of selling the Capasimba mine. She picked up the phone again and dialled the number for Rhonl and Partner, and asked the receptionist for Akili Brilhante. “Tell him it’s Dominica Roberts from London.” 
 
    “Miss Roberts...” A masculine voice came on the line a few seconds later and sounded friendly speaking in English with a slight Spanish sounding lilt. “It’s so good to hear your voice. I trust my efforts with regard to the Capasimba mine are satisfactory.” 
 
    “Perfectly, Mr Brilhante. I’m calling to let you know that things have finally started moving and I shall be arriving in Cape Town over the weekend with a view to meeting Mr Femi there next Monday morning.” 
 
    There was a short pause before Akili said, “That is good, Miss Roberts. May I ask if you will be alone?” 
 
    “That is my plan.” 
 
    “Then, in that case I should like to suggest that I accompany you for this meeting. I could also fly down to Cape Town at the weekend, perhaps meet you on the Sunday to discuss how we should approach Mr Femi. I do not recommend that you see him alone.” 
 
    “I am a perfectly capable accountant. Mr Brilhante. Your journey will be unnecessary. In any case, you will have the opportunity to meet us both at Huambo.” 
 
    “Even so, I would feel uncomfortable if I didn’t accompany you. I have discovered other aspects of Mr Femi’s business empire that hint at a darker side.” 
 
    “Please go on,” said Dominica. “I'm all ears…” 
 
    “Well, he has residences in both Cape Town and Huambo and I believe he owns a night club in each town. He may even have interests in others; it is difficult to be sure. He also runs a successful import-export business specialising in jewellery throughout the whole of South-West Africa.” 
 
    “Well, that’s interesting, but I fail to see the problem.” 
 
    “My sources have hinted that not everything he does is strictly legal. As I’m sure you're aware, the whole of the region is struggling with corruption at all levels and I am concerned that you may unwittingly become embroiled.” 
 
    “Mr Brilhante, I am only interested in purchasing the mine; his other interests are of no concern of mine whatsoever. However, if you are so worried, by all means meet me in Cape Town and we can visit Mr Femi together. I suppose it wouldn’t do any harm to have an extra pair of eyes inspecting the accounts.” 
 
    “Thank you, Miss Roberts. I am most happy to comply. Perhaps we could meet for dinner on Sunday evening to discuss our common approach.” 
 
    “Certainly. I shall send you details of my travel itinerary and expect you at my hotel at seven.” 
 
    * 
 
    That was it… There was very little else she could do until she’d inspected the mine’s accounts, received the geological survey, and viewed the facility first hand. There was, however, one more task before the Cairo deal could be finally laid to rest. It wasn’t actually essential, but the bank liked to keep things tidy and it was always good to appear as professional as one could manage even in the face of disaster. She needed to lodge the formal ‘End of Proceedings’ report, the one that Simon had prepared, with her previous clients. The bank may have lost the lucrative 4% prize along with the acquisition deal, but it still wanted expenses reimbursed for much of the work undertaken and that was achieved far easier after the formal closure of the project; Dominica had to present the EOP report to their erstwhile clients at their Head Offices in Upper Holloway. 
 
    The meeting had been agreed for the next morning, Thursday, and shouldn’t take long, two hours at the most. She planned to take Simon with her and, determined to make the most of the opportunity, she’d dressed to impress: an expensively tailored woollen business suite in dark blue with a subtle grey pin-stripe, white blouse, and a dark gabardine raincoat that reached well below her knees. The effect of slender ankles and tall heels below the hem of the coat was pleasing enough; if she allowed the coat to fall open to reveal the short skirt of the suit and the consequential expanse of bare thighs beneath the hem, the effect could be show-stopping. 
 
    They stepped from the lobby into the street, Dominica and Simon, and she felt like a queen with Simon as her head footman, the one who carries the briefcase. 
 
    “What station do we want?” 
 
    “Archway,” said Simon. 
 
    “Isn’t there a station at Holloway?” 
 
    “No. You're thinking of Holloway Road. Archway’s closer...” 
 
    Her coat blew open in the wind and she risked a glance at her taciturn companion. His eyes were fixed to the fore even though his peripheral vision must have glimpsed her bare legs between the drapes. Today had all the hallmarks of a good day. 
 
    They sat side by side in the tube with Dominica remarking on the latest film posters and perfume adverts that adorn the stations or quietly commenting on the characters that share their carriage. She seemed oblivious to the sexual signals she was transmitting, but it was not so; she was playing her favourite game: discomfort Simon. 
 
    Simon, for his part, was making her game less than satisfying. He was sitting with the briefcase on his lap, responded only when she asked a direct question, and refused to look at the bare thighs she was so intent on displaying. It didn't faze Dominica, only added to the piquancy of the game. 
 
    At the offices of their earlier clients, a mining company familiar to most in Britain, but a small player on the world stage, they were met by four executives led by an elder woman who, rather than disparage Dominica’s style, was attempting to compete with her own brand of sexual incitation in the form of a low cut blouse. 
 
    They were shown into a wood panelled conference room, presented with excellent coffee and chocolate biscuits, and invited to explain why it was that SJT Mining and General had failed in its bid to acquire, on their behalf, a small tantalite mine in Egypt, a primary source for the chemical element tantalum. There was a period before 2010 when tantalum utilization was in decline and mines were closing, but since that date, spot prices have soared due mainly to its application in hi-tech electronics. 
 
    The meeting wasn't really a hostile event. They knew full well the problem, China just had more money at its disposal, but even allowing for that, Simon’s presentation was a master class in explaining to grandmothers how to suck eggs. He was word perfect and left the assembled executives with the impression that, should the occasion ever arise again, he would most definitely be the person to call. They were almost apologetic that they failed to provide enough cash to seal the deal after such a devastating analysis. 
 
    At one o'clock, Dominica declined their kind offer of cheese and tomato sandwiches and steered Simon gently towards the door. 
 
    “I’m impressed,” she admitted when they were outside. “I may have underestimated your linguistic skills.” Simon didn't say anything and just looked bashful. “Let’s buy ourselves a proper picnic and go out on the Heath.” 
 
    The sunshine was positively warm for so early in the year and Hampstead Heath was only a short walk away. She took his reticence as acceptance of her plan and headed straight to the first convenience store for provisions. Thereafter, armed with a bottle of sauvignon-blanc, some sour-dough rolls, creamy blue cheese, lettuce, humus, baby tomatoes, and a selection of fruit all in a carrier bag with two cheap glasses and a small kitchen knife, they walked the half mile to the heath and set off across the common towards a small copse. 
 
    “Tell me about yourself,” said Dominica as she walked beside Simon. “Do you live alone?” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    There was a long silence before Dominica said, “It’s like drawing blood from a stone… Do you have a girlfriend?” 
 
    “No,” he said and then noticing Dominica’s scathing look added, “I used to up until a few weeks back, but she’s moved on now.” 
 
    “Was that your idea or hers?” Having asked the question, she realised that she was getting too personal and added, “You don't have to tell me if you don't want to.” 
 
    “It was a joint decision. We were unsuited for each other.” 
 
    Dominica was dying to ask in which way they weren't suited, but that really was too personal. Instead, she asked, “Mother and father?” 
 
    “Both dead now. They were quite old when I was born.” He glanced at her and, anticipating her next question, said, “One sister in Perth in Scotland.” 
 
    She grinned. “I’m alone too. Too bossy to attract anyone, I suppose.” It was a tempting cue for a compliment, but Simon remained quiet. She risked another quick glance and then grinned to herself; this one wasn't to be led. 
 
    “Fuck me...” 
 
    She looked up sharply at the sound to see two men, little older than youths really, walking towards them on a converging path. 
 
    “I’d rather fuck ‘er,” said the other and then chuckled at his own witticism. They were big men, although perhaps a little more fat than muscle, and dressed alike in blue jeans and black leather motorcycle jackets. The darker haired one was gesticulating to make sure Dominica realised he was leering at her short skirt. She looked at Simon for guidance to see what he was he going to do, but he was walking towards them as if he hadn't even heard them. 
 
    As they closed, the one with the preference for heterosexual sex raised a hand to stop Dominica, but with a smooth gesture and without uttering a word, Simon swept his arm down again with his own. 
 
    With belligerent intent, the man turned to Simon sneering, “Er… What’s your problem?” and poked a finger into his shoulder. Again, silently Simon picked the hand from his shoulder using finger and thumb, his middle and ring fingers digging deep into the back of his protagonist’s hand. The man gave a shrill scream and yanked his hand away, holding his fingers splayed in an unnatural posture. “He’s paralysed me… I can’t move my hand,” he cried and stared at his useless, dangling wrist as if it didn't belong to him at all. “I can’t feel it...” he added as his companion just gaped with open mouth. 
 
    Simon eased Dominica past the two and they walked on ignoring the disbelieving exclamations behind them. 
 
    “What did you do?” she whispered. 
 
    “He’ll be fine in a few minutes,” said Simon quietly. It wasn't really an answer to her question, but seemed to satisfy her and she risked a look over her shoulder. The two men no longer seemed interested in her. 
 
    They walked up the gravelled path for a while until Simon said, “Let’s go over there,” and pointed at a short section of low wall amongst some trees. It was in ruins now, but that only made it easy to clamber on. Dominica removed her coat and carefully sat on a flat capping stone that had been warming in the sun to dangle her legs against the wall’s ivy clad surface. 
 
    They couldn't have chosen a better place for their picnic. They were in a small hollow and hidden from view from virtually every direction, but surrounded by ash and rowan running along the line of the old wall. To their backs, the vegetation thickened, but being so early in the year, the trees were mainly leafless and the ground cover sparse. The birds, however, were taking full advantage of the year’s early sunshine and their songs filled the air all around. 
 
    “This is beautiful,” cooed Dominica while Simon sliced the rolls with the new knife and filled them with the other provisions. He handed her a roll with a glass of wine. 
 
    “You were very brave back there,” she said quietly. 
 
    “Not really. They were all bluster.” 
 
    Dominica didn't say more, but with that one action, her attitude to him had totally changed. She’d assumed that because he was quiet and, well, shy, he was also soft and malleable. It was now obvious that that wasn't the case and it left her in a state of some confusion. Her normally dominant attitude towards her subordinates had switched in an instant to leave her feeling like a kitten in need of a stroke. 
 
    She watched him with new eyes while he built his own roll and then gave her a self-depreciating smile. She hadn't realised before that, although you couldn't exactly call him muscular, his body was hard and his limbs as strong as wire. He’d taken off his suit jacket and she could make out the contours of his biceps beneath the thin cotton of his white shirt. She wanted to reach out and touch his arm, wanted to feel the strength of her protector and curl up against the safety of his body, but there were limits… She sipped her wine and fantasised. 
 
    After almost an hour in the lazy sun, Dominica stirred. “I suppose we ought to get back to the office.” 
 
    “We should,” said Simon with obvious regret. He slipped off the wall and turned to tidy up the detritus of their meal. Beside him, Dominica, too, slid from the wall and then screamed. He spun round to see her standing on tiptoe against the wall, her body leaning forward and her hands scrabbling behind her back for purchase on the ivy, frantically searching for support. 
 
    “Argh… Help me. I’m caught...” 
 
    Simon was quick to move in front of her, bending low to offer her a shoulder. “Lean on me and I’ll unhook you,” he said and pressed against her whilst she hung over his shoulder making pitiful whimpering noises. He peered round her back to see how she was snagged and the cause of her considerable distress became immediately obvious. It wasn't her clothes that had been hooked as he’d supposed; a rusting steel rod, part of an old fence that had become incorporated into the ivy, had slipped neatly through a labial ring as she’d slid from the wall and now held her against the wall’s verdant surface as neatly as a picture on a hook. 
 
    “Oh...” said Simon and Dominica gave another pathetic cry. 
 
    “Please. It hurts. Lift me off...” 
 
    “Of course I will, but this will need to done carefully. Try to put all your weight on my shoulders and I’ll… I’m going to need to… Err, I shall have to...” 
 
    “Just do it. It’s hurting me.” 
 
    Simon took a deep breath and cupped her pubic bone in his right hand whilst with his left he felt behind her to hold the stretched flap of skin and its decorative ring. He lifted her with his right and his fingers sunk into the gossamer-like material of her pants to slide between puffy labial lips as her Mons of Venus settled into his palm. His left felt the pressure ease on the ring, but detected no movement of the ring on its steel prison bar. He pressed harder and heard a sigh in his ear as he felt her arms tighten about his back. 
 
    The ring moved on the rod. Guided by the fingers of his left hand, it slipped up a few centimetres, but was still well below the top of the rod and freedom. And now the fingers of his right were beginning to slide into her. He couldn't help it. He couldn't relax the pressure or even change his grip without the risk of her sliding back down the rod. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he muttered. “I need to lift you higher. I have to press harder.” 
 
    “It’s ok,” she whispered and then gasped. His fingers burst through the delicate material of her lingerie and unavoidably sank deep into her while his other hand now pressed against her labia to prevent her stretching too much. He pushed with a single strong thrust and she slowly rose up the rod. It slipped from the ring and he gently lowered her to the ground, her body sliding over his shoulders and head to leave her with her arms locked around his neck. 
 
    They stared at each other in shook, nose to nose with Simon still cupping her pubis with one hand while the other was reaching behind her back to press between her cheeks. He knew he should release her, step away, perhaps turn his back whilst she straightened her clothes, but he couldn't, not while she was staring so intently into his eyes and holding him so tight. 
 
    She moved closer still, brushing his lips with her own until as her eyes slid shut and her mouth slowly opened to draw him into the kiss. He could feel her breasts pressed against his chest, her soft lips moving against his and the tip of her tongue tickling his own. 
 
    After an eternity, she eased her head back until their mouths were all of five centimetres apart and their eyes were once more locked together. 
 
    “When I was a little girl and I hurt myself...” she whispered, “My mother used to rub me better...” 
 
    Simon was still for a long moment and then Dominica started giggling. The spell was broken. He released her and she stepped back, her face creased with smiles. “Well, that’s a good lesson learned,” she said. “And you certainly have an interesting story for the office.” 
 
    The humour dropped from his face in an instant. “I hope you think better of me than that,” and she saw the hurt in his face. 
 
    “I’m sorry… I didn't really think you’d say anything. I was just trying to be light-hearted.” 
 
    Slowly, the smiles returned to their faces. “Thank you,” she said. “That’s twice you've saved me in one day.” 
 
    “Your underwear is torn...” 
 
    “I know. Perhaps I ought to go home and change.” 
 
    Nothing was explicitly said, but Simon understood her statement was intended to include him. They gathered up their belongings – coats, briefcase and picnic bag – and made their way back to the streets and a black cab. It was the first time anyone from the office had seen her apartment and she was surprised how comfortable she felt with Simon standing in the small kitchen. 
 
    “Make yourself a coffee or something. I’m just going to grab a quick shower.” 
 
    He watched her walk away: spike heels, long legs and the short skirt. He tried to remember what it felt like to be holding her beneath that skirt and it was hazy like a dream. He looked down at his hand; was he really holding her so intimately or was his mind playing tricks? And those rings… Did he just imagine it all? 
 
    Ten minutes later, she was back, grinning at him as she walked through the doorway. Her hair was wet and tousled and she was wrapped in a towelling robe. She stopped a metre from him and looked up into his face. Without her seeming to move, the robe slowly slipped from her shoulders to fall about her ankles. She was naked and silver rings glinted from her nipples. A soft, fair down, the same colour as the hair on her head, covered her pubis, but he wouldn't be telling. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 5 
 
   They never did get to the office that afternoon, but arrived together the next morning. Nothing was said; Simon moved to his desk and Dominica entered her office without a backwards glance, but, unbeknown to the others, the office dynamics had undergone a serious update. 
 
    Both Simon and Dominica, in their own ways, were in high spirits and their day was punctuated by furtive glances and wry smiles. Dominica announced to her staff that she would be leaving for South Africa over the weekend and thence to Angola, and expected to be away for the whole of the week. During that time, Jennifer and Martin should occupy themselves with the Oudtshoorn acquisition in Zimbabwe, but she’ll be sending back regular updates via Simon and they may be required reassign their workloads accordingly. “Simon will be my co-ordinator until I return,” she added. 
 
    It was Friday, but rather than work in the club, Dominica now had a far better option and spent the evening cooking a meal with Simon, eating it in the small dining room under subdued lighting with Simon, and then taking him to bed. He didn’t leave her side until they parted in the Departure Lounge of Heathrow’s Terminal 3 early the next morning. 
 
    It took nearly twelve hours to fly from London to Cape Town and it was late Saturday night before she left the airport. Taxi to the hotel, shower, and a light meal was all she could manage before crawling into bed. Sunday morning she slept late before breakfasting on the hotel’s terrace, gazing across the rooftops to the glistening sea beyond. The change from the day before was astonishing. The grey mist and drizzle of the British winter had so quickly ceded to the warm African summer that she felt like she was in a dream, sleepwalking in the sunshine, waiting until reality bursts through the illusion. 
 
    A young coloured girl poured her coffee with a smile and gave her directions to the cableway – the only thing on Dominica’s agenda that day until her evening assignation with Akili. 
 
    The view from the top of Table Mountain was breath-taking, everything she knew it would be. The town was laid out below her like a miniature toy, a model that some God had arranged for his own amusement, and beyond it the endless sea sparkling beneath the cloudless, azure-blue sky. 
 
    She felt composed and refreshed when she entered the hotel’s cloistered dining room later that evening and walked confidently towards the glass topped bar. The barman, immaculately attired in black and white, stood before his shelves of wines and spirits polishing glasses and chatting amicably to the only single man present who was perched on a bar stool. 
 
    “Akili Brilhante?” asked Dominica and the man turned, gave her his best withering smile, and held out his hand. 
 
    “Miss Roberts, I presume. So good to finally meet you.” 
 
    The man was of African ethnicity, broad shouldered, clean shaven, and in his late-thirties. His strong square jaw, bald shining head and grey eyes gave the impression of cold ruthlessness that was totally at odds and easily dissipated by his broad grin. He was dressed in white shirt and light-coloured linen trousers, their matching jacket folded carelessly over the backrest of his bar stool. 
 
    Dominica wore a cocktail dress, short, floaty and teasing, and complimented by long, bare legs and heels. Her almost white hair contrasted with the dark blue silk of her dress and her blue eyes regarded him with a steady gaze from beneath the low fringe. His hand when he gripped hers was dry and hard to the touch. 
 
    “Martini,” she said in response to his query. “It’s good to be able to put a face to the voice.” It was. She found his face and his build very pleasing. 
 
    “Come,” he said. “I have a table reserved.” 
 
    They sat on the same terrace gazing over the still sunlit vista below them and slowly consuming pan-fried scallops with pancetta followed by grilled steaks. The T-bones were grilled the traditional way with braai sout, a fragrant dry rub. The T-bone has had special status in South Africa since Archbishop Desmond Tutu, as part of a campaign to bring all South Africans together around the braai, pointed out that the shape of that steak mimics the shape of Africa itself. It was served with whole potatoes roasted in the coals, and accompanied by one of South Africa’s excellent Shiraz wines. 
 
    After a valiant attempt to eat about half her meal, Dominica relinquished her cutlery and instead sipped at her wine. “So, you think perhaps Desmond Femi isn’t the upright citizen he’d like us to believe?” 
 
    “Let’s just say I have heard some unsettling things about him. They're really only rumours; I have no concrete evidence and nobody has ever submitted a formal complaint about him, but he is a powerful man and usually in this part of the world that means that he has distorted the system in some way for his own benefit.” 
 
    “I would say that if his character is so stain-free when all about him is corruption, then he’s probably one of the better citizens we could do business with. What about his clubs? Did you uncover any salacious details about them?” 
 
    “No. They are what you would call ‘up-market establishments’ and, as such, seem to be above criticism, but you should remember that this is Africa. The normal standards of morality that you are used to in Europe do not apply here. We have large populations that often struggle to find a means of support and young girls are sometimes considered to be little more than assets that can be bought and sold. They becomes slaves in the true sense of the word with no control over their own destinies. I’m not suggesting that Femi’s clubs make use of such girls; that I don't know.” 
 
    “We shouldn’t be too quick to judge.” 
 
    Brilhante shrugged his heavy shoulders. “I just advise you to be cautious; that’s all. Tomorrow, we’ll visit him together and after that we should know more.” 
 
    “Tell me more about the mine. For instance, is the township around its perimeter a happy place?” 
 
    He laughed. “Angola has seen much fighting in recent decades. Women and girls have been abducted, boys forced to fight and die. The mine gives these people work and hope. Yes, they're happy. As happy as one can be in such circumstances.” 
 
    He went on to describe the miners’ working conditions and touched on the clinic that Femi was so pleased to open near the mine, the occasion of the photograph that he’d sent to Dominica. They moved back to the bar area as the light faded and talked till late until, finally, Brilhante asked if Dominica would like a nightcap. A strange thought passed through her head, one for which she was totally unprepared. 
 
    She gave him a wry smile and said, “I’m sorry; I have a boyfriend...” The reluctance was plain in her voice, but Brilhante didn’t pressure. “I should retire. Will you pick me up in the morning?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “Then I will say goodnight and will expect you about nine-thirty tomorrow.” 
 
    * 
 
    Monday dawned just as bright as Sunday and Dominica relaxed on the terrace with a light breakfast and black coffee. The sea appeared calm, betraying the violent weather that often plagued the Horn of Africa and with the warm sun on her face, she felt calm and composed. She’d chosen to wear tight Lycra slacks and a loose-fitted blouse for her first encounter with Femi, an androgynous outfit that looked anything but on her slender frame. Brilhante picked her up as arranged and they drove leisurely the ten kilometres across town to Femi’s villa. 
 
    Lesedi answered the door wearing an immaculate black maid’s uniform with a white apron and invited them inside. She was a small girl and looked much younger than Dominica with a finely contoured face that glowed with an ebony sheen and thick, black hair pulled back into a tight ponytail. The irises of her eyes were black and, although her eyelids and brows looked totally natural, Dominica suspected it took her some time each morning to achieve that effect. 
 
    They followed her, Dominica gazing at her patent leather court shoes tapping on the ceramic tiles and the seams of her nylons tracing a thin line up the back of each leg. She showed them into a sunlit lounge and they sat on cream leather settees with fans revolving slowly above them to move the dry air over the cool floor. On one wall, an array of tall windows looked out over the ocean whilst the others were ornamented by life drawings and oil paintings of a beautiful woman sitting or lazing back on a bed with limbs carefully arranged to conceal or reveal. The woman was easily recognisable as Lesedi. Dominica stood as soon as Lesedi had left the room and moved closer for a better look. 
 
    “Do you like them?” asked a deep voice from the doorway. “It’s just a little hobby I have when time allows.” 
 
    Femi stood in a light coloured suite, a big, muscular man who, unsurprisingly, looked exactly like his photograph. Dominica was immediately struck by his eyes, the way his gaze seemed to penetrate. It was uncanny. She felt like he could read her thoughts; that she was laying bare her mind and soul for his perusal. 
 
    “They look very accomplished,” she said indicating the art works and held out a hand in greeting. “This is my colleague, Akili Brilhante.” 
 
    Formalities completed, Femi sat with them on the settees and asked, “Tea?” before ringing a small bell on a low coffee table. “And now, perhaps you’ll be so kind as the enlighten me regarding this proposed sale. Tell me about your clients…” 
 
    Shortly after that, Lesedi entered carrying a tray with a teapot, cups, milk jug, and sugar bowl. She placed it carefully on the low table, smiled at them, and then left, and Dominica turned to Akili just in time to see him grinning at Lesedi’s retreating back. His grin quickly transferred to her and was received with a scowl. 
 
    For the next hour, Dominica spoke about her client’s wishes and requirements and what she hoped to be able to tell them about the mine. After that, it would be a question of valuing the property and presenting Femi with a formal offer to purchase. Femi, for his part, indicated that he would be happy to consider such an offer, but was intrigued as to why the bank’s clients would be interested in this particular mine. 
 
    “I believe they have some information that suggests that you would be receptive to such an offer, but I’m afraid I’m not party to the nature of the information or its source.” 
 
    “Well, it’s true that I have been considering such a sale. The mines does not sit well with my other assets that comprise, in the main, of a general import/export business combined with a couple of entertainment establishments; night clubs to be precise, one here in Cape Town and another in Huambo near the mine. They make me very little money, but give me great pleasure.” 
 
    Dominica smiled; she felt exactly the same way. 
 
    “Perhaps you’d allow me to take you both to the local club this evening as my guests?” 
 
    Dominica glanced at Akili and then said, “That’s very kind of you. We’d be happy to accept.” 
 
    “That’s good. Meanwhile, I’m sure you're keen to get on, so I shall show you what I have prepared.” 
 
    They moved through the lounge to an airy sun room where papers were laid out in neat piles on a large table. Dominica scanned the top documents on each pile. It was a yearly ‘Annual Summary Report’ for each of the last seven years. 
 
    “You should find most of what you need there. Below the summaries are the annual accounts and below that the monthly accounts and productivity reports. If you need anything further, please let Lesedi know and she will find me.” 
 
    “Thank you very much,” said Dominica pleasantly surprised by his co-operation and efficiency and, with a slight bow, Femi left the room. 
 
    “You don’t think that accepting his offer of hospitality this evening could be viewed in any way as compromising?” asked Akili. 
 
    Dominica gave him a look that suggested the question wasn’t even worth an answer. “Shall we begin?” she asked. 
 
    The papers were detailed, listing among other records, employees’ expenses. She learnt that in 2014, the mine procured seventy new tungsten tipped 25 mm drill bits and again in 2017 from the same source. She had no idea what to do with this information, nor the fact that these purchases were matched by three paper staplers, two new Mitsubishi trucks and an infra-red remote temperature sensor. In fact, there was so much detail presented that it was difficult to identify what was important. 
 
    Femi reappeared at one o'clock followed by Lesedi carrying a try of sandwiches and a carafe of orange juice. They ate their luncheon and then continued in the afternoon with a short break at three for more tea. At five, Femi returned and Dominica had to admit they were still some way from completing their task. “You have presented us with so much data that it will still take us hours yet.” 
 
    “Then you should return tomorrow. Take a break this evening. We can eat at my club later. I assure you that the food is excellent.” 
 
    “That I don’t doubt.” She looked about the room. “Your taste is impeccable and I’m sure your club is the same.” 
 
    “I do like to think so. If you’d be so kind as to let me know where you're staying, I shall send my driver to pick you up at eight.” 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 6 
 
   It was with considerable anticipation that Dominica prepared for her evening excursion. It wasn’t exactly that she was expecting anything like her regular Friday topless bar; it was more that she didn’t know what to expect and the uncertainty only added to her excitement. As it happened, Femi’s club didn’t disappoint. 
 
    The chauffeur arrived as expected at eight and Akili was already ensconced in the back seat of the Mercedes dressed in a dinner suit and black tie. Dominica’s dress was just as sophisticated: a long, backless evening gown in midnight-blue silk that was slit high enough up her right thigh to make Akili catch his breath as she slipped into her seat. 
 
    The club was a grand building built in the old colonial style and accessed through stone gate posts and a long winding drive between rhododendron bushes and sweeping lawns. A white suited doorman opened the car door for Dominica and, arm-in-arm with Akili, she stepped carefully up the stone stair and in through the main entrance to be greeted by Femi himself. He bowed and took her other arm, and the three of them progressed through another doorway into the dimly lit interior. There, the maître d’ greeted them and called for a waitress to show them to their table and it was then that Dominica had her first shock. 
 
    The girl was ethnic African with the same beautiful ebony skin tone as Lesedi and she was what most European’s would consider to be under-dressed. Her thick, black hair had been pulled into a messy bun high on her head to reveal a long, slender neck around which was a wide, intricately engraved silver band with a soft, black leather lining. She wore similar bands on her wrists, upper arms, and her ankles above black sandals with tall heels. 
 
    Her small breasts, like almost all her body, were bare and displayed dark nipples and areolae, but it was the form of her dress that intrigued Dominica more. Bands of steel and leather encircled her body above and below her breast and about her waist and hips. The topmost band had metal shoulder straps and linked to the other three by a central vertical strap that continued below her waist to wrap between her legs and provide her with a modicum of modesty. The bands were all riveted together and thick enough to prohibit any flexing in the girl’s body, which accounted for her stiff posture. 
 
    Femi smiled at Dominica. “I hope you're not embarrassed by our dress code. The ambiance of the club harks back to the slave era, although, of course, none of the girls here are real slaves. They enjoy the theatre and are well paid for their services.” 
 
    The maître d’ handed the waitress the menus and smiling, she gestured that they should follow her. With careful steps and a coquettish gait, she walked across the floor of the restaurant glinting under the lights: a dark, sensual body entrapped by a shining metal cage. 
 
    As she followed, Dominica saw that the girl’s back was encaged in the same manner as her anterior with the bands linking to a central vertical strap, the extension of her crotch band. Two features of her dress now struck Dominica: firstly, that the bands were carefully profiled to follow exactly the shape of her shoulders and the curve of her back; and secondly, that they were all retained by four small silver padlock down the centre of her back that clicked as she walked. 
 
    They followed the girl to a secluded table with a view over the not so distant hills that were lit by the last western rays of fading sunlight. She placed the menus carefully over each place setting and then stepped back to stand erect behind Femi’s shoulder. 
 
    “I can recommend the spiced beef on skewers to start and then, perhaps, bobotie. It’s a dish of minced beef curry and fruit baked in a savoury egg custard.” 
 
    “It sounds delicious,” said Dominica and Akili nodded his agreement. 
 
    “Cabernet Sauvignon works well with both dishes,” added Femi and then relayed the order to the girl. 
 
    Akili had been particularly quiet since entering the club and Dominica now watched his eyes as they followed the retreating figure of the girl. 
 
    They chatted casually about the history of the club for a few minutes before the girl was back with the wine. She uncorked the bottle and leaned low with her unyielding body to pour a small amount into Femi’s glass. He swirled it in his palm to warm the glass, inhaled its aroma, and then sipped it before nodding. She then filled his glass before doing the same to Dominica’s and then, finally, Akili’s. That was the point at which Dominica received her next surprise… It came in the form of a domed rivet head under the girl’s crotch strap visible as she bent low to fill Akili’s glass. 
 
    Dominica gasped and Femi looked at her quizzically. “These costumes your girls are wearing,” she said. “Are they, er, pinned in place?” 
 
    “Very well put,” said Femi. “They are adjusted to fit each girl quite tightly and, yes, they come equipped with a ‘peg’ to retain the position of the crotch strap. It stops her leaning to the side because that could uncover her sex and be undesirable for several reasons.” Femi didn’t elaborate further leaving Dominica to ponder the various possibilities. 
 
    The rest of the evening passed relatively uneventfully, if you could so describe being served by two or three dusky maidens struggling to maintain decorum whilst intimately locked inside what amounted to their own personal steel cages ‘uneventful’. It made Dominica look back with fresh eyes on her evenings at the topless bar; it seemed so tame by comparison. 
 
    * 
 
    The next morning, Akili arrived at the hotel in time to join Dominica on the terrace for breakfast. She’d spent a restless night with visions of dark skinned girls chained and struggling in the basement of Femi’s club. It wasn’t altogether an unwelcome image – Dominica was one of the girls – but it had left her tired and wishing she could have just rolled up in the bed sheets and closed her eyes again. 
 
    The shower had made her feel better and now she was almost human, sitting in the sunshine with toast and marmalade and a cup of strong coffee. Akili arrived and she indicated the seat opposite. 
 
    “Coffee?” she asked and he nodded. 
 
    “There’s not a lot more to do today. We should be finished by luncheon.” He was quiet while the waitress poured him a coffee and, when they were alone again, quietly asked: “Has last night changed your opinion of Mr Femi?” 
 
    Dominica thought for a while. She couldn’t really say that Femi’s sense of the erotic pretty well matched her own. “I can see why he’s not particularly interested in mining.” 
 
    Akili grinned. “No… His interests do seem to lie elsewhere. But does it not suggest to you that you should employ more caution when dealing with him?” 
 
    In fact, it suggested to Dominica quite the contrary; it made him more masculine, more enigmatic, and much more exciting. “You have no need for concern on my behalf. My only interest with regard to Mr Femi is whether his mine is a good purchase.” 
 
    It was, of course, a lie. 
 
    At half nine, Femi’s chauffeur arrived to drive them to his villa and the morning progressed much as the day before. Shortly after one, they had completed their studies and sat through a relaxed lunch in the company of their host. 
 
    “So,” said Femi. “Tomorrow we’ll go to Huambo.” It was the schedule that had already been agreed. “I shall show you both around myself. There’s a flight at midday.” 
 
    Akili turned to Dominica. “If it’s satisfactory to you, I should like to go back to Luanda this afternoon to see my family and will catch the early flight from Luanda tomorrow morning.” 
 
    “Of course. I’m sure I can amuse myself for one night… In fact, we won’t be arriving until mid-afternoon; perhaps you could spend two nights at home and I’ll see you early on Thursday morning. My hotel is the Vista da Floresta.” 
 
    Akili’s face lit with a broad smile, but it soon faded when Femi immediately picked up on the point. “I cannot possibly allow you to eat alone and would be delighted if you’d do me the honour of dining with me here at my villa.” 
 
    Akili was now sorry he’d suggested the arrangement, but it was too late. Dominica, though, was quite content and accepted Femi’s invitation. 
 
    “In that case I shall send my car for you at eight.” 
 
    * 
 
    That evening, she wore the same gown. She hadn’t come to South Africa prepared for a series of late evening soirées and her wardrobe was somewhat limited, but that afternoon she visited the town’s shopping malls to extend her choice. What she bought was lingerie: sheer black silk panties, a matching garter belt and a pair of black seamed stockings just like the pair she suspected Lesedi of wearing. She decided not to buy the matching bra; it was expensive and, in any case, she couldn’t wear it with the backless gown. She told herself it was all for her, to make her feel good and it was true; it made her feel exciting, naughty. It was, of course, never intended that Femi should see them… 
 
    The car arrived promptly and Femi, looking immaculate in a white suit, was waiting at the villa to open her door and offer his hand. Dominica smiled and extended a long leg, inadvertently revealing through the gowns side split the stocking top and the ruched ribbon supporting it. Femi pretended not to notice and kissed her fingers before guiding her into the house and offered her a glass of champagne as an aperitif. 
 
    Lesedi brought the drinks on a silver tray. She was still dressed in black and white as a house maid with the added decoration of silver bands similar to those the waitresses wore at last night’s restaurant. The biggest difference was that her skirt was shorter… much shorter. When she placed the tray on the low coffee table, Dominica couldn’t fail to notice that she, too, was wearing stockings with white, frilly panties. The effect was so clichéd that Dominica had to stop herself giggling. 
 
    Femi proved to be an entertaining and amiable host and the food was delicious: pan-fried springbok fillet with a red wine sauce. She couldn’t remember when she’d last eaten so much meat. The wine was excellent too: South African merlot with the main and more champagne to accompany the sweet course. When he invited her to retire to the sitting room, her head reeled with the sudden movement and she giggled and clutched at his arm for support. 
 
    They never made it as far as the sitting room. Intoxicated with the exotic atmosphere as well as the alcohol, she felt a million miles away from the grey London streets, a whole lifetime away. A vision of Simon flashed into her head, but an alcoholic mist enveloped him and he faded into the shadows with the touch of Femi’s hand on her shoulder. She turned and, with a hand on his arm, she stretched her head up to kiss his lips, soft lips that tasted of champagne and smelled of expensive masculine scent. He didn’t need more encouragement. He returned the kiss, locking their mouths together with a hand behind her head and another stroking the cool skin of her bare back. 
 
    Dominica pressed closer, feeling her breasts against hard muscles and her near-naked thigh against his leg, and she gave a contented sigh. Femi slipped his hand higher, tugging free the bow of her halter top and when they broke for air, her gown slipped down around her waist. She just smiled and moved in again, this time slipping his jacket from his shoulders. 
 
    He cupped a breast in his palm, a giant hand that fitted her so intimately, so securely. Her nipple ring hung over his forefinger and he flicked his finger to make it twitch. She giggled again. She could feel him growing at her groin. “You are a beautiful woman, Miss Dominica Roberts,” he whispered, his voice now deep and mellow. 
 
    “Take me to bed,” was her reply. 
 
    “Of course,” he said. “But first, I must see to the staff. Please excuse me for just a moment.” 
 
    Dominica picked up her champagne glass and sipped, making no effort to conceal her nakedness. Femi gave a slight bow and left. He wasn’t long, just a couple of minutes and he was back. He took the glass from her hands, kissed her lightly, and led her from the room. 
 
    They went upstairs, a winding staircase in the hallway that curled around a long crystal chandelier, and along a corridor into the main bedroom. Directly in front of them was his huge bed with subdued bedside lighting to either side. Dominica didn’t notice her at first; a dark body against a dark counterpane. When she did, her hand went to her mouth in surprise. 
 
    “I hope you don’t mind, my dear, but I asked Lesedi to join us.” 
 
    On the bed, Lesedi made a quiet mewing sound. She was all but naked, wearing only the seamed stockings and their garter belt, and kneeling in the centre of the bed. Her ankles bands were clipped to a strap that wrapped around the whole mattress and behind her back, the bands at her elbows were pulled together and clipped to a ring on the end of a short pole. Her wrist were also clipped to the pole which extended about 30 cm beyond them and terminated in a third ring to which was tied a cord that extended over a small pulley above the bed and then down to a bedpost. 
 
    The effect was that Lesedi was kneeling with her torso horizontal, suspended from above by her arms that were cinched behind her back and pointing vertically upwards. All Dominica could see from her vantage point in the doorway were nylon-clad thighs, bare hips with explicit labial detailing, and rising arms. Lesedi mewed again and rocked her hips from side to side. 
 
    Dominica supposed she ought to have been outraged, but the best she could come up with was: “Mr Femi… Desmond… Surely it’s not appropriate to take advantage of Lesedi like this.” 
 
    “Nonsense. If she didn’t like it, she would do it. Lesedi has strange needs and desires.” 
 
    Dominica moved nearer, walking around the side of the bed. The girl was dangling from the end of the pole, its length and point of pivot making it impossible for her to rise higher or sink lower, and below her, dangled her small, pointed tits. 
 
    There was a leather head harness buckled about her head, with cords from rings above each ear extending backwards and tied to the end of a large arse hook. The thick stainless steel of the hook curled over her back and disappeared through the dark, crinkled muscle of her anus, the cords pulling it tight against her skin to force her head back. She looked at Dominica out of the corner of one eye, unable to turn her head, and Dominica saw the reason for her relative silence was a plug lodged between her dark, pursed lips. 
 
    Dominica trickled a hand along the side of the girl’s body and over her flank. Lesedi trembled with the touch as Dominica, as if hypnotised, moved around behind her again and stared at the ruched edges of her vulva and the glinting steel lodged in her sphincter. 
 
    “She’s very beautiful.” 
 
    “Like you, my sweet,” and Femi slid the zip of her gown down from the small of her back. The gown now slipped to the floor to reveal the new lingerie and while Dominica idly fingered Lesedi, Femi conducted a tactile examination of Dominica paying particular attention to the labial rings so obvious through the sheer material of her lacy underwear. Suddenly, she turned and unbuttoned his shirt, he kicked off his shoes and pulled away his socks, and together they unfastened and removed his trousers. Dominica was now kneeling on the thick carpet, her face on level with the bulge in his underwear. She pulled his boxers down his legs to release him and stared wide-eyed, her face now mere centimetres away from the blackest and largest penis she’d ever encountered. 
 
    Without a word being spoken, she guided the monstrous, one-eyed snake into her mouth. 
 
    It was heaven. She’d never known a man like this: so strong and oh so very virile. She felt like a child with his hands on her head, guiding, controlling her. Then he moved her away and eased her to her feet. 
 
    “We are neglecting Lesedi,” he said and Dominica looked over her shoulder at Femi’s maid servant and life model swinging gently from the ceiling by her cord. She wanted Femi, not his maid and told him so. “Even so, we could move onto the bed.” 
 
    They moved around and Femi lay with his head on a pillow and his legs spread below Lesedi. Dominica climbed on after him to lie over his shoulder for a kiss. With one hand, she pulled down her panties, kicking them free and discarding them before sliding over his body. His erection touched her and she gasped and wriggled to seat it correctly, but no sooner had she sunk onto it than Femi pulled her up again. 
 
    “No,” he said firmly. “I want you to use your mouth again.” 
 
    She grinned and squirmed down the bed until she was lying underneath Lesedi and her head was once again on level with Femi’s crotch. She engulfed him again, this time tasting her own lubricious secretions as his fat glans slipped over her tongue to fill her throat. She moved and felt Lesedi’s cool, hard nipples tickle her back each time she lifted. Apart from the fact that the girl was now getting her tits brushed, Dominica couldn’t see how this was a significant improvement from Lesedi’s point of view, but from her own, she had no complaints. And then Femi climaxed. 
 
    Dominica swallowed greedily, but still found it difficult to keep up as he jetted semen into the back of her throat. Twice, she found her cheeks slippery with the oleaginous fluid as Femi continued to pump into her as if nothing had happened, and then he stopped and gripped her head firmly to hold her steady as the last of his ejaculant jetted into her cheeks. When he eventually released her, it was only for her to see him slowly fade and she gave an involuntary sigh. 
 
    “Ah, the sound of a disappointed woman,” he suggested as he extricated himself from beneath her. “Do not worry; just take my place.” 
 
    She rolled over and scooted up the bed to where Femi had been lying not knowing what to expect. Maybe he was going to repay her attentiveness in kind with some oral consideration of his own, although there didn’t seem to be much room under Lesedi for such a big man. He seated himself beside her and smiled. 
 
    “Here in South Africa, maids are expected to perform a multitude of tasks.” He leaned forward and pulled the plug from between Lesedi’s lips and she gave a small cry as drool began to drip copiously through the ring gag onto Dominica’s pubis. Dominica lay still, gazing up at the girl some 30 cm above her. The cords from her head harness were preventing her from dropping her head and Dominica looked quizzically at Femi, but he already had the matter well in hand. He released the cord from the bedhead and allowed it to slip through his fingers. Lesedi dropped until her open mouth was pressed against Dominica’s clitoris with the metal rings touching her cheeks. Dominica squealed and raised both knees either side of Lesedi’s head and Lesedi buried deeper. 
 
    “If you need her to press harder, just pull on her head harness,” said Femi. Dominica didn’t really need the advice; she’d already clasped the straps above Lesedi’s ears. Femi tied off Lesedi’s supporting cord and Dominica sensed rather than saw him wander around to the end of the bed. There was a loud clap of flat leather against skin resulting in both girls squealing as Lesedi jumped forward against Dominica. He gave them both a few seconds to settle before repeating the strike and then kept Lesedi in the throes of a strange, enforced dance against Dominica’s clit whilst her own was pummelled with the paddle until both women exploded into uncontrolled orgasms. 
 
    With disdain for her own feelings, Femi hoisted Lesedi away from Dominica and replaced her oral plug before lying down next to his guest. 
 
    “Are you happy, Miss Roberts?” 
 
    She just grinned and pretended to slap his shoulder. “You know I am, although I'm not sure your housemaid is so pleased with the arrangement.” 
 
    He looked back at the girl before teasing her by shaking a pendulous nipple. “Have no concern about Lesedi. She knows that if she hangs there long enough, she’ll experience a proper orgasm once I have returned you to your hotel.” 
 
    Dominica nodded. Her invitation was for dinner, not for accommodation. Anyway, big as the bed was, it was not big enough for three. 
 
    “Do you hang her up every night?” 
 
    “Oh no. This was for your benefit and I agree with your assessment: I'm not sure she really likes it. But that is of no concern of yours. For you, she is merely a decorous diversion, an organic toy,” and he shook her by the teat again to make her groan. 
 
    Dominica wrapped an arm about his neck and kissed him, all the while slowly wriggling onto his body. She’d seen he was recovering his vitality and was keen to sample the full Femi experience before he tired of her. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 7 
 
   It was late when he dropped her off at her hotel with a bow and a small peck on her cheek. She couldn’t help the broad smile she gave the doorman as she climbed the steps to the entrance and was sure he’d guess the reason. Her still flushed cheeks were an obvious give-away. Femi climbed back into the rear seat of the Mercedes and was whisked away back to Lesedi who, she was sure, was still hanging above his bed. 
 
    The arrangement was that he would collect her at about ten from the hotel and drive her the twenty kilometres to Cape Town International Airport for their midday flight to Huambo. In the morning, there was the inevitable hangover causing her head to throb and the guilt regarding Simon which blossomed like a mushroom cloud to darken an otherwise glorious day. There was also just the tiniest reservation about getting so close to Desmond Femi at a time when she ought to be closely evaluating his mine; after all, she was meant to be working on behalf of Niemure BV, not Femi. But it wasn’t a big reservation… Of course she could stay professionally impartial. 
 
    The flying time to Huambo was about four and a half hours and the plane was due to land just before five. By half-five, she, Femi and Lesedi were through ‘Arrivals’ and standing outside in the warm sunshine. A white Toyota Land Cruiser pulled up at the kerbside and the driver climbed out ready to load bags through the tailgate. 
 
    “This is Lethabo, my Angolan chauffeur,” said Femi. “Please allow us to take you to your hotel.” 
 
    They settled across the wide rear seat with Femi in the middle. “I thought you might like to visit my other club here in Huambo this evening if you have nothing else planned.” 
 
    Dominica considered his suggestion. It was tempting. “Is this club like the one in Cape Town?” 
 
    “Similar… The authorities in Huambo are more relaxed and allow a greater degree of, shall we say, imagery when it comes to the girls’ costumes.” 
 
    “It’s a very kind offer. Perhaps later just for a quick drink before bed. I’d like to see how your imagery develops, especially after last night with Lesedi.” She grinned at Lesedi, but the girl remained stony faced. 
 
    “I thought, perhaps, you might enjoy a more proactive role tonight.” 
 
    Dominica’s grin faded. “Are you suggesting what I think you are?” 
 
    For an answer, Femi passed across a series of 8x10 colour photographs. They were all pictures of Dominica. She was wearing a black wig and a mask which was enough to hide her identity from the uninformed, but she knew and, if shown the photographs, Simon would know. She was topless, carrying a tray of drinks and wearing perhaps the world’s smallest sequinned thong. 
 
    Now the colour drained from Dominica’s face. “Where did you get this?” 
 
    “Miss Roberts… Dominica. I know you have been checking up on me; it’s only fair that I be permitted the same entitlement with you. Please don’t misunderstand me; I would, of course, never show this photograph to your employers. It’s just that I think you may enjoy the experience. Consider it my gift to you in return for the enjoyable evening you gave Lesedi and me last night.” 
 
    “But I can’t. How would your customers react to a white girl serving them?” 
 
    “I have that already in hand. I have a suitable wig for you and we have a spray tanning machine to turn you into a beautiful coloured girl for the night. The dye is easily washable; nobody will be any the wiser tomorrow.” 
 
    “But they’ll know I’m not local as soon as I speak.” 
 
    “You won’t be speaking and, in any case, there will be no need. Lesedi will be your guide by your side for the entire evening to take the orders and answer any questions. Your task will merely be to deliver the drinks to the tables. Just think: for one night, you have the chance to be a real slave girl. Don’t you think that would be exciting?” 
 
    Of course she did. Femi had read her correctly as soon as he received the photographs his London agent had taken on that fateful Friday evening. Dominica is like two women: a cool, efficient and domineering one at work balanced by a closet submissive at her weekly fantasy sessions at the night club. Anyone else would have kicked harder against his proposal despite the veiled threat of disclosure to all at SJT Mining and General Ltd. The mere fact that he’d chosen to mention them was enough to sow doubt and it would certainly be the end of her career at that particular office; how could she possibly command authority once everyone from Bateson to Simon had seen her serving drinks in a night club wearing such an eccentric outfit? 
 
    She really had no choice and, judging by the excitement building deep inside her loins, didn’t want a choice. 
 
    “What would you like me to do?” 
 
    “My driver will pick you up at seven from your hotel and bring you to my villa where you can be prepared. At nine-thirty, you may start at the club with Lesedi and at three you’ll be brought back to the villa to wash and change and become Dominica Roberts again. How does that sound?” 
 
    “I’ll be ready at seven.”  Her face was expressionless, but inside her very being was in turmoil. On the one hand she’s submitting to what will undoubtedly be a humiliating experience, but on the other, it may be exactly what she craves. Then, on a third hand, she’s placing her trust in Femi, who she has already been warned may be a dangerous scoundrel, but then again, she has no choice; her whole career is at risk. So many hands; what can a girl do? 
 
    Femi dropped her off at the Vista da Floresta. She unpacked in her room, showered, ate a light meal and it was seven. Lethabo collected her and took her to Femi’s Huambo villa, smaller than the one in Cape Town, but just as well furnished and more secluded. Lesedi showed her through to a wet room and asked her to disrobe. 
 
    She’d never visited a tanning booth before and didn’t know whether this equipment was typical. It consisted of a canister of dark brown dye attached to a pneumatic spray gun, a smaller version of the ones used for spraying vehicles. To add to Dominica’s discomfort, it wasn't Lesedi doing the spraying, but one of several men attending Femi at the villa. He inspected her carefully, fingering the labial rings but making no comment before giving her a plastic cap to cover her hair. Then, starting at her feet, worked upwards using light strokes. The dye seemed to dry almost instantly, but needed to be built up with many passes, each pass adding to the intensity of the colour. It was almost an hour before the man laid down the spray gun and grinned. Dominica was black, a dark, rich, beautiful black. 
 
    She removed the plastic hat and slipped on the wig before turning to the mirror and then she gasped. She hardly recognised herself and once Lesedi had finished applying make-up to her eyes and lips, the transformation was complete. Lesedi led her to Femi who inspected her as carefully as the spray man before nodding at Lesedi and exclaiming, “She looks authentic.” She saw him glance at the six labial rings hanging below her vulva, but he said nothing of them. “Good… Now fit the body harness,” was his only remark. 
 
    It was easy enough for him to say that; actually carrying out his instruction was more of an art. The harness dropped over her head to hang by its shoulder straps, the heavy curved back former with its locking stations hanging down her spine and the front strap dropping between her breasts with its horizontal bands hanging open ready to grip her like a spider. They started at the top with the band above her breasts, precisely adjusting its length before locking its ends into the back strap. Next came the band under her breasts about her rib cage that made it so difficult to breathe, the wide band that cinched her waist, and, finally, a band about her hips that pulled her abdomen back to conform to the spinal former. 
 
    The whole metallic cage was so stiff that it locked her entire torso in an exaggerated posture with her chest thrust forward and her tail pulled back, a shape determined entirely by the curvature of the thick band against her spine. 
 
    And then there was the strap between her legs. She was prepared for them, but still they shocked: two phallus-like projections on the inside of the crotch strap that were there supposedly to ensure that the strap couldn't be dislodged. Of course it couldn't be dislodged… she thought. The real reason was much more to do with ensuring that Dominica didn't forget she was there in the role of a submissive slave, one with no say regarding the humiliations she was obliged to bear. 
 
    She watched in silence as the crotch strap was prepared, her throat drying at the same rate as her sex moistened. The rear plug was little more than a short stump 5 cm long that looked like a round ball on a thick stem, a bit like a mushroom. The front phallus was much more interesting. It consisted of a 4 cm diameter ball above a thinner, flexible, rubber covered shaft, the whole looking like an obscene dream 18 cm in length. It swayed from the crotch strap like a long spring, which, if Dominica could only have known, was exactly what it was within the rubber sheath. 
 
    Lesedi was being assisted by the spray man and it was he that now spread a thick gel over both phalli and hooked the front end of the crotch strap to the hip band over her belly. With Dominica standing with spread legs, he carefully adjusted its length by rotating the strap about its adjusting screw to correctly position the front phallus before touching the ball end to her sex. It was a tight fit. Dominica yelped and Lesedi told her not to be such a baby, it was meant to be like that, but that didn't make the experience any easier. Once its head was inside, it slipped deeper with little effort from spray-man, but a great deal of concentration and high-pitched sighing from Dominica. He pushed it up into her as he raised the strap, all the while her eyes opening wider until its entire length was contained inside her and her throat felt so constricted she could hardly speak. 
 
    She thought about the Ben Wa balls and her vibrating egg – no comparison – and then of Simon. What would he think if he found out? Then she thought about Femi, about his thick erect cock filling her. The ball at the top of the embedded phallus was probably even bigger than that and she could feel its presence within her abdomen. Her labial rings were folded beneath its width of the crotch strap and hidden from sight, but that was hardly her prime concern at that moment. The man grinned at her expression and Lesedi said, “Now bend over...” 
 
    The anal plug was no easier to fit; in fact it was more difficult and the man took a long time to work the ball end through her anal sphincter, but once through the muscle, Dominica couldn’t avoid gripping it as if her life depended on it. Then it was only a matter of turning the second adjusting screw to ensure the strap was tight between her cheeks before locking it to the lower end of the spinal former. 
 
    Her body was now rigid. She couldn’t flex in any direction and imagined it was like wearing the world’s most unforgiving corset; one that held her from within as well as without. She took a tentative step forward and the huge phallus nudged her from inside. Over her shoulder, she could see her reflection in the tall mirror and her arse looked quite normal, although it certainly didn't feel that way. It felt enormous. 
 
    “I think we’re ready for the club now,” cooed Lesedi. “Sit on a chair and I’ll help you with your shoes.” They weren’t Dominica’s shoes, but they were her size: black patent leather with ankle straps and 8 cm stilettos. Lesedi gave her a short coat to cover her nakedness and then went to find Femi, leaving Dominica in the company of spray-man. 
 
    “White girl...” he said when they were alone, and then gave her a broad grin. 
 
    * 
 
    The club was heaving with sweaty, black bodies, both male and female. In some respects it was much like the Limehouse club in London: young couples determined to enjoy themselves, bright disco lights, and music so loud it was almost unintelligible. Dark, pretty girls wearing similar body harnesses swerved and threaded their way between the heaving bodies carrying trays loaded with litre tankards of dark, foaming beer and smaller cocktail glasses of various colours. Such girls weren’t given an easy time; with their hands full, their bodies were easy targets for stray strokes, pinching fingers, and stinging slaps, and Dominica watched one small girl struggling to balance her tray as she braved the rat run to the tables arrayed along the far wall. 
 
    “Through here,” said Femi and steered Dominica to a door marked, ‘Staff Only’. Through the door was a short corridor and they entered the first room, a small changing room with a bench and a number of lockers. Lesedi opened a locker and withdrew a box. Without any explanation, she attached metal cuffs to Dominica’s wrists, upper arms and ankles, and then, using a small wrench, tightened screws between the upper arm bands and the body harness at Dominica’s sides to pin her upper arms against her body. 
 
    “I don't understand,” said Dominica. 
 
    Femi explained: “Your role tonight is as an apprentice waitress. As such, your only task will be to deliver the drinks – nothing else. Lesedi will guide you to the tables and speak to the customers, so you won’t need to say anything. All you need to do is carry the tray.” He turned and picked up an ornate steel tray that was leaning against a wall; ornate inasmuch as it was fitted with small rings on each corner and carrying handles on each side. He gave it to Dominica and she looked at him as if to say, And now what? 
 
    Lesedi answered her unasked question by using snap links to attach her wrist bands to the near corners of the tray. “So I can’t put it down?” asked Dominica and Lesedi smiled and started wrapping duct tape around her fingers to weld them to the two handles. 
 
    “As I said, you need do no more than carry the tray,” said Femi and Dominica realised that she could do no more; she was gripping the tray with both hands and could now not let go. She turned to Femi to complain, but stopped short when she saw he was holding a head harness complete with a mouth plug that would prohibit her from speaking. He smiled: “As soon as you say anything, it would be obvious you're not a local girl and, since, you have no need to speak, this is the safest course of action.” 
 
    She lifted her arms as he pulled the leather straps over her head only to remember they were taped to the tray and quite useless for any other purpose. “But what if I need to ask something? I won’t… I...” 
 
    That was the moment that Lesedi pushed the plug into her mouth and Femi, standing behind her, buckled up the straps. She turned to stare at him, her mouth now fully occupied with a hard rubber plug that was stretching her lips and pressing against her tongue. The time for conversation had passed. 
 
    Things started happening fast now. While she was still considering the consequences of the mouth plug, Lesedi was clipping a short chain between her ankle bands and as she peered down at her feet, the girl snapped a link to her right teat. She tried to pull away, but with Lesedi holding a chain now attached to a nipple, that was never going to work and soon there was a short chain to each. Dominica squealed, or at least attempted to, and held the tray below waist height, but she was not strong enough and Femi easily lifted it while Lesedi clipped the other ends of the chains to the trays farthest corners. 
 
    Realising the battle was lost, she now slapped the tray against her chest and glared at Femi who just smiled indulgently. “That’s not going to work either, I'm afraid,” he said while Lesedi tied a cord to one of the rings on the front corners of the tray. “Did you not notice the small rings on the crotch strap? There’s one between your legs that you probably can’t see, but I would have thought you’d have seen the one on the front panel.” 
 
    Dominica peered down over the tray in time to see Lesedi threading the cord through said ring and then through the ring in the tray’s other corner. In slow motion, Femi hooked a finger over the top edge of the tray and gently eased it down while Dominica meekly yielded, staring at him like a frightened rabbit. Then Lesedi tightened the cord to pull the tray horizontal. Dominica squealed again, this time in response to a physical sensation and not just in surprise. 
 
    Femi explained: “The ring that Lesedi’s just utilised is on the end of another cord within the strap. It’s attached to the base of the phallus and emerges through the small hole at the front where the ring is. When it’s pulled, as it is now, well… let’s just say the cord is pulled against a sensitive part of your anatomy.” 
 
    Dominica knew full-well which sensitive part of her anatomy he was referring to. The cord was now tight through her vaginal cleft and she was quite unable to relieve the tension; the chains were taut on her teats and her tits were being pulled into long points. If she lifted the tray, she squished her clit, and if she lowered the tray, she stretched her tits. It didn't leave her with many options. 
 
    “Time to start your shift,” said Femi with an unnecessary joviality, but Dominica was having second thoughts about the wisdom of the whole exercise. She stood her ground and shook her head. Lesedi, meantime, was clipping another thin chain to the ring on the underside of her crotch strap. She stood, smiled at Dominica, and pulled the chain. Inside, Dominica felt the ball head of the phallus plunge down her vaginal tunnel with all the associated sensations that entailed. Lesedi relaxed the chain and the ball reseated itself, pushed deep by the phallus’s internal spring. Dominica gave a muffled shriek and tried to double up, only to find that the metal body she was locked into didn't allow that. 
 
    “Come on,” said Lesedi and pulled the chain again, this time yanking it two or three times to make the ball bounce within her. Dominica yelped and screwed her eyes up tight as she shook her head furiously. Lesedi relaxed, and Dominica peeped. “Ready,” she was asked and reluctantly she nodded. 
 
    “Good,” proclaimed Femi. “Have fun...” 
 
    * 
 
    Lesedi led Dominica across the dance floor towards the bar and, like Moses parting the Red Sea for the Israelites, the partying masses of Huambo parted for Lesedi and Dominica. Lesedi was leading dressed in a short black cocktail dress, black nylons and tall heels. From her hand, she trailed the thin chain to Dominica’s crotch with Dominica struggling to keep up. Her face was a mask of intense concentration as she tried to balance the pull of the tray’s crotch cord with the tension in her taut tits whilst taking short, fast paces that excited the movements of the two phalli inside her. Even without Lesedi bouncing the over-sized ball lodged in her sex, she was having trouble. 
 
    Behind her, a hand gripped her naked cheek and she paused just long enough for the crotch chain to tighten. Her internal ball jerked down and she was tugged forward by the taut chain. Her pace quickened, the chain between her ankles snapped taut, and her stretched tits trembled like guitar strings. Lesedi’s leading rein went slack and the phallus expanded inside her, powering the ball back up again. And thus began one of the longest nights of her life. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 8 
 
   Shortly after two-thirty, Lesedi led Dominica from the dance floor back to the changing room. It only took five minutes to remove all of her encumbrances including the head harness and mouth plug. She stood quietly working her jaw and even after she’d recovered full movement, she still didn't speak. Then Femi entered. 
 
    He stood for a while gazing at her naked body, black and glistening with a dull sheen under the bright central light. 
 
    “Well, Miss Roberts. I hope that’s satisfied your more servile ambitions for another week,” 
 
    He was referring, of course, to her weekly visits to Limehouse. “Yes, thank you, Mr Femi,” she answered primly. Then added, “I hope this dye washes off, otherwise I have a lot of explaining to do.” 
 
    “Yes, indeed,” said Femi and Dominica glared at him. “We’ll take you back to my villa and you can use the shower. It’s not a proper tanning dye; a normal body wash should do it.” 
 
    She donned the short coat that Lesedi had learnt her earlier and together they set off back to Femi’s villa. By three-thirty, she was back at the hotel looking, perhaps, not quite as pale as before, but not black either. More like she’d spent a pleasant day in the sunshine. 
 
    * 
 
    Akili flew in on the early morning flight that landed at seven. At seven-thirty, he called Dominica’s mobile and it was answered on the fifth ring by a very tired-sounding Dominica. 
 
    “Are you feeling alright, Miss Roberts?” 
 
    “I’m fine. I didn't sleep very well last night, that’s all.” It was an understatement. “Femi says he’ll pick us up at ten from this hotel.” 
 
    “Ten o'clock...” He was expecting an early start. 
 
    “It makes sense to go with him. It’s a long way out of town.” 
 
    “I’ve been before,” he reminded her. 
 
    “Of course you have. Sorry. All those photographs; I was forgetting. Come over to the hotel and we’ll have breakfast before we have to leave.” 
 
    “I’ve already eaten, Miss Roberts. If it’s all the same with you, I think my time could be better spent at the mine. I have hired a car and could give you a lift.” 
 
    “But Mr Femi...” 
 
    “If you don't mind me saying so, I think you are placing too much reliance on Mr Femi’s hospitality. We are supposed to be impartial and negotiate a deal on behalf of your clients.” 
 
    “Mr Brilhante. You forget yourself. I will decide how best to proceed. You are my assistant and your role is to assist me as I see fit. In this instance, I have decided to travel with Mr Femi. If you wish to make your own way to the mine, I shall see you there at about eleven.” 
 
    “Of course. Until then, good morning Miss Roberts.” 
 
    The line closed and Dominica slumped back on the bed. 
 
    An hour and a half later, she’d showered, dressed, and was sitting on the terrace with a strong coffee, croissants and a pot of local honey. The view wasn't as spectacular as the Cape Town hotel, but it wasn’t unpleasant either. The weather was warm without being overly-hot and the gardens were colourful and full of birds. 
 
    She knew that somewhere in Huambo there was a geologist called Lucas Van Dijk. Niemure had contracted him directly to give an impartial assessment of the mine and he was due to arrive that day. She’d asked at the hotel reception, but no-one of that name was booked in. No doubt she’ll meet him later at the mine. 
 
    At ten, Femi arrived and walked through the terrace towards Dominica. 
 
    “Good morning. I trust you have no ill effects after last night.” 
 
    “Just a little fatigue.” Femi shrugged as if that was par for the course. “Are we collecting Mr Van Dijk this morning?” 
 
    Femi just looked confused. 
 
    “The geologist from Niemure...” 
 
    “Ah… Van Dijk. I was aware that somebody would be arriving sometime today for a geological survey, but I haven't been told who that would be. Van Dijk, you say?” 
 
    “Lucas van Dijk. I haven't met him yet either.” 
 
    “Then we shall have that pleasure together,” said Femi and held out an arm to assist Dominica to rise. 
 
    * 
 
    It took almost an hour to drive the twenty kilometres to the mine. Most of the journey was on unpaved roads, but Femi’s Land Cruiser was unfazed and dealt with the ruts with consummate ease. Once out of the town, they drove through the dry looking bush in a cloud of dust past small villages, herds of goats, stray dogs, and several groups of people, some sitting smoking in the sunshine, some pushing carts or bicycles laden with bales of produce, but most working in fields and small vegetable allotments. She saw no wild animals, but Femi assured her that there was game around if you knew where to look. 
 
    “It’s not as plentiful as it used to be, of course. Meat is a valuable commodity around here.” 
 
    They came upon the site of the mine suddenly. Another small village and then the chain link fence of the mine. Two security guards stood quickly when they saw the vehicle and Lethabo drove straight past with barely a change in speed. They drove between several huts grouped around a larger concrete building with a row of windows overlooking a car park and stopped as close as Lethabo could manage to the main doorway. 
 
    “Mr Femi,” said a girl on the reception desk. “You have two visitors. I have put them in the conference room.” 
 
    Femi nodded, asked the girl for coffees for all, and followed by Dominica and Lesedi, led the way along a bare corridor to the meeting room. Akili sat inside with a short, wiry looking European. Both men looked up as the party entered, Akili looking rather chastened at Dominica and the other man smiling at Femi. Van Dijk was in his fifties with a pinched face that peered at the world through thick, round lenses. His countenance wasn’t at all enhanced by a ginger goatee beard that made him look a little like Vincent van Gogh. 
 
    Femi nodded to Akili and addressed the newcomer. “You must be Mr Van Dijk.” 
 
    “Indeed. Lucas van Dijk. I am an accredited member of The Royal Netherlands Geological and Mining Society and I have come to conduct a geological survey of this mine on behalf of Niemure BV.” He bowed and held out a business card to Femi. Dominica smiled… 
 
    “I am Desmond Femi, owner of this mine, my assistant Lesedi and Miss Dominica Roberts of SJT Mining and General Ltd, the company overseeing the deal with Niemure. This other gentleman I expect you already know; he’s Mr Akili Brilhante and he’s assisting Miss Roberts.” 
 
    Van Dijk glanced at Dominica and Akili, but made no action that could be interpreted as a greeting. 
 
    “May I have a card too?” asked Dominica to Van Dijk. “And one for Mr Brilhante.” She proffered one of her own in return. Reluctantly it seemed to Dominica, Van Dijk fished in his breast pocket and pulled out two more business cards, placing Dominica’s in their place. 
 
    “I shall require access to the mine workings for much of this day,” announced Van Dijk haughtily. 
 
    “Of course,” said Femi. “I’ll provide you with transport and a driver. Go where you please. There are no quarrying operations today, but please be careful of the trucks on the main route to the mills.” 
 
    “May I accompany Mr Van Dijk too?” asked Dominica and Femi shrugged. 
 
    “I don’t think that’s a good idea,” said Van Dijk. “I work alone. I don’t like an audience.” 
 
    “I’ll be quiet,” said Dominica and grinned. “In any case, I must insist. I am the Senior Analyst for this project and your report will eventually be assessed by me. I would like to see how you arrive at you conclusions.” 
 
    He glanced quickly at Femi who just smiled and said, “Seems you have an assistant for the day, Mr Van Dijk.” 
 
    Van Dijk just sat back in his seat and glared at Dominica. At that point, the receptionist brought in a tray holding a flask of coffee, milk, sugar, a plate of sweet biscuits, and cups for all and placed them on the end of the conference table. Dominica looked at Lesedi and, when she made no move, walked up to the end of the table and began pouring the drinks. Akili joined her and started whispering. 
 
    “Miss Roberts. Please allow me to apologise for my earlier imprudent comments. It was unprofessional of me.” 
 
    “And me,” said Dominica. “I was tired. I’m sorry.” 
 
    “What would you like me to do today?” he asked. 
 
    She looked towards the others to ensure they were out of earshot and then whispered, “Snoop… I want you to discover everything that Femi might like to hide from us.” 
 
    Shortly after that, Dominica and Van Dijk set off in the company of a gormless looking man in dusty clothes who had instructions to take them wherever they’d like to go. They drove slowly around the perimeter road with Van Dijk stopping the driver frequently to get out and make notes in a large, leather covered ledger. He didn't say a word to Dominica who stood beside him snapping pictures using her cell phone. 
 
    Having arrived back at the start, they drove further into the mine’s crater and stopped near the working face. A large bucket excavator was operating, loading a steady stream of tipper trucks that then crawled back up the hill to the mill. It wasn't, perhaps, the height of technology, but labour was cheap in the area and the smaller vehicles were, at least, economical to buy and maintain. 
 
    Van Dijk wandered along the rock face picking up green stained lumps of rock at random, turning then over in his hands, and then dropping them at his feet. Every so often, he’d stare at a piece for a long time using a magnifying glass, and a few of the samples he’d tuck away in his briefcase for later analysis. 
 
    Dominica tried several times to make conversation, but he either answered with brusque, one word responses, or ignored her altogether. In the end, fed up with his attitude, she wandered away by herself. The working face had been more than a kilometre in length at one time or another, but it soon became obvious that the ‘green-stained rocks’ were now limited to a twenty metre wide swathe where Van Dijk was poking about. The other thing that struck Dominica as odd was that the rocks that the trucks were carrying seemed to be exclusively ordinary, sandy coloured ones and contained almost none of the green-stain variety. 
 
    She picked her way back to Van Dijk and asked him to explain what was going on. 
 
    “I don't need to explain anything to you,” he said with a caustic sting to his voice. “I am the geologist on this project and I don’t need to answer idiotic questions from an unqualified amateur. If you want answers, read my report.” 
 
    “And you, Sir, are stepping on very shaking ground. We’re meant to be working on the same side, but you’re being officious and confrontational. You can be sure that your lack of cooperation will feature large in my report.” 
 
    With that, she turned on her heel and walked away without a backward glance. Perhaps this behaviour was typical of Van Dijk, but there was always the possibility that he was being deliberately obstructive. 
 
    Behind her, Van Dijk watched her retreating back and glowered. This particular interfering amateur could pose a problem. 
 
    Dominica walked back up the track to where the trucks were being loaded. Two drivers were sitting on fuel cans watching the excavator crawl through a pile of rubble, pushing a wall of rock and dust before it. She approached with a jovial, “Good afternoon.” 
 
    They both looked at her, smoking their cigarettes apparently oblivious to the presence of the fuel under them. Finally, one of the men answered with, “Boa tarde.” 
 
    It was Portuguese and she decided to test her tenuous grasp of the language. “Rochas para a fábrica?” - Rocks to the ‘factory’. 
 
    “Sim… o triturador.” ‘The crusher’ she reasoned. 
 
    “Copper? Er… Cobre?” 
 
    Both men laughed, but there was little humour in the sound. She looked at the one who’d been talking and he suddenly went quiet and shrugged. 
 
    “Sem cobre?” But he’d already said too much and he waved her away. She smiled a wry sort of smile and turned up the dusty track back to the administration buildings. It was a walk of only a couple of kilometres, but the going was steep as the track wound up the side of the crater and the satchel on her back with her notes and laptop got heavier with every step. Every so often, a truck would rumble past, but none stopped to offer a lift. 
 
    At the reception block, she brushed the dust from her hair and clothes, put on her best smile, and pushed open the door. The girl on the desk looked up and returned the expression. 
 
    “Is Mr Femi still here,” she asked. 
 
    The girl’s expression turned to one of regret and she shook her head. “He said he would be back about four this afternoon if you needed a lift back to Huambo.” 
 
    “And Mr Brilhante?” 
 
    “He went out about an hour ago. Towards the village, I think.” 
 
    “I would like to use my computer. May I use Mr Femi’s office?” 
 
    She hesitated an instant. “Mr Femi doesn't really have an office here. He works mainly from his villa, but when he is here he uses the office next to the meeting room.” She pointed down the corridor. 
 
    Dominica thanked her and found the room in question. It was barely furnished, containing only a desk and a chair; no cabinets or bookcases. She sat and opened her laptop, and then just gazed at the blank screen. Something was going on and she felt uncomfortable. It was Thursday; this was her fifth day away from London. If she went to Luanda tomorrow, she could be back in London by Saturday evening. There was a calendar on the wall beside the desk, the only other thing in the room beside the sparse furniture. It showed a glamour photograph of a young woman lazing on a beach wearing nothing but tiny white bikini shorts. Her black skin with the white shorts against white sand made a striking composition, and her startled expression and naked breasts added a background narrative that was intriguing. 
 
    Dominica looked at the dates. Today was the 13th February. Saturday would be the 15th. There were various notes marked on the calendar; reminders for meetings with mine personnel, a birthday for someone called Masi, and salient jottings indicating that Dominica and an ‘unnamed geologist’ were to visit the mine that day. Later in the month, Femi had noted a meeting with an accountant and another with Doctor George Simeo. Dominica had no idea whether he was a medical doctor, a scientific doctor, or one of the myriad types of self-nominated varieties. 
 
    On impulse, she turned over the page to see what had happened in January and was greeted by a woman standing astride a large motorcycle wearing only a full face helmet, gauntlets, and heavy motorcycle boots. She was staring straight at the camera, but her face was nothing more than a reflection of sky and clouds in the mirror-like visor. The whole atmosphere of the photograph was an uncomfortable mix of power and extreme vulnerability. 
 
    Scrutinising the dates, it became apparent that even less had happened last month than this. Apart from a scattering of notes covering five or six days, the calendar was bare. Then she noticed other marks: doodles in the margin that could have been monoliths, but could just as easily be stylised female torsos, and, along the lower edge, a series of apparently random numerals. She stared at the digits. They meant nothing to her, but the last six numerals had a pleasing symmetry. She turned over the page. Last year’s dates were not, of course, recorded. 
 
    “Coffee?” asked the receptionist through the partly open door and Dominica turned. 
 
    “Please,” she said. “White...” 
 
    * 
 
    Akili returned first. He’d been walking through the surrounding village trying to make friends with the villagers, but either nobody knew anything or else they didn't want to say. 
 
    “Most of the men are employed at the mine in one capacity or another and it’s surprising that everyone is so tight-lipped. Usually, people are happy enough to talk about their work.” 
 
    “I was with Van Dijk when he was examining the working face and was surprised that the copper ore seemed to be so scarce. The trucks were still busy carrying loads up to the mill, but it didn't feel right. I asked Van Dijk, but all he would say was that I’ll have to wait for his official report. I have to admit that there doesn't seem to be much more we can do here and perhaps we should just do as he suggests and wait for his formal assessment.” 
 
    “I agree,” said Akili. “Back home then...” 
 
    That was when Femi and Lesedi arrived back at the office. Dominica announced that they had completed their work and were just leaving. “I’ll be travelling back to town with Akili,” she said. 
 
    Femi smiled. “I’m glad you have had a successful conclusion. I suppose Mr Van Dijk is still digging somewhere around the mine?” 
 
    “I left him at the working face about one.” 
 
    “No matter. He has his own transport, I understand, but I’ll wait for him to finish in case he has any questions. I presume I’ll hear about the results of your examinations in due course.” 
 
    “Of course. If my report is well received, I dare say that Niemure will authorise us to make you an offer and at that point, I shall be in contact again.” 
 
    “Thank you… And if there is anything else you require from me, please just call and it will be my pleasure to comply.” He smiled theatrically and held out his hand. “I hope we meet again, Miss Roberts. It has been most engaging to have you here, And Mr Brilhante...” 
 
    They left then, but not with the light-headed feeling of a job well done. Dominica had reservations about the mine and wasn't at all sure how to resolve them other than to rely on the discourteous Mr Van Dijk. 
 
    The ride back to Huambo was dusty and quiet, with neither Dominica nor Akili feeling in the mood for idle conversation. He stopped at her hotel and looked at her enquiringly as she gathered her things. “Dinner?” he asked eventually. 
 
    Dominica shook her head. “I think I’ll just have a light snack and finish my notes. I’ll see you at the airport for the flight back to Luanda in the morning. We can finalise the assessment on the plane.” 
 
    Akili nodded. “In the morning, then,” he said and Dominica closed the door. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 9 
 
   The next morning Dominica was up early. The flight was at eight, so she’d ordered an early breakfast and packed her case the night before. She was dressed in light slacks and a silk blouse, perfect for the short early morning drive to the airport, and now the taxi was waiting; it was time to go. A last look round the room, pick up her suitcase and the satchel with her laptop, and she was ready. 
 
    It didn't take long to get to the airport. It was still early and the traffic was light; there was thirty minutes before the flight boarded. She alighted the taxi and pushed her hand into her jacket pocket for cash for the driver, but what came out with the 500 Kwanza note was Van Dijk’s business card. She paid the driver and stood staring at the card with a growing sense of unease. The phone number… It looked awfully familiar. And then suddenly it hit her. Femi’s calendar; the pencilled numerals on the January Page. She remembered looking at the long number with its palindromic final characters and here they were again: 864468. Did the preceding numbers match too? What were the chances it was all a coincidence? 
 
    Femi had claimed he’d not spoken to Van Dijk before; didn't even know the name. What possible explanation could there be, therefore, to have his phone number written on the calendar? 
 
    But was it the same number? She couldn't be sure. The more she stared at the number, the more her anxiety grew. Half an hour until boarding. If she went back to the mine, today’s flight was out of the question, but there was always tomorrow. 
 
    Her mind was made up. She pulled out her phone and sent a message to Akili: Just need to check on something. Shall miss this flight and catch the next one tomorrow. I’ll look you up as soon as I get to Luanda. Dominica. 
 
    * 
 
    It was easy enough to hire a small car for the day from the airport and she set off along the dusty tracks through the scrubby bush, but by the time she’d reached the mine she was less confident. The gate guard waved her through and she parked outside the main building. The main door was unlocked, but it was still only eight forty-five and there was no-one about so early in the morning. 
 
    Tentatively, she crept along the corridor and peeped around the door to the office. The room was empty. The calendar was still hanging on the wall and she lifted the top page. There it was: the pencilled phone number. She pulled out the business card and, sure enough, it was the same number. Desmond Femi was in contact with Lucas van Dijk before Dominica even knew about the potential acquisition. She pulled out her phone and turned on the camera. A soft click indicated that the picture had been taken and a quick look at the recorded image confirmed the focus was satisfactory. The number was readable. She enlarged the image and stared at the digits. Then she tried to scream, but a large hand across her mouth made that impossible. It made breathing impossible too. 
 
    Slowly, as her lungs burned for air, the light from the window faded to black and she lost consciousness. 
 
    * 
 
    “What was she doing?” It was Lesedi talking. 
 
    “Taking a photograph,” said Femi. Dominica was still on the floor behind him, legs and arms akimbo. “Ah...” he said as light dawned. “I see what she was looking at. Did she copy the photograph to anyone?” 
 
    Lesedi was staring at the phone. It was just as Dominica had dropped it. “No. She hadn't had time. The last entry in her call log is a message to Akili Brilhante saying that she was going to check on something – she didn't specify what – and that she’d see him in Luanda tomorrow.” 
 
    “Good. Give me the phone.” Femi opened the back and removed the battery. Then he unlocked the SIM card and tossed it into the litter bin. “Miss Roberts has, most unfortunately, just disappeared...” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” asked Lesedi. 
 
    “And why would you care?” 
 
    “You misunderstand my concern… If you just dispose of her, you miss an opportunity to use Miss Roberts in a way that would be profitable for you and strangely satisfying for me. I’m sure it hasn’t escaped your attention that Miss Roberts and I are not exactly the best of friends. It would please me immensely to see her in your service as a kontie.” 
 
    “A kontie… How could I keep her like that? Word would get out and if she was ever discovered, that would be the end of everything. My influence here is not limitless.” 
 
    “I’m not suggesting you keep her here; that would, indeed be foolish, but somewhere she won’t ever be found. The Congo, perhaps?” 
 
    “It’s not safe. Best just to lose her.” 
 
    Lesedi looked crestfallen. “For me,” she cajoled in her best seductive voice and her fingers tapped the buttons down the front of his shirt like stepping stones. 
 
    * 
 
    Even before she opened her eyes she knew that she was naked, that her wrists were cuffed together behind her back, and that there were straps about her face that held some sort of gag in her mouth. Sight disclosed the dying light in the high window, the plain bunk she was lying upon, and the small, whitewashed room into which they’d locked her. They’d covered her with a coarse blanket and she kicked it from her body, snapping the chain taut between her ankles and revealing the ebony dark colour of her skin, darker even than the previous night. She struggled to her feet and gazed on the full extent of her dyed body. 
 
    She was black. A beautiful, rich colour that glowed in the dim light. She imagined herself hanging unconscious by her wrists while Lesedi and her assistant worked around her body with the small spray gun, the same technique as last time. Her nipples and areolae were darker still and looked much larger than when they were pale pink. Then she realised one reason for this other than the contrasting colours: her silver nipple rings had been cut from her and replaced by other, thicker rings that stretched her flesh and by their presence made her nipples larger. They were no longer made from the white silver of the originals, but were now a greyer, matt colour with the metal at least 3 mm thick, and they were linked by a short chain of a similar material. She shook her body and the rings flicked from side to side, pulling and bouncing. They were larger in diameter, too, large enough for a man to hook his finger through and there was no obvious way to remove them. 
 
    Desperately, she peered about the small room for an escape. The walls were concrete blocks and the window was high on one wall, well beyond her reach. The only other item in the room other than the wooden bunk was a pail. She turned her back to the heavy wooden door and twisted the handle with her tethered hands, but was unsurprised when the action had no effect so, instead, kicked the base of the door hard with the sole of her bare foot. The hobble chain limited her power and there was little noise from the impact other than the slap of flesh against the stout timbers. 
 
    She groaned and shook her head. She had no hope of touching the leather straps that encaged her face and, therefore, no hope of dislodging the gag that was blocking her mouth. She could feel it pushing at the back of her throat and pressing on her tongue to suppress all sound. It felt too large for her mouth, like it was distorting her lips and they were tingling. She listened. There was, in fact, no sound at all other than the chirping of insects, the small cries of song birds lamenting the dying day and, every minute or two, the sound of a distant dog barking. 
 
    There had been collusion between Femi and Lucas van Dijk long before they officially met in her presence at the mine. That was obvious, but there may have been an innocent reason for that. If so, why hadn’t they confessed that they had already spoken. Why the pretence? Come to that, how had Femi even known that Van Dijk was Niemure’s chosen geologist? Everything had pointed to a deception and that had now been confirmed by her abduction. If the mine was, in fact, worthless, the prize for Femi could potentially be worth millions of dollars and a chill ran down her spine despite the oppressive heat. 
 
    She was in trouble. She knew that as soon as she realised Femi had seen her looking at the calendar and in that instant as she sank slowly into unconsciousness she feared for her life. She was still alive and for that she was grateful, but why had they dyed her skin again? Life was cheap in this region, but the fact that he’d taken the trouble to change her skin colour for the second time suggested he had something more specific in mind instead of just, well, murdering her. She must have some value to him alive or else she wouldn’t still be there, but what was that value? What were their plans? 
 
    She sat on her bunk for another hour or two as the night darkened all but the small grey square of window pane high up on a wall until muttered voices sounded beyond the door and a key turned in the lock. The door swung open and a torch beam dazzled her. 
 
    “Come on, kontie. Stand up. You ‘ave work t’do.” 
 
    Two dark figures stood in the doorway, big men with thick, gravelly accents. One grabbed her by her arm and pulled her to her feet and she stumbled through the door with the heavy hobble chain clinking on the stones. The night was moonless and all that was visible was that picked out by the torch’s beam: a rough pathway through coarse scrub, then the side of a squat building, rubble bags, a rusting washing machine, and finally a dusty yard and the rear doors of a small van. A thick, dark arm stretched out before her to open the doors and she was pushed unceremoniously inside. 
 
    Dominica rolled on her back, scrabbling to sit up as doors banged shut and the engine burst into life. Seconds later, she was struggling for balance inside her pitch-black capsule as the vehicle lurched and bounced along the rough track. It was fifteen minutes before they reached the tarmacadam and the going suddenly became smooth. Another fifteen before they stopped and the engine was cut. 
 
    When the van’s rear doors were flung open, she was met by the grinning faces of Desmond Femi and Lesedi lit by exterior lighting on the wall of a building. She recognised the location immediately: it was the rear entrance of Femi’s night club. 
 
    “Good evening, Miss Roberts. I trust you’ll enjoy tonight as much as last night. Please step this way.” 
 
    Dominica cowered back in the van, but Lesedi just reached in to clip a leash to the chain between her nipples and smiled. Instantly, Dominica foresaw the consequences and futility of delay and wriggled to the vehicle’s rear sill before Lesedi decided to apply any encouragement. 
 
    Loud music and voices filtered into the dimly lit rear lobby from doors immediately in front of them, but Lesedi guided her to the right through another doorway and into an empty corridor. Femi, leading the way, clicked on the lights and Dominica saw herself reflected in a tall mirror: a beautiful African girl with chains on her ankles and a leather harness about her head. She stopped, staring at her reflection and Lesedi relaxed the leash to allow her time to absorb her new image. 
 
    “Do you like it?” asked Femi. “It looks like we could have plucked you straight out of the bush…” 
 
    For the first time, she gazed at her own hair dyed black and set into tiny ringlets so that it spread between the leather straps of the harness like a black mist. Her lips were different, too. They were darker, of course, a consequence of the body dye, but they looked plumper like they were swollen. She now looked indistinguishable from a stereotypical native African girl; lithe and beautiful, but unrecognisable as a Caucasian. 
 
    Lesedi tugged on the leash, but Dominica couldn’t tear her eyes away from the mirror. Beside her, Femi chuckled. “Collagen,” he said. “It’s a collagen filler. Makes your lips nice and fleshy. It'll last a couple of months before we have to repeat it. The body dye’s not the same either; this one won’t wash away so easily. If left to its own devices it will begin to fade in a few weeks. You, my dear, have become what is known locally as a ‘kont te huur’, which translates roughly although considerably more delicately as ‘girl for rent’. Your affections have become negotiable.” 
 
    Dominica spun to face him and begun shaking her head frantically, but Femi merely reached out with both hands to grasp the nipple rings and steady her. “Shhh! There’s no need for dramatics. Your welfare is one of my chief concerns. After all, you have become valuable to me. I don’t want you succumbing to any avoidable ailments and you’ll be pleased to learn that I have had you inoculated against all the common STDs including, of course, hepatitis and HIV. It’s true that the HIV vaccine is actually still undergoing trials, but the results have been very promising. You should be perfectly safe and healthy for a long time to come.” 
 
    Dominica started calling out with muffled mewing sounds and trying to pull away, stretching herself in the process and Femi’s face suddenly set hard. He released the rings and she staggered back straight into the arms of two huge, black men. 
 
    “You have Lesedi to thank for all of this. If it hadn't have been for her, you probably wouldn't have awoken at all. I don't need the likes of you causing me problems, but she has convinced me the danger you pose is minimal and the rewards you can offer considerable, so I have decided to have you conditioned in the traditional manner. But, before I do and as a special favour for Lesedi, I have allowed her this one indulgence. It’s against my better judgement, but I have to agree with her that nobody is likely to recognise you; you do make a beautiful African girl.” 
 
    “And you're going to love it,” added Lesedi. “It will appeal to your more subservient instincts.” 
 
    Femi was beginning to look impatient. “Get her ready. Half an hour.” 
 
    She found herself turned around and propelled towards a door. Through the door was another small room and, in its centre, an old-fashioned pillory: a tall, wooden ‘H’ shaped structure with a cross beam complete with circular holes for neck and wrists. The contraption was supported on stabilizing rails that extended both forwards and backwards to prevent it toppling over and equipped with castor wheels at the four corners to give the structure mobility. 
 
    The men pushed Dominica behind the cross beam, lifted the top half, and forced her neck and wrists down over the scalloped rebates in the wood’s top surface. With its mating half repositioned, she was trapped and unable to react when they slid the beam down the posts until it was at waist height. 
 
    * 
 
    “Ladies and gentlemen, your attention please. Tonight, as it’s St Valentine’s Day, we have for you a special attraction. A new girl has volunteered to offer herself romantically for your entertainment and is about to make to her grand entrance. If you would like to make use of her services, tickets may be procured from the bar. And now, please give her some room...” 
 
    As Femi replaced the mic on the DJ’s mixing desk, a door opened at the far end of the hall and Dominica appeared preceded by Lesedi. 
 
    The pillory was wheeled into the hall guided by two men dressed in leopard skin leotards. They were holding the posts and as they pushed the frame forward, Dominica had no option but to follow, walking on stiff legs like the rear half of a pantomime cow. Her head was held back against the face of the beam with a strap around her forehead and her hands were spread out as if she was waving, each finger individually laced to the wood to present her palms to the fore. There was some sort of plug in her mouth and her breasts, swinging slowly with the weight of their silver bells, were hanging below the beam. 
 
    The men led Lesedi in a circle around the edge of the room and the reason for her odd, stiff legged walk became immediately apparent to all. A steel hook anchored through her anal sphincter and tensioned to the top of each post by cords was holding her hips high, pressing her shoulders against the back face of the beam, and making sure she couldn’t twist to either side more than an enticing wiggle. As she passed, her audience were treated to a view of her tail end supported beneath the hook so that her feet, held on her toes by high heels, only just touched the floor. Her belly drooped between hook and pillory and that caused her pelvis to be angled back and made her vulva prominent. 
 
    Her labial rings had been attached to two short canes by elastic bands, three to each side, and the canes, in turn, linked to each other by a cord that went around the front of her thighs. The effect was to spread her open and expose the little pale bud of her clitoris on the taut skin. Then there was a second plug protruding from her sex that waggled like a tail with every pace. 
 
    Lesedi led the parade round the hall’s perimeter in a complete circle and then into its centre. The two leopard-clad handlers kicked the castor wheels and the structure sank a couple of centimetres onto rubber feet. Then they both stooped to attach Dominica’s ankles to the side rails and tension the hobble chain. Finally, they took up the slack in the arse hook by re-tensioning its supporting cords. 
 
    The men moved away and Lesedi took their place. With a hand on Dominica’s rump, she traced the outline of her spread labia and then, with a flourish, pulled the dildo from her sex. Her captive visibly jumped and her vaginal tunnel remained open, a dark, inviting chamber spread wide by the elastic and glistening in the bright lights. 
 
    On stiletto heels, Lesedi clicked round to kneel beside Dominica’s face. “Enjoy...” she whispered and pulled the plug from her mouth. Dominica’s eyes were wide, as was her mouth held open by clamps within her cheeks. Drool immediately started to dribble down her chin and the bitter taste of the novocaine spray that Lesedi had recently used to numb her vocal cords was strong in her mouth. She tried to move, to send out a signal that, despite Femi’s introduction, there was nothing voluntary about her present predicament, but she could barely move at all and certainly not her head or hands. Her hips, hanging from their hook, waggled a little and she was able to rock her torso, but that only disturbed the bells and elicited an excited cheer from her audience. 
 
    A jazz band began playing and the room’s occupants began moving again, many towards Dominica. From the corner of her eye, she could just see the bar lit garishly by coloured spotlights as it sought to attract patrons like moths with Femi leaning against the adjacent DJ’s desk. He called over one of the topless waitresses and soon pairs of waitresses were picking up pot plants between them and carrying them into the centre of the room to deposit them either side of Dominica. Within a very short time, they’d built a permeable screen of spindly shrubs to offer Dominica’s potential patrons a token degree of privacy. 
 
    A number of men, some accompanied by girlfriends or escorts, wandered into the centre of the room and circumnavigated the irregular screen of shrubs to stand staring at Dominica. A coloured man wearing a light cotton suit squatted in front of her head to study her face. Beside him, his girlfriend dressed provocatively in a tiny Lycra dress was leaning on his shoulder and grinning. “Well, binty. You’re a lekkor chick and no mistake.” He reached out a hand to sweep under her chest and set the bells in motion. “Bet you’d like a taste of black cock.” 
 
    Her new plump lips formed the perfect doughnut shape, the ultimate invitation. 
 
    “Nothing to say, binty?” asked the man and his grin broadened. Dominica closed her eyes as she felt someone behind her push a fat finger into the gaping mouth of her vaginal canal. 
 
    * 
 
    “Mr Van Dijk,” said Femi at the main entrance. “I am so glad you could make it. I was afraid you’d be leaving without a word of goodbye.” 
 
    “Is this wise, Mr Femi. I received your invitation, but someone might see me here.” 
 
    “And what does that matter. You are free to visit what clubs you like. No… come, we must toast our success, the three of us,” and he waved an arm to include Lesedi who was standing beside him. Lesedi smiled at Van Dijk and, belatedly, he took her hand and kissed her fingers. 
 
    “How could I refuse?” he said and his eyes slid down her body from her low-cut bodice to the long length of thigh that was revealed by the slit up the side of her silk evening gown. 
 
    Femi led Van Dijk to a quiet table in a corner and ordered drinks from a waitress who was hovering close by. The girl scratched their order in her small notebook and set off through the jovial crowd towards the bar. 
 
    “Has the balance of the money been transferred yet?” asked Van Dijk. “I shall need to have left Holland before the company realises the report is substantially fictitious.” 
 
    “Now you know that wasn’t the arrangement. Once your report has been accepted by Niemure BV, you will have your balance; after all, it is in my interest as well as yours that you cannot be questioned after the event. You will be a dollar millionaire and free to enjoy the remainder of your life in peace and security. Have you decided where to go and will you be taking your wife?” 
 
    Van Dijk burst into explosive laughter and Femi smiled. “Somewhere my money will last,” he said after his convulsions had subsided. “Thailand, I thought, or possibly Polynesia. Somewhere with beautiful girls,” and he glanced again at Lesedi. 
 
    “Ah… The meaning of life.” 
 
    Just then, the waitress returned with their drinks on her tray. She bent low to offer a glass first to Lesedi, then Femi, and finally Van Dijk. The Dutchman watched as she struggled to lower the tray with her elbows strapped to her sides. He could see the tight belts of her harness about her waist and chest squeezing her body and delighted in the way her breasts hung tantalizingly above the glasses. He reached for his glass and brushed a nipple with the back of his hand. The girl straightened pretending not to notice, hesitated for a moment as she looked enquiringly at Femi, and then, receiving no further instructions, turned. Van Dijk watched her leave, her steps slow and careful with the two plugs moving within her and her cheeks quivering either side of the metal strap between her legs. 
 
    “Your girls here are beautiful…” he said wistfully. 
 
    “They are indeed,” said Femi. 
 
    “Do you… Do you hire them out?” he asked hesitantly. Again, a furtive glance at Lesedi. 
 
    “Sometimes. On special occasions. Tonight, you are lucky. It is St Valentine’s Day and is celebrated in Angola with the same fervour as in the Netherlands or South Africa. It is an international day of love and we have a special attraction,” and he waved an arm towards the pot plants in the centre of the room just visible through the mass of excited dancers. There was a crowd of people around the tall plants jostling each other and jeering. Van Dijk looked at Femi with a quizzical expression and Lesedi took the lead, encouraging Van Dijk to stand and leading him towards the commotion. 
 
    Magically, the crowds parted at Femi’s approach and silence settled over the immediate audience. The space around Dominica within the ring of vegetation rapidly cleared until the only persons present other than Femi’s party and a girl holding a wet sponge was a wiry coloured man who was reciprocating behind Dominica with his eyes closed. Dominica herself also had her eyes closed and was being thrust so hard with each lunge that her tits were being flicked forward to make the bells dance and a long ribbon of drool wave back and forth from her lower lip. 
 
    The sponge girl touched the man’s arms as he held Dominica’s rump and he looked at her. Then, realising that Femi was standing beside him, pulled himself from Dominica whilst apologising profusely and backed away, all the time trying to pull up his jeans. 
 
    “Please leave us for a short time, gentlemen,” said Femi and the crowd evaporated as if they'd never been. 
 
    “She’s lovely,” sighed Van Dijk and trickled a hand down Dominica’s back and over a hip. With trembling fingers, he explored the labial rings and encircled the bud of her clitoris. 
 
    “She’s yours if you want her,” cooed Lesedi and slid a hand around Van Dijk’s waist only to drop over his genitals. The girl with the sponge wiped Dominica, dried her with a thin towel, and then stepped back. Van Dijk, penis now in a state of excited erection and waving in the air before him, stepped into position, placed a hand on either cheek, and grinned at Lesedi as she steered him into the waiting tunnel. 
 
    “Do you like her?” asked Femi as Van Dijk thrust back and forth. 
 
    “She’s lovely,” he repeated. 
 
    “But ultimately unsatisfying?” 
 
    “It’s not her fault. I don’t think I can do it with an audience. Anyway, I’m still worried.” 
 
    “About what?” asked Femi. 
 
    “Many things: such as whether anyone will discover the truth about the mine before the sale and whether I shall be able to escape and leave no trace.” He gave Femi a sly glance. “Sometimes I even wonder about whether you're going to pay me,” and he gave Dominica an extra strong lunge. 
 
    “Well, I have already explained that you have no cause for concern in that respect.” 
 
    “What about that Roberts girl. She was asking all sorts of questions about the geology as if she suspected something.” 
 
    Beside him Lesedi chuckled and Van Dijk stopped moving to look at her. “You have no need to worry about her; she cannot now be a threat to you.” 
 
    “And why’s that?” 
 
    “Because you're fucking her now…” said Femi and grinned. 
 
    Van Dijk stood stock still for long moments and then stared down at Dominica’s ebony back. “That can’t be,” he muttered and pulled out so quickly that Dominica twitched. Without bothering to redress, he moved round to squat down before her and studied her face. Dominica gazed back with open-mouth trying to rock her head from side to side. There was intelligence apparent in her eyes. 
 
    “Godverdomme,” he suddenly burst out. “It is her. The prissy Miss Roberts. I’ve been fucking Dominica Roberts.” 
 
    “You have indeed,” chuckled Femi. “And be assured that she will never be in a position to cause you any further concerns.” 
 
    “Prissy Miss Roberts…” he repeated and caught hold of a nipple, first to pull it and then to flick the tit from side to side. Suddenly he jumped up. “Here… I want to fuck her mouth,” and he slid his still hard cock through the puffy lips, across her tongue, and deep into her throat. “Oh yes…” he shouted and started moving frantically so that his testes slapped against her chin and her nose was smacked into his hair covered abdomen. Within moments, his excitement peaked and he jetted semen first into her open mouth and then over her eyebrow and cheek. “Oh yes…” he repeated. “Prissy Miss Roberts.” 
 
    * 
 
    Dominica couldn’t believe that anything else could happen that evening, but the night held one more surprise. It was late, probably about four in the morning, and Femi’s party goers were beginning to drift off home. Dominica was still occupied; someone – she wasn’t sure who – was behind her. Such intimate attentions had hurt earlier in the evening, but now she barely noticed. She was more concerned with the ache in her neck where she’d been pressing against the pillory all night. Then she saw him… 
 
    Akili wandered across her field of view with a glass of beer in his hand looking about him, looking for her. He glanced directly at her, straight at her face. She was plainly visible between two big tree ferns, but all he saw was a black African girl gazing silently back at him with her mouth open. Then Femi walked into her field of view. 
 
    “Mr Brilhante. It’s good to see you here. Enjoying yourself, I hope.” 
 
    “I’m not here for pleasure, Mr Femi. I'm looking for Miss Roberts.” 
 
    “I'm afraid I haven’t seen her this evening. I could ask Lesedi if she’s seen her…” 
 
    As they talked, they moved slowly around the hall while Akili continued to scan the remaining guests. 
 
    “No,” he answered, his scepticism obvious in his tone. “I don’t think that would be very fruitful, but if you do happen to see her, I would be obliged if you’d ask her to contact me.” 
 
    “Of course,” said Femi and smiled. 
 
    Beside them, not more than three metres away, Dominica watched them out of the corner of her eye and vainly tried to make a sound to attract Akili’s attention. The anaesthetic was beginning to wear thin and she found she could manage a quiet croak, so, gathering her strength she cried out a strident, “Akili”. 
 
    At least, that was her intention. All she actually managed was a strangled “Ah!” before a small white man in blue jeans and a t-shirt with the slogan ‘Jesus Loves You’ across his chest thrust his erect penis straight into her open mouth. Akili spun round at the sound, but the man only grinned at him as he began thrusting in time with the Dominica’s other occupant behind her and Akili looked away just as quickly. Shortly after that, he disappeared altogether from her sight leaving only Femi to smile beatifically in her direction. 
 
    “Praise the Lord,” cried the man in her throat. “Praise the Lord for wanton whores.” 
 
    * 
 
    It was just getting light when Dominica was transferred from the van and pushed into the same small cell again. Tired, stiff and sore, she collapsed onto the bunk and almost immediately fell into a deep sleep. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 10 
 
   Akili was at a loss as to what to do next. When he’d received the text message from her the day before at the airport, he had been perturbed. It had nearly been time to board and he had to think fast. She’d obviously intended him to go on to Luanda without her, but he couldn’t do that; not just leave her alone in such a potentially hostile place. She’d given no indication of where she was or what she intended to do and he’d rapidly responded with a text of his own asking for clarification and followed it with numerous phone calls, but he never did receive a response. 
 
    He’d rehired a vehicle and spent all day searching for her, starting at her hotel. They told him she’d already checked out and had left by taxi for the airport. Back at the airport, he’d managed to find the taxi driver that had collected her, but it told him nothing more than she had alighted outside the terminal building about the same time as he’d received the text. Then she’d disappeared. 
 
    The next most obvious place to look was the mine and that had led him to another disquieting discovery: her hire car parked on the side of the road half-way to the mine with a flat tyre. It was facing towards the mine suggesting that she never completed her journey. 
 
    Akili had imagined Dominica stranded on this lonely stretch of road early in the morning and wondered what she would do. The obvious thing would be to ring for help and he checked the mobile phone coverage; it was not good. After that, perhaps she’d try walking to the nearest settlement. He’d not passed anywhere for some time, so he drove on. Two kilometres up the road he came across a small farm and stopped. A young man had emerged from a barn and smiled and the conversation they'd had replayed in his head: 
 
    “Good morning, sir.” 
 
    “Good morning to you.” Akili had said and held out his hand in greeting. “Yesterday morning, a young white woman was driving the little red car down the road,” and he pointed the way he’d just come. “Her car has a puncture and now I cannot find her.” 
 
    “Oh dear,” said the man. “That is bad. I saw the car last night when I went home on my bicycle and again this morning, but I was here at the farm all day yesterday and saw no woman.” The man looked sad that he couldn't help Akili more, but then added, “I did see the car driving past.” 
 
    “The car drove past here?” 
 
    “Yes sir. It was about ten o'clock and it was moving towards Huambo.” 
 
    Akili smiled. “It couldn't have been the same car. The lady was driving in the other direction. Are you sure about the time.” 
 
    “It is possible is was not the same car. I am sure of the time because it was shortly after I arrived here for work.” 
 
    Akili paused. Ten o'clock; the time was all wrong. This man hadn't past an abandoned car when cycling to work even though Dominica would have been on the road much earlier, but he had seen a similar car travelling in the opposite direction soon afterwards. “I suppose you couldn't see who was driving this red car that passed here?” 
 
    The man slowly shook his head and looked sad again. 
 
    Then another thought struck Akili. “This red car… Was it travelling alone?” 
 
    “No sir. There was another car following it; a bigger truck from the mine.” 
 
    * 
 
    He’d driven on to the mine and the receptionist had looked surprised and denied seeing Dominica yesterday. Of course, she could have gone to the mine and not entered reception at all. Maybe she was at the rock face. 
 
    “I don’t think so,” said the girl. “They’re blasting down there today. No visitors are allowed.” 
 
    As if on cue, a loud explosion had shook the air and he’d felt the ground beneath his feet tremble. A terrible thought had struck him and he’d explained his concern to the girl, but nothing came of it. They stopped blasting and conducted a search of the area, but found nothing. 
 
    What if he was making all this fuss for nothing? Perhaps she was somewhere else entirely. The library or the village clinic. Perhaps she’d gone to Femi’s villa or decided to try and find Van Dijk in Huambo. Or maybe she’d been involved in an accident and was sitting in the hospital waiting room, or unconscious. Perhaps she was at the police station. 
 
    He did his best for the rest of the day and visited all the possible places she could have gone, but his heart wasn't in the search. The anomaly of finding her car earlier that day and the conflicting report from the boy at the farm suggested that none of these other explanations was likely. Finally, he’d gone back to Femi’s club. If she really had disappeared, it was a sure thing that Femi knew where she was, but equally sure was the fact that asking him directly would be pointless; worse than pointless because it would alert him that he was the prime suspect. 
 
    The club was similar to the one in Cape Town club that he’d already had the ‘privilege’ of visiting with Dominica: busy, noisy, and sexy. The girls all seemed happy enough with their lot. Even the one in the hall’s centre amongst the shrubs hadn’t complained, but had just looked at him with open mouth. Admittedly, she was acting a little frenzied at the time, but then she did have a customer behind her. Pretty thing; why they choose such a profession was beyond him, but it was none of his business. 
 
    He had no choice but to wait until morning, this morning, to see if she turned up at the airport for the early flight to Luanda. He hadn’t long to wait; it was already past four in the morning when he’d left the club and he was at the airport by six-thirty. It was now eight and she hadn’t appeared. Rather than just being a person whose whereabouts was unknown, Dominica Roberts was now a person who was not where they said they'd be. She’d become a fully-fledged missing person. 
 
    His next stop was Huambo Police Headquarters: the Polícia Nacional de Angola. Captain Pillay was unimpressed. 
 
    “She has been missing for only one night?” 
 
    “You're missing the point. She was dropped off at the airport yesterday morning, but no-one has seen her since. She never made it inside.” 
 
    “So… She decided to go somewhere else, see more of our beautiful city.” 
 
    “I don’t think so. She is a high profile British Banking Official here in Angola assessing the viability of an international deal with regard to the Capasimba Mine.” He knew he was ‘gilding the lily’ somewhat, but if it will make Pillay take notice… 
 
    Pillay suddenly started taking notice. “The Capasimba… Is that not Mr Desmond Femi’s mine. Has she met Mr Femi?” 
 
    “She had been dining with him at his villa and…” 
 
    “Desmond Femi?” The police captain looked pensive. “Have you discussed this apparent disappearance with Mr Femi?” 
 
    “Of course I have. He claims to know nothing about it.” 
 
    “I see,” said the captain and Akili thought perhaps he did, but wasn’t at all sure of the consequence of his improved vision. “I suggest, Mr Brilhante, that you wait the usual three days to see whether the young lady returns and, if she is still absent after that time, you will be permitted to submit a missing person’s report which, I can assure you, will be acted upon with all promptitude.” 
 
    ‘Promptitude’… Akili scoffed at the odd choice of word in his head. He wasn’t even convinced it was a proper word. He hadn't had the opportunity to tell the police officer about her abandoned hire car, but had the distinct impression that the news wouldn't be welcomed. Further discussion was obviously pointless. What was also pertinent was his feeling that submitting the missing person’s report in three days’ time would be equally pointless now that Captain Pillay was aware that the main character in Dominica’s disappearance was Desmond Femi. The man’s influence was evidently strong amongst Angola’s finest. 
 
    Akili rose, thanked Captain Pillay for his kind attention and advice, and left. Back at his hotel, he placed a call to London. Simon answered. 
 
    “Mr Brilhante. Good morning. My name is Simon Kant and I’m Dominica’s London Co-ordinator for this project. I trust all is well in Africa.” 
 
    “No,” said Akili emphatically. “It is not. May I ask if you have heard from Miss Dominica Roberts in the last twenty-four hours?” 
 
    Simon picked up on the serious tone in his voice straight away. “I haven’t,” he said. “Hold the line and I shall ask if anyone else has received word.” Akili suddenly found himself on hold and waited patiently for nearly three minutes before Simon’s voice reappeared. “There has been no contact with Dominica for the last two days.” 
 
    “In that case, I regret to inform you that you investigator is missing. She sent me a text message yesterday morning to say that instead of flying with me to Luanda, she had decided to make one final check. She did not specify what that check was to be and she hasn’t been heard from since. I have, of course, checked all the possible places she may have gone and reported her disappearance to the Angolan police, although they have declined to take any action at this time.” 
 
    Akili stopped talking and there was nothing but a deathly silence on the London end. Eventually, Simon’s voice was back. “What were the conclusions of her report? Did you uncover any potential difficulties with your investigation? Any reason that may account for her disappearance?” 
 
    “It is true to say that we were both uncomfortable with certain aspects of the mine, but had no physical evidence upon which to base our assessment. We had decided to await the publication of Mr Van Dijk’s geological survey before drawing any firm conclusions.” 
 
    “And Mr Van Dijk… Was he satisfied with his survey?” 
 
    “Ah… That is difficult to anticipate. Mr Van Dijk was not the most sociable of men and appeared to resent our presence. He would not discuss his work with us.” 
 
    “Ask him about Femi,” said a deep voice in the background. 
 
    “Mr Femi,” said Simon. “What is your opinion of him? Can he be trusted?” 
 
    “I regret that my opinion is that he cannot. I believe he is a scoundrel, but a very rich and powerful one. Without compelling evidence, I fear I will be unable to induce the police to act.” 
 
    “Mr Akili, I shall be on the Luandan flight today and with you in Huambo early tomorrow.” 
 
    “I don’t think that’s a good idea, Mr Kant,” said the deep voice at the London end. “We should inform the London police and leave it up to them to co-ordinate efforts to locate Dominica. What can you do out there? You're not a detective.” 
 
    “Mr Bateson, I insist. If you won’t authorise my visit, then I shall go on my own volition.” 
 
    There was a few moments of silence and then the deep voice was on the line. “Mr Brilhante. I’m Bateson, the bank’s CEO. I’m sending Mr Kant over to Huambo to co-ordinate with you in this matter and would be grateful if you could assist him as necessary.” 
 
    “Of course, Mr Bateson. I am at your complete disposal.” 
 
    * 
 
    It seemed the weather was warming up. He guessed it must be at least 34 Celsius and it wasn’t even noon. Akili lay on his stomach amongst the vegetation above Femi’s villa gazing at the whitewashed stone building through binoculars. There had been little movement since he’d arrived there an hour before: a maid arrived followed by the chauffeur driving up half an hour back. There was always the chance that Femi was keeping Dominica here at the villa, but how could he tell? 
 
    At noon, he rolled onto his back to take another swig of water, but swung back rapidly when he heard a call. The chauffeur had left the house and was climbing into the big Toyota followed, a few seconds later, by Femi and his maid-come-assistant Lesedi. There was no sign of Dominica. 
 
    Akili watched them drive away. It was pointless trying to follow them; by the time he’d run back to the car and driven the rough track down to the main highway, they'd be long gone. Anyway, what if they’d left Dominica at the villa? If that was the case, he reasoned, they wouldn’t be away for long. He settled back down to count the minutes until their return. 
 
    But Dominica wasn’t at the villa. Femi was on his way to collect her and he wasn’t planning on returning any time soon. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 11 
 
   Dominica was awoken by the rattle of the key and gazed into blinding sunlight at Femi standing in the doorway. 
 
    “I thought you might be hungry,” he said conversationally. She was and had a raging thirst. She sat up on the bunk and allowed him to remove the penis gag that was blocking her mouth. Her jaw ached and it was some time before she could move it easily and drink from the proffered water bottle that Femi was holding. 
 
    “Would you like some biltong?” Femi held out a strip of dried smoked beef. 
 
    “Yes,” said Dominica in a quiet voice and then realised that her voice was back to normal. “What’s going to happen to me?” 
 
    Femi smiled, but didn’t answer her question directly. Instead he asked, “Did you enjoy last night? I thought it might appeal to your more submissive side.” 
 
    She just stared at him. A response would bestow too much credibility on such an absurd question. 
 
    “Well, never mind. I have a plan to help you in that respect.” 
 
    “Am I going to be a captive sex slave from now on?” 
 
    “It’s only a question of semantics. In a few days from now, I expect you to need only the minimum of restraints, may be even none at all. To a large extent, you will be able to choose how you spend your time. Would you define that as slavery?” 
 
    “I can go home if I want?” 
 
    “You may not want to, but in the meantime, there’s someone else I would like you to meet. Turn around and I’ll unlock your wrists. I’ll need to re-cuff them again in front, but at least you'll be able to eat.” 
 
    She complied and Femi relocked the handcuffs in front of her. She was no fool. He’d added kidnap and rape to conspiracy to defraud and saw little chance of him allowing her to return to London. In fact, she was somewhat surprised to find herself still alive considering all the stories she’d heard about girls being abducted and murdered in Angola and wished with all her heart she’d paid more attention to Akili. 
 
    She sat on the bunk and gnawed at the biltong. Asking further questions of Femi was worse than useless. He would only tell her what he thought she should hear and he’d do that without her prompting. Outside the sunlight illuminated coarse bush and dry earth with acacia trees screening any distant vista. She briefly considered trying to catch him off-guard; push him to the floor as she made a break, slamming the door behind her before he had a chance to recover. She discounted it for a multitude of reasons: he was much stronger than she and unlikely to be alone; acting submissive may cause him to relax his vigilance which could be useful later; and anyway, the door key was no longer in the lock. 
 
    “More biltong?” he asked. 
 
    Lesedi and Lethabo were waiting just outside the door when she and Femi finally emerged. She’d pulled the blanket around herself before leaving the cell and he’d not objected, but, although he’d not replaced her gag, her ankles were still hobbled. Lesedi was her usual supercilious self and grinned when she locked the leash to her nipple chain with a small padlock. Dominica clutched the thin chain to stop her pulling, but knew it was nothing but a token gesture. 
 
    They led her to the Toyota Land Cruiser and opened a back door. Lesedi climbed in beside her and locked the other end of the leash to the front seat head restraint. 
 
    “Purely a precaution, of course,” said Femi and climbed into the front passenger seat. That left Lethabo to drive. He’d not said a word, but seemed to know exactly where they were going. Without going back onto the surfaced road, he followed a track that headed out into the bush, winding between copses of stunted trees and across dry gullies. They drove in near silence seeing neither person nor beast in the heat haze and the sun was low in the sky by the time they arrived at their destination some hours later: a small clearing surrounded by thorn trees where there stood a single round, thatched hut. It was perhaps three metres in diameter with a wide doorway and no windows. 
 
    Before the hut was an old man sitting on a log and poking at a small fire with a stick. He barely moved as the vehicle stopped in a cloud of red dust and the men climbed out. Lethabo spoke quietly to the old man who didn’t seem to acknowledge his presence and then he and Femi began unloading bags. Meanwhile, Lesedi unlocked Dominica and led her to the base of a tree on the edge of the clearing, relocking the leash around a thick root. 
 
    Over the next hour and a half, Femi and Lethabo assembled two tents complete with camp kitchen and sleeping bunks, Lesedi began heating a pre-prepared meal and the old man heaped more wood onto his fire. At dusk, Femi brought Dominica a plate of pasta with beef and a large mug of coffee and then left her to her own thoughts again. The surreal atmosphere continued with the old man sitting sullenly by himself until finally he disappeared into his hut and Femi’s party opened a bottle of wine. 
 
    It was another hour before anything else happened. By then, the moonless sky was arrayed with a myriad of stars and the light from the fire illuminated the surrounding thorn trees, leaving all beyond as black as pitch. Femi forced the gag back into Dominica’s mouth, pulled away her blanket, unlocked the chain and, with Lethabo at his side and Lesedi following, guided her towards the hut. Inside was the old man illuminated by the dancing flames of his fire. He was clothed in a cloak of feathers, wore an antelope’s head as a hat and had painted his face with an orange and white pattern that resembled the markings of a leopard. He waved a short stick topped with a spray of feathery multi-coloured plumes at his guests while his wild eyes flashed yellow with the reflected flames of his fire. 
 
    Dominica stopped dead and stared. The old man gave a spine-tingling scream, waved his stick, and jumped at her causing her to leap back against Lethabo who pushed her forward again. The man turned away and danced on rather stiff legs in a wide arc around the inside of his hut until he stood with staring eyes and raised hands behind a thin post erected in the hut’s centre. Dominica took one look at the post and turned to flee, but strong hands caught her shoulders and, between Femi and Lethabo, they lifted her off her feet and carried her bodily into the hut. 
 
    She was wriggling like a hooked fish as they carried her towards the post, a 5 cm thick wooden stake buried securely in the hard earth and standing a metre high. It had been carved with a spherical tip above a series of rounded bands and painted in garish colours so that it looked like a column of toy balls balanced one on top of the other. 17 cm from its tip, the post had been notched and whittled to accommodate a short stubby branch that protruded some 8 cm horizontally from the front of the main post and then the whole top section had been liberally smeared with what looked like a red fatty paste. 
 
    With muffled shrieks and an impended sense of inevitability, they lifted her over the post and slowly lowered her into position until she was standing on tiptoe. Lethabo raised her cuffed hands above her head and tied them to a cord that was hanging from the roof structure and then both men and Lesedi stood back to examine their captive. Dominica was staring back with frightened eyes flicking between Femi and the old man who’d now restarted his jerky dance routine. 
 
    “Have fun,” said Femi. “I think you're going to find this whole experience quite stimulating.” 
 
    Both men chuckled and turned to go, but Lesedi moved closer to place a hand on Dominica’s abdomen and her mouth next to Dominica’s ear. “Feel good, does it kontie? Feel good to be full up? After tonight you won’t ever want to be without it,” and she patted her firmly between her legs to make her jump on the imprisoning post. 
 
    Dominica felt the ribbed column move inside her and groaned inwardly as her tormentors left her to the ministrations of the shaman, slowly sinking lower until all but her heels were on the ground and the stubby branch protruding between her legs was pressing firmly against her clitoris. The rings through her labia were hanging either side of the post and clicked against the shaft if she wriggled and she then realised that she couldn't help wriggling. She was feeling a prickling sensation inside that was just enough to elicit the occasional involuntary jump and shudder. 
 
    In London, she’d enjoyed the sense of helpless servitude her evenings at the night club had given her. Even at Femi’s club in Huambo, she’d initially revelled in the intimate touches she’d been obliged to endure. Safe touches… Despite all her nakedness, her body’s secrets had been safely locked away beyond the reach of even the most dextrous patron. She hadn’t been able to control the touches, but it hadn’t mattered. What was the worst that could happen? 
 
    Then Femi had shown her just how helpless she could be; how utterly powerless to control the most intimate of approaches. Locked into the pillory, she’d rapidly sunk into a subconscious state where her primeval instincts had taken over her bodily reactions to conserve sanity and life. She had become the slave girl of her wildest dreams; a body without self-will; an empty vessel that men could fill as they pleased; installed in the contraption in the most erotic manner for the singular purpose of pleasuring strangers. 
 
    In her mind, she’d fought against the overwhelming stimulations assaulting her body, but her mind had been too weak, nature too well evolved. Millenniums of evolution had tuned her body to seek out such stimulations as encouragement to procreate and rewarded her for the effort with breath-stopping convulsions and a dopamine hit to the brain that had the power to turn night into day. Last night, trapped in the pillory, her body had betrayed her with a string of such orgasms, spontaneous and inappropriate, but nevertheless devastating. She’d felt her nipples harden, her labia and clitoris swell with engorged blood, and her vaginal tract flood with oleaginous secretions. It was if her body was actively encouraging the assaults and, in a way, it was. It wasn’t what she would have chosen, what her mind would have chosen, but it was her body’s choice. 
 
    Now the assaults continued. She was afraid and didn’t know what to expect. If she moved, the thick post moved within her, its convoluted profile stimulating the nerve ends within her sex and reproducing the intimate touch of a lover. And then there was the tingling. The red paste that the shaman had spread over the phallus was irritating and a prickling, crawling sensation was building within her and beginning to overwhelm her. With a muted shriek, she jumped on the post with a sudden itch and felt the tower of balls slide from her only to power back inside and her clitoris smack against the stubby side branch; a ‘clit stop’ Femi had called it. 
 
    She stood before the dancing flames staring at the bright embers and rising sparks. Here she didn’t feel safe. Here, she truly was helpless and the intimate touches were now caused by the knobbly post trapped inside her sex and pressing against her clit, the stimulations by her incessant movements on the post in her attempts to quell the ever-increasing itch. 
 
    Suddenly, the shaman was in front of her holding up an earthenware dish. With another blood-curdling scream, he blew blue dust into her face. 
 
    * 
 
    Dawn broke quickly with the sun flooding the sparse land with a clear, sharp light. Femi ducked through the flap of his tent and peered into the old man’s hut. He was still there, sitting on his haunches and rocking back and forth before Dominica. She was still there too, but not standing with her wrists tied to the roof; she was now kneeling on the hut’s dusty floor and leaning forward on stiff arms. For an instant, he thought the post had been removed altogether, but it was not so. It was still buried vertically in the ground and Dominica was still sitting on it, but instead of being a metre tall, the post was now no more than a third of that height. 
 
    Femi stared totally confused. Was it the same post? Had the shaman cut and reburied it lower, or had it merely magically sunk slowly into the earth? In any event, there didn’t seem to be any reason why Dominica didn’t just stand up and walk away, but she didn’t… 
 
    Her body was now a patchwork of different colours: red, yellow, blue and purple. In addition, there were white hand prints overlaid on the rainbow hues over her breasts, stomach, inner thighs and the cheeks of her bottom. 
 
    The shaman, engrossed in his trance-like state, had his eyes closed and was murmuring an unintelligible monologue. Dominica was watching him intently, but then noticed Femi. She turned her head and stared at him with wide eyes and open mouth, but made no attempt to speak even though the old man had removed her gag. 
 
    As Femi watched, the man’s eyes flickered open and he reached out to hold her chin and direct her gaze back to him. Her eyes became misty and heavy-lidded and intelligence seemed to drift away as his hypnotic intonations continued. He dipped his finger into a bowl of clear liquid at his elbow and touched her tongue. She groaned and sucked on the finger and her hips started moving on the entrapped post, slowly rising and then dropping back to reseat the post, refill her vaginal canal, and boost her libido. He pulled his finger from her mouth to hold her face in both hands and for long moments they seemed to move as one, the shaman rocking slowly back and forth whilst Dominica followed him pivoting on stiff arms with her hips slowly rising and falling behind her. 
 
    Then he stood. From his feathery cloak sprung an erection and Dominica stared at it for long moments before lifting her hands and guiding him into her mouth. 
 
    It was then the old man noticed his audience watching them from the doorway. Holding up one white painted finger in an obscene gesture towards Femi, he reached out to dislodge the woven grass screen over the door and as it dropped, Femi had a glimpse of Dominica with her eyes closed, plunging her head back and forth to drive the shaman deep into her throat. 
 
    * 
 
    By mid-morning, Femi, Lethabo and Lesedi had eaten their breakfast and packed up their tents. The shaman’s hut was still screened and all was quiet within. Lesedi was looking bored. She was standing with her back to the embers of the fire and gazing at the distant hills just visible above the foliage as the fresh morning breeze tugged at the hem of her short, dark frock. Femi wanted to leave too, but was reluctant to disturb those within. Lethabo solved the problem by calling out in an unfamiliar language. The screen was lifted and hooked above the doorway, and the shaman emerged. 
 
    “Tell him we’ll be back in four days,” said Femi and Lethabo translated. The Shaman made a series of small, high pitched squeaks and clicks that Femi, although he couldn’t speak it, knew belonged to the Bantu language called gciriku of Botswana and Namibia. 
 
    Lethabo turned to Femi and said, “He understands.” 
 
    Behind them, Lesedi noticed Dominica inside the hut. She was still kneeling over the short post, but now the old man had tied strings from her fingertips to the hut walls to either side to keep her arms spread. It was an attraction that Lesedi couldn’t resist. 
 
    She picked her way round the men, stepping carefully in shoes unsuitable for the terrain and squatted before Dominica. “Well, kontie. How do you feel now?” 
 
    “Why… Why can’t I stop?” 
 
    “It’s who you are now; get used to it. Feels good, does it not?” 
 
    “It’s wrong… I know it’s wrong, but it doesn’t feel wrong.” 
 
    “No...” said Lesedi. “Well, the shaman’s only just started. I’m sure things will be much clearer in a few days. We’re going home for a bit and we’ll see you in three or four days. Meanwhile, enjoy your, er, post. I can see it’s already a firm favourite.” 
 
    She watched Dominica’s hips, pinned by the kontie post, slowly undulating to slide her clitoris from side to side over the clit stop on the post’s front face. If she tried, she could probably rise from the post, but she showed no sign of wanting that. Instead, her eyelids were beginning to flicker. Lesedi reached out as a parting gesture to squeeze Dominica’s left breast, her posture made the unprotected target just too tempting, but the effect was surprising. Dominica was suddenly wide awake. 
 
    “I want to stop. Please help me to stop.” 
 
    Lesedi snatched a quick glance over her shoulder, worried that she’d upset a finely tuned conditioning program, but Femi and Lethabo were still packing the car and the shaman was dozing quietly. 
 
    “Shhh sweetie. There’s no need to stop. It feels much too good for that, doesn’t it? You just sit there and enjoy yourself and we’ll come back and see you soon.” Her eyelids started to close again. “There… That’s much better. You just have a little wiggle; try and scratch that annoying little itch...” 
 
    “Come on, Lesedi. We’re leaving.” 
 
    Lesedi stood and Dominica’s eyes opened again to silently watch her walk away, but there was little evidence of intelligence in the look. Lesedi clambered back into the Toyota to join the others and the old man opened half an eye to watch them depart. He’d removed his antelope hat and the feathered cloak was beginning to look a bit bedraggled. 
 
    Lesedi looked through the rear window as the bizarre scene receded, soon to be lost amongst the coarse vegetation. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 12 
 
   Akili had stayed at his post all through the afternoon and most of the night, only giving up at three in the morning to return to his hotel to shower and change before meeting Simon Kant at the airport. The plane was due in just after 7 am and he was waiting, as promised, for the Boeing 737 to land. He looked fresh and alert even if he felt half-dead and starving hungry. 
 
    Simon, walking from the Arrivals Hall, was unmistakable. He was young and fresh-faced wearing newly laundered blue jeans and a white shirt and carrying a small suitcase. More importantly, he was the only European on the flight. 
 
    “Akili,” said Akili and held out his hand. 
 
    “Simon Kant,” and he briefly shook the proffered hand. “Simon,” he said as an afterthought. “Any word yet?” 
 
    Akili updated him about the last twenty-one hours as they walked to the car. The news wasn’t good. 
 
    “So what do you think has happened to her?” 
 
    “I think she stumbled across something that could potentially sink the acquisition. Everything we discovered suggested the mine was a strong bet: the last few years production figures and financial returns are all fairly good and consistent. Femi himself couldn’t have been more helpful. He has supplied everything we asked for and more. The only adverse thing that’s happened was this Dutchman Van Dijk. He was a most obnoxious character and would have nothing to do with us. I know Dominica tried to ask him about potential ore deposits, but he cut her off; told her she’d have to wait for his report.” 
 
    “Okay,” said Simon. “You think she’s been abducted to prevent her scuppering the deal. That means Femi must have her.” His face dropped and he added quietly, “Or he has already disposed of her.” 
 
    “I’m afraid that is a possibility, however, she is a young and very attractive white girl. Such individuals are valuable assets in West Africa.” 
 
    “You mean he might try to traffic her; sell her on to a brothel or some rich man as a sort of sex slave.” 
 
    “I’m afraid it’s the best that we can hope for. It’s not exactly unknown in this part of the world. Slavery was only formally outlawed in Nigeria, for instance, in 1936 and Nigeria was by no means the worst offender. It was a way of life for millions until relatively recently.” 
 
    “Well, if we think Femi has her, can’t we just tell the police?” 
 
    Akili smiled. “Mr Femi is a very important man. The police here respect that sort of importance and even if we had proof of his guilt, they would be much more likely to lose the proof that arrest the man. After all, what benefit is it to them to lose one of their best financial supporters.” 
 
    “You think he bribes them?” 
 
    “Of course he bribes them. They allow him to do what he likes in his club, transport what he likes across national borders, and declare what he likes to the government in Luanda as long as he has their best interests at heart when it comes to payday. No, Mr Kant, we must be a bit more circumspect than that if we are to locate Miss Roberts.” 
 
    “What will he do with her?” 
 
    “Ah… There we have some historical precedents. Most girls that are abducted just find their way into small-town brothels here in Angola, the Congo or Namibia, but with a few, the cream so to speak, more care is taken with their preparation and they are destined for more exclusive markets. Dominica is white and that not only makes her very valuable, but also makes her very conspicuous. Therefore, it becomes even more important to prepare her properly.” 
 
    “Please, stop speaking in riddles and tell me what they’ll do to her.” 
 
    “They don’t want her screaming that she’s been abducted all the time or trying to escape. They want her happy and content to do the work they will have bought her for and they’ll use traditional methods to get her addicted to the cock.” 
 
    “The cock?” 
 
    “Yes…  Once properly conditioned, it is not unknown for some of these girls to become hysterical if they find themselves ‘unoccupied’. They feel unsafe…” 
 
    Simon shook his head in disbelief. “You're saying that Femi intends to get Dominica addicted to sex so she’ll be happy and content in a brothel.” 
 
    “Not just addicted to sex; addicted to cock. These girls need the sensation of a cock inside them, or something very like one, all the time. Without it, they become anxious and irrational, tearful and afraid. They're unable to function properly and their one aim in life becomes the fulfilling of their all-consuming need. A fixed dildo will make them passive and content when they're not working, like a baby’s dummy acts as a pacifier, but, when deprived of their comforter, their one aim becomes to find a man.” 
 
    “But it just isn’t possible.” 
 
    “Mr Kant, this is Africa. This is where humans evolved, where whole nations were enslaved, millions of women used as sex slaves. Are you a Christian, Mr Kant? Do you read the Bible? If you did, you would know that Moses had a war with the Midianites even though his own wife was of that tribe. He won and this mild-mannered man, this hero of the Old Testament, ordered his soldiers to kill every man, woman and boy-child of that land, but told them that they could keep any girls that they found for themselves so long as they were still virgins; they found 32000 of them.” Akili looked at Simon’s disbelieving face. “Slavery was normality in North and West Africa long before Europeans started buying slaves from African traders to populate their cotton plantations and you may be assured that it is still thriving to this day. 
 
    “Africans have a long history of keeping slaves; they know how to prepare them and how to control them using techniques you can only imagine. If we are to stand any hope of finding Dominica, we need to recruit someone more powerful than our opponents.” 
 
    “But you tell me that Femi has the entire Angolan police force on his side.” 
 
    “Precisely,” said Akili. “We need to get to Lobito and the fastest way to do that is in the car.” 
 
    * 
 
    Lobito is a coastal town some 300 km from Huambo along paved, primary roads and takes about 4.5 hours to drive. Of course, Simon wanted to know the plan. Why the journey? What or who is in Lobito? But Akili kept repeating that he’d find out soon enough and, in any case, they had no option. By late afternoon, they were passing through the dry, barren hills that served as suburbs for the town. Foot-worn tracks laced together the grey stone shacks that littered the hillsides in random patterns, their tin roofs weighed down by concrete blocks. It was here that Akili veered off the main road and took a gravel track running north along the ridge of the coastal hills. To the left of them, the grass covered earth sloped gently in a series of undulating waves until it dropped away suddenly, falling steeply down limestone cliffs to the surf washed rocks fifty metres below. 
 
    They drove on for another ten kilometres before the track wound down the hillside in a series of tight bends and onto the flat floor of a river valley. The river was little more than a muddy stream, but it supported a few palm trees amongst the thorn bushes. There Akili stopped outside a stone hut indistinguishable from the shacks on the hillside. Its entrance door was open wide and the window shutters were folded back to show a dark, featureless interior. 
 
    Akili just looked at Simon and said, “We have arrived.” 
 
    “What are we doing here?” 
 
    “It’s someone I was introduced to as a child twenty-five years ago. I haven’t seen him since and he’s now a bit of a recluse, but in some circles he’s still well-known.” Akili hesitated and then said, “Please, when you see him, don’t say anything. Nothing at all…” 
 
    They walked from the bright sunlight through the doorway and into the dim interior. Simon could just make out a doorway into a second room, a cooking stove under the open window, and a small table on the opposite wall. Everything else was in shadow. 
 
    “I see you, Akili,” said a high pitched voice from the shadows. 
 
    “Feiticeiro,” murmured Akili and bowed his head. 
 
    “Come, Take a seat, you and your white friend. Have a beer.” 
 
    As Simon’s eyes adjusted for the light, he saw a small man with long, straggly hair lazing on a low bunk. He wore torn jeans and a grey rag that used to be a t-shirt, and he was holding a bottle of cheap, Angolan beer. 
 
    Akili and Simon tentatively sat on a second bunk opposite the man, but neither made any move towards the crate of beer at the man’s feet. “We have come to ask your help,” said Akili. 
 
    “My help…” The man started chuckling and it sounded like a dry cackling noise overlaid with static. “Of course I shall help you. Anything you want.” 
 
    Simon looked at Akili who shook his head and whispered “He’s being sarcastic.” 
 
    “This man is called Simon Kant and he’s from England. We have had a woman stolen from us, an Englishwoman. She has been taken away and, we believe, turned into a kontie using magic.” 
 
    “Ah… Many girls become kontie. I am busy. I have no time for your adventures.” 
 
    “We will pay you well.” 
 
    “Why do I need your money?” The little man jumped to his feet and drew himself up to his full height of 140 cm. Then he started coughing and sat down again. 
 
    “Feiticeiro, we have no-one else we can turn to.” 
 
    “Feiticeiro… People round here know me as Cid when they talk to me.” He took another long swig of beer and flopped back against the wall. “Go and find yourselves another woman. That one has gone.” 
 
    “Please. You used to be a good friend.” 
 
    “I used to be many things. Now I am just tired. Now go. Leave me,” and he closed his eyes, the beer bottle cradled in his gnarled hands. 
 
    Akili looked despondently at Simon and turned, but Simon stood his ground. 
 
    “Sir,” he said. “I know nothing of these things and I know nothing of you, but Akili had faith in you, so I do too. This woman is my friend and she is very dear to me. Just tell me where they have taken her and I will follow and take her back.” 
 
    “And you will fail. She will not go with you now. Her mind has been turned and she now has more pressing needs to attend to.” 
 
    “Are you able to clear her mind and return her to me?” The little man just stared at Simon and refused to answer him. “Feiticeiro. That’s a Portuguese word isn’t it? It means Sorcerer. You must be a great man. I would consider it an honour to count you as my friend.” 
 
    “So, Simon Kant… From where was your friend taken?” 
 
    “From Huambo. We believe she was taken by a man called Desmond Femi.” 
 
    “I have heard of him. We will talk with Desmond Femi. Come.” Feiticeiro Cid jumped to his feet and just for an instant his eyes flashed bright yellow with the reflected sunlight from the open doorway. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 13 
 
   Lethabo steered the Land Cruiser along the dry gulley and up over its far bank to emerge once more in the small copse of thorn trees. The track threaded its way between rocky boulders and tree stumps until the shaman’s thatched hut came into view in its small clearing. The man was sitting just as they’d first seen him, lugubriously poking his fire with a stick, but now there was a small pony tethered to a stake near the hut. Dominica was nowhere to be seen. 
 
    Lethabo climbed out of the vehicle and knelt next to the man. He was speaking to him slowly, trying to emulate the strange clicking and clucking sounds the man was making, but his lack of proficiency was evident from the confusion that kept sweeping across his face. Then, quite unexpectedly, a stranger appeared from the vegetation and approached Lethabo. He was black; a big man with a belly that stretched his grubby t-shirt and hung over the belt of his patched jeans. He introduced himself as the shaman’s nephew. 
 
    He and Lethabo left the old man to tend his fire in peace and returned to the vehicle and Femi. “Good day, Mr Femi. I am called Kenneth; the old man is my uncle. Your woman is with my son in the exercise pit. Come; I will show you.” 
 
    Femi and Lesedi alighted and followed Lethabo and Kenneth back along the path. Three hundred paces away, Dominica stood patiently while a young boy held up a plastic water bottle so she could drink. Physically she looked unchanged: her hair was still black and formed a ball of tight curls about her head, her skin was still the rich, ebony colour, and her lips were still plump and inviting, darker than her skin but not as dark as her teats and areolae. She appeared more alert than when they'd last seen her and watched their approach with interest. 
 
    She was naked apart from, ironically, the patent leather shoes she wore at the club, now looking almost red with the dust. She was standing behind a chest-high, horizontal spar, part of a cruciform arrangement of spars that were fixed to a vehicle wheel that was, in turn, pivoted on an old axle partially buried vertically in the hard earth. On the far end of the opposite spar was a donkey with the wooden spar tied securely to its harness. The animal waited, head down, quietly chewing on hay that was spouting from the top of a small oil drum. 
 
    “She’s a fine woman,” said Kenneth as they approached. “Are you prepared to sell her?” 
 
    Femi shook his head. “I have plans for Miss Roberts. Is she ready?” 
 
    “No. Not ready. She needs at least one more day to be sure.” 
 
    Femi gazed at Dominica as she stared back at him. It was obvious that she recognised him and Lesedi, but communication was not high on her agenda at that moment; she had other things on her mind. 
 
    She was standing with her ankles side by side and her arms wrapped together behind her back, hands to elbows and bound with black duct tape. She was unable to move because her nipple rings had been lashed securely to the spar at her chest. The young boy placed the water bottle on the earth behind him and instead picked up a tin can containing the red, fatty paste. He knelt on the ground in front of her and reached between her legs to touch the post that was impaling her sex, the same post with its column of coloured ribs that she was originally mounted on four days before in the shaman’s hut. Now it had been shortened so that it only reached just below her knees when fully embedded. And fully embedded was its default position, held there by rubber bungee cords that passed through a hole bored through the shaft just below the wooden stubby branch under her clitoris and hooked, front and back, onto a leather belt about her waist. 
 
    The boy pulled the post down a few centimetres to expose much of its profiled phallic section and Dominica groaned. He grinned, dipped his hand into the red paste can and spread fresh paste up the corrugated section. Then he let go and the post rose rapidly upwards, propelled by the bungees. Dominica groaned again and closed her eyes. 
 
    “Doesn’t she become numb with all this attention?” asked Lesedi. 
 
    “No miss. If anything, it’s the opposite. The paste not only keeps her lubricated, but it stimulates her nerves. It prickles all the time and she wants to keep it moving, and the more she does that, the more her craving builds.” 
 
    Lesedi grinned. “The cock spell…” 
 
    “Yes miss. My uncle is very clever. He knows the old spells of his grandfathers. He knows how to prepare a girl so that she cannot live without it. It makes her feel secure and safe, it sustains her and completes her, makes her feel whole. After the spell is finished, she will make you the perfect ‘kontie te huur’.” 
 
    “Will she still have orgasms?” 
 
    “Oh yes, miss. Lots of orgasms,” said Kenneth. “Every time she has orgasms. More orgasms that a normal girl would have in many lifetimes. She will have orgasms for many hours without ever pausing. So many orgasms her clit will grew as big as a parkia bean and peep from her sex. She will be able…” 
 
    “Okay… You can stop now. I get the picture. She’s going to be a busy girl…” 
 
    “She will be exactly as busy as her master says,” Kenneth added, his voice suddenly low and ominous. 
 
    The young boy was still squatting in front of Dominica checking the tightness of the leather straps about her ankles. Twelve centimetre long cords from the straps were tied to a ring on the lower end of her phallic shaft. While she stood with her ankles together, the shaft was seated deep inside her with its wooden clit stop pressing against her clitoris, but as soon as she started moving her feet apart, the cord between them tightened and begun dragging the shaft from her. As she walked, so the cords tightened cyclically causing the phallus to bounce rhythmically inside her. 
 
    “She’s a pretty lady,” said the young boy to his father gazing up at the shaft with its stubby branch pressed deep into her vaginal cleft. His father just smiled. 
 
    “Time to start her exercise again,” he said and the lad jumped up and ran to the donkey. Much to the animal’s consternation, he whisked away the oil drum of hay and gave it a sharp slap on its rump. The donkey brayed and set off on its circular path with a lazy, ambling gait. At the other end of the shaft, Dominica was suddenly pulled by her tits and lurched forward. The kontie shaft was snatched from her as her hobble snapped taut, slid back into her as her ankles crossed, only to be pulled out again as she took her second pace. 
 
    Her eyes fixed on Lesedi’s as she struggled past and then she was away, walking slowly around the large arc dictated by the rotating spars. The little party watched her retreating back with sweat dribbling down the dark skin and the muscles in her flanks clenching with each step whilst her arms swung uselessly from side to side behind her with her forearms taped together. Below her, the phallus was bouncing energetically with every pace. 
 
    “Another day, you say?” asked Femi. 
 
    “Yes sir, another day and she will be fully prepared.” 
 
    “We have a long way to go tomorrow and no time to spare for her country strolls.” 
 
    “But sir, we cannot guarantee the result.” 
 
    “This isn’t the first time we’ve done this you know. I have an adapted seat in the car especially for her. By the time we reach our destination, she’ll be more than adequately conditioned, I assure you.” 
 
    * 
 
    Lethabo pitched their tents and prepared the camp for the night while Femi sat in a camp chair and read a book. Lesedi spent her afternoon with Kenneth sitting beside her watching Dominica being guided round the wide circle by her teats. 
 
    “My grandfather used to tell me of the times long ago when they had many girls attached to such a device, ten or twelve at a time. That was when we used to war with our neighbours and steal their women. After my grandfather prepared them, they would be given to our warriors and serve them well for many years.” 
 
    “The good old days, eh?” 
 
    “You shouldn’t mock, miss. These modern people, white people, they think they know everything there is to know. They make computers and satellites, and they think that’s all there is, but it isn’t. My uncle knows how to make a woman beg a man for attention; how to make her writhe at his feet like snake until he gives her the thing that she most desires. That’s what a true kontie is, miss. That’s what this woman will be.” 
 
    “I cannot wait,” said Lesedi with a broad grin. “Can he do that to any woman?” 
 
    “Oh yes, miss. Any woman. She will not be able to resist him. He’s a very clever man. He could do it to you.” 
 
    The grin fell from her face like a stone. “You be careful. I am not Mr Femi’s slave girl. I choose to be here. One word from me and Mr Femi could have you killed and fed to the hyenas.” 
 
    “I am sorry, miss. I did not mean to offend you. I only mentioned it because some girls enjoy the life of a kontie. They enjoy the rewards. Please forgive me.” 
 
    A serene look resettled on Lesedi’s face and she gazed once more at Dominica being forced to fuck herself while the young boy walked next to the donkey. “Tell me some more about the good old days, about your grandfather.” 
 
    “Yes miss. It was a long time ago. A long time before I was even born. My grandmother, she was a kontie, and my mother too. They would have been prepared on an exercise wheel like this. Not just like this, of course. It would not have had metal wheels and bearings like this one has, but it would have had a donkey and a boy, and the women would have felt the shaman’s kontie posts.” 
 
    Just then there was a loud ringing sound coming from the distant camp like a discordant gong. “Ah. That is my uncle. He is telling me that it is time to return the woman to the camp.” 
 
    The boy had heard it too and had stopped the donkey. Dominica was breathing hard and stared at Lesedi as she and Kenneth approached. The boy knelt at her feet to untie the cord from one of the ankle straps, unthreaded it from the base of the post, and then retied it back to her ankle. 
 
    “Are you having fun?” asked Lesedi. 
 
    Dominica looked at her and rationality seemed to creep back into her eyes. “Why are you doing this?” 
 
    “Why?” Lesedi nearly burst out laughing. “It’s to turn you into a willing slave girl so that Mr Femi can get a good price for you.” 
 
    “It won’t work,” she said as her eyes settled coldly on the coloured girl. “I am not one of your superstitious village girls. I don’t believe in magic.” 
 
    “Don’t you?” 
 
    It was at that precise moment that the boy unbuckled the belt from about her waist and the kontie post dropped from her to fall into Kenneth’s waiting hand. Dominica gave a pitiful cry that sounded like Nooo, but could have been just a surprised exclamation resulting from the sudden stimulus. Kenneth held it up to inspect the red paste mixed with a considerable amount of Dominica’s own secretions to make a frothy emulsion. The same material was running copiously down the inside of her thighs. 
 
    “Your uncle knows what he’s about,” cooed Lesedi watching Dominica’s fretful face as she stared at the phallus. “Just look at her now…” 
 
    “Don’t worry young lady,” said Kenneth. “I am going to prepare your bed. You will soon have this back.” At this, she tore her eyes from the post and turned her head away, but it fooled no-one. “My son will take you to your toilet and then you may eat and drink before bed.” He turned to his son. “You know what to do?” 
 
    “Yes father,” and Kenneth and Lesedi set off towards camp. Dominica watched them walk away with the shaman’s post with disquiet in her eyes. Unaware, the boy unlashed Dominica’s nipple rings from the spar and used the cords to fashion a double leash tied to her teats. “Come, pretty lady,” he said tugging the leash and Dominica stumbled forward on the hard parched ground in her unsuitable shoes. 
 
    * 
 
    Back at the camp, Lethabo had cooked a beef broth for everyone and the boy sat beside Dominica to feed her with a spoon. Her arms were still taped behind her back and all the while she looked about her like a frightened rabbit. After the meal, Kenneth stood to tell her it was time for her bed and she struggled to her feet. Her eagerness didn’t go unnoticed by either Femi or Lesedi and they grinned at each other as she followed Kenneth into the shaman’s hut. 
 
    Inside, her bedroll had been readied and the kontie post was lying along its centre line with the ring at its end now lashed to a peg in the earth. The bungee cords had been replaced by a thin chain through the hole in the shaft of the post. The leather belt was threaded through the chain’s end link and now lay open across the bunk. 
 
    “Lie on your belly,” said Kenneth, “And I will help you.” 
 
    Lesedi and Femi were both now standing in the doorway watching her, but she didn’t even notice. She knelt on the low bed and then flopped down prone with a leg either side of the post. Looking over her shoulder, she watched Kenneth spread more paste over the coloured phallus and then hold it still for her. Without being asked, she wriggled down the bunk impaling herself and her eyes glazed over. 
 
    Kenneth laid the loose length of chain between her buttocks and wrapped the belt about her waist, threading its end through another link. Once the belt had been buckled about her waist, although there was plenty of slack there was no way for her to fully remove herself from the phallus, but no-one present doubted that that thought had even entered her head. She was where she wanted to be for the present and closed her eyes ready for blessed sleep. 
 
    * 
 
    “Come on. Wake up,” called Lesedi and landed a sharp slap on Dominica exposed bottom. The sun was already streaming through the doorway and there was the smell of coffee brewing. Lesedi had already unbuckled the strap about her waist, but Dominica seemed reluctant to move. 
 
    “Come on,” she repeated and slapped her again to leave a blush red hand print on her dark skin. In the end, Lesedi unlashed the kontie post from its peg and yanked it from Dominica to elicit a loud squeal. “We’re moving on today. You're going for another ride and we've got you a special seat. You’ll love it.” 
 
    Dominica rolled from the bed and struggled to her feet. Lesedi tugged at the cords that were still tied to her nipple rings and led her into the daylight. 
 
    It took another hour for Lethabo to break camp and pack the SUV with the gear and the others spent their time finishing their breakfasts and making their own preparations. Lesedi had dressed for the journey in a bikini top, a short cotton skirt, wide sun hat and sunglasses and, although beside her Dominica was naked, Kenneth’s eyes were only for her. 
 
    All the while, the old shaman sat on his log staring at the embers. No-one spoke to him and he didn’t say anything. 
 
    “I hope you find she is to your satisfaction,” said Kenneth. “She is a fine woman and will make a good kontie. If there is anything more we can do for you, please let us know your requirements.” His eyes were still on Lesedi as he spoke. 
 
    “Yes…” said Femi drawing out the syllable into a long thought. “You have done well, Kenneth, you and your uncle. I shall transfer the usual amount into your account in the next few days.” 
 
    “Thank you sir. My uncle, too, is very grateful.” 
 
    His uncle looked at them with an expressionless gaze. 
 
    “Come. It is time we left.” 
 
    Femi led the way back to the Toyota with Lesedi leading Dominica. Dominica looked unsettled and constantly peered back over her shoulder. 
 
    “You're sitting in the back,” said Femi and Lethabo opened the tailgate. There was her ‘special’ seat facing backwards. It was an old fashioned moulded plastic chair that looked like it came from a work’s canteen. Beneath the seat swab, suspension consisted of four coil springs with no dampers and Femi demonstrated by pushing it; it bounced and swayed on its springs like a Jack-in-a-box. But that wasn’t the seat’s most striking features. The seat swab had been cut away until it was a ‘U’ shape with the cutaway section beneath Dominica’s crotch. It was there that a new phallus was fixed protruding above the seat by a few centimetres and supported by a rigid post screwed to the floor pan of the vehicle. This one was made of silicon rubber and was an excellent facsimile of a real penis with helmet shaped glans and a thick, veined shaft. In addition, at its base was a moulded cup that precisely matched the shape of Dominica’s pubic mound. 
 
    As Dominica watched, Lesedi spread a thick coating of paste on the phallus and then stood aside for Dominica to take her place. It wasn’t easy climbing into the back of the high vehicle with her arms linked behind her back and she needed some assistance even after her hobble had been untied, but watching her one might imagine that she was even anxious to take her seat. 
 
    “Put your arms over the back of the seat as you sit,” said Femi and she did as asked, lowering herself gingerly onto the rubber penis with a long sigh. The seat sank lower with her weight and was so unstable it would have tipped to the side if Dominica had not been pinned in position by the unyielding post. Lethabo retied the hobble cord from each ankle to a lashing point in the lower rear corners of the Toyota, spreading her legs wide to permit her some stability, but precluding the possibility of her rising of her own volition. However, just to make sure, there was a lap belt provided to keep her in contact with the plastic seat. She wiggled and gave an almost inaudible sigh as the familiar prickling sensation returned anew. 
 
    “You're going to really enjoy this trip,” taunted Lesedi. 
 
    “I… I don’t know what’s happening to me.” Dominica voice was weak and she was obviously confused. She didn’t mean that she didn’t know what was going to happen to her in the future. Her concern was more immediate than that; she didn’t know why she needed to feel the phallus. 
 
    Femi, however, was not quite finished. The leash cords were still hanging from her nipple rings and these he tied to more lashing anchors it the top corners of the vehicle as Dominica watched in silence. 
 
    “There. Ready to go,” he announced and closed the tailgate. They climbed aboard and Lethabo swung the vehicle in a tight turn, but before progressing faster than walking pace, they bumped over a rut and Dominica shrieked as her seat sank rapidly. Her tits were stretched as her seat dropped and the phallus plunged into her to its hilt, and the hilt in question in the form of the dished cup slapped hard against her pubis. Then the seat rebounded and oscillated a few cycles for good measure. 
 
    “Stop the car,” shouted Femi. He climbed down and opened the tailgate. “If you're going to make a noise over every little bump, then you can wear this,” and he pulled a leather hood over her head and tightened its straps to force a tube gag into her mouth. Now sightless, she shook her head feebly and groaned, sliding her tongue around the inside of the tube. “There…” he said pushing a cork into the end of the tube gag. “Silence is golden, so they say, and the hood should help you to focus. There’s just 1660 km to go. Enjoy…” 
 
    They set off again and the next rut they crossed, although producing a very similar response with the rear seating, only resulted in muted sound. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 14 
 
   Later that same evening, Simon, Akili and Feiticeiro Cid were re-entering Huambo in the hire car. Akili had booked them all into his hotel, a budget guest house on the outskirts of the town. They ate a light supper and decided to waste no time in confronted Femi. Unfortunately, Femi wasn’t home. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Sirs, I don’t know where Mr Femi has gone. He just told me that he will be away for two or three weeks.” 
 
    “Who was with him?” asked Akili. 
 
    “Miss Lesedi and his chauffeur Lethabo.” 
 
    “No-one else?” 
 
    “No Sir. I’m sorry Sir,” and she pushed the door closed. 
 
    Simon jammed his foot in it. “Who will know where he’s gone?” 
 
    The maid’s eyes flicked between Simon and Akili, and then settled on the little man standing at the back. “You might ask at the club, Sir. A man called Bruno might know; he’s the manager.” 
 
    Simon thanked the girl and removed his foot. Bruno turned out to be less congenial than Femi’s maid. 
 
    “He’s not here.” 
 
    “Where has he gone,” asked Akili. The man just shrugged and turned his back. 
 
    “I think he does know,” piped up Cid’s shrill voice. “I think he is so anxious to tell us that he’s getting hot.” Bruno stopped what he was doing a stood stock still. “Very hot,” added Cid. 
 
    Bruno turned. His face had turned a bright shade of puce, his eyes were bulging, and there was sweat running liberally down his cheeks from his fore head. 
 
    “This is Cid, by the way,” said Akili. “People who don’t know him very well call him Feiticeiro.” 
 
    “Nooo…” wailed Bruno and loosened several buttons on his shirt which was already soaked and sticking to his skin. “Please. I don’t know where he’s gone. He told me he’d be away for three weeks.” 
 
    “Has he taken the white girl?” 
 
    “He has. He has taken her, but she’s not white any more. He has stained her skin.” 
 
    “And what were his plans for her?” 
 
    He hesitated, gazing wide-eyed at the crowd that was gathering around him. Cid drew himself up to his full height and his intense stare intensified still more. “Soon, the floor will be so hot it might burn your feet.” 
 
    “No, please. No more. He was taking her to a shaman to be prepared as a kontie girl. After that, I don’t know where he was going.” 
 
    “Which shaman?” asked Cid, his shrill voice sounding almost casual in its request. 
 
    “Argh!” cried Bruno and started hopping. He hopped to a chair and sat heavily to lift both feet from the floor. “He didn’t say.” Cid’s stare suddenly flashed an unmistakable warning and Bruno hurriedly added, “He didn’t say, but he has used one before. He lives alone 60 km due east and a km south of a rocky outcrop with a large, flat stone at its peak. Please, I’ve told you all I know; don’t burn me, please…” 
 
    Cid looked at the other two and nodded. Then he looked at Bruno’s pleading face. “You will cool,” he said, turned his back, and walked slowly away, picking his path carefully between the taller, heavily encumbered waitresses. Simon looked at Akili and then they, too, hurried after Cid. 
 
    “We can’t leave until morning,” said Akili. “And then we will need a more suitable vehicle.” 
 
    “I agree,” said Simon. “Back to the hotel?” 
 
    At the hotel, they sat in the small lounge each with a bottle of American beer. 
 
    “All this… this has all happened because Dominica found out something about the mine that Femi didn’t want anyone to know. You were with her hours before she disappeared. Can you not remember anything that could explain this?” 
 
    “We were at the mine that day and in the evening she was writing her final report. Was there nothing in that?” asked Akili. 
 
    “She never sent it. It’s still in her laptop wherever that is.” He took another draft of beer and then sat up as an idea pinged into his head. “She backs up her files on the OneDrive. A copy of her report will be there.” He looked at his watch; nearly 9 pm. “It’s only eight in the UK. If I ring Bateson, he could get her OneDrive password from the safe.” 
 
    Bateson did not want to travel back to the office that evening, but to give him credit he understood the urgency of everything that was happening. Forty minutes later, Simon’s cell phone rang again and it was Bateson at the bank. He read out the password and then added that he’d spoken to the Metropolitan Police and they’d liaised with their counterparts in Luanda; things should shortly start happening. Then he asked if Simon had discovered anything. A warning shake of the head from Akili prompted Simon to say he hadn’t and the call was disconnected. 
 
    “The Huambo police are not our friends; they are Femi’s friends. If they knew we were going to visit this shaman, he probably wouldn’t be there when we arrived.” 
 
    Simon fired up his laptop and entered Dominica’s code and password. Her online file list popped onto the screen and there was the draft of her final report. He downloaded it and then looked at the other files displayed. “Look at this,” he said to Akili. “This is the final thing stored and it looks like it comes from her phone.” 
 
    They both stared at the photograph of last month’s calendar page. “I know where that is,” said Akili. “It’s the calendar on the wall in Femi’s office at the mine. And look at the photograph’s date stamp… It’s dated on the day she disappeared an hour after she should have been at the airport. She did go to the mine after all and it was to take this picture.” 
 
    Carefully, they inspected every entry for each day of the month with nothing standing out. Then Simon zoomed out again and they stared at the total image. 
 
    “What’s that?” asked Simon pointing to the faint marks along the lower margin. Enlarging and increasing the contrast provided the answer: a long, scribbled number. 
 
    “An account number?” suggested Akili. “Too long for a phone number.” 
 
    “Or two phone numbers. Look at the way the numbers have been spaced and that last part does look like a landline number with an international dialling code.” 
 
    Now Akili went through the same mental gymnastics that Dominica had when she first saw the number, only he had never examined Van Dijk’s business card. “Can we trace that number?” 
 
    “I expect the police could do it, but it’s not easy for us. It’s an international number starting 0031. At least we can identify what country it belongs to.” A couple of minutes work on the internet told them it was a Netherlands number. “Niemure BV?” Simon asked. 
 
    “Or Lucas van Dijk,” added Akili and jumped up. He rifled through his jacket pockets and there it was: Van Dijk’s business card and the phone number matched. 
 
    “Femi was talking to Van Dijk in January. That’s before we even knew of the acquisition bid. It was a set up from the start. They cooked this up between them. Femi must have caught her snooping. No wonder she’s disappeared. If this mine is worthless, it could cost Niemure millions.” 
 
    “And wreck your bank’s reputation for good,” added Akili. 
 
    “What to do?” mused Simon. “If we alert the authorities, what will Femi do with Dominica?  It wouldn't be good for her and we still have no real proof that it was him that abducted her.” 
 
    “We could warn Niemure not to sign anything.” 
 
    “They wouldn't do that until they get our final report. Let’s just leave it be for the moment and let Femi think he’s getting away with it.” 
 
    “Do you have any more beer?” piped up a shrill little voice. 
 
    * 
 
    In the morning, the trio set off again, this time heading east in a small 4WD Nissan the colour of yellow custard. It took four hours to reach the hill to which Bruno referred with Akili picking his way carefully across the trackless expanse of high savanna. It was the smoke from the fire that finally disclosed their destination. 
 
    Simon and Akili climbed from the vehicle and approached the shaman sitting on his log. “Hello,” said Simon, but the man didn't even bother looking up. 
 
    Akili tried with a Portuguese greeting and then in one of the local dialects, but neither produced a response from the old man. Behind them, the car door closed and Cid’s shrill voice uttered something in Bantu. Like a flash, the old man jumped to his feet and ran away round the side of the hut screaming. 
 
    That was the moment when Kenneth returned from the exercise circle and stepped from the dense foliage into the clearing. 
 
    “What’s happening? Where’s uncle going?” He looked searchingly at Akili who just shrugged. 
 
    “It was me, I think,” said Cid. “I just mentioned that I was Feiticeiro Cidenterro and he ran away.” 
 
    Kenneth’s eyes flared open to show continuous white around each iris. “Nooo...” he wailed and turned to run back into the thick vegetation. 
 
    “Stop...” called Cid in a voice that seemed to reverberate from the distant hillside and the man stopped dead in his tracks. “We seek a young woman. The one you were helping to become a kontie.” 
 
    “It was my uncle, not I.” 
 
    “Do not lie to me, for I see all,” said Cid. His voice was back to normal, but the threat behind his words was undiminished. “Tell me about her.” 
 
    “She is a beautiful girl with a waist I could span with my hands and tits as round as mango fruits. Her sex is deep red and fringed like the sea coral I once saw and her legs are almost as tall as my son’s body which makes his head at the same height as her...” 
 
    “Where is she now?” interrupted Cid. 
 
    “I don't know, Feiticeiro. A man took her away in the back of his Toyota. He said he was going to finish her kontie preparation.” 
 
    “Tell me all,” said Cid and his voice had suddenly changed completely. No longer was it shrill, but now it reverberated low and menacing, echoes reflecting from a multitude of surfaces to superimpose his words one on another until they gradually faded below the audible threshold. 
 
    “Please Feiticeiro, his name was Desmond Femi, but he did not tell me where they were going. He did speak to the girl to tell her they were going on a long journey; 1660 km he said and then he set off to the north-east.” 
 
    Cid suddenly lost interest in Kenneth. “He has told us all he knows. This woman is now a kontie and there will be nothing you can do for her.” 
 
    “I don't understand,” said Simon miserably. “Why can’t we help her?” 
 
    Akili answered his question. “A kontie is a pleasure woman. Her focus has been redirected and her one aim will now be to inflame a man so that he’ll pleasure her. It is a need that she now has; she now needs to feel a penis within her loins at all times and without one she becomes fretful and afraid. The shaman has used ancient magic on her: potions and incantations that have rendered her susceptible to the most base instincts and emotions that a person is able to feel and a period of intense stimulation has cemented those emotions deep within her spiritual body. She is no longer her old self.” 
 
    “But there must be something we can do. We can’t just abandon her.” 
 
    Akili had the answer: “We cannot cure her, but a Feiticeiro could.” Both men turned to stare at the little sorcerer. 
 
    “I don't want to go on another journey. I want to go back to my house by the sea.” 
 
    “You can’t stop now. Not when we’re so close. In any case, what would you do in this little house of yours? Only drink cheap beer. With us, you can drink quality American beer...” 
 
    * 
 
    Over a thousand kilometres up the road, Femi’s little group was just approaching the border with the Democratic Republic of the Congo. One couldn't really describe the muddy, rutted track as a road; it was not paved and in places barely wide enough for some of the old trucks that ploughed their way between the isolated pockets of habitation. The big Land Cruiser was making light work of pitted swamps and rutted rocky ravines that defeated some of the two wheel drive vehicles, but the going was taking its toll on Dominica. The violent rocking and stomach churning bumps were throwing her body about like a rag doll, each heavy thump driving the phallus on which she sat deep into her with a breath-taking lunge so that its carefully shaped base plate slapped hard against her vulvic mound and crushed her clitoris. 
 
    She had no control over her movements which were entirely governed by the motion of the vehicle and the sprung chair on which she was strapped. With her legs stretched out, she couldn't inhibit the harmonic motion of her seat or, consequently, the phallus embedded in her sex and these oscillations, in turn, teased and stretched her teats that were tied to the vehicle’s headlining. 
 
    In her blind, crazily unstable world inside the leather hood, she felt the Toyota stop, heard the engine die, and was conscious of new voices filtering through the leather covering her ears. 
 
    “Mr Femi. It is nice to see you again and on such a warm sunny afternoon.” 
 
    “Good afternoon. It’s Armando, isn't it?” 
 
    “It is so good of you to remember me.” The Angolan border guard puffed out his chest with pride. 
 
    “And where’s your partner today?” asked Femi. 
 
    “Horácio. He is at home today. His wife is having baby.” 
 
    “Another? That must be the third and it only seems a short time since he married.” 
 
    “Four,” said Armando. “The boy must be made of sperm.” He wandered around the rear of the Toyota and Femi released the tailgate. Dominica heard it motor open. “I see you have an unusual cargo today.” 
 
    Dominica held her breath. She wasn't sure what the guard would do or what she should do. Did she want him to release her into a cruel world away from the things that were now so precious to her? She felt him touch her, fingers tickling across her breast to tug at one of her rings. Then his hand was between her spread thighs, touching the sensitive skin above the crotch plate. She shrieked and bounced as high as she could and the guard snatched his hand away before his fingers were crushed by the metal plate. He giggled. “You have a live one here, Mr Femi. She will be popular with the miners.” 
 
    “I hope so, Armando. Here… I have the export duty for her,” and he handed the guard the equivalent of a hundred US dollars in Angolan kwanza. 
 
    “Thank you, Mr Femi. As usual, you are most generous. I wish you luck and good fortune with your latest acquisition.” 
 
    “Thank you, Armando. And please pass on my best wishes to Horácio and his most fortunate wife.” 
 
    There was the sound of a small electric motor again as the tailgate closed and then the vehicle started to move the fifty paces to the Congolese border hut. The engine stopped again and an official voice sounded through the car’s window. 
 
    “Anything to declare?” 
 
    “You’re new here, aren’t you?” asked Femi. There was no audible response from the guard. “My name is Desmond Femi and I am importing a kontie.” 
 
    Dominica heard the tailgate rising again and heard the man moving behind the vehicle. He was joined by another voice, another guard. “Fifty thousand,” she heard one whisper and then felt the inevitable brush of a hand across her bare skin. 
 
    “Fifty thousand francs,” said the first guard to Femi. 
 
    “Is that all? Surely your time is worth more than that. I shall give you one hundred thousand.” 
 
    From her dark prison in the back of the vehicle, Dominica sensed an immediate change in the guards’ manner. They praised Femi’s generosity. He lauded their dedication and told them he often made journeys between the countries in his role as import/export agent. “I find that it is always worthwhile to dispense with time-consuming bureaucracy when it comes to import and export taxes,” he told them and they both agreed. 
 
    They wished him a pleasant onward journey and a profitable conclusion for his current enterprise. Then Dominica heard the tailgate closing and the engine re-starting. There was a jolt and they started on their journey into the interior of the Democratic Republic of the Congo, the second largest country in Africa after Algeria and easily the most violent. In the DRC, life is cheap and women’s lives cheapest of all. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 15 
 
   The three men sat in their car looking at each other. “So...” said Simon. Where did they go?” 
 
    “I believe they will be heading towards a city, a centre of habitation where Femi could profit from Dominica. There must be a good reason he has kept her alive and conditioned her as a kontie and the obvious reason is that he intends to prostitute her.” He stole a look at Simon and his face was white, but there was no way to sugar-coat her current predicament; she was lucky to still be alive. “North-east of here is the Congo, the most lawless country in Africa. That makes a lot of sense from Femi’s point of view. He could do as he likes there and no-one would raise an eyebrow. I read a report the other month that claimed there were as many as 400,000 rapes a year in the DRC, almost all of them related to the continuing conflicts in various areas. Both the government services and the insurgents have weaponised sexual assault and it’s conducted with impunity; people consider it normal and a fact of life. Dominica, as a white girl, would command a high price and once absorbed into the sub-culture, would be almost impossible to find.” 
 
    “How can we possibly find her, then?” asked Simon. 
 
    “Ah! We have one big advantage. We know she’s travelling with Femi. All we need to do is follow Femi’s links and associates.” 
 
    “But we don’t know where they’ve gone; the Congo is a huge country.” 
 
    “It is, but it does not have many cities. Apart from the capital Kinshasa, which is, in any case, due north and the most civilised part of the country, the DRC has two other major cities: Lubumbashi and Mbuji-Mayi. Both cities are mining communities of similar size with populations of about 1.5 million and both have airports, although Lubumbashi has the larger airport with most airlines. I feel certain that Femi will be going to one of these places, but that leaves us with a problem. The initial route to either place from Huambo is north-east and, and this is the biggest problem, according to Google the distant from Huambo to Lubumbashi is 1623km and the distant from Huambo to Mbuji-Mayi is 1683 km.” 
 
    “They could be going to either,” sighed Simon. 
 
    “Exactly. If I had to guess, I would opt for Mbuji-Mayi because, despite its large population, it is the more remote of the two cities. There are other reasons too: it was originally a mining camp in the early twentieth century that grew slowly and was totally controlled by the mining company. The town is, therefore, an odd mix of labour camp and newer facilities like a hospital with few shops or centres of entertainment. It is also the richest place in the world to find diamonds and, if Femi’s involved, that’s where I would expect to find him.” 
 
    “So Mbuji-Mayi it is then.” 
 
    “Well, we should find out for sure at the border post.” 
 
    “How many beers do you have?” asked a shrill voice from the back seat. 
 
    * 
 
    It would take Akili two whole days to drive to the Congolese border, the same time as it took Lethabo to drive Femi, Lesedi and Dominica from the border to Mbuji-Mayi. If Dominica had not been blinded by the hood, she would have seen that the dirt track road was quite suddenly bordered by small, prefabricated huts with corrugated steel roofs, each hut surrounded by a small patch of vegetation that delineated its land from that of its neighbour. The housing went on unchanging as the kilometres crawled by and the dirt tracks to either side formed a tight grid pattern until Lethabo made a sharp right turn onto a paved surface. The vehicle increased speed for another kilometre, made a series of tight turns and, with one last bounce, it crossed a deep rut and then was still. 
 
    Dominica sat breathing hard while the other three occupants alighted and left her alone. She could hear voices all around her, many voices, but no-one ventured close to the vehicle. It was at least fifteen minutes later before the tailgate opened and Femi’s sarcastic voice asked her if she’d had a good journey. 
 
    “This is your new home,” he said, but she couldn't see anything because of the hood. She felt the ties to her teats and ankles loosen, the strap about her waist release, and strong hands grab hold of her forearms. Then, with a squeal from her, they lifted her arms over the back of the seat and rolled her forward off of her phallus and out of the vehicle. She stood unsteadily breathing in the dusty air that smelt so strongly of cooking and something less savoury, and she felt suddenly empty and alone. She wanted to call out to Femi, to tell him that he’d taken something from her, but her mouth was still gagged. 
 
    “Walk,” said Femi, “And I will show you your new home and introduce you to your housemates.” 
 
    She had little choice. The hands gripping her arms allowed for no dissent. She felt the air cool by a few degrees and heard her footsteps tap on floor tiles. Doors opened and voices sounded, female voices reverberating within stone walls; they were speaking French. A final door opened and the voices abruptly ceased. 
 
    “Good evening, ladies. I trust you are all well. I have brought you a new companion to share your accommodation and your duties.” 
 
    Hands began unlacing the hood down the back of her head and, with a sudden yank, the hood was freed and the plug pulled from her mouth. Dominica gazed down on five young black girls seated on benches around a large, oblong, wooden table. Five faces gazed up at her, but none of them spoke. 
 
    “This is Dominica and she will join you here. The girl on this end is Charleen known as Charli; perhaps she’ll be kind enough to introduce the others...” 
 
    The girls all looked alike: early twenties, dark hair, dark skin, clear intelligent eyes and long, lithe bodies. They were each engaged in some task whether it be reading or knitting. Charli was mending a skirt using needle and thread with a small pair of spectacles on her nose. All five were naked. 
 
    “Bonjour mademoiselle. Ici Ines, Julia, Nina et Gabrielle.” 
 
    “Bonjour,” replied Dominica. “But I don’t speak French very well. I am English. Je suis Anglais.” 
 
    “Oh, excusez-moi. Anglais… I thought you were Congolese. We are all Congolese. I shall speak in English...” 
 
    “Well. I shall leave you ladies to become acquainted. It’s almost supper time and will soon be time for bed, so get yourselves organised.” 
 
    Femi moved behind Dominica to remove the tape from her arms while beside him stood Lesedi and she was grinning broadly. “Welcome to your new house. You should feel at home here. It has everything you need for a happy and fulfilled life,” and then she giggled at her own witticism. “These girls are just like you. They were chosen to be prepared as konties. You should be very happy together.” 
 
    Femi scowled at Lesedi and turned to leave the room with Lethabo and Lesedi close behind. 
 
    “But...” called Dominica, but they’d already gone and she heard a key turn in the lock. 
 
    “Do not worry, my friend,” said Charli. “Come. Sit next to me,” and she indicated the wooden bench to her right. The table was huge: 2.5 metres long by over a metre and was provided with two benches either side of its length with shorter ones at the ends. The girls were all equidistant from each other and well-spaced out as if they didn't want to touch one another. Charli was indicating a seat at the end of one of the long benches; the only one available if the pattern was to be preserved. Then Dominica caught her breath and at once realised that they didn't have much of a choice as to where they sat. Protruding erect from the bench’s surface was a wooden phallus with contoured coloured bands exactly like the one the shaman used. 
 
    “Do not be concerned,” said Charli. “As the girl said, we are all konties here. We have all been subjected to the cock spell that has addicted us. Just as you, we cannot abide to be without. Come, sit.” 
 
    Dominica walked stiff legged and looked down at the wooden artefact that seemed to be mocking her. She looked at the other faces, each gazing back with understanding smiles, and positioned herself in front of the bench. Then she sat, slowly and with great care. The fat head of the phallus pushed between her labia and slowly tunnelled inside, each band exciting a ring of super-sensitive nerves as it slipped past until she was seated on the wooden bench and the phallus was deep within her, pinning her in place with a feeling of fullness, a completeness that gave her a sense of deep contentment and an erotic embrace that calmed her jangling nerves. At last, she felt like she was really home and she smiled at her new friends. 
 
    * 
 
    Charli spoke excellent English. Ines, it transpired, knew none and the other three had a workable vocabulary. Each was intrigued as to how an English girl came to be in Mbuji-Mayi in the company of Femi and Dominica had to explain that she’d only been in Africa for less than two weeks. The talk was good humoured and easy flowing, and she almost forgot about the predicament she now found herself in. Almost, but not quite. 
 
    “What will become of us?” she asked and Charli answered. 
 
    “Femi uses us to pleasure his clients. It’s not a bad life. We are safe and well fed, and now that each of us has been subjected to the Cock Spell, it is all we desire from life.” 
 
    “But don’t you want to marry and have children, to have family and friends and be able to run free in the forest?” 
 
    “Do you?” asked Charli and Dominica was taken aback. When she thought about it, it wasn't what she wanted. Not at all. She wanted to be pleasured by a man, any man, and the thought of being without one was terrifying. 
 
    “I’m getting hungry,” said Gabrielle. 
 
    “Me too,” said Nina. “Isn’t it Ines’s turn to cook?” 
 
    Nina translated for Ines’s benefit and the girl started shaking her head frantically. 
 
    “Shall I cook?” asked Dominica and everyone looked at her surprised. 
 
    “That would be very good,” said Charli and Dominica made to rise, but then stopped. Suddenly, she realised what she’d just let herself in for. She didn't want to rise from the bench, didn't want to lift herself from the phallus, but now she had no choice. With a long sigh, she stood and then gazed down longingly at the glistening post behind her. 
 
    It was an effort to stop herself running as she crossed to the larder cupboard to see what was available. What they got that night was a thick vegetable soup with drop scones. The vegetables were roughly peeled and sliced and the scones were nearly burnt before she rose from her seat to move them from the hotplate, but nobody complained and everything was eaten. 
 
    With obvious effort, Charli and Gabrielle cleared the table and washed the pots before returning rapidly to their seats and there they sat for another two hours. The girls were intrigued by their new associate, not least about the rings through her labia. Gabrielle had similar rings through her teats, but labial rings were quite new. Did they hurt? Did they enhance sexual union? Did her master fit them? 
 
    And then, of course, there was London and Dominica’s old life. She spoke at length about what she used to do and about her friends and colleagues and found, to her surprise, that she wasn't looking back with a sense of loss. Rather the opposite; now she could look forward to her new life with a mixture of contented calm and excited anticipation. 
 
    Since visiting the shaman, when she thought about men, and such thoughts were beginning to occupy most of her time, she saw an indistinct, ghostly shape with a muscular chest and thick arms and thighs. The shape would speak to her with a deep, resonant voice and order her to do things; things that had no place in her past life. But not all the vision was indistinct; rising from between the apparition’s thighs in high resolution, pin-sharp detail was a huge erect penis with a pointed, triangular shaped glans and a heavily veined, rock-hard shaft. Each time she thought of it, she felt the breath catch in her throat and her legs weaken. She didn't just want to feel the monster cock slide into her to stretch her abdomen and push the air from her lungs; she needed it just like she needed air to breathe or food to nourish. The idea of being deprived of the sensation was terrifying, but the knowledge that such carnal interludes were likely to figure large in her life from now on gave her hope for the future. She could easily accept the primitive nature of her new home, the loss of her old luxuries, and the inconveniences of any restraints that Femi or his minions might apply to her body if it meant that she could experience the thrill of being impaled on such a cock and the all-consuming orgasm that would accompany such an act. 
 
    And then the door was unlocked and Lethabo appeared backed by another man who Dominica didn't know; Charli whispered he was called Merveil. 
 
    “Bed,” he growled and when nobody moved, Merveil cracked a bull whip. Ines was nearest the bathroom and rose rapidly, brushed her teeth, used the toilet, and jumped into a bunk in the next room. One after another, all five African girls did the same and then it was Dominica’s turn. She ran towards the communal bathroom and found a single new toothbrush lying beside the basin. 
 
    In the bunk room, Lethabo pointed to a spare top bunk for Dominica and, with anxiety and despondency rapidly overwhelming her, she climbed up onto the bunk. However, when she pulled the covers aside, she got her second surprise of the evening. Lying on the mattress was a t-shaped arrangement of leather belts: a wide crotch strap linked to a thinner belt intended to encircle her waist. 
 
    With something akin to relief, Dominica saw that the crotch strap was equipped with not one, but two phalli, a long penis shaped one for the front and a shorter, fatter one for the back; both were pre-lubricated. She snatched up the belt and pressed the longer one into herself with a contented sigh. Then she considered the rest of the device. It was obviously intended that she should buckle the strap about her waist and this meant pulling the strap between her legs with all that that entailed. She wasn't so keen on the anal plug, but if that was the cost of the vaginal phallus, so be it. She wiggled the plug against her sphincter, pressing and twisting until with an abrupt plunge, it popped inside. Then she relaxed and her anal muscle contracted around the plug’s neck to grip it tight. Her breathing eased and she lay back on the bunk and buckled the belt about her waist. 
 
    Merveil was going from bunk to bunk and lastly reached Dominica. “Nice try, girlie,” he said and unbuckled the belt. Without a word, he pushed her over onto her stomach and rolled the belt over three turns to shorten the crotch strap. This, he estimated, would ensure that the belt would lie tight over her hips. Then he turned her over onto her back again and buckled the belt tightly about her waist. 
 
    She was not comfortable; the back strap was pulling the anal plug, but Merveil was not yet finished. He picked up the front strap and threaded it under the waistband. Then he pulled it tight and folded it down over her abdomen to cover the buckle. A series of slots were cut in the belt and he engaged the furthest one he could manage with a staple riveted to the crotch strap on the underside of the phallus. Dominica yelped as both plugs were forced deep and the crotch strap was skin-tight between her legs, but Merveil seemed unimpressed and snapped a padlock through the staple to retain the strap in place. 
 
    “There… Sleep well,” he muttered and turned away. Dominica immediately tried to ease the pressure, only to find that the padlock not only retained the belts, but had linked her to the base rail of the bunk via a steel chain. 
 
    When the men had left, Charli heard Dominica’s chain snap taut and said, “The chain is to stop us sharing a bed. Did you not notice that the phalli are positioned around the table so we cannot touch each other? Our affections should be reserved for our patrons. It’s the same reason the plugs are locked into us in such a manner that we cannot play with them. A double edged blessing. It quells our anxieties, but prevents us from touching ourselves. You may dream, but you cannot profit from such fantasies.” 
 
    Dominica lay still on her bunk and slipped her hands down to her crotch. When she tugged the chain, she detected the phallus move inside her, but there was little chance of sliding a finger beneath the tight belt. 
 
    * 
 
    In the morning, Merveil arrived at about eight and unlocked each girl in turn, pulling the crotch straps from them to force them to rise. One by one, they went to the bathroom and were then allowed into the communal room for breakfast at the large table. One by one, that is, until Dominica. She was the last and rushed into the bathroom, but Merveil followed her in and closed the door. 
 
    “You need to shower,” he said. “Mr Femi has given you this shower gel.” 
 
    She looked at it suspiciously. It was a white plastic bottle, but it didn't say shower gel. It said it was a solution containing, among other substances, a peroxide bleach. She stood under the shower and spread the gel onto a sponge, but as soon as she rubbed her skin, it lightened as if by magic. 
 
    “Mr Femi said it will neutralize the organic dye,” he explained when Dominica stared at the white stripe down the outside of her arm. “It is to be used on your hair too,” he added. 
 
    When she walked into the communal room to join the others, they just stared. Dominica was now her old self: lightly tanned with ash-blonde hair. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 16 
 
   Akili’s Nissan stopped at the Angolan border post and all three occupants climbed out. Armando and Horácio approached the vehicle, their machine pistols slung casually over their shoulders. 
 
    “Good afternoon,” said Akili with a friendly smile. 
 
    “Do you have anything to declare?” asked Armando and Akili shook his head. 
 
    “No, nothing to declare, but we would like some information.” 
 
    “Information?” asked the guard. “Information costs.” 
 
    “Of course,” said Akili. “And we would be happy to pay. We are trying to find a man travelling in a Toyota Land Cruiser in the company of, among others, a kontie girl.” 
 
    The guards looked at each other. 
 
    “Two hundred US dollars,” offered Akili and Armando held out his hand. 
 
    Armando grinned. “My information is that no-one of that description has passed through here,” he said and now both guards were grinning. 
 
    “That’s not true,” said Cid in his high-pitched voice. He stepped out from behind Simon and the guards unshouldered their guns. 
 
    “Do you say we lie?” asked Armando. 
 
    “Look at me closely and tell me the truth. Have you seen these people?” 
 
    Both guards stared at Cid and all their emotions seemed to drop away. Their gazes became blank and their faces impassive, there arms dropped to their sides and their weapons dropped into the dust. 
 
    “I have seen these people,” said Armando. 
 
    “And when was that?” asked Cid casually. 
 
    “Two days ago in the afternoon. The woman of which you speak was hooded and tethered in the back of the vehicle.” His voice was little more than a monotone and droned without emphasis or expression. 
 
    “And did this man say where he was going?” 
 
    “He did not.” 
 
    “Well, not to worry. And you sir,” said Cid turning to the other guard. “Did you see this man and his travelling companion?” 
 
    “I did not. My wife was having her fourth child.” Again, the similar monotone as if the man was actually asleep. 
 
    “Oh, congratulations,” said Cid. 
 
    “Thank you...” said Horácio and Cid turned away to leave the guard gazing at empty space. 
 
    The trio moved on, paid the Congolese border guards a few thousand francs in bribes and set off along the rutted track into the DRC and the darkest heart of Africa. 
 
    “Well, at least we’re still on the right trail. That was a good guess Akili.” 
 
    Now they knew where they were going: Mbuji-Mayi. Two more days and they will have caught up with their quarry and his abducted prize. 
 
    * 
 
    Dominica was walking through the streets of Mbuji-Mayi in the company of the other girls and Merveil. They had left the low block building that they now called home and were being led along the paved walkway through the town’s new heart in a circular route designed to attain maximum exposure for the girls and, in particular, the new white kontie. 
 
    They were being led in a line. Merveil was holding the chain from Dominica’s steel collar; her collar was linked to Charli’s walking immediately behind her and so on until Julia. A chain from Julia’s collar trailed behind her and was held by Lethabo. Finally, bringing up the rear was Femi walking side by side with Lesedi. 
 
    The girls were impassive, stepping easily along the level surface with their hands linked together behind their backs by shiny steel handcuffs. They were as alike in body shape as it was possible to be, each chosen solely because of the way she looked, and they walked in line astern towering over their minders and virtually everyone else in their tall heels. Their discrete, knee-length skirts added an air of mystery that was not shared by their naked breasts. Indeed, Dominica and Gabrielle had additional decoration in the form of small silver bells attached to their rings and the idea was so appealing to Femi that he was considering fitting the other four with similar adornments. 
 
    All six of the girls appeared confident and self-assured, but in truth, there was more to their condition that met the eye. They appeared calm and relaxed because their needs were being met and their needs were, of course, exceedingly simple. They consisted primarily of a dildo held in place by a loose chain between their legs linked to a belt beneath the waistbands of their skirts. As they walked, so the dildo within them moved, but there was a little more to it than that. Each dildo shaft extended below its retaining chain and terminated in a weight that was free to pivot between the girl’s legs. Their movements, therefore, not only acted on the dildos directly, but also disturbed the weights which caused additional, unpredictable rocking motions. Their coquettish steps were providing each girl with a tactile feedback beneath their trim, stylish skirts that complied more or less precisely with their requirements as dictated by the shaman. 
 
    The whole exercise was intended to drum up trade for the opening of Femi’s newly refurbished club and, judging by the excitement the cortège was creating, trade that evening would be brisk. There was already a line of men following the small group, big men with rough hands and arms as thick as most people’s thighs. Native girls in colourful dresses and wraps giggled as they passed and mothers with small children steered their charges well to the side to allow the girls maximum room. 
 
    A blonde, white girl in such a remote part of Africa was very unusual, but a blonde, white kontie was unique. Dominica walked along behind Merveil seemingly oblivious to the excitement behind her. Her serene eyes were sweeping left and right to take in the smiling faces around her and she smiled back: dark eyes beneath midnight blue shadow and glossy, crimson lips, the whole framed by her white hair curling under her chin and around her slim neck. 
 
    That evening, whilst Simon, Akili and Cid were still a day’s journey from Mbuji-Mayi, Dominica and her colleagues were entertaining patrons in an exotically furnished but dimly lit night club. It was a very exclusive night club and only the very richest of the area’s inhabitants could afford the price of admittance. 
 
    Once inside, the six girls were entirely at the disposal of the patrons and the last thing Femi did was to relieve them of the dildos that were keeping them contented and feeling safe. Dominica stumbled out onto the club’s main dance floor in high heeled court shoes to find herself surrounded by a ring of curious, leering faces. She was dressed in black lingerie in the form of a silk, cup-less corset, a lace-trimmed suspender belt and black, seamed stockings. Her arms were laced into a leather arm binder behind her back, her mouth was sealed with a head harness and plug, and her final decorative touches were the bells still attached to her nipples and a black silk ribbon tied in a bow around her neck. 
 
    She looked with frightened eyes at the biggest of the men around her, a giant black man with a bald, shiny head, and she moved unsteadily up to him, pressed herself against him, and wished with all her heart that he’d satisfy the yearning that was threatening to overwhelm her by pushing his fat cock into her. 
 
    * 
 
    It was much later that evening when Femi ordered that the girls be installed in the body stocks. This made them so much more accessible and allowed those that were still waiting patiently for their turn a chance of transient and somewhat impersonal affection from the girl of their dreams. Five of the girls were so installed with their waists trapped in vertical hoops and their pinioned arms clipped to a hook on the wooden frame above their backs. Dominica was one of those so installed and it left her with her pelvis poised seductively behind the hoop and her breasts hanging below her almost horizontal torso. Her legs had been spread and her ankles clipped to staples on the stock’s mounting stand and she now found herself the involuntary, but not unwilling focus of a line of enthusiastic men. 
 
    The only girl not retained by the stocks was Gabrielle. 
 
    Femi waited until the fun was in full flow before picking up the microphone and announcing a special demonstration: a Kontieganta. Dominica knew enough Portuguese to guess that Femi’s description was something to do with Gabrielle’s mouth. Gabrielle, finding herself temporarily unoccupied stared at Femi and shook her head violently. 
 
    “Oh dear. The girl doesn't want to do it,” announced Femi with laughter in his voice and he was met by a series of loud jeers. “Shall we see if we can change her mind?” and the crowd cheered. 
 
    It was then that Lesedi entered. She was dressed conservatively in a dark ball gown and was carrying a small glass of clear liquid and a white cloth. Gabrielle saw her and backed away, but she was caught by willing hands behind her. Her head harness was removed and the rubber plug pulled from her mouth. Lesedi casually approached with the glass of liquid. 
 
    “Non, je t'en prie. Pas la baie. Je vais le faire, mais pas la baie,” cried Gabrielle. 
 
    Dominica stared at her with confusion. ‘La baie’ was a berry. Gabrielle was offering to do something, but pleading ‘Not the berry’. Lesedi didn't seem moved by the girl’s pleas and dipped the cloth into the liquid. Gabrielle let out a long pitiful moan and clamped her mouth shut, but the liquid seeped between her lips and touched her tongue. It was as if she was suddenly in a trance and she looked wildly about her, her eyes flicking from man to man looking for something. 
 
    “Show her a cock, someone,” called Femi and a fat little man near the girl obliged. Dominica couldn't believe her eyes. It was as if Gabrielle was hypnotised by the small erect penis disclosed to her and she zeroed in on him, dropped to her knees and pressed her head into his crotch to seize the organ in her mouth. It was then that the man behind Dominica started moving in earnest and for some moments she lost focus, but when she looked again, the fat man had been pushed against a table and Gabrielle was lunging at him like a ravenous chicken pecking at a seed ball. The man had his eyes closed and with a loud groan, ejaculated first into her mouth and then on her cheek and eyebrow. 
 
    All about her, the crowd cheered whilst Gabrielle, apparently once more in receipt of her wits, gazed in bewilderment and the laughing faces. Lesedi approached her, wiped her face with a damp towel and gave her a drink of water to clear her throat. 
 
    “Encour,” called a voice and the chant was taken up by the hall in general while Gabrielle once more pleaded with Lesedi. Lesedi just smiled, dipped the white cloth in the fluid again and touched the girl’s lips a second time. 
 
    Gabrielle groaned and seemed more determined than ever to keep her mouth tightly closed, but it was only a matter of time before she tasted the liquid and her eyes glazed over for a second time. This time, a young man released a cock full of vigour and as rigid as a metal pole from his jeans and Gabrielle’s eyes swivelled towards him like a snake sensing a mouse. 
 
    Behind her, Dominica’s next client slapped her flank before running his fingers up between her rows of labial rings, and then he was into her, slamming her so hard against the wooden frame of the stocks that the sound of her nipple bells pierced the room. She closed her eyes to better feel her abdomen flare as his organ embedded and her clitoris spark with the slap of his testes. When she opened them again long moments later, Gabrielle and the man were both rolling on the floor and she had his entire length in her throat. 
 
    * 
 
    Dominica awoke late the next morning and rolled to the edge of her bunk. The chain to her crotch strap tightened to stop further movement and she lay still while her brain recalled events of the previous night. It was like a dream; all her fantasies rolled up into one fantastic evening. 
 
    And then there was Gabrielle. Dominica had never seen anything like it, but, she thought, that wasn't saying much. So much of her new life was so completely different to her old it was as if she was living in a different world. 
 
    Merveil unlocked her chain and pulled the phallus free and, spurred into action, she slipped from the bed and hurried to the bathroom, anxious to reach the safety of the communal room with its comfortable seating. 
 
    It was much later when Femi appeared accompanied by Lesedi. 
 
    “Gabrielle. You were magnificent last night; so entertaining.” 
 
    She returned his amused look with a blank stare. “I don't remember so much,” she said in halting English. 
 
    “No. Well take it from me, your efforts were greatly appreciated. So much so, in fact, that I have decided to introduce another to the delights of life as a kontieganta and I have chosen Dominica.” 
 
    Dominica remembered Gabrielle’s frightened stare and frantic movements and shook her head. “I don't think I want to be a kontieganta.” 
 
    Femi looked concerned, but beside him Lesedi burst into a fit of giggles. 
 
    “I regret, mon cher, that you have very little scope to make that decision. Your training will begin this morning,” and he left the room. 
 
    One by one, Lethabo and Merveil prepared the other girls for another walk around the precinct until only Dominica was left sitting at the large table and she watched with growing apprehension as they were all led away. Lesedi sat beside her, careful not to impale herself on the adjacent post and instead sat stroking its erotic profile with her fingertips. 
 
    “You see, white girl, you can’t exist now without a cock. It’s just a fact of life for you. The shaman has turned you into nothing more than a sex toy for the pleasure of others. While others get on with their lives, all you can do is think about the cock in your sex. You no longer have free will of your own.” 
 
    “That’s not true. I can do anything I want.” 
 
    “Get up and walk out of that door then,” said Lesedi pointing to the door to the street. 
 
    Dominica peered at it for a long time and eventually said, “I could if I wanted, but just at this moment I’m quite happy here.” 
 
    Lesedi smirked. “And after this afternoon, you will have even less control over what you can do. Mr Femi has sent for the most powerful sorcerer in the whole of the Congo.” 
 
    “I don’t believe in magic.” 
 
    Lesedi just smiled. “We’ll see...” 
 
    Dominica watched Lesedi make herself a cup of instant coffee. She felt thirsty herself, but not thirsty enough to make her own. 
 
    Then Femi re-entered the room and following him was the biggest African that Dominica had ever seen. He must have been at least 210 cm tall with a thick, ebony black body, a shaven head, and no neck to speak of. He looked down at Dominica and took off his shirt. Hard muscles rippled beneath his glistening skin and she couldn't help but stare at the bulge in his blue jeans. 
 
    “This El Diabo,” said Femi. “He’s come to give you some tuition.” 
 
    “Turn around,” said El Diabo and Dominica almost stopped breathing. His voice was so deep it sounded like it came from the depths of the earth and she thought she could feel the furniture vibrating with the rumble of it. She rotated on her post until she was facing away from the table and staring up at the man.” 
 
    “Today is the day you become a ganta girl and it will me, El Diabo, who will cause the change. I am now your master and the secret magic of the Congo will direct your life. You see only me; hear only me...” and he clapped his hands either side of her face to force her to look at him. “My voice will be your guide... Your only guide… I will control your every movement… Your every thought...” 
 
    For a brief instant, she realised that she was being hypnotised, but his charisma was too strong. She couldn't fight him and sensed herself slipping into a trance. That was her last conscious thought. 
 
    * 
 
    “So, little one. How do you feel?” Her eyes flickered open and she found herself still looking up into the big man’s face. He turned to Femi and said, “She is ready.” 
 
    Dominica stared from face to face confused. “What have you done?” She was still sitting on the bench and, at first, didn't feel any different, but when she touched her face, a thick syrup was dribbling from her lips despite the fact that her throat felt dry. She was also hot, very hot. Sweat was running down the sides of her face and her chest was glistening with a film of perspiration. She moved and a post-orgasmic spasm wracked her body causing her clit to spark and her pelvic muscles to snatch at the phallus. “Oh God...” she muttered and stared up at El Diabo’s grinning face. “What have you done?” 
 
    Femi smiled. “I see no harm in telling you. You're an intelligent girl and will work it out yourself in any case. It’s all to do with hypnotic suggestion; something my friend here is particularly good at. Now, in the presence of a particular trigger, you will experience an overwhelming desire to engage in oral sex.” He paused to allow his words to penetrate. “You may think that your constant need for cock is acute, but, believe me girl, it is nothing compared with your new compulsion. It will feel like your very life depends on it and the only way to quell that need is with the taste of semen; for that, you will be required to cause your partner to climax.” 
 
    “Hypnotic suggestion...” repeated Dominica as if still in a trance. 
 
    “It’s as simple as that, but knowing that will not help you in the slightest. The thought has been implanted so deep in your brain you cannot access it, cannot affect its consequences.” 
 
    Dominica metaphorically shock herself and looked scornful. “That’s ridiculous. I’m not one of your superstitious local girls.” 
 
    “Be that as it may, you will find yourself powerless to resist. The only thing that can mitigate your new desire will be the feel of a cock and the only way to quench it completely, other than to wait for the trigger to wear off, is with the taste of semen. ‘And what is this trigger?’ you may ask. Well, we could have used anything, but we chose to use the same trigger that energises Gabrielle. It’s called miraculin and it’s extracted from the fruit of a local plant whose scientific name is Synsepalum Dulcificum, otherwise known as the miracle fruit. People find the fruit intriguing because it’s a taste modifier. It’s not sweet itself, but it affects your taste buds so that other substances only taste sweet. I believe it’s a favourite trick at parties to get people eating lemons or drinking vinegar. Would you like to try some?” 
 
    “I don't want to play your childish games.” 
 
    “Oh, but I think you should.” 
 
    That was the moment that Lesedi leaned across the table behind her to wrap an arm around her shoulder and wipe a cloth across her mouth. Dominica spun away, but she was too slow. The colourless liquid seeped between her lips and touched her tongue. 
 
    “Oh God...” she muttered. It was as if she’d just taken a bite of the original sinful apple from God’s Garden of Eden. Suddenly, she wanted nothing more than to feel a cock in her throat. Her rational mind told her that it was ridiculous, that it was all just a suggestive implant in her head, but the more she tried to ignore the craving, the greater it became until she felt frantic. It crossed her mind that she might die without it, but she wouldn't have been able to tell you why. She just knew she had to have it and her actions were becoming ever more frenetic. 
 
    She jumped from her post without a second thought and looked anxiously about, but all she could see was the wooden post she’d just evacuated glistening in the subdued light from the high windows. A thick syrupy paste had collected around its base and between the bands, but she was desperate. She dropped on it, engulfing its spherical head in her mouth and sucking frantically. 
 
    Behind her, Lesedi burst out laughing and she heard Femi’s laconic voice say, “I’m afraid that won’t work. El Diabo, please show her a real cock.” 
 
    El Diabo chuckled, a low rumble that echoed around the buildings walls, and he unzipped his fly to release the largest erect penis Dominica had ever seen. She threw herself at him, dropping to her knees to hug his thighs and cram his arrowed shaped glans into her mouth. He tasted sweet; very sweet. She pressed harder and the silky skin was forced into her gullet to quench the fire. She withdrew to grab a breath, but an instant later crammed him into her mouth again. 
 
    “What’s it feel like, bitch? Does it feel good to have a man’s cock in your mouth?” Lesedi was kneeling beside her with her face close to Dominica’s. “Suck hard, bitch. Semen is the only thing that can douse the flames.” 
 
    Dominica sucked harder. She knew that Lesedi was right and that she couldn't stop until he climaxed, but it was more than that: it was what she wanted. More than anything, she wanted to taste the sugary sweet syrup sliding down her throat. It didn't take long until strong jets of semen filled her cheeks and covered her throat in a cooling oily coat. She relaxed and withdrew, only for El Diabo to grab hold of her head in his giant palms and ejaculate a second time over her nose and lips. 
 
    Lesedi rose with a derisive sigh and Dominica struggled to her feet to rinse her face in the sink. “You were good,” said Femi as if he was complimenting her efforts and she returned to the table to resume her seat. 
 
    “A fully trained kontieganta ready and waiting to serve the miners of Mbuji-Mayi,” added Lesedi and giggled again. “You must be very proud.” 
 
    She didn't feel very proud. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 17 
 
   Akili, Simon and Cid arrived in Mbuji-Mayi that afternoon after travelling at break-neck speed over the roughest terrain the little Nissan had ever been asked to negotiate, but, apart from a few extra squeaks and rattles, nothing seemed damaged. The same can’t be said of Cid who was in a foul temper in the back seat, having been bounced about for nearly twelve hours. He said he even had bruises on the palms of his hands. 
 
    The town was decidedly odd in both its geometric layout and the strange, other-worldly atmosphere that seemed to pervade the place. They arrived on a rutted dirt road, drove a couple of kilometres between block houses that looked like they’d been arranged on a chequers board, evenly spaced with the same rich vegetation growing around them. Then the dirt road became a paved surface, but the houses were the same. It wasn’t until they reached the city centre that the accommodation changed. Suddenly, they were driving through a succession of concentric circular drives with wide grass verges fronting larger villas. 
 
    At the centre of it all, incongruously built in the ‘bull’s eye’, was a bar. It had originally been built as a leisure complex with tennis courts and a swimming pool, but all that now looked abandoned. They parked in a large rectangular car park beside the only other vehicle there, a rusting Renault saloon with a flat tyre, and wandered into the main building. Empty plastic tables lit by the glare of fluorescent lights provided an obstacle course before they could reach the bar and order three beers from the taciturn barman. 
 
    “We are looking for a man called Desmond Femi,” said Akili in French, but the man just shook his head. 
 
    It was early evening and the sun was beginning to sink towards the horizon. They took their beers outside and leant against a low wall to enjoy the remains of the daylight; night would descend rapidly in these latitudes. Voices disturbed the quiet and two youths rounded a corner, grinning and nudging each other at some joke. Akili greeted them with a friendly wave and they approached. 
 
    “We are looking for a man called Desmond Femi,” he repeated and this time he got a response. 
 
    “He’s opening a new night club,” said the tallest lad. “We’ve just been watching his minders drive his bitches round the streets to get people interested. They're chained together like slave girls, but mon Dieu, they are pretty.” 
 
    “Très belles filles,” agreed his friend. “Beaux tétons.” 
 
    Simon looked at Akili who whispered, “Tits… Where are they now?” he asked in a louder voice. 
 
    The boy pointed in the direction they just come. “Five hundred metres.” 
 
    They thanked the lads, abandoned the beer glasses and ran around the building and into the deserted streets. A couple of blocks up, they heard shouting and rounding the next corner saw Lethabo and another man with their charges, five native girls chained in a line. Akili took one look and ducked back around the corner. 
 
    “That’s Femi’s chauffeur and handyman leading them. He know me.” 
 
    Simon and Cid stayed in the open staring at the little parade with a dozen or so high-spirited locals escorting them and urging them on with vulgar and impractical suggestions. 
 
    “Can you see Dominica?” asked Akili. 
 
    “I can’t tell. Femi’s bar manager said she’d been stained black.” 
 
    “Go and take a closer look,” suggested Akili and Simon with Cid by his side wandered casually towards the crowd. 
 
    Gabrielle was now the lead girl walking just behind Lethabo. Each careful step she took in the tall heels on the hard paving sent a tremor up her body that made her spectacular tits jiggle and cause the small bells attached to her rings to emit a quiet, tinkling sound. The steel chain linking the girls’ heavy steel collars was unnecessarily thick and was intended more for show than restraint. All the same, the locks were real, as were the girl’s handcuffs, and their presence negated any thought of escape. 
 
    Gabrielle gazed at Simon with lackadaisical eyes and the merest hint of a smile. Her slender body swayed as she passed with her hips rocking slightly beneath the tight fit of the skirt that flared about her knees. Behind her, Charli stared directly at him, the only white face in a sea of dark-skinned men. The girls could have been sisters they were so alike and, behind Charli, Ines, Julia, and Nina matched them step for step, all identical in height and build. Dominica was not among them. 
 
    “Yo, white man. You like our little troupe?” Simon turned to the man bringing up the rear and he pulled the last girl’s chain, stopping her dead. All along the line, the chains snapped taut until the train was stationary.  He was heavier than Lethabo and shorter than the girls, and, like Lethabo, he’d shaved the hair from his head. 
 
    “Come to our club this evening and I guarantee your night will not be wasted. Any of these girls will be delighted to meet your every wish,” and he handed Simon a card. “Just ask for Merveil at the door and I will look after you, see you pleasured by the girl of your dreams.” 
 
    Simon read the address on the card and the man pointed across the square at a large, ornate building that may have been a hotel in a previous decade. 
 
    “Walk,” cried Merveil and Lethabo pulled at his end of the chain to set the girls in motion again, but they only moved a few metres. Two policemen had appeared clad in their blue jump suites and dark berets, and Merveil stopped the girls again. Simon held his breath; the police looked menacing. One approached the last girl, raising his arm to grab hold of the chain locked to her collar. He gave it a sharp tug and her head jerked forward. 
 
    “Gros marmelons,” he exclaimed and grabbed her left nipple between his fingers, lifting her until she was on tiptoe and squealing. Then he let go and she dropped. 
 
    “Come tonight,” said Merveil and gave the men two cards. “There will, of course, be no charge at the door,” and he smiled. The police officers smiled back and Merveil shouted, “Walk.” The two officers watched the line of chained girls cross the street towards the new club, grinning as their appreciative audience reformed about the line to urge them forward. 
 
    * 
 
    “She’s not there,” said Simon. “The girls… They all seemed happy, sort of contented. Perhaps Dominica is not like that. Perhaps she wouldn’t behave passively like these others.” 
 
    Akili shrugged. “It is possible. Are you going to this club tonight?” 
 
    “Of course. If she’s there, we have to find her.” 
 
    “You realize I won’t be able to accompany you?” 
 
    Simon shrugged. “Cid and I will manage. There’s no other choice...” 
 
    They found a small motel towards the edge of the town: little more than a row of concrete block rooms with a bed and a sink in each, but some attempt had been made to keep them free of the red coloured dust that seemed to pervade the rest of the town and the sheets were clean. The old woman on the desk seemed flattered that her establishment had been chosen above all the other ‘grander’ possibilities Mbuji-Mayi had to offer. 
 
    * 
 
    About nine that evening, after the three of them had eaten supper, Akili dropped Simon and Cid outside Femi’s club with instructions to call when they want a lift back. Merveil as on the door and looked delighted to see Simon. 
 
    “Ah, white man. Welcome. You will not be disappointed. Inside we have the most beautiful girls in the whole of the Congo and, special tonight, we have an extra surprise… Oh no, sir. You will not be disappointed.” 
 
    He held the door open wide and Simon and Cid stepped into the dim interior of the old lobby and, from there, into a large hall. The room was already crowded with dozens of men and a few wives and girlfriends milling around in little groups. And then he realised that each group was gathered around a semi-naked coloured girl. He moved towards the nearest girl and recognised her from the parade that afternoon. She had both hands on the floor whilst standing on stiff legs with her hips pushed high in the air behind her. Somebody slapped her bum and she moved round, but still she had both hands and feet on the floor. As Simon moved nearer, he understood why: the boots she was wearing reached the top of her thighs and were so stiff they precluded her bending her knees. In addition, there was a chain from her neck collar to each ankle that was far too short to allow her to rise. Instead, she was obliged to use her hands on the floor for balance and ‘walk’ across the floor on all fours like some sort of strange, erotic animal. 
 
    As Simon watched, a man stepped behind her and touched her with his erect penis, but rather than shy away, the girl backed up to impale herself. There was a cheer from the assembled group and the man grabbed her hips and started thrusting into her. The girl suddenly became very unstable and entirely dependent upon her new companion for support and she began making quiet moaning sounds stifled by the plug held in her mouth by a leather harness. The man soon climaxed, but not before her whole body began trembling with her own orgasm. She was looking back over her shoulder with wide eyes, perhaps a silent plea for inaction, but the man was having none of it until, fully sated, he withdrew. She gave a louder cry of anguish at the loss and then became quite animated as she moved around on hands and feet, backing against people in search of another customer. 
 
    “It’s what a kontie is,” whispered Cid. “She feels unsettled and insecure if she’s unoccupied for long.” 
 
    “But surely...” 
 
    “Do not judge her. She cannot help herself.” 
 
    Simon and Cid made their way to the bar and bought two beers in order not to look too conspicuous. Simon wondered briefly how he could look any more conspicuous as the only white man in the room, but Cid seemed content enough. Cradling their beers, they wandered around the room examining each of the girls, some of them in much more detail than Simon would have wished. Dominica was not among the assembly. 
 
    After about an hour, Merveil approached them and asked Simon if he’d found one he liked. 
 
    “They are all very beautiful girls; perhaps I’m just not in the mood tonight.” 
 
    “Well, we still have our star attraction and I think you may find her more to your taste.” 
 
    With that, Merveil picked up a microphone from the bar and addressed the room. 
 
    “And now, the kontie you have been waiting for… All the way from the rainy shores of Britain I present to you Mika...” 
 
    The crowds parted to make a densely packed ring around the room’s perimeter and a door opened in the far wall. Lesedi appeared closely followed by Dominica on the end of a chain leash. Just like the other girls, Dominica was walking on all fours with her hands touching the floor. Lesedi led her in a large circle to display her to the crowd as if they were entered into a dog show, and what was displayed more than satisfied her spectators. She was, of course, wearing the stiff thigh boots that kept her on her toes and her hips so high, but there was more. She was also wearing skin-tight, black rubber shorts that had been cut away between her legs and in a 30cm wide circle over her cheeks. Then her labial rings had been sewn to the edge of the aperture. The effect was to hold her labia open wide behind her to expose not only her clitoris as a small, pale bud, but also the stretched skin around her vagina. 
 
    Her vaginal channel itself was not visible. It was occupied by a thick, black rubber dildo, the stump of which stuck out behind her looking liked a docked tail. It even waggled from side to side as she moved. 
 
    Finally, to the shouts of the appreciative crowd, Lesedi led her into the centre of the room and the leash was unclipped from her collar. Dominica stared, passive and inert, at the assembled audience from around the leather straps of the head harness. She didn't notice Simon who had faded into the back of the crowd, but her eyes moved with curiously subdued interest over the nearest faces. 
 
    Lesedi moved behind her and suddenly yanked the dildo from her. Dominica screamed out, more in surprise than anything else, but that then signalled a dramatic change in her demeanour. She looked anxious and moved as if suddenly frightened, her eyes flicking from face to face. She moved towards the crowd of her own accord, brushing up against legs like an overgrown friendly kitten, until someone grabbed her from behind and pulled her back against his loins. She gave another muted scream, but this time the sound was subtly different. It suggested contentment and her eyes flickered closed as the man began thrusting against her raised hips. 
 
    “Oh God,” whispered Simon. “What have they done to her?” 
 
    Cid looked at him strangely. “Is that a rhetorical question? I have already explained to you what they have done. She cannot help what she now feels. She’s only trying to feel safe and secure instead of exposed and vulnerable. The fact that reality is almost the exact opposite of what she perceives is not relevant.” 
 
    “What can we do?” 
 
    “Nothing. We can do nothing to help her here. We should withdraw.” 
 
    With a grunt of satisfaction, the man pulled out of Dominica and gave her a sharp slap to send her on her way making her lurch forward as she tried to stand, but she was defeated by the chains from her collar and instead gambolled on a metre or two to the tinkling sounds of the bells hanging from her teats. She was immediately grabbed again and once more impaled by a stout man whose physical exertions sent her rocking wildly back and forth to the cheers of the audience. 
 
    The other girls were all but ignored once Dominica was introduced and Simon found himself nudged by one of them trying to gain his attention. 
 
    “Sorry love,” he murmured and turned her hips to direct her to towards the next in line. When he looked up again, Dominica had been moved on again and was now facing away from him with the dark tunnel of her sex gaping open and dribbling semen. Her clitoris looked swollen and engorged, and the little white organ was surrounded by red skin that was drum-tight. 
 
    Hands were now all over her, slapping her hanging tits to make the bells peel and tweaking the exposed clit to see her buck and lurch. Lesedi was standing in the centre of the room like a Ringmaster in a circus watching with glee as her pet performed. 
 
    Merveil picked up the microphone again. It was time for the showstopper… 
 
    “Gentlemen,” he cried and the noise subsided. “She is a beautiful girl, yes? Pure white skin with blue eyes, fair hair and mamelons like ripe hanging fruit. And, of course, there are her feminine secrets from which all konties derive their name, although in her case, they're not so secret. But you have yet to see her best trick. This white kontie is multi-talented and, with your permission, I would like to show you all her favourite skill.” 
 
    Merveil was met with a great cheer, although nobody had any idea why they were cheering. 
 
    “Could I have a volunteer from the audience, please?” 
 
    Many people stepped forward, but Merveil waved them away. 
 
    “I want a particular volunteer. A gentleman I met earlier and I promised him he wouldn't be disappointed; and, as you know, I always keep my word. This gentleman is particularly well suited to the task in hand because he’s white.” 
 
    To Simon’s horror, the crowd around him parted to leave him standing alone facing Dominica and, behind her, Lesedi. 
 
    “And here he is. Give him a big cheer...” 
 
    Simon was left with no choice. He marched forward and in his most authoritative voice exclaimed, “This woman is a British Citizen. She is not a Congolese slave girl, but a free woman and I demand that you turn her over to my care immediately.” 
 
    There was instant silence in the room. Nobody moved. Even Dominica was so still it looked like she was rooted to the spot. 
 
    “I don't think that’s going to happen,” said a calm, icily cold voice. It was Femi who’d been watching proceedings from the side-lines. “You obviously know the young lady.” 
 
    It was too late to deny it now and Simon admitted as much. “She is an important legal assessor for an international bank. If she’s not returned immediately, the consequences will be dire.” 
 
    “For whom?” asked Femi. “I fear it will be for you.” 
 
    “I don't think so,” said a high-pitched voice. Cid walked out into the centre of the room and stood beside Simon. “Allow me to introduce myself...” It was at that point the lights seemed to flicker and his voice became like a clap of thunder. “I am called Feiticeiro Cidenterro...” 
 
    There was a scream and someone cried out, “He’s a sorcerer.” Femi looked shocked and took a pace back whilst Lesedi tried to shrink so small she’d be invisible. 
 
    “And now...” said Cid. 
 
    At that instant, there was a loud knock of wood on bone and without a murmur, Cid sank to the floor. 
 
    “And now...” mimicked Merveil. “That’s the best way to deal with sorcerers,” he grinned as Simon spun round to kneel beside the comatose little man. 
 
    “Tie him up and put him in the store room. Make sure you gag him well so he can’t go releasing any more spells.” 
 
    “No,” cried Simon, but Merveil and Lethabo grabbed him, one on either arm, while other men carried Cid away. 
 
    “And as for you,” said Femi. “You were intent on stopping our fun even though Merveil was going to give you the honour of being Mika’s first customer. But I don’t hold grudges. I think it’s only right that we should continue as before. 
 
    “What are you going to do?” asked Simon staring at Dominica. She was staring back and slowly shaking her head. 
 
    “Unplug her,” said Femi and Lesedi unlocked the harness from around her head and pulled the plug from her mouth. Dominica cried out and shook her head more, but she was unable to close her mouth and her words were, in the main, unintelligible. She spun away and tried to run off like a long legged gazelle, by Lesedi was too quick for her. She pressed the white cloth against her open mouth and Dominica stopped dead. 
 
    “Show the bitch the bone,” said Femi. “Pull down his pants.” 
 
    Lesedi turned slowly and grinned at Simon. He, in turn, struggled to free himself from the clutches of his assailants, but either man was much stronger than him and the fight was over before it had begun. Lesedi ignored Simon’s wild cries and unbuckled his belt before unfastening his jeans and pulling both them and his underpants down to his knees. With a quick flick, Lethabo had swept his feet out from under him and Simon was on the floor. Now he was pinned by their combined weight pressing on his arms and spread legs. 
 
    He looked at Dominica. She was becoming frantic and stared wildly around the room looking… for what? Whatever it was, she couldn't find it and turned back towards Simon on the floor. She approached. “Oh God… Ah so sowwy,” she garbled and stepped across his body until she was straddling him. Then she drew his flaccid penis through the ring gag in her mouth. 
 
    She paused, savouring the sweet taste that flooded her taste buds while she massaged the silky organ with her tongue. Then she sucked hard and he started to grow. 
 
    “Dominica. Stop,” cried Simon, but it was as if she couldn't hear. The more she sucked, the bigger and harder he grew until he was filling her mouth and pressing against her throat. Then she changed speed. With rapid, jerky movements, she began reciprocating like a piston engine, pumping her head up and down while she held him tight in her fingers. 
 
    “No...” he cried while everyone else was cheering, but Dominica didn't seem to hear either. Her entire consciousness was focused on the task in hand; and in mouth. She needed Simon to climax before she could rest. She needed to taste his seed. 
 
    The noises she was making in her throat attested to her urgency and sounded like a wounded banshee whilst her whole body was trembling with the effort required, a motion that resulted in her tits bouncing on her chest like they were self-impelled and her hips bobbing up and down. Her eyes were screwed tightly shut as she strove to quell a need that was proving insatiable. 
 
    After two minutes, Simon’s reserve broke with a loud groan and a quivering climax. Dominica instantly stopped moving and sucked up the sweet juice that was trickling from the corners of her mouth. He spasmed again and she swallowed frantically trying to keep up with him. The spell was broken. Her eyes flickered open and rational thought returned as she gazed up into his horrified face. Slowly, she released the cock from her oral embrace and moved away, all the time her eyes locked to his, pleading, seeking his forgiveness. 
 
    Femi approached and said, “There. I hope you enjoyed that because you may not have the opportunity again. You made a mistake following us into the Congo. It’s no place for white Europeans.” Femi gazed at him. “I don't know who you are and, quite frankly, I don't much care. Take him away.” 
 
    Simon was dragged from the room with his clothes still around his knees. The last thing he heard was Femi’s voice. “So… Who’s next?” 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 18 
 
   By two in the morning, Akili was beginning to get anxious and parked the little Nissan opposite the club. He watched the revellers roll from the building and make their unsteady way back to their homes and their patient wives. At four, the last of the patrons had long since departed when Femi, Lesedi and Merveil escorted the string of girls from the now dark club towards their ‘home’. The string included a white girl: Dominica. 
 
    Akili followed at a discrete distance. Five hundred metres away, they entered a low block building and he watched a series of lights illuminate windows from the entrance door to the far end. Twenty minutes after that, the lights started to go off in the reverse order: first the far lights, then the centre room. The door opened, the entrance light went off, and Femi left with Lesedi leaving only a single light on near the front door. Femi and Lesedi climbed into a Toyota Land Cruiser and drove away to leave Akili watching the final light. Five minutes later, that too was extinguished. 
 
    So, the whereabouts of Simon and Cid were still unknown, but Akili had not seen them leave the club. The girls, meanwhile, were all bedded down with Merveil in the long blockhouse whilst Femi and Lesedi were… someplace else was the best answer he could give that. He decided to examine the club building in a little more detail and made his way back across town. 
 
    It was a large, two storey building and, unlike almost everything else in the town, was made of wood. It looked like an old colonial building with its veranda around the ground floor and balconies on the upper floor. The pillars were carved with fine lines and detailing, but age and neglect had left the structure rickety and the paint peeling. On the far side of the building, there was one window that showed a dim light and when he peered through the glass. He could see the end of a bunk around the grubby curtain and there were feet in the bunk. 
 
    It didn't take Akili long to locate a ground floor window with a rotted frame. He barely needed to prise it open; the wood was so degraded that the window catch came away with the casement. Once inside, he flicked on a small torch and moved gingerly across the dim interior towards the doorway. It wasn't a big room and he surmised it was probably some sort of store room or maybe it used to be an office. The corridor was pitch-black with no windows. Tentatively, he switched on the torch again. To the right was the main entrance and the occupied bedroom. Straight ahead was a pair of large double doors that were ajar and led to what looked like an old ballroom. Akili moved to the left. 
 
    He made is way along the corridor past a number of closed doors and turned right at the end behind the ballroom. There he found three doors: the one on the right led back into the ballroom, the one to the left opened into another room furnished with a table and a couple of dusty settees. Akili tried the door straight ahead; it was bolted top and bottom, but not otherwise locked. Through the door was a flight of steps leading down into the basement. 
 
    The dim light of the torch showed two rows of doors, five down either side, and he started at the nearest. It opened silently to reveal a large cellar with old barrels and wooden crates. The room opposite was a mirror image, but was almost empty. The next two doors opened onto smaller rooms thick with dust and little else, and the same was repeated until the last two doors. Both these doors were bolted on the outside. Gingerly, Akili unbolted the first and pushed it open with a quiet creak. In the far corner was a heap of clothes and two bright eyes reflected the torch light. 
 
    “Simon,” he whispered and hurried over to him. He’d been restrained using thick tape and it took a while to unwind it from his arms and legs. Akili gazed silently at his naked loins and thighs, and Simon muttered, “Don’t ask,” as he hurried redressed. “Cid’s here somewhere. He may be injured...” 
 
    “There’s one more door to try opposite,” and they both moved quietly to the final door. Again a small creak as it was unbolted and eased open to reveal Cid bound and gagged. He was moving slightly and groaning. 
 
    “Are you alright?” asked Simon once Akili had pulled the tape from his mouth and removed the dirty rag that had been pressed inside. 
 
    “No,” muttered Cid. 
 
    “Can you walk?” 
 
    Cid regarded them both in the torchlight and answered, “My head hurts.” 
 
    “Best get him out of here,” suggested Akili. 
 
    Between the two of them, they half carried Cid along the basement corridor and up the stairs. 
 
    “How do you want to do this?” asked Akili. “Lethabo is asleep in the end room. It’s possible he’s armed.” 
 
    “So what. We’re armed with a sorcerer. He wouldn't dare do anything.” 
 
    “My head hurts,” repeated Cid. 
 
    They walked half-way along the corridor and paused. Simon called out, “Lethabo. We know you're in there. I have Cid here and he’s very cross. Unless you want to spend the rest of your life as a mouse running around the gutters, I suggest to stay in your room.” 
 
    There was the loud thump of someone rolling out of bed and then the scraping of heavy furniture across floorboards as he pushed the bunk against the door. 
 
    “Good choice,” called out Simon and the three of them made their way along the corridor to the main entrance. Akili gave the doors a great kick and they burst open. Across the road was the Nissan. 
 
    * 
 
    Back at the motel, they helped Cid lie down on a bed and gave him a bottle of beer. He cheered up a little and Simon gingerly felt the bump at the back of his head. 
 
    “I can’t tell if his skull’s cracked, but there’s no depressive fracture.” 
 
    “Oh good,” said Cid. 
 
    “You shouldn’t drink too much of that,” said Akili. 
 
    “Feel free to treat your own concussion as you see fit.” 
 
    “I know where Dominica is. We should try to get her tonight. Once Femi finds out you two have escaped, he’s likely to move her.” 
 
    “Good point, but we can’t ask Cid to come.” 
 
    “No you fucking can’t,” said Cid. 
 
    “But what if she won’t come with us. You should have seen her at the club. She didn't know what she was doing.” 
 
    “Not so,” said Cid. “She knew perfectly well; it’s just that that was what she wanted to do.” 
 
    “So you're saying that she might not want to come with us.” 
 
    “Very likely.” 
 
    “And there’s no way for us to cure her.” 
 
    “I didn't say that. She’s been comprehensively brainwashed and her priorities in life redefined. It’s just a matter of convincing her that she’s not really like that at all; that she doesn't need to have a rubber cock stuffed inside her every second of the day and that the world will not explode if she just acts normally.” 
 
    “That sounds easy enough.” 
 
    Cid grinned. “Easy enough, eh? She’s been programmed over a period of more than a week to depend on the phallus for security and safety. She’s been told that her health and well-being depends not only on the feel of the phallus within her, but also the regular orgasms resulting from its presence or, preferably, a real penis. How do you propose to convince her otherwise?” 
 
    “You could do it.” 
 
    “I could if I was well enough, but I’m not so I won’t.” 
 
    “What can we do then? Kidnap her?” 
 
    “There is a way. You have to do something so powerful that she believes all her conditioning has been reversed and the easiest way to do that is to give her an antidote; a potion that will reverse the spell.” 
 
    “An antidote… Why didn't you tell us you have an antidote?” 
 
    “I don’t. She just needs to believe it’s an antidote. If you pass me my bag, I’ll give you something that should do the trick.” 
 
    Cid rifled in his shoulder bag for a minute or two and produced two small plastic bottles, one containing a thick, clear gel and the other a watery, yellow coloured liquid that looked like urine. 
 
    “The gel is to spread on her phallus before she uses it ‘to counter its effects’ and the other is to drink. It will make her feel a bit odd and should convince her that something is happening. I can’t guarantee that she’ll revert to how she was before or that either of these will actually work at all, but it’s the best I can do.” 
 
    * 
 
    Akili parked the Nissan a hundred metres up the road from the blockhouse. 
 
    “Perhaps you should wait in the car,” said Simon. “It would be stupid if we both got caught. Lethabo doesn't know you're here and if there’s trouble it would be nice to think that you were still on the outside.” 
 
    “There is some sense in your suggestion.” Akili described the sequence of lights that were lit and extinguished when the girls were returned. “The girls are almost certainly lodged in the far room and Merveil is sleeping in the room next to the main door. I have no idea how you're going to gain access.” 
 
    Simon just grinned and held out a folding leather wallet. It opened to reveal a small set of pick-locks. “I can’t imagine the locks are very sophisticated in that place.” 
 
    “I’m impressed,” confessed Akili. “I didn't know that British accountants were so well trained.” 
 
    Equipped with the two plastic bottles and Akili’s torch, Simon set off. 
 
    He listened carefully at the entrance door, but heard nothing. Neither was there a light from the adjacent bedroom. Behind him, the sky was beginning to lighten with the dawn, but it was still dark enough to offer him some security. With the torchlight, he examined the lock, a simple cylinder lock with pin tumblers. He selected a small tension wrench that he put into the base of the lock and a hooked pick. Whilst holding a gentle tension on the wrench with his left hand, he gentle rubbed the pick across the top of the pins inside the lock. An expert could open a lock in seconds using this method; it took Simon nearly half a minute. 
 
    Slowly, he rotated the cylinder and the latch slid open. The door opened silently and he slipped inside. To the right was the bedroom occupied by Merveil. Straight on past another two rooms proved to be a large kitchen and beyond that was another door. He cautiously opened it and peered inside. There were several 2-tier bunk beds and six of them were occupied. Several pairs of eyes blinked at him in the torchlight. 
 
    “Dominica...” he whispered. 
 
    “Over here.” 
 
    “Who are you?” asked another voice and a third asked what was happening. 
 
    “I’ve come for Dominica and anyone else who wants to leave with me,” whispered Simon. 
 
    “Simon,” whispered Dominica. “I can’t leave.” 
 
    He moved to Dominica’s side. “You’ve been brainwashed. Programmed to respond exactly how Femi wants. I can change all that. We have a sorcerer with us; the most powerful sorcerer in the whole of West Africa.” 
 
    “The little man I saw you with?” 
 
    “Don’t let size fool you. I’ve seen him work and nobody can withstand his will. He can remove the spell the shaman put on you and return to you your previous life.” 
 
    “Where is he?” 
 
    “Ah. He suffered a big bump on his head and is not feeling good at present, but that’s not a problem; he’s given me two potions that he tells me will completely remove your curse. It can work for any of you girls,” added Simon glancing round at the faces passively watching him. 
 
    “You can turn us into ordinary women.” It was Charli who spoke from the bunk under Dominica. 
 
    “I can. You can leave this place and start a new life.” 
 
    “Where would we go and what life could we start. Do you think that any man would have an ex-kontie girl? We would be cast out with no means of support. Here, we are safe and secure. We know it may not appear that way, but it’s what we feel that’s important and we feel content. We are cared for, we have a house and are fed, we all experience that which is important to us, and we are at peace. Can you offer us all of that?” 
 
    “I can only offer you freedom.” 
 
    “No. That’s not what you're offering. We will stay here.” 
 
    He looked about the room and all the girls were now awake, but none disagreed with Charli’s analysis. “Will you come with me,” he asked Dominica. 
 
    “I don’t know. I’m frightened to leave this place.” 
 
    “I can cure you. I have the means to remove that curse.” 
 
    “In any case, I’m locked to this bunk. I can’t get up.” She threw the blanket aside to show the heavy leather belt about her loins and the chain to the base of the bed. 
 
    “That’s not a problem,” grinned Simon and opened his little wallet again. Holding the chain from her belt, she slipped from the bed and looked at the other girls. Then she and Simon walked through to the kitchen. 
 
    “Simon, please. I cannot do this.” 
 
    “You can. Look… This is a gel that you spread on the phallus to counter its effects and this is a powerful potion that you need to drink to break the spell. Taken together, you won’t ever feel bound by the shaman’s spell again. You'll be free again to continue your old life.” 
 
    There was a sound from the hall, the sound of a door opening. Simon looked desperately around the room and then dived inside the larder cupboard just as the kitchen door opened. 
 
    Merveil’s voice rang out loud and clear. “I’ve got a gun… Who’s there?” The light clicked on and the room was flooded with light. Dominica was left standing in the middle of the kitchen holding the chain from her crotch. 
 
    “It’s only me. I felt thirsty and wanted a drink of water.” 
 
    “How did you unlock your chain?” 
 
    “I just pulled it and the lock opened.” 
 
    “I locked that myself,” said Merveil accusingly, but Dominica just shrugged. “Get your drink and go back to bed.” Merveil was unsettled and watched her closely as she poured water from a jug in to glass and drank. The she made her way back to her bunk and climbed up the ladder. Merveil relocked the chain to the base using the opened padlock and gave it a hard yank. It was secure and he scowled at the girl. “Fucking stay there this time,” and he turned out the light. 
 
    Back in the kitchen, he looked about suspiciously and then opened the larder. It was empty and everything looked in order. Simon had already left by the main door. 
 
    * 
 
    In the bright light of day, Dominica rose from her seat at the table and placed the kettle onto the small gas ring. She was naked as they all were and had offered to make the tea; no-one had objected. She entered the larder for the tea caddy and there, sitting on the shelf, were Simon’s two plastic bottles: the yellow liquid to drink and the gel for the phallus. It was decision time. Did she want freedom or did she prefer to stay where she was. Her choice was clear. Glancing back at her seat where the intimidating phallus waited to penetrate her, she longed for its uncompromising and stimulating embrace. She felt empty and exposed without it, like a part of her was missing and that she was about to wither and die. How could she ever feel secure without it? 
 
    Her past life was not forgotten. She could clearly remember everything from her small house in South London to the sometimes challenging work at the bank and everything in between: family now passed; friendships; holidays; parties. But is that really what she wanted. Did she want to forgo the excitement of the club? The dopamine that was continuously flooding her brain as a succession of brutish black miners satisfied what was now her deepest seated desires. Her emotional self told her that her life now met her every wish, but her rational brain told her there was more. With deliberate intent, she opened the tea caddy and spooned four large teaspoons of tea into the pot. 
 
    It took three minutes for the tea to brew and during that time her brain was working overtime as she stared at the glistening phallus she’d so recently vacated. She longed to climb back onto it, and very shortly she would. But first, she needed to serve the tea. Two at a time, she transferred the steaming mugs onto the table and finally replaced the jug of milk back onto the shelf in the cool larder. The two plastic bottles tore at her vision at the same time as the unyielding phallus beckoned. And then Simon’s voice rung clear in her imagination; his final, beseeching pleas. Feverishly, she removed both lids, swallowed the yellow liquid in a single gulp and dipped her fingers into the gel. 
 
    Immediately, her head started swimming. She stumbled out of the larder and over to her bench, and, whilst Charli watched her with concern, spread the clear gel up the shaft of the phallus. Her vision was becoming blurry and her hands felt numb as she slid into position and felt the bulbous head press against her sex. Now her legs began trembling and felt unable to support her as she gently lowered herself to feel the multi-coloured wooden phallus open her as it pressed inside. With a shudder, her body seemed to turn to jelly and she dropped the final few centimetres with a weak cry to collapse onto the table top. 
 
    Inside her, the gel covered phallus started fizzing. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 19 
 
   When Femi and Lesedi entered the blockhouse, they found Dominica passed out on the kitchen table. 
 
    “What’s happened to her?” 
 
    Charli shrugged. “We do not know. She’s been like that for the last thirty minutes. We cannot rouse her.” 
 
    Femi walked over to the sink and filled a glass with water, but instead of putting it to her lips, he threw it over her naked back. She awoke with a start. Femi seemed unimpressed and moved on to another topic. 
 
    “So young lady. Who was the young man who was so determined to rescue you?” 
 
    “I don't know. I've never seen him before.” 
 
    “You’re lying. You called him Simon.” 
 
    Dominica just shrugged. 
 
    “It doesn't matter in any case. You're being moved and he’ll never bother you again. It’s become too dangerous for me to use you in my clubs, so I've sold you to one of the local chiefs who’s very keen to acquire a kontieganta, especially a white one. Come...” and he pulled at her arm. She still felt weak and had to press on the table top to lift herself from the phallus, but her senses weren't so stupefied that they didn't register a change in its feel. As she rose, so one band after another slipped out of her sex with each annular corrugation sending its own urgent message to her brain. They told her that what she was experiencing wasn't what she had become used to; it was like her senses had become suddenly supercharged. She could only surmise that the constant attention had dulled her responses and now Simon’s antidote had restored them, but with a vengeance. The consequences of freeing herself from the ‘Kontie’ spell dawned on her slowly. Now, Femi still believed she was conditioned to depend on a dildo for equanimity and sanity, whilst in reality, it could now be the constant stimulation that drives her insane. 
 
    Lesedi locked handcuffs to her wrists. 
 
    “Here...” said Merveil and tossed a roll of tape to Lesedi. “That one’s good with locks; tape her fingers.” There was a moment’s hesitation while Lesedi considered Dominica’s new found talent, but then thought why not and taped her hands into small, spherical balls. Then she pushed her outside to the Toyota where Dominica expected to find her first big challenge, but it was not to be. The tailgate was opened and she was directed to sit, but it was not the same as before. “Do not fret, my little kontie bitch. You won’t be empty for long...” She sat on the small bench and tried to look discomforted for Lesedi’s benefit. They drove out of the town to the west, but the journey wasn't a great distance. The track petered out after a couple of kilometres at a small farmstead and the sound of the vehicle brought out the occupants. Dominica listened to their distant exchange not understanding a word spoken and then the tailgate opened. 
 
    “Voila… This is Mika” said Femi and held out an arm in an expansive gesture. “And these two gentlemen are called Gustave and Mahamadou.” The two gentlemen who now stared into the Toyota were both wearing military fatigues and broad grins. 
 
    “Ho… Colonel Kalenda will be pleased with her.” 
 
    “I hope so. There is just one thing I would ask of the colonel and that is that he does not take her anywhere she may be recognised. It is important to me that she stays hidden.” 
 
    “That is understood. Please, bring her this way.” 
 
    Lesedi grabbed the chain linking her wrists and pulled her down onto the dry earth. They followed the men around the side of the wooden shack to a small paddock where two horses and a mule were waiting. It became instantly obvious that Dominica was destined to ride the mule and that it had been custom prepared for her; it had no stirrups, but it was equipped with a very substantial penis shaped horn projecting from the top of the saddle. 
 
    “Oh, she’s going to like that,” said Lesedi. “Look sweetie… Your very own mule and you won’t be able to fall off.” 
 
    That comment resulted in the expected chuckles from the two men, the most senior of which said, “It’s important that she’s always with cock, yes?” 
 
    “Oh yes. The bigger the better, isn’t that right, sweet tits. But before you climb aboard your new mount, I have a little parting gift for you...” and Lesedi pulled the two little silver bells from her pocket and snapped their links onto Dominica’s nipple rings. “Now, the moment I know you've been longing for… climb aboard; it’s all ready for you.” 
 
    There was nothing for it but to comply and she climbed up onto the mounting platform, leaned on the saddle’s pommel, and threw her leg over the saddle. The slippery head touched her and she closed her eyes as she sunk lower. The mule moved and with support on only one side for her legs, she overbalanced and screamed as she dropped heavily to land on the saddle’s surface with the slap of soft flesh on leather. 
 
    They walked the mule forward a couple of metres away from the mounting platform and she realised how helpless she now was. With no stirrups, her full weight was pressing her onto the horn and squishing her clitoris and when Mahamadou lashed the chain of her handcuffs to the pommel of the saddle, she knew Lesedi was certainly right about one thing: she wasn't going to fall off. 
 
    Gustave handed Femi a small cloth bag and he turned out a palmful of pea-sized uncut diamonds. They shook hands and Dominica’s new companions mounted their horses. In the space of a few seconds, Dominica’s ownership had passed to another. 
 
    Femi gazed up at her with a wistful look. “Bye, Miss Roberts. It has been a pleasure knowing you.” Lesedi just sat on a low wall and gave her a sardonic wave. It was likely to be the last time she was going to see either of them and she had mixed emotions, not because she was going to miss them, but because her new life was a complete unknown. 
 
    “Harrup...” called Gustave and urged his horse forward. Behind him, Mahamadou held Dominica’s reins and spurred on his own horse. The mule, fearful of being separated from the others, followed with a sudden lurch that snatched at Dominica’s hips, sent her legs flailing, and caused a surprised shriek. Her last view of Lesedi was of her sitting on the wall in her white lace frock, all long, brown legs, carefully coiffured hair, and sunglasses. She was clapping gleefully as the mule swayed and bumped, following its companions along a narrow trail through the ever thickening vegetation. 
 
    * 
 
    “We have to get back there as soon as possible and we need you with us. Femi could whisk her away at any time. What’s more, they’ll be ready and waiting for us. We won't be able to do anything without you.” 
 
    “Ok ok ok. You're making my head hurt again. Let me at least finish my coffee. Where are those potions I gave you? We’re going to be needing them.” 
 
    “I left them at the blockhouse in case Dominica felt like taking them.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s very clever...” mocked the high little voice. 
 
    “What?” asked Simon. “I was hoping she’d come to her senses and take the stuff herself.” 
 
    “And then what?” 
 
    Simon just looked confused. 
 
    “Think about this. She’s happy and stable as she is and if we can’t get to her, she will continue to happy and stable.” 
 
    “And fucked by every man she meets.” 
 
    “That is not your concern, but if she takes the potion what happens to her? She recovers her old feelings… She becomes embarrassed and shy; the phallus no longer offers her security, but taxes her with a heightened stimulus; the men that force themselves on her are now perceived as assaulting her instead of pleasuring her. She’s frightened and humiliated and lives every second either anxious for her safety or in a state of uncontrollable orgasmic convulsions. Oh… And every man she meets still fucks her.” 
 
    Simon stared blankly at Cid’s old, shrivelled face. “We must get to her quickly. We have to leave now.” Cid sighed and put down his half-empty mug. 
 
    This time, they stopped immediately outside the blockhouse. Akili rapped on the door. 
 
    “Who is it?” called a voice from within. 
 
    “It’s your nemesis here,” called Simon in a conversational tone. There was silence within for a long time and Simon called again: “Hello in there. Are you awake?” 
 
    Without warning, there was a loud explosion and the centre panel of the door disintegrated in a shower of splinters. Simon looked across the devastation at Cid and Akili who were standing on the other side of the doorway and then kicked the door. Its remnants burst inwards to fall as little more than a pile of firewood. Simon peeped around the door frame and then rapidly ducked back as another shot rang out. 
 
    “Stay back,” called Merveil. “I have a gun.” It was an unnecessary observation. Undaunted, Cid stepped into the open doorway. 
 
    “Ah… It’s the sorcerer...” 
 
    “And you’re the one that hit me over the head.” 
 
    “Stay away… I’ll shoot.” 
 
    “And why would you want to shoot yourself in the foot?” 
 
    “Nooo...” cried Merveil as the barrel of his rifle began to droop towards the floor. “Please, I didn't mean to hit you.” 
 
    “You didn't?” said Cid in a disbelieving tone. “And tell me, where is the young white woman?” The gun was now pointed at Merveil’s foot and he stepped quickly to the side. 
 
    “She’s not here. She left with Mr Femi.” Cid’s eyes continued to bore into the big man’s face. “I don't know where they went.” 
 
    Without warning, the gun fired again and Merveil screamed. There was a hole through his left boot and he started hopping around on his right foot. 
 
    “You don't know?” said Cid with a surprised tone. 
 
    “He’s sold her… He’s sold her to Colonel Kalenda.” 
 
    “And where is Colonel Kalenda?” 
 
    Merveil hesitated and the gun fired again, this time missing his right foot by a hair’s breadth. “He has a camp thirty kilometres to the west.” 
 
    “And that’s where Femi’s gone?” 
 
    This time there was no hesitation. “No no no… He’s sold her. That’s where the white girl has gone. Mr Femi is going back to South Africa with his woman and Lethabo.” 
 
    “Draw us a map,” said Akili. And then, “Here, let me take that gun before you hurt yourself some more.” Cid gave him a strange, sidelong look, but didn't say anything. Merveil thankfully handed over his gun and hobbled painfully into the kitchen where five naked girls were sitting around a table. He found a scrap of paper that used to be a food wrapper, Simon handed him a pen, and he scrawled a spidery picture map showing rivers meandering around infantile conical mountains. At Akili’s insistence, he added a few rough distances and more landmarks. 
 
    “I thought you said it was thirty kilometres...” 
 
    “Thirty kilometres, yes. They’re travelling on horseback. By road, a hundred and fifty. You have to go round the hills while they go over them.” 
 
    The three intrepid adventurers sat in the little yellow Nissan staring at Merveil’s map. “We won’t be there until well into tomorrow,” cried Simon aghast. “Anything might happen before we get there...” 
 
    Cid said, “We can’t help that. We cannot follow them on horseback; we’d just get lost.” 
 
    “No,” said Akili. “And there’s something else you've not thought of yet. Femi no longer has Dominica so there’s no longer any reason to delay informing London of his misdeeds. The evidence of that photograph Dominica took of the calendar will be enough for the Dutch police to question Van Dijk and his testimony will no doubt incriminate Femi. There must be another still unknown conspirator within the Niemure company to plant the material pertinent to the Capasimba acquisition and steer the company towards hiring Van Dijk as their geologist, but no doubt he can soon be unearthed now they know what they're looking for. 
 
    “As for Dominica, once we get her back, her testimony will add abduction, assault and trafficking to his list of misdemeanours; even the Angolan police will be unable to ignore all those crimes.” 
 
    “Ok. A quick stop at the post office to use their Wi-Fi and then it’s westward once more.” 
 
    * 
 
    Gustave, Mahamadou and Dominica arrived in Colonel Kalenda’s camp late that afternoon and Gustave was right; the colonel was well pleased. He walked around the mule inspecting Dominica from all angles. 
 
    The camp was a small settlement of three wooden buildings in an area cleared of vegetation originally to grow crops; now it was occupied by an untidy array of grey tents laid out in a rough grid pattern behind the buildings. Colonel Kalenda had his own private army. 
 
    “Well, kontie. Welcome. As you see, we have great need of your services here,” and he swept his hand over tents all, presumably, occupied by a multitude of frustrated soldiers. Dominica grunted and he asked why she was gagged. 
 
    “We had to, Colonel. She was making so much noise she was upsetting the mule.” 
 
    “She is a fine woman, is she not?” mused the colonel. He was carrying a short, brass topped cane and tapped her on the leg. “Yes, indeed; a fine woman.” He pulled his grey beret from his balding head and wiped the sweat from his brow. Dominica wished she could do the same to the sweat trickling down her neck and running between her breasts, but she was grateful for the respite from the constant rocking of the mule. She’d never ridden a horse before and wasn't sure she ever want to again; it was much too stimulating. 
 
    “Mr Femi tells me you are from Britain. I know the country well; I was schooled there. We must talk, discuss the old country.” He grinned. His accent was strong, but his speech precise. “He assures me that you are a most willing kontie girl; we shall see. We have had whores before, of course; many whores, but they don't last. I warn them, but they don't pay attention to my words and make me angry. Now I have a proper kontie, perhaps you will do better. What do you think, kontie? You wouldn't seek to make to make me angry like those other stupid whores, would you?” 
 
    Dominica gazed down shaking her head, intimidated by the man’s rambling ravings. 
 
    “Get her down and remove the gag. I wish to converse with my new kontie.” 
 
    Gustave guided the mule to the wooden rails of a fence and untied her cuffs to free her arms. Mahamadou moved round the other side of the animal and lifted her other leg to slide her upwards from the imprisoning phallus and she felt again the familiar pull of the rings through her labia as they hung below her spread thighs. A quick glance at the colonel confirmed that he’d seen them, too. Once on the ground, they unwound the scarf from her jaw and pulled the cloth from her mouth. 
 
    “There… I see you now. You have a handsome face and fine lips.” They were still swollen from the collagen Femi had injected. “And I see you are indeed a proper kontie.” He touched the bells hanging from her teats with the end of his cane and then grinned as he tapped the cane under her crotch. 
 
    “Yes,” he reflected holding her jaw tightly. “Such fine lips. Femi says you have been trained as a ganta. That’s true, isn't it? I have never seen a real kontieganta. Speak now girl; tell me it’s true. I wouldn't like to think that I have been cheated.” 
 
    “It’s true,” she whispered and Colonel Kalenda relaxed his grip. 
 
    “Gustave. Fetch me ledidi,” and the man ran into the nearest hut. “You probably know the berries better as miracle fruit,” said Kalenda. “Femi tells me it’s your trigger.” 
 
    “Please… Not here.” 
 
    “A true kontieganta wouldn't be concerned about such trivial matters as location. You are a true ganta, aren’t you?” 
 
    Dominica sighed and turned her head away. Simon’s potions had returned her to her senses as far as the ‘cock spell’ was concerned, but she knew without a shadow of a doubt that she was still susceptible to El Diabo’s trance induced ganta spell. 
 
    Gustave returned with three plum coloured berries on a dish. Kalenda picked up one and held it out Dominica. She looked at, unable to take it with her hands taped and reluctant to accept it into her mouth, she just stared at it with tears gathering in the corners of her eyes. 
 
    “Do you test me, girl?” he shouted and raised his cane above his head; Dominica gave a sudden yelp and snatched the berry from his fingers with her lips. Then the world changed. 
 
    The light seemed to drain from the sky, her throat went so dry she could barely speak, and her mind refocused on just one thing to the exclusion of all else. She needed a cock to suck to quell the anxiety building within her; her very life depended on it and absolutely nothing else mattered. 
 
    She looked at the two men, at their army fatigues all tidily fastened, and dropped to her knees at Kalenda’s feet. He gazed down at her trying desperately to unzip him using round balls as fingers. She could feel him inside his clothing, feel him growing in size, but that wasn't enough. 
 
    “Please,” she cried looking up at his grinning face, but he made no effort to help. Frantically, she looked round at Gustave, but he was taking his lead from the colonel. She started pummelling the front of his fatigues with her balled fists and crying out with anguished bleats, but all Kalenda would do is ruffle her hair like a child and press her face against the coarse material covering the very thing she needed to sustain life. 
 
    “It’s true,” he cried with glee. “The girl is indeed a ganta. See how she needs me.” 
 
    “Sir,” said Gustave quietly. “Perhaps you should give her what she wants.” 
 
    Dominica was by now screaming as she scrabbled with her useless hands, but her throat was so dry the sound was fractured and scratchy. Tears were rolling down her cheeks and her movements were becoming forced and jerky. 
 
    “Yes, of course,” sighed Kalenda and unzipped his flies. His erection sprung free and Dominica pounced on it, engulfing its full length with a single gulp. 
 
    “Ooo!” he said. “She’s good...” 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 20 
 
   It was mid-morning of the following day before Simon, Cid and Akili arrived in the little Nissan, now looking more mud-red than custard-yellow. They drove straight through the camp and stopped outside the wooden buildings to find Gustave leaning on a fence rail and grinning at them. 
 
    “Ah… Une autre personne blanche.” 
 
    “You’ve seen another European? A white woman?” asked Simon in English. 
 
    “Mais oui, une belle femme. She is touring the camp with Colonel Kalenda.” 
 
    “Will they be long?” 
 
    For an answer, they heard the sound of a powerful engine accompanied by loud shrieking and from out of a dust cloud emerged an olive green truck. It was Dominica standing on the front who was making most of noise. The chassis had been fitted two vertical bars an arm’s span apart with small platforms at their lower extremities for her to stand on. She was holding on tightly with spread arms and spread legs, pinned in place by the rigid post that extended up between her legs. She had been turned into a hood ornament and the violent pitching of the truck as it bounced over the rough terrain was the cause of her shrieks. Her whole body was bouncing and lurching on her vulnerable perch despite her valiant attempts to stay static as the truck dipped and bumped across the rough terrain. Not only were her tits flying around randomly, pulled in part by the weight of their attached bells, but somebody had hung additional weights to the rings through her labia and the sound of these weights clattering against the steel post was clearly audible above all other noise as they tugged at her skin. She saw the visitors as the truck turned towards the huts, but her wide open eyes and mouth suggested she had more on her mind than greetings. 
 
    She was no longer naked, but now wore an iridescent pink satin corset with fluffy white lace bunched about her hips and similar trimming under her bust to make a platform for her breasts. Silk ribbons stretched down her thighs to hold up black stockings and shiny black ankle boots made it even harder for her to maintain her balance on the widely spaced foot rests. 
 
    Rather than slow, the truck accelerated and sped past the onlookers with the driver laughing wildly to careen round the corner for another lap of the camp. Simon watched it wallowing over the ruts until its trailing cloud of dust hid it from view. 
 
    “She is a kontie girl. She likes it, yes?” said the man and then added with delight, “Colonel Kalenda thought she ought to be clothed.” Finally, he remembered his military duties and saluted his visitors. “I am Corporal Gustave and I am second in the line of command here. You wish to speak with the colonel?” 
 
    Simon nodded. “Very much.” 
 
    “Then I will try to stop him next time, but he is a very busy man.” 
 
    Next time was in two minutes and was preceded by the same shrieking and revving of engine. Gustave bravely jumped into the path of the oncoming truck and waved his arms, and the truck stopped just short of the men. Dominica was breathing hard and stared at Simon, not daring to speak. Her eyes had been made up with dark, midnight-blue eye shadow and thick, black mascara, her cheeks were spotted with powdered blusher and her lips were crimson red with glossy lipstick. She looked as if she’d been made up by a five year old. 
 
    The colonel climbed down from the driver’s seat in high spirits. “That’s tremendously exhilarating,” he said in his best English accent. Simon wondered whether Dominica thought so too. 
 
    “Good morning. Simon Kant,” said Simon and held out his hand. “This gentleman is Akili Brilhante and...” 
 
    “Feiticeiro Cidenterro,” said Cid. 
 
    “Ah. I have heard of you. The famous sorcerer. I did not know you were in the country. I am, of course, Colonel Kalenda; my adjutant Corporal Gustave Milne; and the young lady on the front of my truck is my kontieganta girl Mika.” Everybody stared at Dominica. There was a white foamy secretion running down the shaft of her mounting post. “I believe she is a countrywoman of yours if I'm not mistaken.” 
 
    “I regret, sir, that you are mistaken, although not about her heritage. She is, indeed, an Englishwoman, but not a kontieganta; not even an ordinary kontie.” 
 
    Kalenda laughed. “Ah, but it is you that is mistaken. I have had the pleasure of testing her and I know what I saw. And see for yourself… Is that not a kontie you see on my truck?” 
 
    “I know from whom you bought her and he lied.” 
 
    “But she confirmed to me herself what she is.” 
 
    “She was frightened of your power,” said Simon. “She was alone and scared you would learn the truth about her.” He transferred his gaze to Dominica and continued in a soft voice, “She has no need to be frightened any longer because we are here to protect her.” 
 
    Kalenda erupted in a burst of laughter and then just as quickly stopped when he saw that Simon was deadly serious. “I have three hundred men here, Englishman.” 
 
    “And I have a sorcerer… Who do you think will win? But I don’t propose we test ourselves. Let us test the girl instead.” He walked Right up to Dominica. “May I?” he asked looking back at Kalenda. The colonel just shrugged and Simon knelt to release the clamp of the mounting post and slide it down. Before his eyes, the slickened phallus slipped from her in a series of ridged lumps and she gave a grateful sigh. Simon stood and held out his left hand to help her dismount, but when she grasped it, his palm was slippery with a thick, viscous goo. Her first instinct was to pull away, but he was holding her firmly and she reconsidered. With the merest hint of a smile she dismounted and stood quietly watching the colonel. 
 
    Simon looked at Kalenda and said, “It is easy to pretend to be a kontie when one is not; not so easy pretending not to be a kontie when there is such welcoming comfort immediately behind.” 
 
    He was, of course, referring to the post she’d vacated and Dominica was careful not to show any indication that was missing its intimate embrace. 
 
    “It proves nothing. Gustave, fetch me ledidi.” 
 
    Kalenda took two of the berries and approached Dominica. This time she showed no hesitation. She picked up one and popped it straight into her mouth, biting it to show Kalenda the juice running from her lips. Her head started to swim and she closed her eyes, forcing herself to ignore the anxiety that suddenly clutched at her heart. With outward calm, but inner turmoil, she picked the second berry from his hand and popped it into her mouth, rubbing her palm over her lips just as her legs felt they would buckle beneath her. The sticky goo from Simon’s hand was sweet, sickly sweet, but like magic her distress evaporated like Scotch mist and her senses returned with absolute clarity. She stood unwaveringly, gazing at Colonel Kalenda with a calm, steady stare that caused him to take a step back. 
 
    “Mon Dieu. I would not have believed it. Such a good actress; such dedication to her art.” 
 
    “The woman is a colleague of mine and I would like her returned to me.” 
 
    “I still own her,” cried Kalenda with sudden belligerence. “I paid Femi for her; she belongs to me.” 
 
    “She was not Femi’s to sell. He stole her. Take it up with him.” 
 
    “Gentlemen,” cried Cid’s little voice. “We must not fight amongst ourselves. The consequences could be expensive and, in any case, there’s no need. We know where there are five kontie girls including one genuine kontieganta. All of them are as beautiful as this one, although, admittedly, they have darker skin, and all of them would be more than happy to serve your soldiers here at your camp.” 
 
    “Five you say?” said Kalenda. “And how much would I need to pay for such treasure.” 
 
    “Ah...” said Cid. “They currently all belong to Mr Desmond Femi.” 
 
    Kalenda’s face lit up with the prospect. “In that case, sirs.” He gazed around the little assembly. “And madam,” he added bowing to Dominica. “I would be pleased if you would all join me in a celebratory drink. I have French champagne.” 
 
    Akili handed Simon a blanket from the Nissan and he passed it on to Dominica along with a handkerchief with which to wipe her hand. 
 
    “Good stuff...” she said with a broad grin looking at the sticky white semen in her palm. 
 
    “Only the best for you...” 
 
    * 
 
    The South African police soon picked up Femi for conspiracy to defraud big time. If his scheme had come off, he’d have sold an almost worthless mine for millions and, but for a scribbled note on a wall calendar, it might well have. 
 
    Van Dijk was implicated, of course, but the only hard evidence against him was a misleading geological survey and a series of telephone calls with Femi. The survey was criminally bad engineering, but difficult to prove it didn't just result from gross incompetence rather than duplicity and the only other evidence against him were the telephone calls which, by themselves, were not illegal. Dominica considered accusing him of the sexual assault, but what with the lack of impartial witnesses and the inherent embarrassment associated with the incident, she decided to opt for discretion. Femi had not yet paid him anything, so the lucky little man got off scot-free, although with a big stain on his reputation that meant he’d never work again. 
 
    Femi’s mole in Niemure was much more difficult than anticipated to identify. It turned out to be a man call Kuiper who was a junior engineer working in the Business Development arm of the company. He’d been clever. Without ever mentioning the Capasimba mine personally, he’d managed to inveigle its name into all sorts of documents until it became firstly high profile and then, by doctoring reports, favourite for a take-over. He played a similar trick with Van Dijk’s references, highlighting him above his direct competitors. When asked, no-one could remember who first mentioned either the mine or the geologist. Suspicions were raised when the various documents were analysed and confirmed when Kuiper’s bank account was examined. He had received money from Femi and confessed all when pressurised. 
 
    And finally, there was Lesedi. The police would have dearly liked a word with her, but she was nowhere to be found. 
 
    Cid ‘debriefed’ Dominica removing, he said, all trace of the suggestions implanted in her mind by the shaman and El Diabo. It didn't take long, less than an hour; much quicker than the days the shaman took to implant her revised persona in the first place. It was in Cid’s seaside house that she and Simon recuperated, spending days doing nothing but lying in the sun on the beach. That was after the interviews both with the Angolan police and the visiting South African officers. Akili remarked on the changed attitude of the Angolan police once the Angolan Ministry of Hospitality and Tourism became involved. No-one from the Democratic Republic of the Congo was available for comment. 
 
    Dominica and Simon returned to Britain in triumph two weeks later. Bateson said he was delighted to see them both safe and well, which, of course, he was. He would have been more delighted had the acquisition gone through and the bank secured its usual percentage fee instead of the lesser flat fee plus expenses that Dominica had earned. There was, however, a silver lining in the form of good will and publicity attained. Discovering the fraud before the purchase was a tremendous coup for the bank that didn't go unnoticed by other companies and would almost certainly lead to lucrative work in the future. 
 
    Then there were the obvious questions Dominica had to deflect, but nobody had the nerve to ask any that could be construed as too intimate or too detailed. Her staff did wonder about her puffy-looking lips, but after a day or two, even they were forgotten. Life returned to normal, at least outwardly. On a more personal level, Simon and Dominica were spending much more time in each other’s company. At lunch times, for instance, in Dominica’s office. 
 
    “This coffee’s really sweet.” 
 
    “Now don't start that. You know there’s no sugar in it.” 
 
    Dominica tasted the mug of coffee again. “So you say, but it’s sweet, so sweet it’s making me all hot. Look… I’m perspiring.” 
 
    “You’re doing nothing of the sort. Stop pretending.” 
 
    “Please Simon. Lock the door and come over here. I need you...” 
 
    Simon smiled, rose from his chair and quietly flicked the detent on the door lock. Then he approached Dominica. She’d slipped from her chair to her knees on the floor and was unbuttoning her blouse claiming it was making her much too hot. 
 
    “Oh God, I must have you now,” she murmured and grabbed at his leather belt. 
 
    “I hope this never happens in public,” said Simon and she grinned up at his face with his erect penis grasped securely in her hand. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Epilogue 
 
   Lethabo and I watched two more police cars entering the gates of Desmond’s Angolan villa to join those already there. We were seated in the relative safety of the Toyota parked some distance away up the hill. 
 
    Lethabo said, “Since his arrest, there’s nowhere to go. Police are all over the club and it’s just the same in Cape Town. Merveil’s even told me that the kontie girls have all gone from Mbuji-Mayi.” 
 
    “It’s alright for you. The maid tells me the police are looking for me too. They think I had something to do with that girl’s abduction.” 
 
    That fucking girl… Life was good and, if it hadn't have been for her, still would be. Sometimes I smile to myself as I think about the last time we saw her, pinned to the saddle of a mule and about to experience the ride of her life. We did her good… Turned her from a stuck-up interfering white bitch into a kontie who couldn't function without a cock in her snatch. And it was so funny to see her pleading to be able to suck some guy, any guy. Kontiegantas really are the ultimate whores. You can switch them on whenever you want as easy as turning on a light switch. All it took was the merest trace of the trigger and she couldn't help herself. I think she might have died if she hadn't have found a handy cock and sucked the jism from it. 
 
    It was my idea to turn her into a kontie. Desmond wanted to just lose her some place, bury her in the bush, but I told him that would be a waste. I could make him do whatever I wanted; he thought I worked for him, but in reality it was the other way round. He was a strong man, but he still needed a strong woman to guide him. And she thought she was as good as I am… I used to be; the fucking bitch. Perhaps one day I’ll go and find her in Britain. There must be a hundred ways I could get revenge. I feel hot just with the thought. 
 
    I think about Desmond, about all the little things he used to do for me. Even that night when he hung me above his bed and invited ‘white bitch’ to join us was my idea. I thought it would be fun to mess with her head, but then Desmond went too far and I ended up servicing her, which wasn't my idea at all. I forgave him, of course, but not before he bought me new lingerie. I know I look good, but I looked even better wearing Yves St Laurent. If Desmond was here now, we’d be draped around each other like amorous octopuses, but that’s not going to happen now. 
 
    “We must start again; build up the night club business somewhere else, this time without Femi,” he said. 
 
    “With what?” I asked and he gave me the sort of grin that was easy to misinterpret. 
 
    “Think positive, Lesedi. We still have ourselves and I’ve managed to get some cash out of the account before it was frozen. Between us, we can do it.” 
 
    “Sure… We haven't even got anywhere safe to go.” 
 
    “That’s not true either. We can lay low for a little while until things die down and we start rebuilding the club.” He started the engine and the big SUV began rolling slowing down the hill past the villa. 
 
    “Where are we going?” I asked. 
 
    “To start a new life,” he said. He thought he was being enigmatic, but it didn't take me long to work out his line of thought. It wasn’t a bad idea; nobody would think of looking for us out in the bush and I managed to grab my jewellery and a suitcase of clothes before the police turned up. They were in the back of the vehicle. The news that Lethabo had cleaned out at least one of the accounts was a bonus too. 
 
    It took four hours to drive out to the shaman’s camp and by the time we arrived, I felt like I needed a shower. The leather of the seat was hot and my dress was sticking to my thighs. I was surprised to find Kenneth there with his fat little son. The boy should either get more exercise or eat less, but I suppose it’s all in his genes; his father’s a fat slob too. 
 
    I watched Lethabo pitch camp and then fire up the barbecue in the evening sunshine to cook some steaks while I relaxed in a deck chair and sipped wine. The old man was sitting by himself on his log and looked despondent and I idly wondered what he thought about all day, every day. I would have offered him some wine, but he probably wouldn't have liked it. It had been a long day and the wine was making me feel tired. I stretched out in the warm sun and saw that the old man was watching me, looking at my legs, but I was too tired to be bothered. Let the silly old sod dream I thought; I felt too sleepy to care… 
 
    * 
 
    I woke with a start and instantly started to panic. I was in the shaman’s hut and standing with my arms above my head. I tried to call out for help, but there was something blocking my mouth. Then I tried to move and the full consequence of my situation became blindingly apparent: I was straddling a post, the shaman’s kontie post. It’s embedded inside me and I’m unable to move in any direction. The fucking sods have impaled me; they're trying to turn me into a kontie now. 
 
    Thoughts rushed into my head so fast I couldn’t process them fast enough. One moment, I’m ‘Number One’ with plans to restart the business Desmond and I were successfully running and the next I have effectively been kidnapped by my own chauffeur. I was naked and felt frightened and humiliated with my arms tied to the roof. They’d stripped off my black Stella McCartney dress and my silk lace underwear to leave me exposed and defenceless; my sense of vulnerability only heightened by the touch of the kontie post within my sex. They’d stolen my gold rings and bracelets, and the ruby necklace that Desmond had bought me, but they’d left me wearing my high sandals to keep me on my toes. 
 
    I was gagged too. I could feel it in my mouth: a hard penis-shaped rubber plug judging by the feel of its head pressing on my tongue. I tried to call out again, but it was hopeless. The best I could manage was a loud mewing sound. The little stub on the front of the post, the clit stop, doing what it was designed to do – pressing on my clitoris – and I pushed myself higher to relieve the pressure, but I could only manage a very few centimetres. It was hard supporting myself on my toes and before long I felt myself sliding back down the shaft and refilling. 
 
    Two things happened simultaneously: firstly, movement on my imprisoning shaft didn't come without a cost. The corrugated bands up its length sent shivers through the sensitive nerves within me every time I slid up or down and I was left with a feeling of fullness that in some ways was actually comforting. It reminded me of all the lovers I'd had, the warm feeling an erect penis gave me when buried deep and filling me, the electric pulses as it moved, the friction on my ‘G’ spot and the weight of another’s body as he pressed against mine. But now, the sense of comfort was deceiving. The electric pulses were no longer indicative of a lover’s embrace, but only of the cold, hard wooden ridges moving inside me. My nerve endings still lit up, there was still the erotic sensations of a moving mass within me, but there was no associated emotion, just hard mechanical stimulation. 
 
    The second fact I learnt very quickly was that the more I moved, the harder it was to remain still and staying still was my top priority at that moment. I’d seen how they make a kontie and I didn't want it happening to me, but knowing what I had to do and actually doing were not the same. It was all the fault of the red paste I knew they’d used to coat the fucking thing. It’s an irritant and it prickled. I could bear it for a little while, perhaps half a minute, but the more I tried to ignore it, the sharper the prickles became until, suddenly, it was like I’d been stabbed with a pin and I leapt up the post onto tiptoes only to slither back down until my weight was again pressing on the clit stop. For a while, a short while, the irritation subsided, but it was not much of a reprieve and I couldn’t help myself. And the more I moved, the easier and more erotic it became. 
 
    It took me some time to realise I had been subjected to a medical operation… You would have thought that I’d have noticed before, but I was distracted. My breasts, my beautiful breasts projected from my chest like soft, brown cones with long, dark nipples at their tips. They gleamed in the dying light as if they were polished, but now they were different. My nipples looked thicker and it took me valuable seconds to notice the glint of metal to either side. Then I became aware of the small bells hanging below them. I was confused; I didn't have rings before, but they didn’t hurt like newly installed piercings. Then I saw that they were not rings that were piercing my teats, but short pins and they had been glued in place with a medical adhesive. There was no blood, no weeping, and no pain. My flesh has been sealed to the metal with the glue to make an instant piercing. 
 
    Metal loops hung from the ends of the pins below each nipple with the loops swaged to the pins so that they could swing freely, but could not be removed. The bells could not be removed either; they were trapped on the loops. 
 
    It was clear what that sod Lethabo had in mind: he’d tricked me and intended to turn me into a kontie just like we turned Mika, but that was the point when my resolve hardened. He was going to be disappointed. I was not like her. I was much stronger and they were going to find that I'm not so easily manipulated. 
 
    The irritant was still working and I jumped again on my post and felt its mass lurch from me only to slowly refill me until my clitoris was once again crushed. The sensation was exquisite, a finely balanced mix of pleasure and pain and I found myself rising up on tiptoes to reproduce the stimulus. Soon, I was squirming, rolling my body against the unyielding phallus as it moved in and out; my clit teased and tortured by the clit stop and my breasts swinging freely. I could feel the gentle tug of the small bells. I closed my eyes and sensed my body was trying to betray me with an orgasm that was bubbling just below my consciousness. Then the red paste struck again and I jumped with the stab of a particularly sharp prickle. It tipped me over the edge and I was left trembling on my post as the spasms wracked my body. 
 
    When I opened my eyes again, Kenneth’s fat boy was standing before me grinning. 
 
    “You’ve got pretty tits, lady,” he said and confirms his assessment by reaching up and feeling them. His podgy little fingers squeeze my nipple and I shrieked and tried to wriggle away, but only succeeded in disturbing the bells. He giggled and pats me to ring them again. 
 
    The prickling was getting worse again and I started squirming involuntarily against the clit stop under my sensitised clitoris to try and quell the itch. Traces of my fading orgasm were reignited and I was conscious of the post’s erotic profile still embedded within me. 
 
    When I open my eyes again, the boy was gone. I couldn’t see him; I couldn’t turn on the post because of the stubby clit stop and I couldn’t see behind me around my raised arms. Then I screamed. The little sod was poking his finger in my arse. I tried to kick him away, but he only pushed deeper and I shrieked again. When I looked up, the shaman was standing before me in his paint and feathers and antelope hat. 
 
    * 
 
    Things became a little confused from that point onwards. I know there was incense burning in the shaman’s hut and I think it might have been that that caused me to keep blanking out. I remember the daylight fading and flames dancing on the walls of the hut. I remember, too, wanting to dance with them, moving rhythmically on the phallus despite the thing driving me on to multiple orgasms that caused me to shake so much the bells were moving horizontally. By morning, I could think of nothing else but the feel of the wooden banded post moving inside me and the peg under my clit tapping against me like a metronome. 
 
    I was no longer standing, but kneeling over the post, hypnotised by the shaman’s movements, his touches that felt so good I was crying out for more and his fierce slaps that enlivened my movements whenever I slowed and brought new orgasms crashing through my consciousness. 
 
    Daylight came and with it, other voices echoed around my head. Strong, vibrant voices so loud that I couldn't shut them out. They told me things: truths that couldn't be changed; consequences should I deviate from the proscribed path; and they told me of rewards beyond my dreams, an enlightenment of my soul as man’s riches shower over me. 
 
    Another night came and went and I remember lying prone, tied to a wooden bunk suspended from the roof of the hut by ropes. It moved under me, pushing me forward so that a soft probe was forced into my throat. I could push myself back with my hands, but that forced another probe into me from behind and I could never fully remove myself from either. The tendency was always for me to swing forward and I spent the hours of darkness pushing myself onto the vaginal probe in order to snatch a breath. 
 
    My night was not made easier by the old shaman who spent the night lying on top of me. He wasn’t heavy, but I remember his bony skeleton pressing against my back and his short, stiff cock in my arse. 
 
    It was on the third day that they walked me down to the exercise wheel and attached me to the beam. By this time my mind was clearer, but I was totally engrossed with the feel of a cock. I knew then that the shaman’s cock spell was working and I was succumbing. 
 
    They taped my arms together behind my back and tied my new nipple shackles to the rotary beam just as they had fixed ‘white bitch’. Then they fitted me with the walking trainer: the same kontie post or one just like it, but now 70cm long with 18cm of coloured bands at one end and a ring at the other. Lengths of rubber passed through a hole bored just below the ridged bands and, tied to a belt about my waist, held the post in place within me with the longer end hanging down between my knees. A rope hobble linking my ankles passed through the ring on the lower end of the post to provide the motion that would establish my new persona beyond recovery. 
 
    * 
 
    So here I am, standing against the beam just waiting for Kenneth to harness the donkey on the other end of the beam. 
 
    The sun is already hot and my dark skin is beginning to glisten with perspiration, but I’m anxious to start moving. I kick my right leg to tighten the hobble just to feel the post jump inside me and Lethabo sees the movement. He walks over to me. 
 
    “Soon, my new little kontie. Don’t be so impatient.” 
 
    He raises his hand to stroke my breasts whilst his other traces the curves of my lower back and bottom. His touch feels cool and soothing and I let him know by making a soft mewing sound. I’m staring at his chest and the bulk of his belly and imagining what it would feel like to be embraced by such a man, to be crushed beneath his weight with his cock inside me. The thought excites me and I want to tell him so and move against him, but that’s not possible. 
 
    Kenneth shouts something and I see Lethabo nod. I hear the boy slap the donkey and the machine starts to rotate. I scream. Suddenly, I’m pulled forward, torn from his touch by my teats, and stumble away with my ankles hobbled together. The kontie post is tugged down and then rises rapidly to refill me with a breath-taking lunge as I take my next step and my ankles cross. The motion takes me completely by surprise. I’m only walking slowly, but the post is moving fast and completing a cycle with each step I take. I can feel my abdomen pulsing with the reciprocating motion of the phallus as it reams its way in and out and its contoured profile is causing my vaginal walls to vibrate with the excitations. And every cycle is punctuated by the clit stop tapping against my clitoris. 
 
    Before I’ve even completed one circuit, I can sense the start of my first orgasm and stagger past Lethabo with wide eyes and a silent scream. He just smiles at my exaggerated gait caused by the high heels of the sandals strapped to my feet and I can feel his eyes boring into my back as I wiggle away. 
 
    The orgasm strikes, but I can’t stop. I keep walking and the post keeps moving despite my legs trembling and my sex becoming super-sensitised. The orgasm is prolonged and the spasms continue for a full half minute or more before they begin to slowly fade and I can breathe again. But what I cannot do is to stop walking. 
 
    I stumble round in a circle for hours following the donkey and being tormented by orgasms every twenty minutes or so. I can't stop; I have to keep walking and that keeps the stimulus going, but rather than becoming inured to the sensations, they are becoming stronger. 
 
    Every hour, the boy stops the donkey and walks over to me with a water bottle and a can of paste. He twists the plug in my mouth and it releases from the harness. Then he holds up the water bottle for me to drink. It tastes odd, but I drink anyway and he pushes the plug back. Then he kneels to re-lubricate the phallus. Rather than feel grateful for the rest, I only feel deprived and wait with my eyes closed until I feel the post reseat itself and the whole pantomime restarts. 
 
    Kenneth’s pony is tied to a thorn tree near the exercise wheel and it must be in season because the donkey walks much faster as it approached the pony, but is reluctant to complete the circle without the boy slapping its flank with a stick. I am, therefore, forever struggling with the changing pace. Lethabo finds my plight endlessly amusing and says it’s only right that I’m driven round by a randy donkey. I am less amused. 
 
    After a few hours, the boy stops the donkey again and gives it a drum of hay, but it’s Lethabo who takes it upon himself to feed and water me. 
 
    “So, my new little kontie. How do you feel?” 
 
    The sod knows full well how I feel and I don't dignify his question with an answer. 
 
    “We’ll have some fun tonight, yes?” 
 
    Still I don't answer him, but he just smiles and kneels to re-grease the kontie post. I groan audibly when he pulls it down and give a little yelp when he pulls it so low it leaves me completely. I peer down with a sense of nervous unease to see him sliding his hand up and down its ridged length to spread the red paste. I need it replaced, but he seems in no hurry. 
 
    “We can have some fun,” I say weakly. “Please...” 
 
    “Please put it back, you mean?” He’s grinning up at me and I know he’s won. “What would happen if I put this back in your arse?” he asks and my face breaks into a look of horror. That wouldn't do; that wouldn’t soothe the demons at all and I tell him so. 
 
    “Please don’t,” I plead as he pulls it down to my ankles to stretch the elastics. Then he aligns it under me and releases. It powers upwards plunging the fat, rounded head back into my sex so fast I shriek, partly in surprise and partly in relief. 
 
    “Tonight then,” he says as he slides the penis plug back into my mouth. “The shaman says you’ll be ready by then... Both shamans,” he adds and I stare at him not understanding his meaning. 
 
    It is hours later that the boy halts the donkey for the final time. Predictably, it’s as close as it can manage to Kenneth’s mare who is standing nonchalantly chewing at a drum of hay. Kenneth unfastens the base of the kontie post from my hobble, unbuckles the belt from my waist, and pulls the post from me. I give a nervous yelp and he smiles benevolently. 
 
    “Do not be alarmed, little one. Soon you will be whole again.” 
 
    I watch him walk away with my post with a sense of almost overwhelming loss, but Lethabo is here. He knows exactly what I’m thinking and gives me hope. 
 
    “Soon, Lesedi. Soon you’ll feel a cock again. Be brave and do not fret.” 
 
    He stands beside me feeling and squeezing and patting me in a manner that would have been unthinkable just a few days before, but now I’m not the same person and he can do as he pleases. And then his hand is between my legs. His fingers curl into me and my eyelids flutter shut, but he stops before I can climax and I hear myself making plaintive little mewing noises from around my gag. 
 
    He smiles at me and starts to remove the harness that’s fixed about my head, making a show of unbuckling its various leather straps as if he was unbridling a horse. Finally, he pulls it from my face along with the plug from my mouth and I can speak again. 
 
    “Are you going to take me to Mbuji-Mayi?” I ask. I remember the little house the girls had there and the evenings they spent in Femi’s club and think how good it would be. I know the other konties are no longer there, but Lethabo would find more and, in any case, company is not my prime concern. 
 
    “No,” he says. “I have come to an arrangement with Bruno and the local police in Huambo. Femi’s old place will continue under Bruno’s management as a private ‘Members Only’ club and you will be its first kontie. I’ll prepare a few of the waitresses to ease your workload; I’m sure that given the choice, they’d rather be employed as konties in a role they’d enjoy rather than be dismissed. 
 
    He unties my teats from the beam and gently massages me some more to ensure I have sustained no lasting damage. My arms are still taped behind my back and I can’t touch myself, but he feels good and I tell him so. My tits feel heavier as they rise and fall in his hands and I ask him if the machine is stretching me. 
 
    “Stretching you? I suppose it is, but that’s not why these are bigger. I decided our clientele would appreciate a more ample bosom, so the shaman has concocted a potion for you. In a few weeks you’re going to have tits the size of water melons.” 
 
    I tell him I don’t want giant tits, but he says it’s not up to me. 
 
    I’m beginning to feel vulnerable again and glance at the surrounding vegetation looking for the source of my anxiety, but, of course, there is none; it’s just because I’ve been deprived of the post. My loins are starting to ache too and I begin pleading with Lethabo to take me to bed. 
 
    “The shamans tell me you are ready, but I need to test you first.” 
 
    “Then let’s go to bed.” 
 
    “You don't know yet, do you?” 
 
    “Know what?” I ask, but for an answer he just holds a water bottle to my lips. The sun is still hot and I drink a mouthful, but it isn't water and I spit it out. Then I stare in horror at Lethabo as the world turns and the sky darkens. 
 
    “Welcome to the land of the kontieganta,” he says and smiles. 
 
    It feel like the forest is closing in around me. I suddenly feel hot and can barely breathe. I know with certainty that I will die unless I can find a cock quickly, but Lethabo is just standing there looking at me with his arms folded across his chest. Behind me, the fat boy is grinning and offers no hope. In panic, I take a step towards the camp, but my hobble trips me and I fall in a heap in the dust. 
 
    “Please...” I cry. I can barely think now. My only aim is to find a man; a virile male who can soothe my burning throat, but Lethabo isn't moving and there is no way I can access what I need with my arms useless behind my back. “Help me, God,” I scream and roll frantically in the dust as I try to rise. I’ve never prayed before, but it seems that God was listening for behind me, disturbed by my cry, the donkey brays loudly. 
 
    I spin round. He’s no more than three metres from me and staring at the love of his life, the unattainable mare. His harness still holds him steady against the beam, but, undaunted, he’s holding himself in a state of excited readiness should the opportunity present itself. 
 
    “Thank you God,” I whisper and struggle to my knees. 
 
      
 
      
 
    -  The End  - 
 
    

  

 
   
    
    Extract from the book “Farming for Girls” 
 
   Two girls living alone on an isolated Scottish hill farm make a serious error when they mistake Broden for a vagrant and antagonise him so comprehensively, first by torturing him and then by killing his beloved badgers. His revenge is not only instructive, but most appropriate under the circumstances as their roles as dairy maids became reversed. 
 
    But all was not as it seems. What are the girls doing living on such a desolate farm, why did they lie about the farm’s ownership, why are they building a new milking shed if their finances are so depleted, and, perhaps most importantly, what are their London friends planning? When Broden finally answers those questions, he feels compelled to act and the consequences not only go way beyond his expectations, but provided all the London girls with a stimulating new enterprise. For perhaps the first time in their lives, they’re doing something that’s useful, but, then again, they do have very little choice. 
 
    The story is nearing its finale. Broden now has the farm running as a commercial concern and its stock of lactating girls is being increased. Here we join him interviewing a hopeful candidate and he needs to assure himself that she has the right temperament to cope with the milking and exercise techniques employed at the farm. 
 
      
 
    *   *   *   *   * 
 
   Four months passed at breakneck speed. Winter still had a grip on the farm, but the region’s lower levels were now snow-free and the local snow plough operator had made it his special duty to ensure the lane was clear all the way up to the farm gate. It was now early March and Broden had caught the train to Inverness. 
 
    He scrutinised the girl as she entered the small conference room at the Station Hotel. She was in her early twenties, tall and slender with a pleasant oval-shaped face, high cheek bones and a small mouth with plump lips she’d chosen to colour a subtle shade of plum. Her hair was thick and wavy, cut with a low fringe and bleached until it was almost pure white. She was wearing an RAF blue woollen business suite: a tailored jacket over a plain silk blouse and short, pleated skirt. The colour of her hair contrasted startlingly with her suite and, once she’d removed her sunglasses, with her ice blue eyes the colour of glacial melt water. 
 
    She stepped confidently across the floor and sat on the padded dining chair opposite Broden’s own. The skirt spread over tan-coloured thighs as she crossed her legs and flicked at the air with a black court shoe, perhaps to draw attention to a silver and pearl anklet. 
 
    “So Miss…” 
 
    “Blessingdon. Juliette Blessingdon. My father is one of the Lincolnshire Earlsdean-Blessingdons and Principle of the Saltmere Public School for Girls.” 
 
    Her intonation was refined and precise to the point of being a quintessential stereotype. She sat erect and proper with her hands in her lap and an atmosphere of haughty superiority pervading the air around her. 
 
    “Well Juliette. Welcome to Inverness. I take it you’ve basically been told what we’re about. We are the market leader in consumer victuals made primarily from human breast milk. We source and manufacture in the Highlands of Scotland and supply specialized delicatessen and health markets through a number of shops in London and Edinburgh.” 
 
    A coy smile slowly spread across her features. “I know. I’ve seen your packaging. I know that you’ll want to extract milk from me over a period of some weeks and for that time I’d have to live on a farm in the Highlands.” 
 
    “Quite. Our facilities are…” 
 
    “I also know that the conditions in which I would be required to live are, at times, restrictive and the process of extracting the milk, of milking me, is very intimate.” 
 
    “We do have our own way of doing things and they may not be right for everyone. For instance, the actual act of lactation releases a hormone in the brain called oxytocin which is the same hormone released during a sexual orgasm. We’ve done studies and found that inducing the latter promotes the former.” 
 
    “Oh…” she said with wide eyes. “I didn’t know that,” but the angle of her head didn’t alter. Instead, she uncrossed her leg and re-crossed the other one. “Every time?” she asked aghast. 
 
    “No, of course not. There are six milking sessions per day. You’d be worn to a frazzle. No, we only induce a climax during three of them, although sometimes the technique we use does result in multiple climaxes.” 
 
    Juliette’s cheeks blushed, an effect that was only enhanced by her ashen hair. 
 
    “Do you have women at your farm to assist with the milking?” she asked hopefully, but Broden shook his head. 
 
    “Only Dave. He’s very skilled and has insider knowledge of the subject. Think of him as a kindred spirit, a sort of bosom buddy. He’s there to help you any way he can, whatever time of the day or night. Never leaves the place.” 
 
    “And I understand that between sessions, my time is my own. I would be able to do other things like working on my laptop, reading, walking in the hills; that sort of thing.” 
 
    “Certainly. Outside of the half hour or so it takes to complete each milking sessions, the day would be yours, all except the afternoon exercises; that’s mandatory and takes about an hour. In actual fact, we lay on a number of recreational and vocational courses that are free to our guests such as dairy herd care and management with our own herd of Jersey cattle, there’s a very active wood working unit that manufactures high end articles for diverse and sometimes curious uses, and, of course, there’s ice-cream making for the food enthusiast.” He hesitated and noticed she was smiling at his last remark, its humour not eluding her obviously sharp mind. “Alas, the same liberty is not available during the night time hours of 11 till 6 owing to the limitations of the automated milking equipment that operates at 3 am. For this period, it is necessary that you’re confined to your bunk, but I am assured it is reasonably comfortable.” 
 
    Broden paused, waiting for Juliette to process all the information in her head. 
 
    “Now, there’s a number of things you ought to know and chief among them is the remuneration. You’ll be paid on results at a rate of £50 per litre and can expect to earn between £1,400 and £1,750 per week. We have girls currently at the farm earning £2,000 per week and while you're with us, all accommodation and catering is free.” 
 
    “You do know I’m not lactating, don’t you?” 
 
    “You don’t need to worry about that. We’ll supply all the hormone supplements you'll need and it takes four to five weeks to prepare the breasts. Then, we trigger lactation to start by giving you the same hormones you’d produce during childbirth. After that, all we need to do is to build up your supply and that takes another week or two to achieve an ideal maximum output.” 
 
    “So I’d start earning after, say, week five and thereafter, live in the Highlands for free and be paid up to £2,000 per week, but will I end up with massive, saggy breasts?” 
 
    “It’s unlikely. Most of our guests revert to their original shape within a matter of weeks. During the first month of preparation, you’ll find that your breasts increase by one or two cup sizes and then, once you start to lactate, they may increase again by, say, another size, but we try not to allow the breasts to fill and engorge, so you shouldn’t see a lot of difference day to day.” 
 
    “Is there a limit to how long I can stay?” 
 
    “As long as you feel comfortable, but because of the time and money invested, we like our guests to commit to a minimum of twelve weeks production.” 
 
    “It sounds like an offer I can’t refuse.” She grinned at Broden and her face lit up, her initial surly tone vanishing with the smile. 
 
    “We have the results of the blood test you took a couple of weeks back and I’m pleased to tell you that it’s all clear. You're in good health and, as I’m sure you're aware, you haven’t been taking anything you shouldn’t. The milk is intended for human consumption and we need to check that it won’t be contaminated by, say, illegal drugs or infection. That only leaves one final hurdle before we’re able to confirm your acceptance. It’s in the form of a little exercise and has a double purpose: it’ll give me some assurance that you have the sort of psychological outlook that won’t be discouraged by our techniques and secondly that you have the necessary physical attributes.” 
 
    Juliette just met his gaze with her own quizzical stare. 
 
    “Now, if you're ready, please stand and show me your tits and bum.” 
 
    Broden had phrased his request with deliberate crudity to see if she’d be fazed, but if she was, she was good at disguising the fact. She unfolded her legs and rose to her feet before carefully unbuttoning her jacket, sliding it from her arms and laying it across the seat of her chair. Without hesitation, she moved straight to unfastening the buttons down the front of her blouse and it became apparent that owing to the white, lacy bra she was wearing, it would be necessary to completely remove the blouse. It was laid over the jacket. She unfastened the bra and then she did hesitate, but for no more than a heartbeat. It slipped away with a sweep of her hand and Broden gazed upon her breasts. They were perfect. Smooth, milky white flesh with small pink nipples that were likely destined to be much larger. 
 
    “Now the skirt and pants please.” 
 
    Again, she was quick to respond. She unfastened the waist band and zipper and the skirt dropped to the floor like a parachute, its pleats flaring out to fall around her feet like the petals of a flowers. He noticed that she was now biting her lower lip, but determination settled on her countenance and she tucked her thumbs into the waistband of her matching white lace pants and slipped them over her hips and down her legs. Now she was naked apart from the high, black court shoes and stood erect, her shoulders pulled back and her long legs perfectly straight with smooth, slender thighs. 
 
    He was pleased to see she was blessed with a wide gap below her pubis, a rare genetic feature that may only have aesthetic significance, but he liked it. She was devoid of all traces of pubic hair and from his seated position, Broden could see her minora peeping between her larger labial lips to decorate her underside with a delicate, ruched frill. 
 
    He stood, moving close. Juliette turned her head slightly and dropped her eyes. “You have a nice body.” 
 
    She didn’t answer. 
 
    “Turn around.” 
 
    She turned until her back was towards him and he regarded the rounded profile of her hips and buttocks with what he considered to be a professional eye. 
 
    “Now lean forward and place your elbows on the seat of the chair.” 
 
    Three heartbeats this time before she moved. Her hair fell forward from her shoulders to shade her face and conceal her expression, but she was unable to hide her vulval crease nor the darker flower of her anal sphincter displayed so spectacularly by her raised pelvis. 
 
    “Don’t move,” he warned. “This may feel a little cold…” 
 
    He pulled a tube of lubricant from his pocket and trickled it onto her sphincter so that it slowly dribbled down the entire length of her labia. Then he touched her, his thumb and fingers rolling and sliding between her genital lips. She gave a soft gasp and twitched as his digits slipped across her vaginal entrance and clitoris. She gave another small cry when his thumb pressed against her anus and wiggled and rolled until it began to slide slowly into her. Then it was the turn of his middle and ring fingers. Already coated in a slippery film, they found little resistance when they pushed between her labia to enter the secret tunnel of her sex. 
 
    He pressed harder to fully embed all three digits and his palm settled on her perineum whilst his index and little fingers curled round seeking her clitoris. Juliette was moaning quietly and stepping slowly from foot to foot, but his hold had effectively immobilised her and she had little scope to move more. Her back arched down in a gentle curve from the rounded cheek either side of his entrapped hand to the white curls of her hair now completely concealing her bowed head. His thumb and fingers gripped her tighter and he gazed along the polished hardwood floor towards the far wall wistfully recalling lost days from his youth at the ten-pin bowling alley. 
 
    He moved to her side whilst retaining his hold and reached beneath her lowered chest with his left hand to sweep under her hanging breasts. Her nipples were as hard as rubber and tickled across his palm before his hand closed to seize her. The tit was soft and filled his hand and in his mind he imagined what it would feel like dangling through the holes of a milking bench. She muttered a quiet invocation and pressed herself harder against his hand. 
 
    “Well sweetie,” said Broden as he continued to assess the soft, malleable flesh. “I think you'll do well at the farm.” 
 
    * 
 
    Juliette stood erect and confident, reclothed and waiting patiently for Broden to return from the bathroom where he was washing his hands. The door opened behind her and she turned, meeting his gaze with the merest hint of a smile. He was holding a glass medicine bottle. 
 
    “5 cc morning and evening for the next thirty days, and then we’ll meet you at Inverness railway station in one month’s time. Congratulations…” 
 
    “Thank you,” she said and shook his damp hand. 
 
    He watched her leave, long legs striding purposefully below the flicking pleats of her short skirt. She turned at the door for one last smile and Broden was left with a vision of an angelic face swathed in a white cloud. He wondered if his other interviewees will fare as well. He had four more to see before the two hour ride back to Ben Gareloch Farm; it was hard work, but someone had to do it… 
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