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	The Interrogation (Martin Hughes)

	 

	Lynne had a job on the Arab Affairs desk at the Foreign Office. Married to husband, Brian, she had also been flirting with Asan, a very attractive Arab interpreter. When he demanded full sex, she declined and then, as she regained consciousness she remembered he'd let slip the previous night something she just had to report to her superiors.

	 

	Despite the sore throat and aching head she tried to move, but couldn't. But it wasn't until she heard the voice that she realised she had been kidnapped. Then the person behind the voice began to reveal what was going to happen to Lynne - an interrogation that would involve humiliation, pain (lots of pain) and sexual demands of the kind that sent her brain racing and her heart thumping with anticipation and dread...

	 

	Style: BDSM/Bondage, BDSM, Male Dom - M/F, Sex Slavery / Training

	 

	 

	CHAPTER 1

	 

	Lynne gradually returned to consciousness. It wasn’t a sudden event, but rather a gradual awareness of a few small but nagging pains. Her throat was sore, her head ached and her wrists were hurting. She guessed she had picked up a bug and distantly considered whether she should stay in bed today. It certainly seemed too much of an effort to go to the Foreign Office and her demanding job at the ‘Arab Affairs’ desk.

	Surfacing from the warm, steadfastly clinging, darkness which seemed so reluctant to release her, she tried to marshal her thoughts into some kind of order.

	Then, suddenly, the unpleasant recollection of what she had to do jolted her further awake. It was a shame, but she had to tell the handsome young Arab interpreter, Asan, that they must stop seeing each other. It had been a tremendously entertaining flirtation on her part but; although full sex had not occurred, Asan had recently made it very clear that he expected it soon. Though she found the boy to be devilishly attractive, Lynne definitely didn’t want it to go further. A bit of fun was all right and, to be honest, she had been flattered that such a handsome young man of Asan’s tender years could find her so attractive.

	It was perfectly clear what she had to do. Despite the excitement, the ill-starred affair with the young Arabic/English interpreter had to stop right now! First and foremost, she didn’t want to be unfaithful to her husband, Brian, no matter how boring and predictable he could be at times. Second, it would seriously jeopardize her job and career if anyone in the Foreign Office became aware that she had been consorting, innocently or not, with an Arab from the opposing negotiating team.

	Thoughts of the Foreign Office reminded her of something else – very important. She had to make her superiors aware of what she had picked up from Asan during their last little private chat at the restaurant. From what he’d said, it was clear that the Arab team was about to run rings around the Brits and only her knowledge could stop it. She sighed. No chance of a lay-in today; she’d have to get up.

	She tried to move and nothing happened except the discomfort in her throat and wrists became worse. She seemed to be paralysed, totally unable to move her arms and legs. She tried to look around; tell Brian that something was wrong but the room was in darkness. Was it still the middle of the night? Had she been dreaming? When had she gone to bed?

	Her mind floated back, guilty thoughts momentarily distracting her from the uncomfortable feeling in her limbs. Guiltily, she recalled the meal last night with Asan. She’d told Brian she was working late again. Once again she made up her mind to tell Asan that it was all over. He had to see that it was for the best. There was no way they could ever be together; she was a married woman of twenty-nine, a rising star in the diplomatic service. Asan was a boy of nineteen, albeit a good looking and charming one. She had never allowed things to go beyond pecks on the cheek; mostly they just enjoyed each other’s company and fine meals. Yet Asan’s lack of years, the fact that she was a married woman and the noticeable fact that they were constantly in each other’s company was, she knew, beginning to attract some sly comments at work.

	She was, as many men had told her, a beautiful and intelligent woman. Privately she had always thought this to be somewhat of an exaggeration. Truthfully, she saw herself as a reasonably pretty girl with, admittedly, a better than average figure. Her wide brown eyes and slightly turned up nose, the nose which Brian always found cute, the regular features framed by a rich profusion of golden blonde hair falling to her shoulders had always stood her in good stead. Yet without her naturally athletic body with those long toned thighs, nicely rounded bottom and, of course, her large yet beautifully formed breasts, she knew she probably would not have stood out in a crowd.

	Urging her brain to greater effort, she recalled feeling slightly queasy in the restaurant. Had it been the lobster or maybe the wine? She remembered Asan’s around her considerately, helping her to the taxi. She remembered the shiny brown seat and then … nothing!

	Her heart began to race. Had she collapsed and been taken to hospital … maybe fallen into a coma? What would Brian think? He’d have heard that she was out with the Arab lad; colleagues would probably have told him that she did so quite often? She had to pull herself together; if necessary tell Brian that maybe she had seen too much of Asan. She imagined herself explaining things to him; she realized it was silly; working lunches she’d say, and that she’d stop them now.

	In fact most of those out of hours chats had been business orientated; the fact of her being able to admire and appreciate the handsome face and slim, muscled body moving under Asan’s clothes had been, at least at the beginning, just a bonus.

	It had been at their last meal that the young Arab had partially let it slip that his negotiating team had no intention of giving up the land and weapons that they’d promised.

	She’d thought she’d been clever enough to disguise her recognition of Asan’s slip and now had to pass on her information to her immediate superiors.

	One way or the other she simply had to settle her private life with Brian and alert the Foreign Office to what she now knew about the negotiations, if she could just will herself awake.

	Somehow there seemed to be a greater physical clarity now, even if her mind was still a bit confused. Almost as if she had been drugged or perhaps had too much to drink and couldn’t shake off the after effects. She guessed that she had indeed been placed on some medication, but she felt that it might be wearing off now because the pain at her throat and wrists was becoming more acute, especially when she tried to struggle from the bed. If only they’d put the lights on so she could see. Or maybe it was that she couldn’t open her eyes. Oh God, the thought brought on a sudden panic … was she paralysed?

	She tried again to get up, only succeeding in increasing the pain in her wrists and throat. She forced herself to be still. Her arms and legs were moving slightly but something was stopping them. Her eyes strained to open but a band seemed to be pressing tightly around her head and against them, adding to her headache.

	“Mrghh!” Her first attempt to talk came out as nothing more than a pathetic moan. Her mouth was dry, and blocked with something. She could feel what felt like rough cloth pressing against her tongue.

	Now at least her mind was clearing, making it apparent that something unpleasant had happened to her after the restaurant. She was awake, very cold and quite unable to move; restrained in some way. Her panic increased. Where the Hell was she?

	She felt a sliver of fear as she heard someone calling from the darkness; a woman’s voice. Then sharper pains flared across her head, jolting her fully awake as her hair was pulled back and forth in time to the female voice. “Come on! Wake up, Mrs Cameron! I know you can hear me.” The voice had a foreign twang and spoke abruptly.

	Lynne’s heart pounded, suddenly aware of what felt like a rubber blindfold preventing her eyes from opening. Instinctively she tried to lift her hands to pull it away only to feel tight straps binding her at throat, wrists, arms, knees and ankles; to what felt like some kind of wooden, possibly latticework, chair on which she was seated upright.

	She struggled vainly, only to find that her entire body was strapped so tightly that movement was practically impossible.

	”Don’t struggle!” the female voice warned. “It’s useless! Don’t try to speak, either! You’re wasting your time!

	Lynn’s terror increased when she heard a soft, malicious chuckle, then the voice carried on: “You’ve got nothing to say that I’d be interested in at the moment. I only wanted to check that you’d survived the journey.” Another pause was followed by yet another sinister chuckle. “Some don’t, of course, which presents us with the problem of disposing of the bodies.”

	Lynne froze. The implication was almost too horrible to contemplate. Yet the words were quite matter of fact, terrifyingly so. “Whoaaargh!” Lynne tried to speak through the cloth filling her mouth but it was quite impossible to articulate anything beyond a soft, barely audible, pathetic whimper.

	She heard the sharp clack of footsteps receding, a woman’s high-heeled gait echoing in wherever she was, and desperately wanted to say something. It was a terrible thought that whoever it was didn’t seem to particularly care whether she was dead or alive. She felt her pulse racing as her terror built. She was totally helpless and in the hands of … who … who?

	Silence again descended on her world. Where the Hell was she? What did they want?

	She decided that it must be something to with work. She had been kidnapped. Was it something to do with the negotiations? Would the other side have kidnapped her if they thought she knew that they were not serious about negotiating? That must be it! Someone had realised that Asan had said too much?

	She didn’t know how much time had passed since the restaurant; guessing maybe a few hours? Brian would be worried; she would have simply disappeared from the face of the Earth. A big tear formed in the corner of her eye at the thought of him. How dearly she wished she could put back the clock, never have gone to the restaurant. Gone straight home instead; been with Brian, safe.

	Time passed in her silent void. She had no idea how long but her body clock was telling her she needed to use the toilet. Her thumping head was crying out for a tablet, or even just a glass of water, yet she had no means of communicating these basic needs. Her captors didn’t care about her, didn’t care whether she lived or died, let alone whether she wet herself or suffered the pain of a monumental headache.

	 

	After a long, long time, she finally heard returning footsteps.

	“Here’s some pretty earrings for you, Mrs Cameron.” The woman’s voice was malicious, almost sneering

	Lynne flinched as her expensive diamond earrings were roughly pulled from her pierced ears and what felt like much larger and heavier rings painfully re-inserted.

	“Not so pretty as the ones you were wearing,” the voice continued. “I’ll give you a little demonstration of what happens if you touch them - or annoy me.”

	“Aaaarggghh!” Lynne’s teeth bit down savagely on her gag, her body locking rigidly into a strained arc of agonising pain within the extent of her tight bonds. Her head seemed to be exploding; almost as if two drills were boring into her skull from either side.

	The shocking pain only lasted for a few seconds; but it was enough! She knew she just couldn’t take any more. Slowly she became aware that the pain had gone and she relaxed back into the chair, muscles gradually unlocking, breasts heaving mightily as she tried to drag air back into her empty lungs. Her head cleared slowly and she became aware of her heart pounding. She was wet with perspiration and could feel it running between her breasts. Oh God ... please ... no more ... please, she pleaded silently!

	“Not very pleasant, was it Mrs Cameron?” the voice sneered. “That’s what will happen if you try to touch them or if you are disobedient in any way.” The voice was harder now, threatening. “I’m going to remove your gag now but you will only speak in answer to my questions, nothing else.”

	“Nnnnnnng … nnnnnnng,” Lynne gurgled, then: “yaaarghhhh,”as her head exploded once again into intense pain. Utterly rigid, she was arched agonisingly backwards, her big juddering breasts thrust up and out, almost as if begging for attention. Her head was strained backwards, her face contorted into a rictus mask of pure agony.

	Then, just as suddenly as it had come, the current was gone, leaving Lynne trembling violently and sagging in her bonds.

	“You do NOT speak until I tell you to! Understand, Mrs Cameron? Nod your head if you do!” The voice was calm and controlled, in total contrast to the agony just inflicted.

	Frantically, Lynne nodded her head, unable to choke back a tiny groan as it threatened to come off her shoulders. She had a headache worse than anything she could remember; but all she could think of was that she must ... absolutely MUST ... obey this crazy woman who had her completely helpless and at her mercy.

	Fingers struggled with the buckles of her gag and Lynne breathed a sigh of relief as both it and the cloth wadding was removed from her mouth. With a mighty effort, she prevented herself from asking the myriad of crazy questions milling about in her head.

	“OK then!” the voice went on calmly. “All you have to do is answer my questions quite truthfully, holding nothing back, and the pain will stay away. Understand?”

	Once again Lynne nodded her head, this time more carefully.

	“Good. An easy question to start with, then. How many men … or women, for that matter … have seen you naked, Mrs stuck-up, fuckin’ Cameron?”

	“What!” Lynne’s mind was confused with shock at the unexpected question. Frantically she tried to get her tongue to work. “I … er, … please … er…!”

	The voice became solicitous. “Let me help you! Your husband, yes?”

	“W-well … Y-yes of course,” Lynne stuttered, her mind racing to fathom the question and its purpose.

	“Mummy and Daddy?”

	”Yes … yes, of course, when I was young but …!”

	“Good, that’s a start!” the voice interrupted smoothly. We’re establishing parameters. Now then, who else?”

	“I … er … don’t know. I don’t know. Why … why are you doing this to me? Is it to do with Asan? … “Aaaarggghh! “Nnnnnnng!” All further reasoning and speech suddenly became impossible as the terrible pain once more blossomed from her ears into her head, driving away all coherent thought. For a moment, Lynne thought she was dying then, as suddenly as it had arrived, the agony stopped and, almost lifeless, she sagged once more in her bonds.

	The interrogator’s voice was hard and merciless. “You don’t need to know why, or who; just that I asked a question and want an answer. Now then! Think, you stuck up bitch! Everyone in your life who has seen you naked … everyone ... now!”

	“Ooooooh … aaaargh … God,” Lynne whispered. “Please … please! I … er … don’t know … er … er … doctors, I suppose. “

	“Recently?”

	“A ... a year ago … maybe.”

	“What for?”

	“Just … just a routine check up … a … a … physical.“

	“At school, in the showers?”

	“Yes … yes … the showers, but … but … why?”

	“Brother, Sister?”

	“N-no … I’ve no brother. S ... sister yes, when we were younger but … but!”

	The voice was brutal, emphatic. “Shut up! Boyfriends?”

	“Well, perhaps some over the …!”

	“Names?”

	“Look … I can’t … oh, please … no … Aaaaaaargh!” Lynne heard the ominous creaking of the chair as her tormentor leaned forward, just before the blast of pain hit her again.

	“You’ll be surprised at how much you will remember, Mrs Cameron … when you have to.” Strong fingers gripped Lynne’s chin and painfully twisted her head upwards. “OK, let’s try again!”

	For the next ten minutes, instead of relieving her aching bladder as she so dearly wished, Lynne struggled to recall the boyfriends with whom she’d been intimate and approximately when. There were only a few but she had to drag them up from the recesses of her mind, knowing that the switch to the rings in her ears was just a touch away. The whole thing was humiliating and, to Lynn’s mind at least, totally pointless, though she supposed the woman was getting some kind of vicarious, or perhaps voyeuristic, pleasure out of it.

	“That was just to set the tone of your stay with us, as it were,” the voice continued. By the time we’ve finished, we are going to know you as well as you know yourself. You will have NO secrets from us, none at all. Understand?”

	Lynne forced herself to nod again, her headache increasing with every movement.

	“Good! I see we understand each other, then.” Another malicious chuckle assaulted the captive woman’s ears. “Right then! Now it’s time for someone else to see you naked, Mrs high and mighty, fuckin’ Cameron. Me!” Her captor’s voice was quite controlled in spite of the crudeness of the words; in stark contrast to Lynne’s mind, racing around in dread and fear of what might happen to her.

	“Now then,” the voice continued, “I’ll untie you now, but the blindfold will stay on for the moment.” The chuckle came again. “Your clothes are beginning to smell. Best we get them off!”

	“But why … whey are you doing … yaaaaaarrgh,?” Lynne subsided into agonised silence as another brief burst of pain jolted her head.

	“You forget yourself!” the voice snarled. “I told you never to speak or ask questions unless I tell you. Now, to continue, this is what will happen. I release your bonds, you stand and remove all your clothes - everything! DO YOU UNDERSTAND?”

	Once more Lynne nodded, totally cowed by the prospect of yet more pain.

	“Good! That’s the alternative to me cutting them off with a knife and probably slicing you up a bit in the process.” The voice sounded confident, satisfied that whoever it was had the upper hand. “Then, I tie your wrists, search you for bugs and take you to the loo. I expect you could do with a pee by now. Don’t worry about being violated, not yet at least! If you can accept all that, tell me! If not, I’ll fetch my knife and we’ll go from there. Well? Will you behave and do as I say?”

	“Yes … oh, yes,” Lynne whispered abjectly, terrified that the pain would start all over again. The words ‘violated’ and ‘not yet’ hammered crazily in her brain. Not yet - not yet! Did the woman mean that she would be violated later. Who by … how many … and, anyway, wouldn’t even that be preferable to more of the blinding, agonising pain from the diabolical rings in her ears? The questions raced madly through her brain.

	”Louder!”

	“OK! OK! Yes! I’ll do it! Anything you want. Just don’t shock me again! You’ll kill me.”

	“Hmmm. Not very contrite, are you? From now on I think you’d better call me Miss Pain! My real name doesn’t matter; but that is what I shall mean to you; someone who gives you pain when you don’t behave. Miss Pain! Say it!” she demanded curtly.

	“Yes, yes, Miss Pain,” Lynne knew she was groveling. She hated it but knew she was completely in this woman’s hands and just had to obey.

	“Good girl,” the voice was softer, almost conciliatory. “Now, remain still, absolutely still while I undo the straps. You try anything, anything at all, and I’ll frizzle your ears until your eyes pop out. Understand?”

	“Y-yes Miss Pain,” Lynne had never felt such fear or total loss of control. Submissively she remained sitting in the chair as the restraints were released. The blindfold remained, of course; but she knew that, even if she dared, she couldn’t possibly get it off before she was restrained or shocked again.

	“OK! Now stand up now and undress! Come on! Get those fuckin’ clothes off!”

	Wobbling uncertainly with the numbing pain of returning circulation, Lynne finally managed to push herself to her feet, keeping a tight grip on the arms of the chair. Never could she recall feeling so lost, frightened or helpless. The idea of taking her clothes off in front of a total stranger who was prepared to inflict such pain was awful, yet she must! That this stranger was someone who quite obviously didn’t care whether she lived or died was even worse. She shivered in fear and cold, a sick feeling creeping into the pit of her stomach as her hands went first to the buttons of her blouse.

	 

	Paula, the interrogator who had so cruelly decided on a whim that her victim should undress and call her Miss Pain, sat opposite the chair in which Lynne had been bound, smiling in triumph as the woman reluctantly began to remove her clothes. Paula was striking rather than pretty, a twenty-year-old Albanian girl who had grown up on the streets and, like many of her friends, become a prostitute at the age of twelve. She had quite soon come under the tutelage of a series of pimps, graduating to top quality ‘call-girl’ status by the time she was fifteen and her budding charms began to push her rapidly up the ladder of Albanian organized crime.

	She was possessed of a slim. elfin figure, rather angular, hawkish features and the jet back hair of her ancestry. At twenty, she was what they call ‘street-wise’, able to speak four or five languages quite fluently. Since her recruitment by the ‘organisation’ she had quickly become an able interrogator, experienced in brutal interrogation tactics.

	Currently, she was experiencing an exciting thrill to have such a sophisticated, good-looking, western woman so totally within her power. Rightly or wrongly, she blamed such people as this for blighting her youth and certainly didn’t regret the day she’d joined the people who now employed her.

	Lynne had removed her blouse and skirt and was hesitating before taking the next step.

	“Continue!” Paula barked. “Quickly, undress completely and drop everything on the floor! Underwear, watch, rings, the lot!” The orders were barked, staccato-like in a tone that brooked no disobedience.

	Lynne hesitated just a moment longer, standing in her small, clinging white bra and panties, the curtain of brown hair brushing trembling, creamy shoulders covered in goose-pimples. She looked so out of place in the chilly, windowless cellar. The scantily clad, shivering prisoner was tense with fear; the two large metal rings hanging quivering from each delicate lobe.

	“Well?” Paula’s voice became even more impatient, harsher. What’s the matter? Want some more?”

	Lynn moved frantically to obey. Desperately, urgently, she wanted … no, needed … to show her obedience. Whatever else, she just HAD to avoid more pain. Shaking, she reached behind to unclasp her bra and the interrogator licked her lips as the pert, pink-tipped, 36B coral-tipped mounds sprang almost impertinently into view. Shyly, red-faced with embarrassment, Lynn’s hands crept up to cover her breasts with what, in any other circumstances, might have been seen as endearing womanly modesty.

	“Stop covering yourself like a silly little girl, you bitch!” Paula shouted angrily. “You’re a grown fuckin’ woman, aren’t you? Come on, hand me that!”

	Trembling, Lynne reached out blindly to have her bra snatched away by her unseen tormentor.

	“And now the panties!” ordered the voice. “Come on, let’s see your cunt, you high class, fuckin’ slut!”

	Reluctantly Lynn’s hands left her thrusting orbs to slide down into the waistband of her tiny knickers.

	“Hmm, little hearts on them. How fetching, how romantic,” drawled Paula sarcastically, enjoying the even deeper flush on her victim’s face. It was sheer delight to make this stuck-up western bitch pass over her most intimate garments. Paula licked her lips at the sight of the naked female standing so fearfully in front of her. Oh yes, this was a real beauty, all right. The breasts were almost perfect, large but with no sag in them at all. Below the delightfully curved belly was a neat pubic ‘V’, which did little to conceal the ripeness of the lovely, fig-shaped opening just below.

	“OK! Lean against the back of your chair, legs wide, arms wide! Come on! Get those feet further away from it,” Paula instructed. “Now then, mouth open wide, tongue right out! Quickly! You know what I can do with those rings in your ears.”

	Lynne trembled, the heat of embarrassment temporarily alleviating the chill of undressing in an unheated room. Quickly, as ordered, she spread-eagled herself, leaning back on her quivering arms. She kept her jaws stretched, aching and wide, extending her tongue as far as she could while her unseen tormentor carefully explored the gaping cavity, checking every tooth, pulling on her extended tongue until her eyes watered under the blindfold and she squealed in pain. Then she was instructed to keep her mouth open, tongue still ridiculously protruding, whilst her tormentor’s hands moved on down over her quivering body.

	Never in all her life had Lynn felt so lost. For all she knew, there might be a dozen or more people watching this degrading and humiliating display of her nakedness. She hated the touch of the hands on her body. She gasped as hands quite casually caressed her breasts, the nipples firming under the knowing touch of the unseen fingers. Sucking in her breath, shaking uncontrollably, she felt the hands move down over her belly, then - horror of horrors - touching her intimately between her thighs.

	“Hah … hah … please don’t!” she whimpered, as a finger slid sensuously into her vagina. The finger scratched delicately at the rapidly erecting little clitoris. Then, even worse, another finger skewered painfully into the damp tightness of her anus. She gasped and wriggled on the fingers impaling her so disgustingly. Not even Brian had ever penetrated her in the rear. The wriggling fingers also, urgently, reminded her of her increasing need to use a toilet.

	“Stand up straight! Wrists behind you!” the voice commanded.

	In the past Lynne had sometimes been slightly curious about what it would be like to be tied up, though for some reason she had been reluctant to take part in any of the ‘bondage’ games Brian had sometimes suggested. Now she had to submit herself to being totally helpless and, in addition to the terrifying darkness of the blindfold and enforced nudity, endure the steel clasp of the handcuffs confining her wrists so tightly behind her back.

	Deep, deep inside the very core of her, although right at that moment she would probably have wanted to die rather than admit it, a previously unplumbed part of her sexuality began to rear its ugly head with a fear-filled excitement. Helplessly, she felt her vagina oiling itself.

	Was she going mad? Had her ordeal thus far already begun to unhinge her mind?

	“Want the toilet, do you?” The sneered question broke through her reverie.

	Lynne had never had to use a toilet in front of anyone before. Too frightened to speak without explicit permission, she made a small whimpering sound of assent. It was humiliating to feel the woman’s hand so familiarly against her bare bottom yet, absurd though it might seem, she felt some thing like gratitude to her interrogator as she was guided through a door into what was obviously a toilet. A hand on her shoulder guided her to the toilet bowl and she sat down.

	“Well, go on then!” the mocking voice demanded.

	Lynne could feel the shame hot on her face as she was finally able to release her bladder. Then afterwards it was shame heaped on shame, wriggling in discomfort while the woman’s hands casually wiped her so intimately. It was horrible, demeaning and obscene yet, in a horribly exciting way, rather thrilling.

	Then the hands were guiding her back out of the toilet and a new fear caused the perspiration to freeze on her naked body as what could only be a rope noose was placed around her neck and tightened.

	“Now get your fat arse up on this and stand up straight!” the voice dripped scorn.

	Shivering with fright, Lynne allowed herself to be lifted onto what felt like a rickety chair. As her feet scrabbled for a grip on the wooden seat, the noose was tightened until she was pulled upright at full stretch. Helplessly, her hands clenched and flexed behind her back. The crazy bitch was going to hang her, she was sure. Almost out of her mind with terror, she tried to steel herself for what was to come.

	”You see, there is much here that can happen to naughty girls. I leave you for a while now. You will be good won’t you?” The interrogator’s voice came as if from a distance as Lynne strove desperately to maintain her balance on the chair.

	“Please ... please ... don’t!” she sobbed pitifully. “Don’t hang me, please! I … I’ll do whatever you want, whatever you say, tell you anything but please … please … don’t hang me!” her plea trailed off as the woman’s footsteps faded into the distance.

	Time ticked away, Lynne’s feet shifting nervously on the creaking chair, the noose ever tightening around her neck as she rocked back and forth. Why, she wondered, didn’t they get it over with? Kick the chair away and let her hang!

	She heard the click of a camera and a deep groan escaped her gasping mouth as she realised that her final, ignominious moments were to be recorded. Momentarily, she pondered what death would be like. Please God, let it be over quickly, she prayed! She had a vision of her lifeless body swinging from the rope all by itself.

	A desperate Lynne heard nothing to announce the return of the female interrogator yet, out of the blue, a hand suddenly caressed her bottom with the confidence of complete possession and a finger again painfully penetrated her virgin anus.

	“Oh … maybe we’ll spare your fat arse – at least for now,” Miss Pain chuckled.

	It was a relief, tinged with some disbelief, when after ten minutes or so of being nearly strangled on the chair, she felt the noose slacken and a woman’s strong arms lifted her down. No longer did she care about the hands and fingers taking obscene liberties with her intimate parts. She was just glad to be alive.

	It was almost a relief to be taken back to the latticed chair, her legs strapped blatantly wide so that her intimate parts were fully on show. Her momentary feelings of relief were tempered by the knowledge that she was just about as helplessly vulnerable as it was possible for a woman to be. She shivered as black fear suddenly returned. The delicate skin of her inner thighs twitched uncontrollably at the thought of how she was displayed.

	“Huuurrgh,” Lynne jumped then quickly opened her mouth as a glass of tepid water was held to her quivering lips. Never had anything tasted so marvelous. She tilted her head back obediently to drink her fill.

	In that moment, it didn’t matter a jot that she was being treated like a child; or that her tormentor’s arms were around her bare shoulders, one caressing her bare breast. The water lubricated her parched throat and she drank greedily. Her tongue licked at the glass. Desperately, she wanted more, but didn’t dare to ask. None was offered.

	“Oooooh!” she moaned softly as Miss Pain’s fingers shamelessly teased her nipples to a hardness beyond that caused by her chill surroundings; making her strain away as far as she could in her bonds. There was no escaping the insistent fingers, though. “Hah … hah … aaaaarrrrgh!” she gasped in pain and sudden terror as cold, hard, serrated teeth were brutally clamped onto each of her erect nipples. Her fists clenched and even her toes curled with pain. The touch was horribly intimate, yet extremely painful. It felt almost as if her nipples were being cut off. If only she could see, she thought blindly. The mere fact that she couldn’t increased her fears tenfold.

	“Wh-what? Ouch, oohh, arghhh!” she yelped as the bitch unexpectedly, cruelly flicked the clamps back and forth, increase yet further the burning pain throbbing through the sensitive buds.

	“No talking without permission, Mrs Cameron,” sneered the calm voice. “The pain you have experienced up until now, was mild. “What you have on your pretty little nipples now are little clamps wired to the same output as your earrings. Remember, if you address me in response to a question it will be only as ‘Miss, Pain’, otherwise total silence unless instructed otherwise. Tell me you understand!”

	“Yes Miss Pain”, Lynne gasped, uncontrollable tears of pain wetting the blindfold. She was learning; she had to!

	“You have a reasonable body, I suppose,” the voice admitted reluctantly, and a hand began to slap her breasts hard, back and forth, making them bounce obscenely.

	Lynne was sick with fear. Breasts are, for most women, their prized assets, things to be proud of, to be caressed gently by a lover. Not this callous and excruciatingly painful slapping which she was unable to avoid.

	“Oh please ... pleeeeease … don’t ... ow ... ooohhh,” she moaned pitifully.

	It was then that Miss Pain turned on the little electric torture machine. Lynne had never felt such pain. It was almost as if red-hot needles were being pushed deep into her ears and nipples. Quite unable even to scream, back arched and mouth gaping in a hiss of bared-teeth, she finally sagged back into the chair with a long, sobbing groan as the current was switched off. She gasped with relief, feeling the pain sweat running between her heaving, naked breasts.

	The interrogator was relentless. “You don’t tell me to stop, bitch!” she grated. “I stop when I want to, not you! Now then! Time you answered some questions. I want you to answer truthfully or these poor little nips might very well wither and die.” The voice was mocking, fingers at first just stroking her sore throbbing teats, then suddenly pinching them spitefully.

	“Now shall we try down here, Mrs Cameron.”

	“Ayyyyyyyyyiiiiiiieeee! Aaaaarggghhh!” Lynne jerked and writhed as far as she was able in her harsh bindings, unable to avoid the excruciating pain of another saw-toothed electrical clamp on her clitoris. How she longed to close her splayed thighs against the unwanted invasion as a thumb knowingly caressed her clamped clitoris, then pinched it cruelly, sending a spasm of pleasure/pain deep inside her pouting vagina.

	Then - unexpectedly - gentleness! Fingers toying tenderly with the soft petals of her sex, brushing away the sweat-sodden strands of her pubic hair as they did so.

	The torturer was an expert, knowing exactly what to do to cause the maximum short-term pain coupled with the maximum arousal of her subject. Lynne was slumped in her bonds, sweating, hips pumping uselessly, when the fingernails finally left her intimate place. She could hardly believe her reaction. She imagined she could smell her arousal and blushed with embarrassment, thinking her torturer could do the same.

	“You understand now? What I can do to you?”

	“Ha … yes,” Lynne groaned, thankful that, for the moment at least, the terrible hands no longer tormented her.

	“Aaarghh,” she gasped again as several more hard slaps sent the soft orbs of her breasts bouncing.

	“You forgot your respect. Do you want me to continue slapping your tits, or shall I try the electrics again?”

	“Er, n-no ... please ... M-Miss Pain,” Lynne stuttered. Whatever else she absolutely MUST do anything she could to avoid further electric shocks.

	“Let me explain,” continued the soft, reasonable voice from the darkness, a hand familiarly stroking Lynne’s splayed pussy. “You are a career woman, someone who is used to being in control and so it will do you good to experience a total loss of control for a while. It will also, of course, make you more responsive to questioning. I must warn you, though, if you do not respond quickly enough, it is doubtful whether you will leave here alive.”

	Lynne slumped back in her chair in abject fear, making no complaint as the hands roamed at will over her captive flesh.

	“Please, Miss Pain,” she whispered, hips moving forward and up as the fingers gently caressed her clamped and swollen clitoris, “I will do anything you want; answer any questions. Please ... please ... don’t hurt me anymore!”

	An observer to the scene might have seen Lynne’s young tormentor, Paula, smile down at her victim’s response. The crop-haired interrogator was clad severely in a mid-length, black leather dress that was cut cleverly to emphasise her certainly beautiful, thrusting breasts. Looking down at the captive woman, Paula judged, perhaps not without a little jealousy, that the helpless woman’s breasts were larger and perhaps even more beautiful than her own; the more so since they, and the rest of the woman’s body, were completely and utterly at the interrogator’s mercy.

	In complete control of the situation, Paula touched her own mounds over the tight-fitting leather of her dress. Although a few years younger than her victim, she was forced to admit that her body was not as shapely than Lynne’s. Despite being bound seated in the frame, there was no sagging of the victim’s belly and Paula licked her lips as she recalled the silkiness and firmness of the woman’s bottom.

	“Please … oh please ... I …we …can pay, just say whatever .... oh, please … please … no!” Arggghhhhhh!” Lynne’s incoherent pleas dissolved into a screech of agony when a savage, three second jolt of electricity surged through her ears, nipples and clitoris.

	Slap! Crack! She additionally received two teeth-rattling slaps across her cheeks, bringing tears of pain trickling from under the blindfold.

	“You forgot the respect again.” The voice was calm. “I can keep this up longer than you can, you silly bitch. In fact, I can do whatever I fuckin’ well want to you and no-one is going to stop me.”

	Crack! Crack! Two more hard slaps, this time on the soft undersides of Lynne’s breasts set the tortured flesh quivering and more tears flowing down her cheeks.

	“Now then, you stupid woman, will you try harder? Just a simple answer, mind, no more talking!”

	“Hrghh ... ooooooh ... y-yes Miss Pain,” Lynne gasped subserviently, a bound and helpless, naked female in the hands of ... oh God ... who knows who! This was a situation totally beyond anything she might possibly have imagined. This crazy woman could hurt her at will and she could do absolutely nothing to defend herself. She trembled and shook helplessly, nipples throbbing agonizingly under the sharp bite of the electrical clamps, yet forced to recognise, unbelievably, that there was something perversely and insidiously arousing about what was happening.

	She shook her head weakly in denial, struggling to recall Brian’s soft lips and tongue, his knowing hands, how he would hold gently her as she climaxed, gasping and shuddering in his arms. His mouth would fasten over one of her straining breasts, licking and nipping at the swollen teat while his fingers played sensuously between her widespread thighs. Now those thighs were just as widespread, but at the command of this unknown, sadistic girl whose sole purpose seemed to be to inflict pain and humiliation upon her; sensations which, if she were honest with herself, were also arousing extremely strong sexual feelings within her innermost psyche.

	Lynne suppressed a groan as scenes of her past life with Brian began to filter through her confused mind. Would she ever again experience his gentle touch on her body? Her body trembled, the large breasts swaying enticingly at the movement. She tried to think. If she answered all the interrogator’s questions as honestly as she could, perhaps they would let her go, eventually. After all, she knew nothing about them. What good would it do to kill her? She caught her breath at another possibility that would have been unthinkable just yesterday. What if their plans didn’t include letting her go; perhaps they intended keeping her as some sort of sex slave? It was obvious that the woman questioning her was getting off on the sexual side of the interrogation. She braced her shoulders and took a deep breath, unconsciously lifting her pain-filled, swaying breasts once more.

	“That was your last chance, Mrs Cameron,” Paula said grimly. “From now on you will do exactly what you’re told, immediately and without question, or the pain will be worse than anything you could possibly imagine. NOW THEN! DO YOU UNDERSTAND?”

	Sweating with terror, Lynne nodded desperately. “Yes, Miss Pain,” she answered quickly, her entire body shaking within the confines of her bonds. “Please … please! No more! No more … you’ll kill me … please!”

	Paula spoke again, this time a little more kindly. “All right then. Now - understand that we are going to train you - train you as a sex slave - and in the process you will suffer much.”

	Lynne’s blindfolded head jerked and shook helplessly at the bald statement confirming her earlier fear. She gave a muted groan from somewhere in the back of her throat.

	Paula chuckled. “There, there! You will get through this, just like all the many others who have passed through our hands. You have no choice!” She reached out a hand to caress the helpless, proudly presented breasts. “Also, there will be some pleasure mixed in with the pain. Something, I am sure you will learn to look forward to.” She chuckled. “I have to admit that you are a prime piece of slave meat, Mrs Cameron; even though you’re a little older than most who have come through here.” She chuckled grimly. “Don’t worry! We are experts at this. There is always somebody willing to pay well for a well-brought-up, attractive and sophisticated English sex slave like yourself.”

	Lynne moaned again, perhaps not her worst, though certainly her second fear confirmed.

	Paula blithely continued as if this was just a normal conversation between equals. “Don’t be too frightened, slave! There will be times when I will be very nice to you. This will depend, of course, on how obedient and attentive you are.”

	Lynne relaxed a little as the hands continued to tease and fondle her throbbing nipples, conflicting emotions flooding through her helplessly presented body. Like most women, she was proud of her breasts but right now she almost wished they would disappear. Until today she had always thought herself to be totally heterosexual; yet she couldn’t deny the onset of a forbidden, yet powerful, sexual arousal as the soft, knowing hands gently weighed and stroked her smooth flesh.

	“There, there!” whispered Paula in her ear. “Enough pain for the moment. Let’s take these off, shall we?”

	Lynne let out a long sigh of relief as the electrical clamps were removed from her nipples, then tensed again as the woman’s fingers stroked and rubbed gently at the bruised and hugely swollen teats. Her mind screamed at her to shrink away from the touch, but her bonds permitted only a very slight movement.

	Lynne was breathing yet more deeply now, her arousal growing stronger and stronger as the sexual titillation continued. Forbidden to speak; she simply had to endure. She couldn’t prevent a throaty gasp escaping her throat when the woman’s mouth fastened over her sore nipples, teeth gently nipping at the sensitive, swollen flesh.

	She suppressed a heartfelt moan, her hips now moving helplessly as much as her bonds would permit. It was as if the bondage and enforced nakedness was adding to the blatant sexuality of the scene. No, her mind screamed. This isn’t right! It can’t be right!

	“Such nice boobs, I expect your husband likes to feel them, and you like it too I wager,” the soft voice whispered. “You do understand the lesson now, don’t you? Disobedience brings pain! Obedience and compliance brings pleasure! You’ll be a good girl now, I trust? No speaking! A nod will do.”

	Lynne was in a state of shock at her body’s betrayal. It was almost as if her unseen interrogator was reading her thoughts. The excitement mixed with a feeling of shame continued to build, as the so-knowledgeable fingers, lips, tongue and teeth continued to tease and caress her erogenous zones unmercifully.

	She gurgled protestingly in the back of her throat, at the same time thrusting out her breasts for more of the tormenting attention.

	“Hah, please ... nooo,” Lynne wailed pitifully when, after nodding the affirmative, the awful, agonizing clamps were once more fixed in place. The pain was twice as bad after her brief respite.

	“Yes, I’m afraid so. More pain now! It will help you to learn,” Paula said emotionlessly.

	The clamps clung like vicious imps to Lynne’s swollen nipples, the electrical wires leading down to the controller now resting in Paula’s hand. The captive’s forcibly spread thighs framed the pink, shiny wet feast presented so beautifully between them in its pretty, furry nest.

	Paula smiled cruelly and gave a gentle tug at the wire leading to Lynne’s clit clamp. This particular western sophisticate was someone she would take a great deal of pleasure in breaking. “OK then! Begin by giving me your full name, age, address, telephone number, date of birth, details of your job and your current duties! I want to know the details of your finances, your husband’s, your family’s – everything!”

	“Please, Miss Pain, it hurts … it hurts! I’m so confused,” Lynne gasped panting, head questing into the darkness. “Who are you? Why are you doing this? I’m so tired, I can’t think. I need to sleep and …!”

	“Haaaarghhhhhhhh!” Lynne’s ears, nipples and clitoris all exploded simultaneously into pulverising pain. The tortured girl’s mouth opened in a soundless agonized scream and she jerked writhed uselessly in her bonds. It was several seconds before the pain ceased and she was allowed to slump back, whimpering with pain and terror, into the chair.

	“You stupid fuckin’ woman,” Paula said coldly. “How many times must I tell you? You will ask NO questions! You will answer my questions and obey my orders to the letter; that’s all! Disobedience brings much pain!”

	“Eeeeeeeeyaaaaaah!” Lynne screamed full-bloodedly as the pain hit her tortured parts again, not quite so vicious as the previous jolt; but still bad enough that, even though she had recently emptied her bladder, a trickle of urine ran from between her thighs to soil the seat of the chair.

	Paula leaned forward to investigate the wet cleft with one finger and chuckled throatily. “OK, now we can continue,” she said. “You will answer every question fully and completely!” There was a rustle of paper. “We already have a dossier on you, so don’t even think about holding anything back!” She gave another chuckle. “By the way, I’ve just increased the setting on the clamps and rings. You’ll be virtually frizzled if you annoy me again.”

	On and on went the questions, answered desperately by Lynne until they were interrupted by what she thought were male footsteps, coming closer and stopping close by. The naked captive licked her dry lips nervously, sorely embarrassed that anyone else, let alone a man, might see her like this.

	“She co-operating?”

	Lynne flinched at the sound of the male voice. There was a trace of an accent in it, possibly German she thought. She tugged uselessly at the tight straps holding her legs so blatantly wide, knowing he could see every intimate part of her. Her face grew hot with shame and fear.

	“She’s had her moments, like they all do, but she is learning,” Paula replied with a smile. “We’ll turn her inside out before long.”

	The man laughed harshly. “Yes, I can almost see inside her now.” A real English Rose; a beauty, yes?”

	“Hah,” Lynne gasped as a hot, sweaty and definitely male hand playfully slapped her splayed inner thighs, the blow landing fractionally away from her exposed vulva. She jerked uselessly at her bindings as one finger slid along the length of her pussy lips before curling slightly inside to scratch at her still swollen, clamped clitoris. It was awful; she felt so dirty.

	“Please … no! Aaaaaaargh!” She bit her lip and felt the salty taste of blood running on her chin as agonizing, terrible pain once more assaulted her for a microsecond. Her thigh muscles knotted in a useless attempt to close her legs. As soon as the current ceased to flow, the finger began exploring the wetness of her slot, even slipping a little further underneath to pry open and slip inside the tight brown ring of her anus. Lynne groaned, humiliated beyond belief. It was impossible to move, she was much too securely strapped to the chair. She whimpered in total embarrassment as the finger prodded and probed, terrified of what might come next.

	Then, suddenly, the finger was gone.

	“Press on!” said the male voice calmly. “You’ve got a while to go yet on this first session.”

	Lynne allowed herself to relax slightly at the sound of the man’s footsteps receding; relax, that is, until the questioning began again.

	Tears rolling down her cheeks, shoulders shaking with silent sobs, Lynne tried to force her tired, aching brain to answer her interrogator’s questions. Holding back or delaying were not options. A dozen men could come into the room, she would have no way of knowing. She could be tortured, violated, killed and thrown away as easily as tossing aside a rag doll. She assumed, though she wasn’t absolutely sure, that she was being interrogated on behalf of the Arabs. She didn’t care; all sense of loyalty to the Foreign Office taking a back seat to the threat of more electric torture. Honesty must, MUST, come first. Anything to avoid more of the terrible pain to her ears and nipples.

	 

	 

	CHAPTER 2

	 

	In London the following morning, Brian Cameron woke up in bed with a start. It was late and he had overslept. What was more, his wife, Lynne, was not beside him in their bed.

	Brian had a moment of worry; then recalled that Lynne had told him that the negotiations with the Arab legation had reached some kind of an impasse and that she’d probably be late in. Of course, it wouldn’t be the first time she’d stayed in London after working late. He decided to ring her at her office later if she didn’t contact him first.

	Lunchtime came and went without word and he began to feel alternately angry and then worried. He was just about to pick up the telephone when there was a knock at the door. He opened it to see a young, sexy blonde girl smiling at him.

	“Sorry to trouble you,” she said sweetly. “I wonder if you might contribute to our charity? We assist political prisoners and other oppressed peoples?”

	Brian looked at the girl appreciatively. She was dressed simply yet obviously expensively in high-heeled pumps, a short skirt which did nothing to hide the length and beauty of her legs and a silk blouse which slid voluptuously over her obviously unfettered breasts. She held a clip-board and had a leather bag lung casually across one shoulder..

	“No, I’m sorry!” Despite the girl’s obvious attractiveness, Brian was in no mood for such matters. He began to shut the door, but she blocked it with her foot.

	“Please sir,” she said quietly. “I think you might know one of the subjects in question … er … might even have a special interest in her?”

	“What?” Brian’s impatience dissipated to be replaced by a sick feeling in his stomach when the girl slid a large coloured photo into view on her clipboard. The photo was of a naked woman tightly bound to a chair. His stomach lurched. Despite the blindfold, he immediately recognised the captive. It was definitely Lynne! He saw the wires leading from a small black control box to large metal rings inserted in her ears and also to the sharp-toothed clamps on her terribly swollen nipples; making it quite clear that she either had been, or was about to, suffer electrical torture. He looked closer and paled as he saw the single cable snaking between her splayed thighs to clamp so agonisingly on her red and swollen clitoris. “What the Hell?” he stuttered.

	“Well, if you’re not interested ...!” The girl slid the photo back out of sight and turned to leave.

	“Wait! Wait! What’s this all about? I don’t understand.” Brian’s brain was racing in an effort to make sense of this. Was this some kind of weird practical joke by one of Lynne’s friends.

	The blonde smiled. “All right, if the photo is of interest and you want to talk about it, perhaps I can come in? If not we can both just forget ...!”

	“No, no ... please ... c-come in!” Brian’s voice was suddenly weak. Gamely he attempted to smile in case it was, after all, some kind of joke. He peered down the outside corridor, praying for Lynne to emerge from around the corner with a wicked grin on her face. Deep down, however, he knew that this was no joke; something unpleasant had really happened to her.

	“Nice house, Mr Cameron,” the girl said calmly once Brian had shown her into the lounge.

	Brian lost his cool and exploded with sudden anger. “OK! What the hell is going on here?” he demanded. “Show me that photo again! What have you done with my wife? It looks like she’s being tortured.”

	The girl retained her calm. “Please understand,” she said reasonably, “I’m just a messenger. The people who matter, the people who are … ah ... shall we say … ‘looking after’ your wife, are waiting and watching to study your reactions.” She indicated a large brooch on her lapel with a careless gesture. “This is a camera and microphone showing them exactly what is happening here. If anything happens to me, or there is any unpleasantness of any kind, rest assured you will never see your big-titted wife again. OK?” she added coolly, almost as if she was explaining some kind of insurance document to a customer.

	“Is ... is this some kind of joke?” Brian desperately tried to will the pretty girl to burst out giggling and agree that it really was; but she remained silent. “Who are you?” he asked desperately. “What are you doing to Lynne?”

	The girl again slid the photograph onto her clipboard and Brian’s anger was swiftly replaced by fear at the sight of his wife tied so helplessly and provocatively.

	“I’m not allowed to say who I represent, or where your wife is right now, except that, although she is in no real danger at the moment, she really isn’t enjoying herself very much.” The blonde grinned widely. “I think it might be safe to say that she desperately wants you to co-operate.” The girl leaned forward earnestly. “She will be allowed no food or drink until you give that assurance. Also, take if from me, the people who sent me are really not very nice.” She chuckled again. “Your wife has quite a nice body, Mr Cameron. She hasn’t been violated, or even very badly hurt, yet; but if you don’t co-operate this could very quickly change.

	“Look, just … just ... what is it you want?” Brian tried. “What if I call the police?”

	“Hmm, so many questions.” The girl’s tone was mocking. “I wouldn’t think along those lines if I were you. Remember that those who matter can see and hear you right now. What they want, what you have to do to earn her release, you’ll find out later. The message for today is that you tell no one, no one at all about this. As far as anyone else is concerned, even her work colleagues, your wife is sick, or gone to visit a sick relative, whatever you like.”

	“Visit a sick ...? She works for the Foreign Office? She’s in the middle of some quite important negotiations. Her superiors will … !”

	“Hmmm ... I doubt they’ll bother,” the girl interrupted, “but if they do, just tell them something that’ll satisfy them for a few days!” She lifted a warning finger and wagged it in his face. “Now don’t be silly about this!” she said seriously. “At the first sign of breaking the ‘rules’ you will sign your wife’s death warrant.” She was quite matter of fact. “Look at these!” she demanded, producing more of the large colour photographs.

	“Oh, God!” Brian was lost for words at the sight of his lovely Lynne, still naked and blindfolded, standing precariously on a chair with wrists cuffed behind her. A noose was tight around her neck, forcing her to stand straight, almost on tiptoe. The rigid posture of her body tore at his heart. It was obvious what would happen if that chair toppled. To one side of her in the photo stood a masked figure with a foot raised as if to kick away the chair, while at the same time mockingly caressing the enticing curve of Lynne’s bare bottom.

	“I’ll kill you ... them! If anything, if … if anything ...! Oh, God! Please don’t let anything ….!” Brian’s fists were clenched in impotent fury, his emotions surging between anger, fear and frustration as he continued to stare at the photograph.

	“Her fate really is in your hands at the moment, I’m afraid,” the girl said coolly. “As soon as we are sure of your co-operation, she will be allowed down from the chair and given some food and drink.”

	“You ... you mean ... she’s standing like that right now? Oh, you bastards. All right ... all right! Anything, I’ll do anything you want but…. but ... if anything happens to her … !”

	“Please, don’t say anything that you or your wife might regret, Mr Cameron!” the girl almost purred. “I can tell you this. As soon as I report back safely, she can come down from the chair.”

	“But-but people will ask where she …”

	“I’m sure you’ll think of something,” the blonde interrupted. “Feeling ill, gone away for a break or recuperation, too much pressure at work - whatever! There, I’m doing your thinking for you.” The girl smiled sweetly, the white, even teeth contrasting with her beautifully sun-bronzed features. “Please, Mr Cameron, it would be such a pity if you didn’t take this seriously.” She held his frightened gaze with a stern look of her own.

	“OK! OK! Just don’t hurt her! Please, get her down from that bloody chair! I’m co-operating ... OK?” He almost spat the words in sheer desperation.

	The blonde nodded as if satisfied. “Good, that’s wise. Even so, I’m afraid I’ll need a practical demonstration of your good intentions.”

	“What … what do you want?”

	She tipped some leather items onto the floor from her shoulder bag. “My colleagues want you to undress and put on this collar so I can photograph you,” she said quite calmly

	“What! You cannot be … “

	The blonde shook her head. “Remember, my colleagues are watching this!” she said tartly. “I hope you can live with the consequences if you don’t do as I say.”

	“Wait!” Brian almost screamed in desperation as she made to leave. Desperately, he grabbed her arm.

	“Let go of me, you worm, right now!” the girl snarled. “It’s your choice and I can tell you right now that I don’t give a shit whether she lives or dies.”

	“No, no, no! OK, whatever! I’ll-I’ll do it! I’ll do it!” he groveled, immediately releasing his grip on her arm. “Please, don’t hurt her, I beg you! I’ll do it - I’ll do it.” Frantically he began tugging at his clothes.

	Within a few minutes, the scene was set to the girl’s satisfaction. If half an hour ago anyone had suggested to Brian that he’d be crawling round his own house on hands and knees, stark naked except for a leather slave collar and a lead held by a sexy young woman, he’d have laughed at them. Yet it was happening! Worse, it was being recorded on a small video camera which would show him spread-eagled face down on the carpet with the girl lashing him with his own belt until his bottom stung and throbbed like hell. To his shame, he couldn’t prevent himself from partially losing control of his bladder and wetting the carpet.

	Aware that they had probably already done similar things to poor Lynne, he endured the humiliation as best he could, urged on by more savage lashes from the belt-wielding, dominating blonde. His scarlet wealed bottom throbbing under the attack, he crawled desperately around the room on knees that were very soon sore from friction burns with the carpet.

	Then it was into the bedroom where he was swiftly spread-eagled on the bed, hands and feet tied to opposite corners so tightly that they almost immediately began to turn an unhealthy-looking, bluish colour. He wriggled as far as his bonds would allow as cool hands first teased his manhood, then tensed as a tight-fitting metal ring was carefully maneuvered around his testicles. Slowly, painfully then, his slack penis was drawn through the ring until it rested tightly around the base.

	“There we are,” breathed the blonde, casually masturbating him until his throbbing penis was achingly at full erection. The pain and humiliation was awful, yet a strange excitement was already building in his loins, making sure his cock remained at its full, agonizing stretch.

	Satisfied at last, Paula took her hand away, hitched up her short skirt and crawled up over her trembling victim’s spread-eagled body.

	Brian’s opened his eyes to see a beautifully bare, shaven pussy descending towards his open, gasping mouth.

	“Right then!” demanded the blonde, sealing the gaping mouth with her already wet love entrance, “get that fuckin’ tongue of yours working!” She reached behind to take each of his nipples between finger and thumb, squeezing and pulling at the same time and bringing a muffled scream from between her thighs. “If I don’t ‘come’ in the next five minutes, I’ll pull these right off!”

	Enthusiastically, Brian set about his task, licking, nibbling and sucking away like crazy between the silky, imprisoning thighs of his beautiful conqueror. For long minutes he labored, alternating between threatened suffocation and grabbing deep lungfuls of air into his tortured lungs. His steel-imprisoned cock throbbed and swayed and he began to lose all sense of time and reality. His nipples ached and throbbed as the girl continued to pinch and pull as the fancy took her. All his mind could focus on was the sweet-smelling, slightly salty-tasting cunt and flinty-hard clitoris he was worshipping with his tongue.

	Just within the stipulated five minute timeline, the blonde suddenly shuddered violently, grinding her depilated mound into his face and mouth, then pulled back to collapse limply on top of her spread-eagled captive. Brian saw one bare breast revealed by the opened, silky blouse close to his face and lifted his face up slightly to take a soft nipple into his mouth.

	For a few minutes the blonde lay limply on top of him, recovering her breath and composing herself. “Good boy!” she breathed eventually, sitting up and sliding down yet further until his still painfully erect, ringed cock slid helplessly into the wet, hot depths of her cunt. “Now get fucking!” she said with a merciless grin. “I want at least one more ‘come’ before this is over!”

	Wincing as the steel confining his cock and balls bit deeper with every thrust, Brian tried desperately to obey, lifting his haunches as much as he was able to plumb the very depths of his tormentor’s sex slot. It took long minutes and he felt as if his penis was being rubbed raw but, suddenly, he became aware that the shuddering girl on top of him was jerking more and more urgently, quite obviously on the brink of orgasm.

	“Aaaaaaaaarrrrgh!” he screamed as Paula reached back to viciously squeeze his sperm-swollen balls.

	“Faster ... faster! Oh, you fuckin’ prick!” she jerked out throatily. “Get it up into me! Get it up now! Come on! Aaaaah!” I’m coming. I’m coming!”

	For one long breathless, hazy moment, Brian felt his cock being pumped and squeezed almost as if it had been inserted in a vacuum cleaner. He’d been so close to ‘coming’ himself, yet it was obviously not to be.

	Almost casually Paula slid herself off from his still upstanding, throbbing member. “Well, I’ll admit that wasn’t too bad for a first time,” she purred, stroking the swaying, swollen, blood red penis with one hand while the other slid under her captive’s rump to insert one long, manicured finger into his rectum.

	“Unnnngh!” croaked Brian as the finger was pushed deliberately into his, until then, virgin orifice to crook and scratch painfully at the inner walls of his anus.

	“Like that, do you?” grinned Paula, pumping away at the captive cock as her long finger explored the humid depths of his quaking arse.

	Brian felt himself ‘coming’, the sensation of the finger teasing his prostate finally driving him over the edge as Paula’s other hand pumped away painfully at his red-raw cock. “Yes ... yes ... yessssss!” he hissed, great white gobs of viscous ‘come’ exploding out from his cock to land as far up as his chest and chin.

	“Well, what do you say then?” demanded Paula, daintily withdrawing her finger and offering it to his slack and gaping mouth.

	“I ... er ... thank you,” Brian gasped, opening wide to accept the finger into his mouth, licking and cleaning it like a man possessed

	Paula scowled and withdrew the by now spotless digit. “Thank you what? she demanded, squeezing viciously at the man-root still in her hand.

	Brian was puzzled. “Er ... I don’t ... Urrrrrgh ... understand,” he stuttered.

	“MISTRESS!” Paula said sharply. “MISTRESS, you dolt. From now on, that is what you call me. Understand?” She accompanied the words with another vicious squeeze, this time to his defenseless balls.

	“ Urrrrrgh! Urrrrrgh! “Yes ... oh ... yes ... Mistress,” he gasped, “th ... thank you, Mistress.”

	With a satisfied smile, Paula smoothed down her skirt and bent to untie her still gasping victim. “OK! Get dressed!” she ordered brusquely.

	Brian obeyed hastily, pleased that his ordeal was over; but wincing as his trousers slid up over his still-ringed and swollen penis and the other various sore and throbbing bits of his body. He felt degraded and humiliated, totally under the mastery of the gorgeous young woman who had just, so forcibly, conquered and violated him.

	“That first demonstration may be enough,” Paula decreed with a mysterious smile. “You will, of course, keep the ring on your prick and balls for the present. It should remind you to cooperate. Don’t worry! I’ll be in touch soon.”

	“Look, look, you-you can’t just ... .” he stood lost for words, feeling ridiculous as he replaced his shoes and socks, striving for a return of normality, but as yet unwilling to let the link with his wife leave. “All right! All right - I’ll do whatever they want. I’ll keep it on if that’s what you want. Just let Lynne go, please!” he wailed desperately.

	“Now you look!” she almost spat. “Understand that we can do anything we fuckin’ well like ... to you and your precious fuckin’ wife! If you ever want to see her again alive, just do exactly as you are told!” Paula grinned widely. “You certainly wouldn’t want the photographs of your wife and the film of our little exhibition session just now becoming public would you?”

	He wilted and reddened at the memory, yet persisted. “But-but I need to know that she’ll be OK and you’ll not …. I need to know what you want; what I must do to get her …” Brian was becoming more and more desperate. “They won’t ... won’t ...?”

	“What ... fuck her?” the girl’s voice was calm and very assured. “Why not? I suppose she’s not bad looking for her age.”

	“Oh God!” Brian’s voice broke. He was nearly in tears. “Please ... you can’t ... please ... she’s my wife. I love her. Please ... please!”

	The girl nodded sympathetically. “All right, all right! For the moment I’d advise you to think about other things; prepare yourself mentally to do everything you’re told. A little fucking won’t kill her; but my colleagues certainly will, if you don’t comply.”

	“What ... what can I do?” he wailed.

	“Well, for a start you can think about money! You’ll need to lay hands on a considerable sum at fairly short notice. Don’t worry! It won’t be enough to bankrupt you. I’d guess just a few million.”

	“What! But it’s all tied up in …”

	The blonde interrupted him with a scowl. “Yes ... well ... your lovely fucking wife is all tied up too, but I’m sure she won’t be interested in the details of how you get it; just that you supply it when you’re told. Also, it would be helpful to have Lynne’s sister here in a day or two because we might need to talk to her.”

	“Abigail! Why? She got a mind of her own. She won’t just …!”

	“Your problem, I’m afraid Mr Cameron.” The girl smiled and drew the side of her hand across her throat as if it was a knife.. “I’m sure you can arrange it if you stress that it’s for Lynne’s sake and that her sister is depending on it. Remember that she is not to tell a living soul about what is going on. Your wife’s life depends on it. If you like, show her this!” The girl handed Brian another photo; this one of a naked Lynne arched and rigid in the torture chair, straining against her bonds as the little control box was thumbed by an anonymous hand.

	“Oh my God,” mumbled Brian, his face ashen.

	The blonde chuckled, producing a tiny white pair of knickers and matching bra from her bag. “Oh, and you may as well keep these,” she smirked. “Your wife won’t be using them whilst she’s a guest of my colleagues. They think she looks very … ah ... fetching without them.”

	“Please, please don’t let anyone …!” Brian’s voice tailed off hopelessly, guessing quite rightly that the girl enjoyed him groveling. He clutched desperately at Lynne’s tiny intimate garments. They were currently his only link to her.

	The blonde shook her head disparagingly. “I can’t do anything,” she hissed. “Don’t you understand? It’s my colleagues who call the tune, not me. Just do as you’re told. It’s your only way out of this!”

	Brian was absolutely crushed at the thought of Lynne’s lovely body being despoiled by a bunch of thugs. He had bought the bra and panties for her just a couple of months ago; a Valentine’s day present and just holding them in his hand he could smell her musky perfume on the skimpy garments. Inside he desperately wanted to kill someone, yet he knew he just HAD to play this girl’s game if he was ever to see her again.

	“In return for the undies, “ the blonde continued, “I’ll take some of her perfume and make-up with me. I expect she’ll want to look her best despite everything.” She chuckled evilly. “At least she’ll be able to wear something, even if it’s not clothes.“ The girl’s demeanor was mocking as she flounced into their bedroom, Brian helplessly trailing to watch her place some of Lynne’s cosmetics in her bag.

	“Someone will be in touch,” she continued smoothly, “but it is very important to remember that if you tell even one living soul, you’ll never see your wife again. Just act naturally! Do all the things you normally do.” She smiled broadly and zipped up her bag. “Goodbye for now. I’ll be in touch.” With that she strode out, through the living room and out of the door with Brian staring bleakly and helplessly after her.

	Later, drinking a whisky with the glass held in shaking hands, he looked at the shameful photo and the tiny scraps of white satin. Never in his whole life had he felt so guilty and so helpless.

	 

	 

	CHAPTER 3

	 

	For several more hours after the man had briefly entered Lynne’s world of pain and humiliation, the girl’s relentless questioning had continued. Her brain had throbbed with the effort of recounting every facet of her work, finances, home and social life. Her interrogator had wanted so much and yet so little of seemed to be of relevance. True they had homed in on the negotiations with the Arabs and she had no choice but tell them everything. Were the Arabs responsible for her predicament? It seemed a likely bet and they would now know that she had divined their subterfuge. Logically, they wouldn’t now be able to just let her go. Would they kill her, or maybe just ship her off to some far-away desert Kingdom where they could do as they liked with her? Yet the questions had also strayed into many other areas. Maybe it wasn’t the Arabs, after all. She had held nothing back, but even so the rings in her ears and nipples had exploded into pain several times when she had been the least hesitant or obtuse.

	Strangely, the woman had scarcely shown any interest when Lynne had obediently provided full details of the negotiations. Paula had probed for a while, easily extracting her captive’s knowledge of the Arab’s plotting with only a few brief bursts of pain from the terrible electrodes. She had then just continued relentlessly, demanding the details of every seemingly unimportant aspect of the English woman’s life.

	She had made her recount intimate details of her girlhood sexual experimentation. Lynne assumed they did this to unsettle her; drag up her past life and then slip in the occasional important question. It didn’t matter, in mortal fear of her captors, she held absolutely nothing back.

	Desperately she dredged up teenage memories for them of her first sex games with a younger boy cousin. It was the boy’s suggestion that he should take the part of a noble Roman and she that of his slave.

	At the boy’s insistence, she had undressed before him, fetched him pails of water, fed him sandwiches, then sat on his lap whilst his hands excitingly explored her naked body. It had gone no further than that, yet she could still recall that so exciting, secret and hidden thrill of having no free will and being naked for him just because he willed it so.

	“You enjoyed it, didn’t you? Come on, admit it bitch!” the woman’s voice had spat as the electrodes scorched her most sensitive flesh.

	“Yes … yes ... oh, please ... please ... no more … please. Yes ... yes ... I did ... I did, Miss Pain,” she sobbed, confessing all in an attempt to avoid more agony. The girlhood memories couldn’t have been more different from what was happening to her now. Her current loss of control was absolute. It was all part of the unraveling of her will.

	Time became meaningless, marked only by questions; her weary answers bringing yet more agony whenever she attempted to think properly or evade. Then, abruptly, it was over. The flow of questions had stopped and that the bonds holding her had been slackened and released.

	“Don’t move until I tell you! Remain perfectly still!” the woman had commanded. “Any funny business and your tits and ears will be burning!” Compliantly, Lynne had continued to sit unmoving as the hands removed the hateful clamps from her agonized and swollen nipples and clitoris. Then her wrists were once more cuffed behind her. Terrified and exhausted, she had been taken through several doors and down a flight of metal steps until she heard a heavy sounding door being unlocked and pushed open. A heavy hand pushed her inside.

	“When I remove your cuffs you will lean against the wall, legs and arms spread wide! When I leave your cell, you may remove your blindfold. Remember, your pretty earrings stay on and will get a little hot if you don’t be a good girl and do as you’re told. You’ll find a tap and a bucket in the corner. When I’ve gone, I suggest you get some sleep!” The voice was cool, uncaring.

	Bricks were rough against Lynne’s back and buttocks as she assumed the spread position with her feet shuffled outwards to about a foot or so from the wall.

	“Get those fuckin’ legs further apart! Come on! Do it! I’ve seen it all before. Keep ‘em straight! Not a fuckin’ move.”

	Shivering with renewed fear, Lynne strained to obey, parting her legs as far as she could to achieve the required, blatant pose. She jumped as the door crashed noisily shut, followed by the ominous sound of a large bolt sliding into place. Finally, from outside the door, came the curt permission to remove her blindfold. The sound of receding footsteps told her that the interrogator, whoever she was, had gone. She was alone.

	Tentatively, Lynne tugged off the band of rubber covering her eyes, squinting and blinking for several minutes at the sudden surge of light after so long in darkness. It was the first time they had allowed her to see since her imprisonment. It frightened her that they could so easily take away her sight and induce such terror to complement her nudity and bondage.

	The reality of her situation was no better than her imagination. She was in a tiny, windowless cell, the main feature of which, besides the tap and bucket, was a small iron cot with a dingy mattress and a pair of thin, grubby, striped pyjamas on top. A single, dim, light bulb provided what illumination there was.

	Shivering, she gratefully tugged on the pyjamas. The top was torn, with no buttons, and the trousers were too small. Even so, the garments provided a covering of sorts, even if of more psychological benefit than real. Yet she really was thankful. At least she now had a little privacy. After drinking from the tap to slake her thirst she relieved herself noisily in the bucket.

	Cold and trembling, Lynne curled up foetus-like on the small cot. In truth she had no idea of when she had arrived or how long she been confined in this terrible place. Her only hope was that they would quickly find out whatever they wanted to know and let her go. Either that or maybe Brian would somehow be able to find her and do something to help. Shivering, she tried desperately to marshal her thoughts.

	The electrode earrings tugged painfully against the rough pillow, a reminder of her servitude. Tentatively she fingered them but did not dare to put to the test the threat of them exploding into hideous life if she tried to remove them. Tears welled from her eyes and she curled herself up into a ball, sobbing pitifully and shivering, wondering what would become of her now.

	 

	She must remember to change the sheets and swap the quilt for a thicker one, Lynne thought dreamily. She was cold. Casually she rolled over to Brian’s side of the bed for a warming snuggle, only to bang her thigh against the side of the bed before she had half-turned. She tried to figure out why the bed was so small and where she was?

	“Get that fuckin’ blindfold on again! Pyjamas off! Spread yourself wide against the wall like before and wait while I push your food in!” The woman’s sharp voice roused Lynne fully from her sleep. Awful reality came crashing back and she rubbed sleep from her eyes as she stumbled from the cot, not knowing how much sleep she had or how much time had passed.

	Trying to quell the tears that threatened to engulf her, she obediently removed the torn pyjamas, pulled on the blindfold and leaned back against the wall. Overwhelming feelings of terror and shame flooded her mind as she once again presented herself as required, nude and shivering in the chill air. Although the garments were wretched and torn, they had at least provided her with some covering. Unbidden, a sudden thought rose from her subconscious. Surely these people wouldn’t bother with such rituals as she had been subjected to if they just wanted to kill her?.

	“All right! Blindfold off!” The instructions were shouted through the hatch on the cell door. “Put the pyjamas back on and, after you’ve eaten, wash yourself and try to look presentable! You’ve got half an hour.”

	Obediently, Lynne pulled off the blindfold and struggled back into the pyjamas. She looked at the tray and couldn’t prevent a little gasp of surprise escaping her lips. Her favourite make-up and perfume sat smugly on the plastic tray together with her breakfast.

	“How … how … did you get …?” she stuttered.

	“Shut it!“ the woman’s wrathful voice interrupted from the other side of the door. ”You don’t speak or ask anything, remember? Prisoners must always look their best, even a slut like you.”

	The meal was a frugal affair consisting of a bowl of almost tasteless bran flakes and a thick slice of dark brown bread. Not much, admittedly,, but it was something in her stomach. She ate quickly, suddenly realising how hungry she was. The water from the tap was cold but she washed herself thoroughly all over, then dried herself using the torn pyjama top.

	Applying her make-up as best she could with her small hand mirror, she puzzled as to how they had managed to get her things? Had they just broken in to the house? She had been forced to tell them so many personal details. Was Brian OK? Could he be somehow involved? Quickly she shut down the thought. The bastards wanted her to imagine, guess, conjecture; they wanted her to be uncertain of everything. She would try not to play their game, try to keep her sanity.

	All too soon the footsteps and voice returned. “Time we got to know each other again,” the woman’s voice was sarcastic. “Strip! Back against the wall again! Blindfold on! Arms and legs wide!” The commands were staccato, insistent.

	It was, Lynne realised, much worse to be allowed to dress, no matter how skimpily, then to have to strip down again at the whim of her captors. Obediently splayed wide against the wall, she tensed as she heard the cell door open, immediately conscious of the goose bumps forming on her bare flesh.

	Slap!

	“Haah,” Lynne jumped as a non-too-gentle hand slapped her breasts. Somehow she resisted the urge to move from the wall and remained leaning on quivering outstretched arms.

	“That was for asking questions when you woke. You learn not to speak, or those flabby tits and fat arse will suffer!”

	Although the description was a blatant lie, it had the desired effect of demolishing Lynne’s now fragile self-confidence still further. She hated the fact that she was totally exposed to any and all of her captors, no matter who chose to inspect her.

	Naked, blindfolded and bound, still shivering with fear and cold, she was led back upstairs and once again strapped into the large wooden chair with her legs splayed just as shamefully wide apart as before. Instinctively she tugged at her bonds, but they were just as unyielding as before, biting deeper into the sensitive flesh of her thighs and arms whenever she attempted to move an inch.

	“Ow,” she gasped as the horrid clamps were replaced on her nipples and clitoris, sending the familiar hot pain lancing into her – even before the current was switched on.

	More hours passed and she gave the woman more and more information about her life, going into precise detail in all the areas they demanded. She had no way of knowing where the questions were leading and thus no way of holding back or evading - even had she dared. In any case, the scorching pain through her ears, nipples and clit thoroughly precluded any such action.

	Then the woman left her alone.

	Her heart started hammering even faster. She had heard a man’s voice and the sound of something on wheels coming towards her. The sound of heavy, unfamiliar footsteps made her long to cover herself, close her legs and place her hands over her quivering breasts; but her bindings made it impossible to do little more than squirm enticingly. She couldn’t even see who it was or how many there were. The terrors of the unknown increased her fear tenfold.

	“Hello Mrs Cameron. How nice to meet you again.” The male voice from yesterday addressed her in soft, Germanic tones like an obscene caress. “Is everything all right? Are you well?”

	“Please, I don’t know what you want? I’ve done nothing. Please let me go,” she croaked, wishing she wasn’t so vulnerably exposed. She shivered in real fear at the realisation that this unknown and unseen man could do absolutely anything he wanted to her. “Huh ... huh!” She jumped the small extent allowed by her bonds when a warm moist hand caressed her outhrust breasts.

	“Hmm, I like your tits,” his voice said coolly. The shameful words seemed to flow all over and into her, just as his hot, sticky hands smoothed over her melon-like breasts, rubbing the clamped nipples to a treacherous hardness.

	“Please,” she whimpered, but he ignored the weak protest. Her body was as taut as a drum with tension, her chest while he continued to fondle her boobs. How she longed to tear the hands away, to run away from this place. But she couldn’t.

	“We are going to get to know each other rather well, my dear,” the voice crooned softly. “You’ll have no secrets from me at all.”

	Lynne shuddered as confident fingers explored the fluttering velvet of her inner thighs, tickling the fringe of her downy cunt hair and lips. Despite the clamp on her clit, she felt her vagina moistening itself.

	“Please ... don’t do that!” she moaned, “I’ll tell you anything, just ... please ... don’t touch me there!” she begged pitifully.

	“Nice furry little lips waiting for me.” The tone of the man’s voice was proprietorial, masterful.

	“Huh ... huh ... huh!” She wriggled uselessly against her bindings as the fingers slid easily into her damp vagina. They prodded and probed intimately, filling and stretching her disgustingly, deeper and deeper.

	“Hmm, so juicy, so soft, so hot.” Thankfully, she felt the fingers withdraw, only to explore her puckered little elasticised ring of her anus. “Hmmm! You feel nice and tight. Are you a virgin here?”

	Lynne shook her head wildly. “Please sir, don’t!” she begged. “No one has ever done that to me!” It was an unnatural touch that she hated. Being rather conventional and conservative in bed she’d always pushed Brian’s drunken explorations in that area aside. Now the choice wasn’t hers to make. The man’s finger stretched her horribly, making her feel sick. Then, suddenly, he left her. She heard the sound of his footsteps the wheels receding and felt almost grateful to be tied as she was in the chair, at least almost inaccessible to a conventional violation whilst in that position.

	“Time for refreshment,” the female interrogator announced just as the delicious smell of hot food reached Lynne’s nose. She raised her head hopefully, suddenly realising just how hungry she was.

	“Ugh ... ugh,” she gasped when a rubbery teat was pushed hard against her mouth.

	“You don’t think you’re allowed to eat our food do you, bitch?” her tormentor laughed. “A bottle of milk through a teat will do for you. Just suck - and I want it all gone in one minute or your ears and tits will frazzle.”

	Again they were treating her as if she were a child. While the woman ate her own, delicious smelling dinner, she held the bottle to Lynne’s mouth. The milk was cold and bland compared to the lovely smell o cooked food so close to her. Tears welled from her eyes. It was so cruel to deny her proper food whilst her interrogator ate normally. She knew she was merely a pawn in the hands of these people and wondered what an unbiased observer might have made of the scene. A naked, blindfolded, fully-grown woman tied to a chair, desperately sucking to empty a baby’s bottle held by another woman who was enjoying a hot meal. All Lynne knew was that she must comply or suffer. Gasping, milk trickling down her chin, she managed to finish within the minute stipulated.

	Then came the repeated shame of being led bound and blindfold to the lavatory to perform while enduring the sarcastic, so humiliating comments of the woman as she did so.

	“Let it go baby! Let it all go! There’s a good girl!” Satisfied at last, the woman once more wiped her clean. All too soon Lynne was strapped securely back in the chair, belly rumbling and shivering with cold. She heard the sound of several more sets of footsteps drawing closer and her heart raced with panic.

	Suddenly, without warning, the blindfold was tugged away. For the first time in the bondage chair, Lynne had the power of sight, yet the novelty soon wore off as her worst fears were confirmed. She was being held by a couple of evil looking thugs in what seemed to be an old deserted warehouse or factory. Momentarily, Lynne wondered why her captors had now chosen to reveal themselves? Perhaps it didn’t matter anymore that she could see their faces? Were they about to kill her? Dump her body somewhere? She looked at her captors with wide, frightened eyes.

	“We have been rude, Mrs Cameron,” the man with the German accent purred. “I apologise for not introducing ourselves properly. My name is Kurt.” The man’s hand rested casually and possessively on her thigh, his fingers already straying to the velvet place at their juncture.

	The thug was a fat, bald-headed, bespectacled individual in his forties. He looked somehow familiar and she strained her memory to think where she might possibly have seen him before. Then it struck her. He was almost the spitting image of the photographs she had seen of Heinrich Himmler, Lord of the Third Reich’s S.S.! Such an odious looking little man! She could imagine him fantasising over her naked body in the normal world outside. Here, she simply had to endure his attentions, no matter how perverted.

	The German continued. “This is Paula, or our ‘Miss Pain’, as you know her.” The bespectacled face creased into a cruel smile and he pointed to the girl standing beside him. “I befriended her when I was ... er ... showing certain people the best routes into England, and believe me, she is very, very good at helping people to talk - I recognised those attributes in her straight away,” he smirked.

	In contrast to the rather harsh, clipped voice she was accustomed to hearing from behind the blindfold, Lynne could see that her female interrogator was a lot younger than she had originally thought, obviously quite a few years younger than herself. The girl had, spiky, cropped blonde hair and a beautifully chiseled, hard, Eastern European face. Obviously very much tougher and streetwise than she herself. ‘Miss Pain’ looked like she could handle herself all too well. Any thoughts Lynne might have harbored of overpowering her, quite apart from the threat of the earrings and tit clamps, was out of the question. And of course, the young interrogator wasn’t alone.

	“And finally, this is Brok, our muscle man.” The German completed his bizarre introductions with a casual wave at the second man standing to one side. “He, too, wanted to get to England in a hurry, so I facilitated it and encouraged him to join our little band.” He nodded to the huge man-mountain leering at Lynne’s enforced nakedness. He looked like a huge Turkish weightlifter she had once been introduced to at a F.O. function. This chap, though, was not so formally attired, the huge barrel chest gleaming from behind a scruffy open shirt, permitting the smell of oil and sweat to permeate the air as he leered down at her, smiling through several blackened and missing teeth.

	Any one of her captors could, she knew, easily overpower her. Bound, naked, terrified and alone as she was, what possible chance had she against them?

	“Now that you are so charmingly displayed and we know so much about you, I thought it only polite that you should know who we are.” Kurt smiled down at her maliciously.

	“Please, … I beg you! Don’t hurt me! What is it that you want? I’ll do anything … anything at all. Only please … please … don’t hurt me anymore!” Lynne managed, terrified that that, having allowed her to see them and know their names, they would now just kill her out of hand.

	“What we want doesn’t matter – to you,” Kurt’s smile became a scowl that chilled her heart. “All you need to know is that, if you want to survive, you must do exactly as you are told” His voice rose, spraying spittle in her face. “And I believe that you were told about not speaking or asking questions?”

	“Aaaaaaaargh! Aaaaaaaaargh! Ayiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeee!” Lynne’s body writhed in increasing spasms of agony as the smiling Paula eagerly activated the nipples and earrings control. For at least twenty seconds her body arched outwards in agony to the small extent possible, until the bitch finally switched off the current and allowed her to sag back weakly in her bonds. She was sweating heavily, a stream of perspiration running into the deep valley between her breasts.

	“There, there my dear!” Kurt crooned, wiping her damp hair from her face. “Through such pain comes release.” He chuckled at her stifled groan of protest. “Now we can continue with the interrogation.”

	The questions continued, the only difference being that now she could see her interrogators. She didn’t know which was worse, the fear of darkness, or actually seeing their crude leering features leering at her helpless nudity.

	It was so unfair and so deeply ... deeply ... humiliating. For the next ten minutes or so, she struggled to answer a myriad of intimate, personal questions about her life until, abruptly, the timbre and direction of the questioning changed. Now it was hers and Brian’s finances they wanted to know about. She had to give them all her bank codes and key words for access to their accounts. She did so willingly – even fervently - hoping against hope that cooperation would help speed her freedom.

	Although she was quite well off - and Brian much more so - none of that seemed to matter much now. Only co-operating fully and so getting away from these monsters was important. When she couldn’t remember them all, she told them where the codes were written in her diary. When the mass of the decoy numbers she had written were flourished before her weary, tear-filled eyes, she told them which were the extra false numbers she had added and which she had reversed, just in case her diary was ever lost or stolen.

	She held nothing back, knowing that she would willingly give them every penny she had to gain release from this torment.

	Yet, in the back of her mind, she was becoming more and more puzzled. None of this seemed to add up. Was her ordeal about information ... or more about a ransom, she wondered? Surely the Arab negotiating team wouldn’t be interested in extorting money as well as information?

	”I want you to make some calls, authorising a ‘friend’ to make several withdrawals from your bank,” Kurt instructed. Casually, he took hold of one clamped nipple and pulled, just enough to let her know that, if he so desired, he could really hurt her again. “Just remember, at the first hint of anything I don’t like the connection goes dead – and so do you!” He smiled and gave her nipple a really painful tug. – “It will be very slow and very, very painful, I can promise you.!” Kurt’s tone was soft, yet menacing and Lynne believed every word. Meekly, obediently, she did exactly as he ordered, even to signing the ‘Power of Attorney’ he placed in front of her.

	 

	“Clasp your hands behind your head and walk over to Kurt! Come on! Stick those flabby tits out! It’s time for a photo to reassure hubby that you’re still OK.” Cheerfully, possessively, Paula swatted Lynne’s curvaceous behind and smiled at the ski-masked German waiting across the other side of the room.

	It was late afternoon and Lynne was about to enter a new phase of her training.

	Lips trembling as she walked across the room, the nude captive desperately wished for a hole to open up and swallow her. Like most normal people, she normally only undressed in private in her bedroom or bathroom, or maybe seductively for a lover. Now, she was stark naked and totally at the mercy of three grinning monsters. It was no relief to be free of the straps confining her; the partial ‘freedom’ only gave her an imagined sense of having a little control over her destiny, when in reality she had none. Options such as disobedience, covering herself, running away and hiding, getting dressed, just didn’t exist for her. These fiends could do anything they wanted.

	“Come on! Do it, bitch!” the girl snapped impatiently, clicking her camera.

	Bottom lip quivering, Lynne obediently clasped her hands behind her head, feeling her nipple-clamped breasts thrust outwards and upwards as she did so. The ski-masked German smirked. Lynne swallowed hard. It was the longest walk of her life across that cold dusty room. Just for once she wished she didn’t have such a provocative body, that her hips didn’t undulate so seductively. She was conscious of three pairs of eyes devouring her nudity ... a nudity she desperately longed to cover. Waves of pain from her clamped and swollen caused her legs to tremble as she stood meekly before her odious captor on knees already threatening to give way.

	“Huh,” she couldn’t help but gasp and flinch as the German’s arm went familiarly around her shoulders, not daring to resist as a finger traced slowly down the curve of her spine.

	“Your wife has a nice arse.” Kurt spoke loudly and crudely for the benefit of the camcorder, which Paula was now pointing at them.

	“Please!” Lynne whimpered, imagining the effect it would have when Brian saw the film. Dreading more pain in her ears and nipples, she somehow managed to resist the impulse to tear herself away from the slimy hands taking such blatant liberties with her naked body.

	Kurt could sense the control the girl had to exert just to stand there and relished the power he held over her. She was an real beauty for sure, the type of young, affluent Englishwoman he would normally have absolutely no chance of seeing like this - lush, naked and terrified – and in his power! He normally had to be content with expensive fumbling interludes with seedy prostitutes who seldom managed to sufficiently act the ‘role’ he required of them.

	Casually, he inserted a finger in Lynne’s bottom and beamed up at the camera. This was for real, an opportunity presented so wonderfully by his present occupation. It was even better that the woman’s husband could witness her humiliation. He knew enough from the interrogation and from Paula’s camera work to guess that the woman’s stockbroker husband was rich - the type who would look down on him from the lofty heights of his place in society. Kurt’s grin widened as he openly fondled the smooth firmness of Lynne’s bottom, his fingers sliding into the cool cleft of her anus, his other hand cupping her shuddering breasts and tweaking her pain-filled nipples.

	Lynne couldn’t stop a small moan escaping her mouth as Kurt slid his index finger right into her rectum up to the knuckle. He turned her round so that the camera could see plainly what he was doing, sliding his finger in and out to the accompaniment of yet more gasps and groans from a very flushed and embarrassed Lynne.

	“Yes, she’s not bad ... for her age,” grinned the German. He hissed an aside to Lynne, turning his head so the camera couldn’t see his mouth. “Now you kiss me!” he whispered. “Keep your hands behind your head, but kiss me properly with your mouth open! Get your tongue well in! Make it look good or it’ll be the worse for you!”

	From the corner of her eye, Lynne saw Paula eagerly fingering the black box still connected to her earrings and nipples. Terrified of the pain that might come at any time, she immediately brought her face down to the German’s, her quivering lips parting as she kissed him with a feigned attempt at passion. His tongue slid into her mouth, finding hers and capturing it while his hands took humiliating liberties with her naked body.

	“Hughh,” she gasped, as he slid a finger between her thighs to penetrate her vagina and titillate her rapidly swelling clitoris.

	“Try and stop me, bitch, and I’ll have Paula fry your tits and clit!” he whispered, breaking momentarily away from her gasping mouth. Quite defeated, she allowed herself to slide back submissively against him, her knuckles white on the back of her neck as he resumed his obnoxious exploration.

	The German’s finger slipped deeper into her sex hole and he winked jovially into the camcorder as Brok, also wearing a ski-mask, came to stand beside their crimson-faced captive.

	Lynne made no attempt at protest as Brok also slipped an arm around her bare shoulders, holding up a newspaper in order to prove the date to whoever watched the film.

	“Your wife has quite a nice cunt even with her clit clamped,” Kurt taunted as the shot faded.

	 

	“Touch your toes, slut! You need the cane.” Kurt’s voice dripped menace. “This is because you hesitated and didn’t tell me absolutely everything when I asked you about your sex life with your husband.” The reference was to an improvised interrogation he had just conducted, presumably to satisfy his own lust. “And you forgot the correct form of address. I think sometimes that the … ah ... old fashioned methods of punishment are so much better; instilling much more discipline than just the flick of a switch.”

	“I’m s-sorry, Sir,” Lynne stuttered, reluctantly assuming the undignified position with her bare bottom high in the air. Totally defeated now, she was accepting docilely just about anything they wished to do to her. It had seemed like an endless day of questions - most of them intimate and embarrassing and now she was frighteningly aware of being alone with the odious German. Naked as always; she couldn’t have been more vulnerable.

	“Legs wider! You’ve no need to hide your charms from me, my dear.” he said calmly. “That’s right! Stay just like that!” he demanded when she was positioned to his satisfaction, the delicate oyster-like lips of her sex fully accessible to his squinting, lustful eyes.

	‘Phwwwiiittt!’

	“Uuuuurrrgh!” she gasped, hands leaping from her ankles to press protectively against the red line of torment on her round bottom cheeks. Without thinking, she stood up, back arched and unconsciously thrusting out her swaying breasts. The pain was intense, degrading and unbelievable. She had never bent over to be caned before and in addition to the shame of receiving such treatment she could never have envisaged the raw agony, which seemed to cut into the tenderness of her bottom. Perspiration beaded her forehead as her cool hands tried to alleviate the burning. Hate for the beast who had inflicted this on her was also burning in her heart; yet she knew she must endure to survive.

	“You’ll now get an extra one for moving. I gave no permission for you to touch your bottom. Bend right over again please!”

	“Please,” she whimpered, tears of pain and embarrassment moistening her eyes, knowing he meant to cane her like a naughty child. Yet surely no child had ever been made to suffer such blinding, burning pain as this. Her eyes swung to the long, rattan cane in the German’s hands. It was a terrible instrument.

	Realising there was no alternative or hope of escape, she bent over again in the humiliating position, longing to lash out at the grinning beast who held her so fast in his power. She looked across at the expressionless face of the Turkish man-mountain enjoying the view from his easy chair across the cold room and gave a little sob. Both men were completely dressed whilst she was naked in the chill air, bent over and demeaned like a naughty schoolgirl, suffering simply for their pleasure.

	‘Phwwwiiittt!’

	“Haaaaghhhhssss!” Her mouth opened wide in a scream of pain, tendons taut in her neck as she bit down on her lip. She hissed her agony from between clenched teeth, fingers tightly gripping her ankles and somehow managing to keep them there.

	“Hmmm! Good girl! Stay bent over! I’ve not finished with your arse yet!” Kurt spoke slowly, a distinct tone of approval in his voice. Standing behind her curvaceous bottom, he smiled happily, eyeing the enticing lips of her sex nestled between the round cheeks adorned with two burning red stripes. The soft round nates were even then flexing in anticipation of more pain. Stepping slightly to one side, he could see her breasts pointing straight down at her bare toes. She was covered in gooseflesh; so beautiful and terrified; a delicious Englishwoman - and all, for the present anyway, his.

	Cruelly he swished the cane through the air couple of times, gleefully seeing her striped bottom twitch in dread, her eyes screwed tightly shut in anticipation before he brought the cane down across her in cruel arc of pain.

	‘Phwwwiiittt!’ Savagely he brought the cane down across her buttocks once more.

	“Yaaahhhhh! Oh God! Haaargghh! Haaargghh!” she sobbed, the tendons standing out in her shoulders and neck as she absorbed the cutting slash.

	“Looks quite painful. Is it?”

	“Ooooooh! Oooooh! Y-yes … oh, yes Sir,” she stammered incoherently, tears flooding down her cheeks yet still bent over as instructed.

	“This will ease it a bit girl.” His voice was softer, almost caring.

	“Haaah! Mmm!” She winced at his touch, jerking away uncontrollably as he began to rub some kind of balm into the exquisite softness of her bottom.

	“Keep still you little fool, this will help!” He sounded almost concerned - as if it wasn’t he who had just inflicted such agony on her naked bottom. Unprotesting, she forced herself to stand perfectly still and allow his obscene touch. He felt the heat flowing from the thin ridges of tortured flesh into his hands as she moved slightly under his ministrations and felt more than a little admiration for her. Many full grown men had collapsed when treated to similar punishment with the rattan. She was obviously a tough cookie. Momentarily, Kurt wondered where else he could hope to treat and fondle such a pretty young married woman like this, especially one with such a high pain threshold. His fingers strayed over the inviting velvet down of her quivering sex and just above it the dark puckered ring of her anus.

	“Ooh, please …!” she whimpered as he slid his index finger once more into her tight heat, feeling it grip the intruder.

	“So! I think we can safely say that this is a touch you don’t enjoy – even from Brian?” He said softly, sliding his finger deeper and into her protesting sphincter.

	“N-no Sir, not there,” she whispered, flushing prettily.

	“Well, You are just gonna have to learn to live with it now, girl! And it won’t be just my finger that goes in here.

	Lynne moaned her fear and apprehension at his words and the German grinned behind her bent back. “All right! We’ll carry on with some more questions now; but stay in position in case I need to remind you of your status again.” He laughed, lightly patting the taut and flinching curve of her bottom, making her gasp in renewed pain. “Now you can tell me how you like it best from your husband,” his voice was lower.

	“Uuurrgh,” she groaned from behind her curtain of brown hair, still bent over and grasping her ankles. Kurt stood right behind her, pressing himself against the inviting globes, now with their rapidly darkening red stripes of pain.

	“OK! What position do you like best, mmm?” he murmured, lightly running his hands down the curve of her spine, making her shiver yet struggle to hold her soft, swelling hindquarters back against the burgeoning male hardness. “All the while you keep talking I shan’t … do anything,” he breathed

	“I, er … n-normally just in bed at night and ….”

	“Details I said, you stupid cow, positions,” he snarled, reaching under her to slap the downhanging breasts.

	“Well, er … on my back, sir – what you might call the ‘missionary’ position.”

	“With Brian giving you a good screwing on top?”

	“Y-yes Sir,” she squirmed.

	“And you like your tits sucked, fingers up your arse?”

	“No-no Sir! I don’t know what ….”

	”Well tell me what you DO like girl, and no lies! Start by telling us that you DO like a good fucking! Use those words! I wanna know exactly what you’re talking about.

	“Well … er … yes … I-I er l-like a good f-f fucking, Sir ..” she stammered shamefully. “Sometimes B-Brian will kiss my …”.

	He smiled, feeling himself grow as he forced his victim to go into urgent graphic detail about her intimate activities with her husband, all the while thrusting obscenely back and forth against the red striped cheeks of her bottom. Then she hesitated in her account and, excitement growing, his hands slid further forward to brush the wiry tangle of her pubic hair. His fingers curved into to the soft velvet skin of her sex lips, feeling her wriggle as his they began to slide between them into the soft and warm canal. Then he heard the door open behind him.

	“Get your fingers out of the pork, Kurt! Your meal’s ready - if you’re interested.” Paula’s voice had a trace of annoyance.

	“Later, my precious,” Kurt whispered in Lynne’s ear as he reluctantly went through the ritual of blindfolding and handcuffing her before marching her back to her cell.

	 

	 

	CHAPTER 4

	 

	Lynne was terrified. She hated water and couldn’t swim very well and her interrogators would know this from their numerous questions.

	It was her third day of captivity and questioning. The previous night she had endured the indignity of having to empty her bowels before her captors, who had crowded into her cell to watch after making her eat cold curry leftovers for her evening meal. The shame at being forced to perform such an intimate act before the gloating monsters ate into her soul. Before this, she’d thought that things could hardly get any worse, but she was wrong!

	Now, however, one of her worst nightmares was being played out as she stood quaking before a sinister looking deep dark water tank. The threatened punishment was simply for being slow to answer more of the German’s disgusting, perverted questions about her sexual preferences and allowing herself to vent her natural womanly feelings when he had also asked her to voluntarily give him a practical demonstration.

	Although her wrists were still cuffed behind her and she was still naked, she had protested and struggled hysterically when the burly arms of the swarthy Brok had first reached out to take her to the tank. Finally, Kurt had pushed her to one side and clicked a switch on his little pocket console to make her earrings explode into white pain. It threw her writhing to the ground where she rolled, screaming for a full ten seconds until he switched off the current.

	“Be a good lady take your medicine or you get more. Next time I ask you to fuck me, we see what you say, yes?” He patted her backside possessively then pulled her to her feet and pushed her into Brok’s welcoming arms.

	The tank was several meters in diameter and she stood on the brink, bare toes on the wooden planking surrounding its circumference. To access it she had ascended a winding flight of steep wooden steps, enduring the Turk’s hands supporting and holding her flexing bottom. Several times his fingers had slipped upwards to push disgustingly against the heat of her sex. Now she was perhaps twenty feet above the floor of the old factory. Kurt had told her that the tank was sunk deep into the ground and was over fifty feet in depth.

	“We’ll continue with your while you’re in the water. If you answer quickly and truthfully, I might, just might, give you another opportunity to redeem yourself by being … ‘nice’ to me.” Kurt’s evil voice came to her from below as she trembled on her flimsy platform looking down at the black, black water.

	“Please Sir … no! Please … I’ll … I’ll do anything! Please don’t put me in there, I beg you!” she pleaded desperately.

	“Too late. You’ll just have to suffer first and maybe get a second chance later,” Kurt mocked pitilessly as she stood above the awful impenetrable depths.

	Brok stood by her side with a large knapsack on his back, whispering cruelly in her ear. “Pretty lady might find … ‘things’ in there; maybe dead cats, dogs, rats, maybe people too gone in there sometime - who knows, it is good place to get rid of people – forever.” The Turk laughed at her expression of pure terror.

	“Oh, please, please!” She shrank away from the black water, but the plinth was narrow and struggling back down the steep steps with cuffed hands was impossible.

	From the voluminous knapsack, Brok produced a harness containing a diver’s mask and mouthpiece and a small air bottle. Clipped to the mouthpiece was a communications device like a tiny radio. Deftly he slid the breathing equipment over her face and fastened the harness.

	“If you be good lady and answer questions, we pull you up quick,” he said with a smile, uncuffing her wrists and refastening them to an overhead rope trailing from a winch. Lynne looked down terrified as he snapped leg irons around her ankles, drawing them together and clipping a huge lead weight to them. “You enjoy little swim, yes? Weight on ankles help you go straight down,” he chuckled, leaning into the winch handle in preparation to raise her up from the platform. “I ‘spect you not too heavy to pull up if we decide you come back up again,” he added reassuringly.

	“No – no – no!” Lynne shrieked in panic. “Oh God, no! Pleeease! Pleeease! I’ll do anything you say, whatever you want … please don’t! Pleeease!” Lynne was still screaming and pleading when Brok cranked the winch to jerk her arms above her head, her sinews creaking as her feet swung clear of the planking. In that moment her whole body, including the heavy lead weight tied to her ankles was taken by her wrists and arms.

	“Stop, stop, please! I’ll do-do anything! Please … nooo!” Her cries were as pitiful as they were useless and the grinning beast tugged on another pulley to position her stretched body right over the centre of the awful tank.

	Below the tank, sat the bald-headed German with a walkie-talkie radio. The overhead lights glinted off the small, half-moon, sparkling glasses, even more so reminding her even more of the evil S.S. Chief. He saluted, smiling mockingly as she swung in the air, the weight dangling beneath her to stretch her body. She wanted to be sick, and squealed through the mouthpiece at the first touch of the icy water on her bare feet

	“Aaahhhh,” she gasped in shock.” Oh God … noooo, please!” Desperately, she strained to lift her legs in a vain attempt to avoid contact with the murky water. “Yeeahhh!” The icy cold took her breath away as she slid helplessly down into the dark water. It felt as if the cold was slicing into her body like a thousand knives. Desperately she drove herself to breathe through the mouthpiece as the water came up to her nose. Then darkness enveloped her and she submerged. Moments later, she became aware of a voice in her ear.

	“I suggest you breathe slowly and calmly if you wish to survive!” Kurt’s voice crackled with amusement through the tiny loudspeaker set in the helmet.

	Fear washed through Lynne as she felt herself slowly sinking into the impenetrable depths. Almost out of her mind with terror, she forced herself to breathe slowly through the mouthpiece.

	It was dark, so very dark and cold and she could feel herself slipping ever downward. Her imagination raced. If the rope broke or the air supply ran out she would drown here and no one would ever know. Her feet twitched with the fear of reaching the bottom of the tank. What would be down there? Rubbish, rotting things, animals, human bodies? What would they feel like? Her fertile imagination began to take over and she imagined her feet resting on the rotten and decomposing dead bodies of previous prisoners of these monsters.

	“Hurghhh!” She jerked, momentarily terror-stricken in her downward journey. It might have been anything, but her tortured imagination told her it was an eerie white, grotesquely bloated, decomposing corpse. Lynne couldn’t recall ever having felt so cold or frightened; going ever downwards into the icy depths and feeling that she would never return to the world of people, light and warmth.

	Kurt smiled cruelly as he watched Lynne’s downward progress on the small CCTV monitor. The tiny waterproof camera attached to her harness in between her heaving breasts ensured that he had a good view of her frightened features behind the diving mask. The observation served a dual purpose. It ensured that no real harm came to his captive – the tank was really only twenty-five feet deep and Brok could pull her to the surface in seconds if necessary. It also, of course, excited his lust to see her terror and suffering.

	Finally, after an artificially slow descent, the naked girl reached the bottom and he smiled with amusement as her feet shifted uneasily in the mud and silt. There was nothing really in there, although a few rodents might have dropped in over the years, but she would undoubtedly be imagining it infested with countless unspoken horrors.

	“You can elaborate more about your sexual preferences with your husband and I hope you’ll be more forthcoming than before,” the voice echoed in her helmet.

	In between gasping shuddering breaths, petrified and shivering with the intense cold, Lynne poured out every disgusting detail he demanded of her, holding nothing back, volunteering, assisting; anything to get herself out that tank.

	“Now tell me about your sister!” He spoke softly, changing tack after ten minutes.

	“My-my sister… Sir?”

	He recognised the confusion in the girl’s voice and sensed, correctly, the protectiveness she felt towards her younger sibling.

	“Yes, stupid, your sister, Abigail! We touched briefly on her earlier. Don’t you remember? You carry her photograph in your handbag, don’t you?”

	“But … but … what’s she got ….?”

	“”Right, I can see this is useless. If you’re not willing to co-operate, I’ll just leave you in there until your air runs out. Is that what you want?”

	“Ugh … please … noo … please!” Lynne was absolutely terrified. “Please … I’ll tell you everything … anything you want to know.”

	Kurt hesitated for a long time before he answered, calculating the girl’s mounting terror in his mind. “All right!” he growled reluctantly. “You’d can tell me everything about her, her life, financial standing, what she likes and dislikes – everything! Remember, I already have facts from other sources, so I’ll know if you hold back or lie. Make your choice now, tell me everything or I’ll let you die where you are.”

	Desperately, Lynne gasped out everything he wanted to know about her sister. Meanwhile Brok had been amusing himself by dropping lumps of stale bread into the top of the tank, and some which eventually making there way down to brush against the pale, nude, imprisoned flesh below.

	“Hulglub!” Lynne away, gulping in fright and trying desperately to continue to breathe through the mast as the unseen, but in her mind disgusting, slimy objects brushing her skin.

	“Did you play at doctors and nurses together?” Kurt’s voice crackled again in Lynne’s ear.

	“Wh-what?”

	“You know what I mean, bitch! Played with each other – undressed - explored?”

	“I don’t – I can’t, ughh, blghhh!” Lynne’s voice became abruptly more panicky as more lumps of bread drifted down to brush against her nakedness.

	“Don’t fuck me around, Mrs Cameron! You have to tell me everything!” Kurt’s voice was clipped and assured. “I shall know if you hold back or lie. I’ll be a bit sorry, but believe me I WILL leave you down there with the other corpses!” He smiled grimly as he saw her terrified expression. “We have little further use for you now.”

	Lynne, terrified out of her mind, dredged up every disgusting secret his vile mind threw at her. She gave up every intimacy kept between sisters and friends, secrets they had shared under crisp white sheets when she was an adolescent teenager. Every innocent fumble was soiled by exposure to the monster who had condemned her to this torture. What she didn’t know, she made up, instinctively knowing what he wanted to hear.

	“One final question, Mrs Cameron. Would you prefer Abigail be brought here for interrogation, or shall we leave you down there to drown? ‘Yes’ to bring her here - ‘no’ to drown, which is it to be?”

	“Oh please you cannot expect … oh God!” Lynne’s voice dissolved into a despairing whisper as she contemplated dying at the bottom of the tank. Self-preservation and pure animal fear took over and, somehow she managed to croak out her reply.

	“Yrggg, yes … yes … yes … bring Abby!” she gulped, a beaten, broken woman. “Please … please … take me out of here! I can’t stand anymore.” Unaware of the upward movement of her numb, terrified body, she continued to plead. She had been down there for less than half-an-hour but it seemed like a lifetime to her.

	“Pl … please … take me! Have me … Sir!” Lynne finally managed to beg as she stood obediently clasping her hands to her head before Kurt. The beast placed his hands on her hips and slipped them gently up and down her sides as he eyed her shivering nudity.

	Lynne had never before actually asked, let alone begged, anyone to make love to her. The idea was so alien, let alone to such an ugly brute. Yet she was doing it, terrified that the German would put her back in the tank. With scarcely time to dry off since the last session the thought of being returned to that terrifying place was more than sufficient to persuade her to offer herself to the fat slob who controlled her.

	“Well … I’m not sure I want to now. You’re nothing really special, you know,” he lied blatantly, rubbing his rejection into her disbelieving, shocked face as he sat down and began scanning the newspaper. “I think it’s more fun seeing you swimming in the tank,” he laughed.

	“Oh please! I beg you! Please no!” sobbed Lynne, practically hysterical at his rejection of her. The thought of going back into that terrible dark, cold place was too much to bear and she instinctively, imploringly, held out her clasped hands towards him in supplication.

	“I don’t know … there’s not much to you. Ugly face, sagging tits, a fat arse.”

	Lynne’s shocked flushed face crumpled with each cruel barb he threw, her scattered wits unable to recognise the total travesty of his lies.

	“Give me a twirl, then!” he ordered. “Hands on head! Turn around and let me have another look at you!” Smiling, he folded his arms and waited.

	Lynne had never known such misery as she did right then. Obediently she turned under his gaze like an obscene ballet dancer, her eyes wet with tears of shame and despair. Never had her self-esteem sunk to such a low ebb.

	Kurt drank in the beauty’s distress with glee. She was broken, all right. Her distraught face told him everything he wanted to know. Now she was his, completely. The shapely 38B breasts jiggled enticingly above her flat belly as she turned to present her rear view, the inviting swell of her bottom glorious to look at, each cheek so firm and rounded. “You’ve got nothing I couldn’t get from a street girl - except they’d probably be better at it - so I think it has to be the bottom of the tank for you,” he said grimly.

	“Oh ... please no, I beg you no!” Lynne dropped to her knees, instinctively clutching at his trousered legs, eyes wide and terrified, imploring. A part of her brain could scarcely believe what she was doing, yet self-preservation had taken over, she had to do anything, anything at all, to avoid going back in the tank. She was little better than an animal at that moment.

	“Are you begging me to fuck you, really begging?” He appeared to deliberate as the nude beauty groveled on her knees, the lush breasts pressed against his legs, wide eyes staring up at him imploringly. “Beg me to fuck you hard, to fuck the arse off you and I might - just might - spare you today!”

	“Please-please fuck me, fuck me hard, fuck the arse off me, please Sir!” She repeated the catechism over and over again, desperate, totally uncaring of her degradation.

	The kneeling beauty’s begging words, her shivering lushness pressed so closely against him made his cock jerk with lust.

	“I might let you,” the bald, fat slob condescended, winking at the hidden camera.” You suck my cock first and then maybe I’ll let you fuck me. I’ll give you instructions, tell you what I want as we go,” he grunted.

	Kurt was in heaven as, at his command, her fluttering fingers pulled down the zip of his flies. He felt her cool hands opening his trousers and then gently, respectfully easing out his engorged cock. The frightened reverence with which she treated his cock pleased him immensely. He might have been the most attractive and virile film star and she just a star-struck fan.

	“Kiss it, tickle with just your tongue first,” he said thickly. “Go on! Lick up and down it, and then my balls!” he commanded hoarsely.

	He was unable to contain a gasp as her warm wet lips first engulfed his cock. Lynne’s face wrinkled in disgust and she flinched slightly as he grew yet more erect under her lips.

	The alternative to what she was doing was quite unthinkable and swiftly she forced her mouth back onto his quivering flesh. Kurt could see she hated what she was doing and the thought gave him additional pleasure. Her lips felt like tiny flowers filled with warm dew, pressing repeatedly along his growing length, her tongue darting out, tickling like a little insect as her mouth made its way down to his heavy balls, which her cool hand cupped so respectfully.

	“Now suck! Take it all in!” His voice was hoarse. “Hmmmm!” he sighed as his fully erect cock slid easily into her hot, wet mouth.

	Looking down at her bobbing head, he delighted in the spectacle as her cheeks alternately hollowed and bulged around his massive erection. Desperation was also there as she sucked and sucked, obviously keen to get it over with. His hands went to her head, assisting her by pushing her mouth further onto him, his climax rising fast … too fast! He stopped pushing. Did he really want it to end like this? Was there not more mileage here?

	“Wait, slut! Not too fast! I know you want to swallow my spunk, but let’s slow down a little … maybe try something else!” He suppressed a mocking smile at the disbelief in her face. Exercising self-control he didn’t know he possessed, Kurt reluctantly eased her head away from his glistening, throbbing cock. Lynne’s eyes wide were wide with fear and confusion. “Remove my clothes!” he ordered brusquely. “Then lie on top of me; get to know all of my body while I just check something in the newspaper.”

	Again he revelled in the rejection in her eyes as, mechanically, she began undressing him. It felt good, so damn good, especially they were both naked. Casually he turned over to lay on his belly, picking up his newspaper and pretending to read.

	“Kneel down there,” he pointed to his feet, “and kiss right up my legs to my buttocks!” he demanded.

	Oh it felt so good as, with only a moment’s hesitation Lynne complied. The hard tips of her swinging breasts brushed his legs as she knelt and began kissing his wobbly flesh. Soon she reached the top of his thighs. “Now then, kiss my bottom! Kiss my German arse! Get your tongue right up there! That’s all you English are good for,” he chuckled.

	“Oh ... please no … Sir,” she whispered. “ Don’t … please don’t make me! Not … not there!”

	“If your tongue isn’t in my arse in five seconds you are going back to that tank … to stay!” There was no mistaking the venom in the voice.

	He heard her sob of hopeless resignation and disgust and felt his erection stirring as she bent to obey. Her lips pressed against him and the tips of her breasts trailed electrifyingly over the flesh of his thighs. Over and again she licked as commanded while he kept up the pretence of reading his paper as if oblivious to her enforced devotions.

	“Get that tongue further in! Go on! Right in!” He anticipated the beginnings of her shuddering plea even before she managed to formulate it into words, relaxing as he turned another page of his paper.

	He shivered in pleasure as her hot, quivering tongue darted deep into his cleft. It was not only the illicit touch that fired his excitement; but also the knowledge that it the disgusting act was being done by an English beauty who was utterly repelled both by him and what she was being forced to do.

	This was an upper middle class Englishwoman; one of the arrogant ruling class with whom he was often forced to deal. He despised them all from the very depths of his being, just as they undoubtedly did him. He knew they regarded him as a fat bald-headed archetype Nazi and didn’t care. It suited his purpose.

	He smiled, feeling the lascivious tongue curling and licking deep in his bottom hole, and knew that he couldn’t keep up the feigned pretence of non-interest much longer.

	Lynne was totally conquered. No way was she going to risk being put back in the tank. Anything he wanted, she knew she would just have to do.

	“Good!” he whispered. He pointed to the little tube of mouthwash left casually on the table. “Now rinse out your mouth!”.

	To a casual observer not hearing the soft, whispered commands, what they were watching was a scene of depraved sexual lust between a loving couple. The brown-haired beauty lay full length on the bald-headed fat man, wriggling her lovely body against his; kissing and nibbling at his nipples, throat and mouth alternately. Her soft breasts were crushed against him, the smoothness of her bottom wriggling lasciviously under his expert caresses. She wriggled and moaned as one long finger curled between the inviting cheeks into the dark cleft between.

	Shocked at the unnatural invasion, Lynne broke away momentarily, straining up on taut white sinews, teeth bared as the finger slid further and further into her bottom hole. For a micro second, it looked as if she was about to rebel, then the man’s lips mouthed an unseen, whispered threat into her ear and she subsided, wriggling herself yet more seductively against his sagging flesh. Kurt grinned triumphantly into the camera lens, his finger delving deeper and deeper into her bottom hole.

	Lynne gave a long, sobbing moan which, to anyone watching, might have been mistaken for passion. Never had she felt such fear or disgust. Nevertheless, she continued to writhe obediently on top of her torturer, allowing him to do things to her that she had never imagined she would have allowed anyone to do. She was filled with contempt for herself at her surrender; yet in truth, anything else was not an option, just survival! Sucking the gross pervert’s penis had been bad enough; she had seldom done that before and never to someone so hideous. Yet this was infinitely worse. The man was odious, yet held ultimate power over her. She really had no choice!

	“Slide that sweet cunt of yours over my cock and fuck me,” he ordered in a hoarse whisper.

	Lynne’s face whitened. She looked at the camera in despair; knowing in her heart of hearts that was no real alternative. She had already sucked her torturer’s penis and tongued his bottom hole. Even so, knowing that her husband would almost certainly see this recording, it was the ultimate humiliation. Suppressing a despairing sob, she raised her hips and reached down to hesitantly grasp his male hardness, fighting her disgust as she guided the loathsome object into her moist channel. ”Hah,” she gasped, easing him home slowly.

	“Hurry, slut! If you don’t make me come in the next three minutes, you’ll be straight back in that tank with your hands and feet tied – and no breathing equipment!” Kurt’s mouth creased into a cruel smile. “And keep on kissing me,” he whispered. “Use your tongue!”

	Never had Lynne felt so dirty and degraded, yet this her only option. Desperately she began pumping up and down, cozening the male meat inside her sex slot with her vaginal muscles. Even worse, if that was possible, Kurt’s finger once more skewered tightly into her bottom hole right under the video camera’s lens. And all the while she had to force herself to go on kissing him, rolling her tongue around inside his mouth as if he was her dream sex stud.

	Kurt gasped and rolled his eyes, encased in liquid sex with Lynne writhing obediently on his cock. Desperately she pressed her mouth against his, tongue darting in and out like a minnow, nipples two hard organ stops against his chest, her anus a tight wriggling sex hole around his finger. He winked into the lens of the camera, knowing that such a scene would find its way into his photographic archive. And, of course, there would also be the bonus that recording Lynne’s utter degradation would no doubt persuade her husband to cooperate fully.

	The lewd thoughts coupled with Lynne’s desperate attempts at obedience proved to be irresistible and, well within the three stipulated minutes, Kurt found himself shooting his seed helplessly into the moist depths of her rippling vagina.

	Slowly he came down from his ‘high’ and, removing his finger from her arse, eased her up and off his already shrinking member.

	“Here’s someone very keen to see you!” he chortled as he forced Lynne to precede him into one of the other rooms off the main corridor.

	Lynne was sick to her stomach, hands clasped obediently at the back of her neck so her breasts were really out on show. How she wished she could cover herself.

	Kurt pushed open the door and she stopped dead in her tracks, such thoughts momentarily pushed aside. The occupant of the cell-like room was Asan; obviously a prisoner like herself. Stripped naked and bound to a wheeled chair in the centre of the room, the Arab youth was white faced with fear and rage, the horrible saw-toothed little electrodes clamped firmly to his nipples.

	Asan’s eyes widened in stunned recognition, the unconscious stirring of his tied, darkened, monstrously erect penis making her even more conscious of her own abused nudity.

	“Oh he’s been straining at the leash for this,” Lynne’s tormentor boasted. “He’s really been enjoying seeing me fucking you.” He turned his attention to the bound Arab lad and laughed. “Haven’t you, my boy?”

	“I … er … Sir?” Asan was obviously terrified and confused, not knowing quite what to say and squirming in his bonds as the German’s hand closed around his pulsing, painful erection.

	“Come over hear my dear!” ordered Kurt. “I want you to see this.”

	Shivering, Lynne did as ordered, her mouth dry with fear as the true extent of Asan’s bondage became clear. A thin leather shoelace was tied tightly around the root of Asan’s hugely swollen and rapidly blackening penis while another agonisingly separated and divided his testicles like a skeleton bra. A slim, copper shaft protruded from the eye of the erect penis with a wire running to the control box.

	Grinning, Kurt brutally removed the copper shaft from the swollen penis, bringing a tortured groan from Asan. “Keep your hands clasped at the back of your neck!” ordered the German. “Squat on his lap, a leg either side!”

	“Please … Sir! Don’t make me!” Lynne pleaded, squirming with fear and embarrassment. Frantically she looked back at Paula, still aiming the camera at her.

	“Do it, you fucking slut!” ordered the grinning Kurt. “You know what those clamps will do to his nipples – and his cock, if I stick this electrode back into it.”

	Unable to look at Asan in her shame and embarrassment, Lynne walked unsteadily to the tightly bound figure, lewdly parting her thighs and squatting on his knees, trying to make only minimal contact.

	“No, no! Further up! Let him feel what you’ve got between your legs!” He turned to Asan. “You told us during our talks how much you wanted to fuck her, didn’t you?”

	”Please … sir … it wasn’t … wasn’t … like that. “Aaaarghh! Aaaarghh!” Asan’s body arched in agony as Kurt cruelly activated the clamps. “Oh God! Oh God! Yessir… Yessir … please … please! Yes, oh yes!”” The Arab lad was broken though his courage was not completely dissipated. ”But … but … not like …!”

	Kurt was having none of it. “Don’t lie to me!” he interrupted harshly, continuing to masturbate the boy’s painfully erect shaft. “This got plenty excited when you saw your English ladyfriend without her clothes, didn’t it?” With a lecherous grin, he flicked a finger at the tip of Asan’s throbbing penis.” Be a great pity if this got too excited and I had to cut it off,” he mocked. Turning his attention back to a wide-eyed and trembling Lynne, he waved a warning finger. “Now shift that fat arse properly onto this! Quickly! Do as I say!”

	Lynne cringed with shame and gingerly edged upwards on Asan’s powerful thighs, feeling the lips of her vagina brush softly against his skin and seeing the effect on his cruelly tied and blackened penis sticking up beyond the level of her navel. Strangely, despite her predicament, she found the sight exciting and, once more, her vagina began to moisten itself in anticipation.

	“Hmm, like to stick this right up her juicy cunt right now, I reckon?” the German teased, a large sweaty hand expertly masturbating the young Arab, aiming the tortured cock so that the tip just brushed against the tangle of Lynne’s pubic hair. “Let her have just a little feel shall we? Go on, my dear!” he took one of Lynne hands from her head and placed it around Asan’s the tortured flesh.

	“Oh,” Lynne gasped as the beautiful cock jerked in her hand. Her flushed face reflected her shame and anguish as the fleshy cudgel twitched and grew even harder under her cool fingers.

	“Wank him a few times,” Kurt directed. “Oh yeah, that’s good,” he smiled as Asan began to helplessly move his hips under her gentle ministrations.” “Now, slip him inside you and sit down on it!”

	“Oh, please … please … no ... Sir … don’t make me, please!” Lynne pleaded brokenly.

	“You’ll do exactly as I say or I will do unimaginable things to you both,” the German’s voice was filled with venom. “Do you understand, my dear?”

	“Yes … yes … Sir.” Lynne’s reply was barely audible. Shaking as if with a fever, the obediently raised herself up; guiding the throbbing, tortured cock up into her hot wetness. Asan’s monstrously swollen cock filled and stretched her to capacity. It was horrible, degrading and the boy was terrified, yet how could she deny the shivery feeling of excitement already building in her loins. The leather bound phallus was so wonderfully large and, in some bizarre, barely understood way, the enforced coupling was doing almost unimaginable things to her libido. She had no responsibility for this, and thus no guilt. Guiltily, she suddenly remembered the camera recording her every move and, biting her lip, tried desperately to bring her excitement back under control.

	“Hands back behind your neck girl!” the German ordered curtly. “Stick those big tits of yours right out so he can suck on your nipples!”

	He turned back to Asan with a cruel glitter in his eyes. “I hope you remember what will happen if you ‘come’, boy,” Kurt grinned, holding up a knife.

	“You … you said … you’d … c … cut … it off, Sir.” Asan’s voice was weak, his gaze switched from Lynne’s quivering breasts to stare fearfully at the knife.

	The young Arab’s feelings were as anguished as Lynne’s. He recalled feeling tired at the restaurant and putting Lynne into the taxi, then nothing else until he awoke with a throbbing head, naked, blindfolded and bound.

	Strapped in his chair, Asan had struggled and cursed while the girl who had introduced herself as ‘Miss Pain’ teasingly brought him to a humiliating erection.

	It had been she who had agonisingly clamped his nipples and cock. He’d had no idea what to expect until the German interrogator had begun to question him, submitting him to gradually increasing electric shocks when he didn’t answer quite quickly or clearly enough.

	Not really knowing what his interrogators wanted or who they were and terrified of the pain the little electric shock machine could engender in his nipples and cock, he had readily answered all of their questions. Believing himself innocent and with nothing to hide, he’d told them all about his work, the negotiations with the British Foreign Office and even every personal thing they asked. He readily confessed that he wanted the lovely Lynne; and that the fact that she was older than he and a married woman to boot really didn’t matter to him.

	His first sight of Lynne naked and bound had been a severe shock to his system. An efficient gag coupled with explicit threats about certain nasty things the could do to her had prevented him uttering a sound, even when they wheeled him into the room where she was being interrogated.

	Lynne had looked so terribly helpless, her sheer vulnerability adding so much to her nude beauty. Kurt had questioned her himself that time; caressing, touching, stroking; doing all the intimate things that the boy had wanted to do to her for so long.

	Asan was in turmoil. Her undraped body was just as he had imagined it would be under the smart dresses which had allowed an occasional sight of cleavage or the short skirts that had, so temptingly, often revealed the smooth, tanned, golden brown of her thighs disappearing into the pert roundness of her bottom.

	Now Asan could see it all! The wonderfully full breasts, nipples stiffened with fear as the interrogator fondled them at will. The sight of his English rose so naked and vulnerable under Kurt’s brutal interrogation methods made his tied and speared erection swell massively as the German’s sweaty hands delved, pinched and caressed unhindered between Lynne’s beautifully spread thighs.

	Wheeling the young Arab away after his first sight of Lynne’s interrogation, the bastard had actually held the fingers which had been inside her under Asan’s nose; torturing him yet further by making him smell her womanly scent and then lick the fingers clean.

	Later, the boy was forced to watch a video recording of other, even more disgusting things that the German had done to his helpless subject. Filled with a sense of guilt, he felt his erection swelling again as he watched Kurt fucking her so brutally. The huge Turk, Brok, grinned when he noticed the effect on the boy’s libido and immediately took advantage by squatting down to masturbate the speared cock almost to the point of orgasm, then stopping just before it happened. Five or six times he did this, until Asan was begging the big brute to please … please … please … finish him off.

	Asan groaned at the humiliating memory and tried to come to terms with the fact that, if he didn’t stop himself doing the one thing he so desperately longed to do, he would no longer be a man.

	He was so sexually excited that he scarcely dared move his loins lest he ejaculated. Lynne’s pulsating chasm fitted him like a tight, hot glove filled with warm cream. Her internal muscles gripped and held him while her breasts, nipples tight erect cones of bouncing desire, quivered so temptingly just inches in front of his face.

	“Kiss them! Lick them! Go on, take them in your mouth! You know you want to!” the German directed.

	Asan groaned again, yet leaned forward in his bonds, feeling his hardness throbbing painfully inside Lynne’s succulent moist heat. Her nipples were peaks of perfection, swelling in his trembling mouth as he gently kissed and sucked, desperately trying not to give way to his excitement.

	“Rock up and down a bit on him girl; go on, tempt him a little!” Kurt patted the enticing swelling of Lynne’s bottom.

	Oohh, hghhh,” Asan groaned, clenching his fists and straining every tendon as Lynne, shamefacedly yet obediently, began to slide her velvet sheath up and down his shaft. Gasping, the young Arab threw his head back, trying as hard as he could to retain control.

	Obeying the German, Lynne continued to slide seductively up and down on him, her soft, wet, hot vagina coddling his tortured shaft, her bare breasts jiggling, her mouth open slightly, her tongue licking greedily at her lips, green eyes wide with helpless arousal.

	“Haaghhh!” With a groaning shudder, hot slivers of pure lust rushed from Asan’s captive loins to explode within the succulent moistness of her sex, and in that moment, he didn’t care that this was probably the last time he would be able to experience this oh so fantastic feeling.

	Groaning, the young Arab thrust ever deeper into Lynne’s succulent channel. He was in the grip of totally uncontrollable, uninhibited lust for this beautiful, naked woman sitting on his cock; the woman he’d desired for so long. Constrained by his bonds, he wished desperately to could clasp her nakedness to his own, grip the swelling of her bottom and kiss her parted, gasping lips. Then, all too soon, it was over and he was ‘coming’ … ‘coming’ … ‘coming’ - deep inside Lynne’s clasping sheath. Lust subsiding, he began to shake in terror as he recognised the cruel, mocking look in his captor’s eyes.

	“Oh ho!” sneered Kurt. “Looks like that’ll be your first and last time with her, my lad.” Patronisingly, Kurt patted the boy’s shaking thigh.

	Asan was absolutely terrified – and humiliated beyond anything that had ever happened to him. “Please … please, Sir … I couldn’t help it,” he groaned pitifully as Lynne, also flushed with fear and shame, looked down shamefacedly at the floor.

	Kurt grinned sadistically. “Okay, get off him, slut!” he ordered cynically. “I can see that Brok will have to curb your young man’s loss of self control.” He looked from one to the other of his captives, reveling in the girl’s shame and the young man’s terror.

	 

	 

	CHAPTER 5

	 

	“Hope you are keeping well?” the blonde girl said, smiling politely to Brian the following day when he opened the door to her.

	“What about Lynne? He asked urgently. “What’s happened to her? Is she OK? If anyone …!”

	The girl interrupted the disjointed flow of words by holding up a large colour photograph. “She’s fine,” she said calmly, “for the moment, anyway. Look!”

	Brian’s eyes opened wide and he fought back his bile. The photo showed his lovely wife standing stark naked with her hands clasped tightly behind her neck, next to a large masked man holding a copy of a current paper. Although unconstrained by obvious bonds, she looked absolutely terrified and he wondered what else they might have done to her.

	Smiling sweetly, the girl held up another photograph in which a distraught Lynne was pictured touching her toes in front of the same man who was caressing the taut skin of her lovely naked bottom with the confidence of complete possession. The blonde was also in the picture, standing beside the wretched, naked Lynne and holding a copy of the paper in one hand so that the date could be clearly seen. In her other hand, she held a long, vicious-looking cane, lifted as if about to strike down at the perfectly presented, stretched globes in front of her.

	Brian took a furious step towards the grinning blonde. “You … you cow!” he spat. “You’ve actually … been there with her? That cane! If you … you’ve …!”” he stammered.

	“You’ll what?” the girl interrupted a scowl. “Don’t forget my colleagues are watching and listening to you right now!” she cautioned.

	Brian subsided at once. Whatever else, he MUST NOT anger this dangerous woman. She was his only link to Lynne. “I’m sorry,” he said quickly. I … I … didn’t mean anything.”

	The blonde grinned at his immediate surrender. Good!” she chuckled, reaching up to remove her blonde wig. I think we understand each other. Just remember that if you try anything; photos, police, surveillance; anything at all - your wife will die very, very slowly and horribly! Get me?”

	Brian nodded wordlessly, feeling totally helpless in the face of such threats.

	“Fine! Now I’d like you to strip please! Come on! Right now! Totally naked, like before!” Her mouth curved into a mocking smile.

	Brian wilted under the look and took a step back inside, his fingers already reluctantly fumbling with buttons and zip. The girl followed him in and reached back to shut the door. Without the wig, her face seemed to take on a much harder look, her short spiky blonde hair adding to the impression of a young and vicious dyke, rather than the very attractive girl who’d rung his doorbell just a minute or so ago. He shuddered inwardly at the thought that lovely, vulnerable Lynne was held captive by such ruthless people.

	“You’ve got just four days to arrange the transmission of three million pounds in accordance with these instructions!” The girl carelessly tossed Brian a small envelope as he feverishly tore off his clothes. “Now then, down on your knees! Hands behind your head! She gestured arrogantly and he dropped to his knees obediently, clasping his hands, like Lynne’s, tightly behind his neck. The girl’s booted foot jabbed at his limp penis and balls, making him wince.

	“Three million!” he gasped unbelievingly. “ I can’t … it will take…”

	“Don’t interrupt, you bastard!” she snarled, her foot jabbing his balls and making him gasp with pain. “And fuckin’ remember how you address me, you miserable wanker?”

	“S-sorry Miss,” he groveled, all the while wishing he could leap at this smirking, arrogant bitch who had him and his wife so utterly at her mercy.

	“It will take just four days,” she continued smoothly, “or you poor fuckin’ wife will be dead meat.” She frowned. “Now I’m gonna show you a video recording of some of the things we’ve been doing to your wife while you’ve been living so comfortably here. Believe me, we will continue to do things to her until you’ve made the arrangements and the cash in in our hands. Trust me when I say that you wouldn’t best advised to take any longer than the three days.” She smiled sweetly at him and moved to insert the cassette into his video player.

	Brian watched with growing anger as he saw his naked wife with the masked Kurt and the Arab boy. To his horror, though, he felt his erection growing at the lewd way that his lovely wife was being treated.

	The blonde grinned. “You obviously enjoy this,” she said with a sneer, “so toss yourself off right now, while I watch! Don’t worry, you’ll have time to wipe it off the carpet before your slutty wife comes home.”

	Paula smiled triumphantly as, very reluctantly, Brian began to masturbate himself. “Oh,” she went on smoothly, “and you’ll ask Lynne’s sister Abigail to assist you. From what your wife told us, she seems to be a fairly sensible girl. We’ll want her to deliver the money and pick up your wife.”

	“But … but … Miss …!”

	“Get on with it, you wanker, right now!”

	Red faced with shame and humiliation, his eyes still riveted in horrified fascination to the obscene video of Lynne’s degradation, Brian began masturbating himself.

	“And don’t even think about fuckin’ around with us,” Paula snapped disdainfully over her shoulder as she left the apartment five minutes later, leaving him kneeling still naked on the carpet with a whitish, viscous puddle of semen staining the carpet in front of him. Brian had tears in his eyes, his hands once more clasped humiliatingly at the back of his neck as the video continued to display yet more scenes of his wife’s sexual torment.

	 

	 

	CHAPTER 6

	 

	“Brian … please … please, do as they say!” It was later that same day and Lynne lay naked, face down on the floor, arms and legs spread like a starfish, almost as if she was embracing the cold concrete. Paula held a camcorder to capture her victim’s suffering and terror, slowly walking around the spread-eagled girl as Lynne hesitantly read from a typewritten note on the wall just out of camera range.

	“Please, Brian, you must do everything they say! Get me out of here, please! Get the money as quick as you can!” She shivered on the concrete as she read the next paragraph. “I’ve -I’ve already b-been w-well f-fucked,” her voice trembled and was barely a whisper as she spoke, “by-by this g-gentleman,” her frightened eyes flicked up to a smiling Kurt, who nodded his head as if in agreement.

	The huge Turk, Brok, walked into view carrying the ever-present current copy of the newspaper. Brok wore a mask to hide his identity, but his grossness couldn’t be disguised, nor his mouth creasing into a lewd smile as he crouched beside the naked Lynne. Lightly yet possessively he smacked the enticing globes of her bottom. “They-they want me to tell you that they are going to fuck me over and over until …!” Lynne’s voice tailed off ...!

	“Carry on, girl, or you know what I promised,” a male voice threatened from off camera.

	Lynne’s voice was no more than a whisper as she went on. “And-and they say these gentlemen here will-will be giving me an-an e-enema when this filming is over to purify my-my soul,” tears were now trickling freely down her lovely face. “So-so please, please Brian, do everything they say as quickly as you can to get me out and please don’t tell anyone. They say they’ll ex-execute me after they’ve all f-fucked the-the a-arse off me,” she whispered, obviously still reading from the script.

	Lynne was mentally cringing, even at speaking such words, but the memory of what she had to say was burnt almost literally into her mind. She’d had to spend the previous two hours rehearsing the words over and again and, whenever she wasn’t word perfect, the camera had been switched off and the hideous earrings and nipple clamps had exploded into life. Her ears and nipples still tingled when she thought about it.

	“Okay then Mrs Cameron,” said Kurt politely, “turn over and lay on your back, please.”

	With a soundless groan, biting her lip, Lynne obeyed immediately. She was now in the position a woman might most fear when confronted by an aggressor. She drew her thighs together modestly, extremely conscious of the camera and the fact that Brian would undoubtedly see the film later.

	“Oh I think we can do better than that,” Kurt scolded. “Open your legs wide and raise your knees! Come on, don’t hide your charms!”

	Stifling a sob and the panic which threatened to engulf her, Lynne obeyed, closing her eyes as Paula moved closer between her so shamefully spread thighs.

	“There, that’s a lot better.” Kurt’s voice was low and tight “Such a nice little cunt and arse!” He spoke directly into the camera. “I just wanted to give you a reminder of what you are missing while your wife is here with us.” He winked and reached down to insert two fingers into Lynne’s open vagina. “Don’t you worry, we’ll keep this warm for you!”

	Later, lying naked and face down on the table, her wrists twisted and cuffed painfully up between her shoulder blades, Lynne’s body was a coiled spring of tension. She had seen Kurt and Brok bringing a rubber tube, a bowl and a jug of water and knew what they were for. Her feelings of disgust weren’t helped by Paula stroking her hair like a lover; while penetrating the moist heat of her captive’s anus with one long finger. The unwanted and unnatural touch made her shiver with shame and dread.

	“Now we purify your insides as well as your soul,” Kurt snapped cruelly.

	Crack!

	“Hah!” Lynne yelped as her interrogator casually slapped her bottom hard, the sound echoing around the chill room.

	“Oh please, Sir! Aaaaargh!” she moaned as his thick finger replaced Paula’s in her delicate anal bud. Oh God,” she groaned, her cheeks helplessly contracting as the finger intruded rudely between them. “Urrrghhh!” The agonised grunt was torn from her at the cold intrusion of the rubber tube pushing into her tight resisting heat. “Graaahhh,” she gasped, at least able to partially ignore the girl stroking and cradling her head; the pain and discomfort of the cold tube increasing with every additional inch it intruded into her rectum. She felt so horribly stretched and degraded.

	Now then!” hissed the German.

	Lynne’s toes and bottom twitched as she heard the words followed by a trickle of water. “Aaghhh,” she moaned. The water was cold, making it feel as if a sliver of ice was being forced deep into her anal channel.

	“Don’t resist!” Paula hissed. “Hold it in for sixty seconds or I’ll make you very, very sorry”” purred the girl cruelly.

	Too terrified to rebel, Lynne clenched her bottom, feeling horribly full. With a grimace, she tightened her belly in an attempt to contain it. It was vile, horrible and she felt so ashamed. Soundlessly, she counted the seconds away, straining desperately not to let herself go. Paula’s threat, she knew, was not an empty one. Slowly, excruciatingly, the seconds ticked away until, at the precise count of sixty, she was finally able to release her bowels noisily into the conveniently presented bucket. She wept, red-faced with shame and humiliation as Paula laughed cruelly.

	 

	An hour later, she was alone with the huge Turk. “Now it’s my turn, little Miss Big Tits,” sneered Brok. The Turk’s voice was deep, almost syrupy, like the sound of tar trickling into a barrel. He chuckled nastily. “So, slut, you’ve been the water tank and now been well cleared out! Clean inside and out, eh?”

	Lynne was leant forward over a table and her muscles tensed in dread as she heard him shuffling closer to her. Her shoulders and bottom twitched uncontrollably as she thought about was about to happen. “Urrghh!” She was unable to prevent a groan as she felt his massive shaft rubbing against the cheeks of her bottom. Involuntarily, her cheeks contracted in a useless attempt to protect its secrets from the awful intruder. Never in all her life had she envisaged being taken so brutally like an animal by such a man.

	“Now then, my beauty!” Brok muttered, laying along her back to clasp his big hands around her flattened breasts.

	Lynne’s fists clenched and unclenched in fear and anger, the latter directed more against herself than her antagonist at the unwanted flutter of excitement in her loins. Suppressing another deep, humiliated groan, she marveled at how she could even think about enjoying being taken so helplessly and unnaturally?

	“Such a nice little arse,” Brok purred, his erection pushing itself into her puckered little brown rosebud, making her stomach turn with a mixture of shame and discomfort. “You like I think,” he continued, voice hoarse with lust. His massive erection slid painfully into her stretched anal channel while his huge, dirty hands cruelly mauled her breasts. He was in heaven, her bottom cool against him, her eyes screwed shut against the pain as the anal assault continued. “Oh yes!” he chuckled as his helpless captive sobbed and squirmed mindlessly under the attack. “That how it work with me, eh? I think you like very much!”

	“Ugh, ugh, urrgghhh,” Lynne sobbed, stretched helplessly over the table, her fists little balls of tension. She was totally humiliated, frantically trying to deny the undeniable sexual excitement she felt at being so brutally ravished.

	 

	 

	CHAPTER 7

	 

	“Thanks for coming, Abby!” It was the following day and Brian was making Lynne’s younger sister a coffee. With an effort he forced himself not to look at the teenager’s shapely, long tanned legs under her short white dress.

	“I really do appreciate it,” he went on, “and thanks for not telling anyone. It really is a matter of life and death. He sat down and helplessly began to explain about Lynne’s predicament while the pretty teenager’s face got whiter and whiter with every revelation. “Please darling, you just HAVE to promise to keep this between ourselves, he finished. “Nobody must know, especially the police! It’s the only way we’ll get her back.”

	“All right, I promise!” The pretty blonde looked both frightened and puzzled. “But what can I do? How can I help? Is it to do with my lottery win, d’you think?”

	Brian held up his hands in a helpless gesture. “No, I don’t think so,” he said. “The kidnappers told me that they wanted someone reliable to make the ransom drop. I don’t know why they want you specifically, Abby. They want several million from me and that’s all right, but that haven’t asked anything from you.” At that moment the telephone in the den began to ring. “Oh … excuse me!” he muttered as he went to answer it.

	“It was them,” he explained hurriedly, when he came back. “They want to meet, but they don’t want to come here. I’ve got to meet some man in my club. Fifteen minutes, they said. I’ll be pushed to make it. Look make yourself at home, unpack, make yourself a drink, whatever …! I’ll be back as soon as I can.” He ducked out of the door in obvious agitation.

	 

	Abby took her case to the little spare bedroom she always used; then went to the tiny kitchen and put on the kettle. Even as it began to sing, there was a hammering at the door.

	“I’m an ambulance driver, Miss,” a male voice called through the letterbox. “There’s a gentleman here who has just had an accident outside. He’s asking for you.”

	It never occurred to Abby to check and verify; her mind was in turmoil.

	The moment she opened the door a man and woman in paramedic uniforms carrying a stretcher pushed her back in.

	“What?” was the only intelligible word Abby could utter before the waiting hypodermic plunged into her arm and an iron grip clamped over her mouth. Whatever was in the hypodermic was potent and, within scant seconds, she felt tired and relaxed, the urge to scream a distant memory as they efficiently removed her clothes and strapped her into the stretcher.

	The bright pop of a camera flash irritated her momentarily. She couldn’t lift her arms to shield her breasts as the man took close ups of her naked body. Just for a moment, she wondered why he was leaving the nude snaps of her on the coffee table? Then that didn’t seem particularly important either and she drifted off to sleep.

	 

	“Hi Abby I’m back, sorry I was so long.” Brian’s voice sounded agitated and perplexed when he returned to the apartment a full half-hour later. “No-one turned up,” he said worriedly. “Did they ring here? Hello! Abby!” he shouted, unable to suppress a note of concern when he got no response.

	His gaze fell on the coffee table and, with a sense of dread, he picked up the photo of a naked Abby spreadeagled obscenely on a stretcher with a grinning man delving deep within her spread legs. Mind reeling, he read the note telling him that he would shortly receive written authority from the girl authorising him to withdraw the three hundred thousand he had invested from her lottery win. He understood then.

	 

	 

	CHAPTER 8

	 

	Abby returned to consciousness in a small, uncomfortable bed with a man in medical uniform bending over her. She tried to focus her mind on what had happened; had she been in some accident? Then vague recollections of being carried from Brian’s house on a stretcher crashed back into her memory. Confused, she shook her head in an attempt to clear her thoughts. What had happened? Was she ill? Had she collapsed or something? Her mind was still fuzzy.

	Slap!

	“Wake up little girl,” the man’s voice was so soft compared to the sharp pain from the slap across her bare breasts.

	“What? Ouch,” the second blow brought some clarity to her scrambled brain, recollections of being manhandled. She covered her breasts with her hands, gasping with the sudden realisation that she had been stripped naked.

	“Good, you’re awake,” the male voice said smoothly.

	Slowly Abby’s eyes focused on the round, sweating face, the bright overhead lights reflected by his half-moon glasses. The man’s leering look unsettled her, not least that she was so vulnerably naked. “Where are my clothes?” she asked, frightened. “What’s going on? Where am I? Where’s Brian?”

	She looked beyond the foot of her bed to the grimy peeling, plastered walls and ceiling; nothing indicative of a hospital.

	“So many questions,” the man replied with a sinister chuckle. “Brian’s fine for the moment, but I thought you were interested in helping your sister, Lynne?” The man’s voice, with its identifiable German accent, seemed to almost caress her in a horrible way, making her flesh crawl.

	Abby’s eyes opened wide. “She’s here?” she gasped. “Is everything all right?” Even as she spoke the words a sinking feeling in her stomach warned her that things were definitely NOT all right.

	“All in good time, my dear,” said the man fussily. “First we have to take your temperature; make sure you’re quite recovered. So, if you’ll turn over on your tummy, we’ll find the spot in your pretty bottom and…”

	“What?” she practically shrieked as his moist, warm hands descended to her nakedness and began to turn her over. “Get off me!” she snarled.

	“Oh dear, I can see you’re going to be difficult.” The man chuckled evilly. “I do so hate it when that happens.” He grinned down at her lecherously. “Would you like to see what you sister has learned about disobedience?” He pointed until she craned her neck round.

	“Oh God!” Words almost failed the trembling girl at what she saw. Lynne was just a few metres away, stark naked, her face a mask of agony. She was sitting astride a triangular, wooden box-like contraption about a meter high. Her whole weight was resting on the apex of the box that pushed painfully up into her spread thighs. Her wrists were twisted up between her shoulder blades, thrusting her breasts out provocatively. Her legs were tied backwards on either side of the apex so that she was balanced on her most sensitive flesh, the top edge of the hard wood pressing horribly into her splayed vulva. That she didn’t fall from her pivotal and precarious position was largely due to a rope looped around her neck and tied to a ceiling beam. A long strip of black tape across her lips prevented her vocalising her pain. To complete the picture of servitude and misery, a tough-looking spike-haired girl of about Abby’s own age stood beside her sister, ominously swishing a thin cane. Vaguely Abby recognised her as being one of those who had carried her out on the stretcher.

	“You see what happens when you don’t obey?” the man sneered.

	“Oh my God! You bastards! Get her down from there, please!” Abby wailed, forgetting hr own exposed nakedness and vulnerability for a moment. “You fucking bastards. You’re killing her!”

	“You’ll learn to modify your language here, and show us some respect young lady,” the man growled angrily. “As an example, rather than being allowed down, your sister will now receive one stroke of the cane on her bare bottom.” He nodded to the spike-haired girl.

	“No,” Abby wailed but it was too late.

	“Agrghhh!” The muffled scream could be heard even through Lynne’s gag. as cane lashed cruelly across the swelling of her bottom. Unmindful of the pain in her crotch, she squirmed a little on her already painful perch, eyes shut tight against the pain.

	“She will receive another one in ten seconds unless you are turned over and laying on your belly ready to receive a stroke of the cane yourself for your own punishment. Then you will allow me to stick my thermometer right up your bottom young lady!” The man was quite calm as if it was just a small favour he asked

	“You’re fucking mad! You can’t ...!” Abby’s eyes widened in horror as the man nodded cheerfully to the spike-haired girl.

	Swack!

	“Aarghhh,” another muffled, yet even louder scream was torn from Lynne’s mouth as the grim-faced cow lashed her bottom, forcing her to squirm painfully on the sharp edge cutting so cruelly up into her.

	“That’s a direct consequence of YOUR bad language and disobedience.” The man removed his glasses, polishing them on a dirty handkerchief as he peered down at the naked Abby. “You have to ask yourself the question, little girl! How much more suffering do you want to cause your sister before you come to heel?” He laughed at her suddenly terrified expression. “You will, you know; sooner or later!” Until you obey me implicitly, Lynne will remain where she is and be caned. Take as long as you like but I’m told it’s very painful on the subject’s cunt! Also, she’s already been up there waiting up for the last forty five minutes whilst you came to.”

	Totally defeated at the sight of Lynne’s suffering, Abby bit her lip and rolled obediently over onto her belly. The pounding of her heart increased as the man bent over her and she tensed herself not to lash out. Yet surprisingly he touched her ear rather than her body.

	“Before we start I’m making you a gift of a pair of earrings. They are the same as the ones your sister wears.” He chuckled, the sound making Abby’s flesh creep. “I think she likes them.”

	Abby looked across at the sister and saw the large, unfashionable rings hanging from each of Lynne’s small ears. She also saw the look of additional fear on her sister’s face.

	“Needless to say, if you resist, Lynne will only suffer more than she already is,” he told her.

	The spike-haired girl clicked the earrings in place.

	“There’s a good girl,” Kurt said, playfully ruffling her long hair.” They are locked in place and I’ll just demonstrate what happens if you step out of line.” He brought out a little remote control console from his pocket.

	“Yaaaarghhh!” Abby’s whole world dissolved into exploding pain as the earrings activated. Her head strained back on her neck, her eyes screwed tight against the excruciating agony. The scream torn from gaping mouth was almost mindless in its intensity. Frantically the naked girl pressed her hands to her ears in a futile attempt to alleviate the all-consuming agony.

	“That’s what happens when you’re a bad girl or if you try to remove them.” The leering man smiled down at the shaking girl. He trailed a finger over the dew of perspiration on her bottom. “Now let’s have a good look at the sweets! I wasn’t present when my companion undressed you.” The voice was tight with sexual tension

	“Pleeease.” Abby closed her eyes in shame as the man’s hot, sweaty hand caressed her bottom possessively. It took all her willpower not to resist. She tensed as the smirking girl strolled across to her, raising the cane as she did so. Instinctively she reached back with hands in an attempt to cover her exposed flesh.

	“Hands away, bitch; or your sister gets another one!” the girl warned savagely. “Or we can always light up your head again for you.”

	Reluctantly Abby let her hands fall away, leaving her bottom totally at the girl’s mercy. She looked at Lynne, seeing the look of compassion mix with the pain on her sister’s agonised face.

	Swack!

	“Haaaghh, grrghhhh,” Abby yelped and screamed as, the rod laid a line of fire right across her bottom. She rolled from side to side, pressing her hands to her burning flesh. Never had she known such pain before. It was the first time she had actually experienced the pain and indignity of being caned - and for no real reason. Even worse, the caning of her naked bottom had a kind of sexual connotation.

	“Hands away girl! Don’t touch your arse this time!”

	“No … no, please, you can’t … I can’t … please,” she wailed, hardly able to comprehend that she was to be caned again simply for trying to ease her pain.

	“Would you’d prefer your sister to take it for you?” the girl enquired sweetly.

	“Please … please … no … no!” Abby whimpered, reluctantly removing her hands from her pain-filled globes. She tensed in anticipatory dread, shoulders knotted, bottom twitching and flinching as she waited for the blow.

	Swack! It came quickly, laying another line of molten agony bisecting the first.

	“Yaaaaarghhh!” Abby bit down into the pillow to avoid biting her tongue. Her fists were balled tightly in an attempt to stop them instinctively flying to the seat of her agony. Her bottom felt as if it had been cut in two by red-hot wire. It throbbed and throbbed, and in her imagination expanded into two huge balloons. Tears wet the pillow under her tightly shut eyes as she tried to absorb a degree of pain she had never known before. Even worse was the knowledge that the agony had been applied wantonly both to her and her sister just as a lesson to them.

	“There’s a good girl,” crooned the man, “now we’ll take your temperature.”

	“Please … please … let Lynne down!” Abby sobbed. I’m doing exactly what you want. I’ll even let you ….!”

	He pleading was cut short by the man. “Oh so you’ll let me will you?” He laughed shortly. “Well, that’s very good of you, but I’m not sure you have any choice,” he chuckled.

	“Aaarggghhh!” Abby’s ears exploded into fresh pain.

	“Just a reminder,” the German said coolly. He regarded the crying girl with equanimity. “In good time we’ll think about easing your sister’s pain, but only if you obey me. You know now what we can do to you - and to her - if you disobey in the slightest. Meantime, you may address me as ‘Sir,’ my assistant as ‘Miss!’ Understand?”

	“Y-Yes … Sir,” the word came out reluctantly, but she knew she had no choice but continue to play his little game. She couldn’t face more of that agonising pain, or having it inflicted on Lynne.

	“Oh, please,” she gasped in shame and discomfort as he probed into the cool cleft of her anal canal. She looked up desperately to where Lynne was perched so agonisingly on the box and sobbed.

	“Urrgghhh!” she grunted, grinding her teeth as the cold bulb of a rectal thermometer was pushed shamefully and unnaturally into the tightness of her bottom. She felt sick.

	 

	Kurt smiled, feeling the bulge growing in his trousers, admitting to himself that, although much of this was staged for his and Paula’s personal gratification, it also served another, even more important purpose, the breaking of the girl’s will.

	The taking of the naked girl’s temperature was totally pointless in physical terms, yet the fact of her lying before him with the glass stem sticking out from between her red-striped bottom cheeks was one method of sapping her will to resist. The fact that it gave him gratification was a bonus.

	“You seem healthy enough young lady, he finally pronounced, extracting the glass tube from her tight cleft with slow relish. “Now roll over, legs spread! Right up, I mean! Hold them up behind your ears! I have to search you.

	“What! You cannot expect … oh, Sir!” She remembered the respectful manner of address but obviously couldn’t quite believe what he required.

	“Oh but I do my dear. Or your sister’s punishment continues as well as your own!” He smiled cruelly. “Take time to think, I’m sure your sister can wait a little while longer!” he nodded to the tied beauty squirming in agony on the apex of the wood so deeply embedded between her spread legs

	He drank in the young blonde’s look of shame as she gingerly turned over as he commanded. Slowly, reluctantly, she parted her thighs.

	“Wider!” he commanded sternly, “and lift them more! I don’t want you to have any secrets from me.” Abby stifled a sob and pulled her legs higher to blatantly reveal her vaginal opening.

	“Let’s see … hmm nothing in here,” he slid a finger deep into the pink lips of her sex, then another and another until all three digits were squirming around in her moist hole. Grinning, he removed his fingers and moved on. “And I guess this is clear,” he chuckled, one skewering finger replacing the thermometer in the tight, hot heat of her anus. “Now Get up and stand over there! Legs spread wide, hands on your head and we’ll see about releasing your sister!”

	He delighted as she obeyed, his eyes roaming over her exposed charms; the small up-thrust breasts, the pert roundness of her striped bottom. No longer was this the sharp youngster who he had awoken just half an hour earlier. Getting her to sign the necessary release forms for the lottery money should be no problem; but he would enjoy continuing to persuade her.

	 

	“Here, let me help you down!” Paula’s voice was softer, almost caring, as she eased Lynne down from the devilish frame cutting into her delicate womanhood.

	“Haaarrgghh!” Lynne was groaning as she clambered off the horrid contraption and would have fallen had it not been for the girl’s arms around her waist. She wanted to say something comforting to her sister, but the trembling girl was standing erect in front of the old creep, Kurt, and she dare not take a chance on inviting more agony on either of them by interrupting.

	Sudden guilt threatened to swamp her racing mind. Abby was only here because she had given her interrogators her details and she’d never forget that she had actually agreed to her sister being brought here as an alternative to her being plunged back into that horrible tank.

	“Come on, darling, let me ease it a bit for you!” The spike-haired blonde guided Lynne to a side room and produced a soft sponge.

	“Huh, hah, haaahh,” Lynne gasped as the warm sponge pushed gently against her so ravaged, tender flesh, easing, soothing. Her arms were automatically draped around the girl’s shoulders and she scarcely noticed when the sponge was replaced with the girl’s fingers, making her wriggle.

	“Come here girl,” Paula’s voice was soft and low, yet threatening. The young interrogator had perched herself on the edge of a table and was reaching down to slide off her panties. Slowly discarding the small white garment, she gave a saucy, expectant smile and spread her legs to reveal the dark slash of her sex slot.

	A plea began to form on Lynne’s mouth before she realised its futility and, on wobbly legs, she managed to hobble towards her tormentor. She dropped to her knees before the spread thighs, the soft infusion of lust from the girl’s fingers dissipating when strong hands gripped her hair and pulled her head between the waiting thighs. Lynne wasn’t a lesbian and had never dome anything like this before.

	“Use your tongue!” the girl hissed.

	“Please, Miss … I’ve not ….”

	“Do it or else, bitch! Come on, fuck me with your tongue or I’ll put you straight back on the cunt-stretcher!” The voice was grim, brooking no argument.

	Lynne stomach heaved as she edged her mouth towards the younger girl’s sex. It felt so unnatural, disgusting and even worse when she smelt the girl’s arousal. Then hands grabbed her head, forcing her lips against the wet flesh, the harsh voice above ordering her to lick.

	Although she didn’t normally ‘do’ oral sex, for a moment she tried to pretend that it was Brian, who she had reluctantly obliged when she’d had enough to drink. Yet this was worse - there was no straining male flesh to excite her, just a hairy mauve ring beckoning mutely.

	She licked and lapped at the intimate flesh, fighting for breath when the girl’s strong thighs clamped around her flushed face, hands pulling her head even closer. The hot moist flesh was horrid, vile against her mouth as, almost within seconds it seemed, the young blonde shuddered to a climax.

	“Spread your legs wider!” Paula demanded a few minutes later. “I’m going to take you like a man, like your husband Brian maybe! Look! He likes me and likes what is happening to you.”

	“Oh please … Miss,” Lynne could do or say nothing more at the sight of the photos the girl flashed before her despairing eyes. She suppressed a frightened sob. The sight of Brian kneeling naked; masturbating himself before the television image of her being caned by Kurt was like a kick in the belly. At that moment she hated him – which she guessed was just what these sadists wanted.

	The spike-haired girl laughed at her confusion. “Oh, forget him, darling!” she crooned. “It’s a girlie night in for you and I. Now then, hands on your head! Quickly!”

	“Please, is Brian … all right Miss?” Lynne pleaded almost in a whisper.

	The young blonde chuckled. “I guess so. He’s trying to decide whether he likes you more or his money at the moment. So who knows?” The girl sounded flippant, almost uninterested. “Anyway, no more questions! You know what happens when you ask too many questions. For now you belong to me, entirely. Kurt has given you to me. Isn’t that nice?”

	“Please-please don’t-don’t hurt me Miss,” Lynne whispered miserably trying to forget Brian as she obediently widened her thighs, her breasts lifting upwards with her posture to point temptingly at the young demon.

	Worse was to follow. In a strutting parody of a male aggressor, the girl swaggered towards her, hands on hips, with a huge black rubber dildo jutting out from her loins.

	“Hmm, nice tits,” the girl sneered, obscenely stroking Lynne’s precious orbs and teasing the nipples to unwanted erection. “I bet hubby would like to cop a feel of these.” The girl’s hands left her captive’s flint-nippled breasts, moving round to cup and hold the flinching cheeks of her well-striped bottom.

	“Urrggghhh!” Lynne gasped as, after carefully positioning the hard rubber phallus, the blonde brutally slammed it up into her captive’s sex slot, gripping the striped bottom cheeks painfully to weld them together. The rubber felt so cold and unnatural, painfully filling and stretching Lynne’s already tender sex.

	“Hold, me, kiss me!” the blonde demanded. “Work with me or you’ll be back on the wooden horse!” she girl panted, thrusting hard in an out of Lynne’s pulsating vagina.

	Feeling sick and debased, Lynne tentatively held the girl’s shoulders, kissing the thin line of her interrogator’s lips, her hips working reluctantly with the girl’s, jerking herself in rhythm with the hands clawing painfully at her sore bottom.

	Worse, she couldn’t deny that the thrusting rubber within in her was helplessly inflaming her clitoris to the point that, very soon, she was bucking with abandon in the blonde’s arms; holding her, pulling her even closer to push the rubber in yet deeper. She tried to ignore the blonde’s triumphant face looking down at her as she reluctantly shuddered to humiliating climax.

	 

	 

	CHAPTER 9

	 

	“Look old chap, I couldn’t help but notice that you’ve not really been yourself recently. What’s happened? Is it something to do with Lynne? I haven’t seen her for a few days.” John, a neighbor and one of Brian’s golfing friends, shuffled his feet awkwardly and looked a little uncomfortable. It was the following day and the two were seating themselves at an exclusive restaurant just off Victoria Street. “The thing is …I ..er … just happened to spot … er … that photo of Lynne.” He hesitated for a moment the, red-faced, continued. “She was tied in a chair … er … blindfolded and … er … well, naked.” He coughed politely, willing his friend to raise his eyes from where they seemed to be fixed on the tablecloth. “I say, Brian, it’s your own damned fault you know. You left the damned thing on your coffee table where I just couldn’t help seeing it.

	“Oh shit!” groaned Brian. “Look, old pal, please forget it! It-it’s nothing … just a joke … honest!” Brian’s stuttered words and his squirming awkwardness were matched by his red face and sweating body language.

	“Uh uh!” John shook his head. “Something’s wrong, I can tell. Come on now, far better to talk about it eh?” John held his friend’s eyes with a steady gaze.

	“No … it … it’s … nothing! I can’t … it’s too …. no, I can’t …. forget it, please!” Brian looked away in obvious confusion, red-faced with embarrassment and fear.

	“Look, Brian!” John persisted. We go back years, don’t we? Lynne’s a smashing girl; just like a sister to me. You know I work for Special Branch and sometimes for the Foreign Office. If Lynne is in some kind of trouble, I’d like to think I could help.” He leaned closer, keeping his voice low. “These things are never sorted out on their own, you know,” he said slowly. “People like the ones I think you are dealing with usually want more and more; greediness kicks in, something goes wrong,” he hesitated just for a moment, his face creased with concern, “and the whole bloody thing ends badly. Just promise me you’ll think about, Brian!” He picked up his knife and fork and began eating, changing the subject even though he knew he was on the right track.

	A couple of hours later on the golf course Brian broke his brooding silence to spill out the whole shocking story. “I’m sorry John. You were right. Lynne has been kidnapped, the bastards took that photo of her,” he broke off momentarily and put a shaking hand to his head, “… and some others in the same vein to prove it. The swines send me things every day showing what they’re doing to her. They want money - a lot of it and I’m going to pay. And now - now they’ve got Abigail, too – you remember, Lynne’s little sister! She recently won a lot on the lottery and they are after that as well.”

	John’s face was grave. “How long have they held them, Brian? Tell me everything that’s happened!”

	“They’ve had Lynne for a few days now. I-I get daily photos to prove she’s –she’s OK - newspapers with the date showing next to her, you know. They send videos now, the bastards.” Brian’s face was white with tension. “She was being mauled by a masked thug. They always keep her naked, crying, telling me she’d already been … that they’d already made her … and that she’d be getting more. She was also … with another young chap, an Arab I think. He-he was naked as well, and tied to a chair and she was having to – to … you know!”

	John cursed quietly and put a comforting hand on his friend’s shoulder.

	“The message is always the same,” Brian continued. “They tell me to hurry up with the ransom and not tell anyone or they’ll kill her - very slowly.” Brian’s fists clenched in fury. “And - and now Abigail, they took her yesterday; just-just spirited her away in an ambulance! Now she’s on the films too. One day she was safe here, and the next … she- she’s in hell with poor Lynne and about to lose all her money too.”

	“You intend paying the ransom?”

	“Of course! Oh yes, I must. Every hour, every day she’s there, they are doing terrible things to her.”

	“And what did you tell the Foreign Office about her disappearance?” John asked grimly.

	“Well, luckily they haven’t asked so far.” Brian tried to smile at the one tiny pebble of a problem removed from the boulder blocking his life.

	John’s face was grave. “I’m surprised they haven’t asked. Don’t you remember Lynne saying she would be involved in some quite delicate negotiations for the next couple of months?”

	“Well, yes …!” Brian pondered not having thought about such side issues. “Maybe - maybe they told her office she was sick or something?”

	“Did the people who contacted you tell you what to say if her office rang?”

	“They just said to say she was sick,” Brian nearly choked on the word, “but I got the impression that they thought her office would be unlikely to ring,” Brian’s face clouded in recollection.

	“Well, it does seem a bit odd that they’ve not checked. Anyway, you do what you have to get her out whilst I make a few discreet enquiries!” He scratched his head while he thought. “Hmm, and you say you get films and photos every day – so she’s not too far away then, is she? And you say they’ve got an Arab lad too.” You could almost hear the cogs and wheels in John’s trained, logical mind moving as he pondered the problem.

	“Please, please for heavens sake be careful!” Brian pleaded weakly. “They said … they said that … if I told anyone … they’d have me under surveillance and they’d … they’d … one photo was her with a noose around her neck …she said she’ll be executed - after they’d had more fun with her.” Tears gathered in the corners of Brian’s tired eyes.

	John nodded briskly. “Just leave it to me!” he said quietly. “Just carry on with our game for now, and laugh as if I’d just made a joke! Come on! Lighten up just in case someone’s watching us!” John took the lead by laughing himself and clapping Brian on the back.

	 

	 

	CHAPTER 10

	 

	“Strip naked, then drop and give me fifty press-ups!” Paula ordered Lynne and Abby, standing to attention in front of her in the cold interrogation chamber.

	The spiky-haired vixen was basking in the joy of absolute power as the two frightened beauties obediently began tugging at their ridiculous, baggy pyjamas. She was delighted to have two such Western women, one her own age and one slightly older, completely at her mercy. The younger sister had quickly learnt the rules; the earrings clamped to her lobes ensured that. Abigail knew, to her cost, the price of disobedience. The spike-haired bitch could make them do anything and both she and Lynne knew it.

	For her part, Paula was already beginning to regret that this job would soon be over, albeit very profitably. They would have to move on again and, as the only female, that would mean enduring the unwelcome attentions of both Kurt and Brok. She sighed miserably as she contemplated the thought. If she had to have a man as an alternative to her preference for female flesh, it would be hard to imagine two more degenerate specimens. Yet Kurt had been good to her in his own way and had certainly shown her another way of life.

	Certainly she had enjoyed working with these two prisoners very much. She felt the familiar heat between her legs as she surveyed the sheen of effort on the two lithe bodies jiggling before her. Unaccustomed muscles stood out starkly against the straining feminine curves, limbs quivering with maximum effort as each naked girl lowered and raised herself again and again.

	Not quite so fit as the younger Abigail, Lynne was gasping with effort, her larger breasts squashing against the cold, dirty floor as the girls neared the end of their allotted fifty.

	“Up! Running on the spot! Go!” Paula barked, trying not to smile as the two naked captives obediently pushed themselves erect. Furtively, she pressed her legs together, squeezing and exciting her already moist sex at the sight of the bouncing, jiggling breasts and bottoms.

	“M be boring, running like that and not getting anywhere,” Paula mocked. “Tell you what! See those backpacks over there?” She pointed casually to where two red canvas bags lay in the far corner of the room. “We’ll be using them to collect your ransom before long, if all goes well.” Smiling inwardly, she recognised the expression of dawning hope on each tired face. ”Don’t get too excited, though, darlings! A lot could go wrong before you go free.” She smiled at Lynne. “Your darling Brian might not want to pay he …!”

	“Oh, he will … he will, Miss!” Lynne interrupted, trying to reassure herself as much as the youngster whose relaxed state was in total contrast to her own panic-stricken, mental turmoil. He’ll … Aaarghhhh!” Her tortured scream proclaimed her agony as her earrings sprang into unwelcome life.

	“Don’t fuckin’ interrupt me, you slut!” Paula spat venomously, accompanying the words with a vicious slap across Lynne’s heaving breasts.

	“Hahh,” Lynne gasped, her reddened globes stinging.

	Paula glared at her shrinking victim. “I was going to put two bricks in each bag and have you run around the room with them.” A tiny smile began to curve her cruel lips. “But I think we’ll make it four in each to teach you another lesson in manners. Go on! The bricks are next to the bags! Any more lip from either of you and I’ll make it eight for each pack. Hurry now! Get those packs on your fuckin’ backs. Ten circuits of the room for a start … unless you’d like me to adjust your earrings again?”

	Paula had already decided that this was heaven. She sat relaxed in a chair, feet up whilst the two naked English girls stumbled around the large, cold room. The backpacks were very heavy and both girls were gasping with effort, breasts bouncing wildly as they ran. The straps of the heavy, brightly coloured packs cut sharply into each smooth shoulder, the canvas slapping the shiny flesh just above each shapely bottom as Lynne and Abigail continued to stumble, bare feet slapping on the floor.

	“Well … at least you’re nice and warm now, ladies!” Paula mocked as the two straining girls ran past on legs that were more leaden by the minute. The spiky-haired interrogator knew that she had to satisfy the feelings building up or burst. “Okay, that’s enough!” she shouted. She pointed at Abigail. “Give your bag to your sister,” she instructed gravely,” and kneel at my feet.” She nodded at Lynne. “You girl, take out three bricks from each, then stand to attention holding a pack in each hand, arms straight out to each side!”

	As Lynne scurried to obey, Paula saw the look of fear and disgust in the kneeling Abigail’s eyes as she reached casually under her short skirt to slide her knickers down and off.

	”You will use your mouth, here!” she ordered, spreading her legs and pointing to her dark curly thatch, “and if you lower your arms, I’ll play with your earrings!” She grinned and shot a quick glance at Lynne, standing as if crucified with a bag in each shaking arm; then turned back to the shaking Abigail. “Get your snout in there girl! She growled, “or it will be the worse for you!” She smiled with satisfaction as the blonde head reluctantly ducked under her skirt.

	Paula was even further within heaven’s portals now. With talon-like hands guiding the blonde head, she could watch the other sister straining to hold up the bags. Each of her captives was undergoing an ordeal of a different nature; but the common factor was that it was solely for her enjoyment.

	The mouth and tongue beneath her skirt were inexperienced but active and the unwilling nature of their work made the end result so much sweeter. It was so good just to enjoy the lapping tongue while feasting her eyes on Lynne’s anguished face. The older girl’s lovely body was covered with a sheen of sweat. Her nipples were stiffened red berries of fear on the perfect breasts. Filled with joy at the feeling of absolute power she had over the two beautiful, naked girls, Paula concentrated her senses on the darting, lapping tongue between her thighs, her hands pulling the blonde head ever harder against the wet, quivering flesh.

	 

	“Okay, Paula! I take over now; give them real work-out.” Brok had walked and watched with a broad grin on his ugly face while Paula gasped to a shuddering climax, her cries of passion hardly distinguishable from the moans from her victims.

	“Stand against wall, hands on head, nose touching wall,” the Turk ordered Lynne, patting her jiggling bottom with a hand the size of a small shovel. “You, little blondie, come here!” his finger beckoned the trembling Abby, who kept her hands obediently planted on her head as she walked across on shaking legs to the brute.

	It would be difficult to imagine a more revealing or degrading position for a woman than that which she was now forced to hold. At Brok’s command, she knelt with her nose to the floor, bottom thrust up and legs obscenely parted as wide as she could. Even worse, she was doing all this at the behest of a horrible, ugly, greasy Turkish man-mountain, helplessly displaying every soft feminine secret.

	Brok stroked her shining curves and she squirmed and wriggled helplessly under his disgusting touch, only just managing to hold her position. Then, without further preamble, he thrust his awful hardness straight into her, cruelly clasping and squeezing her ripe young boobs.

	“Haaarghhh,” she screamed, gasping helplessly as he held her in a bear-hug, enfolding her, pressing her wriggling curves against him as he rammed up into her squirming body.

	“Huh, huh, huh, “ Abby panted in disgust. Never had she felt so degraded. The assault continued until she felt him tense and his hardness swelled within her. Then he suddenly withdrew, ordering her to remain kneeling in the degrading pose while he beckoned to the shaking Lynne, standing obediently by the wall.

	“I feel like a real woman,” he jeered, slapping Abby’s curves with disdain, his erection glistening with her juices.

	Abby wept with the shame and degradation of being rejected by someone so gross. Almost as bad, she was forced to endure the sight of her older sister ordered to kneel in the same humiliating posture with her nose to the ground, and then similarly impaled. Lynne took the assault much as Abigail had done, just a low series of moans and gasps erupting from her mouth as she was so brutally taken. The brute’s hands closed like talons on her bruised flesh as he thrust and thrust into her. Finally it was all over and the big Turk filled her brutally with his seed. Withdrawing and standing up, he gave her a broad grin before casually slapping her flinching bottom as she wept.

	 

	 

	CHAPTER 11

	 

	“You two are very alike; there’s no doubting that you’re sisters.” Kurt’s voice was oily smooth as he regarded his two tense victims, almost like two living, beautiful statues. . Another day of their hellish imprisonment had passed and both girls sat naked, bolt upright on stools facing each other just a couple of metres apart. The two girls were absolute pictures of subservience with hands clasped obediently behind their necks, backs ramrod straight.

	“Open your legs then, sluts! Come on, wider!” he demanded when they shifted their thighs apart only slightly, trying desperately to maintain their modesty as much as possible. Kurt was having none of it, however. “Come on! Wider than that! Show me everything! Show each other everything!”

	Reluctantly both sisters spread their legs, blatantly revealing their womanly charms, two delightfully distinct mauve flowers trimmed with blonde muffs.

	Kurt casually strolled around the trembling girls. “A bit cold in here, eh youngster?” The fat German’s tone was almost kindly. Smiling, he put his arm around Abby’s shivering shoulders like a concerned old uncle for his niece.

	“Y-yes Sir,” she whispered, loathing the fact of his touch, yet knowing there was nothing she could do to avoid it.

	“Hmm, your nipples are hard,” he commented absently, reaching out to tease the small, tight buds, rolling them painfully around between finger and thumb.

	Abby’s hands, knuckles white with tension, clenched hard at the back of her neck. She longed to slap him away but common sense warned her not to!

	“Good girl,” Kurt growled. “Your sister told me all about you and how much she wanted you here.” He moved to stand behind Lynne, grinning at the way her features crumpled into guiltily. He casually stroked her hair, running a hand down the curve of her spine to the swelling of her bottom. “Those nurse and patient games eh?” His grin widened as he felt Lynne tense and saw the shock on Abigail’s flushed face “Pencils into little girls’ holes pretending they were something else?” he chuckled.

	“What!” exclaimed Abby, shooting an accusing look at her sister.

	Kurt was amused, reaching down to slide one finger under Lynne’s bottom cheeks and into her anus. “Hmm, I think maybe little Abby might be surprised at what girlie secrets we shared, eh Lynne?”

	Abby was mortified at the thought. “Oh, please! Oh Lynne … how could you?” In her mind’s eye, she thought back a few years to when she and Lynne were young. “Come in please and undress!” she would tell her elder sister when she knocked on her bedroom door at the start of one of their ‘games.’

	“Oh, do I have to take everything off?” Lynne would role-play the surprised patient.

	“Oh yes, we need to take a good look at you. Please take everything off!” Abby would be playing the nurse. It gave her a strange, sexual thrill to see her sister taking her clothes off. It was something they both knew to be rude and, of course, there was the exciting risk of being caught by their parents. But Abby also felt good at the idea of role reversal; bossing her elder sister around and she knew that, at times, Lynne secretly enjoyed being dominated. Soon Lynne’s knickers and bra had joined her school uniform in an untidy heap on the bed, leaving her in just her white socks.

	“Walk up and down please,” Abby instructed, feeling strange feelings of arousal between her legs as her older sister’s ripe young nudity was paraded up and down the room.

	“Seems OK!” she said gravely. “But I think I’d better examine you thoroughly.” Her face was flushed with excitement. “Now bend over and I’ll take your temperature!” Abby would select an old pencil and, with a secret thrill, move it down between the small cleft of Lynne’s trembling bottom and into the tight rubbery resistance of her back passage. It looked so funny to see it wobbling there so rudely.

	Next time it would be her turn to take her clothes off and feel the pencil sliding into her.

	“Haaaarghhhhh,” the searing pain of her earrings ripped away the retreat of further reflection and returned Abby uncomfortably to the present. Then she was aware of her sister’s voice.

	“Abby, leave it, please! “You don’t know what they did to me to make me … Haarghhhh, oh God!” Both girls screamed as their earrings frazzled further speech.

	“I didn’t give you permission to talk girls!” Kurt returned the remote control switch to his pocket and grinned sociably at the two shivering captives. “Sit up straight again, exactly as you were before!” he ordered. Reluctantly the girls obeyed and, once again, they became two living, naked statues.

	”Yes, you’ve both seen it all before haven’t you?” he hissed, trailing a finger around the edge of the stool and into the cleft of Lynne’s bottom.

	“Oooorrrgh! She groaned as the tight heat of her sphincter contracting around his finger.

	Kurt ignored the groan. “I wonder whether you’ve had any good pencils up your arses since then, little Abigail?” He gave a leering smile, but Abby kept her eyes downcast, unable to meet his gaze.

	“Well I’ve got some pencils here so I think we’ll play a little game that I’ve improvised!” He chuckled. “Let’s see who wins eh? I’ll tell you how it goes. The first to carry, shall we say, six pencils across the room two at a time using your bottoms and cunts is the winner. If one drops out you start again. The winner spanks the loser.” He grinned broadly at the tearful expression on both girls’ faces. “Not quite the same as you two played it, eh? Never mind, you’re both big girls now.” His grin faded and his expression became grim.. “I warn you, though, if I see either one of you going slow or trying to ‘throw’ the game – you’ll both be caned – hard, by me!”

	Abby could hardly believe she was doing this. Crouching she eased one pencil into her vagina and another into her anus. It was so degrading and unnatural. What they’d done as a childish experiment had no comparison with what she was being forced to do as an adult. The whole thing was so humiliating; it felt horrible, disgusting! Gripping both slim intruders desperately with her internal muscles, she walked in an awkward crouch across the room, keeping her hands on her head as instructed by the loathsome Kurt. He, in turn, sat watching with amusement, fingering the remote control of the horrid earrings. Lynne was just ahead of her, her two pencils protruding obscenely from between her legs. Oh how she wished she had the courage to leap on the fat German and claw his piggy eyes out for making them do such things – yet it was impossible. Kurt held all the cards and she and Lynne could only ‘jump to his disgusting tune’.

	Then Abby had other things to worry about. She felt one of her pencils slip and had to stop, desperately clenching her bottom and just managing to hold it in place before hobbling on. Lynne meanwhile had reached the designated spot and was already running back for her second pair.

	And this set the seal on the contest. Try as she might, Abby somehow just never managed to catch up.

	Kurt was ecstatic. “I think this is roughly how you said it went when you played your original naughty ‘little girl’ games, didn’t it?” Kurt’s voice purred hotly over Lynne’s shoulder as Abby resignedly eased herself over her sister’s lap.

	The touch of her young sibling’s soft nudity against her own felt so strange, unconsciously invoking some sexually exciting childhood memories. But now they were grown women, and under the control of a hideous, fat German, whose hands were resting lightly on Lynne’s trembling shoulders.

	Kurt twisted her head so that she faced him, breathing stale breath into her flinching face. “Now then, slut! If I don’t consider that you’ve spanked her hard enough, I’m going to cane both of you, very hard. So for both your sakes, I’d urge you to smack her bottom as hard as you can! Begin!”

	Shuddering with disgust, Lynne felt the dastardly interrogator’s male hardness against her naked back as he reached round to fondle her boobs with one hand. His other hand was down at his crotch, openly playing with himself. To take her mind off the awfulness of the situation, Lynne tried to block him out, thinking only of Abby and how much she loved her. It felt so odd yet exciting to feel Abby’s warm pubis against her own, the small, perfect spheres of Abby’s bottom at her mercy across her lap. She tried not to touch her sister’s bottom any more than necessary, even when the act of just raising her hands made Abby, so delightfully, contract her cheeks in dread.

	“Don’t keep us waiting!” Kurt warned.

	Smack!

	“Hahh!” Abby gasped and wriggled as Lynne brought her palm smartly down across the smoothness of her sister’s pale bottom cheeks.

	Slap!

	“Grahh!” Lynne added another reddening mark to the already carmine hue, feeling a twang of guilt that she didn’t feel as bad about smacking her sister as she ought. After all, she tried to justify to herself, in the old days her sister often won similar races and gave her a slapping.

	Slap!

	“Haaah!” Abby’s gasps and wriggles became more intense right up until the last one, when Lynne heard her sniffing back her tears. Abby’s cute little bottom was now bright red, the heat from it quite noticeable.

	“Hmm, not bad,” chuckled Kurt. “Not hard enough, though, I’m afraid.” Kurt smiled gleefully as he announced his verdict to the two pairs of wide disbelieving eyes. “On your feet please girls! Touch your toes, legs wide and straight!” He swished the cane menacingly.

	“Please….” whispered Abby.

	“Do it,” he snapped, interrupting the distraught girl’s plaintive wail while ostentatiously fingering the remote control.

	Groaning, the two lovelies assumed the position side-by-side, twin pictures of misery and eroticism. Their lush, taut curves were so inviting, the dark lips peeping from below their flinching globes, each etched with a few strands of wiry hair at the apex of the thighs. Both pairs of delightful, red-tipped breasts were heaving with each anguished breath.

	Lynne tensed as Kurt’s footsteps went behind her and stopped. Her bottom cheeks automatically twitched with dread. Desperately, unsuccessfully, she tried to stop them, knowing how it would add to the beast’s pleasure. She heard his arm raise and closed her eyes.

	Swack!

	“Haarghhh!” Abby’s howl of pain alongside her made her jump. Relaxing slightly, she saw her sister’s head jerk upwards in pain, teeth clenched, her eyes screwed shut.

	Whack!”

	“Graaaaghhhh!” Lynne screamed even louder as the next brutal lash caught her completely unprepared. The cane seared into her soft bottom like a cheese-wire. Sobbing, she followed Abby’s example and pressed shaking hands to her burning nates.

	“You remain bending over! No moving! No touching bottoms! For disobedience, you get the same again! Now then, bend over and remain like that for your punishment until I say otherwise!” Kurt demanded.

	The fat German licked his lips, smiling as the two beauties obediently reassumed their positions; the two gorgeous white bottoms, each laced with a red stripe, presented so vulnerably for his attention. The sniffling sobs emanating from each inverted head under its curtain of hair only served to enhance his pleasure as he gave each girl another biting cut to their flinching cheeks.

	This time, both girls somehow managed to remain bent over, hands tightly gripping their ankles. Kurt’s face was flushed with excitement as he stole a quick glance at his watch.

	“Okay then,” he said lasciviously. “You did all right that time. I’ll let you off with that if you both kiss me and then each other to show no hard feelings … yes?” His trousers bulged so obviously as each sobbing, distraught beauty tentatively pressed trembling lips to his.

	“Come on now! A proper kiss; press against me, no need to be shy eh?” he chuckled, smiling as he felt each soft body. Two pairs of girlie breasts mashed themselves obediently against his chest, each girl pressing her soft pubis against his arousal and giving vent to soft pleas for mercy when he casually swatted the two pairs of sore, red bottoms.

	“There, there, now give Lynne a kiss to show no hard feelings!” Kurt ordered, pushing Abby away. “Now press yourselves tight together, use your tongues and keep doing it while you do this.” Lynne jumped as he extracted his hot, sticky manhood and thrust it into her reluctant, trembling hand.

	“Go on! Keep kissing each other while Lynne er, ‘relieves’ my feelings!” He breathed lust into their disgusted, twitching faces. “Run your hands over each other, girls! Don’t pretend you’re not enjoying it! Come on, Lynne, use your free hand to stroke Abby’s bottom!”

	Lynne gently turned her face to meet her sister’s full, trembling lips. She felt her sister’s soft body against her own, and almost joyously bent to her task of kissing her while, with her free hand, she jerked off the fat German, giving him his vile pleasure. She gasped as Abby obediently cupped the cheeks of her sore bottom. Soft femininity against femininity, no matter how unnatural or unwanted, the touch between sisters was so much better than touching the brute’s awful male hardness. Tentatively at first, then faster as her confidence grew, she rubbed and jerked the solid pillar of flesh until he jetted his vile lust onto the dirty floor.

	“Time to go!” Paula barged in just as Kurt had finished. “Lets get these two sluts back in their cells.”

	It was almost a relief for Lynne to hear the sharp voice. She had feared that she might have to do worse for the fat interrogator and it was good to see him flustered and hurriedly stuffing himself back in his trousers. Thankfully, she and Abby pulled on their baggy pyjamas.

	 

	Brok put down the cellphone an hour or so later and grinned at his three victims. “Your husband been good! He not tell anyone ‘bout you being here! We checked. Others pick up ransom and lottery money now. Maybe all over for you soon!”

	Although she hated the Turk, hated his huge animal presence, indeed hated them all, Lynne couldn’t help but let some hope lighten her bleak heart. Surely, she prayed, this nightmare would end soon. Without any explanation the Turk had entered her cell and she’d automatically feared the worst when he had ordered her to strip. Yet after securing her in the ‘normal’ fashion with wrists twisted painfully up between her shoulder blades, he had merely pushed her out of the door.

	In similar fashion all three captives had been brought by the Turk from their respective cells and lined up in the main factory area while he sat relaxed and received progress reports about the ransom collection on his cellphone. She, Abby and Asan all stood in a line before the huge Turk, their nude bodies shivering in the chill air. Although frightened and ashamed, Lynne couldn’t help also spare some feelings for the naked Arab youth as Brok casually, ominously, strolled over to stand behind him, eyeing him up and down in a lecherous fashion.

	“Call yourself a man?” he mocked. “You’ve got to do a lot better than that.” He reached down to fondle Asan’s cold-shrunken penis. “You’re a nice big boy for me sometimes eh? Maybe ladies see you at your best? Not worry, boy! I make you big.” He chuckled, slapping and stroking the brown, muscled rump, one finger curling within the shrinking anus. “There that’s what we want eh?” Grinning triumphantly, he fondled his victim’s unwillingly growing manhood.

	“Aaaaahhhh!” Asan groaned as one calloused hand stroked him obscenely to a massive hardness while a plundering finger continued to explore the hot tightness of his reluctant anus.

	“OK!” grinned Brok. “I let you enjoy yourselves now whilst the others away; make your dreams come true! You fuck oldest girl now!” Brok smiled down at Asan in friendly fashion. “On your side!” he ordered, pushing the boy down. “You beside him, legs apart!“ he growled at Lynne.

	Flushed with shame and humiliation, awkwardly with her hands bound, Lynne knelt down beside Asan.

	“I help, eh?” chuckled Brok. “I think you like my touch, boy.” He smiled in friendly fashion at the shamed young Arab, then guided Lynne to lay down alongside the dark erection sticking out like a flagpole.

	Asan groaned again as the Turk grabbed his stiffness with one hand and, pushing with his other on Lynne’s shrinking bottom, forced them close together.

	“Push right in there! That good! Now, three good thrusts, both working together, then stop! Pull nearly out, just leave tip inside her! If either of you come ‘fore I tell you, I drop you in tank!”

	The Turk sadistically directed the couple as he pulled a squealing Abby against him, cuddling and fondling the young blonde as she perched uncomfortably on his broad lap. Abby had to endure one huge hand squeezing her small breasts while surreptitiously shifting her bare hindquarters to avoid too much proximity to the giant’s obvious excitement straining through his soiled trousers. Grinning broadly, Brok watched the two bound figures moving together, then very reluctantly but obediently stopping, their nude bodies quivering with tension.

	“Hold it in!” Brok ordered roughly, wiping a stream of spittle from his lips. “Enjoy … relish it eh?” He smiled through his black and broken teeth as the interlocked couple pleaded with wide eyes and parted lips to be allowed to continue. “All right, all right! he finally relented. “Three more thrusts then stop!” came the Turk’s next command. Quickly, he extracted his own length and rammed the young blonde’s hips sharply downwards. Abby gave a piercing scream as she was impaled and ravaged on the Turk’s huge penis.

	Lying with Asan on the floor, Lynne was in an utter torment. Despite the enforced circumstances, she has to admit how much she wanted … no needed … Asan’s pulsing manhood inside her. He was so big, young and virile. Instead the throbbing erection lay unmoving between her legs, just the cock head inside her pulsating sex as they awaited further directions. What kind of woman had she become, she wondered? She shivered with lust, hovering on the brink, longing to hold him, to kiss him, to pull him deeply into her, feel his strong hands on her bare breasts and bottom, holding and caressing her tenderly.

	In reality, though, all both she and Asan could only await the command to thrust again. She looked up with hooded eyes, feeling guiltily jealous as Abby was bounced up and down on the Turk’s lap, blonde hair and bare breasts bouncing wildly.

	“Three more!” Brok ordered, panting and grinning as the two entwined, sweating bodies lovingly pumped and undulated together. Three thrusts, both male and female bottoms flexing in their excitement. Asan turned his pleading gaze towards the big Turk. It was pretty obvious that he couldn’t hold out much longer.

	Encased in the younger blonde’s energetic, dripping honeypot, Brok was in a forgiving mood. “OK, come!” he growled, his own face slack with the same lust as the two on floor, all jerking wildly together, gasping their joint pleasure.

	 

	 

	CHAPTER 12

	 

	Kurt smiled at them coldly and without humour when he returned an hour or so later. “We have the ransom, so your usefulness to us is now at an end. Brok will put you all into the tank and, this time, I’m afraid you won’t be coming out again!”

	Lynne panicked, hardly able to believe her ears. After all they’d done, this bastard was just going to kill them in cold blood! “Oh God! Please!” she begged piteously. “You can’t … I beg you … please! We’ve - we’ve done everything … my husband’s done everything … given you everything! Oh, pleeeaase!”

	It was all to no avail. Twisting and squirming, she was picked up like a sack of potatoes and slung over Brok’s massive shoulder. Begging and pleading desperately, she was carried effortlessly up the steps to the waiting water tank. She struggled uselessly in the Turk’s strong arms, unable to prevent him binding her ankles together and fastening heavy lead weights to her feet.

	Brok grinned at her tearful, desperate expression as he propped her up at the edge of the tank with her feet dangling in the ice-cold water. “You no swim good with weights on feet, I think,” he chuckled. “Wait here now and I go fetch you sister and boyfriend!”

	Within minutes, both Abby and Asan were similarly bound and weighted, their frantic pleas for mercy merging the panic-stricken Lynne’s screams.

	“Goodbye, my dears,” said Kurt with a cheery smile. “Don’t worry too much! It will all be over very quickly.” With a casual wave, he and Brok rolled them one by one into the waiting tank.

	The icy water enveloped Lynne once more, practically tearing the air from her lungs. She began to sink immediately and she looked up with wide, terrified eyes as Kurt and Brok gave her mocking salutes of farewell. The water closed over her head and the two sadists vanished from sight. The weights tugged at her ankles and she felt herself sinking deeper and deeper into the black water. A strange calm seized her mind and she knew she was about to die. A sincere regret that both Abby and Asan were about to suffer the same fate filled her mind.

	In that moment, there was a huge concussion that smashed her to one side of the tank. Coloured lights flashed through her head at the blow and then, almost unbelievably, she felt herself caught in a rush of water which sucked her naked body through a gaping hole in the tank. Gasping, she dragged a deep breath of air into her lungs as both Abby and Asan were sucked through the hole and deposited at her side on the concrete.

	Shouted commands, the roar of gunfire and heavy explosions were replaced by the sharper crash of percussion grenades. The stench of cordite was heavy in the chill air when Lynne regained her senses sufficiently to find herself being gently released from her bonds. She tried to rise, but her senses began to swim and she passed out again.

	 

	“I thought it was odd when you said the Foreign Office hadn’t asked where Lynne was, especially in the middle of those important negotiations. Either the kidnappers had made her ring her office, which would be a bit unusual, or, the FO already knew where she was and didn’t expect her in.” John was explaining things to an immensely relieved Brian after leaving the hospital where Lynne, Abigail and Asan had been taken.

	“The-the Foreign Office - they -they were behind it, they did it!” Brian was lost for words.

	“Well, not quite,” John continued. “You see … ah … in the current security climate, our own services sometimes use other … er … ‘Agencies’ for interrogation purposes with suspected traitors or dangerous terrorist suspects. You’ve heard about the American CIA transporting terrorist suspects to other countries for interrogation, haven’t you? These people are not bound by the normal civilised rules of interrogation; but are very, very effective in extracting information.” He frowned and cleared his throat. “Well, in this case, it seems that the ‘Agency’ the Foreign Office chose to use employs some pretty dubious foreign nationals whose methods include sexual torture as the norm – not to mention blackmail and extortion when the opportunity arises.”

	“You mean to tell me …!” Brian began.

	“Yes, I’m afraid so. Our own security service engineered the kidnap because the Foreign Office suspected Lynne of passing delicate information to the Arabs. After her interrogation, of course, any suspicion as to who was behind it would have fallen on the Arabs. That would have suited our people, o course, who need to distance themselves from any accusations of kidnap and torture. Our foreign friends, of course, formulated their own agenda once they had Lynne, blackmailing you after Lynne had told them about your finances – and kidnapping Abigail once they found out about her lottery win. Why they took the young Arab, I’m not sure, except that the three interrogators are all acknowledged bisexuals, so perhaps they just took him because they could.

	“Anyway,” John went on, “after I banged on a few doors, the FO reluctantly told me that they had actually received the information they needed from Lynne’s interrogation.” John grimaced. “They didn’t want to say anything too soon because Lynne had not yet been released and the negotiations with the Arabs were at a delicate stage. Lynne had discovered that they had no intention of honouring the deal. That’s why Lynne was spending time grilling the Arab lad for information out of hours. She’s a heroine.”

	Brian was white-faced with anger. “You can’t be serious! My wife and her baby sister both tortured and almost killed … all at the instigation of the fucking Foreign Office and your fucking Secret Service buddies?”

	John coloured and raised a defensive hand. “Please Brian. The FO weren’t to know exactly what was going on. Our security boys have used this particular agency very successfully many times before with no unfortunate repercussions. This time, unfortunately, these thugs went completely over the top. Our chaps were amazed that Lynne and the others had not been sent on to the hospital they use to help people recover from such interrogations. It’s the job of the Head of whichever Agency they use for any particular interrogation, in this case a German guy called Kurt, to explain to the ‘victim’ in hospital and mitigate the effects if, as in this case, the subject proves to be innocent.

	Brian was white-faced. “Innocent?” he choked. “Of course she was bloody innocent. Oh, those bastards … those bloody, bloody bastards!”

	John placed a comforting arm around his shoulders. “Our boys didn’t know it, of course, but Kurt and his cronies were keeping Lynne and the other two under wraps until they had the ransom money. Its seems they were all sexual sadists and were enjoying the torture. Once they’d got the cash, they planned to kill them and disappear.” He shook his head sadly. “Unfortunately, it took a while to trace the particular interrogation centre they were using but I knew it had to be close by virtue of the daily photos you received. It helped when we raided a flat used by Kurt and found his stash of photos of what he’d been doing to Lynne and a lot of others who weren’t as lucky as her. Fortunately, one of our operatives recognised the place they were using, a disused factory in Wapping so we mounted a raid … just in time, I’m glad to say.”

	Brian snorted and John coloured even more.

	“Oh and you might want to keep these,” The Special Branch man discreetly passed Brian the film of him being led around his flat on a lead held by Paula. “Anyway, to cut a long story short, he continued, “we soon had the place under observation and, once they’d picked up the ransom we had proof. It’s fortunate that we knew about the factory hideout because they used several taxis and a motorbike so we’d never have followed them. Also, they were in contact by mobile with one of the gang members holding Lynne and the others and he would have finished them if we’d managed to intercept them. Don’t worry! We had it all under control.

	Brian moved away from his friend. He was still angry but knew enough to realise that the anger would do neither Lynne nor himself any good. She was safe now and it would be useless to make a fuss at the F.O. Suffice it to say that Lynne and Abby had already been offered a six-figure ‘compensation’ fee and, in Lynne’s case, a twelve-month paid holiday term as well, to spend exactly as she liked.

	“What about Kurt and the others?” Brian asked in an almost disinterested tone. “I suppose they’ll go to prison for a long time.”

	Oh yes!” John answered readily. I can assure you that those particular three will never walk free again. At the moment, though, they are all three receiving some of their own treatment as guests of another foreign ‘Agency’. We hope to pick up a lot of information about certain governments and their activities in the next few months.

	 

	Epilogue

	 

	Lynne obediently opened her mouth and resisted an almost irresistible impulse to clasp her hands behind her head. She was a little disappointed that the hospital doctor didn’t want to take her temperature in the more ‘unconventional’ way below, but there would be plenty of time to experiment with that later, she decided.

	She smiled at Asan who was watching from a bed nearly opposite, then turned to see Brian walking into the ward with a large bunch of flowers. Her stomach lurched at certain suddenly clear possibilities and, right there and then, decided that it was time to turn her somewhat staid world round in a more exciting way.

	Of course, she would need to instruct Brian as to his place in her new and exciting sex life. Her experiences had provided a comfortable sum in compensation and her suspicions about the Arabs’ underhandedness had been confirmed.

	As horrible as her experiences at the hands of Kurt and his associates had been, she had to admit that they had also enriched her previously staid sex life. Winking at Abby, in the bed next to hers, she opened her legs under the sheet and purposefully slid a hand down under to the pouting lips of her wet sex. Her finger gently rubbed away at her love button while she tried to decide when she should next see Asan – on her own terms this time, of course.

	 

	THE END
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