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CHAPTER
ONE

 


 


Lady Helena de Barrie stepped out of
the taxi and paid the fare, adding a generous tip.

The Cabby looked worried.

“Are yer sure this is the place,
mum?”

Helena surveyed the dingy streets with
some concern but she nodded. Nevertheless, when the taxi had
departed she felt very isolated.

Just across the street a big Negro in
an orange jacket and purple trousers chatted with a small,
unshaven, white man who looked as if he was more than a little
intoxicated. A few yards away two mulatto women in short skirts and
leather jackets hovered as if waiting for something. There were a
few other passers by but none were the sort of person whom Helena
encountered in her usual shopping haunts on Bond Street or in
Knightsbridge.

Helena de Barrie was a stunning looking
woman, aged in her mid thirties but appearing much younger. She was
tall, blonde and obviously wealthy. Everything about her, make-up,
jewellery, clothes and most of all, her bearing, was high
class.

And everything about the shabby square
in which she stood was squalid.

She gazed at the entrance of the
building and glanced again at the piece of paper, which had guided
her here. It was unmistakably the place where she had been told to
come.

She pulled the sable coat about her,
wondering briefly how the girls nearby could bear the cold wearing
such skimpy gear, then she went up the steps and entered through
the dowdy doors, noting the uncleaned windows with distaste.

Facing her was a long corridor, drab
and dirty, with tattered linoleum flooring and cream painted walls,
which had long since faded to a dirty grey colour. At the far end
was a lift. On one side ran a long counter and behind it was a
scruffy, middle-aged man reading a magazine. He glanced at Helena
and she saw his eyes widen but then he looked back at his
magazine.

She walked towards him and stood in
front of the counter as he studied the magazine without showing any
sign that he knew she was there. The magazine was pornographic; a
picture of a naked black girl lying back on a tartan rug, opening
her legs to a white, straw haired male whose penis was erect.

With icy courtesy she introduced
herself.

“I am Lady Helena de Barrie. I
have an appointment with a Mr. Marcus.”

He looked at her and she caught a slew
of bad breath. Then, after a moment of looking her over with
insulting frankness, he picked up the telephone and spoke into
it.

“A blonde bint’s ‘ere. Very tasty
if yer like ‘em a bit older.”

Helena swung away from the counter,
infuriated at the comment.

“Upstairs!” the man grunted,
replacing the receiver. “Fourth floor.”

She compressed her lips and walked
towards the lift. Inside she pressed the button for the fourth
floor. As the lift ascended she considered the difficulty of her
position.

Helena de Barrie had been born into a
comfortable and loving middle class family nearly thirty-six years
before. She had been educated at a reasonable but secondary public
school and proceeded from there to a modest finishing school. On
leaving she had gone straight into modelling. At 5’8', slender,
blonde and attractive she had made a moderately successful living
though she had never reached anywhere near supermodel status. A
rather shy, modest girl she refused to divest herself of her bra,
never mind the rest of her clothes and this had certainly
constrained her earnings in a vibrantly extrovert profession. She
had been bracketed as a model for up-market roles, which were quite
prestigious but not hugely well paid. Nevertheless she had made a
satisfactory living and was able to buy a small flat in London. Her
parents had died when she was in her early twenties and as she was
neither hugely sociable nor very interested in men, she tended to
live a quiet and tranquil life. That did not distress her; she was
by nature something of a loner. She did embark on a few affairs but
found them disappointing. Men found her cold and she found them
crude. A woman with natural grace and dignity she felt that, for a
woman, sex was demeaning. Opening her legs and allowing a man to
spurt his body liquids into her seemed aesthetically disgusting and
personally humiliating.

Just before her twenty-eighth birthday,
Helena had met Sir James de Barrie. It was an unusual courtship.
Sir James, in his early fifties, was already very rich and well on
his way to mega riches. He had decided that he needed a wife. The
problem was that Sir James was a discreet homosexual. Though it was
never spelled out during the somewhat aloof courtship. Helena was
shrewd enough to realise the truth when he never tried to touch her
sexually. Basically he offered a simple bargain. Marry him and
become one of the most pampered women in the world. A lifestyle
which few of the six billion-world population could equal. But no
sex, no affairs and absolute discretion at all times.

Helena was understandably dazzled and
felt that she could achieve all the sex she needed - which was not
much - with her own fingers. She accepted and they were married
very soon afterwards. Naturally she had to give up her modelling
career, which she did with little regret.

Helena moved into a new lifestyle,
which was glamorous, luxurious and high profile. She had the use of
splendid apartments and houses in the most fashionable places of
the world, all fully staffed and maintained. She travelled by
chauffeur driven car, private jet and private yacht as a matter of
routine. She had an army of domestic servants all over the world,
which ostensibly she controlled directly, though in fact Sir James
had created a highly competent secretariat to aid her. Charity work
was expected of her and she was the Chairwoman or Patron of
fourteen such organisations ranging from child protection to the
rehabilitation of fallen women. From the obscurity of her
pre-married life she became a well publicised society hostess,
famous for the soirees and dinner parties that she and her husband
gave. Her natural prettiness was enhanced by every artifice
available on the market. Her grooming was always impeccable; the
top designers dressed her and the leading stylists maintained her
soft golden hair. One of the best known of perfume companies had
even produced a special, hugely expensive, perfume called after
her, ‘Helena’. In short, she was an icon of Society.

Yet with the world apparently at her
fingertips, Lady Helena de Barrie had ultimately experienced a
sense of dissatisfaction. She had never been a rebellious
individual and in most ways the calm, well ordered, luxurious life,
which she led was well suited to her personality. She was poised
and beautiful but never overly obtrusive. In a sense she was just
like an actress on a stage or a model showing off beautiful
clothing. Behind the glittering facade there was little achievement
of her own. The ultimate management of her life lay in the hands of
Sir James. And she was intelligent enough to both understand and
resent it.

Her husband awed and even frightened
her. She heard the rumours about his ruthlessness in business and
she knew that he would be a dangerous man to cross. With her he was
usually calm and courteous though always aloof. Very occasionally
he would explode into tempestuous rages, which were often triggered
by seemingly minor matters. She thought it likely that his mental
stability was fragile in spite of the sternly controlled image that
he presented to the world. He never allowed his homosexuality to
show when he was with her but he was frequently away on business
and she guessed that he slaked his need on those occasions. She did
not allow such thoughts to worry her and his sexual tastes remained
a secret from all but those closest to him.

Helena always comported herself with
great dignity but she inevitably attracted the attention of men.
She became expert in fending them off by showing disdain at their
approaches. Her brilliant aquamarine eyes could turn icy in such
circumstances.

Perhaps inevitably, she began to chafe
under the burden of always having to act a part in someone else’s
play. The role of ‘Great Lady’ began to pall.

The trigger that turned thought into
action had occurred two months previously.

Seeking her husband on some minor
matter, she had walked into his office within their house in
Knightsbridge and had come upon a scene which had stopped her dead
in her tracks.

One of the male secretaries employed by
Sir James had been sprawled nude across a large desk and was being
slowly but thoroughly buggered by her equally naked husband. It was
the very first time that she had ever seen her husband nude. She
had clapped a horrified hand to her mouth and stared almost
uncomprehendingly at the obscene tableau. Sir James had turned a
terrible gaze towards her but continued his thrusts into the
distended anus of the panting secretary. For a few seconds husband
and wife locked eyes with each other, then Helena panicked and fled
from the room. She went immediately to her suite - she and Sir
James had always had separate accommodation - sat down and pondered
on what she had seen.

She was not, of course, surprised that
Sir James was homosexual. And she had long ago realised that his
secretaries, servants and attendants were usually young males. But
such a grotesque scene could hardly be overlooked. She was confused
about what she should do - what action she should take?

 


*****

 


An hour or so later, unbidden, Sir
James had walked into her suite. He was fully clothed and had
obviously showered. There was a dangerous glitter in his eyes.

“If you ever enter my office
again without my express permission, you will be a very sorry
woman!” he had said without preamble.

She had been angry and showed it for
the first time ever during their marriage.

“How dare you use - a - a -
catamite in my house!” she flared.

“My house, lady. You’re nothing
but an expensively purchased decoration in it. Remember your place
- always.”

“My place is - as your
wife.”

“You delude yourself,” he
sneered. “Listen. If I wished I could send for men who’d strip you
of your baubles and your expensive pieces of cloth and then you’d
be the same as the other three billion women in the world. Two
tits, two holes and a mouth. And if I encouraged them to make use
of those very common attributes they’d do it as they would with any
other whore. And no one in this house would interfere.”

Tears started in her eyes at the
crudity of his words.

“You wouldn’t dare. My lawyers
would have you in court within hours.”

“When my men had finished with
you, you wouldn’t be around to complain. I’ve told you before that
I won’t tolerate scandals.”

She had bitten her lip at the open
threat and then dropped her eyes.

His voice had softened.

“All right. It’s all been said
now. But please be more discreet in future. You have a good life -
enjoy it and don’t poke your nose into things that don’t concern
you.”

He had left her seething with inner
rage. She had no doubt that what he had said was what he believed.
And it was factually true. She was no more than an ornament!

Her self-esteem had been badly damaged
and she was furious. The old proverb about Geese and Ganders had
shot through her mind.

Despite having no real taste for sex
she had recklessly embarked on an affair. The whole thing had been
a whim, it had hardly been very enjoyable and ultimately it had
been a disaster. Her chosen lover was named Hugo Montford who was
fairly rich, reasonably handsome, occasionally amusing - and more
than willing.

Once she had decided to betray her
widely feared husband she realised that her high social profile was
a major disadvantage. She needed a wholly trusty and very discreet
accomplice. She fixed on a friend of several years named Tamara
Joslyn. Tamara was a woman in her late twenties who hovered on the
fringes of Society and was bound closely to Helena who played the
role of her mentor. Tamara served on several of the charity
committees, which Helena chaired and was an unusually enthusiastic
worker. Moreover she was devoted to Helena who found her always
helpful and well meaning. The friendship had become quite warm.

Tamara was not rich though she seemed
comfortable enough. She had a small, one bedroom flat in Chelsea
and had cheerfully agreed to let Helena and Hugo use it for
assignations.

The whole thing had been ill fated from
the start. Hugo liked the idea of bedding Lady Helena de Barrie but
he was not a very expert lover and since Helena herself was a
virtual novice neither had the drive or talent to really ignite the
affair. They went through the motions with a sort of mechanistic
boredom that lasted for no more than two meetings; then Helena had
abruptly come to her senses and called the affair off. Hugo had not
argued and she suspected that he was secretly perfectly happy that
it was over.

 


*****

 


The shock had occurred a couple of
weeks later. A package had been hand delivered to Helena and when
she had opened it her eyes had flared in horror and disbelief.
There were four large photographs enclosed and they showed Helena
and Hugo, naked, in what were clearly compromising circumstances. A
short note attached told her to come to a north London address the
following day at 12.am. If she failed to appear then the
photographs would immediately be sent to Sir James.

Helena had studied the photographs with
increasing alarm. They had undoubtedly been taken in the flat of
Tamara Joslyn. Nor was their any doubt as to their authenticity.
One photo showed Hugo actually entering her, the condom glinting
wetly as he did so. Another photo showed her smiling - a little
uncertainly but smiling nevertheless - slightly open mouthed and
only inches away from his penis. In fact she had not fellated him -
the very thought of sucking a man turned her stomach - but the
photograph indicated a different story. It looked as if she was
bending towards him with the aim of taking his penis in her mouth.
Another shot showed him bestriding her buttocks and again she
almost fainted as she realised that he looked as if he was about to
enter her anus. The last shot showed them lying on the bed with
smiles on their faces. There was no indication of the truth - that
she had been smiling because the whole damned embarrassing episode
was over.

There was no doubt how anybody viewing
those photographs would regard them. Two people having uninhibited
sex.

She had picked up the telephone and
rang Tamara Joslyn’s number but there was no reply. Then she had
telephoned Hugo. His housekeeper told her that he had departed on a
private yacht cruise with some friends two days previously. There
was no way to contact him.

Frantically she considered the matter
afresh. She could tell her husband the truth and defy his
inevitable anger. What she had done was no worse - no, it was far
less awful - that what he had done! But she dismissed that thought
immediately. Sir James would not even consider the comparison; he
had already made his position clear. She was a possession.
Possessions had to be flawless.

Suddenly she had become dreadfully
afraid. Sir James had threatened her with disappearance just
because she had caught him in an embarrassing position. What would
he do when she was the transgressor?

After much thought, she composed
herself. The only solution was to pay the blackmailers off. Helena
did not have huge amounts of cash in her rarely used personal
account - her usual shopping cheques were drawn on a company
account - but it should be enough. Also she had plenty of
jewellery, some of which could be discreetly sold if necessary.

That evening Helena took a taxi to
Tamara’s flat but there was nobody there. She telephoned several
times later that night and the following morning, without getting
an answer.

Thus, with no reasonable alternative
she had come to keep the appointment.

 


 



CHAPTER TWO

 


 


She stepped out of the dingy lift into
a poorly lit corridor carpeted in red and papers with garish red
flocked wallpaper. Cheap wall lights provided barely adequate
illumination and there was a pervasive smell of sweet scent.

Waiting to greet her was a grossly fat,
young woman with dark frazzled hair, wearing a shapeless, printed
cotton dress and scuffed trainers. Helena thought she might be aged
anything from early to mid twenties. As the girl approached, she
caught the slight whiff of an unwashed body and her patrician nose
wrinkled slightly with distaste.

“I have an appointment with a Mr.
Marcus,” she said, enunciating each word slowly and clearly as if
the girl might be of limited intelligence.

“I’m ‘is Personal Assistant,” the
girl replied in a sharp cockney accent. “‘E asked me to talk to
yer. Me name’s Miss Mary.”

Helena was not usually discourteous but
her studied calmness hid a fast beating heart and a great deal of
apprehension. She had decided beforehand that she must keep as much
of the initiative as possible.

“Well, Mary. Be a good girl and
go and tell Mr. Marcus that I always keep my appointments and I
expect appointees to keep theirs. I have no intention of being
fobbed off.”

“Yer won’t be as much ‘fobbed
off’ as ‘fucked up’,” the girl snapped and Helena’s eyes flashed
open with disbelief. “Yer bloody come with me, y’adulterous
cow.”

The sheer aggressiveness shocked Helena
and she rocked in anger.

“How dare you be so foul
mouthed!”

“‘Ow dare you open your bloody
legs so easy. Think it smells better’n mine? It’ll be the same, yer
silly cow. Maybe we’ll check it out later. Now come with me or I’ll
send for some boys to drag yer.”

At that moment two young men appeared
at the far end of the passage. They were barefooted and wore jeans
and whitish tee shirts. There was a menacing quality about them and
Helena decided not to put the threat to the test. Angrily she
followed the fat girl to a small office half way down the
passage.

The office was bleak, appearing to be
furnished from second-hand bits and pieces though a very modern
computer was situated at a workstation against the far wall.

Miss Mary seated herself behind a large
desk and nodded towards what looked like a kitchen chair situated
in front of it.

“Sit down and take off that
fuckin’ coat. Yer look like a scented rabbit. Let’s ‘ave a look at
the rest of yer.”

Helena might have ignored the remark
but it was hot in the office so she removed the heavy sable coat
and hung it on a rickety coat rack just inside the door. Then she
sat down, frowning her displeasure at the other woman.

She had dressed carefully for this
confrontation. She wanted to feel at her best. Her cream silk dress
was cut safari style and the hem reached just above the knee. Her
jewellery was simple but expensive and she wore a gold-banded
‘Cartier’ watch. Her self-supporting stockings were by ‘Dior’ and
she wore medium heeled ‘Jourdan’ shoes. The handbag was by
‘Hermes’. Her perfume was the ‘Helena’ scent that had been
developed in her honour. As usual her hair and make-up were
perfect.

She looked the very picture of elegance
but inwardly, she felt distinctly unsure of herself.

Miss Mary opened a drawer in her desk,
pulled out a large brown envelope and tossed it towards Helena
without comment.

Helena opened the envelope with fingers
that trembled slightly and extracted a wad of photographs, similar
to the ones she had already seen. She placed them on the desk and
looked at the fat girl questioningly.

“Very well. You’ve made your
point. I take it that this is blackmail?”

“Yer should be bloody ashamed of
yerself! Yer s’posed to be an example to us lower classes. Fuckin’
about with some low life. Sucking ‘is cock - licking ‘is arse -
“

Neither accusation was accurate but
Helena knew that there was nothing to be gained by a denial of
detail. She would have to take the insults and just try and
negotiate her way out of this mess.

“How much do you
want?”

“‘Ow about a quarter
million?”

Helena’s eyes flared in disbelief.
“Impossible. I haven’t a fraction of that in realisable cash!”

The fat girl shrugged and pulled the
pile of photographs towards her like a gambler collecting her
winnings.

“I have some jewellery,” Helena
added. “But some of it is well known to my husband and I couldn’t
just say I’d mislaid it. Look, you’ve got to be reasonable. OK.
I’ve made a mistake and I’m having to pay for it. But I can only do
what’s possible.”

“I think yer a mean bitch and
wanna get away on the cheap.”

“That’s just not true. Look, I
can raise ten thousand pounds in cash and another twenty thousand
if I get rid of some personal investments. Then I’ve got some
disposable jewellery - though you never get much when you trade it
in. Maybe I could raise forty or forty five thousand pounds - but
that’s tops.”

“I’ve seen pictures of yer
sparklin’ wiv glitter.”

“That’s special stuff. It’s not
mine - I just wear it sometimes. It’s kept in vaults and brought to
me for special occasions.”

Miss Mary looked towards the sable
coat. “What about yer bit of rabbit?”

“You can have that.” Helena was
anxious to finish with this matter. “Look, let me see Mr. Marcus
and I’m sure we can do a deal.”

“Will yer open yer legs for ‘im?
Suck ‘is dick?”

Helena moved uncomfortably. “No. Of
course not. It’s money you want -”

“‘Ow the fuck d’you know what we
want? D’yer know what this place is?”

Helena shook her head. The only thing
she knew about this place was that she badly wanted to leave
it.

“It’s a brothel. Yer know. A
knocking shop, cathouse, hole house. And we can always use another
whore. ‘Specially a enthusiastic whore.”

Helena went white. The information did
not wholly surprise her but it did make her even more
uncomfortable.

“Well, I don’t fit that bill.
Please let me see Mr. Marcus. I’m not arguing about paying you;
just that your demands must be possible.”

Miss Mary leaned back in her chair and
clasped her fingers together in her lap.

“I’ll settle for forty five thou
- provided that yer give one of our minders a good, solid
fuck.”

Helena’s jaw dropped. “That’s
impossible,” she gasped. “That’s just not in the realms of
possibility.”

“Yer being blackmailed. We decide
what’s possible. Yer either pay up or explain all this to ‘is
bloody Lordship!”

Obviously ‘his bloody Lordship’ was Sir
James and Helena certainly had no stomach for explaining this mess
to him.

“Maybe I could scrape a bit more
money together,” she offered weakly. “Not much but a
bit.”

Mary purred. “Spoiled bitch aren’t yer?
Think yer somepen special? ‘Ad everythin’ you wanted fer all yer
life. Never ‘ad to scrimp and scrape like me.”

An unusual rage surged through Helena.
Being bullied by this fat slut was an event far beyond belief. It
was not the first time she had met with discourtesy but always
before she had been able to deflect it using an icy calm.

“At least by the look of it,
you’ve not had to scrimp and save on feeding!”

As soon as the words were out she
regretted them. This was no time to be aggressive. She watched as
Miss Mary’s face went a quite startling shade of red. After a
moment the fat girl’s hand snaked to the phone and picked up the
receiver. She dialled a single digit and spoke almost
immediately.

“Mr. Marcus. I ‘ave the woman
‘ere and she’s being bloody difficult. Can yer speak to
‘er?”

Then she handed the receiver to Helena
who took it with an unsteady hand.

“Helena de Barrie?”

“Yes. I - “

“I don’t need a conversation.”
The voice was thick and slightly accented. “You do as Miss Mary
tells you or the photos go to your loving husband!”

The receiver at the other end banged
down and Helena was left looking at the triumphant fat woman.

“Now that yer know the score let
me tell you som’pen else. You’re not talkin’ to a fuckin’ servant.
I’m the boss ‘ere. Let me tell yer that fer that last fuckin’
insult I could arrange ter addle your bare fuckin’ arse. I’m could
give yer six lashes on yer bare bum, yer bloody
ladyship!”

Helena was in despair. These people
were being utterly unreasonable. They wanted more than she could
reasonably pay and beyond that actions which she could not possibly
contemplate. Yet it was clear that they were serious.

Miss Mary had regained her calm. She
spat out a repeat of the ultimatum.

“I told yer what I want. The
money as quick as possible - the fuck today. Are yer in or
out?”

She sniggered at the innuendo.

Helena pulled herself together. “Let me
be clear. If I raise the money you’ll keep this whole matter
secret?”

The fat girl grinned and looked towards
the sable coat.

“Yes, and I leave the coat as a
gift.” Helena said between gritted teeth.

“And ‘ow much more d’yer think
yer can raise?”

Helena shook her head in despair.
“Three or four thousand. No more.”

“I’ll take the four. And the
fuck?”

Helena went red. “No. That’s out of the
question!”

The fat girl shrugged. She inserted the
wad of photos into the envelope and then, in large letters,
addressed it to Sir James de Barrie at his Company
Headquarters.

Despairingly Helena put her slender
hand on the envelope.

“Please?”

“Yer know the deal? Yeah or
no?”

Tears surged to Helena’s eyes. She was
in an impossible position and desperately scared of what her
husband might do if he saw the photographs.

She took a deep breath.

“All right.”

“ ‘Ow d’we get the lolly? I wan’
it now.”

Helena was desperate.

“You promise that once I pay the
money - and - and do the other - it’s finished? You’ll leave me
alone?”

“No question,” the fat girl
leered. “But one other fing.”

Helena tensed. “What?”

“From now on yer call me ‘Miss
Mary’. And I’ll call yer ‘slut’. Yer goin’ to fuck fer me pleasure
so yer’ll treat me with respect in future. Understand,
slut?”

The aristocratic, blonde beauty
swallowed. She bowed her head, humiliated, but she knew that she
would have to humour this woman for the time being.

“Yes, Miss Mary.”

“How yer goin’ to
pay?”

“Can I telephone my bank, please
- Miss Mary?”

Once the permission had been granted
the money transaction was easy. The manager at Coutt’s, clearly not
in the least concerned that she would be several thousand
overdrawn, confirmed both that she could write an immediate cheque
for the amount demanded and that the matter would be wholly
confidential. He seemed to understand her guarded request that
‘confidential’ meant that her husband was not to be informed.

She wrote a cheque made out to cash for
forty nine thousand pounds.

Miss Mary picked up the cheque, looked
at it triumphantly and picked up the telephone, once again dialling
a single digit.

“Got it! Forty-nine thou. cash
cheque,” she told whoever was at the other end. “Someone c’n
collect while she’s being shagged.”

Helena frowned. So the worst part of
this had been decreed before hand. She decided that she should not
be surprised; they were clearly scum and violation would come
easily to them. She assumed that it would be the mysterious Mr.
Marcus who would take advantage of the situation. Bastards! Her
hands were clammy and could feel runnels of sweat between her
shoulder blades and running down her buttocks.

“Is the other bit really
necessary - Miss Mary?” she begged.

“We’ll ‘ave the jewellery now,
slut.” Miss Mary said, po-faced and ignoring the plea. “Put it on
the desk.”

Helena momentarily clenched her fingers
then she resignedly began to strip off the earrings, bracelets,
watch, necklace, most of her rings, and pile up on the drab
surface.

When she had finished she had only her
wedding ring left.

“Wanna fuck with yer weddin’ ring
on, slut?”

Wretchedly Helena begged again. “I
can’t leave this. The other things can be replaced but my husband
would notice if my wedding ring was missing.”

“So yer goin’ to fuck someone yer
don’t know with yer weddin’ ring? Bloody kinky I call
it.”

There was a long silence then there was
a knock on the door and Miss Mary called out. “Enter!”

A young, wiry man, bare footed and
dressed in tee shirt and jeans entered.

Miss Mary caught the apprehensive look
on Helena’s face. “Think it’s ‘im, slut? Naw, we got sumpin’ better
than ‘im.” She handed the man the cheque and he grinned
lasciviously at Helena then left the room.

“OK. Get stripped.”

“Please - Miss Mary.” Helena
pleaded, “Be merciful.”

“Bloody insolent yer were when
yer first arrived. All stinkscent and superbitch! “

She reached over, took Helena’s
‘Hermes’ handbag, which was lying on the desk and opened it. She
took out the expensive phial of scent and waved it in the face of
the blonde.

“This what yer
wearing?”

Helena nodded weakly.

“I like it. Bit pretty-pretty but
probably it’ll last. I’ll keep it.”

She rummaged through the handbag
extracting all the expensive make-up and toiletries. She checked
the purse and clicked her tongue in delight, helping herself to
most of the money, pushing only a ten-pound note and credit cards
back to Helena.

“Taxi fare,” she leered. “OK. Now
strip off, slut.”

It was the moment of truth and Helena
still hoped against all the evidence that the other did not really
intend to proceed with what would factually be aggravated assault
of a sexual nature.

“Please, Miss Mary?”

“What yer wanna do? Jus’ pull
down yer knickers, open yer legs and think of England? No, slut,
the rule is that yer goin’ to satisfy yer new love and we want yer
bare-naked fer that. If yer don’t do it proper then we bring on
another stud. Now, stop fartin’ about. I told yer.
Strip.”

“But where - where?” Helena
looked around the drab room. Surely some sort of bed would be
required for sex?

Miss Mary’s grin was obscene. “Over
this desk; on the floor - up against the wall - use yer
imagination, yer stupid cow.”

Helena flushed then stood up as if in a
dream. A very, bad dream. Nothing in her life had prepared her for
this experience. Very slowly she began to unbutton the silk safari
dress.

After a few moments she realised that
Miss Mary was not disposed to hurry her. The fat girl was enjoying
the pantomime. Deciding to get the thing over, Helena’s speed of
activity increased and she stepped out of the silk dress. She had
already kicked off her shoes.

“Jus’ drop ‘em on the floor. Yer
won’t need ‘em for a while.”

Helena removed her slip and stood in
white bra, self-supporting stockings and pants. They were custom
made and emphasised the attractions of a model figure; tall, long
waisted, firm but not overly large breasts and long shapely legs.
Regular exercise, riding and massage had kept her very fit.

“Now we get to the good part,”
Miss Mary sniggered. “Titty time.”

Taking a deep breath, Helena removed
the bra revealing uptilted breasts with delicate pink nipples. She
glared defiantly at the other though inwardly she hated the fact
that the much younger, slatternly woman had imposed such a total
control over her.

“Knickers down! Let’s see what
yer’ve got. Come on, slut. I’m waiting!”

Helena closed her eyes and pushed down
the silk panties. They fell around her ankles and she kicked them
away almost impatiently.

Now she was naked apart from the
self-supporting stockings. Her pubic hair was substantially darker
blonde than that of her hair though its growth was thick. It was
perfectly trimmed into a rectangle to accommodate a modern, cut
away swimsuit. Her sex lips were neat and tight with no sign of
gape.

“Let’s see yer bot,” Mary ordered
and Helena turned, showing two faultless globes below the slender
waist.

“Grip yer ankles. Let’s see that
arse.”

A flush rose to Helena’s face but she
was determined to get this thing over as quickly as possible. Her
lithe body folded as she gripped her shapely ankles.

“Not bad. Now reach be’ind yer
and pull open yer arse cheeks. I wanna see yer
shit-hole.”

Helena’s face was a vivid shade of red
but she obeyed, pulling the cheeks of her buttocks aside and baring
the tiny, puckered anus.

“Ever ‘ad a cock up yer
shit-hole?”

“No!” Helena almost shouted the
answer though she maintained her humiliating position.

“Just fingers stuffed in - eh?
And yer forgetten’ yer manners again, slut. Yer’s no grand lady now
- bending over and showin’ me all yer’ve got. A lot of women would
die rather’n do what yer doin’ now’. “

“I’m sorry, Miss Mary.” Helena
dared not antagonise this dreadful woman and she tried to infuse a
degree of sincerity into the grovelling words.

“If yer sorry then answer the
question. Yer prefer fingers up yer shitter?”

“No. It’s not happened. Ever -
Miss Mary.”

“Bet yer’ve fantasised about it
though. OK. Yer can stop flashin’ yerself aroun’. Turn roun’ and
face me.”

Still red-faced Helena, shamed beyond
measure at the contemptuous way she was being treated, obeyed. Once
again she caught that faint, unpleasant whiff of the other’s body
odour.

Miss Mary came around the desk and
stood in front of the naked blonde. She walked over Helena’s
discarded dress and deliberately wiped her shoes on it, leaving a
greasy mark across the bodice. Then she bent and picked up the
panties, sniffing at them.

Helena’s flush became even deeper.

“Smells of scent not cunt,” the
fat girl murmured. “Put scent in your panties, do yer?”

“Yes, Miss Mary.”

“And put lots of scent around yer
cunt too?”

Helena nodded shame facedly.

“Don’t yer like the smell of
cunt?”

‘If only this would end!’ Helena
prayed. Out loud she said. “I just don’t think about it, Miss
Mary.”

The other laughed, picked up the dress
and began to rub the surface of the desk with it while looking
reflectively at Helena.

“All right,” she said suddenly
and flung the creased and dirtied dress back to the floor. “Let’s
go and meet yer new lover.”

 


 



CHAPTER THREE

 


Helena was horrified when the fat woman
opened the door to the passage.

“I can’t go out there like this,”
Helena wailed. “There were men out there before.”

“They’ve seen cunt before. Bare
arsed, yer nuttin’ special.”

“No, damn you, I
won’t!”

“They can come and drag yer.
They’d like that. Dirty bastards they are.”

Helena stamped her bare foot like a
child.

“You mustn’t do this. It’s not
fair. You’ve got the money- “

Miss Mary was clearly enjoying herself.
“ A deal’s a deal. Yer agreed.”

“I never said I’d parade
myself!”

“And I never said yer wouldn’t.
Some of the guys might not fancy yer. Yer don’t want a reluctant
lover, do yer?”

“I don’t want any lover,” Helena
yelled, close to losing control. “This is aggravated assault. You
could go to jail for this!”

Miss Mary stood aside and three men
appeared in the doorway. Helena gave an anguished wail and tried to
hide behind the desk.

The men all wore what seemed to be the
standard tee shirts and jeans. One wore trainers, the rest were
barefoot. They were young, muscular and sneering, clearly enjoying
the sight of the, leggy blonde, naked except for the stockings,
trying to conceal her intimate parts.

“Unfasten ‘er ‘air and bring ‘er
into the showroom,” Miss Mary told them. “Don’t be too gentle, I
fink she likes a bit of roughin’ up.”

The men moved quickly. One, an
unshaven, dark haired thug, grabbed Helena and twisted her left arm
behind her back. She shrieked in pain. A red haired youth fumbled
with her hair spewing out the clips holding the elaborate coiffeur
in place. The thick blonde hair fell down around her bare shoulders
and extended half way down her back. The last man, a heavy set,
hairy chested man stood in front of her squirming body and played
lewdly with her bouncing breasts.

“Stop it!” she screamed. “Stop
it, you ignorant pigs!”

She was half pushed, half carried out
of the door into the passage. Almost hysterical with rage and
humiliation, she saw a clutch of scantily clad women watching and
giggling.

They shoved her down the corridor, then
into a very large room, finally releasing her but standing close.
She fell to her knees and covered her breasts with her hands,
bending well forward in an attempt at some concealment of her
nether regions.

The room intimidated her. It was large,
square and completely mirrored. Floor, ceiling and walls reflected
everything in the room from a multiplicity of angles. Even the door
was mirrored. The lighting was by chandelier because there were no
windows and the ceiling contained outlets for a ventilation system,
which hissed away quietly. The main furnishing was a large,
circular bed covered with black satin on which rested a few black
satin cushions. Incongruously a large cocktail cabinet stood
against one wall displaying a selection of bottles and glasses. A
dozen very basic chairs were scattered about the room. The only
other furniture was a small glass table on which rested a number of
esoteric items amongst which Helena noted a slender leather whip,
several packets of condoms and various sex toys and aids such as
dildos, manacles and various tubes, jars and boxes.

Apart from Helena, the only people in
the room were Miss Mary and the three young men.

“What d’yer think of ‘er, boys?”
the fat woman demanded.

“She smells great,” the hairy man
said appreciatively.

“Yer mean she smells expensive,”
the fat woman retorted. “If yer spent as much on scent as she does,
you’d smell OK.”

There was a titter of laughter then
Miss Mary pointed at Helena. “You, slut. Get on the bed.”

Helena contemplated refusing but knew
it was not an option. She was kneeling on the glass floor, balled
up to maintain a modicum of decency but the men had already
demonstrated their willingness to manhandle her. She raised herself
from the floor, walked to the bed, climbed on to it and took up the
same foetal position as before.

As the mistress of many fine houses and
apartments in the world, Helena had developed an eye for detail.
She had always been unrelenting in expecting high standards of
cleanliness from her staff. Now, as she knelt on the bed, she
noticed the fusty smell from the satin and saw the stains on the
material. Her skin crawled as she guessed what the stains were.

“This is called the ‘showroom’,”
Miss Mary said. “Sometimes the clients like ter watch a couple of
girls or some other type of sex show. This is where we ‘ave it. Now
it’s yer showtime.”

“I never agreed to that,” Helena
said desperately. “I agreed - well - you know what I
agreed.”

“To fuck.”

“But not - not in front of
people.”

“You’re goin’ ter give the lower
classes a treat, milady. An’ yer goin’ ter make a good job of it.
‘Cause if yer don’t yer’ll do it over and over again.”

Helena tried to ball herself even
tighter. She remembered some advice given to her when she had first
started modelling. A svelte black girl who had gone on to become a
supermodel had taken her in hand.

“In this game you can forget
‘Women’s Lib’,” The girl had informed her. “This game is about
female humiliation. The way the photographers speak to you and
treat you is designed to degrade you. Half of them are homosexual
and see you as a rival and the others are macho sadists who’ll
treat you as a whore. You’re paid to pose how they want and they’ll
make certain you earn your pay. They’ll push you to excess. If you
think about what you’re doing you’ll soon walk out in disgust. So
turn off. Regard yourself as a machine. Do what they ask, forget
it’s your body that’s being degraded and just think about something
else.”

It had been useful and accurate advice.
Helena had been careful in the selection of her clients - which was
one reason why she had never risen to the highest ranks of model -
but even so she had found herself in embarrassing positions on many
occasions.

Now, with gritted teeth and in a wholly
different situation she knew that she had to follow the same
course. Just to think about this as being a particularly unpleasant
assignment.

Miss Mary and the men had been watching
her, probably weighing up the emotions surging through her.

“Now, slut. Kneel up on the bed,
legs well apart an’ clasp yer ‘ands behind yer ‘ead.”

Slowly Helena obeyed. The bed was firm
and movement was easy, but in the mirror she could see the erotic
image of her pale, naked body, the thick, blonde hair spilling down
her back, her breasts jutting sensuously. And in other reflections
she could see the split of her rounded buttocks, the wide shoulders
and even the nervous twitching of the fingers clasped behind her
head.

“Yer learnin’. Now - give us a
big smile.”

Helena forced it. It felt unnatural and
even in the mirror it looked strained but it seemed to satisfy Miss
Mary. “Now. Keep smilen’ to welcome yer lover. An’ remember what I
said. Yer fuck well or yer fuck again - an’ again.”

One of the men opened the door and a
man walked in. Despite herself, Helena gasped and despair flooded
through her.

The newcomer was big and like the
others, quite young. Not more than twenty-five she guessed.

“Keep smilin’!” Miss Mary
rapped.

He had wide, wide shoulders and bulging
muscles of the arms and legs. His chest was a slab of muscle with
large, protruding nipples. The waist was small. He wore only a tiny
thong and the bulge in it was huge. One hairy testicle had escaped
the confinement and its size shocked the stupefied blonde. His face
looked as if it had been artificially flattened like a boxer’s but
the nose looked as if all the bone had been removed. The narrow
brow slanted back into the shaven head.

He was a deep, glossy black.

Helena could not maintain her smile as
the horror of what they were going to make her do surged through
her. It was clear enough. She was going to be made to have willing
sex with this black savage with three men and the fat woman looking
on. And she had to pretend to enjoy it.

“That’s not welcomin’,” Miss Mary
rapped. “Get that smile back on yer fuckin’ face.”

‘Just do it!’ Helena told
herself. ‘Think of it as an assignment. It can’t be that bad and
once its over I’m free again.’

She forced the smile back on her face
but it was an effort to maintain and she could see in the mirror
that it looked false.

“ ‘Old out yer arms to ‘im. When
‘e kisses yer, open yer mouth. An when yer suck ‘is cock make it
look like yer enjoyin’ it.”

‘Oh God.’ she thought. ‘They’re
going to make me do that!’

The black slid off the thong and looked
at her with a grin on his ugly face. His penis was thick and hard
and she felt her mouth go dry. She had never seen a naked black man
before and the sight frightened her. He was like a savage with his
ugly face, muscular body and drooling anticipation. Trembling,
Helena held out her arms and tried to think of a book she had been
reading but it was hopeless. Suddenly, tears poured down her face
and she threw herself back on the bed.

“I can’t!” she wailed. “I just
can’t!”

Miss Mary pulled a face but hardly
seemed surprised. She walked over to the cocktail cabinet, selected
a large tumbler and poured in a huge measure of amber liquid. Then
she approached the bed and handed Helena the glass.

“Drink that. It’s whisky. Loosen
yer up.”

“I don’t like whisky. It gives me
a headache and makes me feel odd.”

“Yer’ll feel a sight bloody odder
if yer don’t drink it. All of it. See that whip on the table - it’s
not there for fun!”

Helena made a face and sipped at the
drink. Her face convulsed in distaste. She normally drank little
alcohol; no spirits and never more than a couple of glasses of
white wine or champagne. She coughed as the harsh liquor burned the
back of her throat but the fat woman was insistent and Helena
downed it all.

Mary nodded, satisfied, then stepped
back expectantly and watched the result of her ministrations.

Within a few minutes Helena felt
relaxation stealing over her. Her nipples hardened and she felt an
unusual wetness in her vagina. The wetness was so pervasive that
she looked stupidly down between her legs, half expecting to find
that she had begun to menstruate. A languor was sweeping through
her and she looked again at the grinning black who was fondling his
penis with anticipation. Somehow, what was to happen did not seem
so serious or even so awful.

All the men were grinning and the
expression on the fat woman’s face was triumphant. Helena’s mind
was working very slowly but her eyes focussed with difficulty on
the glass, which Miss Mary was still holding. It came to her that
she had been drugged - then it did not matter She began not to care
about anything and her body relaxed.

The black walked towards her and now
she did open her arms as well as her legs. In the mirrors she saw
the man sink down on her and her own face was smiling - rather
stupidly - but smiling nevertheless. The sight sent a wave of
short-lived resistance sliding through her and she made as if to
push him away, but suddenly it was not worth the bother. She was
aware of his strong, but not unpleasant, body smell and wanted to
laugh at the fact that he smelled like that. Hugo had never smelled
of anything but expensive cologne. She heard her own tinkle of
laughter as she ruminated that maybe they didn’t have cologne in
the jungle.

Everything was vague but the watchers
were crowding closer and it no longer mattered. His penis was in
her and it occurred to her that it was very thick and very long but
had slid into her with no more than the sound of a sort of bubble
of liquid and had not cause her any distress. Now he was riding her
and she was stretching her legs wide to fully accommodate him and
it felt good down there even if her head was distinctly fuzzy. It
felt so good that she crossed her legs behind his back.

Her consciousness seemed to come and go
and she had no idea how long she was on the bed. She could hear the
sound of voices and frequent laughter but none of it fitted into a
coherent pattern. Once she became aware that something thick and
rubbery was in her mouth with the end agitating the back of her
throat. There was a salty taste to it, which wasn’t that bad. A
little later she could hardly breathe and found her head pushed
into black flesh. A voice was shouting at her from very close
by.

“Lick it! Lick it,
slut!”

Then nothing was happening although she
could still hear the voices. She was just lying on the bed and her
body felt sticky. With surprise she realised that she was soaked in
sweat. She straightened up, suddenly wide-eyed and
apprehensive.

The fat woman was there sipping from a
glass of amber liquid, chatting to the red headed man and the hairy
man. The other two had gone.

 


 



CHAPTER FOUR

 


“Come back to us, ‘ave yer?” Miss
Mary grinned.

Helena was sitting up on the
sweat-drenched bed, looking around her groggily. The room reeked of
sex. She looked at the mirrored wall and gasped at the reflection
of herself. She was gleaming with sweat and there was a viscous
liquid oozing down between her legs. Her mouth was dry but it also
contained a sort of fishy, unpleasant taste and her usually
immaculate hair was a sodden mess, looking nearer black than
blonde. There was an ache in her vagina and another in the region
of her anal passage.

“You - you - drugged
me!”

“Made it all a lot simpler,” Miss
Mary cackled. “Bloody iceberg ‘til we relaxed yer. An’ don’t say
yer didn’t enjoy it. Never saw such a hot cunt in me
life.”

“How long - how long -
?”

Miss Mary glanced at her watch.

“ ‘Bout four ‘ours. Our Joshua’s
a stayer but even ‘e needed a rest between sessions.”

“Joshua?”

“Ain’t ‘is real name. We can’t
pronounce that. ‘E’s from Ghana yer see - so we calls ‘im Joshua.
Yer black lover. Yer’ll remember ‘im, yer ladyship. ‘E’ll be in yer
dreams fer the rest of yer life. Yer were screamin’ out like a
bitch in ‘eat. Yer ‘ad the time of yer life.”

Helena bit her lip. “What did he d
-?”

Then her voice trailed off as she
realised that she did not wish to know the answer.

The fat girl was enthusiastic.“Oh, ‘e
fucked yer twice; once at the start and once at the end. ‘E
buggered yer a bit too. Then yer sucked ‘im off and licked ‘is arse
and quite a bit more bits of ‘im. Acted like a real dirty cow yer
did.”

“I was drugged. I didn’t know
what I was doing.”

The fat girl winked. “Oh, yer’ll
remember. It’ll come an’ go. Wot we gave yer doesn’t kill the
memory. Yer’ll be presidin’ over some posh dinner an’ yer’ll
suddenly remember that ‘is arse was dirty when yer licked it. Not
that yer worried, yer were real enthusiastic. ‘E couldn’t bugger
yer properly though, but ‘e tried. You’ve a small shit’ole and ‘e’d
a big cock ‘E got a fair way in though. But if yer wanna come back
- ?”

Helena slid off the bed and stood up.
She was still distinctly shaky but she was recovering fast.

“I take it I can go now?” she
asked icily. “I seem to have accommodated your requirements - even
if I can’t remember much about it.”

Miss Mary shook her head doubtfully and
nodded towards the whip on the table. “I did think of given’ yer
six on yer bum. Yer still not talkin’ respectful.”

Helena bit her lips. There could be
little left of this farce to play but she still had to play it to
the end. There was no point in erupting now.

“I’m sorry, Miss Mary. I’m still
a bit dazed.”

The fat girl shrugged. “Oh, well. We’ll
let yer off the beatin’. Yer gave a good performance. The boys real
enjoyed it. But just one more thing we want yer to do.”

Helena flinched as if she had been
struck. What more could they possibly want from her

“Go inter yer ‘usband’s office;
photocopy everfin’ on ‘is desk and send it to us by messenger not
later than three days from now.”

“I can’t possibly do that. It
would be betraying my husband!”

“What do yer think yer was doin’
fuckin’ yer fancy man?”

“That was different -
“

“Try explainin’ that ter
‘im.”

Helena bit her lips. The demand had
come as yet another shock. But she was still dazed and knew that
she needed to get away from here. She decided not to pursue the
matter for the moment.

“Can I get a shower please, Miss
Mary?”

“No,” said the fat woman
decisively. There was a triumphant look on her face. “We’re not a
bloody bath ‘ouse. Yer can go and get dressed and get out. I’ll
expect those papers shortly. An’ we ‘ope this will teach yer to
keep yer legs together in future.”

 


*****

 


Getting home was an ordeal in itself.
Helena returned with Miss Mary to the office where she had left her
clothes and was relieved to find the corridor empty. She dressed
herself though Miss Mary seemed determined to inflict every
possible humiliation on her and insisted on retaining the silk slip
and panties. Helena had to dispose of the self-supporting
stockings, which were both laddered and stained. She thus wore only
the bra, the soiled and rumpled dress and the shoes. Her legs were
bare and she wore no panties. She made the best of her hair though
she had to leave it falling about her shoulders and she was acutely
aware of her unbathed condition. Her handbag had been stripped of
her precious cosmetics and scent and contained only the ten-pound
note. To make things worse it was a cold day and her sable coat had
been confiscated.

She had to walk quite a way to find a
taxi and attracted many curious and not a few frankly lascivious
looks from passers by. The cold however cleared her brain somewhat.
Her chilled and rumpled appearance made the cabby hesitate
momentarily about accepting her as a fare.

It was impossible to go back to the
fully staffed house looking as she did. Someone would certainly
alert her husband to the suspicion that something odd must have
happened to her. She ordered the cabby to drop her a few hundred
yards from Harrods, accepting the chilly walk as a stratagem for
completely dissipating the sex smell, which might still hang about
her. Once in Harrods she contacted one of the Assistant Managers
whom she knew and explained that she had fallen while alighting
from a taxi. The man had looked at her curiously but had
diplomatically accepted the explanation. He had arranged for an
emergency hair appointment - the Salon was fully booked but there
was no question of keeping such a favoured client as Lady Helena de
Barrie waiting - and also supplied her with a member of staff from
the Fashion department who brought her a selection of clothing to
replace the soiled dress she was wearing. Less than two hours after
arriving at the store Helena was driven to her house in a chauffeur
driven limousine, hair immaculate, wearing a ‘Gucci’ watch with
discreet matching jewellery and dressed in a grey ‘Escada’ pants
suit ensemble which included a snug three quarter length jacket.
Only she knew that she was still lacking stockings, slip and
panties. She carried a small ‘Vuiton’ bag, which contained the
spoiled silk dress. The ruined stocking had been carefully
discarded into a rubbish container.

Everything was paid for on her credit
cards and would be virtually unnoticeable given the enthusiastic
use to which they were put on a monthly basis. The size of her new
overdraft would be more difficult to deal with but she resolutely
put that out of her mind for the time. She had handled enough
problems for one day.

The butler, Hanley, whom Helena
disliked but Sir James appeared to value, opened the door to the
house. Hanley had been in the service of Sir James for many years;
he was fifty years old and polite to the point of obsequiousness to
his master and courteous to the point of insolence to Helena. She
sensed that he disliked her and it was a dislike which she
returned.

Now his eyes flew over her in a way
that was unduly inquisitive and even suspicious. Helena handled her
staff with a cool decisiveness and was always courteous unless some
major transgression had been perpetrated, at which point she could
be cutting in an understated way, which usually had the required
affect on the recipient. But Hanley was careful with Helena,
exuding an undercurrent of disapproval and even contempt without
ever giving her cause to chastise him. She had expressed her
dissatisfaction of him to her husband but he had been unreceptive.
Hanley, he had indicated, was out of her sphere of influence.

Helena swept past the butler and
mounted the sweeping staircase to her suite where her personal
maid, Tina, greeted her. Her eyes flashed in surprise as she saw
Helena’s outfit. She knew perfectly well that her mistress had been
wearing completely different clothes when she had left that
morning.

Helena trusted Tina and looked after
her well. Now she called in a few favours.

“No questions,” she said calmly.
“This has been less than a good day and I want to forget it. Have
the dress in the bag cleaned and have an early night.”

Then she went into the bathroom and
showered for more than an hour, scrubbing parts of her body that
she would normally have dealt with in a relatively summary fashion
and ensuring that her orifices were thoroughly cleaned inside and
out. She stared for quite a long time at the bruises on her body
and, in particular at the teeth marks around her left breast. She
still remembered very little of the time she had spent with the
Negro but the flashes which came back to her made her inwardly
squirm with embarrassment. Her anus was very sore; the black had
obviously done rather more than ‘try’. She suspected that whatever
drug had been used on her had contained some potent aphrodisiac.
She gargled using a strong oral disinfectant and wiped some of the
latter around her vagina and anus.

Afterwards she put on a glamorous
evening dress sat in one of the easy chairs in her sitting room
composing herself as until it was time to dine with her
husband.

 



CHAPTER FIVE

 


Marcus had never intended to meet
Helena de Barrie on this visit. He trusted Mary to handle the
aristocrat and leaving her to his PA would be an early
humiliation.

Marcus ran ‘International
Entertainments Ltd.’ as if were his own though in fact it was part
of a large conglomerate. The company dealt in all aspects of the
sex industry; prostitution, sex shops, pornography - and slave
trading. Some things were legal and others illegal but as long as
profit could be made ‘International Entertainments’ was involved.
Marcus himself was an Ethiopian and one of his competitors had once
described him as being a man with a heart as black as his skin.
Certainly he ran the company with a degree of efficient brutality
that made it highly profitable. He was not a man to cross.

Marcus had been born with a quite
different name in poverty stricken Ethiopia where hunger was a
constant companion. There were a few whites, mostly Italians
cultivating large farms, in the area and they seemed rich beyond
compare to the natives. The whites treated the blacks as serfs,
handing out beatings for minor offences and paying minimally for
the long hours of backbreaking labour of those they employed.

At sixteen, Marcus had been a spindly
youth who already knew how to deal with the native women. He became
intrigued with the white women who wore fine clothes and smelled of
flowers. His peers whispered that they were made differently from
the native girls. Marcus determined to find out.

In the hot, arid, dusty climate of
Ethiopia, white women bathed or showered several times a day and
windows were left open for ventilation. It was thus not difficult
for Marcus to perch himself patiently in a suitable tree near
enough to an inviting bathroom window. He waited for several
hours.

He was lucky. The girl he saw was the
eighteen-year-old daughter of a local magistrate. She was pretty
enough - though she would not have stood out in Europe - and she
had a good body. Marcus was able to ascertain that white women were
anatomically similar to the local girls and - as a bonus - squatted
to pee in the same way.

At which point his luck had run out. A
neighbour riding by to visit the magistrate had seen the fascinated
voyeur and howled a warning. Marcus had attempted to escape but was
soon ridden down. No attempt was made to try him in any Court. They
had thrashed him and hurled him bleeding and naked into a
cattle-shed. Had he not escaped during the night he would have been
hanged the next morning. As it was he got away as much by luck as
anything else though a marvellous stamina was a crucial aid to his
survival.

Eventually he had arrived, penniless,
in London and on the first day became a pimp. Within a year he was
wearing smart clothes and living in an expensively rented flat. He
worked his women hard and beat them if they produced insufficient
cash. He enjoyed beating white women and liked it even better when
he found that some responded passionately to such violence.

Inevitably he clashed with rivals but
he was smart and strong and vicious and he survived. After five
years he had been doing very well. But he knew that the police had
him marked down and that in time he would be arrested. It was at
that point that he was approached with the offer to run
‘International Entertainments’.

He agreed without much delay. He would
not be entirely his own boss but he would have a high degree of
freedom and earn a great deal of money. The police would not bother
him because they were being well paid to look the other way. There
would be competition - violent competition - but he could handle
that in any way that he chose.

Eight years later he was still pleased
with the decision. He had money, power and women. The only real
ambition he had was to get hold of that Italian girl whom he had
seen naked so many years before and sell her as slave after first
thoroughly humiliating her in the cellars of this building.

The opportunity of blackmailing Lady
Helena de Barrie had been a marvellous bonus. He had watched her
sweep arrogantly into the building in her expensive fur coat and
had looked forward to seeing her grovelling on her knees.

But just at that moment one of his
floor Madams had telephoned him and asked him to interview a
supplicant for a job in the brothel. ‘Mr. Marcus’ as he insisted on
being called, always auditioned the new talent.

Marcus had planned to let Mary use her
sadistic talents on Helena for a short time anyway and irritably
fitted in the new applicant for a few minutes. Usually he merely
told an applicant to strip and if time permitted he would try her
out. If time did not permit she would be told when to return.

But this woman surprised him.

Her name was Cynthia Grant. She was
neatly dressed, in her early forties, with what looked like a
reasonable figure. Her face that was intriguing, if not pretty; the
nose was too big, the mouth too wide, the lips too thick, but it
did possess character.

Nevertheless Marcus frowned and sat
back in his chair. Why on earth would one of his experienced floor
Madams send an ageing slut up to him? He wanted younger women not
old ones.

She smiled at him with white teeth and
he noticed a bead of saliva between the upper and lower set.

“Oh, goody. I’ve always wanted a
black master.”

That jolted him. Most of the women
never referred to his colour, acting as if they did not notice
it.

His frown deepened. “What do you want?”
he rasped.

“A job,” she replied. She had a
throaty, well-modulated voice that he found attractive.

“You’re too old,” he said curtly.
“My clients like young women.”

“I do things that young women
don’t do.”

“Such as?”

“Think of those things some men
like and young women are reluctant to do. Even if they do it they
show distaste. I’ll do those things with enthusiasm.”

“You’ll do them - or you have
done them?”

“I’ve done a lot of things and I
want, very much want, to be compelled to do other
things.”

He touched his lips with his fingers.
“You’re a masochist, is that what you’re telling me?”

“Amongst other things. I’m also a
nymphomaniac.”

He looked at the still smiling, oddly
attractive face.

“Where did you work
last?”

She crossed her legs elegantly.

“I read a story in a newspaper
about a gang of ‘Hells Angels’. Apparently they threatened a couple
of girls with assault. They had a good lawyer who got them off
though there was a hooha. One of the reports said they had a orgy
room in their squat.”

“I remember the story,” he
nodded. “How does it involve you?”

“I found the address; went to it;
knocked on the door and asked to apologise for the girls who had
accused them.”

“Apologise?”

“Apologise and atone.”

“And?”

“You want the detail?”

“Of course I want the bloody
detail? This isn’t a nunnery. I don’t shock easily.”

“They dragged me inside to their
orgy room, which smelled awful, incidentally. Tore off my clothes
and began by gang raping me.”

“How many of them were
there?”

“Twenty.”

“You wouldn’t have been able to
walk afterwards,” he scoffed.

“Walking wasn’t on the agenda.
They buggered me as well as fucked me. Then they peed on me and
then ... “

At that moment the telephone went. He
listened for a few moments then his voice rasped out viciously.

“I don’t need a conversation. You
do as Miss Mary tells you or the photos go to your loving
husband!”

He slammed the telephone down.

He looked at Cynthia. “I suppose people
call you Cyn?”

“They call me all sorts of
things. The dirtier they are the better I like it. Oh, and you
don’t have to pay me much. I’m a widow but quite comfortable. You
must pay me a little because I want to be a real prostitute
-”

“And if your family and friends
find out what you’re doing?”

“I frankly don’t care a sod. In
fact one day I’d like to solicit on the street and get arrested and
be jailed as a common prostitute. I hear one can learn a lot in
women’s prisons. I’m into sensation not reputation.”

Marcus now understood why the floor
Madam had sent her to him. An idea was beginning to form at the
back of his mind. This woman could be useful as long as she was not
play-acting.

“Strip off,” he
ordered.

She stood up immediately. “I thought
you were never going to ask,” she murmured. “I warn you that my
cunt is as wet as hell and I might be a little smelly. I get
excited easily.”

“Shut your fucking mouth and get
naked,” he snarled. “Let’s see what a fucking, old bag like you can
offer.”

A tinge of red rose in her cheeks and
he noted it. She might want humiliation but it still affected her
if you pressed the right buttons. That was the way it worked of
course. A masochist did not always - or even often - like what she
did, it was the sense of being forced to do it that supplied the
excitement. He could see that she was sensitive about her age;
probably realised that in a few years no one would want what she
had to offer and hated the thought.

She stripped off quickly, dropping her
clothes untidily to the floor and kicking them away into a heap.
The garments were quite good quality until she got to the bra and
pants. The bra was black see-through nylon and the pants just a
nylon thong. She also wore fishnet self- supporting stockings.
Cheap sex shop gear.

“You really are a raddled old
tart,” he laughed and again noted the red spots rise to her cheeks.
“Get that bra off and let’s see how far down your tits
fall.”

The bra came off and joined the pile of
clothing on the floor. The tits duly fell though Marcus had seen
far worse.

“Got weights in your teats,” he
mocked. “Now; raise your arms above your head and stretch upwards.
It’ll tighten up whatever muscles you have left.”

She obeyed, revealing hairy armpits.
There was also a thick growth of pubic hair around the tiny
thong.

Marcus could certainly smell her now;
female excitement and sweaty armpits.

“Oh, get the rest off!” he
snarled in a tone of feigned disgust. She slid down the thong and
kicked off the high-heeled shoes that she was wearing. She clasped
her hands above her head and stood waiting his comment.

In spite of his gibes she was not that
bad. Bottom too big, thighs a bit skinny, tits dipped but he had
seen worse. Good waist and good shoulders though the latter were a
bit fleshy. Face certainly not pretty but attractive in an odd sort
of way.

“So you’re a masochist?” he
drawled. “Really?”

“Really,” she said.

“How long have you been a
masochist?”

“Always,” she said flatly. “But I
kept it to myself until eight months ago.”

“What changed?”

“I was married to a man who was
conscientious but boring. For fifteen years. We had no children. He
died suddenly. He had his own business, which I sold and that left
me comfortable. Not rich but comfortable. Then I decided to let my
instincts ride.”

Marcus nodded thoughtfully. “I don’t
need you as a whore. But I can use you. Drop your arms.”

She obeyed and stood looking at him.
Her expression was pensive.

“I’ll need you for six to nine
months. Full time. No backing out. If you’re really a masochist
it’ll satisfy you - if not it’ll be like hell on earth.”

Her expression did not change.

“I’ll want you to sign a document
saying that you are acting on your own free will. During the course
of the project you’ll be branded with a hot iron. No anaesthetic,
of course. You’ll be subject to every sort of sexual degradation
that can be devised.”

He smiled with a shark like flash of
white teeth.

Her face had gone white and she licked
her over full lips.

“I don’t know if I can do it for
six months -”

He shrugged. “Then get out now and stop
wasting my time. You said you’d do anything ...”

She interrupted him and her voice had a
new shrillness in it. “All right. All right. I’ll do it.”

He could see that she was close to
hysteria and guessed that she was in a state between extreme
apprehension and equally extreme excitement. She had come here to
play a part time role in the brothel; one that she could walk away
from at any time. Instead she was undertaking a far more extreme
role which offered only pain and degradation and with no chance of
relief for up to nine months. And the promise of branding must have
been a shock even to her. It was intended to be so but he did not
want to waste his own time. She might think that she was clearly
serious about her masochism but only when subjected to the most
extreme treatment would she really find out whether it was fact or
fantasy. And by then it would be too late to change her mind.

“You’re sure?”

She sank down on her knees in front of
him. “I promise.”

Marcus smiled. He slipped off the
jacket of his immaculate suit and stood looking down on her. Then
he fumbled with the fly of his trousers. She moved closer
anticipating what he wanted.

“Look up at me. Open your mouth,”
he ordered

His penis was in his hand and he saw
the flash of understanding in her eyes as she realised what he
intended. She opened her mouth.

He peed in her mouth, and then directed
the flow over her hair and down her body. It took some time to
empty his bladder and all the time she stayed motionless as the
yellow liquid cascaded down her body. At the finish he shook the
spots into her face and then replaced the organ into his pants.

“Normally, you’d clean me off
with your mouth but I don’t know if you’re diseased. Now get
dressed. Don’t clean yourself. I’ve put my mark on you and you’re
not to wash it off. From now on you’re mine.”

He thought there was a tear in her eyes
but it might just have been a speck of urine. She dressed quickly,
the liquid running down her body and wetting her clothing.

He had not quite finished with her.

“Write down your telephone number
and you’ll be told when to come back. Bring nothing with you - not
even a toothbrush. You’ll wear the clothes you’re wearing without
change or washing until you’re called. Tomorrow you’ll go to a
doctor and get a certificate that you’re free of venereal
diseases.”

She nodded.

“Now get out. And keep your legs
closed until I send for you again.”

When she had gone he nodded sagely to
himself.

The telephone went again. He grinned as
he listened.

“Forty nine thousand. Very nice!
Now make certain, Mary, that she gives a good
performance.”

 


 



CHAPTER SIX

 


Lady Helena de Barrie looked at her
scintillating best. She wore a black silk dress by Yves St Laurent,
which was cleverly constructed to flatter her figure, though in the
most ladylike manner. It fitted perfectly but did not cling overtly
to the body and the bodice fell just low enough to suggest but not
to reveal the curves beneath. It looked simple but it had taken an
army of seamstresses to achieve that distinctive standard of
perfection, which was always associated with Helena de Barrie. Her
hair glittered like coiled gold in the light of the crystal
chandeliers. She wore a necklace and bracelets of large diamonds,
which had once belonged to a Czarina and a diamond bracelet watch
that had been designed to match in more recent times.

She was the perfect hostess of a
perfect soiree in a perfect setting. Helena de Barrie was widely
considered the most gifted hostess in London and the great, the
good and the famous, flocked to her soirees and dinner parties.
Tonight she and her husband had over one hundred and fifty guests,
a number easily accommodated in the great air-conditioned,
magnificently furnished room. White-jacketed servants flitted
around the room carrying trays of drinks and in the adjoining room
an elaborate buffet was being assembled. The guests were
expensively-if not always tastefully-dressed and exuded the
wellbeing of the rich. Nevertheless some were of a higher status
than others.

Over by the entrance, the Prince
chatted to a crowd which had assembled around him. He was, as
usual, complaining about his lot in life, his face convulsed in
misery. His private detective stood by, stony faced, but the
listeners expressed periodic sighs of sympathy.

Not far away Elizabeth Berisford held
court. The tall, beautiful redhead was dressed as expensively as
Helena -jewellery excepted - but her dress clung closely to her
body, emphasising every marvellous curve. Helena, as befitted a
great hostess, dressed with a modicum of modesty that would never
have occurred to Elizabeth. Nevertheless the two women were
friends. Clustered around Elizabeth were several would-be suitors
but it was noticeable that the Prince kept on glancing in her
direction. It was well known that they had slept together and it
was rumoured that the Prince had proposed - though those close to
His Royal Highness discounted the latter. Elizabeth was notoriously
high handed, promiscuous and arrogant, though Helena found her fun.
Their relationship was founded on the fact that neither had to
compete with the other for men, plus a mutual love of shopping.

Sir James was not in the room. He was
having a private conversation in his office with the Foreign
Secretary and doubtless would have other such meetings with
important guests during the course of the evening.

It was a good, if fairly normal, crowd
of guests. The Prince, three Cabinet Ministers, four Ambassadors,
including the US Ambassador, a number of opposition front benchers,
a clutch of show business personalities including a visiting
Hollywood action star and his wife and a crowd of top business
people. The Hollywood star had made advances to Elizabeth Berisford
in spite of the presence of his wife and had been soundly routed by
a hissed warning off from the redhead. Elizabeth never left those
men she did not fancy in any doubt of the fact. The star was
looking immensely annoyed but his wife was smiling effusively.

The door to the adjoining room was
suddenly opened, displaying an incredible buffet and a scattering
of immaculately laid tables. There was a sigh of appreciation from
the crowd then a surge towards the piles of attractively displayed
food. It was nearly a week since Helena had returned from her
horrible experience in the London brothel. It all seemed like a
terrible dream, though she found herself showering several times a
day and using larger applications of both scent and deodorants.
Even so, she sometimes imagined that the sex smell was still on
her. She was still worried both about paying off her newly
established overdraft and keeping it secret from her husband. Over
time there would be no problem but she felt that she should go and
see her bank manager to seek further reassurance that he would not
discreetly raise the matter with Sir James.

She was on edge at having to keep the
whole matter to herself. Hugo had departed on his mysterious cruise
and Tamara was not to be found. Helena had hoped that Tamara might
appear tonight since she had been invited, but there was no sign of
her. It was a worry. It was clear that the photographs had been
taken in Tamara’s flat and the question had to be asked as to
whether or not it was with her connivance. Helena would have liked
the answer to be ‘no’ but Tamara’s disappearance seemed to belie
that.

A servant arrived at her side and
whispered discreetly. “There is a lady, your ladyship, who feels
that she requires your attention. Over in the corner.”

Helena gazed in the direction indicated
and saw a large, dark skinned woman dressed both expensively and in
appalling taste standing with two scared looking, equally dark
skinned women. She walked across to sort out the problem with a
smile on her face.

One of the scared looking women stepped
towards her. “Her Highness has not been allocated a table.”

Helena knew that there were several
‘Highness’s’ among the guests not all of who were genuine but some
of who were socially important. She did not recognise this one but
both her husband and her social secretary occasionally added names
to the guest list. For once, preoccupied with her problems, Helena
had not gone through the final list in detail with her social
secretary prior to this function.

“For this sort of occasion we
don’t have set tables. It is informal.” she smiled.

“What about the English Prince?
He has a table for his party. Why should Her Highness not join
it?”

Helena stayed calm. “It’s a security
arrangement. We must control the people who sit at his table.”

“You are saying that Her Highness
is a security risk?”

Helena had suffered a lot of pressures
during the last few days and her usual diplomacy was fraying.
Normally she would have found a way to diffuse this situation.
Seating arrangements were always a problem but could usually be
sorted out.

“I can find you another table. I
just cannot seat you with His Royal Highness.”

The big woman - the Princess - who had
taken no part in the conversation but had followed it carefully,
swung her body away, presenting her back to Helena.

The woman who had spoken on her behalf
dropped her voice and whispered sibilantly. “You will pay for this
insult!”

 


*****

 


Cynthia had obeyed implicitly the
instructions given to her by Marcus. For the following days she
wore only the clothing and underclothing which she had worn on her
visit to him and she did not wash herself. After a couple of days
she noticed people frowning at her in shops and knew that her odour
was becoming excessive. She herself had become almost unconscious
of it but she could not help but notice the disgusted looks aimed
at her. She realised that it was only a matter of time before some
tradesman ordered her out of a shop on grounds of hygiene.

Cynthia lived alone in a pleasant four
bed-roomed house situated in a leafy London suburb. She had a
cleaning woman in for three mornings a week. In the old days, when
her husband had been alive, she had enjoyed a lively social life
but that had disappeared. Many friends had fallen away simply
because she was no longer part of a pair but most because Cyn’s
whole attitude had changed on the death of her husband. She had
become sexually predatory and that had quickly become common
knowledge. Women kept their men-folk away from her. Also, by
selling off the business, she had lost contact with her husband’s
senior staff and the social world of the industry.

The loss of her old social life gave
her no regrets. She had been sick to death of it. The new life was
more exciting though she recognised that it was far more dangerous.
From now on she was determined to exploit her libido to the limit.
At night she visited pubs and clubs and offered herself blatantly
to men. Often the offer was taken up but all too often such
experiences merely heightened her desire for more. One man at a
time just could not satisfy her and in any case she needed more
than sexual relations. She wanted to be demeaned and humiliated. A
couple of times she went to strip shows in central London looking
out for groups of men who would use her. Again she achieved some
success but it usually fell far short of her dreams. One night
after four semi drunken men had fucked her one of them had thrashed
her with a leather belt. It was her first real experience of sex
and pain and opened up new vistas in her already vivid
fantasies.

When she had read about the Hell’s
Angels in the newspaper she had been almost paralysed with desire
but it had taken a major effort of will to make the journey. She
knew that she was risking disease, disfigurement and even permanent
imprisonment.

Yet she could not resist the challenge
and it had taken her to the next stage, for when the Angels’ women
threw her out of the house three days after she had entered it, she
was certain that she was both masochistic and a nymphomaniac. She
would have stayed with the Angels had she been given the
opportunity but the slatternly young women had ensured her
ejection. Jealousy had been as rife amongst the Angels’ women as in
the previous, notionally decent, society in which she had
previously lived.

The experience had made her desires
imperative. She could hardly think of anything but sex;
masturbation became a regular and frequent ritual. She became
interested in prostitution. She was too old to become a regular
prostitute but she knew that some men required ‘special’ services
which many women would not countenance. She had heard of the
building in north London from a drunken pick-up who had several
times visited the brothel.

The way Mr. Marcus had treated her and
the contempt he lavished on her had made her almost delirious with
excitement, though aspects of what he said had also frightened her.
Since she had left his presence she had seemed to live each day in
a daze. She was aimless, snacking for meals and drinking too much
alcohol, which reduced the burden of her fears but increased her
sexual urges. She had obtained the certificate of freedom from
venereal diseases from her doctor. Then she had to wait for Marcus’
to summon her without indulging in full sex. For a woman who craved
men like a drug, it was a terrible time. Masturbation was her only
outlet, but she needed even that to be humiliating. She fixed a
clip at toilet height to her bathroom wall directly opposite a
floor to ceiling mirror. Then she purchased a large dildo from a
sex shop and fixed it so that it slotted into the clip.
Periodically she stripped naked and backed herself onto the dildo,
using each bodily aperture in turn. She learned to ride the dildo
as she wanted to be ridden by a man and heightened her feelings by
gazing at what she was doing in the mirror.

The dildo could be slotted out of its
clip when her cleaning woman visited.

Six days after she had visited Marcus
the telephone in her house rang late one evening

“Cynthia Grant?” The voice was
female. She had not spoken to Miss Mary before so she could not
recognise the voice.

“Yes.”

“I ‘m speaking for Mr. Marcus.
Yer were expectin’ this call?”

“Yes.”

“In future, when yer speak to a
woman - any woman - yer call ‘er ‘Miss’. Yer call all men ‘Sir’. Is
that understood?”

“Yes - Miss.”

“Repeat the instructions yer were
given by Mr. Marcus?”

“I was not to change my clothes
or underclothes, nor wash or use deodorants or perfumes. I was to
obtain a certificate to show that I am free of sexual diseases.
Miss.”

“So, now you’re pretty ripe?
Probably stink?” The speaker chuckled unpleasantly.

“Yes, Miss.”

“We’ll soon know if yer’ve been
cheatin’. Do yer ‘ave a maid?”

“I have a cleaning woman, miss.
No one else.”

“ Now, yor’ll strip off all yer
clothes and any bodily adornments yer still ‘ave. If yer keep even
a hairpin yer’ll be very severely punished. Yer’ll not wash or even
clean yer teeth from now on. If yer need to piss or shit yer’ll
squat and do it in the bath. Don’t wipe yerself and leave any mess
in yer bath with the plug in so’s yer cleanin’ woman will ‘ave to
deal with it. Probably yer’ll mess yer bed sheets as well and she
can clean that up as well. From now on we want everyone to know
that yer’re a messy slut. You c’n wank tonight but not tomorrow.
From now on yer’ll not eat anything. Yer’ll wait naked by the door
at nine o’clock until a messenger arrives to collect yer. Yer’ll do
anything ‘e tells yer. Anything. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Miss.”

The receiver at the other end clicked
down and Cyn gazed at the silent instrument. Conflicting emotions
were running through her. This was the moment of decision. There
was no reason why she should obey the humiliating orders she had
just been given. She could walk out of the house and stay overnight
in a hotel. Or she could stay in her house, lock the door and
refuse to answer it until the ‘messenger’ went away.

She picked up the telephone and dialled
her cleaning woman. “Elsie. I told you that I am going away for a
few months and that the bank is making your wage payments direct to
you. Unfortunately I have to leave urgently tomorrow morning. Don’t
bother about coming in until the day after tomorrow.”

That was it. Decision made.

She stripped naked and went to bed in a
state of sexual excitement. Sleep was impossible and she tossed and
turned as the hours rolled on. She masturbated but even that did
not relieve her of tension. Early in the morning she rose.
Fortunately her bowels were behaving themselves reasonably but she
needed to urinate. She put the plug in the both and squatted until
her bladder was empty. She climbed out of the bath with dripping
feet, drying herself on the bath mat and leaving the yellow pool in
the bath. She looked longingly at the toothbrush but did not use
it.

She glanced at herself in the
full-length bathroom mirror and grimaced. With her tousled hair,
face bare of make up and fading body she was hardly the acme of
desire. Her glance fixed on the jutting dildo on the wall and she
felt the desire rise within her but she shook her head. She did not
touch it, leaving it attached to the wall where her cleaner would
later find it. This was a new day and should be played to the new
rule.

There was no way in which she could
concentrate but she switched on the television and watched the news
without comprehending anything she saw. At 9am she went to the door
and knelt by it. She laid the certificate confirming her freedom
from disease on the floor beside her.

An hour passed then another half-hour.
Her knees ached and she rubbed them with her hands to reduce the
stiffness. The knock came at 11am.

She opened the door quickly and was
brushed aside as two men entered. They were young men, brutal faced
and skinny, one with a flat, pockmarked face the other red-haired.
Both wore jeans, sweaters and scuffed trainers.

The red haired man swung a brutal fist
and Cyn sprawled to the floor. The pockmarked man kicked her ribs
with a trainer-shod foot.

“Ready for us, cunt?”

Cyn raised herself on one elbow. “Yes -
sir.”

He bent down and sniffed at her
buttocks. “Stinky. Come on, show me your arsehole.”

She rolled into a kneeling position
with the excitement of submission running through her. She raised
her buttocks in the air and pulled the cheeks wide displaying her
most intimate parts for his inspection.

“I like the real whiff of woman,”
the pockmarked man remarked. “All this fucking scent hides the best
smell of all.”

“Well; at least they smell
different with scent. Once you’ve smelled one cunt you’ve smelled
‘em all.”

“This one’s an old bag. What’s
Marcus want with ‘er?”

“I bring ‘em, beat ‘em and shag
‘em. Nothin’ else.” The red-haired man yawned. “Find ‘er something
to wear for the van.”

The pockmarked man went up to the
bedroom and raked through Cyn’s wardrobe finally returning with a
floral dress, which he tossed at the still kneeling woman.

She pulled on the dress and then knelt
down again but this time the red-haired man grabbed her by the hair
and jerked her head up painfully towards him.

“We want yer to keep yer mouth
closed. So now yer goin’ to suck me off and keep me spunk in yer
mouth. Then yer goin’ to suck Pete off and keep ‘is in yer mouth
too. Yer c’n slosh it around yer mouth but no swallowin’ till yer
told. Which won’t be ‘till we arrive where we’re goin’.
Un’erstan’?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Nice accent,” Pete grinned. “I
do like puttin’ a mouth full o’ spunk into a posh
talker.”

The red haired man unfastened his jeans
and slid out a long, thick penis. Cyn raised herself obediently and
took it into her mouth. She reached inside the jeans and fondled
his testicles with the expertise she had acquired during her
widowhood. It took time and she heard his breath rasping as his
excitement began to mount. The cock thickened in her mouth and
drove towards the back of the throat interfering with her own
breathing. She blew on it and it expanded even further. His hands
grasped the back of her head and pulled it to his body, pushing his
prick harder and causing her to gag momentarily. She swallowed
desperately and felt the tip of his penis slip further down her
throat but somehow the discomfort eased. Nevertheless she was now
in a quandary. If he came now his spunk would just shoot down her
throat; she would have no choice but to swallow. She continued to
fondle his testicles with her left hand but slid her right hand up,
under his clothing, to caress his right nipple.

He groaned and the thrusting pressure
of his penis relaxed, the tip slid backwards and then he came. The
thick, slimy liquid poured into her mouth and she breathed out to
keep from swallowing.

A moment passed and then he was
caressing her cheek.

“Nice!”

He withdrew his cock, which was still
speckled at the end with spunk, and shook it violently. Drops of
thick goo flew into her face.

It was the turn of Pete and now it was
harder for her. She had a mouth full of spunk and was forbidden to
swallow; yet she had to suck him off. She was terrified that he
would take his time because there was no way that she could both
suck and hold the other wad in her cheeks at the same time. In fact
he was obviously excited and he came almost as soon as she took him
in her mouth.

She knew well enough that a man
ejaculates little more than a teaspoon full of spunk but she felt
that her mouth was crammed full. The sour, slimy mess seemed to
have a life of its own, sometimes congealing and at other times
threatening to slip down the back of her throat despite her efforts
to avoid it happening.

They forced her to walk out of the
house towards a white van. It was cold given that she was only
wearing a thin cotton dress but she did not protest and climbed
into the back of the van. The men, one clasping the medical
certificate, climbed in the front.

Just before the back doors of the van
closed she saw the curtains move at the window of one of her
neighbours. She wondered how long it would be before curious people
managed to enter her house and study the mess inside, including the
urine pooled bath and the jutting dildo.

But none of that really mattered now.
It was all in the past.

 





CHAPTER SEVEN

 


It had been a successful evening. Sir
James had complimented her on her organisation and the Prince had
clearly enjoyed himself. The guests were largely departed.

Elizabeth Berisford had disappeared
somewhat hurriedly and uncharitable people reported that she had
departed in a taxi with a waiter. Helena rarely paid heed to gossip
- though knowing Elizabeth she did not actually dismiss the
story.

As each day had passed since her ordeal
in the brothel she felt marginally better. She persuaded herself
that she had been tricked and drugged and what had happened was not
her fault. She had obeyed the last instruction given by Miss Mary
and there was no reason why they should bother her again. In the
dead of night, while her husband was absent on an overnight
business trip to Scotland, she had slipped downstairs and entered
his office. There was a copying machine in the office and she had
copied the sheaf of papers on his desk. It had gone remarkably
smoothly since she knew the movements of the internal security
guards and she possessed master keys for every lock in the
house.

She had pondered on whether she had
done the right thing but knew that she had no alternative. Once she
had gone so far with her blackmailers it would have been silly to
risk everything by a final refusal.

She was regarding the rapidly thinning
throng of guests when her personal maid, Tina, came up to her.

“A package has just been
delivered for you, your ladyship. I put it in your sitting
room.”

Helena frowned. She had relaxed as the
night progressed. Everything had gone so well. Sir James had been
in a good mood; the food and wine had been excellent, the agency
hired staff well drilled and the guests had mixed happily - apart
from Princess Lala of Khastan and Helena had no intention of
worrying about the feelings of a minor Arab princessling.

But the mention of a package sent a
thrill of dismay through her. She bade her few remaining guests a
courteous ‘good night’ then went to her suite. The package, a brown
‘jiffy’ bag, was on the table. She unpacked it and found it
contained videotape.

She swallowed hard and wondered if she
could leave viewing it until morning but realised that she would
never sleep wondering what was on it.

There was a TV and video recorder in
the room and Helena activated the tape.

As it began to play, dismay shot
through her. She moaned, drew her legs up to her belly and put the
knuckles of one hand into her mouth.

She watched her sexual activities with
the Negro those few days before, shown graphically on screen. Now
she realised the full purpose of the mirrored room. There must have
been a battery of video cameras behind the glass, recording
everything from different angles. The sound was excellent. She
heard her own gasps of passion-sounds that she had not been aware
of making at the time because of her drugged state. Looking
carefully she could recognise a certain glassiness about her eyes
and several times the Negro seemed to be driving his penis into a
slack body which was not reacting properly to what was happening.
But that was because she knew that she had been drugged. She
guessed that the soundtrack too had been tampered with. However
drugged she had been, she would never have emitted those long drawn
out squeals of ‘f-u-uck’ or some of the other obscenities, which a
female voice was uttering.

But anyone viewing the video would see
Helena enjoying sex with a Negro and co-operating with his every
whim.

It was far worse than the pictures of
herself with Hugo. Those had been positively antiseptic by
comparison.

Helena did not watch the full video. A
few minutes had given her a full insight into what it contained. In
desperation she had tried once again to telephone Tamara Joslyn -
the only person other than the absent Hugo whom she could discuss
this with. Once again there was no reply.

An hour or so later the telephone rang.
She had a private line that did not go through the house
switchboard and was unlisted. Nevertheless she was not surprised to
recognise the voice at the other end.

“Enjoy the pictures, slut? Very
photogenic, ain’t yer?”

“You promised -”

“Don’t take that tone wiv me,
slut. Yer belong to us now and don’t yer forget it.”

Helena was desperate. “I cannot raise
more money.”

“Who’s askin’ for
money?”

“What do you want from
me?”

“Come across tomorrer mornin’ an’
we’ll discuss it. Sleep well - and remember me name is ‘Miss Mary’.
Twelve o’clock sharp. Oh - and wear a mink - I’ve allers wanted a
mink.”

The telephone clicked off and Helena
stared hopelessly at the receiver.

 


*****

 


Helena had no choice. The next day she
alighted from a taxi outside the brothel and walked up the steps
and into the long, dingy hall that she remembered so well.

The janitor was still hunched over what
passed for a reception desk and he watched her walk towards him
with the usual lascivious expression on his face.

Helena had tried to learn from her
previous visit. She was wearing costume jewellery, which was
expensive but not nearly as pricey as the real thing. She also wore
a tailored blue suit and a white silk blouse. As instructed she had
a mink coat slung over her shoulders. Her shining hair was pulled
back into a ponytail and her make up was modest. She looked good
because she was the type of woman who would look good in most
circumstances but the overall affect was much less extrovert than
on the occasion of her last visit.

“Wotcha want?” Once again the
janitor was reading a girly magazine and had it open at a
centrefold. She guessed that he had selected the page
deliberately.

“I have an appointment,” she said
stiffly. “With Miss Mary.”

At that moment the doors opened and two
men and a woman entered. They walked quickly to the desk, almost
shoving Helena out of their way. She stepped back, intimidated.

Helena recognised the red haired youth
from a week ago. He leered at her and she blushed scarlet. Her eyes
switched to the woman whom she judged to be in her mid forties. The
woman was barefoot and wearing a printed dress. Helena noted the
loose swing of the breasts and detected the pubic hair through the
flimsy cotton. With a shock she realised that the woman was naked
under the dress. Moreover her odour was strong and Helena could see
dirt on her neck. Frowning with disgust she moved farther away, not
contesting their assumption of priority.

The woman’s face seemed a bit peculiar.
She had tangled hair that looked as if it had never seen a comb and
her cheeks were blown out, mouth tight closed. The red haired man
was still ogling Helena and he took pleasure in explaining: “She’s
got a mouthful of spunk. Mine and ‘is.” He jerked a thumb at his
male companion. “She’s bin told to keep it in ‘er mouth till we
tell ‘er to swallow. “

Helena was not in a position to storm
out of the building but she dropped her eyes.

The janitor was speaking. “She’s ter go
downstairs. But I’ve go ter see she’s doing what she’s told.”

The red-haired man smiled and spoke to
Cyn. “‘Eard the genalman, did yer? Open yer mouth. Show!”

Cyn seemed shamed by the presence of
the glorious looking, blonde woman but she made no attempt at
disobedience. She leaned across the counter and opened her mouth
displaying the gooey mess within. The janitor made an ugly
face.

“Not much fer two
spunks.”

“Probably drank some. Dirty
bitch, this one.”

“Maybe I should top ‘er
up.”

“Good idea if this pretty lady’ll
wait?” The glance that the red-haired man shot at Helena was
anything but respectful. Helena was a modest girl but she was a
woman of the world. The subject of this conversation was not lost
on her.

“She’ll wait,” the Janitor said,
then opened his fly buttons and pulled out a limp penis.

Cyn shot an anguished glance at Helena,
which seemed intended to signify an apology that such a superior
woman should be faced with this obscenity. Then she went around the
counter and knelt at the janitor’s feet. She took the slack cock in
her mouth. It was a long, hard job and her slurping, sucking sounds
echoed through the passage interrupted only by periodic laughter
from the men.

Helena watched ashen faced, frustrated
and irresolute. There was no indication that the woman was being
physically forced to perform the obscenity and a brothel was hardly
a place where one would expect decorum. Nevertheless, watching what
was happening and making no protest threatened to make Helena
herself complicit. Again she suffered agonies, wanting to leave yet
not daring to do so.

Cyn let out a sudden snort and her
cheeks bulged further. Snickering with triumph, the janitor
withdrew his penis from the froth-flecked lips and shook it
obscenely towards Helena.

“She’s ter go downstairs.
“

Helena watched as the woman was led
away. Their eyes met for a moment and Cyn flushed. It was a sign
that she still had some remnants of decency.

The janitor picked up the
telephone.

She’s ‘ere. All legs and teeth and
tits.”

Now it was Helena who flushed at the
crude description.

“Is that a mink yer
wearing?”

Helena nodded curtly.

“It’s mink,” he said into the
receiver then waved an arm at her. “All right. Yer c’n go
up.”

Miss Mary was waiting upstairs for
Helena.

“Yer late,” she hissed. “I said
twelve o’clock. It’s gone five past.”

“There were other people at the
desk. I had to wait until they were finished,” Helena said
coldly.

“In the office - quick!” Miss
Mary accompanied the order with a flick of her thumb. Helena
realised that the other was looking for trouble and her belly began
to churn. Nevertheless once they entered the scruffy office Helena
took the offensive.

“We had come to a solemn
agreement. I paid you a great deal of money and I had done-” her
voice faltered for a moment, “-what you asked. I even gave you
papers from my husband’s desk. Yet you are still making
demands.”

“What demands?” Miss Mary asked,
poker faced.

The question flustered Helena. “Well,
you demanded I come here today. I assume you want something?”

Miss Mary shrugged. “Yer mink coat -
but I be’cha be pleased to gimmee that?”

Helena took a deep breath. “You’re
welcome to that, if it’s the last demand,” she said coldly.

“Not quite,” the fat girl
murmured.

They looked at each other without
hiding their mutual dislike. The shining haired, tall, lovely
aristocrat and the scruffy, fat semi illiterate.

Miss Mary opened drawer, extracted a
sheaf of photographs and sprayed them untidily over the desk.

“Ugly, aren’t they? “ she spat. “
Dirty! Even filthy, if yer ask me. Lickin’ is arse.” She pushed the
photograph at the tight-lipped blonde. “Lickin’ the arsehole of a
black man yer’d never met afore. Fucking perverted I’d call it.
Much worse’n the last lot.”

“I was drugged,” Helena flared.
“You know that because you organised it!”

The fat girl snickered. “An’ whose
goin’ ter believe it, yer ladyship? Those photographs get out and
yer finished. Finished as a wife an’ finished in society. An’ yer
even stole fings from yer hubby. Naughty, ain’t yer?”

Helena knew perfectly well that she had
been comprehensively trapped.

“So what are you offering?” she
asked coldly. “I take it that under certain circumstances you will
refrain from publishing the videos?”

“As long as yer do what yer
told.”

“And what is that?”

“Fuck when and who we tell
yer.”

Helena’s lips tightened.

“Yer’ve done it once. We’ve got
the photos to prove it. Don’t play the innocent now.”

A sense of defeat spread over Helena.
They had her in an impossible position. She shook her head in
dismay and Miss Mary interpreted the gesture as meaning assent.

“Let’s play games,” Miss Mary
grinned. She sat back on the desk, kicked her shoe off and
proffered the nylon-clad foot to Helena. “Lick it. Take yer jacket
orf - yeah, an’ yer blouse first.”

“Please. I’ve done everything you
wanted.”

“Get stripped, slut. Yer were
five minutes late an’ for that yer going’ ter get yer arse tanned.
But first yer gotta learn who’s boss.”

“Please,” Helena begged. “Please
don’t humiliate me.”

“I’m goin’ ter discipline yer,
slut. I’ve ‘ad enough of yer arrogance. From now on it’s all
obedience. Do it!”

Helena, tears in her eyes, began to
strip off her jacket and blouse. This time she was not wearing a
slip.

Clad only in the bra above her waist
she began to unclip her jewellery.

“Keep that on,” snapped the fat
girl. She waved the foot at Helena. “Do it.”

It was the moment of truth and Helena
knew it. If she accepted this humiliation there would be no going
back. Yet she was compromised far beyond redress by what she had
already done.

Barely suppressing a shudder and with
her tears flowing freely, she bent forward and took the stubby,
stockinged foot into her mouth and began to suck on it. The rancid
taste of the toes whose unclipped toenails pushed unpleasantly
against the nylon was a culture shock to a woman whose mouth was
accustomed to the taste of expensive delicacies.

Miss Mary was obviously enjoying the
experience as much as Helena hated it. The expression on her face
was ecstatic. This spoiled, rich woman, nearly twice her age was
now her plaything, kneeling like a slave before her.

“Come on. Get lickin’. Use some
spit, slut.”

The blonde redoubled her efforts,
fighting back the tears from her eyes. She tried to bring up some
saliva but her mouth seemed dry. Suddenly the fat woman kicked her
away. The kick caught her in the side of her head and she sprawled
back on the floor.

“Loosen yer ‘air.”

Helena dragged herself back to her
knees. Sullenly she began to unfasten her hair. As she was doing
it, Miss Mary leaned over and grabbed her handbag, emptying its
contents on to the table. As before she rifled greedily through the
exposed articles helping herself to anything that attracted her.
Once again she pocketed all the money other than a ten-pound note
but this time she folded up until it was a small wad. She held it
out to Helena.

“Yer taxi money,” she said.
“Stick it up yer arse.”

Helena misjudged her seriousness and
pushed the small note into her skirt pocket.

The fat woman’s voice lashed out like a
whip.

“I said up yer arse!”

Helena gazed at her uncomprehendingly
for a few moments then her face went ashen.

“You can’t possibly mean that.”
Her voice contained utter loathing.

“Do it!”

It was the last straw for Helena. She
jumped to her feet, grabbed at her jacket and blouse and moved
purposely towards the door. Miss Mary moved even quicker. She
blocked the way, brandishing a thin, springy leather whip in her
hand, which had presumably been hidden behind the desk. She swished
it about menacingly.

Helena stopped, her face wearing a
determined expression. Whatever she did; however much she tried to
accommodate these people, they would always demand more. She had to
get away. Every other consideration was driven out of her mind.

She hurled herself at her
tormentor.

Helena de Barrie was nearly twice as
old as the fat girl but she looked to be in far better condition.
She exercised daily in her home gymnasium, swam in the indoor pool,
rode to hounds with unusual expertise and played tennis to near
county standard. Few women in her circle were as fit or worked as
hard at retaining that fitness.

But Miss Mary played her as a
bullfighter plays a bull and used the whip with a skill that could
only have been acquired by a dedicated sadist. Helena’s rushes were
either avoided by the fat woman side-stepping or met head on with a
barrage of vicious cuts of the whip. The blows were aimed at the
blonde’s vulnerable near naked upper torso though more than a few
also cracked across the buttocks and thighs. The minutes passed and
both women began to perspire and breathe heavily. But Helena was
expending most of the effort and she was suffering the most
punishment.

It ended suddenly. Helena stopped and
stood looking dull eyed at the victor.

“Please,” she panted. “Please
have pity on me?”

Sweat was running down the face of Miss
Mary and she too was panting. There was no mercy in her.

“Stuff that note up yer shit
hole.”

The tears poured down Helena’s face.
Then she knelt and pulled the waded note from her pocket, regarding
it as if it were some loathsome insect.

“Do it!”

The blonde bowed her head and fumbled
the paper wad under her skirt.

“Get yer skirt up aroun’ yer
waist. I wanna see what yer doin’.”

The skirt was tight and Helena had to
unfasten the waistband and loosen the zip. She pulled the garment
up around her waist, revealing red marks on her thighs and buttocks
where the whip had thrashed home. Her body was feeling horribly
painful, as if it had been burned in many places.

She was wearing her usual white silk
panties and she halted now, trying to work out how to continue her
task in the least humiliating way. The other forestalled any such
intention

“Knickers down, around yer
thighs.” Miss Mary’s breathing was easier now and her eyes were
lively with delight.

Listlessly Helena obeyed, stripping the
silk garment down, baring the perfect, if red streaked, globes of
her buttocks. She was wearing blue tinted, self-suspending
stockings and her white flesh glinted erotically against the fine
mess.

“Now. Stick it up.”

Helena put her hand behind her and
pushed the paper wad against her anus. Once again the tears of
humiliation streamed form her eyes. She pushed but to no avail.

“Yer’ll ‘ave ter stuff it, yer
stupid, lazy cow. Press it right up, yer dirty slut.”

The blonde dropped her eyes, not
wanting to meet the triumphant gaze of her conqueror. She pushed
harder and the wad slid in though the edges were rough and hurt.
The wad felt far bigger than its actual mass.

Miss Mary walked behind her, looking at
the still protruding wad in the puckered anus.

“Push it right up with yer
finger. Shove it, bitch.”

Helena took a deep breath and obeyed.
Her finger pushed the paper well in and the puckered hole closed
about it.

“Push it up. Right inter yer shit
‘ole. Get in up ter the knuckle.”

The paper slid up though it still felt
enormous and the edges grated on the soft inner membranes. Finally
she achieved what she had been ordered to do.

“All right. Now pull yer finger
out and smell it.”

Helena drew her finger out of her anus
and sniffed at it. Her expression was one of distaste. Miss Mary
bent over and sniffed as well.

“Shitty ain’t it? Can’t perfume
over that, can yer?” She bent closer and whispered, her hot breath
fanning Helena’s face. “Yer goin’ ter ‘ave a lot more than paper up
yer bum, yer ladyship. I’m not finished with yer by a long chalk.”
She straightened. “Right. Now we’ll go and see Mr
Marcus.”

“Can I - can I get rid
-?”

“Yer keep it up yer arse, yer
silly cow. Get yer clothes back on. I don’ want yer flauntin’
yerself at Mr Marcus.”

Trembling, Helena pulled up her panties
and replaced her blouse and jacket. She reached out for the make up
casually scattered on the desk but the fat woman slapped her hands
away.

“Leave my bloody things
alone.”

Helena bit her lip but did not argue.
She had been thoroughly worsted and she did not want to invite any
more humiliation. She pulled her loose hair back from her face.

Miss Mary escorted her out of the door
and into the passage where two ugly looking young toughs lingered.
It was clear that even if Helena had managed to get out of the room
she would certainly have been stopped in the passage.

The two women walked in past several
closed doors and then came to an open one leading to what was
obviously a secretary’s office. A mousy haired girl was working at
the computer but she looked up as the women entered.

“Go straight in, Miss
Mary.”

The office they entered was spacious
and modern. It contained contemporary styled, black leather, chrome
and jet furniture. A large window looked down on the small square
in front of the building. Behind a black leather and jet desk sat
the man who Helena realised must be Mr. Marcus.

He was black; even sitting he was
obviously very tall and slender, almost hairless, with an egg
shaped head and a face that reminded Helena of photographs of the
Masai from Kenya. He wore an immaculate electric blue suit and his
cologne was immediately recognisable as being the expensive brand
used by her husband

“Sit down.” His voice was thick
and although fully understandable it was clear that English was not
his first language.

Helena and Miss Mary moved towards two
chairs in front of the large desk. Then Helena gasped.

One of the chairs was a normal,
comfortable, leather office chair. The other was of black plastic
and from the centre an obscene black plastic protuberance reared
up. A dildo.

Miss Mary calmly seated herself on the
normal chair.

“ ‘Ave ter take yer knickers off,
dear. Don’t worry. Mr. Marcus’ seen it all before.”

Helena hovered helplessly. She was
speechless.

“She’ll ‘ave ter put it up ‘er
cunt ‘cause she’s got a wad of paper up ‘er arse’ole,” Miss Mary
explained to the man who grinned with a flash of white
teeth.

“Stop buggering about and sit
down,” Marcus ordered Helena. “I’ve seen the video. You weren’t shy
with Joshua.”

‘Joshua?’ For a moment the name
did not register in her mind, then she remembered it was the name
of the black with whom she had had sex when drugged.

“If you don’t sit down on your
own, I’ll call in the two boys outside and they’ll force you
down.”

Helena made up her mind. There had to
be a limit.

“No!” she said flatly.

The grins disappeared from the faces of
Mary and Marcus. The fat girl swished her whip viciously.

“You can force me - I understand
that. But I will not willingly sit on that - thing!” Helena’s face
was very pale.

Miss Mary began to rise but Marcus
waved her back in her seat.

“You’ll have to learn humility,
Helena. I can’t spare the time and effort to force you to my will
every time. You must learn to do what you are told when you are
told.”

“No,” Helena said. “We have made
several agreements and you’ve broken them all. I’m now ready to do
what I should have done in the first place. I will go to my husband
and confess. Whatever he does cannot be worse than what you’re
making me do.”

“He’ll kill you if he sees those
videos.”

She wiped her mouth with the back of
her hand.

“I will not sit on that thing,”
she said defiantly.

Mr. Marcus nodded, then stood up, a
tall menacing figure. “You think that you can defy us.”

It was a statement not a question.

“I think that I have carried out
the terms of our agreement-and I will do no more because I can do
no more.”

Miss Mary had a huge smile on her face,
which became larger as the exchange continued.

“Then I invite you, Lady Helena,
to a scene which might indicate our own determination. So that you
clearly understand that you are indeed between the proverbial rock
and the hard place.

 


”


CHAPTER EIGHT

 


The men had stripped off Cyn’s cotton
dress in the lift. The red haired man just hooked a finger into the
neckline and tore it down. She shrugged the torn bits off her
shoulders.

They descended two floors, which was
obviously a fair way underground although the indicator showed that
there was one more floor lower down.

Cyn was endeavouring to keep the thick
mess of spunk moving around her cheeks since otherwise some of it
tended to slide down the back of her throat. She badly wanted to
pee but there was no way she could talk with her mouth so full. She
wondered whether she should just let her bladder go but guessed
that she should get permission. The thought excited her even though
the discomfort in her bladder was giving her problems. To have even
her bodily emissions controlled was a marvellous humiliation.

The pockmarked man - Pete - suddenly
slapped her breasts. There was no reason for it, nor did she expect
a reason. He could and should do what he wanted. That was why she
was here.

They stepped out of the lift into a
dark, barely lit passage. There were three more men waiting,
similar in type to Pete and the red-haired man: young men, though
one had an oriental caste to his features. They wore only jeans and
were barefoot. It was warm down here though there was a smell of
damp in the air. The floors were of stone and the walls of rough
brick.

Silently they pushed her down the
passage into a large, bare room.

Even the masochistic Cyn felt the crawl
of panic down her spine. There was a stone slab table in the centre
of the room and she saw that hinged cuffs were attached to the
legs. The walls were studded with hooks from which hung a variety
of ugly looking implements of torture. A wooden table stood against
the wall and its surface was crowded with dildos and other sexual
implements.

The most terrifying thing was the
brazier against a far wall, hot even from where she stood. Pushed
into the red, glowing flame were what looked like iron bars. She
could neither hold back a gasp nor avoid swallowing half of the
filth in her mouth as she guessed that she was looking at branding
irons. Panic shot through her as she remembered Marcus’s threat to
brand her. What had been exciting as a fantasy was frightening when
it came to reality.

The new fear was close to paralysing
her as they ordered her to lie across the stone table but she
managed. The cold of the stone seemed to bite into her belly. Her
head protruded over one end of the table and her buttocks, legs
splayed wide apart, were bent over the other. They did not use the
manacles because they had no need to. She was still passive and
obedient.

The men milled about her, stripping off
their jeans. The smell of aroused males began to permeate the room.
Someone she could not see fumbled with her buttocks, opening them
to show off her private parts. It was as if a cool breeze was
playing on her orifices and she knew that those most intimate areas
were being scrutinised. She still held the remains of the spunk in
her cheeks, though most had now slithered down her throat.

Fingers slid around her vagina,
exploring, searching, and entering. She felt the fingers in her and
she moaned, causing a few more globules of spunk to slide to the
back of her mouth. What was left was hardly worth keeping yet she
dared not - nor even wanted - to make that final swallow.

The fingers at her vagina were
persistent, sliding slowly in and out of her body but pushing in
deeper with each withdrawal. She could feel the lips of her labia
expand and realised that what had originally been the intrusion of
one finger had now grown to at least four. Moreover the hand was
pushing more persistently and she began to experience pain.

The red haired man squatted in front of
her.

“Ever been fist fucked
before?”

The pain made her squeal and the last
dregs of spunk slid down her throat. She was impaled on the hand,
which was now thrust in up to the wrist. She felt that she was
being split open; that the splayed vulva was going to tear. Tears
poured down her face and her body began to writhe with the pain.
She tried to open her body in co-operation but her muscular command
was just not adequate. Hands were cupping her breasts and she
raised her torso to accommodate them. Her mind was struggling with
the different sensations of great pain and the masochistic desire
to be used. Her nipples were being painfully mauled and she yelped;
other fingers were exploring her anus. A cold fear that they might
drive into the smaller orifice with the same bulk as was stuffed
into the larger one drove through her.

The pain in her vagina was receding. It
was being uncomfortably stretched but the feeling of being totally
impaled was becoming pleasurable. It was like having a huge cock
inside her. She could hear a squelching sound and realised that it
was the hand moving around in her body.

Her eyes rolled in a combination of
discomfort and ecstasy and the men around her were laughing as they
watched her lose control. Fingers were invading her anus, tweaking
her nipples and stroking her breasts. Someone grabbed her hair and
pulled her head upwards. An unshaven face descended on hers and a
thick tongue invaded her mouth, the tongue searching her throat and
sharing the now receding taste of spunk.

She was moaning continuously; the pain
was less important and the gathering orgasm was rising like a tidal
wave within her. She came with a great surging violence, feeling
the hand within her vagina driving even further up towards her
womb. She shuddered, wholly out of control, hardly noticing that
the man who had been kissing her was now spitting continuously into
her mouth. Unhinged by the spasms of ecstasy she swallowed the
spittle as if it were some rare food.

The hand was jerked painfully out of
her body, causing her to scream. She realised that she did not even
know whose hand it was. Her body was jerking and sweating and her
eyes were glazed with lust. She was mumbling obscenities, glorying
in her degradation.

Finally she laid still, the tide of
lust receding but not disappearing. She felt as if the withdrawn
hand had left a gaping hole in her body. She was sure that her
vulva was stretched ultra wider. Gradually her eyes began to
refocus on the faces of the men around her. She whimpered and put
out an eager hand to clasp one of the erect penises that surrounded
her.

They flipped her over on her back and
she noticed that the Asiatic man had his hand to the lower forearm
wet with some sticky looking liquid. Her body liquid! It was his
hand that had given her so much pleasure. She straightened and
leaned towards him; reverently taking his thick penis in her hand
she kissed it then looked up at him.

“Thank you, sir. Thank
you.”

 


*****

 


The men allowed her to recover for a
few minutes. It was necessary. She had orgasmed violently and even
as she rested she shuddered in a secondary spasm. She had never
experienced such an intense experience. She reflected that even if
her cunt were permanently distended to twice or even three times
its previous diameter it would be well worthwhile. Moreover none of
the men had fucked her yet and there were five of them, all fresh
and young and horny - probably capable of multiple ejaculations.
Cyn hungered for more.

She continued to treat them with
deference and in their rough way they were not wholly inconsiderate
in their treatment of her. Someone handed her tumbler filler with
an amber liquid, which she sniffed at cautiously. It was whisky,
which she drank gratefully, remembering the occasion with the Hells
Angels when a similar glass had contained urine.

The Asiatic grinned toothily at her.
“Next time. Up arse.”

She took another swig of liquor. “Too
small hole.” she laughed.

They began to stir and the lustful
expressions on their faces intensified. She drained the glass and
it was taken from her. The pock marked man slapped her breasts hard
and they swung erotically. The faces hardened and the crude smell
of rut filled the cellar.

And at that point the door opened to
admit Miss Mary, Mr. Marcus and Lady Helena de Barrie.

Cyn gasped and crossed her legs in a
wholly useless attempt at bodily concealment. It was the startling
beauty of Helena de Barrie which discountenanced her. Cyn
recognised her immediately as the women she had admired in the
reception area earlier. In this ugly room with its perverted
inhabitants, Helena stood out like a searchlight on a dark night.
Cyn, who was not bi sexual, thought that she was the most beautiful
person that she had ever seen in her life. The golden hair and
seemingly flawless complexion; the lissom, stylishly attired body
and the expensive, if invisible, cloud of perfume, which enveloped
her, made Cyn feel wholly ashamed of herself for the first time in
months.

 


*****

 


Marcus and Mary had led Helena to the
lift and descended to the basement with her. Although still defiant
Helena felt the courage begin to drain out of her as she reached
the unenticing nether regions of the building. She did not know why
they had brought her here but she was fearful that some terrible
thing was about to happen. She immediately recognised Cyn as the
same woman who had been in reception. From the heavy sex smell in
the room and the sight of the five naked men she assumed that full
sexual intercourse had taken place.

Marcus snapped orders at the men to
strap Cyn face down over the stone table. This time they used the
manacles to secure her arms and ankles. She again felt the cold
stone on her belly but the greatest embarrassment lay in being so
treated in front of the superior blonde beauty.

Two of the men approached the still
glowing brazier and lifted it by the use of carrying irons. It was
placed close to Cyn’s exposed left buttock, so close that she could
feel the heat. And suddenly she guessed what was intended. Fear
surged through her mind.

Cyn’s unearthly howl came as so much of
a shock to Helena that she felt the hairs rise on the back of her
neck. She watched in disbelief as an Asiatic man pulled on some
sort of insulated glove and extracted one of the glowing irons from
the brazier.

Cyn was screaming as the gruesome
reality of terrible and imminent pain swept away her self-control.
Her bladder voided and the yellow liquid sprayed over the table.
The Asiatic cursed as some of the urine landed on his thigh. Then
with one smooth movement he pushed the glowing iron close to the
palpitating flesh.

Helena staggered back against the wall,
her face a mask of horror. She started to retch so hard that she
felt a trickle of urine in her own pants.

So close was the red-hot iron that the
skin began to sear.

Cyn’s agony was intense. Her body
convulsed so violently that the strap securing her right wrist
snapped. She was able to raise the arm but she was still
effectively helpless. The Asiatic expertly pressed the red-hot iron
even closer to the tortured body, his face like granite, wholly
impervious to the feelings of the damaged woman. There was less
than a quarter of an inch of space between the hot iron and the
scorching flesh.

“Please!” Helena begged. “Please
stop.”

At a nod from the Ethiopian the Asiatic
stepped away. Cyn was still writhing in agony and screaming
dementedly.

Marcus gripped Helena’s arm and spat
out the message that was no longer necessary.

“We always mean what we say! Now
you and I are going to have a short chat.”



*****

 


Half an hour later Helena was back on
the street. This time only her handbag and its contents had been
confiscated. She had been permitted to take the mink coat, though
Miss Mary had protested sullenly.

She felt faint. The grotesque scene had
been intended to impress her and it had certainly done so.

Marcus had spelt out his final
ultimatum. He was tired of her prevarication. If she approached Sir
James and confessed what had happened, she would inevitably start a
vicious contest between the two sides. The blackmail photographs
would be published in their entirety and the resultant scandal
would be immense. Moreover he suggested that some of the documents
she had stolen from her husband were also incriminating. Any chance
Sir James had of obtaining a peerage would disappear. He would not
be a happy man and would certainly blame Helena for the shambles.
Moreover he repeated his assertion that Sir James would kill her
when he discovered the truth.

By one minute to eight o’clock that
evening she must make up her mind to either seek mercy from Sir
James or submit wholly to her blackmailers. On the stroke of eight
a messenger would deliver the video and still photographs plus
copies of the documents, which Helena had stolen, to Sir James at
his home address.

Helena was in a daze, still sickened by
the ghastly scene she had watched. She realised that at every stage
she had taken the wrong option. She might have explained her way
out of having had sex with Hugo; might even have made a case for
having been drugged in her relations with Joshua. But Sir James
would never accept her theft of his documents and their handing
over to possible enemies.

Yet to yield to the blackmailers would
deliver her to horrifying sexual abuse.

She pulled her coat more tightly around
her, realising that the cold was as much within her as a reflection
of the biting day

On the last occasion, having no idea
where she was, she had been fortunate in quickly discovering a tube
station. Lady Helena de Barrie had never used the tube and would
have been lost trying, but a taxi rank had been nearby. Now, once
again she made for the tube station where she hoped once again to
pick up a taxi.

She halted abruptly. Her only money was
still up her anus. The realisation, dulled by her recent trauma,
made her cheeks flush and she looked around the mean streets.
Passers by were looking at her oddly; a lovely blonde woman in a
mink coat in this area was unusual.

Helena was desperate. How could she
regain the folded note in this public place? Then she saw a Public
Convenience situated near the side of a derelict pub. She hurried
over, hoping it was still functional.

The only places where Helena had
previously used public toilets were the up market stores and shops,
which she frequented. Never before had she encountered a rarely
maintained public toilet in a slum area.

It was open but it stank abominably.
The washbasins were chipped and there was no running water. The
paper towel dispensers were empty. Graffiti of the most disgusting
type was scrawled over the walls. Worst of all, the only
functioning items were the coin operated locks on the doors. Helena
had no coins. The only alternative was a free stall for the
incapacitated but as she stood on the threshold Helena was utterly
horrified. It was filthy. The stark, seatless WC had been blocked
several uses previously, a fact which had not prevented its further
utilisation. The floor was flooded with what looked and smelled
like very old urine.

She looked about helplessly, faced with
the unpalatable choices of either using the filthy stall or
standing outside and fishing the folded note out of her anus, thus
risking being seen by anyone who walked into the Convenience. She
decided on the former.

Helena closed the stall door and tried
to restrict her breathing so as to minimise inhaling the dreadful
stench. There was no way she could avoid standing in the pool of
urine and she hoped that her shoes, chosen more for style than
utility, would protect her feet. She hiked up her mink coat because
the hanger behind the door had long since been torn off and there
was nowhere else to put it. Her skirt too was a problem but she
undid the waist zip and managed to pull it up around her waist. She
pulled the dampened panties down around her thighs. Now, she had to
expel the wad of folded paper in her anus.

She quickly realised that she would
have to expel the wad by the same bodily mechanism that she used to
excrete. She tensed her stomach muscles and pushed hard but it felt
as if she were constipated. Breathing hard - an unpleasant
experience in the filthy atmosphere - she inserted her finger in
her anus and tried to loosen the wad while still pushing with her
stomach muscles.

The whole deceptively simple operation
took ages and at the end Helena was red faced and sweaty. She, the
famous Society Hostess, clothing pushed revealingly high, standing
in a filthy lavatory, shoving her own finger up her anus and
desperately trying to excrete the necessary banknote. At length she
succeeded but immediately recognised a further problem: the folded
note was brown stained and clearly unusable in that condition.

With a grimace she removed her urine
marked silk panties, another difficult operation, which dipped both
the hem of her skirt and the bottom of the mink coat in the filthy
mixture on the floor. She unfolded the note and wiped off the
filth, as best she could, with her panties. Finally she tried to
soak the revolting moisture off coat and skirt into the crumpled
silk of her panties; then cleaned her soiled fingers on the few
clean spots left.

She walked out of the Public
Convenience with a roughly clean ten-pound note but leaving her
expensive, but badly soiled, panties in the noisome lavatory
pan.

 


 



CHAPTER NINE

 


Helena agonised about her decision.
Confess everything to her husband or yield to her blackmailers?
Marcus had offered one ray of hope.

“You’re beautiful,” he had said.
“And you’ll get hell fucked out of you. But in the end we’ll get
tired of you and you’ll be useful to us just for the information
you can give us on your husband. You’ll probably have a few weeks
of coming to us then you can get back to near enough your old life.
Frankly, blowing the whole thing open won’t suit us - though we’ll
do it rather than let you get away with fucking us
about.”

There was, of course, the question of
loyalty to her husband but Helena was beyond caring about that.
Self-preservation was the only thing that counted.

The stark choices were that she could
defy Marcus and his crew and face the terrifying wrath of her
husband or she could yield to their demands and allow them to use
her sexually in a way that was wholly foreign to her nature; plus
steal possibly sensitive documents from her husband

The debate raged within her until Tina
came to help her to dress for dinner.

Tina carefully dressed her golden hair
and Helena wore a demure and simple, black dress that concealed the
whip marks still visible on her body.

At five minutes to eight she made the
call accepting their terms.

“Yer understan’ what we want?
That there’s no backin’ out from ‘ere?”

“Yes,” Helena replied.

“Ring back at twelve and yer’ll
get instructions. Savvy, slut?”

“Yes, Miss Mary.”

 


*****

 


Helena had always hated these private,
home dinners with their desultory, stilted conversations and
medieval service. It was as if she, her husband and the servants
were acting out a play rather than engaging in an episode of real
life. Usually she would provoke a degree of conversation but
tonight, plunged in gloom, she was as silent as her husband.

The food was pleasant enough, with
presentation over-riding flavour but that suited both of them
because neither were big eaters. The wines were memorable but
Helena, as usual, drank no more than a glass and Sir James, too,
was sparing. Six servants served them. Hanley, the butler directed
the flawless operation; there was a wine waiter and four waitresses
ensured that the service was seamless.

Sir James spoke only after the pudding
dishes had been removed and coffee and - in his case - brandy had
been served.

“I shall be away for the next ten
days.”

Helena frowned. “That’s
unexpected.”

“Business often is,” he replied
tartly. “I have to go to the States. There are
problems.”

A sudden longing seized Helena.

“Can I come?”

“No,” he said and did not try to
explain the decision. Helena flushed at the rebuff but did not try
and argue.

 


*****

 


After dinner Helena retired to her
suite. She dismissed Tina who was hovering around with what looked
like concern in her eyes. Helena guessed that a woman as close to
her as Tina would guess from her attitude that something was wrong,
but the situation did not allow for explanations.

Helena waited until 12 p.m. then she
made the crucial telephone call.

A crisp, educated voice, which she had
not heard before, answered.

“Helena de Barrie?”

“Yes.”

“You will come here tomorrow at
exactly mid day. You will wear the mink coat you wore today and
high-heeled shoes. Nothing else. Well, scent if you wish, but
nothing else at all.”

Helena’s breath caught in her throat as
she realised the implication.

The voice continued. “You will obey
whatever orders you are given when you enter the building. Do you
understand?”

“Yes.”

“In the building you’ll refer to
all men as ‘Sir’ and all women as ‘Miss’. Understand?”

“Yes.”

The telephone clicked off at the other
end.

 


*****



For the third time Lady Helena de
Barrie faced the building in North London. She was dressed - or
rather undressed -exactly as she had been ordered. When she had
left the house she had seen the odd looks of her servants. With the
coat clasped tightly closed, her nakedness was well concealed but
they must have noted that she was not wearing stockings or
jewellery, something which was highly unusual. She had been careful
when she climbed into the taxi; if the coat parted too much her
lack of clothing would be obvious, but the driver had barely looked
at her. Once again she had dressed her hair simply in a ponytail.
After a brief consideration she had applied a moderate amount of
scent. She had put some money in her coat pocket, realising that
‘nothing else’ meant no handbag.

She had no illusions about this visit
and was scared but she braced herself to appear outwardly
unconcerned. Helena de Barrie was essentially a passive woman; her
advantages in life, the beauty, the marriage to wealth, the high
standing in Society had all come to her without much effort. Her
one attempt to inject a modicum of passion and independence into
her life had landed her in this mess. She resolved to deal with it
by accepting her ‘punishment’ and hoping that things would
ultimately return to a happier course.

She walked up the steps and into the
drab reception hall. The janitor sat behind his desk, grinning
lasciviously in her direction.

“Back agin’, dearie. Like it
‘ere, don’t cher?”

Helena walked over to him and stood
silently.

“Open the coat. Let’s look at
yer.”

She flushed and shook her head.

He picked up the telephone, dialled and
spoke.

“She’s bein’ bloody
awkward.”

He handed the telephone to Helena. She
recognised the voice on the other end immediately.

“The gentleman ‘as given yer an
order. Fuckin’ obey it!”

Helena bit her lip then she parted the
coat at the front.

“Wider,” he rapped. “Drop it off
yer shoulders.”

She obeyed, standing naked for his
pleasure, face blood red while he eyed her up and down. Then he put
out a hand and tweaked a nipple. She shut her eyes in horror but
did not resist.

“You and me’ll ‘ave a bit o’ fun
later,” he winked. “OK. Get upstairs.”

Miss Mary was waiting outside the lift
on the fourth floor. There was no one else in the corridor.

This time Helena did not wait to be
told. She opened the coat for inspection.

Unsurprisingly she was rewarded with an
insult.

“Like flashin’ yerself, do yer?
I’ve seen much better. Put it back on.”

They walked into Marcus’s office where
the mousy girl secretary looked at them curiously then she spoke on
the intercom.

“Miss Mary and the lady are here,
sir.”

Marcus was lounging at his desk. She
reflected briefly on the fact that the two men she feared most in
this world, Marcus and her husband, used the same brand of cologne.
Helena was not surprised to see the same dildo chair placed before
the desk. Carefully she went to the chair and stood by it. Then she
looked enquiringly at Marcus.

He nodded approvingly.

“Decided to be
co-operative?”

“What choice have I?” Helena’s
voice was low but there was a slight quaver in it. “I just hope
that you’ll temper your power with a little mercy.”

He shrugged. “Unlikely, I’m afraid.
Miss Mary here is going to be in charge and I don’t think she
understands the word.”

“Yer won’t need the coat any more
so yer might as well take it orf,” the fat woman
snapped.

Helena dropped the coat, lifted her
head high and looked towards a modern picture on the far wall.

“I didn’t say drop me coat on the
floor. Pick it up an’ put it on the table tidy like.”

Helena bent and picked up the coat in a
movement which was unconsciously, sexually provocative. For a
moment her firm, curvaceous buttocks, still slightly whip marked,
faced both Mary and Marcus, exhibiting the neat lips of her sex.
They exchanged grins of appreciation.

She folded the coat and placed it on a
nearby table. She stood, her body exposed, inwardly awaiting the
next order with dread.

“Many years ago, when I was a boy
working my guts out for whites, I never thought that I’d have a
woman like you in my power. I thought that you were all so strong
and so brave; that women like you would die rather than submit to
the sort of filth that our women had to endure at the hands of
white men.”

A tremor went through Helena’s body and
her throat was dry.

“You know what you’re going to do
- for our entertainment. You knew it before you came here. You knew
it yesterday and you’ve had all the time in the world to consider
it. Haven’t you?”

The question was rapped out so loudly
that Helena shrank back. She did not answer.

“Haven’t you?” His voice was
thunderous.

“Yes,” she faltered.

“Then stop wasting our time and
testing my patience. Do it!”

Helena de Barrie was no exhibitionist.
Even as a model she had been notably modest. What she was now being
required to do went against every instinct in her. Yet she
obeyed.

She bestrode the chair, poised her sex
over the jutting plastic and began slowly to lower herself on
it.

Her vulva closed over the cool tip and
halted for a moment, then pressed further downwards, feeling the
rigid pole slide up into her. There was a slight squelch as a
pocket of wetness caused a partial vacuum. She flushed again as
Miss Mary giggled at the sound.

“Ride it. Up and down. It’ll be
easier for you if your cunt wets it. Come on. Up and
down!”

Helena rode the rigid dildo, feeling it
slide more easily as her sex lubricated. She felt sick with
embarrassment.

She failed to see Marcus’ finger stab
at the intercom in front of him and she was driving herself
downwards as the door opened and the mousy secretary entered the
room, clutching a dictation pad and pen.

The girl stopped on the threshold, eyes
goggling at the lovely, naked blonde impaling herself on the
dildo.

Helena gasped and began to rise from
the chair but a threatening movement of Marcus’ hand stopped her.
She and the secretary gazed at each other, each in shock; the
secretary that such a previously superior seeming woman could be
performing such a gross obscenity; Helena in disgust at being used
as an exhibit.

“Come and sit down. You can take
dictation in a few minutes. Bring up a chair next to the
slut.”

The secretary was going alternately red
and white and was clearly embarrassed at what was happening. It was
obvious that her previous duties had not encompassed such
activities. Her mouth was open in a stupid looking gape.

At a sharp command from Marcus, Helena
resumed her riding of the dildo, her face a mask of misery and
shame.

“Smile, yer stupid cow. Yer
wanking - done that before, ain’t yer? Put some life in
it.”

Helena forced a ghastly grin on her
face and tried to avoid the gaze of the others. She quickened her
movements, her sex lips moving up and down the now, white flecked
dildo. To her horror her quicker movements resulted in a
disgusting, squelching sound intermingled with what sounded like
quiet farts.

“Gawd. ‘Ave yer never wanked
before? Bend forward a bit and rub yer clit on the
cock.”

All Helena wanted was to get this
episode over. She leaned her body forward and tried to rub her clit
on the plastic but she was only partially successful. The erratic
movements and the penetration of her body were triggering off her
musky sex scents and she began to perspire as well. She locked eyes
briefly with the secretary who was looking more mouse-like than
ever.

“Let’s ‘ave some fucking
movement, yer ladyship. Swing yer body around the prick, swing yer
bloody hips.”

Helena had lost any sense of purpose in
what she was doing. Her body was swinging around as she tried to
circle her hips and ride the dildo up and down at the same time
while also trying to generate friction on her clit by rubbing it
against the plastic. Her breasts bounced about as if they were
threatening to disconnect from her body. She was far too
inexperienced to make an even tolerable job of masturbating in this
way - but she provided an erotic sight for her watchers.

Finally Miss Mary waved a contemptuous
hand.

“Stop it, yer stupid bitch.
Before I’ve finished with yer, yer’ll wank off
properly.”

Helena stopped moving. The sweat was
pouring down her body. She had no idea whether to sit right down on
the dildo, driving the full length up her vagina or to rise and
clear it totally from her body. Instinct told her to wait for a
command.

“Get orf it, yer lazy
sow.”

The blonde disengaged herself but
suffered a further embarrassment at the sucking sound that ensued
as the sheath of her body withdrew from the plastic. She stood,
arms dangling by her sides, head lowered so that she need not meet
the gaze of any of the others. She felt ashamed and helpless in
equal measure.

“Whatcha think of ‘er,
Milly?”

The secretary, who looked as eager to
disappear from the scene as Helena herself, gulped.

“I dunno.” She looked helplessly
at Marcus and asked a stupid question. “D’yer want some letters
taken, sir?”

“Not for the moment, Milly,” he
replied, grinning broadly. “I wanted you to see that just because a
tart like this comes here all dressed up, she’s got just the same
bits as any other woman. Understand?”

“Y-yes, sir. I
unnerstand.”

“You don’t have to think of this
one as your superior. Would you like to beat her bottom with a
whip?”

Milly shook her head as if she herself
was being threatened. “N-no thank yer, sir.”

“In future if she comes into your
office she will call you Ma’am and you will call her
slut.”

The girl blushed again. “Yes, sir.”

“All right, you can go, Milly.
After this slut has cleaned up the mess she’s made on my
furniture.”

Helena’s aquamarine eyes clouded. She
guessed what he was going to make her do and any doubts were
dispelled by the grin on Miss Mary’s face.

“With your tongue, your
ladyship.”

Tears rolled down Helena’s face but she
knew that meant nothing to her tormentors.

“Do it!” Miss Mary snapped
viciously.

Helena dropped to her knees by the
chair looking at the viscous liquid that smeared the rearing, black
dildo, some of which had seeped down to the seat of the chair. She
could smell her own juices.

Tentatively she licked at the soiled
dildo, hating the taste but doing what she had to do. She lapped
her secretions from the dildo and then licked the seat of the chair
clean. Only when the job was completed did Marcus dismiss his
secretary.

When he had gone Marcus waved a
contemptuous hand. “That little bitch has been getting on my
nerves. She’s been here for three months and she still acts like a
bloody nun.”

Miss Mary shrugged. “Get rid.”

“I’m advertising. She’s not even
worth fucking.”

“Do we fire ‘er or export
‘er?”

Marcus shrugged. “Can we sell her?”

“We can sell anythin’ with tits
an’ a cunt.”

It took no great perception for Helena
to realise that they were talking about the secretary - Milly. But
she could not yet realise the full evil of their intentions. That
would come later.

“Anyway, take this away and deal
with it.” Marcus waved a contemptuous hand towards Helena. “I
imagine she’s due for punishment?”

Miss Mary chortled. “Oh, she bloody is.
That performance was bloody crass. She’s bin askin’ fer a striped
botty ever since we met.”

Helena felt panic surge up within
her.

“Please. I have to go home. My
husband -”

“Your husband caught the Concorde
flight to New York this morning and he’s not due back for ten
days.”

Helena was horrified at what they knew.
“But I must still go home. I’m expected -”

“Then whoever’s waiting will have
to bloody wait “ Marcus snapped. “From now on you’re ours. Anyone
else can fuck off.”

“Yer better face it, slut. When
yer swaggered in ‘ere that first day, yer thought we were all yer
bloody serfs. Now yer goin’ to learn who’s boss and what’s what.”
The threat in Miss Mary’s words was unmistakable.

Marcus opened a drawer in his desk and
threw a folded garment across at the stunned looking Helena. “Cover
yourself with this.”

It was a thin white cotton wrap. Helena
slipped it on, noting that it barely covered her upper thighs and
though flattering to her long legs, would be hugely revealing if
she bent forward or leaned backwards.

 


*****

 


Marcus did not accompany them and Miss
Mary took Helena to the lift. They descended to the same basement,
which they had visited the previous day.

Helena found herself still perspiring
under the flimsy garment. Her nature was ill suited to deal with
the current situation and she was in a fragile state of mind. She
had fallen steadily into a quicksand of degradation and realised
that these people were far more brutal, ruthless, efficient - and
well informed - than the simple blackmailers she had once assumed
them to be. They were clearly capable of extreme violence. Yet
again, she cursed herself for her stupidity in landing herself in
this mess in the first place.

Nor did the roar of aggressive, male
voices assuage her feelings when she and Miss Mary entered the
chamber where Cyn had been abused the previous day. Her heart
thumped and she felt faint.

As had previously been the case, the
men were naked. But there were a greater number; a crowd of
grimacing, mocking and sexually roused young men. Fifteen or twenty
of them, aggressively flourishing rampant penises; the harsh smell
of their lust heavy in the damp, stagnant air of the cellar.

Everything else was the same. The stone
stable with its threatening manacles, the table loaded with sexual
implements. Most horrifying of all was the glowing brazier in the
far corner.

Helena shrank back in panic. She could
guess at least part of what was to come. “No. No,” she cried.

“Lots o’ women would love to ‘ave
these nice young men around ‘em. ‘Ow old is yer? Thirty-five? Yer
won’t get young’uns like this around yer for much longer. Not one
under twenty-two - oh, maybe one. Where are yer, Bert?”

And through the crowd Helena saw the
janitor. He was not entirely naked but was wearing a pair of soiled
and rumpled Y-fronts. There was a mat of straggly grey hair on his
chest, which extended down to the top of the pants. He was skinny
and balding and Helena thought that she had never seen anybody more
revolting in her entire life.

She would have run away if that had
been possible.

“Put ‘er over the table - belly
down.”

Helena was seized and was bent
erotically over the end of the table. The wrap was pushed up around
her waist leaving her lower torso naked.

“Leave ‘er dress up. I wanna see
her arse.”

The ass in question was already
marvellously exposed in its firm whiteness, sullied only by the
faint red and blue marks of yesterday’s beating. Helena’s buttock
cleft was both wide and deep and the bending exhibited what had
once been her most private parts.

“Neat little cunt she’s got. Like
a bloody virgin,” one of the watchers commented.

“Well, we’ll open it up for ‘er.
Don’t worry darlin’. By the time we’ve finished with yer we’ll be
able to get a foot up it.”

“Yer ca’n all wait yer turn,”
Miss Mary yelled. “The bitch ‘as been bloody difficult and Mr
Marcus ‘as told me to give ‘er a bit of a lashing.”

“Don’t be too long, Mary,” roared
a male voice. “I’ve got a prick that’ll burst if it don’t get stuck
inter something soon.”

The whip, a long, tapering sliver of
reinforced leather, which Miss Mary had obtained from somewhere in
the room, lashed down. The fat woman was able and willing to hit
with the full power of her arm and the whip had been especially
selected for its pain inflicting properties.

Helena heard the swish and felt the
impact. When her nerve ends reacted, it was to an unbelievable
agony. Her body rose in the air in spite of being held by several
men and her scream would have been heart rending had it not been
heard by this particular set of hearts.

A great red weal appeared on the white
skin.

The second blow was expertly laid
alongside the first one with no less force and the tortured body
convulsed again. Again the scream was piercing but this time it was
partly drowned by the appreciative applause of the watchers.

The third blow cut across the lower
thigh and liquid sprayed as Helena’s bladder lost control. Some of
those holding her jumped back, cursing the flying urine and she
managed to swing over and sit up.

“Don’t fuck about ‘cause of a bit
of pee. Get ‘old of ‘er!”

Helena tried to fight but her strength
was puny compared with that of her aggressors. She was thrust back
onto her belly and an irritated man ripped off the wrap, leaving
her completely naked. The urine had soaked the bottom half of the
stone table and her belly and pubic hair were wet.

She was screaming and begging for
mercy, promising to do what they wanted but Miss Mary was
determined to inflict more punishment.

The next stroke was delivered with both
hands clutching the haft of the whip and it seared across the
shapely white back. This time blood seeped from the weal and there
were a couple of shouted protests.

The white body had four startlingly
raised, red stripes across it and Helena was screaming like a
wounded animal.

“That’s enough, Mary or you’ll
kill ‘er before we can fuck ‘er.”

“Two more, just two more.” Mary
was sweating like a pig and her expression was fearsome. She was in
an ecstasy of sadistic glee and was clearly beyond
self-control.

A thin youth stepped forward and
plucked the whip from the fat woman’s hands. There was a sharp
struggle but the man won. A couple of other men also intervened,
trying to persuade a near demented Mary that enough was enough. At
length she shrugged and walked sulkily towards the entrance where
she paused, then turned and leaned against the wall.

“OK. She’s all yours. Give the
bitch a good fucking.”

Helena was still howling but they
rubbed some of the urine over her back. At first the salty liquid
stung her wounds but then it soothed and her cries diminished. The
thin youth who had intervened first, gently turned Helena over so
that she lay on her back. She looked at him with tears still
flowing from her eyes.

“Ok. Get yer legs open. It’s
playtime. You be nice an’ I’ll be nice.”

There was no resistance left in Helena.
She parted her legs obediently and the skinny youth mounted her.
For reasons quite beyond her comprehension, her vagina was wet and
receptive. His penis entered her gently enough but the movements
made the wounds on her back and buttocks smart afresh. Nevertheless
she tried to ignore the pain, grateful that the beating had
stopped. He rode her steadily and she closed her eyes trying to
pretend that only he and she were in the room.

That stratagem was ruined when the
watchers who were standing around began to cheer lustily.

The youth rode her with consideration,
making certain that his penis massaged the tiny, hard bud of her
clit. It had its effect. Her nipples hardened and she began to move
her hips in time with his strokes. He spurted into her long before
she had neared an orgasm but he had her well on the way. Grinning,
he slid off her and waved his wet penis triumphantly and so lustily
that specks flew into her face.

The next man she recognised as the
Asiatic. He slid on to her, rubbing his body hard against hers,
their sweat mingling. For all her limited sexual experience she
knew the difference as his penis slid into her. He was huge. Where
the other man had been gentle the Asiatic was brutal. He drove deep
into her with each stroke but paid no heed to stimulating her clit.
Once he slapped her face. Nevertheless she was gasping and panting
by the time his jism poured into her.

To her horror the third man was the
janitor, Bert. For a moment she was tempted to scream out a protest
but realised that it would be futile. With a slight grunt she lay
back, once again opening her legs but this time gazing up at the
ceiling.

Bert was naked now and a poor thing
after the Asiatic. He climbed lumberingly on her, his penis only
semi hard. She heard a feminine snigger and guessed that it was
Miss Mary but Bert eventually managed to penetrate her. He jerked
about like a caught fish but the softish penis grated across her
clit and to her horror she felt the sap rise within her and her
mouth opened in a whimper of passion. Her body vibrated and then he
spunked into her. Lady Helena de Barrie had her first orgasm of the
session at the hands of the old janitor.

 


 



CHAPTER TEN

 


For a newcomer to group sex, Helena
turned out to be surprisingly resilient. It was not until the
seventh man vacated her sweating, sperm filled body, to be replaced
by a short, squat Negro that she began to cry with labial pain. The
constant friction on her sex lips and clit had introduced a
soreness which she had never experienced before.

A second unwanted orgasm had rocked her
during the energetic efforts of the sixth man. She had been passive
and even co-operative but there was nothing enthusiastic about her
responses. Most of the men had worked on her clitoris, using hand
or penis to stimulate it and that ultimately resulted in the
orgasms - which she neither sought nor welcomed.

But whatever the reasons, it was
undeniable that Lady Helena de Barrie had, for the first time in
her life, experienced orgasms as a result of being soundly fucked.
In her dazed and frightened state she was still uncertain whether
she had actually enjoyed them.

Some of the men were not wholly unkind.
They noticed her distress and deduced the vaginal soreness. At
their urgings she was left alone for an interval to enable her to
recover. Other men were not as patient and another naked woman was
soon dragged into the room to satisfy the queue of randy males. The
exhausted Helena recognised the woman who had been branded the day
before

The wound on Cyn’s bottom was still
painful and was smeared with some sort of soothing grease, which
was better than nothing but not much more than that. She had been
placed in a cage alone since her previous ordeal, having received
cursory attention to her wound, together with a plate of sandwiches
and water. Now, one glance around the crowded room told her that
her rest period was over.

Helena was flung off the stone table
and replaced by Cyn who was immediately set upon by the frustrated
Negro. Cyn, of course, was nothing like as beautiful as Helena but
that had ceased to matter. Fired by sexual need, some of the men
had even glanced at Miss Mary.

Cyn was a wholly different personality
from Helena. Despite her injured bottom she not only opened her
legs immediately, she wrapped them around the Negro, drawing him
into her wet and gaping sex lips. Her lust communicated itself to
the other men who let out a collective, animal like growl and lost
all semblance of self-restraint.

Helena, lying on the floor, spunk
oozing from her vagina, was seized and turned over onto her belly.
For a brief moment she thought that someone was going to fuck her
doggy style, then she felt the pressure on her anus and the full
horror of what was about to happen drove a scream of protest from
her lungs. The thick, hard penis of the red haired man drove into
her anus, thrusting up through the delicate membranes and finally
exploded its load close to her bowels. The pain and the sheer
degradation made her howl like a kicked bitch.

She never knew how many men violated
her that day. All she could remember was the pain and the indignity
-and finally, her own total surrender. Naked, hairy bottoms were
presented to her and she was ordered to lick them. She refused at
first but a man whipped her - not as hard a whipping as that
inflicted by Miss Mary but painful nevertheless. It took only a
little time before she gave in and complied with whatever was
demanded.

She was beyond resistance. One of the
bottoms presented to her was that of Miss Mary and she was aware
enough to lick it even more avidly than that of the males, since
she feared retribution for a task done badly. Like many of the
bottoms it was not particularly clean but that had become
unimportant. Some of the men masturbated in her face and rough
hands twisted her nipples or tore at her pubic hair to make her
open her mouth to the slimy streams of spunk.

Her last conscious memory before
finally fainting was of the red haired man standing over her and
urinating into her open mouth with a grotesquely naked Miss Mary
shouting him on.



*****

 


Helena de Barrie came back to
consciousness slowly but this time there was no difficulty in
recollecting what had been done to her. The pain of the whip-marks
on her body, the ache in her vagina and anus, the filthy taste of
spunk, excrement and urine in her mouth were immediate reminders of
her ordeal.

She was in a cage. The floor was
covered in straw and iron bars surrounded all but the back wall,
which was constructed of brick. Leaning against the bars, sharing
the cage with her was the woman who had shared her ordeal.

Helena stirred groggily. “Who are you?”
she asked the other.

“My name is Cynthia. They call me
Cyn. And you - what are you doing here?”

Helena shook her head. How could she
possibly answer a question like that?

Cyn persisted. “I saw you upstairs
yesterday. You’re not a hag like me. You were beautiful.”

Helena noticed the word ‘were’ and
looked with distaste at her whip marked and sex polluted body. Her
sweat soaked hair seemed several shades darker than when she had
arrived in this building.

“I’m a prisoner here,” she
muttered.

“But why?”

“I don’t want to talk about it.
It’s complicated.”

“What the men were doing to you
wasn’t complicated. And you licked the arsehole of that fat bitch.
They didn’t even make me do that.”

Helena flushed and shook her head. She
had no wish to be reminded of the detail of what had happened.

“But they nearly branded you.
That was much worse,” she said trying to change the
subject.

Cyn slid over on her side showing her
still badly marked buttock. The red was still angry though it had
faded a little. The covering of grease helped.

Helena looked shaken. “They did it just
to impress me. Animals! Why?”

Cyn shrugged. “They don’t have to
explain anything. Haven’t you noticed?”

“But hot irons? In this day and
age?”

“Don’t you read the papers? Don’t
you understand what people do when they’ve got complete
control?”

Helena felt the tears rise to her eyes.
She felt utterly helpless.

“House rules!” Cyn abruptly
changed the subject. “You may notice that we’re in an cage with no
toilet facilities. If you need to piss or shit, do it against the
far bars. Then cover it over with straw. And you’ll have to be
careful because I’ve done it there already. We get fed whenever
they think about it and we usually have to give ‘em’ some sort of
sex on demand. It’s best to co-operate.”

Helena regarded her in puzzlement.
You’re taking this very lightly.”

“We don’t have much choice. As it
happens I don’t really care. They can fuck me as much as they
want.”

Helena looked shocked. “How can you say
that -?”

“Let me tell you,” Cyn
interrupted brusquely. “It might save a bit of embarrassment later
on, if you’re still capable of feeling embarrassed later on. Until
a year or so ago I lived a nice, comfortable, boring life with a
husband I’d been married to since I was twenty years old. We had
plenty of money, plenty of friends and the height of our excitement
was to eat at an expensive restaurant twice a week, oh, that and
the yearly management dinner, when my husband made a speech. My
husband owned the company you see. We had no children, no worries
and in the end, no sex.

“Then a year ago he died; young,
reasonably wealthy, bald and overweight. Leaving me; reasonably
wealthy, fast going to seed physically - and randy as hell. I got
fucked next to his coffin by one of his friends who seemed
horrified when I bent over the coffin with my knickers down around
my ankles. He wasn’t too horrified to fuck me on the floor mind
you. I suppose you can say he had standards.

“That was the first time I’d had
sex with another man since I married. Hell it was the first sex I’d
had for nearly three years. And I loved it!

“He wasn’t that good and he was
scared to death that his wife would catch us, but just having a
prick stuffed up my cunt and shooting spunk into me was sheer
heaven, even if I did have to use my own fingers to make myself
come in the end.”

Helena flinched at the language.

“So I just decided that fucking
was what I wanted to do most in all the world. At that time, I had
a neat little cunt-just like yours, almost like a schoolgirls.” She
put a hand down between her legs and began to massage her
clit.

Helena’s eyes flared. With her
attention drawn to the other’s clitoris she noticed that it was
much bigger than her own. It seemed swollen to three times normal
size - almost the size of a button tomato. The whole area of Cyn’s
sex was loose and wrinkled. Whereas Helena’s sex lips were tight
and neat - even after the mass fucking, Cyn’s labia gaped.

Cyn saw the direction of Helens’s gaze,
smiled and removed her fingers though she sniffed appreciatively at
them.

“You’ll be surprised how quickly
a cunt starts to sag with use. I sold up the business, the big
house, the posh car, everything which connected me with the old
life and let go of everything except sex and booze. They go
together wonderfully, you know. If you don’t like the look of the
man or he wants you do something unutterably disgusting, then you
just swig down some booze and it all seems OK. So the truth, dear
is that I’m a slut. And I like it and that’s why I’m here. And even
if I get properly branded, that just goes with the
territory.”

Helena shook her head. She had never
heard anything like it, though what it obviously came down to was
that Cyn was a nymphomaniac.

There was little further conversation.
The two women sat silently side by side, naked, each occupied with
her own thoughts. Once Cyn rose, walked over to the far side of the
cage, squatted and urinated. She wiped herself off with a handful
of straw.

“Excuse the pong,” she murmured
then sat down again in her former spot.



*****

 


It was several hours later when they
came for Helena. The red-haired man, the Asiatic and Miss Mary. The
woman was grinning evilly. Slung casually over her shoulders was
the sable coat which Helena had worn on her first visit to this
place. Since it was warm in the cellars, the wearing of the coat
was clearly a deliberate mockery aimed at Helena. The men were
barefooted and wore only jeans.

The Asiatic man opened the cage and
motioned to Helena to come out. Trembling, the naked, blonde stood
before her captors.

“When yer better’s visit yer,
yer’ll drop on yer knees and kiss their feet.
Unnerstan?”

Helena nodded. She was terrified and
there was no resistance left in her.

“Now, then.”

It took a moment before it registered
and then Helena dropped to her knees and carefully kissed Miss
Mary’s shoes and then the bare feet of the two men.

“Between the toes!” The
red-haired man ordered. Helena obeyed, her tongue encountering grit
and bits of soft dirt between the odorous toes. With no other way
of disposing of it she swallowed, reflecting that in the last few
hours she had eaten worse.

“Stand,” rapped the hated voice
and Helena did so. She did not try and cover herself, merely stood
hands limply by her sides and head bowed. She was acutely conscious
of her nakedness. She caught a whiff of her own ‘Helena’ perfume
that the fat woman was wearing.

“Confession time!” Miss Mary
said. “Now yer goin’ ter confess yer badness. All that adultery -
‘ow much yer liked a good gang-bang. If yer sound contrite and
confess right then mebbe we’ll let yer go ‘ome fer a bit. Yer can
stay ‘ome till we send for yer again’. But only if yer do a good
job. Unnerstan’?”

Helena cringed. It was more senseless
humiliation but maybe there was a chance of a temporary remission
to her sufferings.

“If it ain’t done well yer’ll get
a real beatin’. Not a gentle touch up like last time.
Savvy?”

Helena shuddered and nodded No way did
she want another whipping. What she said in front of this scum just
didn’t matter.

The Asiatic produced a black cloth and
bound it around Helena’s eyes so that she could not see a thing.
She began to feel giddy and swayed, but a male hand gripped her arm
and steadied her. Then she was half led and half pushed from the
room.

When she was finally halted she had no
doubt that she was in the room where she had been gang banged. She
could feel the heat from the brazier and heard the slight,
occasional popping of charcoal. She also sensed that there were
other people in the room. She could hear slight movements and a man
coughed a few paces in front of her.

Her nose indicated that Marcus was
there by the strong smell of his cologne and she also detected more
flowery scents indicating that there were at least two women
present besides Miss Mary.

“Knees.” Mary rasped. Helena
obeyed. “Knees wide. Show what you’ve got.”

Helena parted her thighs as far as
possible. If she could just please whoever was there she might be
able to go home. If they kept their word, which they never had to
date. But there was no reason why they should keep her here all the
time - though she guessed that she would be frequently summoned
back. That was to be her fate in future but at least there would be
breaks in her ordeal.

“Your name?”

She recognised the voice as the woman
whom she had spoken to the night before. A cultured voice though
with a hardness in it.

“Helena de Barrie.”

“You know why you’re
here?”

It would be dangerous to reply the
truth - that she was being blackmailed. That would guarantee a
beating. She thought quickly.

“I committed
adultery.”

“How many times?”

A soft whisper from Miss Mary prompted
her answer. It was a lie, unless they included the gang bangs but
who cared if only it helped her get away from this place.

“I’m not certain - many
times.”

“Your replies are impertinent.
Have you not been told how to speak to a superior?”

“I’m sorry, Miss. I have been
adulterous many times.”

The whispering in her ear
intensified.

“Miss. I fucked men because I am
sexually voracious.” Her voice trembled

“Some of whom were
Negroes?”

It took little imagination to realise
that she was probably being recorded but they had so much on tape
already that it could hardly result in additional blackmail.

“Yes, Miss.”

“And you enjoyed it?”

More whispering and she croaked out
using words that would never have voluntarily passed her lips. “I
loved it. They have a wonderful cocks.”

“Again!”

She put more feeling into it and raised
her voice. “I loved it. They had a wonderful cocks.”

“What are you?”

“I am a nymphomaniac, Miss. I’ve
never been able to control my sexuality.”

A deep male voice broke in. A familiar
voice.

“That’s sufficient!”

Someone removed the blindfold and
Helena nearly died of shock. Directly opposite her, perfectly
dressed in an immaculate grey suit was her husband, Sir James de
Barrie.

 


*****

 


Helena fell on her side, hurting her
elbow. Her eyes were wide and reflected the turmoil within her.
Shame at being dirty and naked and having been tricked into
mouthing lying obscenities blended with a fury at the degree to
which she had been tricked

Her husband was in the centre flanked
by an attractive young woman with short chestnut hair and wearing a
beautifully cut, royal blue suit. On the other side, clearly
uncomfortable, sat Tamara Joslyn.

Everything began to fall into place.
Tamara had connived at the blackmail photographs taken in her flat.
She had been in league with Sir James and the whole blackmail farce
since then had been master minded by him. Step by step she had been
betrayed and humiliated by her own husband.

“All this is your work?” she
breathed.

He nodded. “But initiated by you. You
took the decision to betray me with that sot, Hugo Montford. I have
merely exacted the cost.”

A sharkish smile spread over his face.
“Incidentally we have dealt similarly with Hugo. He is as sad as
you are.”

“Where is he?”

“Not far away as it happens. One
floor down, though he’s scheduled to be flown out very shortly. He
won’t see many women where he’s going and he’s going to work harder
than he’s ever done in his life before.”

“We only - it only happened
twice. It was a mistake.”

“It certainly was. Unfortunately
for you it was a fatal one.”

Her head jerked back in fear. “You’ve
paid me back. Surely that’s enough?”

“Not really. I won’t take soiled
goods back as a wife and I’ve no intention of paying you off. I
haven’t actually thought out the detail. The best way will be for
you to disappear permanently but I’m going to have to organise
something subtle.”

“You’d kill me? For one case of
adultery?”

“Assuredly for that, Helena. I’ve
told you that you’re merely a possession of mine. Once such a
possession becomes tarnished, I’ve no more use for it. You had
plenty of warning.”

He indicated the woman sitting beside
him.

“This is Jane Vere. She’s an
International Lawyer and has handled quite a lot of the company’s
work over the last two years. I value her devious mind and of
course, as a lawyer, she has no scruples whatsoever. She’s made a
suggestion which might be workable.”

A shadow seemed to pass over the
woman’s face but she did not say anything. That he could
effectively insult her so freely indicated that she was completely
under his thumb.

Sir James continued. “It’s quite neat
really. The official story will be that we have parted sadly but
still on terms of mutual esteem. You have decided to take a lengthy
cruise on the boat of a friend - which I will actually have
arranged. You’ll be fleetingly recognised at various ports around
the world - or rather a blonde who looks just like you wills b. And
Tamara will always be available to confirm that it’s really you. It
won’t be hard to arrange though it may take some time. The divorce
will not be rushed and you’ll sign anything you’re told to. It
should all work out very well -for me.” He cleared his throat. “
We’ll punish you in the meantime, by leaving you here. I believe
the boys quite enjoy you and I don’t mind them having my leavings.
No one who cheats and lies to me avoids punishment. You are going
to learn that in the hardest possible way during the next few
months. Oh, and Mary here will be in charge of you.”

Helena’s eyes flooded with tears.

“And afterwards - after my -
punishment?”

Sir James shrugged. “I’ll think about
that later. There’s no hurry.”

Helena knew there would be no appeal.
He was as ruthless and cold blooded as she had always suspected.
She did not beg because she knew it was hopeless.

But he had not quite finished.

“I take my revenges seriously,
Helena. The Spanish say that revenge is a dish best eaten cold. But
I intend my way to be very, very hot. And I am going to watch every
second of your punishment. Put her over that table!”

The last five words were rapped
out.

The thugs behind Helena hauled her to
her feet. Frantic, she kicked at the Asiatic but he caught the blow
on his thigh and punched back at her stomach, hurling her
breathless and retching to the floor. She was hauled up and thrust
her roughly over the stone table. She shrieked in instinctive alarm
and struggled violently. The red-haired man punched her face very
hard, causing blood to spurt from her nose; her senses reeled. When
she recovered she found herself tightly secured with her bare
bottom protruding invitingly over the far end.

“Continue.” Sir James
rapped.

Her eyes flared in panic as the Asiatic
walked toward the brazier and drew out one of the irons.

“No - please - not that - please
- I’ll sign anything you want - do anything you want - but not -
not -”

“You’ll bear a permanent mark for
life. Cunt! Four letters and each will be branded on separately.
C.u.n.t Not the gentle warming you watched yesterday but a full
scale branding.”

“Oh, God! No - I couldn’t stand
that. Please - please!”

Jane Vere spoke. “Look. Is this really
a good idea? You didn’t say that you were going to do this with
her.”

“Don’t go soft on me now, Jane.
If you stay and watch, you’re an accomplice. If you walk out you
walk out on everything to do with me. Make your own
choice.”

Jane put a hand to her throat then
looked away. Tamara had never once looked at Helena during the
whole episode and now she turned her back on the proceedings.

The first iron seared home and Helena’s
body surged upwards in anguish. Her scream was unearthly. The
grinning Asiatic held the red-hot iron against the flesh for a few
seconds. And Helena’s body went limp. The stench of her voided
bowels filled the room and several of the watchers clasped
handkerchiefs over their nostrils. Only Sir James and Miss Mary
seemed entirely unmoved.

“Revive her. When she’s fully
conscious apply the next iron.” Sir James growled.

There was a sob from Tamara and Jane
Vere’s face was strained but neither intervened.

Helena de Barrie was in Hell!

 


*****

 


Jane Vere left the building and watched
her limousine draw up at the kerb. Her chauffeur alighted and
opened the rear door for her to enter. She hesitated at the top of
the steps trying to get the horrible smell of burning flesh,
faeces, sweat and urine out of her system.

She was accounted a cool customer by
all who knew her but her brain was respected. It was unusual to get
looks and intelligence of equal magnitude and her cunning was of a
similar measure. Yet what Sir James had done to his wife had shaken
her badly. She had known that he was ruthless, but the degree of
sadism which she had been forced to witness had been almost
unbearable.

He was devious. He had made her
complicit unless she went immediately to the police and reported
the matter. She had no intention of doing that - indeed she dared
not, given the power that he had to break her. She had done many
illegal things during the years she had worked freelance for him.
If she did now not comply with his wishes he would produce the
incriminating records she knew that he possessed and throw her to
the wolves. Naturally it would be done in the name of dealing
courageously with a scandal and there was no chance of it
backfiring on Sir James. Billionaires were not prosecuted. Too many
jobs and investments were involved.

Not that it mattered. She herself was
on her way to riches and the dreadful treatment of Helena de Barrie
was just a minor milestone on the way to success.

She took a deep breath, sucking in air
which was part fresh and part polluted, then descended the steps
and climbed into the limousine.

 


 


THE END
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