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Chapter 1     
A College Holiday

It was hot. So hot that the sweat beaded on her neck and ran in rivulets between her naked breasts. She peered through the window at the little group gathered around the table in the sunshine. They were drinking red wine and laughing. One of the girls was calling. They wanted more wine; they wanted her to take it to them. Her reach was limited by the chains between cuffs and collar, forcing her to stoop low to pick the bottle from the crate.

She walked slowly from the wooden shack and descended the three steps down to the parched earth. She had to move with care; the ground was rocky and uneven and would have been difficult to traverse in her unsuitable shoes even without the hobble between her ankles, the chain trailing behind her linking her to the shack, or the chastity bar swinging freely beyond her grasp.

She reached the table and leant forward to fill their glasses, stretching herself across the table top with her limited reach. The man seated at the end of the table smiled at her.

“Merci, ma chérie…”

He was beautiful; an Adonis not much older than she with penetrating blue eyes, long wavy hair and a sunburnt, muscular physique. He reached out a lackadaisical hand and fondled her breasts now hanging beneath her chest, rolling a nipple between finger and thumb.

“Ah, Mademoiselle. Such pretty tits.”

She would have liked to answer him, she had much to say, but the steel head harness held the plug too securely in her mouth for sound to escape. Beside him, his woman smirked and placed her palm on his thigh, a proprietress laying claim to her property.

He released her nipple and she turned back towards the hut to slowly retrace her short steps. She felt desolate and humiliated by the callous way she’d been restrained and sealed; it was a cruel way of reassuring her that her virtue was safe. As chastity devices go, this one must have been the simplest and also one of the most tormenting. She’d felt vulnerable and threatened and had asked for it, but that was before she fully appreciated its consequences. It limited and controlled her in so many different ways, turning her into an erotic eunuch who could barely take a step without disturbing its equilibrium, but now there was no going back…

Behind her, conversation resumed stimulated by the entertaining spectacle of her retreat and the happy voices only served to remind her of her old life. In her mind she could see the rays of light slanting through the windows of the lecture hall as the professor struggled to make himself audible above the background chatter...

✽ ✽ ✽

“Miss Ekland. Am I to presume that you have, once again, failed to complete last night’s assignment?” Dr Bridger’s spectacles balanced on the end of his impressive nose and he peered over them to focus on the girl sitting in the back row. Sarah had always found his tutorial sessions stressful, but most of the stress was self-inflicted.

“It wasn’t my fault; I had terrible period pains and just couldn’t concentrate.”

Mr Bridger screwed up his eyes to try to see through her deceit, but she knew it was about the one thing he couldn’t question. “Tomorrow…” he said after some thought. “Is that going to be possible?”

She grinned. “Of course. I’m feeling much better today.”

“Is it going to impact on Miss Davis’s Mass Media studies? I believe that assignment’s due in tomorrow too.”

“I’ll talk to her. I’m sure she’ll understand.”

Bridger scowled, but said no more. The course was a BA in Modern History. Sarah was part way through her second year and she was bored. Two years previously, she’d considered her options and concluded that three years at university was preferable to starting salaried employment; there’d be time enough for that later. Then there was the problem of what to study. History seemed to be the best choice offering moderate interest for minimal effort. At least, from the outside, that’s how it appeared. When she started the course, she soon realized that if all she wanted was an easy life, she’d made a mistake. Unlike school, at university it seemed difficult to compress the work into her days without encroaching on the time reserved for partying.

Bridger turned his attention back to the growing pile of work books on the corner of his desk and, at the back of the room, Sarah dropped her head to gaze with unseeing eyes at the sparse notes she’d made. “Prick. I’ll stuff one of Castro’s fucking missiles straight up his arse. What good is all this crap anyway? It’s all so long ago it’s meaningless. I don’t need this hassle.”

Beside her, Ellie grinned at the profanity. “You won’t be going to Eski’s tonight then?”

“Don’t be stupid, girl. Since when have I ever allowed course work to affect my evenings? Anyway, Fadel said he’d be there.” Her mind began to wander again, this time to Fadel’s coffee coloured skin, his smouldering looks and the way his muscled torso had moved above her in the dark of her bedroom.

✽ ✽ ✽

She was at the club by nine, long legs stepping unsteadily across the dance floor in heels much too unstable for dancing. The disco lights lit up the sparkling colours of her dress and played through the spiky tips of her raven hair above bare shoulders. She was making for the far corner where she knew Fadel and Imran would be with Ellie and a few of the others. In the daytime, they were reluctant academics, but at night they came alive, their senses fizzing with the latent sexuality and seductive rhythms of the club. She sat beside him, the back of his hand touched her thigh and she relaxed back into the soft seat to let her cares slip away.

“Drink?” asked Imran. She nodded and then turned her head towards Fadel as he leant in for a kiss. Time stopped and the turmoil about her seemed to fade as his hand touched her cheek and his mouth hers.

“Let’s stay here forever…” she whispered. “Just you and me and all these other people.” Her eyes twinkled mischievously in the subdued lighting.

“Can’t,” said Fadel.

“I doubt that the college would even miss you.”

“It’s not that. I’m going away. Me and Imran. We’re going to Afghanistan…”

Sarah stared open-mouthed.

“Someone has to make a stand. America is slowly absorbing all before it in a tide of greed and corruption and the only ones fighting against it are Muslim freedom fighters. It is our duty to do what we can. Anyway, what are we doing here? Pissing our lives away and rushing headlong into a dead end. There’s nothing for us here except working to make the rich bastards richer. At least out there we’ll be able to make our own future.”

“You’re going to join ISIS?”

“They’re the only ones trying to do something. They’re not fighting for wealth; they’re fighting for God. Good against evil. What could be more rewarding than that?”

“I didn’t know you felt so strongly about religion. I didn’t even know you go to pray.”

“I don’t, but it’s a damn sight better than sitting on our arses here waiting for our state pensions.”

“Breezer for you and a beer for the Imam,” said Imran with a grin and plonked two glasses down on the low table before them.

Sarah glanced at him briefly and then back to Fadel. With sudden clarity, the cloak of mediocrity dropped away and she saw a dazzling light illuminating her path. “Take me with you,” she whispered urgently, but Fadel only laughed.

“Oh, right. You want to be a Jihadi bride. They’re certainly going to accept you straight away: a white bimbo with fat tits and a short skirt. There’s no way they’re going to believe you’re a Muslim.”

“I can change. I can wear one of those burqa dresses. I just want to be with you.” She looked wistful… “We could make love in the desert under the stars.”

“Trust me, you don’t want to come. You’d end up having sex with many more than just me. It’s what they do with western girls; they become ‘comfort girls’ for the fighters.”

“You could tell them that I’m your wife.”

Fadel just looked at her, mild amusement crinkling the corners of his eyes. “It won’t be forever. I’ll come back for you…”

That was when she knew their time together was over. She just settled back against the padded bench and let the world drift by her. The incessant rhythm of the music drowned out all thought and the alcohol slowly seeped through her brain to deaden all sense. It was shortly after that that Fadel and Imran left quietly and discretely and she knew she’d not see him ever again.

✽ ✽ ✽

Three days later, Ellie was surprised to find Sarah so upbeat. She was sitting in the sunshine during the mid-morning break with her laptop open in front of her and she was grinning.

“I don’t see why you’re looking like that. I know for a fact that you haven’t done enough to satisfy Bridger next period.”

“I’m not going to Bridger’s next period. I’m going to Corsica.”

Ellie opened her mouth to speak, but said nothing. Sarah just passed her the computer. The web-site was associated with Corsican Nationalism and showed a young man in an open necked shirt grinning at the camera and holding an assault rifle.

“That’s Antone Dorinado. He’s their leader.” She paused, gauging Ellie’s reaction. “Now him I’d call hunksome…”

Ellie gazed at the image. Twenty-five, perhaps, long curling fair hair and piercing blue eyes in a face that was almost mocking in its sexuality, daring the girls to look away. “He’s cute, I’ll give you that.” He was. He stood before a dry, sun-bleached slope with high, rocky crags behind him, one foot raised to rest a heavy walking boot on a stony outcrop as he leant on the barrel of the rifle like a walking stick. In his other hand he casually held a cigarette and its smoke made a thin rising plume in the still air. His expression said that he owned this land along with its secrets and intrigues, its life and its perils. It was plain that he was the one who held the power and for Sarah, at least, that fact was like a drug.

“He’s the leader of the Corsican Democratic Freedom Front. I’ve been reading all about them. They’re fighting for independence from France just like the National Liberation Front of Corsica. I expect the two groups work together like regiments in an army.”

“You’re not saying that you’re going out there to meet him, are you?”

“I thought we could go out there at mid-term break. You know… Check out what he’s doing; gauge the lie of the land…”

“We!” Ellie’s eyes were wide. “I’m not getting mixed up with Freedom Fighters. I have enough trouble with Mark Barrow in the next hall.”

“Oh, come on. It’ll be exciting and it is a holiday island after all. I expect we could get cheap late bookings in a really good hotel.”

“The week after next?”

“I thought we could go next week. No-one’s going to miss us and the holiday will be even cheaper during term time. We can soon catch up on the lectures afterwards.”

“Sarah…” said Ellie exasperated, but she knew already that the argument was lost. Sarah always won in the end and it had been that way since they first met. They could have been sisters if appearance was the only governing criteria. They were a matched pair: same height – one-seventy-five in heels; same build – thin arms, long legs, slim waists; and faces that were superficially similar in shape, although Sarah’s skin was darker with dark eyes and Ellie’s complexion was fair and freckled with grey eyes. It was the hairstyle that helped most people differentiate: Ellie’s was longer and fair, Sarah’s short and black.

But there the similarities ceased… Sarah was an extrovert to Ellie’s quiet, considered demeanour. Sarah's clothes were more daring, her attitudes more extreme, and her pronouncements more forceful; like now… “You have to come or else you’ll live the rest of your life wondering ‘what if’. And what do you have to lose? You’ll only miss a week of uni and if you want you can just sunbath on the beach all day reading up on your history. It’ll be fun: sun, sea and sangria.”

“I haven’t got the cash.”

“Let me see what I can find on the web.”

It was at lunch that they next met and Ellie was not surprised when Sarah announced she’d actually booked the holiday. “I had to. It was the last two places and a really good price. We leave Sunday.”

Last two places out of season; not very likely, but it was too late to argue now.


Chapter 2     
Sarah’s Wish Granted

Ellie grinned at Sarah. They were seated side-by-side on the plane wearing summer dresses, woolly pullovers, jackets, thick socks and walking boots. All the rest of their luggage, the shoes, t-shirts, skirts, party dresses, swimsuits and underwear, were stuffed into the cabin bags above their heads. Their pockets were crammed with sunglasses, telephones, cameras, books, bottles of water, and the essentials like cash and passports and their heads were almost lost beneath their sunhats. They were hot and no sooner had they sat down than they were up again to divest themselves of the jackets, hats and sweaters that they then bundled up and pushed beneath the seats. Two and a half hours flying time to Corsica, white sand and sunshine. Two and a half hours to Antone Dorinado and the Corsican Democratic Freedom Front.

At three, they exited the airport and, using a variety of schoolgirl French and mime, discovered the number and location of the bus that would transport them along the coast to their hotel. This was going well and before five both girls were on sun loungers beside the hotel pool sipping their first sangrias.

Ellie was leaning on one elbow and squinting in the bright sunlight at the paperback she’d brought with her from England. Sarah was gazing absent-mindedly at the reflected sparkles on the surface of the pool.

“I’ve asked in reception and no-one seems to have heard of Antone or the Democratic Freedom Front.”

“Really?” said Ellie without lowering her book.

“That’s surprising. It seemed quite a big web site with all that stuff about how the French government was suppressing Corsican identity.”

“Perhaps you’re just asking the wrong people. This is just a tourist hotel; they probably don’t realize what’s happening in the countryside.”

“I expect you’re right. We’ll have to go up into some of the hill villages and ask about in the bars.”

“You go. I’ll stay here and guard the sun loungers.”

“I can’t go by myself. I might be kidnapped or something. We’ll have to go together.”

“Sarah, it’s you that wants to find him; I’m not all that interested. I’d rather just stay here and sip sangria. In any case, if we find him what am I going to do while you’re seducing him?”

“There’ll be lots of them for you to choose from, a whole army. Come on, this is going to be a blast.”

Ellie was not so sure.

✽ ✽ ✽

“They are bandits.” The barman stared at them earnestly as he spat out the words in broken English.

“They’re helping to preserve your homeland,” countered Sarah. The café was hot and flies circled endlessly around the bare light bulb hanging from its cord in the centre of the room. The girls had travelled for nearly an hour that morning up the steep mountain roads in the ageing bus only to be met by blank stares or, worse, open hostility. Once they’d exhausted the bars in the first village, they’d caught another bus and ascended higher through the parched scrub and thorn bushes to the next. This was the fourth village. The light was beginning to fade and they were tired and more than a little inebriated on the frequent glasses of sharp red wine.

“They are robbers. They steal from people. They don’t care about freedom; they just care about money.”

Sarah looked at the man defiantly. “How can we find them?”

“Not here,” said the man and turned away.

Despondently, the girls left and sat on a wall outside to gaze at the lights twinkling on the hillsides far below. It was still early evening, but they’d reached the end of that day’s adventure – the last bus back to the coast was due in a few minutes.

“I knew this was stupid…” Ellie brushed a bothersome fly away from her face. It buzzed in circles for a few seconds before settling on her shoulder. She shrugged half-heartedly and listened to the chirping of the cicadas, an exotic backdrop for the warm, sultry nights.

“We had to try. Perhaps tomorrow we could go to a different part of the island and ask.”

“In your dreams. Tomorrow I shall be slowly basting myself next to the pool.”

“Ellie… You promised.”

“When? You can go looking for him if you want. I need to get in some serious tanning.”

“I can find him for ten Euros…”

Both girls spun round at the sound of the unfamiliar voice. It belonged to a young boy of about ten. He was grinning at them from beneath a mop of tangled black hair.

“You know Antone?” asked Sarah breathlessly.

“No…” He was playing with them, teasing them. Sarah’s face dropped and Ellie stared daggers at him. He was unashamed. “But I know who does.”

Instantly, Sarah was alert with eyes bright. “Can you get a message to him? Tell him we’d like to meet him. Do you think he’ll meet us?”

“He will meet you; he likes pretty girls. Ten Euros please, Mademoiselles,” said the boy and held out a grubby hand.

“How do we know you’re telling the truth?” asked Ellie. “You might just take the money and do nothing.”

“I can get a message to Antone. Ten Euros,” he repeated and shook his hand for emphasis.

Ellie looked at Sarah, but she was already rummaging in her bag for paper and a pen. “Here… I’m Sarah and this is Ellie. This is where we’re staying and this is my phone number. If I give you this money, can you get all that to Antone?”

The boy grinned and nodded. Of course he could do that and, despite Ellie’s warning that it was waste of money, Sarah handed him the handwritten message and a ten Euro note. In a flash he was gone, absorbed by the shadows between the rough stone buildings. They looked at each other, Ellie slowly shaking her head. They could hear the grinding of gears in the distance as the bus negotiated the sharp bends and testing inclines and its headlights swept across the darkening hillside.

✽ ✽ ✽

The next two days passed slowly with both girls barely moving from the poolside. The hotel was quiet and often they were the only guests there, the sole source of distraction for the young barman manning the small drinks booth. Ellie seemed content to let the days slide past, but Sarah was agitated and kept glancing at her phone.

Neither girl noticed the tourist idly sifting through the leaflets in the glass sided lobby. He watched them covertly, admiring their lithe figures stretched out in the sunshine. The boy hadn’t lied; they were pretty. The man made a casual comment to the hotel concierge and they both smiled.

“They’re English and barely mature enough to be out alone; college girls with potato soup for brains. Arrived Sunday and said they were looking for bandits, but fortunately they seem happy just to laze about now.”

The man nodded knowingly, but he was still suspicious. They could be a cunning plant by the local police intended to draw Antone out into the open, but the more he studied them, the less likely he thought that possibility. They didn’t seem old enough to be police women.

“Do they speak Corsican or French?” he asked and the concierge grinned.

“Thinking of making a play yourself,” he teased. “You won’t get very far unless you know English; their French is terrible.”

The man smiled back, thanked the concierge and left. Even the local police wouldn’t use undercover agents who couldn’t converse. Antone would be pleased.

It was eight that evening when Sarah’s phone eventually rang. It was a withheld number and she snatched it from the bed. “Hello…” she said breathlessly.

“Good evening, Mademoiselle. You seek me?”

“Antone… I knew you’d ring.”

“And why was that?” His English was heavily accented and sounded so romantic, but the question caught her off-guard.

“I… I thought. Well, I hoped you ring. We saw your web site on the net and decided to come and visit you.”

“Visit me! Why would you want to do that? Do you want to fight for Corsican independence?”

It was meant as a sarcastic question, but, in Sarah’s mind it was exciting and, therefore, much more preferable to the tedium of university.

“Maybe,” she answered. “Anything must be better than being bored to death sitting in a stuffy lecture room growing old.”

“And your friend… Is she there with you? Does she feel the same?”

“She’s having a shower and of course she feels the same. It’s why we came.”

If Sarah could but have seen, she’d have witnessed Antone slowly shaking his head and smiling to himself.

“We’ve been asking in all the bars right up into the mountains about you, but no-one seemed to know where you are.”

All the bars… He knew that was far from the truth. Such naiveté shouldn’t go unrewarded. “If you walk south along the seafront, you will find a small cafe called the Cormorant or Le Cormoran in French. Ten o’clock tomorrow morning.”

“You’ll meet us at the Le Cormoran for breakfast?” but she was talking to a dead line. She stared at the handset for long moments and then jumped from the bed.

“Ellie… Ellie…” She was hammering on the bathroom door with her fist. “Antone’s rung. He wants to meet us in the morning at a cafe down by the beach.”

✽ ✽ ✽

At ten, they were both sitting at a table on the edge of the promenade drinking coffee and looking around nervously. Antone was nowhere to be seen. The day was already warm and there were early sunbathers on the sandy beach, mainly families with children or young couples, the women coyly lying on their stomachs with their bikinis unfastened to ensure an even tan. Sarah and Ellie were feeling good. At Sarah’s insistence, they’d dressed in their skimpiest outfits: halter necked tops and short skater skirts; after all, they didn’t want to come all this way only to have Antone turn away at the last moment.

At ten thirty, he was still absent and the girls were getting impatient.

“He must have been delayed. He said he’d be here.”

“Are you sure this is the right place?”

Sarah gave her a withering look. “Do you want another drink?” she asked. “I’m sure he won’t be long.”

“How can you be sure? You’ve never met him. He could just have been playing a mean trick.”

It was then that the waiter approached and announced that the gentleman they were to meet has, unfortunately, had to postpone the meeting. “He said he would ring you another time.”

They looked at each other, their expressions betraying their disappointment.

“Fucking great…” said Sarah and dropped some coins on the table for the drinks. “He’s got my number; he could have rung.” She gazed at her mobile; no signal. They stood and peered round at the almost deserted seafront: Corsican highlife, midweek and out of season.

“Now what?”

“Back to the hotel, I suppose,” said Ellie and smoothed her short skirt flat at the front. Their shoes rung on the pavement as they sauntered slowly back the way they’d come. Behind them, a man detached himself from the interior of the cafe and followed them; his shoes were silent.

As they approached the road that led back up the hill to the hotel, he caught them up.

“Mademoiselles. Antone sends his regards and says I should transport you to him.”

The girls looked at him and then at each other in wary surprise. He was a big man, not tall, but thick and sturdy and wore a checked shirt and dusty jeans. He was, perhaps, in his mid-thirties, but his face had the texture of tanned leather so it was difficult to tell. The hair on his head was long, dark and tousled; that on his chin, short and stubbly.

Sarah spoke first trying to sound calm and collected. “Where is he? He was going to meet us at the cafe.”

“He was never going to meet you there. Antone is a cautious man. He is a rebel and a revolutionary. The police would dearly like to catch him. Now that I know you are not being followed, I shall take you to him.”

There was a long moment’s silence and then, without consulting Ellie, Sarah said, “Okay.”

“Sarah… We don’t know anything about this man. He may not be who he says he is.”

“And who else might I be? If you want to meet Antone, then you’ll have to come with me,” and he marched off towards a dilapidated jeep parked a little way up the street. Sarah ran after him and Ellie, somewhat more circumspect, trailed along behind.

They drove for almost an hour on winding lanes rising steadily from the verdant slopes at sea level to the arid rocky terrain of the mountain foothills. The habitation changed too, rich villas giving way to scruffy farms and tiny stone cottages, whitewashed to reflect the harsh sun. They passed through small villages, between squat stone walls under terracotta tiles with overhead cables appearing to entwine each building with its neighbour. Unpainted shuttering covered windows and doors and rusty steel mesh delineated stable yards for sorrowful looking donkeys.

The jeep threaded its way through the narrow winding streets while gaunt looking women stepped back into dark doorways and then, free from the clusters of houses, traversed exposed slopes through olive and chestnut groves.

Their driver was not very communicative. Perhaps his English wasn’t good; more likely his answers to the girl’s questions were deliberately evasive.

“Where are we going?”

“To meet Antone.”

“Where is he?”

“He waits at my house.”

“How far is it?”

“A few more villages.”

After a few more villages, the man stopped the jeep outside a two storey, grey stone building crowded by trees on all sides. They had been climbing through a steep valley with coarse grasses and spiky bushes concealing a small brook on one side of the road and thick woods on the other of mainly stunted oak and alder trees. The hills rose up to either side in rounded bluffs that looked dry and featureless. They’d passed the last habitation someway back down the road and now gazed at the open doorway, a dark rectangular hole with no indication as to what lay within. The man gestured to the girls and they stepped from the vehicle to squint into the gloom.

“Enter, my friends. Come and meet your friendly revolutionary…”

✽ ✽ ✽

Once their eyes had adjusted to the dim interior, Sarah and Ellie saw a sparsely furnished, but smoke filled room. At the far end was a small round table and uncomfortable looking wooden chairs. The room was occupied only by a man and a woman sitting at the table.

“Welcome to Mademoiselles Sarah and Ellie. Please, come and take a seat. I am Antone and this lady is the beautiful Annette, proprietor of this beautiful building.”

Antone was just like his photograph on the web site even down to the rifle propped up against the wall behind him, an aging Kalashnikov. He wore brown, embossed leather riding boots, dusty blue jeans, and a dark t-shirt that did little to disguise his impressive chest and biceps. The woman beside him was in her late twenties, slim and busty and dressed in a white frock with a laced bodice. They were both smoking cigars, his bigger than hers.

Annette looked at the girls with disdain, but Antone’s expression seemed open and friendly. “You have come all this way from England just to meet the famous Antone Dorinado, Freedom Fighter extraordinaire?”

“We saw your web site and read about everything you’re doing here; your struggle for independence. It seemed so much more interesting…” Sarah hesitated and rethought… “More worthwhile than the boring life we were having and we thought… well, we thought we’d come out and meet you.”

“And here I am. Come and sit. Would you like a drink? Annette, bring wine for our guests.”

The woman pulled herself to her feet without a word and disappeared into a back room. Meanwhile, Antone pulled up a chair next to his and patted its seat, smiling at Sarah as he did so. Sarah grinned broadly and settled herself beside him; Ellie sat next to Sarah on the far side of the table.

Annette reappeared with glasses and more wine and proceeded to pour while Antone gave Sarah his full attention, fixing her with his blue eyes whilst laying a heavy palm on the bare flesh of her thigh. The girls were dressed more for the beach than the mountains and their short skirts, heels and make-up seemed oddly out of place.

“I think it has been many years since these hills have seen anything so delightful as you.” Ellie rolled her eyes, but Sarah looked enraptured. “If the girls here were half as beautiful I would lay down my life to win their hearts…”

Annette gave him a sharp glance, but said nothing.

“We don’t have men at home like you,” cooed Sarah. “Strong men with a sense of justice and the will to do something about it.”

“I am not so unusual. Many here feel our identity is being stifled by our foreign overlords. They want to shrug off the imposition and fight for self-rule.”

“It sounds so dangerous…”

Antone smiled modestly. “I am not popular with the authorities. That’s the reason I had to be so careful when meeting you; you may have unwittingly been followed.”

“I don’t think we were. I’m sure I would have noticed.”

“Of course. And now you are here you would, perhaps, like me to tell you all about our struggles and the big plans we have for the future.” As he spoke, his fingers tightened about her thigh, but his eyes never once left her face.

“Where are we? What’s the name of this village?” It was Ellie speaking for the first time.

“Ah! A woman with a sense of place. One who likes to know where she stands. It’s called Lozzisaloca, but you’re unlikely to find it on any tourist map. Tell me, do you share your friend’s interest in our cultural battleground?”

Ellie looked momentarily disconcerted. She couldn’t very well say she’d rather be back beside the hotel pool or sitting in a seafront café sipping sangria and watching the seagulls. Eventually, she nodded and followed the gesture with “It’s good to have a purpose in life and I’m sure what you’re doing has very noble intentions.”

“Noble intentions…” Antone repeated. “I like that. A neat summary for a very messy business.”

“Do you kill people?” asked Ellie, bracing herself for the worst, but Antone just smiled.

“I have never killed anyone. Our target is more asset centred. We try to compromise big businesses commercially and disrupt authoritarian establishments. The people of Corsica are our friends.”

“And what about tourists? Are they your friends too?”

“Ah… I see what you’re thinking, but yes: tourism is our friend too. It brings wealth to the local communities where the bigger commercial concerns cannot. Now come, walk with me while Bernard and Annette prepare a meal for us.”

With that, he rose, picked up his rifle and walked to the door with an arm about Sarah’s shoulders. Ellie followed, passing their driver at the door who was on his way to help Annette.

✽ ✽ ✽

“It’s very beautiful here,” said Ellie gazing between the hills at the craggy mountain peaks above them. As she watched the shifting patterns of sunlight beneath the powder puff clouds, a large bird of prey glided majestically around the hillside until it was hidden by the terrain.

“It’s where I live. Isn’t your country this beautiful?”

“Not like this. It’s beautiful in a different way. Greener I suppose.”

“And wetter,” added Sarah from the other side of Antone. “I like the sunshine.”

They sat on the edge of a rocky outcrop and Sarah lay back against his shoulder, nestling in the crook of his arm with her knees drawn up heedless of fact that she was now displaying lacy underwear. Ellie noticed and glowered, but said nothing.

“How long are you intending to stay on Corsica?”

“Our return flight is Sunday, but we’ve no need to go back then.”

“Sarah!” said Ellie. “What about college?”

“What of it? We can soon catch up.”

“I was wondering if you’d like to see our camp?”

“Your hideout?” said Sarah with bright eyes. “We’d love to, wouldn’t we, Ellie?”

“How far is it?” asked Ellie.

“Ah! Always the sense of place. Its location is secret, so you would need to be blindfolded for a thirty-minute car drive, and then there would be a trek on mules up into the hills.”

“That sounds really exciting; I’ve never ridden a mule,” said Sarah before Ellie could answer and she peered around Antone’s chest at Ellie and grinned.

Bernard and Annette laid out a pasta dish on the small table and they ate, the food washed down by more of the rough red wine. Then they returned to the jeep and the girls climbed in the back.

“Excuse me,” said Antone and pulled a black bag over Sarah’s head before loosely pulling on the draw string. She could now see nothing, but although the bag was hot, air could still circulate freely through its open neck. Bernard then did the same with Ellie.

“Comfortable?” asked Antone. “It’ll only be while we’re driving, then I’ll remove them and you can appreciate our beautiful scenery from horseback.”

He was answered with two muffled grunts and the girls moved closer together to hold hands.

The roads were often slow and rough with the jeep lurching from side to side across pot holes, but it played out exactly as Antone had promised: after half an hour, the jeep bumped to a halt and the engine died. Deadened black was replaced by bright, searing sun and the girls peered round at their new surroundings. The jeep was parked at the head of a dirt track in a wood. All around was thick vegetation and the buzz of insects and, as their eyes rapidly adjusted, they could see four mules tethered to bushes in the shade of an oak.

“From here we ride,” announced Antone and jumped from the jeep. Sarah and Ellie followed to approach the animals with trepidation.

“Do they bite?” asked Sarah, but Antone just smiled and recovered blankets and saddles that were concealed behind a low wooden fence.

“I’ve never ridden before,” admitted Ellie and Sarah shook her head too.

“It’s easy. They’re very docile. Just sit on the saddle and they’ll follow me without you doing anything.” And so it was. They set off along a narrow path through the wood in line astern with Antone leading, his rifle now slung across his back, and Bernard bringing up the rear. The track followed the bed of a small stream that they crossed and re-crossed many times before emerging at the head of a winding valley. The hills rose around them in a series of rocky ridges among steep, sparsely wooded slopes covered by an under-layer of coarse grey bushes. Higher up, the vegetation thinned until the peaks showed nothing but barren rock. The mules continued without hesitation along a trail that seemed to have almost vanished amongst the arid countryside whilst the girls gazed silently about them, awe-struck by the solitude and the sheer scale of the terrain on all sides.

After another half hour, they paused in the shade of a grove of holm oaks and maritime pines to drink more wine from plastic bottles before continuing up another small valley and over a ridge. From there the track followed the contours around a steep hillside in a long, concave arc. To their left, the downhill side, the land fell away steeply for about a hundred metres with little more than the occasional boulder or dry acacia bush to break their fall. To their right, a narrow band of scrubby, impenetrable vegetation backed onto vertiginous barren rock, hot and dry in the warm afternoon sun. For almost two kilometres they clung to the mountain side with no possibility of shade. ‘An old miner’s road,’ Antone said. Then they crossed another ridge and the land changed again. A flat plateau with tough, coarse bushes and grasses growing up through fire blackened trees.

“We have many fires in the dry season and, as you can see, they can cause much damage, destroy whole mountainsides.”

Ellie surveyed the arid landscape. “It’s so isolated up here and everything’s so dry. It must be difficult to know you even have a fire let alone try and fight it.”

“We have fire-watchers during the summer and they use helicopters with big buckets of water beneath, but sometimes it can be like pissing into a volcano.”

The track dropped down about fifty metres from the far side of the plateau and meandered around another massive outcrop. For two more kilometres they followed the old miner’s road, all the time gradually climbing. The slope they traversed steepened too, until it would have been impossible to leave the track without the benefit of climbing ropes.

Antone turned in his saddle to look back at his guests, but said nothing. Suddenly, they found themselves on little more than a ledge often only a metre wide. The mules plodded on oblivious to the drop, but the two girls were rigid in their saddles, their hands gripping the reins so tightly that their fingernails dug into their palms. Quite abruptly, the track widened and they were within another area of scrubby woodland.

“Welcome to my camp,” said Antone and they turned a corner in the trail to be met by a group of three low buildings nestling amongst the trees.

Ellie gazed at the scene unfolding before her. “It’s not very big.”


Chapter 3     
An Extra Night

The buildings were old, probably hundreds of years old.

“It used to be part of a farm, a summer camp for goat herders, but no-one has used it in fifty years. It’s perfect for us. Nobody ever comes up here and it can’t be seen from lower down the mountain.” Antone waved his arm in a gesture that seemed unnecessarily expansive considering the modest nature of the buildings.

“How many people do you have here? How many are in your Freedom Army?” asked Ellie.

“We are a select but dedicated band.” Ellie looked unconvinced. “Seven… including me, but Bernard helps too when he’s not too busy. There were more, but they left to go to college.”

“Seven’s a good number,” said Sarah. “It’s good to have a tight band you can depend on.”

“Precisely. You are exactly right, Mademoiselle; a band of brothers to look after each other. There’s Jean, Henri and Nazaire, and then we have their wives: Marion, Odile and Suzanne.”

“Brothers and sisters,” observed Ellie dryly.

“Let’s stable the animals and then I’ll show you around.” He threw his leg over the mule’s back and slid from the saddle. Behind the girls, Bernard did the same. Ellie and Sarah required a little assistance to dismount and followed the men into the left-hand building, which turned out to be a barn. It was built of stone with a clay-tiled roof that certainly wasn’t waterproof. Sunlight spilled through the holes in dusty rays like holograms and created a mosaic of light on the hard earth floor. The left side of the barn was divided into four stalls for the animals whilst the back area was packed with hay bales and piles of firewood. That left about five metres square towards the right that was empty apart from some old chairs, a tin bath that had rusted holes through its base, and two spare saddles. Bernard guided the mules into stalls and gave them a little hay.

“Come. I’ll introduce you…” and Antone walked purposefully towards the larger of the two remaining buildings, climbed the wooden steps onto the porch, and entered into the dingy interior. Behind him, Ellie and Sarah filled the doorway to peer inside and there was a collective gasp from within. Three rough looking men were seated around a dining table playing cards while a woman who may have been fifty-something and wore a long, drab coloured dress peeled vegetables at a sink. The woman just stared with a shocked expression on her face whilst the faces of the three men cracked into broad grins. For the first time since leaving the hotel the girls felt over-exposed under the men’s scrutinising gaze and Ellie wished she’d at least worn a t-shirt rather than the halter top.

“The pretty one on the left is Jean,” said Antone indicating a man about his own age with a boyishly handsome, clean-shaven face and dark, curling hair. Jean inclined his head in response. “The one in the middle is Nazaire. He’s useful if you need anything lifted.” Nazaire was a brute of a man with a square, bald head and broad shoulders. “And finally, we have Henri, our strategist.” The girls looked at Henri whose smile broadened to show missing front teeth below a handlebar moustache. Henri was the eldest of the three by a long way and was much smaller in both build and height.

Henri said something to Antone in rapid, high-pitched French that the girls had no hope of understanding, but Jean laughed and Antone responded with a lengthy statement before turning to Sarah and Ellie.

“He says you’re very pretty.” Sarah smiled back, but Ellie, conscious that Henri had said much more than that, looked nervously from face to face. It was then that the woman started to speak. It was obvious that she was very upset and spoke at length with much gesticulating at both the men and the girls. Antone was having trouble calming her as he guided Sarah and Ellie further into the room and away from her. They stood against the wall in their short summer skirts and inappropriate shoes watching the woman arguing with Antone while Henri and Jean contributed brief comments that only seemed to inflame her more.

“That’s Odile. She’s concerned that you might inadvertently reveal the location of our camp when you return to your hotel and I had to explain that we have taken steps to conceal the route.” Odile was far from satisfied and the way she was looking at the girls suggested that revealing the camp’s location was not her only concern. She continued her rant long after Antone had stopped listening to her. “I expect Marion and Suzanne are in the other building doing some housekeeping. Here we have the kitchen and dining facilities and there are four rooms that we use for bedrooms. The other building is where I sleep.”

Without a word, Nazaire stood and all 120 kg of him gazed greedily at the girls. “Come,” said Antone lightly and ushered them back through the door. “I’ll show you my rooms.”

Ellie scampered out gratefully followed by Sarah and Antone and he pointed towards a canvas screen at the back of the building. “That’s the toilet or you can use the bushes at the back; they’re often more salubrious. Over there under the tree is an outside shower fed by a stream higher up the bank; it’s very refreshing in hot weather.” The girls gazed at an old oak tree not far beyond the latrine with an oil drum wedged in its branches. A plastic pipe ran from the drum to disappear above some rocks further up the slope and a couple of pipes dropped from the underside of the drum, one to a stand pipe fixed to the tree trunk and the other to a shower head hanging from its lowest branch.

“And this is my own accommodation,” and he waved an all-encompassing arm towards the other smaller hut.

They entered into a small sitting room with rugs draped on the walls, an old, soft settee against one side and a metal framed bunk bolted to the back wall. The furnishings made it seem much more homely than the bare utilitarianism of the larger building. A door leading through to a second room opened and Marion and Suzanne emerged carrying sheets for washing. Marion was the younger one, maybe even younger than Sarah and Ellie, and grinned when she saw them. She had a small, slender body and was dressed in jeans and a shirt. Her companion was her opposite: a shapely woman of about thirty-five with a voluptuous bust that was in danger of spilling out of her frock above her corpulent hips. She stood in the doorway with her arms crossed glaring at Antone while he, apparently, repeated all the explanations he’d given Odile. Eventually, she yielded her position, stepping aside to allow Antone to show the girls where he slept. The small room was dominated by a high, wooden framed double bed that had been constructed in situ with a light-weight foam mattress.

“Not the most comfortable of beds, but we had to get the mattress up on a mule,” he explained.

Sarah bounced on the edge of the bed and then looked sheepishly at Ellie and the other two women.

“Marion and Suzanne are Jean and Nazaire’s partners. Odile is, of course, Henri’s wife.”

“You’re not married then?” asked Sarah innocently.

“Me? No.”

“He fucks all of us…” said Marion in heavily accented English. Antone gave her a sharp look, but she continued with a coy smile. “We don’t mind and our men don’t mind; it is the price they pay for being a member of Antone’s band, and anyway, their benefits far out-weight any small inconvenience they suffer.”

“We have an arrangement that is acceptable to all parties,” said Antone and gave Marion a warning look to tell her she’d said enough.

Suzanne, however, wanted her say and her lack of English wasn’t going to stop her. She spoke rapidly in either colloquial French or Corsican and then added with a wicked grin in halting English, “More comfortable…” and bounced her heavy bust up and down in cupped hands.

“Suzanne and Marion have just finished here and will now go and help Odile prepare a meal.” He stared at the women and they left smirking. Antone walked around the room pointing out the newspaper cuttings pinned to the walls. The girls couldn’t read the French text, but looked at the pictures.

“There are no pictures here of you,” noted Sarah.

“Of course not. As a political figurehead, I am careful not to be associated directly with our more nefarious activities.”

“And all these… incidents, they’re your work?”

“Not all, but many of them. There were many more incidents that were not reported in this manner; we like to cause as much inconvenience for the establishment as we can.”

“Can I look at your rifle?” asked Sarah and Antone carefully detached the magazine before handing it to her. “I’ve never handled anything like this before.”

“It’s a wonderful instrument. It fires 30 rounds at a rate of ten a second.”

“Can I try it?”

Antone looked sad. “I’m afraid not. Its sound could attract unwelcome attention and, anyway, I don’t have many cartridges. Perhaps another time.”

Sarah held it up to her shoulder as if she was going to fire it and scanned the room looking down the sights. “I can just imagine you holding off a hoard of solders.”

“Perhaps Ellie would like to look at it,” he suggested, but she declined.

“No thank you. I think it’s a horrible thing. It’s designed to kill people.”

“It’s true. That is its purpose and for nearly seventy years it has proved to be eminently effective, but it has liberated countries as well as enslaving them. Do you know that it is estimated that there have been more than a hundred million AK’s manufactured? This one was probably made by hand in a backstreet workshop in Pakistan.”

“Mr Dorinado. I have sympathy for your struggle, really I do, but I don’t see how it justifies threatening people with an automatic assault rifle. Presumably, the sort of people we’re talking about are government employees, clerks and the like. They’re just honest people trying to earn a living; they’re not the ones scheming to keep Corsica from independence.”

“Ellie, that’s no way to talk to our host.”

“It’s alright, Sarah. I understand Ellie’s concerns and share them. I repeat what I have already said: I have never shot anyone; the rifle is more for effect, to suggest the seriousness of our commitment.”

“Well, I think it’s a very dangerous way of doing that and I want no part of it.”

“What about wild animals?” asked Sarah trying to steer the conversation onto a less contentious subject. “Are there wolves and bears here?”

“Sadly, no. The most dangerous mammals we have here in the mountains are wild boar; they have big teeth and are extremely aggressive.”

“Oh, we have plenty of them in England now. There are hundreds living in the forests in Gloucestershire and they keep popping up in other counties too.”

Antone shrugged. “Then you know to keep out of their way. As for other dangerous creatures, there are no venomous snakes, but there are black widow spiders, scorpions and 9 cm long centipedes. You do not want to be bitten or stung by any of these, although they are rarely fatal.”

Ellie, in particular, looked uncomfortable at the thought. “Thanks very much. I have never liked spiders. Have you ever seen any of these?”

“Oh, frequently. They are all fairly common. But now, I think, we ought to go back. The women will have food prepared.”

✽ ✽ ✽

The women were serving the meal at a long, rectangular dining table outside and the company, including Bernard, all sat down together. There was a large pot of stew in the centre and Odile stood scooping out ladlefuls as others passed her their dishes.

“It’s goat,” said Antone when he saw Ellie peering suspiciously at her food. She dipped a flatbread that had been baked in a wood-fired oven into the rich liquid, tasted it, and grinned. It was good and she complimented Odile who returned the smile even though she couldn’t understand the words. Bernard walked round the table filling the wine glasses from a large jug, then topped up the jug with two more bottles. The air was warm, the food very satisfying and the wine strong if not particularly smooth. By the time the meal was over, nobody wanted to move from the table, but Bernard struggled to his feet, mumbled something to Antone and struck out in the direction of the barn. Antone stood and followed him and then Ellie had a thought and went hurrying after them closely followed by Sarah.

“Is Barnard going now? We should go too; it’s beginning to get dark.”

“You can’t leave now; it’s much too late. Night comes quickly in the mountains and the path is much too dangerous for you. You’ll have to stay here tonight.”

“But we can’t. Where will we sleep? And we haven’t got any clothes or toothbrushes.”

“But Mademoiselles, you can sleep with me in my hut.”

Sarah’s eyes looked bright, but Ellie was far from impressed. “In your dreams. No… We must leave now.”

“I think Antone’s right,” said Sarah trying to keep her voice calm and rational. “Neither of us is any good on a mule and we’ll probably break a leg. I don’t mind sharing his bed if he promises to behave himself.”

Ellie saw straight through Sarah’s deliberate misdirection and was having none of it. “Well, I do.”

“Ellie, that’s not a problem. There is a spare room in the main house that you are welcome to use.”

“I can’t sleep alone over there. Did you see the way Nazaire was looking at me earlier and the other two weren’t much better? I won’t be safe.”

“Oh well, your safety is, of course, paramount. Perhaps you could sleep on the bunk outside my bedroom. That would be safe and I’m sure it would be very comfortable.”

Ellie looked at Sarah and saw instantly that her argument was lost. Sarah had made up her mind and was going to spend the night with Antone no matter what. Ellie sighed in resignation. “Okay. I’ll sleep on the bunk if you promise to lock the outside door.”

“I’m sure that precaution is unnecessary, but if it pleases you I will, of course, comply. And now, perhaps you might like to re-join the company.” The girls turned away, Ellie apprehensive and Sarah elated with anticipation. “Oh Sarah, just one more thing…”

They both stopped and looked round, but Antone wanted to talk to Sarah privately, so Ellie continued on her way. A few minutes later, Bernard had gone and Ellie and Sarah were once more sitting either side of Antone drinking the wine and listening to Jean plucking an old guitar and singing melodic but indecipherable local folk songs. It was a long evening and, after Ellie’s initial uneasiness, an enjoyable one.

Soon after eleven, earlier than the girls expected, the party broke up and everyone went to their beds. Antone was as good as his word and Ellie found the bed in his sitting room made up with clean sheets and light blankets. Antone turned the key in the outside lock and disappeared into the inner bedroom to join Sarah, leaving Ellie to turn out the paraffin lamp and curl up alone to listen to the soft sounds coming through the thin wall.

✽ ✽ ✽

Whether it was the wine or the fresh air of the day before was difficult to tell, but Ellie awoke late to bright sunlight streaming through the open door. She redressed rapidly in the same clothes she’d worn the night before and peeped into Antone’s bedroom. It was empty. Neither was there anyone about in the yard or barn.

Sarah was sitting with the other three women around the table in the kitchen. “Hi, sleepy head. We didn’t like to wake you.” She was spreading honey onto drop scones that Marion had baked.

Ellie blinked, offered a heavily accented, “Bonjour,” to the other women and rubbed her eyes with a fist. “I think the wine went to my head. I slept like a log.” Then she looked around again. “Where are the men?”

“They’ve left for the day. All very secret. I think they’ve gone to make a political statement, but I have no idea what it is. Antone said he’d be back this evening.”

“But how are we meant to get back to the hotel?”

“I don’t want to go back to the hotel today. I want to hear about what they’ve done.”

“Sarah… We have nothing here. No change of clothes, no toothbrush, no pills… nothing!”

“Don’t worry. Antone has thought of everything. Bernard went away last night with my door key. Annette’s going to go to the hotel today to get some of our things and bring them up here. You should have everything you need by early afternoon.”

“But this wasn’t the agreement. I want to go back to the hotel.”

“Antone said that’s not going to be possible. Annette cannot take us all the way back by herself. He’s very security conscious as you know.”

“So we’re both going to be stuck up here for another night?” Sarah couldn’t help but grin. “And what about a shower? I feel so sweaty in this heat.”

“You can have a shower whenever you want.”

“Of course, I can't. There’s no screen around it; anyone could see me.”

“Honestly, Ellie; you're such a prude. I’ll speak to Antone about it when he gets back.”

“No, don’t bother. We’ll be going tomorrow and I’d rather wait until we’re back at the hotel.”


Chapter 4     
A silly and ill-advised joke

At about one, Annette appeared on a mule with a large bag hanging from the saddle. She’d arrived at the hotel before the service staff cleaned the room to collect clothes and personal items for both girls and walked out with her plunder stuffed into the holdall. They thanked her and retreated back to Antone's hut to change.

“T-shirts, pants, skirts, toothbrushes, wallets and passports,” said Ellie staring at the heap of belongings emptied out onto the bed. “There’s no sweaters, boots, jeans or bras.”

“She’s only brought enough for a couple of days.”

“But no bras. What am I supposed to do?”

“Oh, I told Antone not to bother with them. Haven't you noticed that the other women here don’t wear them? I didn’t want us to stand out.”

“Sarah… I'm going to stand out a lot more if I don’t wear one.”

“Don’t be so prissy. It won’t be for long and we can easily manage with what we have here.” Sarah picked through the hoard. “She’s remembered my birth pills…”

By one-thirty, both girls were redressed in clean clothes. They wore different colours but substantially the same style; short skirts teamed with cotton t-shirts; the only style they possessed. The thin, smooth cotton did little to hide the girls’ features and was making Ellie feel distinctly uncomfortable. Sarah thought Ellie’s concerns were just funny and reminded her she was happy to dress like that for the beach; Ellie reminded Sarah that they were high in the mountains among strangers, possibly violent strangers.

Annette set off alone back down the mountain and the discord was soon forgotten. They spent a pleasant afternoon lazing in the sunshine whilst the other three women set about their daily chores. Ellie offered to help Suzanne in the kitchen, but the woman just shook her head and instead gave the girl a glass of homemade lemonade.

It was dark before the men returned, their mules’ feet clicking on the stony ground to announce their arrival. They were in high spirits and the reason was soon obvious: hanging from their saddles were bags stuffed with bank notes. Their mood was instantly infectious and Suzanne and Marion were soon skipping around with the money bags, swinging them in circles like witches dancing in the moonlight.

When Antone eventually turned his attention to Sarah and Ellie, Ellie had to ask the obvious question: “Where did all this money come from?”

“We have struck a blow for liberty by relieving the authorities of their cash from Corte post office.”

“And what are you going to do with all the money now? Distribute it to the poor?” Ellie was being sarcastic, but Antone had an answer.

“It takes a lot of money to finance a revolution. Apart from our everyday needs, we need to advertise our cause to attract more support and then equip our new volunteers. As you can see, this camp is unsuitable to house many more people and we will need to find larger, more convenient premises. This money will be added to the funds we have already accumulated and spent well.”

“Tell me all about how you did it,” asked Sarah with her face flushed with excitement.

“Well, we waited until the office was empty and about to close for the afternoon break. Then Jean and I entered and pretended to browse the daily papers…”

✽ ✽ ✽

The evening’s solitude quickly morphed into a party atmosphere. Somebody lit a small fire in a fire-pit outside the main hut, its flickering light concealed by both the lie of the land and the thick copse that surrounded the buildings. The evening meal was forgotten. In its place, bottles of wine reflected the firelight and cigar smoke mingled with the sparks that danced above the happy revellers.

Jean’s out-of-tune guitar initially encouraged lively and, Ellie suspected, rather bawdy communal singing, but as the evening wore on, soporific melodies began to lull her into a sleepy peace. Sarah and Antone sat on a bench beside her and she was conscious that their attentions were becoming more amorous as the evening wore on. She moved to a canvas deck chair and tried to ignore them, closing her ears to the chattering laughter about her and her eyes to the warm, dancing flames.

✽ ✽ ✽

She was floating in her dream. Her arms were weightless and seemed to be slowly moving before her like underwater plants wafting in the tide. She could feel the cool water tickle against her body as her arms rose higher and then sank back as the tide ebbed. A warm, softness seemed to engulf her body, cradling her in its gentle caress as it tickled against her skin. She wriggled and giggled in a dream-state as the fluttering sensation crossed her abdomen to rise up her side and stroke across her breast. She batted it away and turned a sleepy head against the pillow.

Then her leg twitched as the tickling rose up her inner thigh. She stirred, trying to move her legs against what was becoming an irritation, but found she couldn’t close her knees; something was blocking her.

Her eyes flew open to see Henri kneeling before her, his grinning face leering up at her and in his hand a long feather. He was between her spread thighs with her short skirt riding high to display her tiny, white lace pants. She screamed and pushed him away, only to discover that her breasts were bare and Jean, standing behind Henri, was holding her t-shirt.

She screamed again, louder and with more urgency, kicking wildly so that the chair toppled over and she rolled out. Henri fell to the side in a fit of giggles, Jean shook her shirt teasingly like a Matador might tease a bull, and beside him, Nazaire stood motionless and expressionless like a bear about to pounce.

Ellie peered around in panic. The three women were all watching her, Odile with her usual severe expression, Marion and Suzanne with amusement. She took in the fact that both Marion and Suzanne were bare breasted, Suzanne’s substantial frontage quivering above folded arms as she chuckled quietly. Of Sarah and Antone, there was no sign.

Ellie struggled to her feet whilst Jean called out, “Oh, Mademoiselle. Come here and have a cuddle…” but she moved fast snatching up the t-shirt that Jean had so deftly removed and running towards Antone’s hut. She was conscious that both Jean and Nazaire had moved to catch her before she barrelled through the door and slammed it behind her, struggling feverishly with the key. Before she had time to lock it, the door burst open again and she was thrown across the room. Without waiting to see who was behind her, she darted through the second door into Antone’s bedroom, but it was empty.

She turned. Jean and Nazaire filled the doorway and then moved around each side of the bed while Ellie cowered at its far corner. With a last-minute dash, she jumped on the bed and lunged for the door. Nazaire reached out to grab her and snatched at the t-shirt which she relinquished like a lizard’s tail as she darted once more through the door. This time, she didn’t hesitate, but ran straight through the outer door, slamming it behind her. She heard a heavy body crash against the door and before it was opened, she was away around the side of the hut and into the night.

She ran through the trees, twisting and turning randomly, heedless of the scratching branches and entangling roots in the dim moonlight. She ran on for perhaps a couple of hundred paces and then sunk into the shadows beneath a low bush to recover her composure and allow her breathing to slow.

Behind her, there was calling…

“Ellie. Come back. We were only fooling. You are quite safe here.”

After about fifteen minutes, Jean’s voice was joined by Antone’s and Sarah’s trying to coax her from her hiding, but she was having none of it. She had seen Nazaire’s look as he’d gazed on her exposed body, sensed the determination with which he chased her and felt the urgent grasp of his hand as he almost caught her. Jean and Henri weren’t harmless either. It was them that had dreamt up and enacted the little scenario, them that had stripped and assaulted her.

Torches flicked back and forth through the vegetation, but none approached near enough to be a threat. After almost an hour of fruitless calling, her seekers gave up and the woods became quiet. She began edging her way obliquely through the trees towards the narrow path that led back to civilisation, sinking patiently back into the shadows if she was in any doubt.

Finally, snaking through the undergrowth she saw the line of light-coloured rocks exposed by hoofs and feet. It curled round a rock at the edge of the wood and dropped from sight. She waited… ten minutes… fifteen… and then, just when she’d decided it was safe to proceed, she heard voices. Low whispered words in French not five metres from her. She backed away, turning once more into the safety of the dense trees.

Fifty metres back, she rested and tried to re-gather her thoughts. They were guarding the path back down the mountain at its narrowest point, the ledge she was forced to negotiate if she was to make it back to safety. But was she really forced to take that way? It wasn’t as if this was the Eiger or Matterhorn with truly precipitous cliffs on all sides. Surely, if she climbed a little higher she could circumvent that particular section.

She moved again, this time with purpose. She reached the edge of the wood again, but instead of moving left to the path, she moved right to where the bare upward slope beyond the wood looked less daunting in the moonlight. The trees thinned and were replaced with low bushes and solitary, rounded rocks that appeared like pale grey ghosts. She climbed until the wood was nothing but a dark patch below her and then moved to the right around the contour. After about a kilometre, she started to descend only to find her way dropping steeply to oblivion. She followed the contour further until the slope to her right dropped gently into a narrow ravine that became choked with thick bushes and trees. Here, the dim light all but failed, but she clambered on, squeezing between tree trunks and rocks, spiky acacia bushes and cold pools in the base of the valley.

The terrain levelled and still she pushed her way blindly through dark vegetation with no real idea of her position. But her sense of direction was good. She burst from the vegetation and there, stretching to the right and left, was the path. The narrow ledge was far to her right and she’d emerged on an easy slope that morphed into the plateau of scorched shrubs. She was back in the light, the grey path showing clearly in the moonlight and now the first indications of the dawn lightened the sky on the eastern horizon. She turned left and moved as rapidly as she dared down the trail.

✽ ✽ ✽

It was quite light by the time she neared the bottom. She moved quickly down the wooded valley towards the start of the path and she supposed it must be about five o'clock. The terrain was becoming gentler, although the rocks were treacherously slippery when the path crossed the stream and her shoes definitely weren’t meant for hiking. She began to recognise familiar features now the sun was up and she thought it couldn’t be far now to where they’d abandoned the jeep and took to the mules. Maybe just round the next corner. It was…

But this wasn’t right. There was the jeep parked up beside the path at the head of the track. It shouldn’t have been there; it should have been back at Bernard and Annette’s house. Perhaps Antone had rung Bernard on his mobile to call for his help, but that couldn’t have been it either because she knew the mobile signal was non-existent up at the camp. There was nobody around as she crept up to the jeep. Its engine was cold; it had stood there many hours and she now hurried past anxious to reach a proper road and perhaps flag down a passing vehicle. Was anyone going to stop for a semi-naked girl? Of course they would.

She moved further down the track and there were buildings on her right: a chicken coop and out buildings, and then the side of habitation. Elated she ran out onto a road and stopped dead. She knew this place. It was Bernard’s house. Antone’s mystery route that they’d endured with bags over their heads had been nothing but a sham designed to suggest that the path into the mountains was far away when, in reality, it was just behind the house.

“And now we have a little problem…”

It was Antone. He’d just emerged from the doorway and behind him was Bernard. She knew that further flight was useless; there was nowhere to go except down the lane or back up the track and either of the men could easily run her down. She walked slowly towards him, her arms folded across her chest to cover her nakedness.

“Please Antone, let me go. Take me back to the hotel. I won’t tell anyone where you are.”

Antone regarded her sadly and then removed his sleeveless leather jerkin and gave it to her. She turned to slip her arms through the holes and pulled it together at the front. There was no way of fastening it, but it afforded her a little warmth and modesty.

“Come inside and have some coffee,” and she nodded, following them into the gloom within. Annette was there with a coffee pot and some toasted flat scones. She said nothing, just put the plate down in front of Ellie and retreated to her kitchen.

“You’re going to take me back up the mountain, aren’t you?”

“You leave me no choice, Mademoiselle. I cannot risk the police interviewing you, especially after yesterday; they’ll be looking for me all over the island. And I have the others to think about. You’ve put their freedom at risk too. It won’t be for long. As I have already told you, we will be decamping to new premises soon and then it will be safe to allow you to return home. Meanwhile, you will have to accept my hospitality.”

“Your men… They assaulted me. They would have…”

“Non, mademoiselle, they would not. They were only playing a silly and ill-advised joke. You were never in any peril.”

“But Nazaire… And the girls were no better. They were both half-naked.”

“They meant nothing by it and I will ensure you receive a full apology. Your dignity should have been protected.”

Ellie was defeated. She’d tried her best to evade Antone and his band and it had only landed her in more trouble.

“I’ve saddled a mule for her with the Spanish saddle,” said Bernard and Antone nodded sagely.

“What’s so special about the Spanish saddle?” asked Ellie looking even more anxious.

“It’s just a heavier saddle. You’ll find it easier to stay on.”

What he hadn’t said was that the reason she’d find it easier was that it was equipped with metal ‘D’ rings for attaching equipment, perfect for attaching Ellie.

“This isn’t necessary,” she said sitting on the mule as Antone tied her wrists together and threaded the rope through the rings on the top of the saddle. “I’m not going to run away again.” She looked at his rifle slung over his back, but said nothing more.

“This is just to make sure. There’s only me to escort you back and I don’t want to be chasing you all over the hillside.”

“What if we meet someone on the path? How are you going to explain a half-naked girl tied to the saddle?”

“We are very unlikely to meet anyone. Nobody ever walks this way and it is still only six-thirty. And now, if you’re ready, we can begin.”

“Do I have a choice?” For an answer, her mule moved of its own accord close on the heels of Antone’s.

It was an uncomfortable ride back up the hill in many ways, mainly because she was conscious that she was only half dressed and, with her hands tied, unable to fully close the jerkin. She was also being returned to the very people who had assaulted her. Her only solace was that Antone and Sarah would be there to protect her.

And what could she expect in the days to come? They surely weren’t going to let her roam around as before, so she was going to be locked up in some way; she was going to be a prisoner.


Chapter 5     
Her First Chain

The complete band assembled to greet them when they arrived back at the camp, a ring of faces staring up at her, evident relief mixed with suspicion. Their secret location was once again safe, but for how long?

“Well, that was really stupid,” was the first thing Sarah said even before Ellie had dismounted.

Antone untied her wrists and hoisted her down to the ground and she stared about with wild eyes, clutching Antone’s jerkin tightly about her.

“What did you do that for?” asked Jean in his heavily accented English. “It was only a bit of fun.”

Her eyes turned to him, but she didn’t answer. There was nothing to say.

“Take her to my hut,” said Antone to Sarah. “Stay with her. Let her redress. I’ll be over in a minute.”

“What will you do with her?” asked Jean in French once the girls had left.

“She now knows the location of our camp and we cannot risk her running away again. We’ll have to keep her tethered until we find a new camp. Fetch me that old chain from the back of the barn and there are some locks there too.”

When he entered the hut ten minutes later, Ellie and Sarah were sitting on Ellie’s bunk talking.

“She says she’s very sorry and won’t do it again, but Jean and Henri had undressed her while she was asleep and they were assaulting her. She thought they were going to rape her.”

“They were drunk and in high spirits, but that’s not the problem now. Our problem is that we must ensure you can’t run away again and I’m afraid that means restricting you with this,” and he dropped the galvanised chain in a heap on the floor with a loud bang. “I’ll chain your ankle to the bed during the night and move you to the kitchen during the day.”

“No, you can’t. Please… You can’t keep me chained up her like a pet dog. I have college to attend. I can’t just stay here. Sarah, tell him… I have to go home.”

“Mademoiselle, that is the one thing we cannot now allow you to do until we find a new camp. As I've already said, it won’t be long, I promise you. A month maybe…”

“A month! I can’t stay here for a month. And Sarah… What about her? Has she got to stay too?”

“I’m staying anyway,” said Sarah. I've already made up my mind.”

“Please Ellie. Try to understand our position. If the police should interrogate you, you could reveal our camp and we would all be arrested.”

“But I would never do that.”

Antone just gave her a sad smile and knelt before her with the chain.

“No, not this. Please… I promise not to run again.”

Antone slowly shook his head. “Even if I was prepared to accept your assurances, I have the others to consider.” He wrapped the end of the chain about her ankle and snapped an old padlock through the links to stop her removing it. “I regret that this will be uncomfortable until I can get Bernard to make you a proper ankle cuff…” Then he locked more of the chain about the metal frame of the bunk using a second similar vintage lock. “Get some sleep; you must be tired after your busy night. Later, you can come to the kitchen for a meal.”

Ellie stared down in silence at the steel chain now attached to her leg and tears began to form in the corners of her eyes. Antone rose, looked at Ellie for a few moments without comment, and then ushered Sarah to the doorway for a few quiet words before he left.

“You only have yourself to blame,” chided Sarah. “These are good people; they wouldn’t have hurt you.”

“I'm chained like an animal… And look at the size of it. It’s so heavy I’ll hardly be able to lift it.”

“I rather think that’s deliberate. He told me it weighs 11 kg,” said Sarah. “He said it’s going to be moved from here to the kitchen during the day, so while it’s not actually locked to anything, it’ll be too heavy for you to run off with it.”

“Oh, God… This just gets worse and worse. You know why he’s chained me up, don’t you? I found out something last night about where we are and if I tell you, he’ll have to chain you up too.”

“I know already. Bernard’s house is at the bottom of the path. Antone told me last night.”

Ellie’s snatched her arm in surprise. “How come he tells you, but when I find out I immediately become a prisoner?”

“He trusts me; he doesn’t trust you.”

“But that’s not fair. I wouldn’t tell anyone.” She stared hopelessly at the chain locked to her ankle. “You must tell him; convince him that I wouldn’t betray them. Sarah, you can’t leave me chained up.”

“You’ll be fine. I’ll be here all the time to look after you and it’s not like he’s locked you in a cell. You can sit with us all around the camp fire in the evenings and it'll be fun.”

“But Sarah, I’ll be their prisoner. And this means we can’t go home. We’ll miss our flight and probably get thrown out of college for non-attendance.”

“Ellie, I've already said I'm not going back.” Sarah glanced behind her at the door. “Now, you get some sleep and stop worrying about things.”

“Sarah… Don’t go.”

“I must. I hardly saw anything of Antone last night because he was too busy looking for you. I’ll see you later in the kitchen.”

She stood and walked to the door, looking back at Ellie sitting dejectedly on the bunk with the chain heaped at her feet. Everything had already been said so she left, closing the door behind her. Ellie stood and tested the limits of the chain. It was long, perhaps fifteen metres in all, but Antone had secured it to the bunk’s frame not at its end, but so that she had only about two metres of slack. She wasn’t even able to reach the door.

✽ ✽ ✽

It was about midday before Antone reappeared to find Ellie lying on the bed staring at the ceiling. He unlocked the chain from the frame and she stood, but then found that if she wanted to leave the hut, she had to gather up the chain and carry it. They left the hut and Antone allowed her to visit the latrines before they both went to the kitchen.

She entered and once again all faces turned silently towards her. She held the chain cradled in a heap in her arms, her grey eyes surveying the assembly, daring them to speak. She was now dressed in another t-shirt, a creamy white one that hugged her body and arms and had lace about the neck and sleeves; it was already discoloured by the chain. Her skirt was short and tight, designed to be deliberately provocative on the dance floor and totally ill-suited to her present situation. Her shoes were the only ones she had with her, the ones she wore to the beach café to meet Antone and in which she’d later struggled down the mountain the night before: strappy sandals with 8 cm heels. They weren’t exactly stilettos, but they still made traversing the rocky terrain outside the huts difficult. She saw all their eyes slide down her bare legs to the chain locked about her left ankle and dropped the mass of links she was carrying with a loud bang onto the wooden floor.

“Ellie is going to spend the afternoon here and eat with us,” said Antone and he picked up the end of the chain and locked it around a wooden post near the centre of the building that supported the roof. “It was an unfortunate misunderstanding last night that has resulted in considerable inconvenience for our guest and I hope it won’t spoil a friendly atmosphere.” He repeated everything he said in French for the benefit of Suzanne, Odile, Nazaire and Henri.

“So… We have a sexy little captive,” said Nazaire in French.

“She’s not to be messed with,” warned Antone, and then added in English, “Nazaire says that you are forgiven for last night.”

It was the first time she’d ever heard Nazaire speak. He had a low gravelly voice and spoke French with a thick local dialect, but she was fairly certain that’s not what he’d said. Even if it was, for what was she being forgiven? It wasn’t her that enacted the assault. She walked purposefully across the room dragging the chain behind her and sat at the table.

“Would you like a cup of tea?” asked Sarah standing near the sink and Ellie nodded. Antone moved the rest of the chain out of the way under the bench with the side of his foot and then sat beside Ellie in a show of solidarity. She glanced at his smiling face once and then stared down at the mug of tea Sarah had just placed before her. Slowly, conversation resumed, a humming melee of indecipherable noises that swam about her head.

“Antone’s going to buy a big house and set it up as a guest house.” Sarah’s voice broke through into her consciousness.

“What?”

“He’s going to buy a big house and start some sort of guest house or hotel. It’ll be a front of course. Really it’ll be a training camp.”

“I don’t want to know.”

“I’m not going to tell you where it is. I don’t think he’s found what he’s looking for yet so even he doesn’t know. It’ll mean we can have proper rooms with televisions and things, sunbath on the beach, and go out to clubs.”

“I shan’t be there so it doesn’t affect me.”

“Just thought you’d like to know. As soon as we move away from here, you can go home if you want.”

“Of course I want. D’you think I like being chained to the hut?”

Sarah was quiet for a long moment and then said, “Antone thought you might like to help in the kitchen during the day.”

“Whatever… It’s not as if I’ll be doing much else.”

“Ellie… There’s no need to be so grumpy. He’s trying to do his best for you. Just remember it was you that caused all this.”

Ellie lifted her head and stared straight ahead, straight into the eyes of Nazaire. “Yes, I’d like to help,” she said without pause.

✽ ✽ ✽

That evening, the men were all huddled around the kitchen table making plans while the five women sat outside in the warm evening air with Ellie’s chain snaking back up the steps and into the kitchen. Suzanne and Odile puffed happily on small, crooked looking cheroots around the fire. Odile even cracked her face into the occasional smile as the three Corsican women chatted together.

“We’re going house hunting tomorrow,” announced Sarah.

“You and Antone?”

“Of course. I’m afraid you can’t come.”

“No. I’ll be chained to the hut.”

Sarah face broke into a sly grin.

“I don’t think it’s at all amusing. D’you think I like being chained up?”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to smile, but it does have a certain irony: you’re the one that didn’t really want to come and now you’re the one who can’t leave. Tell me… Did you ever harbour any fantasies about bondage?” Her grin increased tenfold.

“What? Sarah. This isn’t funny. It’s not a game. I’m chained to the building. I’m a prisoner.”

Marion had been listening and interrupted in broken English. “They were only playing. Not meaning anything. They like to see us with no shirt…”

“I bet they do,” said Ellie. “I saw you and Suzanne were topless.”

Marion gave a Gallic shrug. “It pleases us too,” she added. “There is not so much to do on top of a mountain, especially now Antone has Sarah too.”

Suzanne said something and Marion translated: “She says you have very pretty tits. You should be pleased to show them.”

“Ellie’s always been funny about showing too much flesh, haven’t you sweetie?” Sarah reached out a hand towards Ellie’s chest, but Ellie reacted instantly and slapped her away.

“Sarah!” she gasped.

“Oh, loosen up, girlie. It’s no big thing.”

“It is to me,” said Ellie and stood up.

“And where do you think you’re going?”

She stared down at Sarah for a long moment and then sat back down again. “This is a nightmare…” she muttered under her breath.

✽ ✽ ✽

Late that evening, Antone walked from the communal hut carrying the end of Ellie’s chain and gathering up the slack as he walked. “Time for bed,” he announced and Ellie rose to follow him towards his hut, dragging the last two metres of chain attached to her ankle across the dry earth in her wake.

“Do you want to use the latrines?”

She nodded and he stood holding her tether while she disappeared behind the screen. Inside the hut, she used a bowl of water to wash and clean her teeth and then moved to the bed.

“Would you like to remove your clothes for the night?”

She thought for a few seconds and then nodded, so Antone knelt and unlocked the chain from around her leg.

“Turn around,” she said and he faced the door while she slipped the skirt from her hips followed by the skimpy lace pants and jumped onto the bunk to pull the blankets over herself. Antone turned back and she stuck out a foot so he could reattach her ankle and then re-lock the chain about the bed frame.

“I’ve put a bucket next to the bed in case you need to use it during the night.” He waited for Ellie to thank him, but that never happened. “Goodnight,” he said at last and went back outside.

Once he was gone, she pulled the shirt over her head and scooted lower under the blanket. Her left leg was heavy with its restraint and when she checked, she found that once again, she only had two metres of slack. She pulled as much as she could up onto the mattress under the covers and curled up into a foetal ball. It was a good hour and a half before anyone re-entered the hut and she felt like a child that had been put to bed early while the adults stayed up. When the door did reopen, there was a lot of hushed giggling and whispering and Antone, Sarah and Marion crept through the room so as not to wake her up. She was still wide awake, but she wasn’t going to let them know that. Antone’s bedroom door closed quietly and the giggling restarted, muffled but less inhibited. Inside the dark of the room, images of writhing bodies flashed through her mind and she drew the blanket tighter about herself.

✽ ✽ ✽

In the morning, Ellie was asleep and saw nothing of Antone and his nocturnal companions when they emerged from his bedroom and it was Sarah who later returned to unlock her and watch while she dressed.

“Did you sleep well?” she asked.

Ellie shrugged.

“Well, were you warm enough?”

This time, Ellie just treated Sarah to a blank stare.

“Ellie, I'm trying to help you.”

“I was chained to the fucking bed all night; I couldn’t even reach the door this morning to sit in the sun because he’d only allowed me two metres of slack.”

“That’s to protect his privacy; he doesn’t want you able to reach his bedroom door and I think that’s perfectly understandable. You'll just have to put up with it because there really is no alternative.”

“The alternative is to just let me go home. I promise I won’t say anything; please talk to him for me. He could take me straight to the airport and I could get on the plane without talking to anyone.”

“Of course, I know you wouldn’t volunteer any information to the police, but once you get back to the UK, they're going to ask you what has happened to me and what could you say?”

“I could just say I don’t know; that you just disappeared.”

“Ellie, sweetie… I know you don’t want to be here, but it’ll only be for a short time and I’ll make sure you're as comfortable as possible. I know it’s inconvenient, but Antone has to think of his friends. He has to weigh years of their liberty against a few weeks of yours.”

“Did you just say it’s inconvenient? Sarah, he’s chained me like I’m some sort of prisoner.”

“Well, actually…”

“Sarah, I don’t want to be a prisoner. You promised me a beach holiday and look what’s happened.”

“Ellie, please try to lighten up a little. There’s nothing we can do about it. We just have to make the most of things. Now, do you want to join us for breakfast?”

“Of course, I do. I don’t want to be stuck in this hut all day.”

Without another word, Sarah knelt and locked the end of the chain back to Ellie’s ankle. “Can’t you do that when we get to the kitchen?”

“Antone told me to do it here. I’ll carry it for you though,” and she gathered up the rest of the chain.

The two of them walked from the hut side-by-side, but Ellie stopped next to the shower tree. “I want a shower…”

“You can have one. I’m sure Antone wouldn’t mind.”

“But I can't, can I? Look… It’s all open. You never did talk to Antone about it.”

“You told me not to.”

“That was before he made me a prisoner and chained me up. Now I need a screen around it.”

Sarah sighed. “Can I tell Antone that you’ll cooperate and follow his rules if he puts a screen around the shower?”

“I don’t see I have much choice, do I? You can tell him I definitely won't cooperate without a screen.”

“Good enough…” and Sarah tugged the chain to indicate they should move on. It was a small gesture, but made Ellie uneasy. Sarah seemed to have assumed the role of her new jailer and she didn’t seem to mind at all.

Once more, they were all waiting for her in the kitchen when Sarah led her up the steps and locked the chain around the post. They wore a variety of facial expressions from welcoming smiles to stern grimaces and she answered Antone’s light ‘Bonjour’ with her own heavily accented version.

“Ellie says she’d be happy to do what you tell her if you put a screen around the shower,” said Sarah to Antone and Ellie opened her mouth to protest about Sarah’s gross mangling of her words when saw Antone’s broad smile.

“In that case, mademoiselle, I shall be happy to oblige,” and he gave Ellie a small bow.

“Thank you,” was all she said very quietly and sat self-consciously at the table.

“Café, Ellie?” asked Marion and placed a steaming mug in front of her.

It was still early when Antone, Henri and Sarah rode away on their house-hunting expedition leaving Ellie in the kitchen with the washing up. After that, she washed her clothes and asked Marion to hang them on the line that was just beyond her reach. All through the day, she watched Jean and Nazaire as carefully as a rabbit would watch a pair of hawks, but they went about their business seemingly oblivious to her scrutiny until Jean approached the outside table where the women had all sat to eat lunch. It was bread and lentil soup Marion had helped her prepare. Jean bent over Marion to kiss her lips and then smiled at Ellie.

“I'm glad to see you can cook.”

“Marion did most of it,” said Ellie with a frown and then added, “Where’s Nazaire?”

“He was in the barn. He’ll come when he’s hungry. Avons-nous du vin?” he asked Marion.

“Oui. Dans la cuisine,” said Marion and both Marion and Jean looked at Ellie.

“Jean…” said Odile disapprovingly, but Jean only grinned. Ellie sighed and walked slowly up the steps into the kitchen, dragging the chain locked to her ankle in her wake. Jean waited until she was inside the building and then followed her.

“Allow me,” he said as Ellie stood holding a bottle and looking around for the corkscrew. "That chain… It does not injure you?”

Ellie looked down. Her ankle was beginning to hurt where the links were pressing. “No, it’s fine. I love it,” she said with as much sarcasm as she could muster.

“Please believe me that we never meant for this to happen.”

“You assaulted me.”

“I apologise, mademoiselle.”

Ellie couldn’t help but give a short ironic laugh. “Yeah, right… That makes it all alright then. You're sorry and I'm chained to the building.”

“Antone should never have brought you here. It was foolish, but he never could resist the pretty ladies.”

“And you could?”

He gave her a self-deprecating smile, picked up a couple of glasses in his free hand and walked back to the table with the wine. Ellie picked up another four glasses and followed.

Nazaire appeared for his meal just as the others were finishing and Ellie retreated to the kitchen to watch him stoically eating while Suzanne sat next to him with a placid smile.

The day crawled by. Suzanne caught one of the hens scratching around the huts and killed it for supper while Ellie prepared the vegetables and then, with nothing else to do, she lazed in the sun until the others returned at nightfall.

“We’ve brought you presents,” said Sarah with a wide smile and handed Ellie a couple of English magazines. “Antone has something for you too.”

With a flourish, Antone produced a wide metal cuff that Bernard had fabricated. It was made from stainless steel sheet lined with leather and wrapped neatly about her ankle before being locked to the end of the chain.

“Thank you. That’s lovely,” said Ellie; sarcasm was now seemingly her default response.

“It won’t bruise your ankle like the chain would have done in a day or two.” She looked at him and noted the pained expression in his eyes. Perhaps he was only trying to make life more comfortable for her within the existing limits, but the immediate effect was to bring home to her the fact that she would be there for a long time.

They all sat around the table outside to eat with Ellie serving up the chicken casserole. She tried to ignore it, but knew that everyone was looking at her short skirt and watching her long legs walking awkwardly in the heels with the heavy chain dragging behind her each time she climbed the three wooden stairs onto the veranda and entered the kitchen.

The situation came to a head when Nazaire followed her in one time ostensibly to collect more wine. He walked behind her while she was at the counter collecting food and suddenly spun her round by the shoulders. Ellie was too shocked to cry out and he started speaking rapidly in his thick, undecipherable accent, his face bent low until their noses almost touched. He flicked her nipple through her thin t-shirt with a finger and she jumped and tried to slide away, but he had her tight against the counter top and she found she couldn’t move. Then he lifted the hem of her skirt and she screamed. By the time Antone had appeared, Nazaire had moved on and was sorting through a crate of wine bottles.

“He touched me and then pulled up my skirt,” she yelled with one hand covering her breast and the other pointing accusingly at Nazaire. Antone said something to him and he answered, a long account with much gesticulating.

“He says he told you that you would cause more trouble if you wore such provocative clothes.”

“But he touched me… You tell him to keep his hands to himself. He can't go touching me like I’m a sex doll. Anyway, they're the only clothes I have.”

Antone and Nazaire were still talking noisily to each other as they returned to the table and Ellie thought it best to stay in the kitchen. Sarah and Marion carried the dirty dishes up from the table and Ellie washed them while the others relaxed with wine, and when she eventually emerged from the kitchen some fifteen minutes later, Antone told Sarah to put her to bed.

“It’s not yet eight o’clock!” Ellie gasped.

Antone glared at Ellie, but addressed his response to Sarah. “It’s her precious tits that have forced us to keep her here and now this evening they threaten the peace again. I don’t want her here upsetting anyone. Put her to bed now.”

“Well,” said Sarah when they got to the hut. “Sent to bed early. If you’re not careful, your tits are going to get you in a lot of trouble.”

“It’s not my fault. Why should I have to have people grabbing at me all the time?”

“It’s all these tops you’ve got. They’re… well… too fitted. They promise a lot by hugging your shape and your nipples show through. In short, they tease and you know it.”

“I can’t help it and, anyway, they're no different to yours. These are the only clothes you told Annette to bring. And as for my nipples showing, that’s all your fault too for telling her not to fetch my bras.”

“Oh, right. Blame it all onto me. You don’t see me picking fights with everyone.”

“I wasn’t. It was Nazaire.”

There was silence while Ellie got undressed and Sarah relocked her to the bunk. Ellie sat despondently on the edge of her bed with a blanket wrapped about her. “I need to use the latrine.”

“You’ll have to use the bucket,” and Sarah nudged the plastic bucket nearer the bunk with her foot. “And keep the lid on it.”

“I'm not a child…”

“Well, you’ve just been sent to bed like one and you're beginning to sound as sulky as a five-year-old… If you started acting a bit more grown-up you wouldn’t be in this mess.”

“None of this is my making.” Everything her friend did seemed to make her situation worse. She frowned and was surprised to see that she was smiling. “You're enjoying this, aren’t you? You’ve got exactly what you wanted with Antone…”

“Isn't he wonderful?”

“Is he? Why did he feel the need to send me to bed? I didn’t do anything; it was all Nazaire.”

“Well, try to be a bit more relaxed. It’s your shy-girl act that keeps winding people up. And talking of that, I see Jean and Nazaire have erected the screen you wanted around the shower for you. They are trying to pander to your sensibilities.”

“Have they? I didn’t notice.”

“They are trying to be nice to you.” Sarah looked around the room and then gathered up Ellie’s clothes that she’d discarded on the floor. There was a peel of distant laughter and Sarah glanced at the door. “I've got to go…”

Ellie didn’t want to be left alone and sought for something else to say. What she came up with was, “I didn’t know you were bisexual.”

“There’s a lot you don’t know about me,” and she deposited the clothes on a chair by the door.

“Sarah, you’ve put them all out of reach,” but she was too late. Sarah was gone.

✽ ✽ ✽

It was three hours later when the hut door opened and the paraffin lamp lit. This time there was no attempt at being quiet. Suzanne rolled through the door obviously the worst for drink, her curvy body wearing nothing but a pair of lacy panties about fleshy hips. She had a surprisingly slim waist that was all but lost beneath her corpulent breasts. Behind her, Sarah and Antone closed the outer door noisily and fell together in an embrace that required the support of the door to keep them upright. Sarah, too, was reduced to her pants and Antone was wearing just a pair of tight leather trousers.

It was pointless pretending to be asleep this time and Ellie watched the trio with wide eyes. Antone said something in French and Suzanne giggled and snatched the blanket from Ellie’s body.

“He said you’re not wearing anything,” said Sarah with a chuckle and Ellie knew the only way he could know that was if Sarah had told him.

“Antone, make her stop it,” cried Ellie as Suzanne was doing her best to feed Ellie with a plump nipple. Antone laughed and hauled Suzanne to her rather unstable feet with an arm about her waist and the three of them moved in an unsteady huddle into the bedroom.

“Antone…” called out Ellie again and when his head reappeared around the door frame, “She’s tossed my blanket away. I can’t reach it.”

Antone collected the blanket from the far side of the room and held it out to Ellie. She was lying with one arm across her breasts and the other hand covering her middle. She couldn’t continue to conceal both and choose to display her breasts by reaching out and grabbing the blanket.

✽ ✽ ✽

Inside the bedroom, Suzanne swayed and stared with glassy eyes at Antone while Sarah stood at his side watching her with a mischievous expression. Sarah had a pair of handcuffs that Antone had given her and while Suzanne was occupied trying to steal kisses from Antone, Sarah locked her wrists together behind her back.

“Ooo!” she exclaimed when she realized what Sarah had done, but Antone said, “C’est un jeu,” telling Suzanne that it was just a game. She grinned a foolish grin with her senses dulled by the wine and Antone gently turned her round until she had her back to him. Her hands worked at unfastening his jeans while she leant back on his shoulder and tried once more to kiss. Sarah pressed herself against Suzanne’s substantial bust and drew a nipple into her mouth while Suzanne giggled and delved deeper into Antone’s jeans, closing her eyes as her mouth eventually found his.

Outside the door, Ellie was listening to the quiet shuffling and giggling within and her hand moved down to cover her sex again, but this time her hips were beginning to roll up to meet it.


Chapter 6     
Henri Screams

The following day, Ellie watched Suzanne creep from Antone’s room early followed by Antone and Sarah about an hour later.

“I’ll come back for you in a short while,” said Sarah as she passed.

“I’d like a shower this morning,” and Sarah nodded.

It was more than an hour after that that Sarah reappeared and unlocked the chain from Ellie’s bed. “Here’s a towel,” she said passing Ellie an orange towel patterned with faded bunches of flowers. It was barely adequate to cover from her chest to the tops of her thighs, but Ellie wrapped it tightly around herself without comment. Together, they walked the few paces from the hut to the shower tree and Ellie saw for the first time the canvas screen the men had erected. They’d hammered two poles into the earth in front of the shower and stretched a strip of material a metre wide and 75 cm high between them at a height that would just suffice if Ellie was careful how she moved.

The men were still there with Jean holding a 60 cm long metal stake near one end of the screen. It had had its top section flattened and a hole pierced through it by a blacksmith and, as Ellie watched, Nazaire struck it with a sledge hammer to sink it into the earth.

“It’s an old tethering stake for horses,” explained Sarah. “Jean told me that there are a few of them in the barn.” Ellie still looked confused and Sarah added, “It’s for your chain.”

“Sarah… I’m not a horse and I'm hardly going to go running off naked with ten metres of chain locked to my ankle. Whose stupid idea was this?”

“Well, actually it was mine and before you go off on one of your rants, just think for a minute: I'm not going to stand here waiting while you finish your shower, but I'm the one Antone has made responsible for your security; I’m the one they’ll blame if you should disappear.”

“Sarah! I can't believe this… You actually asked that they supply something you could chain me to?”

“I'm sorry. Perhaps it isn't strictly necessary, but put yourself in my position.”

“I am and I’d tell Antone in no uncertain terms that what he’s doing to me is wrong on so many different levels. Can't you see he’s compounding his crimes by adding kidnapping and imprisonment even ignoring the abuse they’ve already committed?”

“Good morning, mademoiselles,” said Jean when the men had completed their task. He stepped aside to show Sarah the anchor hoop just protruding above ground level.

“Merci, Jean,” said Sarah and eased past him to lock Ellie’s chain to the new stake.

“Sarah,” said Ellie in exasperation. “You haven't even locked it at its end!”

“Why do you need all fifteen metres? Three is quite long enough to reach the shower and the latrine.”

✽ ✽ ✽

Sarah left her to return thirty minutes later to take her back to the hut to dress. When they eventually reached the kitchen, Antone was ready to leave on Day Two of his house hunt and this time, much to Ellie’s relief, he and Sarah were due to be accompanied on their quest by Nazaire. The long, hard stare Nazaire had given her when she’d entered the kitchen was disconcerting to say the least and she could only presume it was another criticism of her choice of clothing for the day.

In the event, the day passed without incident. The group completed what few chores they had in the morning and spent the afternoon sitting outside reading or playing cards. Even Odile joined them and her attitude towards Ellie seemed to be softening by the time Antone returned. The three travellers joined them at the table for a round of coffees before Ellie rose again to start the evening meal.

That day set the pattern for the following week with Antone leaving every morning to search for new accommodation in the company of Sarah plus one other and with Ellie left behind as the proverbial Cinderella chained to the kitchen. Before long, she settled into a slow routine that, if one discounted the sometimes-fraught discussions between Antone, Odile, and Nazaire in dark corners, was outwardly friendly and relaxing. She knew the subject of these covert discussions was always her by the sideways glances she was given, but nothing was ever said directly.

She asked Antone one evening, but all he would say was that Nazaire and Odile were concerned about her presence in the camp. She was tempted to say he could always just take her to the airport, but he knew that anyway and, because she wasn’t told the exact nature of their concerns, thought it best to remain silent. Instead, she’d spend the afternoons lazing in a chair in the sunshine, smiling at Odile whenever their eyes met and glancing away whenever she caught Nazaire looking at her. It was a strange existence and always in the back of her mind was the feeling that the world was turning without her.

A week later, Antone had still not found any suitable properties and set off early again with Sarah and Nazaire in tow. From Ellie’s point of view, it promised to be yet another long, lazy, sunny day and, although she couldn’t claim to be happy, at least for that day she was stress free. It was going to be another washing day because she was running low on clean clothes again and she had her day planned out with washing in the morning, a simple lunch with vegetable soup and drop scones, followed by an afternoon spent watching her clothes dry whilst reading the latest magazines Sarah had bought her the day before. She was actually wearing her last clean t-shirt, a pale green, sleeveless shirt with a low-cut neckline and pretend lacing up the front and back, the ribbons criss-crossing in an imitation of a corset. She’d resisted wearing it before because the effect of gathering the material beneath her bust exaggerated the profile of her breasts and emphasised her slender waist, and she would have worn yesterday’s soiled shirt but for the fact that Nazaire was not going to be around to be continuously ‘tempted’ by her appearance.

As predicted, Nazaire gave her a grim stare as the trio set off down the path on their mules and she relaxed as soon as they were out of sight, but no-one was actually paying any attention to Henri whose gaze was transfixed by Ellie’s t-shirt as soon as he saw it.

Henri sat in the kitchen drinking endless cups of tea and watching while Ellie washed through all her clothes. “He says it reminds him of his youth in Paris,” said Jean to Ellie when it became apparent that Henri was reluctant to leave her presence. Henri listened to Jean’s English explanation and then treated Ellie to a series of descriptive gestures that left her in no doubt about what he thought of her attire. She turned away and thought about her options; they were few and to replace her shirt with a wet one from the washing was unlikely to be an improvement over what she was currently wearing.

Marion hung up Ellie’s washing for her on a line strung between two trees a few metres beyond her reach and, with Henri close, she started on the mid-day meal. When she was in the kitchen to cook or clean, he sat at the table and when she went outside, he sat next her in a deck chair with a hand resting on her arm. She kept removing it, but he only replaced it and it wasn’t as if she could walk away and leave him. In any case, after a while she found the gesture sweet and treated her uninvited shadow to a wry smile. They settled down to a soporific siesta in the sunshine in the company of Jean and the other women until it was time to prepare the evening meal, when Ellie retreated to the cool of the kitchen.

Predictably, Henri followed and hovered behind her while she began on the vegetables, all the while speaking to her in a soft, unintelligible French dialect. She tried to ignore him, but suddenly, his hands were about her waist, his fingers feeling the intertwined laced ribbons. She cried out and tried to move away, but he was stronger than he looked and his foot was on the chain to her ankle. His hands slipped higher until they were cupping her breasts and he was whispering in her ear. She grabbed his fingers, but he hugged her to him, squeezing her tightly against his chest.

In desperation, Ellie snatched up a fork and stabbed it into the back of his hand. Henri gave a high-pitched scream and jumped back in alarm and by the time Jean came running into the kitchen, Henri’s wounded hand was bleeding profusely while Ellie was just looking stunned and holding a fork that dripped blood from its tines.

Jean snatched the fork away and shouted at Ellie to go and sit outside. Then he and Odile sat Henri at the table and spent the next half hour tending to his wound and bandaging his hand.

Nobody spoke to Ellie and she didn’t move from her chair until Antone arrived back. Even then, she was ignored while Jean, Suzanne and Henri spoke at length in the kitchen. Eventually, Antone stood before her staring down sternly.

“He grabbed me and wouldn’t let go,” she muttered.

“He’s just a harmless old man,” said Antone. “He couldn’t possibly have hurt you. For his part he apologises for touching you but says he was bewitched by your attire, that laced shirt you’re wearing. I think you do this deliberately; you provoke and then you deny, pleading that you’re the one assaulted while all the time it’s you that’s fomenting the trouble. I shall have no more of it. Tomorrow will be different. Sarah… Put the witch to bed.”

“But it’s barely six and I haven’t eaten.”

“Be quiet, girl. You’re lucky I’m a reasonable man and blessed with great tolerance, otherwise you’d be whipped for this. Now go, not another word.”

Sarah unlocked Ellie from the kitchen and together they left in silence, first to the latrines and then to Antone’s hut. Once inside, Ellie thought it was safe to speak again…

“I didn’t mean to hurt him so much, but he stood behind me and grabbed both breasts so hard I couldn’t make him let go.” Sarah stared down expressionless. “What do you think he’s going to do?”

“He’s very fond of Henri; they’ve been friends a long time, but I shouldn’t worry too much. He’s not a cruel man and by morning he’ll probably have calmed down a bit.”

“A bit…” repeated Ellie mournfully.

✽ ✽ ✽

That night, Ellie didn’t hear Sarah and Antone when they went to bed. She was, however, awake when he emerged from his bedroom in the morning.

“Good morning,” she said. He didn’t reply. This was not a good sign. She watched as he picked up the green t-shirt from the day before and then sorted through the rest of her clean clothes that Sarah had folded and placed on the chair. “What are you doing?”

“You won’t be needing these,” he said and she realised he’d collected all her tops together.

“But what am I supposed to wear?”

“Nothing. I’ve had about as much trouble from you as I can stand and it’s all been caused either by your beguiling clothes or by your overdeveloped sense of propriety. From now on – no shirt.”

“Antone…” cried Ellie, but she was too late; he’d gone.

Sarah entered from the bedroom. She was fully dressed, but not in her usual short skirts. Today, she was wearing a pair of Antone’s leather trousers that fitted her surprisingly well and above them was one of his shirts. The only things she retained of hers were the sandals.

“Sarah… He says I have to go topless.”

“Yes, I know. Are you surprised? I told you those tits of yours will get you into trouble and now you’ve gone and stabbed someone just because he touched them. Come on… It’s time to get up.”

“I don’t want to. I’m going to stay here.”

“You know that’s not an option. I really think you ought to get up and put your pants and skirt on before he decides you should come as you are.”

Ellie thought about that for all of five seconds before slipping from the bed and waiting for Sarah to unlock her. She dressed as best she could and then Sarah relocked the chain to Bernard’s new cuff.

“Come on,” she said. “Time for breakfast,” but Ellie just stood firm and shook her head. “Ellie, you can’t do this. You’ll just be dragged out by the chain and, anyway, everyone’s already seen your tits. There’s no way you can win this so you may as well give in gracefully.”

Ellie took a deep breath. Sarah was right; she really didn’t have an option, but still she found ‘full and frank disclosure’ a daunting task. She emerged from the hut with her arms clasped protectively across her chest and followed Sarah across the clearing to where the group were sitting around the breakfast table in the sunshine. As one, it seemed the whole assembly burst into spontaneous cheering and applause, but not all were revelling in her discomfort; Antone and Nazaire both remained silent and Odile watched from the kitchen.

“Sarah. Put your arms down. You can’t walk round for the next month with your arms folded across your chest.” Antone was regarding her steadily. “You understand why I’m doing this, don’t you?”

She nodded. He’d told her that it was because she’d caused so much trouble just to protect her modesty and he wanted to ensure there would be no more, but really she knew it was because she’d stabbed his friend and he wanted to punish her, but she wasn’t going to say that.

“That’s better. You have very pretty breasts; you should be proud to show them off.” She closed her eyes. She could actually feel their eyes scrutinising her, measuring her, assessing her mass, her malleability, her resilience. She sensed her nipples hardening under their stares at the same time as she felt her face, neck and upper chest start to flush. She wanted to turn and run, but, of course, she couldn’t. Behind her, Sarah had taken the end of the chain and locked it to its usual place in the kitchen.

“There’s a plate of flat scones and honey in the kitchen for you and a pot of coffee that needs to be brought out here. Please fetch both and join us.”

Despite his phraseology, it was not a request. She turned a bare back to them and teetered up the steps and into the kitchen. Sarah smiled to her as she passed by empty handed on her way to sit next to Antone. Ellie, meanwhile, picked up the pot of coffee with one hand and the plate of scones with the other and carried both carefully down the steps concentrating hard on not making her breasts jiggle with every footfall. She sat carefully at the end of the table and tried to avoid looking at anyone face.

“You know, you really do have beautiful tits,” repeated Antone. Behind him, out of his line of vision, Suzanne grinned at her and rolled her own fat nipples between her fingertips through her shirt, a gesture the meaning of which was not lost on Ellie.

“She’s always had nice tits,” said Sarah. “They’re much bouncier than mine and her nipples are bigger. All the boys in college wanted to play with them, but she’s always been very secretive and protective.”

“She is a cruel woman,” added Jean with an amused tone of voice and then relayed the story to the non-English speakers.

✽ ✽ ✽

Ellie’s role in the camp was now slowly changing. No longer was she just a guest; that time had passed. She was definitely a prisoner, but more than that, the emphasis was subtly shifting from what one might see as a pseudo political prisoner to a sexual captive. When they looked at her, they no longer saw a threat to their liberty; they saw a young, sexual woman stripped of her power and defences. Ellie was acutely sensitive to this even if Antone wasn’t. She suspected that Sarah felt it too and it was exciting her; she seemed to be enjoying her role as jailer even more so now she held Ellie’s sexual future so keenly in her hands.

Antone had warned her against trying to cover herself and Sarah had also spelt it out in no uncertain terms: he had decreed that she should remain exposed and any attempt to don even a shawl would be seen as a challenge to his authority. But if Antone thought that displaying Ellie’s assets so overtly would discourage more attention, he was sorely mistaken. Even Sarah had leaned on the counter by the sink and stretched out a lethargic arm to pinch one of her nipples between finger and thumb. Ellie had jumped back, stretching her breast and teat painfully and causing it to bounce when it had eventually sprung free of Sarah’s grasp. She’d cried out and stared at Sarah with shocked eyes, but Sarah had just laughed and turned away. Thereafter, each time Ellie passed anyone, she imagined being stroked, tweaked or squeezed even if it didn't actually happen. In her mind she was turning into an animated toy that squeaked and wriggled when touched and it took a lot of willpower to fight the feeling. She gritted her teeth and tried to ignore the rest of the world.

After Nazaire, whom Ellie always saw as a threat, it was Jean that caused her most disquiet not because he was taking liberties with her, but merely because she found him so attractive. She knew her discomfort wasn’t his fault, but knowing that didn’t help when she was obliged to present herself semi-naked to this beautiful man. To make matters worse and probably as a direct result of getting her into trouble in the first place, he would just talk to her as if they were in a coffee bar or restaurant back home and ignore that fact that her face blushed and her nipples hardened. He was obviously not immune to her charms, she’d seen him surreptitiously watching her, but he seldom made any joke at her expense and when he did say something, it was the gentlest of remarks.

During the long, lonely nights while she lay on her bunk outside Antone’s bedroom listening to the soft sounds coming from within, she found herself imagining what it would feel like if he ever did lay his hands on her. After all she’d said to Antone and Sarah, such thoughts brought with them an acute sense of guilt, not least because Jean was a married man. Her consternation was greatly amplified when, almost subconsciously, her hands would slide lower and her soft sighs align with those of Sarah from behind the door as her imagery expanded to encompass the feel of his cock inside her.

She was not a virgin, but not exactly experienced either. There had been Eddie Walker, a small boy whom she’d taken to her bed after a drunken party last Halloween and instantly regretted it. Before that, there was Johnny. He was a proper boyfriend and their friendship had last two months before she’d seen him fooling around with another girl. But even he wasn’t the first. That honour had gone to a French boy called Markus whom she had met on holiday last spring. He was beautiful with a soft, lilting voice that made everything he said sound like poetry, and he’d been so sweet when he’d taken her maidenhead in the long grass of a French meadow. She hadn't heard from him again after that holiday, but the soft accents that were now all around her revived the memories in sharp relief.

Sarah’s moans from the room next door would gradually increase in both intensity and frequency and Ellie’s hand would react accordingly, moving faster between her legs as her breathing became more ragged. Sarah was providing Ellie with a trigger for her solo sex sessions and rhythm like a metronome to oversee the pace, but was only part of the driving force behind them. Ellie could sense herself changing. She’d never been this sexually driven before and was unsure of the cause. Was it just the pent-up sexuality of those around her that was now providing her erotic motivation, or perhaps her enforced nudity before the strange company she found herself amongst? Or was it something more fundamental? Her left leg rose to feel the pull of the cuff around her ankle and the thick chain linking it to the bed frame, and with it a sense of submission that was new to her. Her manipulations became even more frenzied as visions of Antone and Jean grew more vivid in her head. And Nazaire…


Chapter 7     
Ellie Gets a Shiny Collar

Ellie had to admit that, despite her obligatory semi-nudity, no-one had tried to force themselves upon her; her virtue was still outwardly intact even as her own nightly fumblings were becoming more frequent and driven by ever-more bizarre thoughts. However, that did not mean that her concerns were diminishing in that respect. If anything, her partial nakedness had made her keenly aware of her vulnerability and she now tended to avoid the company of singletons, especially where Nazaire was concerned.

The exception was, of course, with Sarah and they'd often sit together in the late afternoon sunshine and chat about their day, Sarah describing the houses she’d visited with Antone and the small towns and villages they’d passed through in the mountains or spread along the sea shore. As far as Ellie was concerned, there was little she could tell Sarah that she didn’t already know and instead she’d talk about life back in England and her plans upon her return. Sarah had no plans to return, but joined in the discussions with an enthusiasm that Ellie failed to identify as false.

“And how is our guest faring?” asked Antone one morning when he and Sarah were alone.

“She pretends to accept her situation, but really I know she only wants to get home to England.”

“That’s understandable, and so she will just as soon as we can find new premises.”

“I'm not sure she’s that patient,” said Sarah seriously. “I hate to say so, but given half a chance, I’m sure she’d try to run away again and she might end up hurting herself on the mountain.”

Antone was silent for a while before remarking, “It would be very dangerous for her to traverse the mountain without a guide.”

“That’s exactly what I mean. I’d hate to see her try to run off again; I'd be so worried for her safety.”

“Of course,” said Antone. “But how could she run off? She’s chained by her ankle to the kitchen all day and to her bed all night.”

“But there are times when she’d not chained at all and there’s only me guarding her: when I unlock her chain so she can dress, for instance. She could easily over-power me if she tried; I'm sure she’s much stronger than me.”

“I see,” said Antone. “You're right, of course, but what can we do about it?”

“I’ve been thinking and moving her ankle cuff to her wrist would work now she’s not wearing any shirts. Or perhaps having two chains, one from her ankle and the other from a wrist or a collar. It would mean I only ever have to have one unlocked at a time.”

Antone smiled and gave her a light kiss on her lips. “She’s so lucky to have a friend like you.”

Nothing seemed to happen for a night and a day, and then Antone accompanied Sarah the following evening when it was Ellie’s bed time. Ellie sat on the edge of her bed looking up at Antone.

“I wasn’t expecting a delegation to arrive to watch me undress.”

Antone smiled. “Non, mademoiselle. That is not my intention. I come because I have decided to revise your evening restraints.”

Ellie stiffened expecting the worse. “They don’t need revising.”

“Tell me, Ellie. What is the next thing you expect Sarah to do?”

“She unlocks the chain from my ankle so I can undress and then relocks it to me and the bed.”

“So, there’s a time when you have no restraints at all…”

“I can’t take my clothes off and on with that chain locked to my ankle.”

“Precisely, mademoiselle.”

“But Sarah’s always with me. What to do expect me to do? Push her over and run off?”

“And can you tell me you’ve never considered that?”

Ellie was silent. Of course, she’d considered it, but Sarah would just scream and everyone would come running.

“I’m not suggesting we burden you with any more chains during the day or night, but you must see that the present arrangement does leave a gap in your security. I have, therefore, asked Bernard to make you a collar that can be secured to the bed at night with a second chain and you can wear your ankle chain only during the days.”

Ellie jumped up with a shout: “A collar…”, but Antone held up his hand to still her protest.

“Alternatively, we can just move the existing chain from your ankle to the collar and you have it connected to the bed at night and the kitchen during the day. That would work because you no longer wear any garments that would require its removal.”

“No… I can’t have that heavy chain hanging from my neck all day; that would be awful.”

“Then it’s settled then. I’ll fit the collar and Sarah can use it only at night to secure you to the bed. You may even consider this to be an improvement of your conditions because your legs will be free all night.”

“So, I'd still need to wear the collar during the day even though there would be nothing connected to it.”

“Of course.”

“But I'd have both legs free all night?”

“Oui, mademoiselle.”

“Can you show me the collar and the other chain?”

Antone shrugged and pulled the items from his shoulder bag; he didn’t bother reminding her that the collar was non-negotiable. Ellie turned the stainless-steel collar over in her hands. It didn’t have a hinge and instead was just sprung open to fit, but Bernard had turned over its edges and lined it with leather like her ankle cuff to make it more comfortable. He also welded three ‘D’ rings to its surface, one at the front opposite the padlock flanges and one to either side. Also like the ankle cuff, he’d burnished it so that it shone in the dim light like silver. Then she examined the new chain. It was the same thickness as the ankle one, but only 2 metres long.

“Why can’t you take the collar off during the day when it’s not attached to anything?”

“Ellie,” exclaimed Antone with the exasperation beginning to show in his voice. “We cannot keep fitting and removing it; it’s a sprung fitting and will begin to weaken and distort. Don’t you like it? Bernard has polished it for you.”

“Of course I don’t like it; it’s a steel collar that I won't be able to remove.”

Without further discussion, Antone took the collar and sprung the sides apart to fit it around Ellie’s neck. She realised at once that it had been carefully shaped so, although it wasn’t particularly tight, it couldn’t be rotated and neither would it slide down towards her shoulders. He closed the back and applied another ancient padlock.

“Is that comfortable?” he asked and Ellie returned a withering look. “Well, tell me if it makes your neck sore and I’ll get Bernard to adjust it.”

“Chin up,” said Sarah lightly and she locked the end of the shorter chain to the ring at Ellie’s throat. The other end of the chain Antone had already fixed to a wall staple at the head of the bed.

“There…” she added once she’d removed the long chain from Ellie’s ankle. “That’s much better. Now we can just leave you to get undressed and into bed in your own time.”

“Yes, much better,” said Ellie glaring at her friend and she gave the new chain a sharp jerk.

Sarah and Antone left her alone and she removed her shoes and then stood to slide her skirt and pants down her legs. She gazed at the chain draping down between her breasts from her new collar and her fingers followed the links down to her bare pubic mound. Her mouth felt dry and she took two paces back so that the chain became taut. Her sex felt wet with secretions and she looked guiltily at the door behind her in case it should suddenly open.

✽ ✽ ✽

The next morning, nothing was said when she entered the kitchen, but she was conscious of the surprised expressions on faces as they registered the presence of her new collar.

“It’s only used at night,” said Sarah while she locked Ellie’s ankle chain to the post.

“It’s, umm… It’s very decorative,” said Jean. “One could almost mistake it for jewellery.”

“Except it’s so wide. But it’s quite comfortable, isn’t it?” asked Sarah.

Ellie didn’t respond, but sat at the table with her hands held to her neck not to touch the new metal, but to cover her breasts, a usual reaction in these very unusual times first thing in the mornings until her shyness abated. Marion passed her a mug of coffee and the two girls exchanged strained smiles.

The days passed and life on the mountain seemed to take on a slow, repetitive cycle: wait in bed until Sarah released her; cook, eat and clear away breakfast; kitchen chores or wash clothes; cook, eat and clear lunch; laze away the afternoon; cook, eat and clear away dinner. The evenings were spent with the group in the cooling night air drinking wine and survive the evening’s innuendoes until Antone determined that she should be chained back to her bed. Her denuded upper body decorated solely by the shiny metal collar generally passed without comment, although Ellie still felt acutely embarrassed when in the company of the fully clothed.

Their flight had long ago returned without them and they would, by now, be officially classified as missing persons, but she wasn’t sure whether that meant people were looking for them on Corsica. After all, they’d told nobody back at home where they were going.

Every day or two, Sarah and Antone, often accompanied by one of the others, would disappear for the day to look for their new guest house, but Ellie had no idea how close they were to fulfilling that particular dream and her hopes of returning to a normal life slipped further into the future as every day passed.

On the plus side, no-one had yet to make a serious attempt at forcing intercourse and, despite her over-active imagination, the thought of it actually happening horrified her and she was ever on the alert. Then Suzanne had to upset the equilibrium.

Ellie had long suspected that Suzanne felt the same about women as she did about men and was extra-sensitive to any attention from that direction. It was while Ellie was in the kitchen one late afternoon and Suzanne was, as usual, slightly inebriated at that hour that the unfortunate incident happened. Suzanne was leaning on the counter watching Ellie pour out more glasses of wine when she reached out and cupped one of Ellie’s breasts. Ellie tried to push her hand away and Suzanne grinned, but wouldn’t budge. Instead, she reached out with her other hand and slipped it under the hem of her skirt at the back. The first thing Ellie knew of it was when she felt Suzanne’s fingers touching her. She shrieked and kicked out sideways with her free foot to catch Suzanne on the shin with her heel. It must have really hurt Suzanne because she shrieked and hopped about. Furthermore, the evidence of Ellie’s misdemeanour was clear to see as a thin trail of blood dribbling down her leg.

Even that wouldn’t have been that serious if, at that very moment, Antone had not walked through the door. He’d seen Suzanne touching Ellie’s breast and he’d seen Ellie kick out and injure Suzanne’s leg; he’d not seen what Suzanne was doing behind Ellie’s back. Suzanne quickly recovered and looked guiltily at Antone. Antone didn’t say anything to her, just stared sternly at Ellie, but then he turned and walked away and the whole incident was quickly forgotten.

Forgotten, that was, until two days later when Antone presented Sarah with a second ankle cuff from Bernard with seven chain links already attached. His instructions were that it should be fitted to Ellie during the daytime with her tethering chain locked to the centre link, but it could be removed every evening when Ellie retired to bed.

Ellie was aghast. “Not content with chaining one ankle to the kitchen, he now wants them chained together.”

“It’s so you can't kick anyone,” explained Sarah.

“But I won’t be able to walk properly.”

“Of course you will. Well, almost… Ellie, I'm so sorry. I did try to argue with him; I told him that Suzanne was drunk and was assaulting you, and that you didn’t mean to hurt her, but he saw the blood running down her leg. Bernard has made this other cuff the same as the first with a soft leather lining and it’s not as if you have anywhere you need to go. Anyway, it won’t be that bad; it should even make walking easier because the tether will pull evenly on each ankle so you won’t be dragging one behind you.”

Ellie stumbled from the hut with her ankles hobbled together. She moved slowly across the stony ground towards the outside table with her arms spread out for balance and her breasts now reacting noticeably to the rhythm of her short, rapid paces.

“Antone. This isn’t fair. Ask Suzanne. She’ll tell you that this isn’t fair.” Suzanne was sitting at the table and Antone spoke to her, no more than four or five words. Her response was a shrug.

“Fetch the coffee,” he said to Ellie and she stood open mouthed, disbelieving what was happening. “Ellie, you continue to test me; consider this your reward.”

Behind her was Sarah with a big cheesy smile on her face, her hands miming the motions of Ellie’s bare breasts as she hobbled along. Ellie turned for support and Sarah’s face changed instantly to one of sad resignation.

“You hurt Suzanne,” said Sarah. “And at least this is not actually hurting you. Antone just wants to make sure you don’t accidently kick anyone else.”

It was pointless arguing. Antone’s mind was set and the rest of them, even her friend, seemed to be supporting him. But rather than dissolve into tears, Ellie felt her resolve harden. They wouldn’t break her; she was stronger than that. She turned her back on them and walked slowly to the steps up into the kitchen, each pace snapping the links taut between her ankles with a sharp metallic click. The hobble chain was only just long enough to allow her to negotiate each awkward rising step and she wouldn’t be running anytime soon, but it was the ignominy that went with having her ankles hobbled together that was hardest to bear.

Sarah followed behind holding the trailing end of the long chain ready to lock it to the post and watching her college friend’s long, fettered legs struggle with their new limitations.

✽ ✽ ✽

Ellie’s days had suddenly become that much harder. She was still expected to do all the cooking and cleaning about the kitchen, but the tasks now took so much longer and involved much more frustration. That evening, she didn’t feel she could sit with the others in the warm evening drinking wine and instead chose to sit by herself on the steps. Antone, asked her to refill their glasses and then patted the bench next to him.

“Ellie, you have earned that hobble with your aggression and I hope it proves to be an instructive lesson, but I don’t hold a grudge and now consider the matter closed. You are still our guest and I’d like it if you join us at the table and share our wine.”

“I'm not your guest, though, am I? I'm your prisoner. None of the things that have happened have been my fault. They’ve always been caused by someone else and none of this is fair.”

“If that’s how you feel, then I’m sorry, but I would still like you to sit next to me.”

“Come on, Ellie. Don’t sit over there sulking,” said Sarah peering around Antone.

Reluctantly, she rose and walked slowly to the bench to sit where he’d indicated and immediately Antone wrapped his arm around her back, crushing her right breast against his side and hugging her left side with his fingertips. She froze stock-still with her heart racing, not daring to move. Sarah peered around Antone’s body again and grinned.

“Your nipples have gone all hard…”

Ellie ignored her and cleared her throat. “You said you're sorry when I said it’s all so unfair. Does that mean I don’t have to be hobbled anymore?”

“Non. It just means I'm sorry you think my judgements are unfair.”

Antone allowed her a couple of hours before he told Sarah to put her to bed and then all she could do was to lie on the bunk with her collar locked to the bedhead. At least, she could now spread her legs and let her imagination roam free as she listened to the laughter outside and wondered who would come stumbling through the door later.

✽ ✽ ✽

Ellie was worried about Sarah. It seemed an odd thing to suggest, but it was true. Sarah was changing. She’d always been the pushy one, the one that made the decisions, but now her assertiveness was beginning to adversely affect those around her. It had been affecting Ellie ever since they’d arrived at the mountain, but now the others were feeling it too and Ellie knew they didn’t like it.

They didn’t like the fact that Sarah now seemed to have assumed deputy leadership responsibilities after Antone and acted like Queen Bee. Antone appeared to either support her or be ambivalent to her edicts. In any event, it was certain he was completely besotted with her. For one thing, it was becoming clear that it was Sarah and not Antone who chose the evening’s bed partner and probably dictated which activities were appropriate. Ellie would listen to the women bitching between themselves, Marion and Suzanne talking low and rapid to Odile as if trying to get her to act. Of course, Ellie couldn’t understand the words, but more than once the conversations stopped mid-sentence when Sarah appeared.

The mystery became much clearer one afternoon when Ellie was standing at the kitchen sink watching through the kitchen window as the three women talk together when Jean joined her. He stood next to her, their shoulders touching and his hand on her waist. Ellie ignored the uninvited intimacy and he pretended he, too, was only interested in the impassioned conversation going on just outside.

“They are upset with Sarah,” he said. “Before she came, Suzanne and Marion would take turns in sharing Antone. It was a situation that developed over a period of time and had become comfortable for all. Now, Sarah dictates who does what and all the activities are designed mainly for her pleasure. It is seldom that the women can sate their own needs and it is making them resentful.”

“Why do you allow that… let Marion sleep with another man?”

“You may have realised by now that Antone’s freedom movement is, how would you say… a sham; smoke to disguise his true purpose.”

“You’re bandits and are here only for the money.”

“Precisely, Mademoiselle. I am a bandit. We are all bandits and Antone is very good at it. He can make a lot of money. When I joined his band, I was a young idealist, a naïve revolutionary who believed in the concept of shared property. He expected to share my woman; Marion didn’t mind, so what did it matter? There were more of us then, too; more women and Marion was not his favourite; it was barely an inconvenience. Then the principles behind the movement began to subtly shift from ‘striking a blow for freedom’ and towards supplementing the movement’s coffers; we were all becoming rich and it felt good - growing rich for a good cause.

“Then our little band started to dwindle in size and I began to feel discomforted. That was when you and your friend suddenly appeared and it all changed again. Antone chose Sarah to be his permanent companion and Sarah chooses who if any is then given the honour of serving her for the night.”

“And nights with Antone have suddenly started to lose their appeal for Marion and Suzanne.”

“Precisely. The women are left frustrated and it is I who now reaps that benefit. Marion comes to me with needs she didn’t used to have.”

“Win-win for you then. What about Nazaire? Does he feel the same?”

“Nazaire is infatuated with Suzanne and will do anything she tells him, but he is also fiercely loyal to Antone. At present, those two attitudes complement each other, but who knows? In the future he may need to choose between them.”

“Tell me. If something should happen to Antone, say he got arrested, what would become of his band? Would you all break up and go your separate ways or would you choose another leader?”

“Ah… A hypothetical question. I suppose it would all depend on the circumstances of the moment. Would we still have a safe base in which to hide? We may even retire, buy a house together and live a life of idle luxury. After all, we are all friends and feel safe in each other company.”

“Who would you select as your new leader? Not Sarah?”

“No, not Sarah. It is unlikely that she would be included in our new household. Odile I think. Not for the robbing, of course, but I expect we’d stop that without Antone. Odile is the wisest of us; she would know what to do. And now, after so much useful information, I think I deserve a kiss.”

“No. Not even for you. You’re just as bad as the others, just more subtle.”

Jean grinned. “You’re a hard woman, Mademoiselle. At least in some places,” and his hand dropped lower to give her cheek a squeeze.

✽ ✽ ✽

Ellie’s contact with Jean was quite different from those she had with Nazaire and Henri. In part, this had to be due to their lack of a common language. Henri may only have wanted to reminisce about his youth and Nazaire may only have been trying to offer advice, but both were incapable of expressing themselves in a way Ellie could understand. She saw only the looks they gave her when she struggled past them looking like a fetishist’s dream.

She had taught herself to acquiesce to Henri’s eccentricities. When he crept silently up behind her to put his hands on her waist, she would stand motionless with her eyes closed waiting for him to release her and move on. This he would do after a few moments, touching his lips to her neck as a parting gesture. He was always gentle and she sensed sadness in his touch. Or guilt, perhaps? After all, he shared considerable responsibility for her present predicament.

Nazaire was completely different and she didn’t trust him at all. She got the impression that to him she was nothing more than an inconvenient liability rather than a person and thought that should the occasion arise, he could dispose of her with not even a backward glance. In her mind, all that was holding him back was the thought of sharing her body and if, indeed, that was the case, she wasn’t sure why he’d not already taken what he so obviously desired from her. He would watch her with those cold, distant eyes that could bore right into her and, if truth were told, he was the only one in the camp that she truly feared.

And there lay the anomaly: he had never actually touched her other than that episode in the kitchen when he claims he was only making a point. It was his feral movements, his brute strength, and his cold, calculating stares that frightened her. The size of his thick neck, his shoulders, arms and thighs all indicated that he could throw her about like a limp rag if he felt like it and the supposed size of his cock suggested he might split her in two.

✽ ✽ ✽

Ellie had voiced her fears to Antone, but the conversation had not been easy. He’d come to regard her as a badly-behaved delinquent and, despite what he said about her still being a guest, he was rapidly losing patience with the squabbles her presence seemed to foment.

“He’s going to rape me, I know he will.”

“Nazaire will do as I say. You are quite safe. Just ignore him.”

“I can’t. He frightens me. You must help me; protect me.”

“Mademoiselle. You have all the protection you require although why I should protect someone who has caused me so many problems, I cannot think. Do you know how difficult it is to find new premises that will be as safe as here? I can’t just go and buy a house even if I could find one that was secure and secluded. Solicitors and bankers want to know where my money comes from. I have to prove to them that it is my money and I have not stolen it.”

“But you have stolen it!”

“Ah! And there you have put your finger directly on my problem. I can’t stay here because of you and I can’t buy a new house because I can’t account for the source of my money. The best thing that could happen would be for you to just disappear.”

✽ ✽ ✽

Antone walked away completely oblivious to the shocked look on Ellie’s face. So that was it then… Antone was considering disposing of her as if she was nothing more than unwanted trash. Would he do it himself or get Nazaire to do it? Nazaire probably… One dark night he’d creep into the hut whilst she slept and silently squeeze the life from her, and in the morning, she’d be gone.

“She must have escaped,” would be Antone’s assessment, although, in truth he’d really know her body would be wedged in some deep crevasse concealed under broken tree branches, and all his problems will be at an end.

From that day, Ellie began to be more introverted than ever. If she could, she’d avoid contact with the others, sitting by herself in the kitchen when everyone else was eating outside and even asking to be put to bed early when the supposed hostile glances of Antone and Nazaire became too much to bear.

It was on just such an occasion that Sarah reset her restraints to her bed and left her to undress and settle that her life suddenly veered off in a totally surprising direction. Sarah, curious as to why Ellie would want to retire early, didn’t immediately return to the fire pit to rejoin the others, but hovered just beyond the door to the hut. That night, unbeknown to Ellie, the window blind was not fully closed and Sarah could see Ellie moving in the flickering light of the lamp.

As she watched, Ellie removed her skirt and pants, but instead of climbing into bed, she first glanced at the door to ensure it was properly closed and then retrieved the chain that Sarah had slid underneath the bunk after she’d removed it from Ellie’s ankles. The locks were still clipped to the ankle cuffs but not snapped shut and Sarah was astonished when she saw Ellie open the cuffs and wrap them back around her legs as if they were locked in place. Ellie moved away from the bed a couple of steps until her neck chain was taut and then just stood there, swaying gently with her hands clasped in front of her.

At least, that’s what Sarah thought was happening, but as the minutes passed, it became apparent that more was going on, much more. Hidden from her sight by Ellie’s body, her hands were not static, a fact that became obvious as their movements became evermore frantic until at last Ellie folded onto the bed as powerful spasms wracked her body. She lay still until the convulsions subsided and then jumped up in a flurry of movement, firstly pushing her daytime tethers back under the bed and then sliding under her bed covers before staring guiltily at the door.

It was a revelation to Sarah: Ellie had become bewitched by her restraints and she couldn’t wait to tell Antone.

“Don’t you see? This is why she’s become so insular and started going to bed early,” said Sarah.

“I'm not sure I follow.”

“She’s become infatuated by her restraints, but at the same time, embarrassed by the thoughts they incite. Suddenly, all she can think about is how submissive her restraints make her feel and how she can get her next orgasm. It must come as a shock to such a shy, introverted girl and it’s making her feel uncomfortable in company.”

“Do you think she now likes it so much here that she no longer wants to escape and go back home?”

“Oh no, I don’t think that’s the case. Give her half a chance and she’ll be gone, but we can use this to our advantage. If we actually increase her restraints, she’ll become even more submissive and you may find you have a little sex kitten on your hands. I know you’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

“You think she might want to sleep in our bed with us?”

“I think she may well start begging you to let her. All we have to do is make her feel more dependent on us and I know just how to do it. First of all, get Bernard to make her some manacles for her wrists and then we just need a short length of light chain and some more locks.”


Chapter 8     
Enhanced Restraints

Ellie turned over in her bunk, moved the chain that now draped across her face, and stared at her friend in the bright sunlight.

“Good morning, sweetie,” said Sarah brightly.

“You're earlier today.”

“It’s already past nine o'clock and it’s a beautiful day; I thought you might like to get up and enjoy it.”

“Where’s Antone?”

“Oh, I expect he’s seeing to the mules. We’re going into town again today.”

“Pass me my clothes then.”

Sarah gave her the pants, skirt, and shoes, and then watched as she slipped them on her legs and sat again to accept the hobble chain. Standing once more, she waited patiently for her collar chain to be removed, but Sarah was making no moves in that direction.

“There’s something else Antone has asked me to do,” said Sarah ominously, “And I'm not sure you're going to like it. You’ve been acting strangely lately and he’s worried you're going to try and escape again, so he’s got Bernard to make you some manacles for your wrists.”

“What? No… How am I going to escape? You keep me chained up all the time.”

“Then these extra little precautions won’t make much difference…”

“But… But it’s ridiculous. And unnecessary. Can’t you tell him I don’t need any more chains?”

“Please, Ellie, don’t make a fuss. He’s worried about you and if you just do what he wants, it’ll make him happy and then we’ll all benefit.”

Suddenly the mist cleared from her eyes and Ellie saw Antone’s additional restraints for what they really were. If he’d decided to ask Nazaire to ‘lose’ her one dark night, he wouldn’t be specifying extra restraints. These may be the chains that will save her life.

“Show me what Bernard has made.”

The steel manacles were made to the same standard as the other pieces, the ankle cuffs and the collar, polished and similarly lined with soft leather. Without another word, Ellie held out her wrists and Sarah attached one to her right wrist, including the end of a light steel chain in the padlock’s shackle. She then threaded the chain through the ring on the front of Ellie’s collar and to the lock on her left wrist manacle.

“Oh shit,” murmured Ellie under her breath as she regarded her wrists now hanging just above waist level. Then she dropped one hand as the chain slipped through the collar ring and her other hand rose up to her throat.

“See,” said Sarah. “Not so bad. You should be able to manage at the latrine just fine.”

“This is a joke, right? Comedy hands…”

“It’s what Antone wants,” replied Sarah finally releasing the chain from collar to wall. “Come on… He’s anxious to get an early start today and is waiting for me in the kitchen.”

“Oh right… Mustn’t keep him waiting. He must be keen to take you to a coffee bar for elevenses or perhaps a restaurant for an early lunch.”

“We’re doing our best to find a new property so you can go home, but yes... I expect it will include a restaurant lunch too.”

They left the hut and Sarah waited by the latrine next to the heap of tethering chain while Ellie disappeared behind the screen. She didn’t take long and stooped to pick up the chain when Sarah stopped her.

“Hang on a sec. Just one more thing…” and Sarah snagged the manacle chain at Ellie’s throat with another small padlock and closed it over the collar ring. Now the chain couldn’t slip from side to side and Ellie could barely touch her waist with either hand.

“Sarah…”

“I'm sorry. I'm only doing what I'm told. If you need to use the latrines, someone will have to help you until I get back.”

“SARAH…” repeated Ellie, this time almost shouting.

“Come on. He’s still waiting for us.”

✽ ✽ ✽

Ellie felt better knowing that Antone was directing his attention towards increasing her security rather than having Nazaire dispose of her, but the new measures he’d chosen had made her working day so much more difficult. With only 30 cm of free chain to each wrist, even the simple tasks became a trial. She found that out the first time she had to pick up something from the sink and was obliged to bend so low that her bare nipples brushed the edge of the work surface. Her efforts received keen interest from Henri, guarded encouragement from Jean and Marion, stoic indifference from Nazaire, and what she supposed was erotic commentary in French from Suzanne. Odile watched her carefully throughout the day without comment, but spoke at length to Antone in private upon his return in the late afternoon.

And what of Sarah and Antone? How did they view her revised living conditions?

“Oh Ellie, I think you're so strong and resolute to abide by Antone’s wishes as if nothing has happened. Tell me,” Sarah asked confidentially, “Has anyone tried to take advantage of you today? You know… touched you where you're now not able to reach?” Ellie just stared at her with wide-open eyes… “Because they could, you know. You wouldn’t be able to stop them.”

“No. No-one’s done anything like that.”

“That would be my biggest worry if I was in your position; the fear that someone would put their hand up inside my skirt and I could nothing to protect myself.” A shiver ran down Ellie’s spine with the thought.

Antone was more prosaic when he approached her a little later. “I’m glad to see your persevering with your new restraints. I apologise for the extra inconvenience it must cause you, but I wasn’t happy with what you had before.”

“Antone, I understand, really I do, and I want to assure you that I won't try to escape, and when you finally release me, I will never say anything to anyone about you.”

“You don’t want to leave here then?”

“What? No. well… I mean yes. I want to go home, but only when you think it’s right. I wouldn’t try to leave here otherwise.”

Antone could hardly believe his ears. He studied her face looking for any trace of deceit, but her features were clear. It looked as if she really meant what she was saying.

“This is not always what you thought… Tell me, Ellie, what has changed?”

Ellie could hardly say she was worried that he was planning to kill her, but struggled to think of a different excuse.

“Perhaps you like our company,” suggested Antone. His suggestion didn’t really help; if she agreed that was the reason, she knew Antone would never believe her. “Well, if not that, then it must be the carefree way of life we have up here; the quiet sunny days and relaxing evenings around the fire, and perhaps you are also enjoying how we are looking after you? Is that it, Ellie? Do you like the feel of your restraints?”

Ellie could plainly see that asking about evenings around the fire was another ruse on Antone’s part intended to reveal her duplicity because he allowed her so little time in the evenings before insisting that Sarah put her to bed. But the restraints… How did he know about that?

“I don’t mind the restraints if you think they're necessary.”

“They make you feel cherished? You like to think we’re looking after you properly?”

Ellie couldn’t answer him. She wanted to be free to run down the mountain and back to her old life, but, on the other hand…

Antone continued: “Sometimes it feels good to let others do all the thinking, all the worrying; to let others assume all the responsibilities and make all the decisions. Is that how you feel, Ellie?” She couldn’t find the words to answer him and he just smiled and left her to finish preparing their evening meal.

Later, they all watched as she followed Marion down the steps for the al fresco meal, Marion carrying a tray with wine and glasses and Ellie the hot stew pot. She went back with the empty tray for plates and cutlery with her progress punctuated by the clicking of her hobble chain on the wooden boards and the tray necessarily held high so that her naked breasts rode atop of the crockery. She leaned low over the table to deliver each plate and Antone had his hand laid palm upwards to receive her right breast.

“You're doing well, ma chère. You seem to be enjoying your new shackles.” Ellie froze with her breast still resting in his hand. He’d spoken quietly, but both Sarah and Jean had heard him and Jean now regarded Ellie with a mix of confusion and curiosity.

“They make working difficult,” she answered equally quietly.

“They do, don’t they? Very difficult,” said Antone and gave her a little squeeze. “Oh mademoiselle, your nipple is like a little rock.”

Beside him, Sarah smiled and said, “She’s trying hard to please you.”

Finally, Ellie stood, and with her ordeal temporarily abated, sat at the end of the table next to Jean and Odile to eat her own portion. The wine was uncorked and the atmosphere slowly resumed its usual high-spirited chatter. She saw Jean gazing at her wrist chains swinging as she ate and studiously avoided eye contact.

Sarah took Ellie to her bed a little before nine, later than had been normal of late and, unusually, Ellie had had time to consume three glasses of wine and was a little unsteady. They stopped at the latrine and then entered the hut where Sarah connected the chain to her collar before releasing the hobble link, and then unbuckling her sandals.

“Would you like a hand with the rest?” asked Sarah kneeling at Ellie’s feet.

“Aren’t you going to release my hands for the night?”

Sarah’s face morphed into a sad expression and she slowly shook her head.

“What… Not even the centre lock so I can move my arms more?”

“I'm sorry. I want to, but it’s not what Antone has told me to do and we have to be careful not to do anything to upset him.”

“But I won't be able to…”

“To do what?” asked Sarah innocently.

“I… I can't even take my clothes off if you don’t take the collar lock away.”

“That’s why I offered to help, silly,” and as Ellie stood swaying gently, Sarah slowly unfastened her skirt and it slipped down her thighs. She looked up at Ellie looking down, at a pale face with wide eyes in the dim light, and hooked her fingers in the waistband of her white pants to reveal Ellie’s soft, downy pubic hair as the pants joined the skirt at her feet.

Ellie was like a statue standing naked before her friend, but then sensibility started to seep back into her brain. “What are you doing?”

“I'm reconnecting your hobble.”

“But why? I'm not going anywhere.”

“It’s just something Antone mentioned. You know he’s worried about your security and if you're not going anywhere, it doesn’t really matter, does it? There… Slip into bed and I’ll cover you up.”

Sarah lifted the blanket to allow Ellie to lie back on the mattress in a semi-intoxicated haze and then knelt beside her head and smoothed her hair while Ellie just stared back with her hands resting on her breasts.

“Aw Ellie, sweetie. I know all these chains are a pain, but really there’s nothing I can do about it. It’s what Antone wants and he’s the boss. You know I’ll do anything I can to make your life a little, well… easier.” and she laid a hand on Ellie’s naked thigh. Sarah’s face broke into a wry smile and she added, “I read somewhere that some people actually like being confined in chains. It makes them feel, oh, I don’t know… cosseted and valuable; someone who’s worth so much they have to be looked after carefully to make sure they're always safe. ‘Course, I suppose you’d need to have a submissive side to start with and ambitions to be a sex slave would help too. Don’t you think that’s funny? It’s a good job you don’t think like that because you can't even reach your clit now. That would be very frustrating for a sex slave, wouldn’t it?”

Without conscious thought, Ellie’s right hand moved down, but her fingers were halted a few centimetres north of her vaginal cleft when the chain snapped taut. Her expression suggested that she didn’t find her predicament at all amusing.

“Sarah…” she pleaded and Sarah moved her hand tantalisingly close to her mons.

“As I said, I’ll help you if I can.”

“No, not like that. Please, Sarah, release my hands. I won’t tell Antone.”

“Don’t be silly; he’d soon see …” and she stood, covered Ellie with the blanket, and then stooped to kiss her forehead. “Sleep well.”

Three hours later, Sarah and Antone entered in high spirits. Ellie was still awake and she watched while they kissed in the lamplight and then approached her bed. Antone pulled back the blanket and Ellie spontaneously covered her breasts, but could do little to conceal her lower body other than to pull up her legs. Both her wrists were red where she’d been pulling.

“Antone, please… I can't move my hands.”

“That’s not true; it’s the same now as it’s been all day.”

“Oh, please Antone; at least release the collar lock so I can use the bucket in the night if I need.”

He glanced at Sarah and she returned an almost imperceptible shake of her head.

“Non, mademoiselle. To ease your restraints for an entire night would make me uneasy. In any case, I don’t believe it’s necessary. I'm sure you can manage perfectly well.”

“Oh fuck!” she murmured so quietly that Antone didn’t hear and closed her eyes.

“There’s nothing you need do. Just sleep, ma petite chère.” and he touched her cheek, trickling his fingers down to touch the collar around her neck.

“Oh God, please…” she muttered.

“Please what?” asked Antone, but she just turned her head away. “She’ll be fine,” he said to Sarah. “Come… I feel a need for your body,” and he picked up Ellie’s lamp and led Sarah into his inner chamber leaving Ellie in darkness.


Chapter 9     
Sarah gives a Helping Hand

Sarah shook Ellie’s shoulder gently and she opened bleary eyes. “Come on, sleepy head. Wake up.”

“What time is it?” asked Ellie.

“It’s almost ten and Antone’s already left.”

“I didn’t sleep well,” admitted Ellie and rubbed her eyes before struggling to sit up.

“Hang on a sec and I’ll unfasten that,” and Sarah removed the lock that stopped her manacle chain sliding through her collar. She pushed herself up with one hand whilst the other rose to her neck. Sarah pulled away her blanket and she swivelled round to place her feet on the floor.

“I expect you want to go straight to the latrine.”

“Can you remove my hobble first so I can dress?”

“Er, no, not really. Antone says to keep you hobbled and that you should only wear skirts.”

It was as if Sarah had slapped her and she stared-horror struck. The thought that beneath her short skirt she was to be entirely naked and couldn’t even lower her hands to protect herself caused a chill to run up her back.

“Lots of girls do it.” Sarah was still chatting away in a conversational tone as if the world had not just dropped another notch down into the abyss. “I've done it myself several times at college and it actually makes sense because it will make using the latrine so much easier now you have your hands a bit more restricted. So, let me help you with your skirt and shoes, and then we can be off.”

Another blow… Her pants were made of skimpy material a fraction of a millimetre thick, but it was their psychological presence that she’d miss; the thought that there was some sort of barrier, however insubstantial, between her most intimate areas and the outside world. Her clothing had now been reduced to nothing more than the light summer skirts she owned and her unsuitable shoes. On one level, she had to agree it made sense: she’d struggled to cope the day before with only one hand free at a time to adjust her clothes when she went to the latrine, but now she felt more vulnerable than ever. Her unease grew exponentially when Sarah replaced the collar lock after her morning ablutions and she once more became unable to reach below her belt.

“Sarah, please… I don’t like this.”

“I'm sorry I said those things to you yesterday about people feeling under your skirt. I'm sure no-one here would ever do such a thing. You're probably completely safe.”

“Oh god… I don’t feel safe; not at all. If you just leave the collar lock off, I could at least cover myself with a hand.”

“I know, sweetie, but Antone was quite specific. He said you have nothing to worry about. He’s spoken to Nazaire and made him promise not to force himself into you, and I'm sure you don’t need to worry about Henri and Jean; Henri’s probably too old to be much of a threat and I don’t think you’d mind whatever Jean did.”

“Sarah, that’s unfair. Of course I don’t want Jean touching me; I don’t want anyone to.”

“Well, that only leaves the women. Marion and Odile you don’t need to worry about, but I’ll admit that Suzanne can get a bit boisterous when she drinks.”

“And what about Antone?”

“You think Antone might be interested in you? You think perhaps he’s doing this deliberately so that he can easily have his evil way with you?”

Ellie looked sheepish and Sarah just grinned and relocked the tether chain before gathering its links in her arms and walking Ellie towards the kitchen and breakfast.

“Where has Antone gone?” asked Ellie trying to behave normally.

“Oh, didn’t I tell you? He’s taken Suzanne to the hospital in Bastia with Nazaire and will probably be away a couple of days. It’s just a small operation, a lymph gland or some such, but they didn’t want to put it off any longer. So, that means you have me all to yourself for at least the next two days.”

A small sense of relief filtered through her body with the news that both Antone and Nazaire will be away for a time, but it was short-lived as they entered the kitchen and she was met with Henri’s customary leer next to Jean’s empathetic smile. Marion jumped up to make her a mug of coffee while Odile just sat at the table gazing at her with a passive, unreadable expression.

She wasn’t asked to do as much as usual and Marion helped her prepare and serve the midday meal in the sunshine, but Ellie found herself once more handing out plates and cutlery. Unlike Antone, Jean moved his hand clear of the table to avoid unintended contact and she couldn’t help but grin at him as she leaned low before him. She had, however, forgotten about Henri behind her and squealed, rising bolt upright when she felt Henri’s touch on the bare skin that was revealed below the rising hem of her summer skirt.

She glared round at him sitting childlike and innocent behind her and then heard a low growling warning from Odile directed at Henri from the other side of the table.

That evening, without Suzanne’s effervescent presence, the party broke up early and Sarah and Ellie retired together shortly after ten. Sarah locked Ellie to her bunk and then sat on its edge to chat.

“I think you’ve enjoyed today,” she said, her hand back on Ellie’s naked thigh.

“Why do you say that? Do you think I like this life? Have you any idea how frustrating it is not being able to move around normally and do normal things?”

“I've been watching you and you didn’t seem to mind. In fact, I got the impression from the way you were moving that you were finding the whole situation here, shall we say, stimulating. I saw you gently tugging at your tethers with a sort of dreamy look on your face and sometimes you were just holding your breasts, bit like you're doing now.”

“Well, I didn’t have a lot of choice about where to rest my hands.”

“Oh, when you thought no-one was watching, I didn’t think you were resting; you kept pulling at your nipples, giving them little tweaks.”

Ellie turned her head away to stare at the wall, but Sarah hadn’t finished. “There’s no need to feel embarrassed about it. As I said yesterday, restraints like these can do that to a girl. They find they can't do what they want and it leaves them feeling frustrated.”

“You're speaking as if you know what you're talking about.”

“I can imagine, can't I? And I should imagine yours are probably leaving you feeling more than a little frustrated that you just can't reach this little bud…”

Ellie’s head spun back with wide eyes when she felt Sarah’s hand move to cover her mons again, but this time she didn’t stop there. Her fingers slid effortlessly between Ellie’s slickened thighs and she instantly curled up into a tight ball with a squeal.

“Oh, don’t be like that. I'm only trying to help,” and Sarah gently rolled Ellie over onto her back again and eased her knees apart. Ellie, for her part, was now barely breathing and was as docile as a kitten. She was holding Sarah’s gaze as if her eyes had been glued open and her mouth was moving as she tried to form words, but no sound was emerging. Very slowly, Sarah’s index finger began making circles around Ellie's clitoris and, just like magic, the little pip began to swell until it was the size of a garden pea with a hard stem behind it. Now with each digital revolution, her hips were also making cyclic motions to the tune of soft sighs and her breathing was becoming stronger, assisted as it was by her hands that seemed to be pumping her breasts.

Suddenly, Ellie burst into frenetic motion that tested all of her chains at once while she invoked the help of God and his son to control the spasms that began to wrack her body. Sarah stopped moving her fingers and instead gripped her pubic bone in a fierce hold that totally failed to dampen her wildly thrashing hips. Sarah did, however, manage to quieten her cries by the simple expedient of covering Ellie’s open mouth with her own and, as the paroxysms subsided, their shared kiss, at first wild and passionate, became subtle and tender.

Finally, Sarah lifted her head and broke the spell. “Oh my, you were in a bad way.”

“Sarah, I'm so sorry. I didn’t mean to do that.”

“Sweetie… You weren’t in a position to do anything; it was all me. I'm glad you enjoyed it, though. I can presume you did enjoy it, can't I?”

Ellie grinned at her friend. “I didn’t know I could react like that to another girl.”

“I don’t think it had to be a girl; I think anyone would have done.”

“Oh God, don’t say that. I'm not really like that at all.”

“Well, you didn’t used to be...”

“Can we keep this a secret just between the two of us?”

“What, not tell my boyfriend that I've been cheating on him with our sexy little prisoner? I think he has a right to know; he may well want to play too.”

“Sarah no… I wouldn’t like that.”

“Oh, don’t you be so sure; he’s got a lovely cock that would slot nicely into here,” and she moved her hand just enough to make her meaning crystal clear.

✽ ✽ ✽

It was shortly after that that Sarah retired to her own bed, alone, leaving Ellie to ponder over recent events and struggle vainly with her enlivened sexuality beneath the blanket. Sarah kissed her forehead as she passed the next morning when Ellie was barely awake, and returned a couple of hours later to dress and configure her for the day. Dressing didn’t take long now it no longer required the removal of her hobble link, and soon they were back in the sunshine with Sarah carrying most of the heavy tether chain for Ellie. They paused at the latrine and Ellie had her manacle chain freed and then relocked again as soon as she was done, and they continued into the kitchen to begin what proved to be a typical and uneventful day with all present respectful of Ellie’s reduced capabilities and increased vulnerability.

Like the evening before, the party broke early and Sarah released the chain from the kitchen post, gathered up the heavy links in her arms, and led Ellie back to Antone’s hut. Kneeling to remove Ellie’s shoes, Sarah paused and looked up at her friend: “Would you like to sleep in a proper bed tonight?” she asked with a wicked gleam in her eye. “Antone won’t be back until tomorrow evening and it’s no fun sleeping alone.”

As she spoke, her hands slipped up the backs of Ellie’s legs until they could cup the soft mass of her cheeks beneath her skirt. She gently nudged Ellie’s hips forward towards her grinning face, a small motion intended to do no more than tease.

Ellie gave an audible groan and quivered, but otherwise was non-committal. “I’m not a lesbian,” she sighed.

“Neither am I. Perhaps a little bi sometimes… Well, it’s up to you,” and her fingers curled around the tops of Ellie’s thighs dangerously close to her sex. “We’ll have to improvise with your restraints, of course, because your collar leash is bolted to the wall out here, but that won’t be a problem; I have some rope next door that will do nicely.”

Ellie was torn. Accepting a night in another girl’s bed didn’t come natural to her, especially as there would be restraints involved, but this was very unusual circumstances. She’d been coping with her enhanced frustration all day and now Sarah was offering her a period of close friendship plus the possibility of quietening the devils that had been plaguing her since the previous evening. She nodded and Sarah carried the heavy tethering chain through into Antone’s room and dropped it at the end of the bed.

“Better do this properly… I’ll attach you to the bedhead before I unlock the other chain.” Ellie nodded again and climbed up onto the bed. “Lie down the centre because I need to attach you to the two bed posts.”

Sarah threaded the thick cords through the chain links at Ellie’s wrists instead of her collar and when she tied them off to the bed head, chains and ropes together held her hands high to either side of her head. She looked down at her body, now not even able to touch her own breasts.

Sarah, meanwhile, was busying herself unlocking the heavy ankle chain before unfastening Ellie’s skirt and sliding it down her legs and away.

“Sarah… What are you doing?”

Sarah just grinned. What she was doing was tying each ankle shackle to the posts at the base of the bed just like she’d done with her hands at the head, and now her feet were just as firmly positioned with the hobble taut between them and her entire body stretched down the centreline of the mattress. Ellie tried to move, but all movement was now reduced to little more than a wiggle.

“Sarah, I don’t know if I like this.”

“Shush, sweetie. Of course you’ll like it. I'm going to give you exactly what you’ve wanted all day: the biggest orgasm you’ve ever had,” and, as Ellie watched, Sarah unfastened and stepped out of the little, blue summer dress Antone had bought her a week or two before. Her vaginal cease, when uncovered, was revealed to be completely denuded of hair and her breasts, superficially similar to Ellie’s, looked enticing and quivered tantalisingly in the dim light of the paraffin lamp. Carefully, Sarah climbed onto the bed and spread herself over Ellie so that their pubic bones and breasts were all pressed together. Then she held Ellie’s face between her palms and opened her mouth for a kiss.

“Sarah,” whispered Ellie. “Please… You must touch me… Touch my clit.”

“Must I?” and she eased herself to one side to give herself access. Teasingly, her fingers didn’t dive straight down passed her abdomen, but instead played around Ellie’s left nipple until it was erect, swollen, and throbbing like a tiny Belisha beacon. Ellie was becoming noisy and, beneath Sarah’s wicked ministrations, was jumping and twisting as much as she was able in order to mitigate the stimulus, but that only made her breast jiggle all the more and gave Sarah additional encouragement.

After some minutes, it was time to move on and Ellie caught her breath as Sarah’s hand began its tantalisingly slow transit from tit to clit down Ellie’s belly. A sudden gasp from Ellie announced the arrival of Sarah’s fingers at their destination.

“My, you are wet.”

Ellie’s eyes were open wide and her body was already trembling.

“Is this really what you want?”

Ellie’s head swivelled towards her with mouth open wide as if in astonishment and Sarah grinned.

“Or would you rather I lick?”

Ellie made a small mewing-like sound and Sarah’s grin broadened.

“Oh God, girl. You're about to explode,” and she twisted round so that her face was over Ellie’s sex and her hands on Ellie’s loins, fingers pulling at her labia to spread her open and uncover not only the hard white bean that was her clitoris, but also the dark tunnel of her vagina, the whole glistening with copious secreted fluids. Ellie felt Sarah’s hot breath and strained to lift her hips from the bed to close the gap between tongue and clitoris.

It was at that instant the bedroom door burst open with the energy of a volcanic eruption.

“Sarah… Where’s Ellie?”

Sarah looked up with a shocked expression. “Antone…”

“Oh…” said Antone as the sight before him cleared the panic from his brain. “Oh,” he said again. “She’s here.”

“Yes. Ellie’s here and quite secure. We were just fooling around. I wasn’t expected you back until tomorrow evening.”

“The op went well and Suzanne wanted to return early.” He walked closer to the bed and stared down at Ellie stretched out as taut as piano wire between bedhead and foot. Sarah sat up so Antone could take in the full vista of Ellie’s nakedness, the first time he’d seen her so displayed.

Suddenly Ellie, initially paralysed by dismay, squealed and for five seconds was a blur of writhing flesh as hips and torso tried in vain to break free of Sarah’s improvised restraints. Then she was still, breathing heavily, and lying in exactly the same position as she was five seconds before.

“Well,” said Antone laying a hand on the top of her thigh. “Welcome to my bed. It’s more exciting than your bunk, yes?”

“Antone, please let me go. I want to go back to my bed.”

“Surely not,” said Sarah. “Isn't this what you’ve been dreaming about all day? A big, strong man taking his pleasure in his little sex slave whilst she’s restrained and helpless?”

“No, please… I don’t want this. Let me go. Please let me go…” and she began struggling again.

“Shush or I’ll gag you,” hissed Sarah and Ellie was at once shocked into silence.

“Well,” said Antone. “She seems quite sure of what she wants and if she’s only going to take up space…”

“We don’t need that space; you can lie on top of me,” and Sarah pulled him towards her so that they fell together on the bed beside Ellie. It was a masterclass in seduction that Ellie was forced to witness as Sarah gradually disrobed her lover, excited him, and finally guided him into her with all the sound effects and theatre of a major porno production. Sarah’s cries were accompanied by Ellie’s weak mewing sounds as she watched Antone’s substantial manhood impale and then reciprocate within her friend like a traction engine to grant her the relief Ellie herself subconsciously craved, but was too mortified to request.

An hour later and with Sarah sitting up in bed grinning like a Cheshire cat, Antone untied Ellie and led her back to her own bunk to attach her usual restraint chain. Then he returned to his mistress, supposedly leaving Ellie to sleep, but in actuality sentencing her to another night of fractured dreams and all-consuming frustrations.


Chapter 10    
A more Permanent Solution

The next few days were a trial for Ellie on many levels. She was frustrated more than she’d ever been before, not only by the unnecessary constraints on her movements that seemed to make every little job ten times more difficult, but also on a more personal level: her fingers could reach no lower than her belly and any form of personal gratification was beyond her abilities. She’d spend her day substantially naked and struggling with wrists and ankles in manacles that made her feel like a sex slave just awaiting the return of her master and, to her dismay and embarrassment, found the accompanying feelings excited her. Her exposed breasts and relative helplessness enhanced her feelings of femininity whilst her minimal clothing and heightened dependency upon others brought with it images of forced sexual encounters that she found as strangely compelling as they were frightening. Sexual imagery, however, is not the same as reality and excitement not necessarily something that one would wish to encourage. It was all very well imagining herself as a chained sex slave prepared to satisfy the whims of a debauched master, but it was not something Ellie wanted to experience for real.

Except for the incident with Henri that drew such a fierce response from Odile, no-one had actually sought to take advantage of her reduced abilities. Suzanne probably came closest when she’d rubbed against her back and whispered husky words in her ear that Ellie totally failed to understand, but it was Nazaire and Antone who frightened her the most, Nazaire with his cold stares and brooding body language, and Antone with his casual approach to her person. If he chose to take her, there’d be nothing or no-one to stop him.

It was only a week later when an event occurred that was not of Ellie’s making, but affected her deeply on both a psychological and a physical level. She was alone in the kitchen late in the afternoon preparing vegetables for dinner when she felt the need to visit the latrine and shuffled along the veranda outside dragging her metal tether in her wake. With great difficulty, she managed to lift her skirt enough to pee in the trench behind the wooden screen and then moved to the standpipe rinse her legs.

Finally, with her skirt fallen back over her thighs, she gave a long sigh and leant on the trunk of an old pine to stare at the bright sky with the sun still high amongst fluffy clouds. Her thoughts strayed to home to where the university term would be finishing, the students breaking up for the summer after the stress of end-of-term exams had been dissipated by a round late-night parties. The chain was taut back to the kitchen and tugged at her ankle, and she frowned down at it stretched out across the parched grass. Out of all of her restraints, that was the one that limited her world, everything else were just inconveniences. She kicked her leg in frustration and the old padlock popped open.

She stared down at it not daring to move. Her tether had detached from her hobble chain, but it left the hobble still locked in place between her ankles. Suddenly, she was trembling, her mind grabbed by an irrational fear she would have trouble identifying and her body paralysed with indecision.

Her immediate thought was to run, but to where? Should she try for the head of the path that led back down the mountain? It was the most direct way back, but there would be very little chance of moving far down the track before she was overtaken. Through the woods then and around the contour to the other side and hope to meet a saviour elsewhere in this vast landscape. She wasn’t sure she could make it with her limbs so restricted, but surely, she owed it to herself to try. She took a pace backwards and the hobble snapped taut to unbalance her and she fell against a tree trunk before glancing around guiltily. This was a really stupid idea when she could hardly walk, but just then she heard voices and, without further thought, moved deeper into the shadows between the trees.

Footfalls resounded on the boards of the veranda and she heard Sarah calling her name, a few moments of silence, and then a loud scream followed by the shouted exclamation: “She’s gone…”

Ellie cowered back behind a trunk not twenty feet from where Sarah now stood calling for Antone.

“She’s broken free and escaped. The stupid bitch has run away…”

“Calm down. She can’t get far.”

“But if she reaches the public road, the police will find us all. We’ll all be in prison. I told you it was unsafe to allow her so much freedom.”

“Sarah. She can’t get far. We’ll find her. Where are Nazaire and Jean?”

“Umm, I don’t know; I don’t know where anyone is.”

“Well, when did you last see Ellie?”

“About forty minutes ago. She was in the kitchen.”

“Okay… Find the others and ask them to start searching the woods towards the south where the slope upwards is easiest. I’ll go to the track.”

“Oh God… This is a nightmare. Why doesn’t anyone ever listen to me?”

“Sarah. It will be fine. Stop worrying.”

There were more fast footfalls receding on the boards, Sarah calling for Jean and Nazaire, Suzanne answering. Ellie peeped around the tree trunk and the area around the latrine was empty with her tether chain lying where it had fallen, and still she didn’t move.

It was fifteen minutes before she gathered enough courage to creep from her concealment and cross the open grassy area to the woods in the east. There was no-one about, but voices calling her name echoing through the trees from nowhere in particular. She moved deeper into the undergrowth and then settled down in a hollow to listen, her heart pounding and her breaths coming in quick, ragged bursts.

After ten minutes of silence and once her breathing had settled, she moved slowly and silently towards the north until she reached the edge of the woodland and the start of the steep uphill slope of the mountainside. She’d not seen this area in daylight, her only experience being of the land further south when she’d traversed it at night all those weeks ago, and her first impression was one of relief. The slope wasn’t bare, but covered with large rocky outcrops and low, parched vegetation that would offer plenty of cover even when sunlit. All she had to do was to scramble a few hundred metres through concealed crevices and she could easily be lost amongst the terrain to make her own way back to civilisation.

There was a man’s shout far away to the south and she sank lower in the hollow to be sure she was alone. After fifteen minutes more, she’d neither seen or heard anyone else and crept from between the trees with the intention to climb up the few metres to a flat area populated by several large boulders and coarse bushes. Her first task was a metre-high step followed by a short, gradual incline, and she put her hands on the ledge with the intention to roll her body over this first obstacle, but she couldn’t do it. She didn’t have the power in her arms to lift herself, nor the ability to lift a foot with such a tight hobble. She moved a few metres to the side where the ledge appeared lower, but it was no better. Rapidly, she retreated back into the woodland and moved further north.

Her next attempt was initially more successful, but she was foiled some four metres up the slope when the boulders became larger and she found herself unable to scramble over their smooth sides. Again, she retreated to the woods and worked her way twenty more metres along the edge of the slope. Then she found a small, rocky ravine with its entrance almost hidden by thick vegetation. She squeezed behind a bush and through a narrow passage between tall rocks and the ground rose gently, curling round behind a column of stone some four metres in height. The way became steeper and, although there were no unassailable boulders to surmount, the ground became too steep to manage with her unsuitable shoes and limited movement. With tears gathering in her eyes, she sat on a low rock and gazed up at the rough terrain.

“Good afternoon, mademoiselle. Do you mind if I sit with you awhile?”

It was Jean and without waiting for her reply, he settled down beside her on her rock.

“You know you're never going to be able to scramble up that slope. It gets much steeper a little higher up.”

Without directly looking at him, she rested her head on his shoulder. “I don’t know what I was thinking really. I've known all along I couldn’t do it.”

“And yet you broke your tether.”

“No… No, not at all. It just unlocked when I accidently knocked it and then I didn’t know what to do.”

“Ah… It might have been better if you’d done nothing. I fear you may have provoked an unwelcome response from Antone. You realise, of course, that I shall have to take you back.”

Ellie shrugged. “What do you think he’s going to do?” she asked quietly.

“Who can tell? Perhaps nothing if he believes you had no deliberate intent.”

They sat together in companionable silence for some time before Ellie asked: “Do you think I'm ever going to be able to return home?”

“Antone has promised you, hasn’t he?”

“He’s promised me lots of things. He told me I was to be a guest, but now look at me: virtually naked and chained worse than an animal. I don’t know I believe anything he says anymore.”

“The future may not be as bleak as you imagine; you have friends here, mademoiselle.”

“I do believe you're my friend. I thought Sarah was too, but now I'm not so sure.”

“Sarah has been charmed by Antone and has, in turn beguiled him. He will do anything that she wishes.”

“I think she wants to keep me as some sort of a pet.”

She said it in jest and expected Jean to laugh, but his voice was serious. “Some things are not right. Sometimes he asks too much of us; too much of you.”

“You could help me get home. I wouldn’t tell anyone about where you are; about your camp here.”

“Non ma chère, I could not. I have to think of the others, Odile and Henri in particular; prison wouldn’t suit them. Even Bernard and Annette would find themselves in trouble. I am sorry, Ellie, but you ask too much. Come now; it’s time we returned.”

He took her arm to help her down the rocky path out of the ravine and pulled aside the bushes at its entrance as she slid past. Then together they walked through the woodland to the kitchen. Ellie sat on the bench and Jean blew three long blasts on a whistle to recall the others and then put the kettle on the stove to brew coffee.

Sarah and Antone were the first back and Sarah ran up to her, snatching at the chains from her collar. “You bitch. You’ll pay for that. Breaking open the lock… I’ll chain you to your bed with so many locks you’ll never break free.”

“I didn’t break it. The lock just opened all by itself.”

“I don’t believe you. Antone, get some rope to tie her in case she tries to run off again.”

“Sarah… I jogged the chain and the lock just opened. I can't even reach it, so how could I have forced it?”

“Sarah, bring me the chain and padlock. It will be easy to see if she’s telling the truth.” said Antone and examined the old padlock carefully once Sarah had retrieved it. “Have you got the key?” She delved in her pocket and gave it to him. He closed the shackle, turned and removed the key, and then tried to pull it open. It stayed firmly locked.

“There you are. I knew she’d done something,” called out Sarah gleefully. Antone opened the lock again and this time locked it to the kitchen chain. Then he gave the chain a sharp tug; the lock sprung open.

“We’ll have to buy a new one; this one’s no good.”

“But all your locks are old. You’ll have to replace them all and they’ll need to be high security locks; we can't risk her escaping again.”

“It’s only this one that’s failed and she has so many. There’s six on her person plus the one in the kitchen.”

“And the one on her mattress,” added Sarah.

“That could cost hundreds of Euros.”

“But Antone…”

“Let me think about this. Meanwhile, lock her wrists together and use the lock it saves to reconnect her hobble and kitchen chain.”

Antone walked away and Sarah turned her attention back to Ellie who’d just been sitting quietly by as a passive observer.

“I really didn’t try to escape, Sarah. It just happened.”

“Well, it doesn’t matter now; I'm going to make sure you don’t get another chance. Put your wrists together…” Sarah used the spare wrist lock that was now redundant to reattach the kitchen tether, shortening her hobble chain by a couple of links in the process. “I’ll allow you to move around like this until we get the new locks if you promise not to do it again.”

Ellie sighed. Was Sarah not listening? She’d not deliberately broken the lock and now she could barely walk with only about 8 cm of chain between her ankles.

The next day, both Antone and Sarah set off early in the morning to buy the new locks and Ellie was left to struggle the final few metres from the latrines to the kitchen with her wrists locked together behind her back, the collar chain now hanging behind her to hold her hands high up behind her shoulders. She was met in the kitchen by Jean who gave her a perturbed look when he saw how she was struggling.

“Mademoiselle… How are you supposed to cope today?”

Ellie just grimaced. “This is Sarah’s idea. Antone doesn’t even know how she’s left me. It’s so I can't run away.”

“But you can't do anything. You can't feed yourself; you can barely walk, and you certainly can't work in the kitchen. What are you supposed to do?”

Ellie just shrugged. “Wait until she gets back…”

“Well, I'm sorry, but I cannot ease your restraints because Sarah has all the keys.”

“I know,” she said and settled on the bench beside the kitchen table.

“Perhaps some breakfast; what would you like to eat?”

At that moment, Marion, Suzanne, Nazaire and Henri all entered from the bedrooms and suddenly the room felt very full. Nazaire said nothing, just stared with his usual scowl whilst Henri settled into a chair facing Ellie and gazed at her breasts.

Marion was more vocal with her schoolgirl English. “Oh, Ellie. What has ‘appened?”

“It’s just Sarah’s idea of enhanced security.” Marion just looked confused so Ellie elaborated: “It’s so I can't run away.”

“But you can't anyway?” and her gaze fell to the hobble. “Shall I make you a coffee?” she asked trying to brighten the mood.

It was a strange day and, in many ways and against all odds, relatively enjoyable for Ellie. She received a lot of attention with everyone except Nazaire falling over themselves to make her food and drinks and then feeding her whilst she sat. They even seemed to go out of their way to include her in their conversations with Jean or Marion translating when she failed to understand.

When Odile had appeared, she’d interrogated Jean as to why Ellie was so restricted and the two of them had a long discussion which Jean summarised as: “Odile says your chains are unnecessary.” Ellie nodded in agreement and sighed.

Antone and Sarah reappeared mid-afternoon and Bernard was with them.

Antone did ask Sarah why she left Ellie so restricted, but Sarah just shrugged and said, “She’s still here, isn't she?”

“Good afternoon, mademoiselle,” said Bernard formally. He even gave a little Gallic bow and Ellie nodded.

“We’ve bought stuff for you and Bernard has come up to help,” said Sarah and Ellie gave him a quizzical look, but Bernard didn’t respond; just looked away with a guilty expression. “You need to come to the barn,” she added mysteriously and unlocked Ellie’s tether from its kitchen anchorage.

Everyone trooped outside in Ellie’s wake, but after a word from Sarah, Antone told them they should remain in the kitchen and let Bernard do his work in peace. Needless to say, that last snippet of conversation was not translated for Ellie and she peered over her shoulder as they all lined up on the veranda to watch Sarah lead her away, first to the latrine and then into the dark interior of the old barn.

The first thing that happened in the barn was that Bernard asked her to sit on a chair next to the heavy anvil that was stored at the back of the barn. Sarah unlocked her hobble and then moved her foot onto the anvil with the cuff still wrapped about her ankle; it was only then that Ellie realised what they were going to do.

“No… You can't. It’ll never come off…”

“It’s the easiest and most secure solution, mademoiselle.”

“And the cheapest,” added Sarah.

“But it can never be removed; I’ll be hobbled forever.”

“Mais non, madam,” butted in Bernard. “I can remove the rivets when the time comes. Please do not think this permanent.”

“You have no choice. We’re not going to let you go wandering around unsecured,” said Sarah. “Anyway, rivets are much neater and don’t weigh as much.”

“Please Sarah. Don’t do this. You used to be my friend.”

“That was before you became a liability. Now, we have to be sure you can't escape; you do see that, don’t you? Now hold your foot still or Bernard may accidently hit it with the hammer and you wouldn’t like that.”

Bernard threaded a small, open shackle through the link on the end of her hobble chain and set the shackle over the locking tabs of the cuff. Finally, he inserted a thick copper rivet through the shackle and cuff and balanced the assembly on a small steel block on top of the anvil. A single hard strike with a 1.5 kg hammer peened the head of the rivet and irreversible locked it into the shackle, swaging its head so it would need a drill or disc grinder to ever remove it. Ellie’s eyes filled with tears as Bernard gently lifted her other leg onto the anvil and arranged the second rivet on the other end of the hobble chain.

He then turned his attention to her collar and cuffs and removed all the metalwork from her neck and wrists. He carefully inspected the collar checking for defects on the lining or rough edges and, finding none, spread it open only to close it about her neck again. Then, with a curtesy she found strangely uncomfortable, asked her to kneel beside the anvil.

Like a lamb led to slaughter, she allowed herself to be positioned with the collar tabs against the end of the anvil and closed her eyes to the nightmare that was happening all around her. She felt the collar jump each time he hit it and, when she next opened her eyes, the collar was locked in place with a row of three rivets at the back of her neck. She looked from Bernard to Antone and then finally to Sarah, but it was only Sarah who showed any sort of reaction; she was grinning…

Ellie was almost beyond caring at this point. It was obvious that her prison wardens had carefully rethought her restraints and nothing she could say would have any effect, so when Bernard collected a steel belt from his mule, she made no comment. He eased her skirt down to her hips and wrapped the belt tightly around the narrowest part of her waist to mark where the two sides overlapped and then began working at the steel over the anvil while Ellie silently watched. He was a craftsman and in other circumstances, she would have been pleased to witness the way he cut, folded, drilled, filed, and fettled the metal, but now every new procedure brought the item closer to the point when she would have it installed around her body.

With the metal gleaming like a work of art, he wrapped the finished belt around her waist and moved her again to align the newly formed tabs against the end of the anvil. Three more rivets were needed to seal the ends of the belt together, not directly behind her back but towards her right side, and the finished result was best described as ‘snug’. The belt was 10 cm deep with rolled edges and polished to a dazzling lustre as was all his metalwork. It was also equipped with a series of rigid hoops around its circumference: one centrally behind her back, one on either hip, two close together at the front, and another pair midway between hips and the front hoops.

Without explanation, Bernard attached a snap link to the loop on the front of Ellie’s collar before collecting a length of bright steel chain from his saddle bag that must have been well over 2 metres long. It was made from 12 mm links that weren't particularly heavy, but its overall length meant it was still of considerable weight. He used a second snap link to clip one end of the chain to the belt loop at Ellie’s right hip and then started threading it through the loops on her collar, first through the right side, then the centre front, and finally the loop on the left side. From there, he pulled the chain through the belt loop on her left hip, through the left front quarter and the left centre loops, and then up between her breasts and through the snap link at her neck.  Finally, he mirrored the path on her right side through the belt loops and back to where he started at the snap link on her right hip.

He pulled all sections of the chain taut, joined the two ends together at the snap link, and cut away the excess. The whole procedure seemed to have no purpose and, gazing at the way the chains dropped from her collar to the waistband past the outside of each breast only to rise up between them, Ellie wondered if it was all just decoration, some fetish adornment to please the aesthetics of her wayward friend. Her suspicions increased when Bernard grunted his satisfaction and Sarah told him they looked very pretty, like decorations on a Christmas tree, but then he released the chain from the snap link at her neck and pulled the slack noisily through the loops so that the ends were now 60 cm away from her body. When he threaded a small shackle through the end links of the chain in place of the snap link, she realised he was far from finished.

“Last chance to stretch,” said Sarah.

“What!” exclaimed Ellie, but before any explanation was forthcoming, Bernard had picked up the right-hand cuff and, after a thorough inspection, wrapped it back around her wrist.

“Oh fuck,” muttered Ellie so softly that no-one but Bernard heard her and the expression on his face looked so sad she almost felt sorry for him. He aligned the chain’s shackle with her wrist cuff and set in place a large rivet before resting the assembly back on the anvil. This time, he hit the rivet three times before he was satisfied. Now he clipped the chain to the snap link at her neck to remove all the slack and leave her right wrist hard against the belt loop before marking the chain link nearest the belt loop on her left hip.

“Last one,” he muttered in his broken English and released the collar snap link again in order to pull all the slack to her left side and move her left hand to the anvil to apply the final rivet.

“There,” said Sarah. “That’s much better and now we don’t have to worry anymore. All done and no pesky padlocks. How does it feel?”

Ellie struggled to her feet and then, with a shocked expression and anguished gasps, explored the extent of the movements still permitted for her hands. As before, she could drop one hand at a time below her belt if the other rose up to her neck as the chain rattled through the collar loops. She could also reach out forwards, to the side, or up higher than her head with one hand if the other was held at her hip. Her reach with both hands together was somewhat more limited: she could raise both hands as high as her mouth or reach forward about 40 cm, but if she wanted to extend one hand more than that, the other had to withdraw and the chains move noisily through the loops.

“Sarah…” whispered Ellie mournfully with no hope of any alleviation in her restraints.

“What’s the problem, these give you almost as much freedom as you had before. Of course, you won't have them like this unless you need to use the latrine. Normally, your collar chain will be locked so it can’t slide,” and she snapped a small padlock through a chain link to the centre collar loop to prevent the chain sliding through the loops. Now, just as it had been before, Ellie couldn’t reach lower than her belt.

“So, this is it now? Everything’s riveted in place and now I have no hope of ever removing them; I'm chained forever. Does this mean you don’t intend to ever let me go home?”

“Non, mademoiselle…” exclaimed Bernard and Antone, too, was quick to dispel such a thought.

“Ellie, these chains are only intended to ensure you are secure until it’s time for your release. Bernard has assured me that all the rivets can be removed when the time is right.”

“Meanwhile, sweetie, you're all wrapped up in a tight little package,” added Sarah. “I thought the fetish look alone would appeal to your imagination.”

Ellie gave her what she considered to be a hard stare. “You thought I’d like struggling around like this? Is that why you’ve laden me with all these extra chains? I can see you obviously find them titillating, but apart from being noisy each time I move my arms, they're not doing a lot.”

“They are intended to keep you out of mischief when you're not busy in the kitchen,” and she grabbed hold of the chain between the two centre loops of the belt and pulled hard. Ellie’s wrists were yanked against the belt loops at her hips and Sarah hooked the excess chain she was holding into the snap link at Ellie’s throat. All the chain was now taut and her hands were pinned quite uselessly at her sides.

“There. That’ll stop you interfering with things that don’t concern you,” and she emphasised her point by pinching Ellie’s left nipple to make her shriek, her own breasts now falling into the category of ‘things outside her sphere of influence’. “Come. Let’s go back to the kitchen. If you're a good girl, I’ll unclip your chain so you can eat with us, but from now on, this is going to be your default configuration when you're not busy and, in particular, at night. You're not going to get another opportunity to abscond.”


Chapter 11    
A Request for Help

Ellie followed Sarah and Antone back towards the kitchen with Antone carrying the chain from her hobble and Bernard followed behind with his mule having reloaded all his tools. Sitting on the veranda waiting for their approach was Henri and his call to the others resulted in Antone’s entire team of ‘foot soldiers’ lining up to witness Ellie’s approach. They watched in complete silence as she struggled past them up the steps and into the kitchen with her wrists on her hips and her new consolidated chains gleaming in the sunshine.

They reconvened inside the building, gathering in a circle around Ellie while she gazed down passively at the floorboards in front of her. Sarah locked the tether chain in place and then looked about at the ring of serious faces.

“Antone has decided that Ellie’s chains should be made more secure,” she announced, which was a lie because it had been her decision. “Now everything is riveted in place so there’s much less risk of locks breaking again. Of course, the chains can’t now be removed, but that’s alright because she actually likes the feel of them.”

To Sarah’s disappointment, Ellie didn’t react. Antone repeated what she’d said in French and then proceeded with a more detailed description, touching the manacles at her hips, the snap link at her collar, and finally the little padlock that just stops the chain sliding through the loop at her neck. He unclipped the snap link and the slack chain rattled through the metal belt loops so that her hands were suddenly looser again, each free to swing in controlled arcs from her collar at the expense of loud rattling sounds as the chains slid through the metal belt loops. Ironically, one of the only padlocks now in use was the one that attached the tether chain to her hobble; the one lock that broke and was, consequently, the reason for the revisions.

Then Antone changed to English. “I have told my friends that your chains should be kept tight unless you need freedom to work or eat and that it is up to all of them to ensure that is indeed the case.”

“There’ll be so much I can't do,” replied Ellie in a subdued voice. “I won't be able to make myself coffee or read a book. I won’t even be able to brush the flies away when they get too much.”

Sarah stepped in front of her, standing so close their breasts were almost touching. “Is that it? Is that what you're really worried about?”

“What do you mean?” asked Ellie, but Sarah just turned away so that her elbow brushed across Ellie’s projecting nipple to make her jump.

“If you're worried about flies, I dare say you could find someone else to brush them away for you.”

Ellie looked at her sharply with a stare that could sear skin, but Sarah just grinned.

“Enough of this. Stop teasing your friend and let her get on with dinner. It’s getting late.” Antone then asked Bernard in French if he was staying to eat with them, but the big man just shook his head, gave Ellie a last sad look, and left.

Antone and Sarah also retreated to Antone’s room and, one by one, the gathering dispersed until there was only Ellie and Jean left in the kitchen.

“I'm sorry, Ellie. I did try to warn you.”

“It’s not your fault. I provoked him by trying to run away again.”

“This is not Antone’s doing; it is your friend Sarah who decides what adversities you should suffer.”

Ellie was silent. Jean had just confirmed what she already suspected. She squatted to fetch potatoes that were in a box on the floor, but found she couldn’t bend low enough to reach them. Jean squatted beside her to pick up enough for the meal and deposited them on the table top. She stood again, reaching up with one hand to pull herself up and there was a loud clattering sound as the chain moved through the belt loops and her other wrist was pulled against her hip. She looked at Jean in embarrassment, but he just looked away.

“I don’t think I can do this,” she muttered quietly. “It would be much better if he just locked me in a cage.”

“That’s what Odile told him, but Sarah insisted you should have some freedom.”

“Freedom…” she exclaimed and Jean jumped at the strength of Ellie’s outburst. “I don’t believe they ever intend for me to be free, especially not now they’ve riveted all the chains to me. Oh Jean, this is all so horrible,” and she fell against him with tears springing up in the corners of her eyes while Jean looked about guiltily.

That evening, Sarah watched her like a hawk as she served the meal and then took her place to eat with them, every little act of Ellie’s a controlled ballet of coordinated limbs constrained to move in set patterns. She cleared away the detritus of the meal and washed the plates while the others moved from the table to gather around the fire pit.

“Will you join us for a glass of wine?” asked Antone indicating a chair next to him. She thanked him and carefully sat to be presented with a beaker of fiery red wine. “So…” he said, clearing his throat. “How are you finding your new restraints? Have they prevented you from completing any tasks?”

“I still can’t reach anything on the floor,” she answered quietly.

“Then we shall ensure that all your provisions are placed within reach. Was there anything else?”

Ellie looked at Sarah and then slowly shook her head. “No… Nothing else.” There was nothing she could say that would alter anything, so it was pointless giving Sarah the satisfaction of listening to her complaints.

Then Jean spoke: “I know Odile has already told you our thoughts on the new restraints you have imposed upon Ellie, so I won't repeat them, but I believe you should think again about restricting her hands to her hips and remove the lock from the chain through her collar to extend her reach. It’s cruel to restrain her hands so when she’s already burdened in so many other ways and it’s unreasonable to expect her to cook and clean for us, but then limit her reach unnecessarily to make the tasks so much more difficult.”

Antone glanced at Sarah who returned an almost imperceptible shake of her head, but then he slowly sipped his wine while he considered his options.

Finally, he spoke: “I note what you say about restricting her hands to her hips during the day and accept that it could prevent her from participating in innocent activities she might otherwise enjoy, but I still believe as a general rule she should remain constrained. If she wishes to read a book or play cards with us, she only has to ask and, so long as she behaves herself, we can consider her request. During the nighttime when she is confined to her bed, I would feel uncomfortable to think she had so much freedom to interfere with her locks. As for releasing the manacle section of her chain through her collar to allow her to extend her reach, that is non-negotiable. It is intended to inhibit her ability to escape in the event all other measures fail and the configuration has already proved its worth by preventing her last attempt. She can have the lock removed when she visits the latrine, but all other times I believe it’s an unnecessary relaxation and it should remain affixed.”

Jean and Antone had been speaking in English for Ellie’s benefit, but all through the exchange she’d resisted the temptation to intervene. Jean had, at least, moved the goalposts a little during the daytime and she might still be able to use her hands in a limited way. She gave Jean a wry smile for his trouble and then looked at Sarah; her face was blank.

✽ ✽ ✽

Ellie was able to stay with the company until about nine o'clock with her hands free to move, but then a cool wind swept the area and Antone noticed her shiver. Rather than give her a blanket or shawl to cover her shoulders, he asked Sarah to take her to bed. Sarah seemed more than happy to oblige and quickly released her tether from the kitchen before waiting impatiently while Ellie finished her wine. They walked together the thirty metres or so to the latrines and then on to Antone’s hut.

Ellie stood beside her bunk and lifted her chin so Sarah could attach the nighttime chain before disconnecting the weighty kitchen one from her feet and then passively watched while Sarah removed her shoes and unfastened her skirt so that it slipped to the floor. Ellie looked at Sarah and Sarah grinned.

“You don’t really need to do this.”

“You know I do; Antone was most emphatic earlier when Jean asked.”

“But it’s so ridiculous. What could I possibly do if you didn’t tighten the chain?”

“That’s just the point: no-one knows. It’s why Antone wants to make sure you're properly secured.”

“But I won't even be able to pull the blanket over myself during the night and what if I need to use that bucket? How do you expect me to cope? It’s going to make things impossible and there’s really no need for it.”

Sarah just gave Ellie her most patronising look, hooked a finger in the chain at the front of her belt and pulled. Ellie’s wrists were tugged against the belt loops at her hips and the chain clipped into the snap link at her neck to leave no slack.

“Oh God, Sarah. You used to be my friend. Why is all this happening?”

“You know why. Now Antone’s my friend and you’re a very real risk to both of us, but that only means we have to keep you safe and secure; it doesn’t mean I can't still be your friend. I could, for instance, help you with little tasks you’re finding difficult to accomplish. All this metalwork might look and feel very nice, but it must be a pain when you’re feeling horny, and I happen to know you're feeling like that all the time nowadays.”

“Sarah, please don’t…”

“Why not? You liked it before.”

Sarah was now standing close, very close, and her right hand was clamped tightly around Ellie’s left breasts, but it was her left hand that was making Ellie anxious.

“You're very wet, aren’t you?”

“Let me go; you're hurting me.”

“Then don’t struggle so much.”

Ellie twisted away to land face-down on her bunk, but Sarah was instantly on her with a hand on the centre of her back to hold her still while she forced her other between Ellie’s thighs. Ellie screamed.

“Oh, right. Pretend you don’t like it now; call everyone else and we’ll have a party.”

No sooner had she said the words than the hut door was flung open and Antone stood looking at her.

“Our sexy little guest doesn’t know whether to play the whore or a virgin.”

“Let her sleep if that’s what she wants.”

Sarah gave a short, mirthless laugh and stood to pull the blanket up over Ellie’s shoulders. Ellie rolled onto her side to look at Antone and the blanket slipped.

“Good night, baby. Sweet dreams,” said Sarah and sidled over to Antone to hook an arm about his waist and ease him back through the door, pulling the door closed behind her to leave Ellie in near darkness.

✽ ✽ ✽

The nighttime was when Ellie did all her best thinking. She needed a new approach if she was going to get anywhere and quickly, before Antone decided to disappear her. She thought Odile might be the key. She had the maturity and wisdom to make Antone see sense, but how to talk to her… Marion was bilingual, but too young to put her case with enough gravitas, and that left only Jean. Her opportunity came the next morning when Jean sought her out in the kitchen. She’d finished washing the breakfast plates and was just considering relaxing in the sunshine for an hour or two before she had to start preparing lunch.

“Good morning, mademoiselle. Another beautiful day, is it not?”

Ellie smiled. It was now not often she was invited to participate in meaningless small-talk. “Yes it is. I was just on my way out to the florist before Mr Trumpet arrives with the daily papers.”

Jean looked confused and Ellie giggled. “Don’t mind me; I'm only day-dreaming. Were you looking for me?”

“Oui. Antone was wondering what you were doing.”

“I've just finished tidying away breakfast.”

“In that case, I regret that he has asked me to tighten your restraints.”

The smile dropped away from her face. “Ah… I see.”

“I'm sorry, Ellie.”

“It’s alright. I was only going to go outside to sit in the sun and I don’t need hands for that.” Jean looked away, embarrassed by her tolerant attitude edged with sarcasm. “Actually, I did want to speak to you.”

Ellie explained that she thought Odile was the only person to hold any sway over Antone and that she’d like Odile to reason with him on her behalf, to put forward her fears and worries, and, if not to effect her release, then at least to relax her restraints.

“I would be happy to press your case with Odile, but what do I get out of this arrangement?”

Ellie was momentarily taken aback by this attitude until she noticed his grin. “You get to know you’ve helped to save me.”

“Not enough… In addition, I shall require a kiss,” and his grin broadened.

Ellie smiled too and lifted a hand to hold the back of his neck whilst her other was pulled to her waist so only her fingertips could touch him.

When their lips touched, his right hand moved to entangle her long, fair hair and his left rested on her bare back to hold her against him and crush her naked breasts against his chest. She opened her lips and his tongue slipped within her mouth to explore and tickle against hers and to fill her mouth with the promise of a passion Ellie was finding elusory. Perhaps it was all the latent sexual imagery that she’d experienced those last few weeks, the subtle and not so subtle cues incited by her forced exposure and the metal restraints, or perhaps it was just that she yearned for simple human contact. Either way, Ellie was suddenly engulfed by a need she hadn’t anticipated. It bubbled to the surface of her consciousness and overflowed to cause the muscles in her arm to spontaneous contract and lock their mouths together whilst those of her abdomen spasmed to grind her pubic bone against his crotch.

Jean broke the embrace and eased her away, delighted that he’d induced such a response. “Oh, Mademoiselle. We must continue another time, perhaps when you’re more comfortable and able to open your legs.”

Ellie blushed. “I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to get carried away.”

“Well, thank you for that. You have certainly fulfilled your part of the bargain.”

She smiled to herself and looked about coyly.

“I am glad to have had that effect on such a pretty girl as you and, in other circumstances, I would be more than happy to continue, but I regret that now, before I can complete my part of the bargain, I shall need to adjust your chain.”

“Of course,” and she stood still with her hands on her hips while Jean pulled the slack through the belt loops and clipped it out of her reach at her neck. She smiled again and he briefly kissed her lips before turning away and leaving the hut. It was a genuine smile on her part and she felt a tangible sense of loss at his parting. It was perhaps a good thing they weren’t seen.

Outside, Marion moved quietly away from the side of the hut; her expression was thoughtful.

✽ ✽ ✽

Odile and Antone were seated together on a log surrounded by the scents and sounds of the wood and watched only by the woodland birds. Antone had resisted the conversation, but Odile had been talking to Jean and was insistent.

“And you believe Nazaire would actually attack this girl?”

“The girl certainly believes it and that is what matters here. Such an assault would be very serious and add considerably to the kidnap and false imprisonment charges you have already accrued.”

Antone was thoughtful for long moments. “I shall speak to Nazaire again and remind him of my order. He will comply, of that I have no doubt, but I fail to see how I can assure Ellie of that.”

“There is more… Henri is besotted and desires nothing more than to lie with her. That doesn’t bother me, I’d be happy for him, but the girl just seems to tease him. Suzanne, I believe, is scheming to engineer an encounter that would infuriate Nazaire if only by its covert nature. And, and this is perhaps the most telling aspect, Marion has witnessed the girl actually trying to seduce Jean in a most physical manner. She pretends to be innocent and chaste, but may be actively trying to use her sexuality to incite dissent within the group and who knows how such a strategy will play out?”

“Mon Dieu. We are housing a witch…”

“There is one final point you should consider: the girl may not have been taking her birth pills and you could easily end up with a pregnant captive.”

Antone sighed deeply. Could this wretched girl cause more trouble? “Leave things with me, Odile, and I will find a solution.”

“She wishes to return home.”

“I am aware of that and I intend to allow her, but only when we move away from here. Until then, we must keep her secure.”

“But must you allow Sarah to torment her so?”

“Sarah only has her best interests at heart. I have seen them together and they are truly friends.”

Odile looked far from convinced.


Chapter 12    
Arachnid Casserole

Antone thought long and hard, but the solution was elusive. He would have liked to release the girl onto the London plane, but the consequences were easy to imagine: the camp would be swarming with police within hours. A new camp had been a dream of his for some months; his merry band was tiring of their rudimentary life on top of a mountain and he knew they longed for the simple pleasures everyone else on the island enjoyed like comfortable beds and a warm sitting room. Now that dream was fast becoming imperative before the witch destroyed all.

It was mid-afternoon and his troubles were temporarily held in abeyance while he sat in the kitchen watching a small pantomime play run its course. Ellie was at the sink finishing the preparations for an evening meal. Behind her, scattered apparently randomly across the room was everyone else. There appeared to be no reason for their presence; the weather was warm and dry outside and they seldom chose to sit indoors even at the hottest times of the day. Neither were they all doing the same thing: Sarah was seated at the table beside him and was whispering quietly as the excitement built; Jean, Henri and Nazaire were playing cards in a corner, but their progress seemed unusually slow; Odile was sewing and Suzanne and Marion were just chatting quietly. Ellie was staring out of the window while she peeled carrots and directly above her, balanced precariously on the edge of an exposed ceiling joist was a tarantula.

It was a big spider as European spiders go, a female with a body length of about 3 cm and a leg span that could have straddled a coffee mug. It was dark silver-grey with thick, hairy legs and it was dead.

Even when alive, this spider posed no serious threat to humans with venom that was no worse than a bee sting. Widow spiders, common in Corsica, were a much greater risk, but this one looked the part. Suzanne had found its corpse round the back of the hut and Sarah had balanced it on the edge of the joist as a joke whilst Ellie was outside collecting plates. The tension in the room was almost palpable. The audience had been assembled more than thirty minutes and were waiting impatiently with barely controlled anticipation, but still the spider had not dropped.

Finally, unable to stand the suspense any longer, Suzanne had stood on a chair and banged the side of the joist with her fist. The joist shuddered, Ellie half turned to see the cause of the commotion, and the spider dropped onto the half-peeled carrot in her hands. She screamed, threw carrot, spider and peeler at the window, and spun away so fast her tethered ankles had caused her to sprawl back against the table to send chairs crashing across the room.

Suddenly, there was loud cheer as most of the audience jumped to their feet with glee. The exceptions were Odile who had continued sewing completely unfazed by the stunt and Nazaire whose expression had not changed. Jean too, although he had condoned the crime, refused to become embroiled in its consequences and stayed silent.

Ellie was curled up and shaking on the floor almost apoplectic with terror and looked about with confusion at the grinning faces encircling her. Jean knelt beside her and reached out a hand to help her up.

“It is dead, Ellie.”

Her eyes continued to display no sense of understanding and Jean shook her shoulder to break the trance.

“Ellie, it is dead. It was a joke.”

“A joke...” she repeated slowly. And then, “What was it?”

“It is a spider, Ellie. A dead spider. It can’t do you any harm. It’s called a wolf spider.”

The show over, people began moving back into the sunshine leaving just Jean and Ellie on the floor and Odile in the corner with her sewing. Slowly and painfully, Ellie unfolded her limbs and Jean pulled her to unsteady feet. Her hands were still shaking and she shuddered when she saw the corpse of the creature against the window. One of its legs had completely detached and the others were either spread flat or curled beneath it.

“See,” said Jean triumphantly. “Dead.”

“That was not a joke,” said Ellie weakly. “It’s horrible.”

“It is just a dead spider,” retorted Jean and walked through the doorway into the sunshine.

Ellie stared for a long time at the creature without moving and then carefully poked it with the tip of a knife, prodding it until it was laid flat on the window board with its seven remaining legs arranged in a star pattern. Behind her, Odile stirred and gathered up her sewing. She paused beside Ellie and studied the beast, then turned to face her.

“Non!” she said emphatically. “Non...” and she waggled a finger at her to reinforce her point. Then she followed the others out into the sun. Ellie turned her attention back to the spider.

✽ ✽ ✽

It was seven and the assembly had reconvened for dinner. The sun was still well above the horizon and the air warm and filled with the sounds of buzzing insects. Nine people sat around the table; Ellie nearest the kitchen and Odile on the farthest end. Each had a plate of stew before them and a glass of red wine. Jean and Henri were chatting happily with Suzanne and Marion, Antone was discussing something of importance with Nazaire, and Sarah was concentrating on eating. Odile was sitting stock still with a severe look on her face staring at Ellie who was just sipping her wine. Nobody had actually said so, but the way most people were eating suggested the stew was good…

Antone lifted his wine glass and caught sight of Odile’s expression, then turned to Ellie to see what Odile was looking at. Ellie turned lackadaisical eyes on him and sipped some more wine. He gazed at her defiant expression for some moments before understanding dawned. Then he stared down at his stew, moving the food about with his knife. It wasn’t easy to tell, but some of the sprigs of rosemary appeared hairy.

With a roar, he jumped to his feet and flung the dish to the ground. Startled by his explosive reaction, everyone else except Odile and Ellie then carefully inspected their food.

“What is it?” asked Sarah. “What’s the matter?”

“She’s cooked it,” he bellowed. He snatched at Ellie’s arm to drag her to her feet spilling her wine as she struggled with her entangled ankles. “Release her chain,” he bellowed at Sarah and, unable to spare the time for her to hobble back to the hut, lifted her bodily and carried her under one arm. Ellie made no attempt to struggle.

✽ ✽ ✽

“That was horrible,” said Sarah a couple of hours later. “I was nearly sick.” Ellie had rolled herself as best she could under the blanket and, although her eyes were fixed on Sarah, she said nothing. Sarah looked round the room noticing the short chain locked to the wall by Ellie’s head, the longer kitchen tether snaking under the blanket at her feet, and her skirt tore apart and thrown on the floor.

“You’ve really done it this time, you know. Antone’s furious. It’s a wonder he didn’t beat you.”

Ellie flicked the blanket at her hip with a restrained hand and its edge flipped back to show Sarah her hip and bottom. Both were striped with what looked like strikes from a leather belt.

“Well, it’s no more than you deserve. I’d have done it myself given half a chance. He says you’re to stay here until he can decide what to do with you.”

“You don’t like it when the rotten joke’s played on you, do you?”

“We didn’t try to poison you.”

“Fried tarantula legs are considered a delicacy in some parts of the world.”

“Nowhere I want to visit. Sleep well. I think you’re going to be here for some time,” and Sarah left to re-join her new friends.

✽ ✽ ✽

The next morning, Antone sat with Odile eating toast. Ellie was noticeable for her absence.

“You’re looking surprisingly cheerful this morning,” noted Odile.

“I think I may have solved all our problems with Ellie: how to provide her with the protection she seeks to keep her chaste and free from Nazaire and Henri’s attentions; how to stop her flinging herself at Jean; and best of all, how to ensure that she does what I tell her, no more and no less. I have been too lax with her and she now believes it’s her right to censure us as we might censure her. This situation is shortly to be corrected; I will remind her in a manner she cannot misconstrue of her status within this camp. Meanwhile, she stays locked to the bed until I’m ready. Sarah can feed her.”

“You know, some might say that you have already gone too far with her chains and that what she did to you was no worse than the trick you all played on her.”

“There is a big difference, Odile. She is our captive, not our jailer.”

Antone set off early down the path to speak with Bernard. There were things he needed and they could only be supplied from Bernard’s workshop. Soon after noon, Sarah visited Ellie with the hard local bread that Antone had specified and a jug of water. Ellie asked if she could visit the latrines, but Sarah shook her head sadly.

“I don’t have a key. Use the bucket.”

Ellie wasn’t sure she believed Sarah anymore. “What do you think Antone’s going to do when he gets back?”

“I don’t know. I suspect you won’t like it very much. He was talking about some sort of chastity device. He says you’ve been carping on so much about Nazaire and Henri trying to get into your knickers and he knows you’ve been trying hard to seduce Jean.”

“I haven’t.” She was silent for a few moments and then added: “It was an accident. He kissed me and I sort of got carried away. Anyway, Marion can't complain; she’s with Antone and you often enough.”

“Aw… poor baby. Were you feeling left out? Well, it looks like he’s going to lock your pussy out of bounds. How does that sound, sweetie? No nooky for you.”

“Actually, I wouldn’t mind a chastity belt at all,” she said prissily. “No, not in the least.”

In the evening, Sarah was back with more bread and at ten she was there with Suzanne.

“Antone’s not coming back tonight so me and Suzanne are going to have a girls’ night in.”

Ellie just stared up at Sarah who then, with a wicked grin, tore the blanket from her. Both girls peered down at Ellie as she lay curled up on the mattress with her ankles chained together and her hands cuffed to her sides. The chain from her collar snaked over her pillow with its end locked to the staple bolted to the wall.

“Feeling horny, are we?”

Ellie didn’t answer, just closed her eyes to shut out her tormentor.

“Bet you'd like to play too. Suzanne’s a real peach in bed.”

Ellie shook her head, but Sarah giggled again.

“I'm joking, of course. There’s no way you can join us and, in any case, I don’t think I’d like any of my anatomy near your mouth with you in your present mood.”

“Go away,” muttered Ellie and tried to snatch the blanket back before turning her face to the wall.

The sun was high in the sky when Sarah and Suzanne reappeared and sauntered away for breakfast leaving Ellie still tethered for another day. She had no visitors apart from Sarah who stayed just long enough to supply food and water, and no longer.

That night at about midnight, Antone walked past on his way to bed with Sarah, but said nothing. Sarah said, “Good night.” Her smirk didn’t bode well. Ellie spent a restless night. Whatever Antone had planned would happen the next morning.

The next morning finally dawned, the birds sang, the sound of the cicadas subsided, and the sun climbed high in the sky, its stifling heat driving away the cooler night air. Antone and Sarah walked past on their way to breakfast, Antone silently and Sarah offering a suspiciously cheerful greeting, and the sun rose higher still towards its zenith.

At what must have been midday, Ellie heard footsteps outside the door. When it opened, she was distressed to see that Antone was accompanied by Nazaire who carried a holdall that he dropped just inside the door.

“It’s time for you to get up and start working again. You have rested long enough.”

He pulled the blanket from her body, released the chain from her collar, and lengthened her hobble when he fitted her shoes so that she could walk again. Ellie flicked frightened eyes from Nazaire to Antone and back again.

“My skirt,” she whispered, eyeing the torn remains of the last one that had been kicked against a wall. “You tore it; I need another.”

“Non,” said Antone emphatically and grabbed the chains from her collar to pull her to her feet. “You have forfeited that luxury. From now on, you will work unclothed.”

“No, please… You know I can't do that,” and now her eyes were fixed on Nazaire who was staring back at her nakedness with cold indifference. Tears filled her eyes, but were met with a callous disdain.

“Ellie, you have been a trial to us all ever since your arrival. You cause injury to my friends and falsely accuse them of wanting to abuse you and now you’ve tried to poison us all in the most hideous manner.”

He reached out a hand to touch her breast and she spun away with a sharp cry, but Antone merely smiled. “Oh, Mademoiselle. You are such a beautiful creature. Such a pity you don’t think like your friend.” Then he suddenly grabbed her steel belt and turned her back to face him before placing his free hand flat on her abdomen. She cried out again and tried to twist away, but he was much too strong for her and it left her trembling with her hands flapping ineffectually at her hips.

“You feel vulnerable, don't you Ellie? Unable to control any unwanted attention. That was never my intention. Your virtue was never at risk; it was all in your imagination. For what it’s worth, I believe you still have that guarantee, but you’ll have to take my word for it.”

“Please, Antone. Don’t do this. I can't walk around like this…”

“Of course, you can. What are you afraid of? Not Jean, obviously… Marion saw you trying to seduce him. Henri and Nazaire then,” and her eyes flicked back to his looming bulk blocking the doorway to cause a chill to run down her spine.

“Sarah said you were going to lock me in a chastity belt.”

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you? Well, I'm afraid a chastity belt is beyond my means, but Bernard has fashioned you something that will be just as effective. I must warn you though, mademoiselle: it does not come without a cost. It’s the price you pay for attempting to poison us all, but the choice is yours. If you select my solution, you will no longer be troubled by thoughts of my friends invading your person uninvited, that will become impossible, but by design the solution brings with it an element of inconvenience.”

“What is it? Show me,” but Antone just smiled.

“In essence, Sarah was right. I can equip you with a device that will render you completely safe and immune from any threat of unwanted coition. Your secret little tunnel is going to be completely impregnable. That’s what you want, isn’t it, Ellie? You want to be free from the threat of carnal molestation?”

Ellie stared at him with wide eyes and then her expression changed as realisation dawned. “It’s a dildo, isn’t it? You're going to lock a dildo inside me?”

“I have been assured that most young women possess one nowadays, so it shouldn’t came as too much of a surprise. It will secure your body and, at the same time, remind you that you cannot do just as you please because you will find sitting uncomfortable. What do you say, mademoiselle? Yes or no.”

“No-one will be able to remove it?”

“Only I will have that privilege and perhaps your friend Sarah; we’ll have to see. I shall not pretend it will be comfortable and that is deliberate. Until I can safely return you, you must learn to abide by my rules and its presence will be a constant reminder of your status here in this camp. You must never again think you can take liberties with impunity.”

With an awful sinking feeling, she realized that his temper was far from mollified. Odile had tried to warn her, but she’d been too indignant at the time to take any notice. His hand closed under her, trapping her crotch in a vice-like grip she couldn’t shake. She wanted to scream, but was too afraid.

Antone had removed her clothes, that was now a fact that she had to deal with it, but the indignity of having a dildo locked inside her had to be better than the constant fear of interference from the others. Yes… At that moment she wanted to be completely impregnable. The last thing she wanted was to be forcibly impregnated. Reluctantly, she nodded.

“Good. In that case your wish will be fulfilled.” He removed his hand and she let out a long sigh. “And now, ma petite mademoiselle, now you will receive what you desire and no more than you deserve. And please remember this: if you scream, I shall have to gag you.”

From his bag of tricks, Nazaire lifted a 60 cm long, 4 cm thick steel bar. One end was machined into a rounded bulb next to a row of smooth, wavy grooves so that it looked like the brake handle from steam train or tram car. The rest of the bar was plain and terminated with a metal loop welded to the other end. As dildos went, this one was comically large and its sheer impracticability reduced its threat level to that of a joke.

“Antone…” she said, not quite believing what she was seeing, and then she noticed one further detail: about 17 cm from the handle end and just before the profile changed from wavy to plain, was a large, circular hole piercing the shaft. It said a lot about her mental state that it took her some moments to appreciate its significance, but then her mind cleared and she screamed; she couldn't help herself.


Chapter 13    
Plugged

Antone hadn't gagged her. He understood that it was hard for her and gave her another chance. She’d managed to bring herself back under control, but it was not easy especially when Nazaire dipped the blunt end of the bar into a tub of lubricating jelly and Antone began sliding it up into her. She grabbed his shoulders to help steady herself as she stood with her legs parted to accept her defender, her tormentor, and her breaths began coming in short, fast bursts as the bar slipped deeper into her, filling her sheath with its mass and her mind with its all-consuming presence.

Antone had already attached two plastic-coated cables to the loops on the front of her steel belt using new small padlocks, one either side of her belly, and now threaded both cables through the hole in the chastity bar. Finally, he threaded the cables through a small clamp block which, after adjusting for length and tightening the set screws, Antone attached to the belt loop in the centre of her back using a third padlock. The arrangement pulled the cables tight between her vulval lips and settled the bar uncomfortably but resolutely deep within her chamber.

The shocked look she’d given him once he’d stepped back to admire his handiwork had so disturbed Antone that he’d asked her again if she wanted the device removed. “And return my skirt?” she’d asked, but he’d shaken his head. “This or nothing then?”

“If you want to feel safe from interference, then this is your only option,” he’d said and Ellie had not said anymore as she stared over his shoulder at the man-mountain that was Nazaire. It was a close run choice, but on balance the thought of wandering about completely naked and unprotected with her hands hanging above her waist outweighed the supposed indignity and inconvenience of the chastity bar and she couldn’t bring herself to request its removal however much she hated its presence. There was no doubt that its cost was indeed high, but its value as a chastity guard was, to her mind, priceless.

But what of this cost he’d spoken about? There was the inconvenience factor he’d mentioned and for sure she’d be unable to sit. He’d told her that was to be her penance for the spider trick: she would no longer be able to eat her meals at the table with the others or settle comfortably around the fire pit of an evening to drink the fierce red wine. Neither would there be any lazing in the make-shift loungers during the long, sunny afternoons with a magazine watching the birds wheeling in circles high above the mountain peaks. And her nights? Surely, he’s going to release the shaft when she goes to bed?

The inconvenience penalty of the chastity bar was certainly costly, but it was only part of the overall price she was now paying. Costlier by far was the humiliation she felt as she walked slowly towards the kitchen with the heavy shaft swaying between her thighs with every pace. Every little movement she made was transmitted immediately to her sex as the top of the shaft rocked inside her, not only sealing her against any unwanted intrusion, but also announcing its presence to its new host in a most direct manner. The effect was somewhere between curiously stimulating as the bar moved against the sensitive walls at her vaginal entrance and potentially painful when it moved enough to push on her internal organs.

It was there for everyone to see with the inevitable motion transmitted from the shaft easily imagined by all. Did they suppose she was enjoying the experience? Was it annoying? Painful? Stimulating? Or perhaps, in time, she would just train herself to ignore the messages it was sending to her brain.

And then there was the final effect of Antone’s revised restraints that might even yet have the greatest impact: the fact that however much the chastity bar stimulated her with its incessant random movements, she would be able to reach no lower than her belly to sate the demons it was stirring. She wistfully remembered all the times she’d spent driving herself into a frenzy locked to her bunk in the dark of the night whilst Sarah and any invited guests entertained themselves just the other side of Antone’s bedroom door. Unless Antone chose to release her hands every evening, that pleasure was beyond her abilities and, coupled with the enhanced restraints and the remorseless ministrations of the chastity bar, the frustration could soon become overwhelming.

With tears running down her cheeks, Ellie was led towards the kitchen and her erstwhile comrades like an obedient pet, following Antone and the ever-impassive Nazaire with Antone carrying most of her restraint chain. He paused to give her time to climb the steps and then there was a collective intake of breath when she entered the small room, but no verbal expressions of surprise other than something Ellie found incomprehensible from Odile.

As one, all eyes were on the twin cables emerging taut from her depilated vaginal cleft and spreading across her belly to their fixings on her steel belt, and in so doing, they splayed apart her labial lips to stretch her clitoral hood and reveal the pale little bean within.

“Antone says you’ll still be able to work in the kitchen,” said Sarah, “Just so long as you don’t cook anymore spiders,” and she giggled. Ellie looked at her with tear-stained cheeks and a haunted expression that stilled Sarah’s amused laughter and instead she asked: “Shall I make you a coffee?” Ellie nodded and Sarah noticed the bar move perceptibly in time with her head. Suppressing another grin, she pointed to a bare expanse of wall. “You just lean over there and I’ll do you some toast too,” and she had to turn away to prevent Ellie noticing the grin she could no longer hide.

The kitchen rapidly cleared that morning, either because of guilt or embarrassment, and soon there were just Ellie and Sarah left.

“How could he do this to me?”

Sarah had placed slices of buttered toast beside her, but with her hands still pinioned at her hips, she couldn’t reach them.

“You have to admit, Antone’s as good as his word. Nobody’s going to be able to fuck you with that there. Turn around; I want to see the back.”

Ellie just glared at Sarah seated at the table until her friend lazily stretched out a foot and nudged the end of the heavy bar. It rocked like a pendulum and Ellie squealed. “Alright, alright… I’ll do it,” and she turned to show Sarah the twin cables tight between her naked cheeks.

“Now bend over.”

“Sarah… Please. I can't; it’s too heavy.”

At that moment, Antone appeared in the doorway. “I think that’s enough, Sarah. Ellie has work to do now and should be left in peace.”

Sarah pulled a sad face at Antone, but didn't pursue the matter and instead wandered out into the sunshine.

“This is horrible,” said Ellie quietly to Antone.

“I can't pretend you're still a guest. You have tested me beyond endurance and from now on, you will obey me and behave in an appropriate manner or suffer the consequences.”

“Are you going to remove this bar so I can sleep?”

“No.”

“What about my hands?”

“Your hands will be released as and when necessary,” and he unclipped the link on her collar to allow the slack chain to drop. It clattered noisily through the belt loops when she pulled her hands apart and they hung from her collar, swinging in arcs at the level of her belly. “Time now to prepare lunch and to be careful with the ingredients.”

As the morning wore on, so the consequences of her revised circumstances became more apparent. No-one but Sarah spent any more time in her company than was necessary, and Ellie found Sarah’s company more unsettling than companionable. She didn’t actually offer to help in any way, but just watched her struggle with the simplest of tasks and chatted about things Ellie was now prohibited from doing.

Lunch passed without incident with the company sitting outside in the sunshine to eat fruit and salad, and Ellie standing alone next to the kitchen sink to eat her portion.

Odile was the first to leave the communal table, walking through the kitchen to her bedroom with a blank stare at Ellie, but without comment. Then Antone rose with Nazaire and Jean and moved out of sight into the barn to just leave Henri and the three women sitting around the table. Ellie walked slowly out onto the wooden veranda in response to a call.

“What d’you want, Sarah?”

“Come here.”

Ellie sighed and carefully negotiated the three steps to cross to the table. The chain dragged behind her, but now, of course, it was the least of her concerns.

“Fetch me some more wine.”

It was all so predictable. She turned without a word and made her way back to the kitchen for a new bottle. Then back outside to the table.

“And a clean glass...”

Ellie was determined that Sarah would get bored before she cracked, but after the fourth journey back and forth, she wasn't so sure. The motion of the bar was beginning to have an effect that must be obvious to her amused audience. She felt her legs beginning to wobble and was worried that if they buckled, she’d fall on the bar and do real damage. She stood before Sarah breathing hard, trying not to display any indication of the extent to which she was unavoidably masturbating herself, but Sarah knew where to look and Ellie had no way to conceal the evidence.

“Oh Ellie! There’s foamy white sticky stuff running down your new pussy plug. Are you getting excited?”

Ellie ignored the question. “Anything else?” She asked resisting the temptation to make a sarcastic remark.

“No, I think I have everything now. You can go.”

She turned and took ten small steps back towards the kitchen.

“No. Wait...”

She turned and glared at Sarah who just returned a mild, thoughtful expression. Ellie started back towards the table but after five or six paces, Sarah said, “No… It doesn't matter,” and beside her Suzanne burst out giggling.

Sarah didn't call again and slowly she made her way back into the kitchen. She was alone and leaning on the edge of the sink, her mind fully focused on the need growing in her loins. She wanted to touch herself to sate the ache, but her chains didn't allow that. Instead, she rocked her hips gently. The bar swung back and forth between her thighs like a pendulum and with each swing she felt her need grow, but it wasn’t enough… The cables were being pulled and massaged her labial lips in addition to the reciprocating pressures on the mouth of her vagina and the intoxicating motion of the fat plug gently moving inside her, but it just wasn’t enough. The cables ran either side of her clitoris causing the tiny organ to protrude between then, but they didn’t actually touch its surface and imparted no friction.

Eventually, she squeezed her legs together to still the bar and closed her eyes until her breathing quietened. Then she leant over the sink and splashed water over her face before rousing herself and venturing outside, turning right towards the latrines.

“Where are you going?” called out Sarah.

“For a pee...”

“Are you able to do that?”

“I don't know.” It was true. If she couldn't, the exercise was going to prove very painful. The ankle chain had been measured to be just long enough to allow her to reach the latrines and she moved round behind a screen. In front of her was the trench. Normally, one would expect to straddle that and squat, but for Ellie the hobble made that out of the question. She turned her back to the trench and leant forward to arc the bar back and then braced her muscles and tried to relax. The urine run down the bar and streamed off its end in a gratifying torrent that involved no pain on Ellie's part and she returned to the kitchen completely satisfied.

Sarah was waiting for her.

“Eww. You stink.”

“Sorry about that. I’m afraid there’s not much I can do about it.” Sarah wrinkled her nose and sniffed. “If you think this is bad, you just wait until I need to defecate.”

Sarah stared at her and her mouth dropped open. The very thought was just too disgusting and she hurried from the room. Ellie smiled to herself. That’ll give them something to think about. Sarah was still thinking about it when she found Antone in the barn to discuss the problem.

“It’s not a problem. I thought she could just do what she needs to do in the morning before her shower and before you seal her up for the day.”

“And can you see her cooperating with that idea? She’ll have me uncoupling that bar all through the day and even wiping her bum. And what about her periods? Have you even thought about that?”

“She’s back on the birth pills now, isn't she? Then it’s not a problem. Just don't stop the pills and she won’t menstruate. It will be months before we need to allow her a proper period.”

“Does it really work like that?”

Antone looked at her as he would a child. “Let me think on the other problem...”

✽ ✽ ✽

The evening meal was altogether a more boisterous affair compared with lunch. Perhaps it’s true that familiarity breeds contempt, but Ellie was more inclined to blame the wine. They started early, long before the food was ready, and by the time Ellie started plating up the evening’s casserole, they’d already finished four bottles of wine and were well on their way to emptying the fifth.

It was obvious that Ellie’s imposed hardships not only affected her, but all around her in different ways. Only Odile and Nazaire stayed aloof and uncommunicative, whilst most of the others all attempted to hide guilty embarrassment behind a veneer of semi-intoxicated cheerfulness and bad jokes. Sarah showed no indication of embarrassment and her jokes just became more lewd at Ellie’s expense the drunker she became.

Having struggled to serve the meal and with no way to sit with them, Ellie watched from the kitchen and sipped furtively from her own glass in case Antone decided to prohibit her wine. She wanted to curl up in a corner and die, but that wasn’t really an option; Antone had threatened to attach a pull-cord to the chastity bar if she failed to respond to their calls. Anyway, curling up would be difficult; she couldn’t even sit now and instead gazed out of the window at the merry group.

How could she possibly stand this? The humiliation? The pain if someone knocks the bar? She didn't imagine in her wildest dreams that Antone would do something like this, but she had to admit that it was everything he’d promised including a penalty as payment for the cooked spider trick. Even so, this was cruel and she didn’t deserve it. She was a good girl… She’d always tried to be a good girl and now she was being treated like an animated sex puppet, a clockwork toy that people wind up and set going just to watch it wiggle, or worse, some sort of harlot that needed to be neutered to prevent her beguiling others with lascivious intent. She began to feel sick and reconsidered the corner option.

She took another sip of wine, looked again at the misfit bunch outside, and felt the resolve grow within her. No; she wouldn’t collapse into a quivering heap. She was a bigger person than any of them and would show them what dignity really means. Let them have their fun; they won’t break her. The sick feeling fell away and was replaced by pangs of hunger. Apart from the fruit at lunch, she’d had little more than bread and water for nearly three days so she helped herself to another plate of the vegetarian casserole she’d cooked, the subject of an earlier unanimous vote, and ate it standing up.

She cleared away and washed the dirty plates and distributed cigars around the table when Antone suddenly announced: “Right. Time for bed.”

“Well, if you're sure there’s nothing else,” said Ellie, her sarcasm hitting a high point. Antone smiled and went into the kitchen to disconnect the chain. “Last chance for a pee...”

Ellie thought it was strange that Antone was putting her to bed. Up until now that had been Sarah's job. Then it hit her. He’d walked straight past his hut and was heading towards the barn.

“You've shared my hut long enough; time you moved into your own place.” Ellie's own place turned out to be a mattress in the middle of the floor of the barn, but that wasn't its worst aspect; driven through the mattress about a third of the way up its length and into the earth floor of the barn was a metal stake that protruded about 20 cm above the mattress. It was old and similar to the stake that had been buried next to the shower to provide an anchor for her tether while she washed. It had the same hole punched through its flattened top.

“Antone, please… You mustn't.”

“Must I not? You seem to forget yourself. You're lucky I haven't staked you out with legs spread apart to provide entertainment for my brothers who you tried to poison. Or Suzanne… I understand she’s quite partial to the fairer sex too. I want no more trouble from you and keeping you closely confined would seem to be the best way of achieving that.”

“Please, Antone. Not like this…” but Antone couldn't be swayed.

“I suggest you drop to your knees first and then turn over to lie on your back.”

There didn't seem to be anything else to say… When she was lying with her legs straddling the stake, Antone produced yet a further lock and snapped it cleanly into place between the ring at the end of the chastity bar and the hole in the stake. He gave it a hard yank to test its security and then walked away.

This was the ultimate indignity he could impose on her, forcing her to lie still on the old mattress, pinned in place by the chastity bar. He’d left her collar chain slack so she could still move her hands, but in order to maximise her frustration levels, the padlock at her collar ensured they couldn’t reach lower than her waist.

No sooner had Antone re-joined the evening’s party when Sarah wandered casually up with a blanket folded over her arm. She was wearing another of the light summer dresses with a halter neck and short, flared skirt that Antone had bought for her and stood immodestly over Ellie, her feet either side of Ellie’s thighs and her body noticeably swaying while she drank from a glass of red wine. Then she peered down at Ellie gazing up.

“Comfy?” she asked, but Ellie said nothing. “Of course you're not. Am I sorry for you?” In answer to her rhetorical question, her face cracked in a broad grin. “If this doesn’t teach you to be good, nothing will… Bedded with your clit out of reach and your cunt locked to a metal cock. Never mind, you still have your tits to play with. This is it now; this is how you'll sleep every single night and you deserve every second…”

Ellie covered her breasts with her hands and tried to move under Sarah’s intense stare, but all she achieved was to tug at the chastity bar and cause the cables to tighten and spread her labia further apart at the front. Sarah was drunk and the last thing Ellie wanted was to get into another argument she had no hope of winning, so she turned her head to gaze at the barn’s unsubstantial wall.

“Here… Antone says to give you this,” and she dropped the blanket on her trapped friend. “Sleep well,” she muttered and stumbled away. Ellie lay staring up at the barn’s patchwork roof whilst thirty metres away, the company moved from the dining table to sit around the fire pit and the smell of cigar smoke wafted through the air. The daylight was just fading and Ellie watched the last birds fly across the darkening sky to their roosts. She was alone. Even the mules were tethered in a small grassy area when they were not being utilised and only used the stalls very occasionally, but behind her head she could hear unidentified rustling noises coming from the hay at the back of the barn. She flicked the blanket and it spread out to cover most of her body and by a combination of flicking and kicking with her hobbled feet, she managed to get it to cover the rest.

And now there she lay. She tried once more to adjust her position, but the bar pressed deeper tightening the cables between her legs and she instinctively jumped away, but then the belt pressed hard on her hips to keep her fully impaled. Very carefully, she lifted her hips a fraction and found she could turn onto her side by lifting a leg over the securing stake. She tried to turn right the way over onto her stomach only to find that the chastity bar had reached its rotational limit, but at least she could now pull up her knees and curl into a foetal ball with her hips tilted to accommodate the angle of the bar. The position was more comfortable for her than lying flat on her back, but with the bar now projecting out behind her, she did feel a bit like a toffee apple on a stick.

Not for the first time she wondered what would have happened if she’d chosen to forego the security offered by the chastity bar. Would their drunken revelry have resulted in her being assaulted or even raped by now? She will never know and she kept reminding herself that the bar at least offered her protection against that eventuality in an increasingly hostile environment.

Her exertions had proved one thing beyond any doubt: any movement she made was instantly transferred to the bar locked inside her and she now lay still breathing heavily with her manacled hands resting on the soft mounds of her breasts. Her eyes were closed while her hands felt the sensitive nubs of her nipples beneath her thumbs and her sex sensed the small movements when she gently rocked her hips.

It was going to be a long night, not least because just a few metres away laughter travelled on the cooling air as Antone and his friends worked their way through yet another bottle of wine.


Chapter 14    
Morning Wash

In the morning, Sarah entered the barn to rouse Ellie for the day. She moved slowly with an obvious hangover, but seemed to have totally forgotten her aggressive attitude of the night before. She pulled the blanket away and gazed at the bar. Everything was still fixed in place.

“Comfortable night?”

“Did you know he was going to do this?”

“Of course I did.” Sarah sat on the edge of the mattress.

“I thought you were my friend.”

“I still am, sweetie, but you've got to expect a certain amount of retribution when you play horrible tricks.”

“And you think this is a measured response, do you?”

“Well, there were more of us. We played one little trick on you, but you played a trick on each of us; that’s like eight tricks in all. Anyway, it’s all settled now and we can be friends again.” With that, Sarah stroked her fingers across Ellie's belly to touch the twin cables before they dived between her labia. “It’s very effective, this little device, isn't it?”

“It’s not little.”

Sarah smiled. “I am glad you've not lost your sense of humour. And now, time to get up.” She produced a key from a pocket in her skirt and unlocked the padlock to release the bar, leaving the lock hanging on the stake for use that night. Ellie rolled onto her stomach, then her hands and knees, and finally her hands and feet before standing erect. “Very elegant,” said Sarah drolly. “Come. We have some personal hygiene issues to address.”

Ellie followed Sarah from the barn to the latrines. “And now I have very specific instructions from Antone.”

Ellie was only half listening. Her attention had been attracted to a short length of wood hanging from a branch of the tree next to the shower. It was suspended at head height by a cord tied around its mid-point and had a snap link attached to either end.

“I’m going to remove the pussy bar and I need to be sure I can refit it,” explained Sarah. “We need to clip your wrists to the links.”

“Just so I can't interfere?” asked Ellie. “You could just ask me nicely.”

“As if that’s going to work when it comes to sticking that plug back into you.”

Ellie considered her options. “Where’s Antone?” she asked.

“Antone's gone down to see Bernard. I doubt he’ll be long, but I can call Nazaire to help if you want.”

“I don't want,” she whispered. “I’ll behave.”

“Of course, you will,” and she clipped one end of the wood to her right wrist. Ellie frowned and, after a brief hesitation, offered her left wrist. “Good girl,” muttered Sarah and unlocked the chastity bar cables from all three padlocks at her belt. There was a startled cry when Sarah released her grip on the bar and its weight brought it thumping to the earth between Ellie’s feet with its corrugated profile leaving her at speed and feeling like the tactile equivalent of a machine gun.

“There. That went well I thought,” said Sarah and moved to where the other end of the cord was snagged around a peg. She unhooked it and Ellie suddenly found herself attached to several metres of slack cord.

“This is today’s one and only chance to use the latrine without your bar fitted, so make the most of it.”

Ellie looked at Sarah and then down at the latrine as her meaning became clear. “I haven't even got a hand free,” she muttered.

“Needs must,” said Sarah. “You’ll get a shower afterwards, so there’s no reason to be too precious about it.”

“Are you going to watch?”

Sarah shrugged and turned her back. “Well, hurry up then.”

Ellie squatted beside the trench and peed.

“Is that it? Is that all you can do?” She nodded and Sarah sighed. “Well, come over here and I'll give you a shower,” and as she moved closer, so Sarah pulled in the slack in the cord until Ellie was standing under the branch with her hands above her head.

The shower head was under the water tank and out of reach behind the new shower screen, so Sarah used a hose pipe connected to the adjacent tap and sprayed Ellie liberally before squeezing shower gel into her hands.

“Hair first,” and she rubbed the gel through her wet hair, then her face and neck, and then the job began to get more interesting. Ellie could only watch while Sarah made sure her breasts and nipples were spotlessly clean using her palms to rub in the slippery gel. She moved lower and slid wet slippery hands over her belly before making them extra slippery to clean between her legs. This was when Ellie screamed.

“We need to be sure every little crevice is clean,” said Sarah grinning as she pushed one hand between her legs while trying to hold her steady with the other by gripping her wet bottom. It was all so predictable. Ellie began to moan and writhe about under the branch as Sarah’s fingers pushed higher and gripped harder, but as soon as her thighs started to tremble, Sarah stopped and moved on down to her feet. She turned the hose on again to rinse her off and then washed the chastity bar while Ellie’s only option was to watch and think about the orgasm that could have been.

“I’ll leave you to air dry for a bit and then refit your bar.” She didn't really expect a response and left Ellie hanging beneath the tree while she made herself a cup of coffee.

Half an hour later Sarah was back and s4he’d brought with her the tub of gel. Ellie didn't struggle; it wasn't worth it and just closed her eyes when it came to the bit where Sarah pushed the thick wavy bar up into her.

“Well, that was easy, wasn't it? And now we know what to do, I'm sure it will get easier still with time. I’ll just unclip your wrists and you can go and see to breakfast.” Ellie was back in exactly the situation as the previous day and followed Sarah to the kitchen to have her chain anchored in place. She stoked the wood stove and then turned to the sink to fill the kettle.

✽ ✽ ✽

It was early afternoon when Antone reappeared and soon after that Ellie approached Sarah.

“I need to use the latrine,” she said.

“You want to pee?”

Ellie shook her head.

Without answering, Sarah walked off to find Antone and when she explained the situation, he seemed remarkably calm; in fact, he was grinning.

He and Sarah followed Ellie to the latrine, attached the wood between her wrists and flung the cord over the branch as Sarah had done that morning and then he just removed the whole chastity device. He left enough slack so that she could reach the latrine trench and they even walked away to leave her in peace. A few minutes later she called to him and stood under the branch anticipating the refitting of the belt.

“All done?” asked Antone as he tightened the rope. She nodded. “Let’s just make sure, shall we?” and he turned on the hose.

Ellie screamed when she felt the cold water begin to flow into her. Antone had pressed the hose against her anus and the water pressure was too much for her to resist. First her rectum filled and then her colon began expanding. Soon after that, she tried to expel the water and, in so doing, opened her anal sphincter fully. The end of the hose slipped into her and then Antone only had to ensure it didn't slide out.

She was wriggling like a hooked worm, but to her horror, as the mass of water inside her grew, so her belly expanded and her wriggling became slower; she had to throw much more water around and it was heavy. By the time the water was being forced out around the hose, there were probably three or four kilos in her and her belly appeared to move of its own accord as the water sloshed from side to side inside her making her look six months pregnant.

“Now don't you release it yet or else I'll have to fill you up again,” warned Antone when he pulled the hose from her. She didn’t trust herself to speak, but just stared with a look of abject horror on her face. She was trying hard to hold the mass of water within her, but it was not easy. Antone slackened the rope and she doubled up before moving as fast as her hobbled ankles would allow back to the trench to expel the water. She relaxed and then more came, and finally, after perhaps another five minutes, she emptied the last half litre.

She felt frail and washed out when, as expected, Antone hauled her back to stand under the branch. He rinsed the soiled water from the backs of her thighs with the hose and then picked up a short length of thin, silicone tubing with a small, plastic tap on one end.

“Sarah says you come back from the latrines smelling of urine, so I'm going to catheterise you.”

“What? No… You can't, you mustn’t.”

“He can and he will,” said Sarah. “You’ll only be able to pee when someone opens the tap and then it can be directed cleanly into the trench. Perfectly hygienic and you won’t be tempted to foul the kitchen or your bed at night. Quite a good solution, don’t you think?”

“Please, don’t do this,” but it was plain that Antone had already made up his mind and bought the equipment.

He knelt down before her and looked up into her horrified face. “There’s two ways we can do this: either you cooperate and I install it sterile with the minimum of fuss or you put up a fight and I get Nazaire to sit on you. What’s it going to be?”

Ellie closed her eyes and eased her knees apart, and was rewarded with “Good girl…” from Antone. She felt a cold sensation as he passed an alcohol soaked wipe through her vulva and then lubricated the silicone tube with clear gel from a tube.

“Hold still,” he muttered and she felt his fingers on her, spreading her labia to locate the opening of her urethra. The catheter didn’t hurt when he pushed it into her, but it did feel strange. Then she felt her bladder emptying and looked down to thin stream of urine falling from the tiny tap.

“There… That wasn’t so bad, was it?”

It was then that she noticed that he was holding a small syringe and watched as he pressed its nozzle into a tiny orifice in the side of the catheter tube and pushed in the plunger.

“It inflates a small balloon inside your bladder through a non-return valve so that the catheter can't fall out,” he explained. Then he gave it a little tug to ensure it was seated correctly and secure, and turned off the tap. Ellie felt the tug of the device inside her and then stared down at the short plastic tube dangling from her vulva with its little red tap.

“Just the plugs to refit now and you’ll be all set,” said Sarah and picked up the chastity bar.

“Sarah…” cried Ellie when she saw what Sarah was holding.

“Come on… You didn’t think we were going to leave anything to chance, did you? This second plug will make sure you keep to a strict schedule. A morning enema and then nothing else for the rest of the day. It shouldn’t be too difficult for you to manage that; the anal plug is just to make sure.”

Antone’s hand was already on her, spreading more gel between her labia and, this time, over her anus too. All she could manage was a weak groan when the tip of the new plug touched her sphincter. She tried to resist, but its pointy shape made that almost impossible and Antone was insistent, wiggling and twisting the metal bulb until it slipped through the muscle. It was much fatter than the hose and even its narrowed neck stretched her sphincter to produce a very unnatural feeling of fullness.

“Please Antone, you don’t need to do this; I'm sorry and I promise I won't do this ever again.”

“Once is one time too many. I’ll not have you dictating what happens around here.”

“But I didn’t know you were going to do this,” she wailed. “Oh God… It’s too big.”

“It’s got to be big enough to plug you properly or else it wouldn’t be doing its job. I don’t want to risk you fouling the cables. Sarah will remove both plugs each morning for you to shower and use the latrine, and the rest of time, well, it’s better to be safe rather than sorry.”

With two plugs installed, Antone pulled the cables tight to fully seat both and locked them to the front loops of her belt, one either side of the catheter tube. Sarah, true to form, was grinning. “Well, aren't you a lucky girl? Doubly secure now and with a tap on your pee too...” she chuckled. “You don’t ever need to worry about any bodily functions anymore because, well, they're no longer your responsibility.”

“Clean her out each morning with the hose and open the tap every five or six hours and you won’t have any problems,” said Antone to Sarah and Ellie gave another long, mournful moan.

Attracted by the cry, Antone looked at Ellie. “Does it hurt?” he asked rather belatedly and she hesitated before shaking her head. “Then I don't see a problem. If you really need to pee and Sarah’s not around, you’ll have to talk to one of the others.”

With that, both Sarah and Antone left her to make her own way back to the kitchen. She couldn't get lost; the kitchen was on the other end of the chain.

✽ ✽ ✽

The extra plug was noticed immediately as was the catheter tube dangling down next to the chastity bar. There was no way Ellie could conceal either, but no-one ventured to comment. Struggling with the bar swinging between her legs all day was bad enough, but at least she could see a point to it: it gave her assurance that that she was protected against unwanted intrusions; that no-one could usurp her for their own gratification. The fact that that part or her body was occupied by a heavy bar that wouldn’t remain still was, in itself, a source of extreme frustration, but it was a price she’d elected to pay.

The anal plug was subtly different. Its only use was to seal her anal cavity and, as such, it was not just a passive barrier. Like the catheter, it was a management device that passed control of a basic and very intimate bodily function to someone else.

“I’ll help you with the vegetables,” said Marion taking her place beside Ellie at the sink.

Ellie gave a pallid smile and moved along a little to make room. “I think there are carrots in the box under the table. Would you mind reaching them because I don’t think I can bend that well.”

She looked over her shoulder to see Nazaire’s unsmiling face. He stood, walked past Odile who seemed intent on her knitting, and left the building to stride purposely towards the barn. Together, Ellie and Marion created a thick vegetable broth for supper that was well-received, but once more Ellie ate alone in the kitchen and, as soon as she’d washed-up and cleared the kitchen, Sarah came looking for her to take her to her bed.

“I watched you stand up from your bed this morning, so I know you can lie down by yourself,” said Sarah standing impatiently next to the mattress.

There was so much Ellie could say to her erstwhile friend at this point, but it just wasn’t worth it. Instead, she bent her knees and leant forward until she could place her palms flat on the bed and then carefully dropped onto her side before lifting a leg over the stake and shuffling down until the end of the bar hit the stake.

“That’s very good. I’ll tell Antone and perhaps he’ll award you some brownie points.”

“You do realise you're destroying my life?”

“Don’t be so melodramatic. We’re only trying to manage you in the easiest way possible. If you hadn't have been so uncooperative before, we wouldn’t need to do this,” and she snapped the padlock into place between the chastity bar and the stake. “Now, lower your hands to your hips so I can snag the slack in your chain.”

“No don’t… Antone said I can have my hands loose so I can hold my blanket.”

“Really? Well, as I'm your friend, I’ll give you the benefit of the doubt, but you'd better be good and not make a fuss. Now, give me a goodnight kiss,” and she knelt beside the mattress and leaned in for a kiss. Ellie didn’t fight it, but just lay passively when their lips touched. Sarah had a hand on the top of Ellie’s thigh and when she drew away, their eyes met and each became aware of exactly what the other was thinking.

“You want me to, don’t you?” crooned Sarah, but Ellie didn’t answer, instead choosing to look at the ramshackled wall of the barn. “As you wish…” she added and rose to her feet. “Goodnight.”

Over by the fire pit, Jean began playing his guitar and singing a sad sounding song.


Chapter 15    
A Nighttime Visitor

Mornings were now not a good time for Ellie. Sarah often waited until mid-morning or later before coming for her, leaving Ellie to fidget on her mattress. The days were hot and she had the choice of leaving the blanket in place and feeling as if she’s in a sauna or pulling it from her and allowing the flies to suck the moisture that gathered between her thighs. She usually chose the former; she knew from experience how attractive the flies found her secretions after the bar had been doing its work for a day and a night, and their scratchy little feet were exasperating when one had no way to drive them away.

Sarah’s eventual arrival signalled the real start of her morning trials: watching as Sarah released her urine through the catheter tube, the cold shower, the humiliation of the enema and refitting of her plugs, and what seemed like a long walk to the kitchen to join the others and to start her chores. If anything, her daily struggle with the metal restraints and intimate invaders became worse as the days passed. Nazaire's cold stares, Jean and Marion’s placid expressions, and Suzanne's hungry, slightly amused and covetous appraisals of Ellie's impediments all amplified her indignities and ramped up her sense of humiliation. And then there were Henri’s wistful looks and Odile’s stern and disapproving glares; does she think that Ellie chooses her own debasement?

Antone, although the instigator of all her misfortunes, seemed to be doing his best to hold his team together. Each time Ellie pushed the boundaries, Antone had reinforced the limits until now she was left with so little free will, but each time he appeared to act with regret. It was never his intention that she should be so burdened; circumstances evolved driven by her stubbornness and misfortune. He smiled wearily at her tribulations, but could not or would not alleviate them.

And then, of course, there was Sarah, the new power behind the throne. How much of Ellie’s burden can be directly attributed to her? She was supposed to be a friend, but was now her jailer and main antagonist. She revelled in Ellie’s hardships and took delight in her shame. It was Sarah’s task to prepare Ellie for her day and with each new day, her ministrations became more onerous, her touch firmer, and the enema more substantial.

It seemed reasonable to Ellie that she should have a shower last, but that’s not how Sarah wanted it. Ellie could only think that her plan was to pump up the sexual tension during the shower and then hit her with the enema. She’d force Ellie to hover on the very edge of an orgasm induced by the sudsy manipulation of tits and clit and then fill her up with water. She’d continue working with her fingers while Ellie was struggling with the mass of water and the result was an unavoidable mixing of ideas in her head; Sarah seemed to be experimenting with creating a girl with a fetish.

✽ ✽ ✽

It had been a testing sort of day. Henri had been his usual attentive self, whilst Suzanne had considered it a perfect day for an afternoon of topless sunbathing. However, Suzanne wasn’t left unmolested for long, Nazaire saw to that when he swept her up in his arms as if she weighed nothing and carried her bodily through the kitchen and into their bedroom. Antone and Sarah had watched the performance with amused expressions, but instead of encouraging them to retire to their own room, they’d both turned their attentions towards Ellie.

“Please, ma chérie, be good enough to bring us some wine,” asked Antone with characteristic formality.

“And glasses,” added Sarah unnecessarily.

Ellie struggled down the steps from the kitchen clutching a bottle in one hand and a pair of glasses in the other and leant forward to place them on the table before Antone.

“Merci,” he said. “Have you finished preparing the evening meal?”

Ellie nodded. “It’s in the oven. Dinner will be in two hours.”

“Good,” said Antone and smiled.

Sarah moved behind her and reached around her arms to hook the chain at her navel, drawing it upwards quickly to pull her wrists to her sides. “You should be reconfigured then if you don’t need to do anything more.”

Ellie didn’t resist, but instead allowed Sarah to clip the chain to the snap link at her neck.

“There… Nice and secure once more,” whispered Sarah. “It’s good to feel all wrapped up tight, isn't it?” and, rather than release her hold now Ellie was effectively immobilised, she allowed both her hands to slide downwards until she was cupping both breasts.

“Sarah tells me you enjoy the attention she gives you,” said Antone, but still Ellie remained silent.

“Of course, she does,” and Sarah rolled both nipples between fingers and thumbs to elicit a stifled moan.

“It is pointless to deny it,” said Antone. “The secretions that collect around the base of your vaginal plug and run down the bar betray your preoccupation,” he added, completely misunderstanding the physiology involved.

“You don’t want to deny it, do you, sweetie? What you really want is to encourage it,” and Sarah trickled the fingers of her right hand down the front of Ellie’s belly until they reached the point where the chastity bar’s retaining cables emerged from her vaginal cleft.

“Sarah, please don’t,” she moaned, but her words were too late as Sarah’s index finger touched Ellie’s clitoris exposed by her spread labia. Ellie shrieked and folded forward with a sudden explosive movement that disturbed the chastity bar so that it began to rock.

Sarah grinned at Antone. “I think she might be a little sensitive. This little bean doesn’t get a lot of action nowadays.”

“She only has to ask,” said Antone quite reasonably. “But if she insists on maintaining this isolated attitude, then we should humour her and allow her to retreat to the sanctity of the kitchen.”

Sarah released her grip and Ellie scampered away as quickly as her restrictions allowed while dragging her tethering chain behind in her wake. Jean watched the proceedings from the kitchen doorway and stood back so as not to impede her progress, sitting instead at the kitchen table while Ellie caught her breath by resting against the sink.

“They should not tighten your chains like that; it’s unnecessary and cruel.”

“Tell me about it. None of this is necessary,” muttered Ellie. “Better still, tell Antone. He thinks it stops me getting into mischief.”

“We have told him, but he won't be swayed. I’m sorry… He won't even listen to what Odile has to say.”

“It’s not your fault. Oh God… What the hell does he expect me to do now? I can't even sit down.”

Jean gathered up a blanket from one of the chairs, folded it into a thick pad, and placed it on the edge of the table. “Try this,” he suggested and indicated that she should perch on the edge of the table with the bar and catheter hanging down before it. It sort of worked; at least it was more comfortable than standing.

✽ ✽ ✽

Sarah released her hands two hours later so she could serve dinner and eat her own, and soon after that she was put to bed. It was another warm night and she lay quietly listening to the voices of the evening party gathered around the fire vying with the cicadas as the sun set and night descended. Eventually, all there was to see were shadowy figures moving around the flickering flames, a tiny illuminated scenario of life in a vast sea of black.

Before the flames disappeared completely, the party broke and sounds of chatter and laughter traced the movement of people to their beds, or, in the case of Marion, to Antone and Sarah’s bed. Quite suddenly, the landscape was devoid of humanity and the only sounds were the chirping of insects and the hooting of distant owls, the only light a myriad of stars.

After an hour, the moon rose above a distant peak and a cool blue aura flooded the area. Trees and the sharper features of the huts jumped into relief with the grassy area in front of the kitchen appearing as pale grey. Ellie reckoned that she been lying on the mattress for at least five hours and she still wasn’t asleep.

She rolled her hips and the familiar feel of the chastity bar rocking gently inside her was somehow comforting. If she pushed and pulled at the bar, she could sense it thrusting into her a few centimetres, each thrust accompanied by a slight tug on her anal plug, and the sensation was intoxicating but not stimulating enough to lead anywhere. Whoever it was who dreamt up the path of the bar’s restraint cables was, in her mind, an evil genius; Antone, she supposed, although it bore all the hallmarks of Sarah’s twisted thinking. They could have rose centrally up her belly, pressed between her labia and entrapped within her vaginal crease, and, as such, would have pressed directly over her clitoris. It was the obvious and easiest way to retain the bar in place and would have left Ellie with a totally different set of problems. Initially, every little movement of the bar would have been felt as an intimate pressure on her clit as she walked and the bar swung between her legs, every step massaging the organ that God supplied women solely for their pleasure, but it wouldn’t have lasted. An hour, two hours, a day… the stimulation would have faded to leave her numb. Even the pressure pulses she could have imparted as she pumped herself on the bar at night might not have resulted in a satisfactory conclusion.

That’s where the genius of her present configuration shone. Instead of being pulled through her vaginal crease, the retaining cables divided to spread her labial lips and rose either side of her belly to the loops on the belt. They didn’t directly touch her clitoris at all, but pressed either side to pull open her clitoral hood and expose the little bud without allowing Ellie the satisfaction of any direct stimulation however much she contorted her body. Of course, the opposite was true for any third person… There it was, presented as a gift to anyone who felt like extending a finger in her direction.

And so here she was, propped up on her elbows and thrusting gently to feel the bar jog within her and wishing her manacle chains were just that little bit longer to allow her to reach herself. A stick cracked over to the right and she stared at the shadows. There were often deer wandering through the camp at night searching for discarded food. They knew Ellie was in the barn, but had grown so used to her that they now completely ignored her presence. She couldn’t see any movement at first, but then a small hind stepped into the clearing near the fire pit. It sniffed at the air and then began quartering the ground around the chairs. Suddenly, it stood erect staring at the kitchen and then turned and bolted back into the shadows. In the doorway of the kitchen stood the silhouette of a man.

Ellie’s heart began to race, but she was not afraid. Too small to be Nazaire and too big to be Henri, it was Jean. Silently, he descended the steps and approached the barn.

“Good evening,” whispered Ellie when he was close enough.

“Good evening, mademoiselle. You're awake.” It was an unnecessary observation and Ellie gave a little giggle. “I couldn’t sleep either and thought I'd come to make sure you were comfortable.”

“Hardly that, but I'm as comfortable as I can be.” She lay back on her bed as he neared and pulled up the blanket to cover her breasts. “I saw Marion with Antone and Sarah earlier.”

“She won't be back until it’s light.”

“I still don’t understand how you can let her do that?”

“It’s expected; it’s just how things are. In this camp, we share everything equally.”

“Have you come to share me, then?”

Jean gave a short laugh. “Non, mademoiselle. You are not part of the spoils of our struggle.”

He sat on the edge of her mattress and she gazed up at his dark outline unable to discern any features. Even his breathing was silent. “I don’t think I’d really mind, you know…”

He didn’t respond and she thought she’d gone too far, passed a forbidden barrier he’d erected in his mind. “Marion has Antone. It seems unfair…” Still no response and then Ellie metaphorically shook herself. Was she pleading with Jean for his attention? After all the things she’d said, it was so hypocritical and shameless.

“I'm sorry, Jean. I didn’t mean, you know… It’s just that I spend all day as some sort of animated, tormented puppet.”

“You don’t need to apologise. I can imagine what you're feeling.”

“It’s like Antone is displaying me for the titillation of others, but denying me any respite. It’s so frustrating I could scream.”

“You won't need to wait long now. Your torment will soon be over and then this will be no more than a bad dream.”

“It’s not all bad… When you kissed me; that wasn’t bad.”

“I was just teasing you.”

“It didn’t feel like it.”

She moved to hold his hand in hers and, by accident or design, the blanket slipped down to expose both her breasts. She knew he could see her quite clearly in the moonlight and her nipples erected with the thought.

“Antone, please kiss me again…”

“It doesn’t feel right, Ellie, with you so restrained. It would feel almost like I was raping you.”

She gave a wry laugh. “That’s something you definitely won't be able to do,” and with a sudden fierceness compounded by hours of helpless and unavoidable stimulation, she pulled the blanket the rest of the way from her body to reveal the thick rod still impaling her mere centimetres beyond her fingertips.

It was the first time Jean had witnessed her nighttime ordeal and she could see his head move as his eyes swivelled towards the moisture glistening between her spread labia in the oblique light.

“It’s not right that they tease you so.”

“Please, Jean. Don’t you tease me too. Kiss me again,” and she took hold of his hand and placed it on her right breast. He didn’t object, didn’t pull away, but just sat motionless and silent. Finally, he leaned closer and Ellie was able to reach around his waist to pull him closer. Their lips touched, she opened her mouth to admit his tongue, and his hand closed tightly around her breast, squeezing her to produce a delicious pain.

He moved to break the kiss to find that Ellie was breathless and her hips were jumping on her bar. Her mouth was still open wide and her eyes flashed in the dark shadow of her face with the reflected light of the moon.

“Touch me,” she whispered. “Oh God, you have to touch me. Please…”

He leant forward again to seal her mouth again and then his left hand slipped from her breast towards the delta of her thighs, sliding along the cables until his fingertips touched the metallic surface of the bar buried deep inside her chamber. Then they moved between the cables to where her clitoral hood lay spread open and hungry, and they touched the hard bud of her clitoris standing proud and erect on its engorged stem.

Ellie would have screamed if her mouth had not been so securely sealed by Jean’s.


Chapter 16    
Corporal Punishment

Ellie awoke late the following morning and lay looking up at the old roof trying to decide whether the previous night’s encounter was just a dream. If it was, it was a good one. Jean had stayed with her another thirty minutes sitting next to her on the mattress with her blanket covering her body. They’d talked about nothing in particular and it was the most natural conversation she’d had with anyone since climbing the mountain. When he went to his bed, the moon was high in the sky and she’d watched his shadow disappear into the gloomy mass of the hut and, as soon as the door closed, an owl started quartering the open ground on silent wings searching for its supper.

Ellie tried to connect the events in her mind, was the owl some sort of mystical commentary on Jean’s visit? Of course, there was no connection other than the fact that the bird preferred to hunt alone, but even so images of its spread wings gliding back and forth mixed with the tactile sensations excited by Jean and populated her dreams for the rest of the night.

✽ ✽ ✽

The sexual release her orgasm had wrought the previous night was very welcome, but not enduring. Within an hour of Jean’s leaving, the bar was working its magic again and she was craving for more. Her fear of uninvited sexual intercourse, of rape, had caused her to opt for the security offered by a dildo locked into her body and the fact that the dildo came with a length of bar protruding beneath her was seen initially as a demeaning inconvenience, as indeed it was intended to be. It was her punishment for the spider trick and it prevented her from sitting. But if she had known then of its unforeseen consequences, she would have risked a sexual encounter a thousand times over rather than submit herself to its torments.

Not only did the bar provide the security she craved by occupying the very place it sought to protect, but it also provided her keepers with a most humiliating and restrictive way of keeping her secured to her mattress. In addition, it had led indirectly to her daily enemas, the anal plug, and the catheter, and these, in turn, were working twenty-four hours a day with the chains to consolidate a new fetish in her mind.

The indignities of the bar were bad enough, but its worst effect by far was the constant and insistent stimulation it imparted to her sex; an insistent itch she was totally unable to quell with the limited reach afforded to her hands. She felt like it might drive her insane and, ironically, it was causing her to crave a real sexual encounter, the very thing she was initially so determined to avoid.

If she could, she would wind the clock back and have nothing to do with Antone’s chastity device, but it was too late now: she’d opted for its perceived security and Antone had warned her at the time that it was an irrevocable choice. It had been her choice and now she had to live with it until Antone eventually decided to allow her to return home.

She lay on her back in the still air reviewing all the bad decisions she’d made from the time Sarah talked her into going away on holiday rather than attending college and then, through sheer exasperation, pulled hard at the chains attached to her wrists and ankles. They all snapped taut with loud clicks as her arms and legs waved uselessly in the air above her while her pelvis, apart from a minor joggle, remained impaled on the bar and stoically motionless. She considered screaming, but rapidly reconsidered when she realised how easy it would be to keep her quiet.

Sarah roused her much later that morning by removing her blanket.

“It’s late and people want their coffees,” she said and Ellie tried to sit up, only to fall back with a shriek and a curse.

“You need to unlock me if you expect me to get up.”

“Did you sleep well last night?”

“Not too bad, thank you for asking.”

“I see your chastity bar is as sticky as ever,” and she caused Ellie to shriek again by touching her between her legs.

“Don’t fucking finger me. Haven't you done enough already?”

“Don’t fucking finger me, ma’am,” corrected Sarah.

“Yes, ma’am,” said Ellie in a sarcastic tone.

“I'm being serious. I’m getting fed up with you disrespecting me and from now on, you should call me and the other women ‘ma’am’ and all the men ‘sir’. Now, come on; you're late this morning,” and, having released the lock, she watched while Ellie turned over and push herself to her feet. Together, they walked to the shower tree for her morning ablutions and Ellie stood patiently with glazed eyes as Sarah first washed her, taking great pains to ensure that every little nook and cranny was spotlessly clean, and then dosed her with the hose.

Sarah turned the water off and allowed the hose to fall from Ellie while she stood close, very close.

“Feel good, does it? All this water filling you up.” Her hands were under Ellie's belly as if she was supporting her whilst Ellie's hands were still held above her head, clipped to each end of the wooden hanger. “Make sure you don’t leak any or else I’ll have to fill you up again and you'll earn yourself extra strokes…” Before Ellie could say anything, Sarah allowed her left hand to slide up over Ellie's right breast only to slide down again to where her sex was still slippery with soap suds and the catheter now swung freely. This time, there was no indignant cursing from Ellie.

Unbeknown to Sarah, it was the second orgasm Ellie had had in a little over ten hours and, although it didn’t compare to the first for sheer lustful passion, its fetish overtones broadened the experience and made her legs tremble.

“There,” whispered Sarah into Ellie's ear. “See what good girls get. I bet you’d like that every morning…”

Ellie turned her head away to deliver her muted answer: “No.”

“I don’t believe you.” She turned to slacken the cord holding Ellie’s hands above her head and the girl dropped to her knees. “Go and empty yourself then.”

“You're a witch,” she muttered as she crawled across the bare earth towards the trench.

“You need to be careful. That’s twice you’ve just forgotten how to address me properly. Once more and you'll get another stroke.”

“What are you talking about? I don’t know what you mean.”

“I'm referring to strokes of a hazel cane; it’s a new system I've just invented to stop you dissing me and now you’ve just accrued two strokes. Do you want to go for three?”

Ellie had turned and, on elbows and knees, released the water into the trench, and there she stayed with her forehead touching the earth, pretending that Sarah didn’t exist.

“Ignoring me is as bad as disrespect,” said Sarah quietly.

“No, ma’am. I don’t want three,” muttered Ellie without looking up. She still wasn’t sure what Sarah had in mind, but thought it best to humour her.

✽ ✽ ✽

The day progressed much as Ellie expected. Antone and Nazaire left shortly before lunch, saying they'd eat with Bernard and Annette, and Sarah seemed to revel in the idea that she was the notional head in Antone’s absence. Ellie cooked and served a light lunch and then, having eaten her own portion and cleaned up, suffered the indignity of Sarah clipping her manacle chain to her collar so she couldn’t use her hands for the rest of the afternoon. Leaning against the sink, she gazed out of the window as the girls finished hanging out the laundry before lazing in the sunshine, Jean and Henri made some necessary carpentry repairs, and Odile sat in the corner of the kitchen knitting.

For a long time, Sarah was nowhere to be seen, but then she emerged from the barn carrying a metal stake that was more than a metre long and identical to the other two one Antone had used. She was also carrying a heavy club hammer. As Ellie watched, so Sarah chose a spot mid-way between the kitchen steps and the picnic table and began hammering the stake into the hard earth. Her efforts were largely ineffective until Suzanne appeared from Antone’s hut and held the stake upright while Sarah hit it. Even then, progress was slow and it took ten minutes or more before the two women had managed to drive half the stake into the earth.

Sarah was looking pleased with herself when she next entered the kitchen. “You’d be surprised what treasure there is in that barn. D’you know, there’s four or five of those stakes.”

“I suppose you're going to attach me to that now instead of the kitchen.”

Sarah just grinned.

About four that afternoon, the men returned and Antone inspected the new stake in obvious surprise. Sarah took him to one side and they had a whispered discussion before he looked at Ellie and nodded. Ellie expected her chain tether to be relocated, but nothing changed. Sarah released her manacle chain from her collar so that she could prepare supper and at sixish, people gathered around the table to eat. It was another thick vegetable stew, their staple meal, with red wine and, with Marion’s assistance, Ellie served the meal before turning back towards the kitchen to eat her own. It was then that Sarah’s strident voice stopped her dead.

“Wait a moment. I think now would be a good time to get you ready for your strokes.”

Ellie turned in some confusion. “What?”

“Those two strokes of the hazel cane that I told you you’d earned. I’ll fix you up now and deliver them after we’ve eaten. Just stand in front of that stake,” and Sarah rose from the table.

“What? No…”

“Three strokes,” said Sarah with a grin. “That should have been ‘What? No… ma’am’. Now, just stand in front of the post.”

“Sarah, what are you doing? This is ridiculous,” cried Ellie, risking yet another stroke.

Sarah didn’t appear to think so, but with unnecessary force, she grabbed the chain links crossing the front of Ellie's belt and yanked to pull her wrists to her hips and then clipped the slack chain to her collar while Ellie just stared at the bemused faces of the rest of the party.

“Lean forward,” said Sarah and when Ellie didn’t move, stepped behind her to pull up the end of the chastity bar from behind.

“Ow! Fuck, Sarah. That hurts.”

“Four strokes… Now hold still.”

Ellie peered between her legs as Sarah produced a short, thick bolt and threaded it through the two rings: the one on top of the stake and the one on the end of her chastity bar.

“Another barn find… I was looking in a box full of rusty spare parts and found this bolt; it’s exactly right for joining the ends of the bars together.”

Sarah screwed a nut onto the bolt to fix it in place and then stood. The two bars were now joined in such a way that Ellie was fixed facing the table and leaning forward. She couldn’t stand up straight because of the angle of the chastity bar and the stake was much too high for her to rise above it. Neither could she twist away to hide her humiliation. Instead, she stood inclined and staring open-mouthed at the dinner party with her hands on her hips, her breasts hanging below her chest, and her bum pushed out behind her ready to receive whatever attention Sarah cared to apply.

“I’ll punish you after we’ve eaten,” said Sarah casually, as if it was just another everyday chore, and sat down again to begin her meal. Ellie was obliged to wait patiently in disbelief, stepping awkwardly from foot to foot as her body tired of its stressed pose. It was an unusually silent meal with no-one but Sarah inclined to chat. Even Antone seemed subdued, answering Sarah in monosyllables and snatching quick glances at Ellie between mouthfuls.

Eventually, Sarah put down her wine glass, picked up a thin, metre-long hazel cane that had been lying in the rough grass behind her, and approached Ellie again to stand beside her and match her pose. “It’s for your own good, you know,” she said leaning forward and looking compassionately into her eyes. “You ought to learn to be more respectful to people, especially when they hold the keys to your chains. Now then, where would you like them? Here…” and she reached under her chest to squeeze a dangling breast.

“No…” cried Ellie quickly. “No, ma’am. Not there…”

“Ok. Here then,” and she place a hand on a cheek of her bottom. Ellie just stared at her.

“Are you really going to whip me?”

“Of course. You’ve been cheeky to me for weeks; I thought it was about time you smartened up a bit.”

Sarah moved behind her and Ellie peered over her shoulder with frightened eyes, unable to move.

“I believe it’s customary to thank me after every stroke,” and she lifted the cane.

There was a hiss as the hazel cane swished through the air. Ellie screamed and started to bounce frantically on the chastity bar when the first stroke landed. Her whole body seemed to rock and shake, but to no avail. As she stilled, so it became apparent that she was in exactly the same position, but now with tears streaming down her face.

“Ellie…” prompted Sarah.

“Tha…Thank you… ma’am,” she answered between sniffles.

“Sarah. Not so hard,” said Antone.

“She has to learn,” reasoned Sarah and struck her again for another scream.

“Uh… Thank you… ma’am…”

Another two strokes and Ellie was trembling uncontrollably.

“I don’t know why you're making so much fuss; it’s not even cut your skin,” and Sarah touched one of the red, raised welts striping her cheeks. “I can’t remember… Is it salt or butter you're supposed to use after someone’s been whipped?”

“I ‘ave some salve,” said Marion and walked past the girls to fetch it.

“Good. Do you think you’ve learned anything this evening?”

“Yes, ma’am,”

“So, it was worthwhile. A little more cooperation and respect from now on, then. We’ll let Marion see to you and then I’ll release you so you can eat your supper.”

Ten minutes later, Ellie regarded Sarah warily through the kitchen window as she ate her meal. Her friend was relaxing in a deck chair next to the fire pit with a recharged wine glass. That morning, Ellie had almost felt a kinship towards Sarah when she’d teased an orgasm from her during her shower. It was as if Sarah could sense the desperate need she’d been feeling mainly as a result of Antone’s chastity bar and wanted to help her, but now things were different. Whatever motive Sarah had that morning had nothing to do with friendship.

She was trapped on her mattress within the hour and, propped up on her elbows, could just see Antone’s merry band as they reconvened around the fire pit. Marion wouldn’t be visiting Antone’s bed that night and so Jean would not be coming to the barn. She jogged a little on the chastity bar, but her bottom was stinging like hell and rocking like that didn’t help. Slowly, she turned onto her side and laid her head on a second, rolled-up blanket that Marion had given her. The salve had helped a little to quell the pain, but she still felt like screaming. Surely, if Sarah only knew how much that hazel cane had hurt, she wouldn’t have done it. She lifted a hand to move the make-shift pillow and the chain rattled through her steel belt sounding loud in the quiet evening.

‘Then again,’ she thought, ‘She probably would.’

It was going to be another long night.


Chapter 17    
Head for Jean

Ellie was the perfect little kitchen slave for the next week: conscientious, attentive, and polite. She did not want to attract any more strokes from that hazel cane and was particularly careful how she addressed people when Sarah was around. Fortunately, for five of those seven days, Sarah accompanied Antone on his house-hunting expeditions and Ellie was left in the much more genial care of either Jean or Marion or both. It meant that for those days at least, she had her hands relatively free even when she wasn’t working in the kitchen and could enjoy a chat and a glass of wine.

Antone and Sarah were always back in time for the evening meal and Ellie was invariably put to bed soon after, but Sarah seemed happy and that made for a generally friendly atmosphere in the camp.

On the third night after the introduction of Sarah’s new disciplinary regime, Antone took Marion to his bed again and Jean was able to visit Ellie in the early hours. He found her lying on her back and smiling at him as he picked his way across the floor of the dark barn. The moon was still waxing and getting brighter each night, so they could see each other quite well. Jean settled down beside her on the mattress and they talked in hushed whispers mainly about the injustice of Sarah’s new discipline post and the hazel cane. Unlike the other quantum leaps in Ellie's living conditions that were occasioned by things she’d done, like kicking Suzanne, stabbing Henri’s hand, or the cooked spider trick, Ellie had done nothing to warrant the hazel cane. In the end, they decided that either Sarah might have been bored and dreamt up the punishment as a sort of amusement, or else Ellie had done something to upset her and hadn’t realised. In any event, the outcome was the same: pain and humiliation for Ellie.

After a while, the conversation seemed to falter and that’s when Ellie reached up to the limit of her chains to hold Jean’s face in her hands and kiss his lips. He knew full well what was requested of him and, whilst their lips and tongues gently touched, he extended his left hand down below the limiting boundary of her belt to touch the areas Ellie couldn’t reach.

Ellie’s gratitude could be measured not only by her whispered thanks, but also by the tears that trickled down her cheeks as her orgasmic spasms began to fade. Jean held her for another half hour and then gently extricated himself from her grasp and retreated to his own empty bed.

Another four nights passed before Ellie watched Marion accompany Antone to his bed again and this time Sarah honoured Ellie with a late night visit on her way to join them.

“So…” said Sarah squatting beside Ellie. She had a paraffin lantern with her that lit up the interior of the barn with a yellow light that gave her face a ghostly appearance. “Got everything you need?”

It was a stupid question; she wasn’t about to give Ellie anything more. “Yes ma’am,” answered Ellie using her prescribed title.

“Good girl. You're a fast learner; d’you know that?” and she bent down to kiss Ellie on the forehead. Then she stood and peered about her as if she was waiting for someone, but really it was just to show Ellie her new outfit of embossed, knee-length boots with Cuban heels and another summer dress in white with a knee-length, flared skirt and tight, embroidered bodice. She was holding the lantern low by her legs and, from her position flat on the ground, Ellie could see everything below her waist including her new, expensive-looking silk lingerie.

“I have to go; Antone will be waiting. Goodnight sweetie. He can get so impatient sometimes.”

“Goodnight, ma’am,” and she watched Sarah move towards their hut. The light from the lamp was extinguished by the closed door and once more the night was returned to the nocturnal creatures that bustled and scampered through the undergrowth.

Ellie allowed what she thought was about thirty minutes and then carefully turned onto her left side and pulled her knees up to her chest. Bit by bit, she edged her way around the stake, rolling from her back to her front as she turned in a wide arc until she was on its outer side on her knees with her legs completely folded beneath her and her hands pressed against the earth beyond her mattress. The bar now projected behind her like a tail and, very slowly, she unfolded. Her body rose up like a cobra, her crotch transcribing an arc defined by the length of the bar on its stake and with the angle of her body aligning with the bar as it erected. She shuffled her knees back towards the stake with her ankles passing to either side until her progress was stopped by her hobble chain. This then was as far as she could go and she sat up as high as she could manage without lifting her knees from the earth and gazed at the kitchen door.

It was another quarter of an hour before she saw Jean’s shadowy silhouette emerge onto the veranda and descend the steps. He approached the barn in the light from the full moon, but stopped short when he saw Ellie kneeling up before him.

“Mon Dieu! How did you do that?”

“I'm just a natural contortionist I suppose,” she giggled. “Actually, I wanted us to meet as equals instead of me being stuck on the ground.”

Jean resisted the temptation to point out that they were hardly equal when she was still naked, chained, and impaled on top of the chastity bar, but he had to admit it was a step closer. He knelt in front of her on the end of the mattress and they grinned at each other, nose to nose, just like old friends.

“Good day?” he asked.

“So so… Just the usual problems: the children’s nanny was late again, the crowds around the Majestic Hotel were just impossible, and François couldn’t get fresh langoustine for supper, but I’ll muddle through.”

He looked momentarily confused and then burst out laughing. “Oh mademoiselle, so that’s how you cope with us… Nothing will better you if you can retain your sense of humour.”

“Actually, I've been thinking about you all day.”

“You do know I'm married, yes? And that I love my wife?”

“I don’t need a husband; I just need a friend. I’ve never needed one more in my life before.”

“You know I will do what I can, but I must respect what Antone demands. He holds all our futures in his hands.”

“I know, but let me pretend. Tell me it will all be alright and kiss me.”

“I don’t need to lie to you. You will survive this and flourish, and in time we will all become just a bad memory.”

“And the kiss?”

He smiled and leaned towards her and once more they melded into a single entity as their mouths and hands merged. Jean’s hand dropped below Ellie’s belt and she closed her eyes as she pulled him close and was transported to a place far away where even the slightest of sensual touches produced exquisite responses throughout her body. Within moments, she was dancing on her bar with Jean clinging onto her tightly with one arm to stop her injuring herself while the other drew erotic patterns in the moisture between her legs. The orgasm hit her hard and it was more than two whole minutes before the spasms totally abated.

She lay against him for what seemed an age, but was probably no more than ten minutes, and then stirred, seeking out his mouth again in the dim moonlight.

“Jean…” she whispered in his ear.

“Mademoiselle…”

“Will you stand so I can reach you?”

It took him a while to understand what she was asking, but then he slowly released his hold and, once he was sure she could support herself, clambered to his feet. Ellie grinned up at him and then touched the front of his jeans searching for the zip. He was ready for her, more than ready, and sprung thick and rigid from the confines of his clothing. With the upmost care, she licked the underside of his member from base to tip and then engulfed the whole of his head in her mouth, sucking hard and wrapping her tongue about its underside before moving forward to push him into the back of her throat. Jean, for his part, gave a soft, involuntary moan and entangled his fingers in her hair.

It didn’t take long, no more than a minute or two, and then it was Jean who was experiencing the uncontrollable spasms and Ellie who was clinging tightly to his legs. He jetted the first explosive discharge into her mouth, but couldn’t stand the stimulation on his ultra-sensitised glans and pushed her head away for the second which wetted her face and hair. She grinned up at him, teeth and eyes lit white by the moon, and, after a while, he sank back down to his knees.

“You're a little sticky, ma chérie.”

“And whose fault is that?”

“Allow me,” he murmured and extracted a handkerchief from his pocket to clean her as best he could.

“Thank you. That’s not easy for me to reach.”

“Are you feeling alright? Can I do anything else?”

“Well, I had hoped you’d take me out to dinner…”

Jean suppressed another grin. “Not tonight, I'm afraid, but I can help you lie down again? I know you got up by yourself, but I'm not sure you'll manage to lie back down. It can’t be easy for you. I’ll hold you if you just lean back.”

Jean moved beside her and wrapped an arm around her shoulders. His other arm went beneath her to support her hips and make sure everything stayed aligned as he lowered her to the ground, and his hand nudged her anal plug. She looked at his face, but neither one said anything; what could they say? It was just another of the small inconveniences imposed on her. She moved her hands through their controlled arcs as best she could with the chains rattling quietly in the still air and slowly sank back to the mattress.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

“You had best sleep now,” and he laid her blanket over her before leaning low and kissing her lips again. “Not long now, mademoiselle. Be strong…”

She watched him go, a shadowy figure crossing the pale earth before being consumed within the black maw of the kitchen, and then laid her head back to stare at the shattered roof and listen to the nighttime insects. She didn’t notice the figure that emerged from behind the kitchen where the latrine trench had been dug to stand pensively staring at the barn, and then slowly move towards the other hut.

✽ ✽ ✽

Antone was already sitting up in bed between Marion and Sarah when Marion turned over and propped herself up on one elbow.

“It’s light,” she muttered peering at the small window through sleepy eyes. “I should go…”

Antone bent towards her and kissed her forehead. “Merci, ma chérie. A pleasant night, as always.”

Marion rolled the other way to sit on the edge of the bed and then pushed herself groggily to her feet before turning back to Antone with a smile. His eyes rested on her naked form as she bent to retrieve clothes from the floor and he watched her as she stepped into a pair of panties and then pulled a t-shirt over her head before gathering up a pair of blue jeans, a woolly cardigan, and her shoes and moving towards the door.

“Coffee in thirty minutes?” she said and he nodded.

“Has she gone?” asked Sarah before she opened her eyes.

“Oui. We are alone.”

Sarah turned towards him and wrapped an arm about his waist. “Do you like her as much as me?”

“Of course not. You’ve got a much prettier little body. How could you think such a thing?”

“What about Suzanne?”

“Suzanne has a body that may appeal to many men, large hips, a narrow waist, and fat tits, but I still prefer yours. After all, what would I do with more than a handful?” and he clasped his hand firmly over her right breast. It fitted perfectly with her nipple popping out beneath his thumb as he squeezed and she squirmed and squealed.

“And what about Ellie? Her tits are just like mine, so would you like to have your wicked way with her? Would you prefer long, blonde hair over short, dark hair?” She giggled. “Of course, it’s a purely rhetorical question because she’s currently unavailable.”

“Ellie has a pretty face and is not as unavailable as you might imagine. I was watching them last night.”

“What d’you mean? Who’s ‘them’?”

Antone grinned. “I saw her with Jean last night. She was kneeling on her bed and he was standing in front of her to receive her attentions. They both seemed to be enjoying themselves.”

“How could she be kneeling? And… And that’s not right. She can't do that.”

“I don’t know how she came to be kneeling. Perhaps Jean lifted her. As for the… what is the word? Fellatio? What does it matter?”

Sarah snuggled down against Antone’s side, but if he could but have seen her face, he’d have seen an expression as black as night.

✽ ✽ ✽

“A little stickier than usual this morning.”

It was Sarah’s only comment as she washed Ellie that morning, but the fact that she didn’t bring Ellie to orgasm as was her new custom didn’t go unnoticed. Antone and Nazaire had already left by the time Ellie reached the kitchen and she then endured a long day spent mainly with her hands pinned to her hips.

When the men returned at five, Ellie was fixed to the punishment post in the same stooping pose as before with her bottom thrust out behind her and her breasts drooping from her chest. She turned a strained, hopeful face towards Antone, but Sarah was quick to explain she’d been cheeky again and had earned another two strokes.

“Well, not as hard as before,” warned Antone.

“Of course,” agreed Sarah, but the strokes, when they came, were every bit as heavy and caused Ellie to scream as she danced on the end of the post.

It was only after that that Antone made his announcement:

“I’ve found a house to buy.” He addressed the assembled company seated around the table and immediately all thoughts of Ellie tearful and trembling on her post behind him was forgotten. Even Ellie herself seemed to recover surprisingly quickly. “It’s beautiful, right on the coast and secluded enough to be perfect for us. The old man who’s selling has been left this house by his brother and has no wish to move into it, but the best part of all is that he doesn't trust banks and is more than happy to deal in cash. We just give him the money and he buries it in the garden or some such. The whole set-up is perfect and we’ll be able to move in before September.”

“At last… A warm house for the winter,” said Jean.

Sarah’s mood soared. “Take me to see it.”

“Of course,” said Antone.

“Tomorrow?”

“If you like. There are many things I now need to do in town.”

“I can soon go home, then?” said Ellie with a weak voice behind him.

“Well yes, of course,” said Antone turning towards her.

“You said I could go when you move.”

“And so you shall. Just as soon as we can leave this place.”

His words were reassuring and delivered in a tone of mutual trust and encouragement, but there was a small hesitancy in their delivery. Sarah didn’t seem to notice and the smile once again faded from her face.

By the time Ellie was taken to bed that evening, the intoxicating joyous atmosphere that had pervaded the camp had driven any reservations she’d had from her head and she, too, was in high spirits. She’d endured over twelve weeks on the mountain, but now the end was in sight. Settling down in the early evening on her mattress, her conversation as Sarah moved to lock the chastity bar to the stake for the night was genial and good-natured.

“I wonder if they’ll want me to repeat the whole year or just take the exams in the autumn when they do the retakes… They let Megan retake at the end of last year, but I suppose that was only one subject; it might be a bit different when I need to sit all eight of them. And I’ll have to catch up on the projects I've missed too, particularly Bridger’s history one.”

“Shuffle up a bit; I can't get the padlock on.”

“Ow, Sarah. That hurt.”

“Well, you should have moved quicker. And don’t forget who you're talking to.”

“And you shouldn’t push it so hard… ma’am. Do you want me to tell anyone about where you are or what you're doing when I get home?”

“I don’t think so. If I wanted anyone to know I'd have told them myself. Anyway, it’s none of their business. Stretch your legs down…”

“What are you doing? Why are you doing that?”

“It’s just a little extra precaution to make sure you stay put.”

Sarah had buried another of the stakes at the end of the mattress and now locked Ellie's hobble chain to its ring to ensure she couldn’t fold her legs.

“But it’s not necessary, particularly as I’ll be leaving soon in any case.”

“Last warning…”

“Sorry, ma’am. But I still don’t understand why.”

“You don’t need to understand. Just do what you're told and now go to sleep.”

That was easier said than done when the sun was still so high in the sky and the energy in the camp so intoxicating. Around the picnic table and fire pit, there was a noisy party in progress that would prohibit any thought of sleep for hours yet, but what else could she do? She twitched her legs and her new restraint drove the chastity bar deeper into her to elicit a low moan. The new anchor would certainly limit her movement as she lay flat on her mattress, but, more importantly, it would make it impossible for her to move around the stake and kneel up, and she wondered how Sarah knew…


Chapter 18    
Facial Fix and a new Washkit

Over the next few days, everyone on the mountain with the exception of Ellie was taken to view the prospective property and all professed themselves pleased with Antone’s choice. Conversation consisted of little else and slowly items began to be moved down the mountain and into storage in Bernard’s barn and workshop. The days turned into a week, but couldn’t pass fast enough from Ellie's point of view.

Three days after Antone’s momentous announcement, she watched him and Sarah lead Marion into their bedroom again.

Moon rise was later now that it was on the wane and, propped up on her elbows, she watched a shadow detach itself from the mass of the kitchen and carefully pick its way across the open ground.

“Ellie…” he called softly at the mouth of the barn.

“I'm awake,” she whispered and he entered.

“Not kneeling this time.”

“I can't. Sarah's locked my hobble to the ground and I can't move my legs. I think she might have seen us before.”

“But why should that bother her? It wasn’t as if you were trying to escape.”

“Who can tell? Will you lie beside me?”

They lay together in the dark in whispered conversation about the new house purchase and related topics until Ellie leaned forward and a stole a kiss. It was all the signal Jean needed and he returned the affection ten-fold.

“If you shuffle up the bed, I can still reach you,” she said coyly.

He knew immediately what she meant and knelt on the mattress beside her head. Ellie propped herself up on an elbow and unzipped Jean to release his erection and then, with the reverence a child shows sucking on a favourite candy stick, she leaned in and slowly slid his glans between her lips, over her tongue, and into the back of her throat until his pubic hairs tickled her nose. With one hand, she gripped his shaft whilst with the other she held his testes to prevent him withdrawing. Jean, with no intention of withdrawing, gave a soft moan and clamped his hand around the back of her head to be doubly sure he stayed put and, with his left, felt for the guiding cables below her belt that would lead him directly to the centre of her being.

Ellie started twitching as soon as his fingertips found their target, but with her mouth full, was unable to make more than a soft mewing sound. Jean began twitching too as Ellie refined her technique to alternatively crush his glans under her tongue using extreme suction interspersed with syrupy friction when she slid him deeper into her throat.

Neither could last long and, as the moon finally rose above the distant peak and flooded the scene with a faint, blue light, Ellie's contortions became more frantic as she bounced on her chastity bar to rattle the padlock that held it in place while Jean, with a long, heartfelt sigh, ejaculated enough semen to fill her mouth.

A third person could be said to have participated in the scene if only as a passive observer as Sarah watched the unfolding tableau through a broken stave in the side of the barn. She waited until Jean had returned to his bed and then quietly crossed the rough grass back to Antone’s bed. Evidently, adding the extra lock to her hobble hadn’t hampered the little minx as much as Sarah had hoped, but all is not lost; Sarah wasn’t short of ideas and had not yet exhausted all possibilities. It was time to go shopping again.

✽ ✽ ✽

The next morning, Sarah seemed to be in a foul mood for no reason in particular. The morning ablutions were conducted with barely a word being said and Sarah’s handling of Ellie was much rougher than usual with none of the fake camaraderie she usually displayed. She wielded the hose pipe more like a weapon of torture and the accompanying genital manipulations when Ellie was full were intended only to excite and not to satisfy.

When they entered the kitchen, Ellie gave Jean a coy smile that rapidly dropped away after Sarah had locked her tether in place and ordered her to make the coffee. It should have been a simple task, but Sarah really wasn’t helping. Ellie could neither move fast enough nor with enough dexterity to please Sarah who spent most of the time standing in the way and then complaining when Ellie's tether got wrapped around her legs. Most of the others had wisely dispersed to pursue their own business, leaving only Odile and Marion to help weather Sarah’s storm.

Ellie was bending low over the counter to reach a cup when Sarah smacked her hard on the bum.

“Ow. What was that for?”

“You’re dawdling,” cried Sarah.

“I’m not. How can I go any quicker when you’ve fastened me up like this? It would be much quicker if you made it yourself.”

“You’d like that, wouldn't you? Getting me to do your work.”

As Ellie turned away, Sarah landed another strike on her bottom this time using a light metal griddle pan the size and shape of a table tennis bat.

“Fuck, Sarah. That hurt.”

“You just spat in my drink.”

“Don’t be daft, I did no such thing.”

“I don’t think she did,” offered Marion, but Sarah just glared at Ellie for long moments before turning on her heel and walking out in a fit of pique. Ellie drank her coffee instead.

A short while later after the company had reconvened for their morning coffee, Antone made an announcement: “Sarah, Nazaire, and I will be off as soon as we’ve loaded up the next bundles for the Bernard’s barn and we’ll be gone all day; I need to visit the Notaire in town.”

“Are you going to be a good girl while I'm away?” asked Sarah of Ellie around Antone’s shoulder in a patronising voice that was now sickly sweet. Ellie gave her a stare that would freeze a polar bear, but said nothing. She did, however, risk another quick glance at Jean.

The travellers set off soon after with Sarah riding a mule and the two men leading another pair loaded with bundles of clothing on one and a pair of wooden bedside cabinets slung against the flanks of the second. Antone’s little group of rebels watched them depart as they finished their breakfast around the picnic table and the mood seemed to lift as they disappeared from sight with Suzanne making some comment that Ellie couldn’t understand, but which amused the rest of the assembly.

Odile rose from the table and walked past Ellie who was standing at the table’s head with a mug of tea and, as she passed, she flicked the slack chains hanging from her belt and muttered, “Bon…” Ellie smiled; she thought so too. Better slack than the alternative.

The day passed with everybody busily involved in sorting out and packing in preparation for the move. Ellie, whose packing skills were somewhat compromised by her chains, kept the workers supplied with food and coffee and, despite the restraints, she remembers that day with affection; a pleasant summer’s day. The weather was warm, but not too hot and the breeze kept the flies at bay. Marion helped her prepare the evening meal and she even drank a glass of wine at the dining table in the late afternoon sunshine, a standing toast to Corsica, although she suspected that the others only stood for her benefit. Jean stood on her right side and Marion on her left, and the smile she received from each seemed warm and genuine.

The three venturers returned just before nightfall and Ellie served their late evening meal. She had already eaten hers and soon after that Sarah took her to bed.

For perhaps the first time, she had sensed some sort of real affinity with the group, at least to Jean, Marion, Suzanne, Odile and Henri, and felt cheated that she should be locked down so callously within earshot of their laughter. Then Sarah disclosed some of her day’s shopping and Ellie’s situation took another nose dive.

✽ ✽ ✽

Antone knelt between Jean and Marion’s chairs and gave both an ingratiating smile. “If it pleases both of you, Sarah requests the pleasure of Marion’s company again tonight.”

It didn’t really please either of them, but it was a request that was difficult to refuse. Jean waved a hand nonchalantly and Marion gave Antone a pale smile. It was very unusual, in fact unique, for Antone to request either Marion or Suzanne two nights in a row, but Sarah had been insistent and so he had been obliged to risk Jean’s quiet ire. Jean, meanwhile, was to an extent grateful for Marion’s absence. He’d been disturbed by Sarah returning from bedding Ellie when she mentioned Ellie was ‘unsettled’, and Marion spending another night in Antone’s bed would give him the opportunity to check she was alright.

His chance came soon after midnight when he ventured out in moonlight to pick his way carefully to the barn. He stood in the open entrance peering into the gloomy interior and whispered “Ellie” as loud as he dared. He didn’t receive an acknowledging whisper, but a soft whimper and the clicking of a chain link. He crept nearer and risked flicking on his torch and what he saw caused him to catch his breath. Ellie was staring up at him from between the chromed bands of a metal cage that had been locked about her head. The polished metal encircled her forehead, crossed her crown from front to back, and passed either side of her nose to reconnect under her chin. Other metal straps were welded to the cheek bands beside her mouth and passed behind her head where a padlock held everything together.

And the purpose of the device other than to humiliate the wearer? It was to hold a metal plate across her mouth with an attached plug that filled her mouth to silence all speech.

Jean knelt beside her and touched the small padlock hanging from her left cheek. Removing it would allow the plate to swivel out to unplug her mouth and completely detach from her right cheek.

“Ellie,” he whispered. “Why has she done this?”

Ellie, of course, was unable to respond. He examined her further. Her blanket was pinned to four wooden stakes driven into the earth and he unhooked one of the top corners to fold it back and discover that Sarah had pulled in the slack from her manacle chain, but instead of using a snap link to attach it to her collar, she’d used another small padlock to leave Ellie’s wrists tight to her hips.

“The girl is a devil…” he snarled. Ellie agreed by giving a soft grunt and nodding her head. Carefully, he lay down beside her with an arm under her head and kissed a section a forehead exposed between the metal bands. “Oh, Ellie,” he whispered again in exasperation and she stretched out a finger to touch his side and then twisted to press a breast against him and snuggle her head against his shoulder.

They lay together for some minutes before Ellie started rocking against him and he sensed her hips bucking on her chastity bar. She made a repetitive humming sound and when he looked at her face, she stretched her neck to nudge her forehead into his cheek much like a kitten would and then pushed her chest harder against his.

“Ellie, I can’t; not with you like this.”

She made the same whimpering sound and her movements were becoming more frenetic as she started to squirm against him. Reluctantly, he lifted his free hand and covered her right breast. The whimpering turned into a long sigh, but her movements didn’t abate. If anything, they became stronger so that her breast was rolling beneath his hand and the padlocks holding her chastity cables to her belt were snapping loudly. He kissed her cheek and felt tears in her eyes.

Gently, he folded his left arm to pull her metal encased face against his neck and then moved his right hand down her body to touch her spread labial lips. Her clitoris was covered with a thick, syrupy secretion and he could feel the undulations of her chastity bar sliding in and out of her as she bucked. The cables probably hadn’t ever been adjusted since they were first fitted and she could get a good 5 cm of movement if she bumped hard. Slowly, he moved his finger in a circular motion around the engorged little organ and Ellie gave a muffled shriek and buried her head deeper in the crook of his neck.

✽ ✽ ✽

“Drink?” asked Sarah and then prised out a tiny plastic plug from the centre of the metal plate covering Ellie's mouth to reveal a small hole. She pushed the plastic tube from a water bottle into the hole while Ellie was lying flat on the ground, but then she rolled onto one elbow to suck the cool water up through the tube. Sarah allowed her to drink half the bottle before pressing the plug back into the hole.

“Shower time,” was next on the list and she removed the locks from the chastity bar and hobble, but Ellie just looked at her trapped wrists and didn’t move. With a long sigh, Sarah removed the padlock from Ellie’s collar and the chains rattled through the loops to give her the slack she needed to rise. Her hands went straight to the head cage, but with no possibility of relieving its constricting hold, she resignedly rolled onto her stomach and pushed herself to her feet.

They walked over to the latrine trench first and Ellie watched as Sarah twisted the little tap on the end of her catheter tube and directed the thin flow. Once that was done, they moved under the tree and Sarah attached her wrists to the hanger prior to her wash. It was then that Sarah announced that she’d bought Ellie another present. It didn’t look much: a short, narrow plastic tube with a small, deflated balloon around one end and a restrictor clamp and valve on the other. A second tube was linked to the first and was used to inflate the balloon using a hand pump bulb.

The assembly comprised what is known as a Bardex tube and was especially made for delivering enemas. The deflated balloon is completely inserted into the rectum and inflated by pumping the bulb to seal the anus. Then the enema is delivered through the valve and second tube. All Sarah needed to add was an adaptor to join the 8 mm diameter of the enema nozzle to the 12 mm bore of the hose pipe and she’d have a hands-free method of filling Ellie with water. Ellie, meanwhile, would be incapable of ejecting either the balloon or the water it retained.

“You’ll love this one,” said Sarah. “I thought the hose pipe was a bit unhygienic so I've bought you a proper enema kit. You won’t need to have that dirty hose pipe inside you ever again.”

Ellie gave a muffle squeal when Sarah pushed the end of the tube with its deflated balloon into her bottom before squeezing the hand bulb a few times and giving it a little tug to ensure it was correctly located.

“It’s got lots of advantages for both of us,” said Sarah standing back to look at Ellie now with the tube snaking from her bottom to match the catheter hanging from her vulva. “Quite apart from the hygiene aspects, you have to admit that it’s more comfortable that the hosepipe. Then there’s the fact that I can fill you with a measured amount at a nice slow speed because I've set the restrictor clamp to allow a flow of one litre per minute. Also, and it must be obvious why this could be a benefit for you, I don’t need to hold it in place all the time; my hands will be free to do whatever I want while you're filling up. And finally, and I'm sure you'll agree this, too, is a good thing, you won’t be able to accidently push it out before I've deflated the retention balloon no matter how much water you’re carrying,” and she stared hard at Ellie to make sure she understood the consequences of her words.

Sarah connected the Bardex tube directly to the hose using a plastic adaptor and then grinned at Ellie. “Let’s see if it works, shall we?” and she turned on the valve to connect Ellie's rectum directly to the elevated water tank. “Three minutes I think…” she mused and consulted her watch. After two minutes, her belly was noticeably bulging and returned a hollow ‘thwack’ sound when Sarah patted it and she gave a low moan and her eyes seemed to mist over when Sarah's hand drifted lower, but they flicked back to full awareness when Sarah's free hand caught a nipple and her teeth latched onto the other one.

After three minutes, Ellie was finding it difficult to keep still. She was bouncing on her toes as Sarah slowly moved her finger from side to side just in front of the catheter. She could feel her orgasm building right up until the point when Sarah removed her hand. She closed the clamp and disconnected the hose pipe to leave Ellie still with the Bardex tube inside her and carrying an extra three litres of water she didn’t really want.

“There… It’s magic,” cooed Sarah and patted Ellie’s belly again. “Now I can wash you while you just sort of hang around for an internal soak, but no hair wash today for obvious reasons,” and she tapped the padlock behind her head that was keeping the cage in place to emphasise her point. “Hey… This has got to be another advantage, don’t you think? The fact that you just get to hold onto the water while I wash you… Every day you’ll end up super-clean on the inside.”

Of course, Ellie was in no position to express any sort of thought while Sarah turned the hose back on and rubbed her soapy hands over her body. Once again, the effect was to cause Ellie to jiggle and bounce with the attention, but to no avail; Sarah was being careful to limit any direct stimulation to below the threshold that would trigger an orgasm. The wooden hanger was loosened, the slack in the rope enabled Ellie to drop to the ground and crawl to the latrine trench. There Sarah opened the vent on the hand pump, the retention balloon deflated, and, to Sarah's glee, both Bardex tube and the water it retained jetted from Ellie's anus.


Chapter 19    
Jean Helps Ellie Wash

There was a collective gasp from everyone but Antone and Jean when Sarah brought Ellie into the kitchen half an hour later. The head cage and mouth plug were still in place, as were all the other restraints including the weighty chastity bar and tight manacle chains, but Ellie was almost beyond caring. Let her have her fun; in a few days, a week or two at most, she’d be away from this place and on her way to Heathrow.

Antone gave her a serious look. “Good girls don’t spit,” he said and she made a sort of muffled grunt and shook her head so that the small lock that held the mouth plug in place tapped against her left cheek. “You can have the gag removed to eat three times a day; the rest of the time you will remain muzzled.”

She continued to stand before him shaking her head, but that only seemed to annoy him. “Is that understood?” She stopped abruptly and then nodded. “Good. Now go about your business and perhaps we can all enjoy our food.”

Ellie knew why Sarah had gagged her even if Antone didn’t. That whole episode the day before was nothing but an elaborate pantomime to justify Sarah's latest torment, but there was nothing Ellie could do about it now.

“Make the coffee and get yourself some breakfast, and then I’ll take the plug out so you can eat it,” said Sarah in an overly reasonable tone of voice and she released the chain lock at Ellie's collar. Ellie pulled her hands away from the belt so fast the chain rattled like a machine gun and then snapped taut with a loud final click. Her look was one of defiance, but then she turned and picked up the coffee pot and the tension evaporated.

Sarah did what she said she would and, when there were just the two of them in the kitchen, removed the plate from the front of the head cage that retained the mouth plug: a short, fat rubber plug fashioned like the head of a penis.

“I know why you’ve done this,” said Ellie and Sarah grinned. “Well, have your fun. Soon, I’ll be back at home and you’ll be a wanted criminal.”

Ellie drank her coffee and ate toasted drop scones with honey, and then Sarah replaced the plug again. She could have rebelled and put up a fight, but Sarah only had to knock the end of the chastity bar and, at the very least, any dissent would earn her more strokes of the hazel cane. The same could be said an hour later after she’d washed-up and cleared the breakfast away and Sarah clipped her hands back to her hips.

“How did your new Bardex tube perform?” asked Antone when he and Sarah were sitting in the sunshine with their second mugs of coffee.

“It was good. So much better for her than using just the hose pipe.”

“Good. I know Ellie can be very difficult, but that must surely demonstrate to her that you have her best interests at heart.

Sarah gave Antone a simpering smile. “I'm sure she knows that.”

✽ ✽ ✽

It was the start of lonely days for Ellie; her discomfort seemed to have a strange effect on the camp. She was regarded as a creature to pity and they showed kindness whenever they could, but, because she was incapable of holding a conversation with anyone, the tendency now was to stop considering her as a person and to treat her more like a pet. Her opinion on, for instance, the choice of supper would often not even be sought mainly because of the difficulty she had in expressing it. They were not trying to be unkind, but they didn’t know how to respond to her and it was easier to just be thoughtless.

On the other hand, Sarah seemed to be actively trying to distant her from the group even to the extent of making sure that when it was time for her to eat or drink and she was free of the mouth plug, she would be alone in the kitchen whilst the others were eating outside. And, of course, she was now prohibited from participating in such communal treats as mid-afternoon coffee and biscuits which served to further alienate her.

Jean and, to a certain extent, Marion were the only ones who tried to make amends for Ellie’s isolation by holding strange, one-sided conversations, but they were strained and usually didn’t last long leaving the participants feeling more alone and uncomfortable. Their efforts, however, didn’t pass unnoticed and spurred Sarah into wondering how she could further increase the discomfort she was finding so amusing, the answer didn’t take long to form and she sort out Antone.

“There was something I wanted to talk to you about… Now that we have a proper procedure for washing Ellie every morning, I thought it would be a good idea if we trained someone else to do it in case I'm not here one morning; Jean, for instance.”

“Why Jean? He’s more likely to get carried away after he releases her chastity bar.”

“That’s probably true, but we could watch him for the training session and I really don’t think Ellie would mind if he did get carried away. She’s changing, you know… She used to be so prim and proper, but now I think she’s driven almost entirely by her libido. I thought if we watched her with Jean, you’d see how different she is.”

It was late in the morning when Sarah appeared in the barn and Ellie needed to go to the latrine; her sealed catheter was giving her cramps.

“Good morning. Did you sleep well?”

Ellie stared up at her jailor. Sarah pulled back the blanket and released the anchoring padlocks and her manacle lock and Ellie painfully rose with a muffled grunt.

“I have a surprise for you this morning: your favourite man will be helping you to shower. Antone and I discussed this and decided that Jean ought to be familiar with the equipment in case I’m away one morning and he needs to prepare you for your day.”

Ellie’s eyes went wide and she started shaking her head, but Sarah just smiled.

“Don’t be like that. You know really you're going to enjoy it and I expect Jean will too.”

There was no point arguing; Sarah held all the cards. Ellie rattled slowly out of the barn with much of her ankle tether dragging in the dust behind her while Sarah carried the rest. Sarah's news wasn’t welcome. Ellie's dignity was already at rock-bottom without Jean being coerced into giving her the morning enema. They stopped by the trench to empty her bladder and then moved under the tree for Sarah to clip her hands above her head. Sarah then left her while she attached the other end of her tether chain to the kitchen and a few minutes later Jean rounded the corner of the hut alone. Sarah, Ellie noticed was sitting on a fallen log about twenty metres away with an amused look on her face.

“Ellie…” said Jean softly. “I am so sorry. They tell me I should learn how to wash you, but I don’t really understand why. Even Marion would be better than me.” Ellie gave no response and Jean looked over his shoulder at Sarah. “The witch watches us to make sure I do things correctly. She’s given me this…” and he showed her the Bardex tubing. “She says three minutes before I wash you.”

Ellie nodded slowly. It was plain that Jean didn’t want to be there, but just as plain that with both Sarah and Antone giving him instructions, he didn’t have much choice. Sarah had given him the keys to the chastity bar’s retention locks and he began to unfasten them while supporting the bar. A groan from Ellie when he slowly slid the bar from her followed a few moments later by a muffled shriek and a hurried apology when the plug was pulled from her anus. He lubricated the small enema balloon with the soapy body wash before giving Ellie a long stare; she held his gaze unflinchingly, even giving him a slight nod. She couldn’t bend over with her hands held by Sarah's rudimentary suspension bar, so Jean just passed his arms around her waist and felt his way to his target: her puckered anal sphincter that was already partially dilated through housing the anal plug for so long. He pressed and, whilst still holding his gaze, Ellie moved closer to him until her breasts were pressed against his chest. The tube and the deflated enema balloon passed through her muscle and he squeezed the rubber hand bulb the requisite number of pumps to lock it inside her.

She jumped when he gave the tube an exploratory tug and Jean muttered another quiet apology. Then he connected the Bardex tube to the hose pipe and, after a moment’s hesitation and another nod from Ellie, turned on the valve.

Three litres is enough to give a slim girl a rounded belly and Ellie was soon making soft mewing sounds as she squirmed before him like an Egyptian dancer. Her eyes glazed over and she was staring at him with what he thought could almost be described as lust, but the head cage and mouth plug were distorting her features, so he couldn’t be sure. After three minutes, he closed the valve and disconnected the tube before he applied himself to his next task: that of ensuring she was clean.

Now Ellie’s disposition couldn’t be mistaken: she was writhing as he washed her, pressing herself towards him with a need that was unmistakable. He couldn’t wash her face or hair, so he started at her neck, worked up her raised arms, and then applied himself to her torso by rubbing his soapy hands up her sides and the across her chest. Ellie's movements were now frantic as she twisted against his palms to maximise both the intensity and fervour of his ministrations. Jean, too, was becoming excited and seemed preoccupied with ensuring that her breasts should be spotlessly clean. And then he dropped a soapy hand down between her legs and she flung herself at him, burying her encaged head in the crook of his neck and dancing energetically to make not only her breasts, but also her heavy belly bounce against him.

Ellie climaxed. It didn’t take a lot; just a few seconds and then she was drooping from the supporting chains with trembling legs that could barely support her. Jean, worried that she’d strangle herself with her collar, stood clutching her wet, slippery body tightly until she recovered enough to stand and then her eyes crinkled with a smile when she looked up into his face.

“Mademoiselle,” he muttered formally and took a step back from her. It was then that she saw that Sarah was still sitting on the fallen log and still grinning at her; worse than that, sitting beside her was Antone and he couldn’t hide the look of surprise on his face.

✽ ✽ ✽

Ellie entered the kitchen and risked a quick glance at Jean who immediately turned towards Marion to avoid her gaze. She was sorry that she got so carried away during her wash, but was not surprised; Sarah could cause her to climax with little difficulty whenever she was holding a full belly of water, so it was little wonder that she couldn’t avoid the same with Jean. Even so, it was unfortunate that Sarah and, particularly, Antone had witnessed it.

And then, of course, Jean had the task of removing the retention balloon and allowing her to evacuate in the latrine trench. The whole episode was the epitome of humiliation even when Jean turned his back to allow her a modicum of privacy. Sarah had taken over proceedings then and Jean had scampered thankfully away to the familiar security of the kitchen to pretend that none of it ever happened, but it had happened and Antone had witnessed it.

It appeared to Ellie that Sarah's aim all along was to cause her to orgasm and, if so, she had managed the situation perfectly and won so easily. At first, Ellie told herself that the cards had been stacked against her; that Sarah had cheated by coercing Jean to participate in what was a very intimate procedure for Ellie, but deep down she knew that wasn’t the whole story. It’s possible she might have resisted his touch with sheer embarrassment overriding the sexual arousal he was being obliged to excite, but then there was the final factor, the decisive element she couldn’t ignore: she really had become aroused by the water. Sarah had taught her well; taught her to associate enemas with orgasms and now it often felt like the water was seducing her. The way it slowly took hold of her body, stealing away control and overwhelming it as a lover might; it excited her more than she cared to admit.

“Well done,” Sarah had said. “That was perfect,” but Ellie was still confused. Why was it perfect? Sarah had taken all that trouble to prevent her and Jean enjoying each other’s company in the barn, so how was the morning wash so very different? Then Sarah told her: “Antone didn’t believe what a little nymphomaniac you’ve become…” She stood close to Ellie to whisper in her ear: “I told him you'd become so fixated with all the bondage that your overriding intent nowadays was just to get enough orgasms.”

Ellie stared at her not believing what Sarah was saying. Surely she was having a joke, but when Ellie looked at Antone standing in the doorway, he was smiling at her and nodding…

✽ ✽ ✽

It was all a question of will-power. Perhaps she couldn’t avoid a climax when she’s washed under such onerous conditions, but Antone should realise that’s not her general state of being. Of course, when she’s anchored down to her bed is also a difficult time; if someone touches her then, well, it’s something she couldn’t avoid, but surely Antone would know that. For the rest of her day, she must be super vigilant not to show any hint of lust or desire; her future may depend upon it. Sarah, though, had other ideas.

With breakfast done and the kitchen clear, Ellie reluctantly turned towards Sarah to have her manacle chain tightened. She hated it when she couldn’t move her hands. It made her feel even more vulnerable and it was so limiting. All she could do was to stare out of the kitchen window and the time seemed to creep by. She’d watch the others lazing in the sunshine on the deck chairs with their strange crooked cheroots and their glasses of lemonade or wine, and her loneliness would slice through her like a knife. There was nothing to stop her moving outside, but what then? She couldn’t sit anywhere with the chastity bar lodged inside her and she wouldn’t be able to talk to anyone. She’d just be standing there like some sort of garden ornament and the discomfort would be more than she could bear.

“You can begin to prepare lunch in a couple of hours,” said Sarah in a tone that suggested she could read Ellie's mind and knew exactly what she was thinking. “You know, I worry about you sometimes; I worry that you’ll be bored with so little to do.”

She pulled a small, round tin from her locket and opened it, raising it to her nose to sniff it. “Doesn’t that smell nice? Fresh like some sort of herb,” and she held it up to Ellie's face. The smell was familiar, but Ellie couldn’t place it. “It’s for women to use; it helps them to enjoy sex more,” and before Ellie realised what was happening, Sarah had scooped up a finger-full of the clear gel and wiped it between her legs. Ellie squealed and swung away, but she was too late; Sarah had managed to liberally coat her open labia and land a good dollop right on top of her clitoris.

She stared at Sarah with wide eyes not knowing what was going to happen next. The answer was not very much. Sarah put the tin back in her pocket and washed her hands in the sink, and then smiled at Ellie. “It takes a little while; about five minutes I've been told,” and she picked up her glass of lemonade and wandered back outside.

The effect was subtle. Ellie wanted so much to rub the affected area, but of course, was unable to reach it. After fifteen minutes, she was looking about her for an alternative source of friction. The corner of the work top was too high and the chair backs around the breakfast table too low. The top edge of an under-the-sink cupboard door was better, but even so, manoeuvring herself so that the edge of the door touched the right place was very awkward and gave her minimal relief.

As the gel took even more effect, she discovered that just standing still and rocking her hips so that the chastity bar swung back and forth between her legs was a little better and a lot less trouble. It did little to quell the itch that was affecting her clitoris, but the gentle movement of the bar helped to calm the prickles on her labia around her vaginal entrance. She leaned back slightly so that the moving probe applied a little more pressure to the nerves behind her pubis, swore to herself that she’d kill Sarah given half a chance, and closed her eyes to concentrate on the task in hand. The motion wasn’t ever going to reward her with an orgasm, but its effect did help to quell some of the irritation at the expense of exciting her libido and escalating her level of frustration to the point where she wanted to scream. However she moved, nothing was going to affect her clitoris which was now tingling and engorged, exposed between her spread labial lips by the cables and aching to be touched.

When she next opened her eyes, Antone was standing in the doorway watching her. He was holding two empty glasses; Sarah had sent him in for refills…

Ellie gave a muted scream and began shaking her head frantically, but Antone just stared. She looked down between her legs and her labia were red and swollen. She needed to explain to Antone what Sarah had done and moved towards him, but with an empathetic smile and a shake of his head, he held up a hand to fend her off. Instead, he collected a new bottle of lemonade and, still clutching the empty glasses, walked back outside with a silly grin on his face.

Her sex was still tingling two hours later when Sarah uncoupled her manacle chain from her collar so she could begin supper, but now her belly was hurting too where the vaginal plug had been rocking inside her. Ellie was afraid that Sarah would apply more of the gel, but it wasn’t even mentioned; it was as if it had never happened. By the time dinner had been served and Ellie was ready to eat hers in the kitchen, the irritation was minimal, and when Sarah unlocked the plate across her mouth to remove the plug, Ellie let out a long sigh.

“Sarah, that was a horrible trick. Please, promise me you won’t ever do that again.”

“Are you addressing me?”

“Yes, ma’am,” muttered Ellie, suitable chastised.

“I thought you’d like it. It’s meant to increase your enjoyment.”

“No you didn’t… ma’am. You know I can't enjoy it when I’m all chained up.”

Sarah's just grinned as she left to eat her own meal. Ellie watched them through the kitchen window eating and drinking and laughing. Antone now thought that Ellie was sex-obsessed and that her prime objective was orgasmic satisfaction. Of course, it wasn’t true; she was being manipulated and he had to be told, but how? Whenever they were together, Sarah was there too and Ellie was muzzled.


Chapter 20    
A Note to Antone

The problem occupied her for most of the night, but the morning brought new hope in the form of a stub of pencil she spotted on the kitchen table. Sarah was sitting nearby drinking her morning coffee and to conceal her pencil recovery operation, Ellie wiped a damp cloth over the area and, like magic, the pencil was gone. For paper, she tore the label from a food can and wrote on the back. The message was simple: I must speak to you without Sarah present, Ellie. All that remained to be decided was the delivery system.

This was not as easy as one would think. Even when he was not in town, Antone spent much of the day away from the kitchen area and when he was there, for meals and suchlike, he was always with Sarah. The only time he was in the communal area and socialising was in the evenings and that’s when Ellie was in the barn. It had to be at meal time then and it was imperative that Sarah didn't find out.

Tonight was as good as any, she thought and watched closely from the kitchen for her opportunity. She served the meal, the party ate, and she poured wine. The only tasks remaining were to clear the table and wash-up, and then she would be put to bed. It had to be now.

She descended the steps carrying a tray with the folded note hidden beneath and headed for the far end of the table next to Antone. His jacket was hung casually over the back of the bench with a pocket gaping open, but it was below the level of the table. Already, she had to lean so far forward just to reach the table’s surface, if she needed to reach into his pocket, her head would be on the table top. Then she had an idea. She loaded empty plates onto the tray and then, with her teeth clamped hard on the rubber penis locked in her mouth, turned awkwardly and, with a muted curse, fell to her knees.

“Ellie… Did you hurt yourself?” He gazed down at her at the very moment she was looking up at him in triumph and in that instant their eyes locked and she found herself unable to look away. It was the same look he’d given her when he caught her rocking in the kitchen to quell the itch and she felt a blush of embarrassment.

He smiled. “Everything alright?” he asked surprised to find her suddenly clutching the back of the bench and stood to help her back onto her feet. The spell was broken and she nodded, picked up the tray, and, feigning a slight limp, made her way slowly back to the kitchen with the heavy anchor chain dragging in her wake. Mission accomplished; the note was securely inside Antone’s right-hand jacket pocket.

Her elation was only slightly dulled when she heard Antone turn to Sarah on his other side and say, “I do believe she’s seeing me in a different light after yesterday. Perhaps I ought to be taking more of an interest in her.”

“You, my dear, belong to me. Anyway, Ellie gets quite enough orgasms...”

Ellie carried the tray past them to the kitchen. Sarah’s first assertion was undoubtedly true, the second more contentious. She wondered briefly what it would actually be like to make love to Antone and then remembered she was gagged, chained, and plugged, and in no position to seduce anyone.

Half an hour later, Sarah put her to bed.

✽ ✽ ✽

She spent the entire next day on the lookout for Antone. She saw him briefly at lunchtime, but he didn't acknowledge her at all and then she didn't see him again until the evening meal. By the time Sarah was ready to put her to bed he’d barely looked at her let alone made eye contact. He’d obviously not found the note.

Another day lost, she thought as Sarah snapped the lock closed. The wind was getting up and was beginning to whistle through the slots between the barn’s old planking; it was going to be a raw night. The mules were stabled in their stalls beside Ellie and they were becoming agitated. She was conscious that the evening party had broken up early because of the weather and now, perhaps ten or eleven o'clock, there was no sound outside except the wind. Then she heard the crunch of a footstep on loose stone and looked up to see a lantern approaching.

He had found the note. Antone was there.

“You need to get up.”

It wasn't Antone’s voice; it was Sarah’s penetrating the darkness. She was standing beside the mattress and placed the lantern upon the earthen floor while she unlocked the chastity bar and manacle chain. Did Antone want to see her? Had he sent Sarah to fetch her?

Ellie turned over and pushed herself up onto hands and feet, and then stood only to look at the hobble that Sarah had still to unlock from the other stake. There was a click behind her and she turned to see Sarah grinning behind her back.

“I found your note.”

Ellie’s heart jumped into her mouth and then she saw the cord that Sarah had just clipped to the ring on the end of the chastity bar. Her eyes followed it up to where it wrapped over a joist in the darkness above her head.

“His pockets are always full of waste paper. A tin can wrapper went totally unnoticed. I found it in the bin this morning.” She stepped back from the lamp, the brightest illuminated object in the barn apart from Ellie. She was wearing a long silk robe tied at the waist. The wind caught the delicate material and it streamed away from her legs to give her the appearance of an avenging angel.

“He thinks I’ve gone to the loo...” She gave a little giggle. “Unfortunately for you, that’s not the case. You never give up, do you? Well, you've earned yourself an uncomfortable night at the very least.”

Ellie stared up at her in silence wondering what terrors she had in mind. She hadn’t long to wait. Sarah walked to the side wall and unwound the cord from a cleat.

“This is a little something I prepared earlier,” she said proudly and pulled on the cord. The end of the chastity bar rose behind Ellie and she gave a muted scream as she folded forward. Sarah pulled again and now Ellie was so far inclined that she toppled forward with her arms outstretched to break her fall, but they never touched the ground because her chains weren’t long enough. Instead, her weight was transferred to the chastity bar and from there to her metal waistband via the bar’s retaining cables.

The bar was now pointing directly upwards with Ellie's torso hanging vertically downwards. Sarah gave the cord a final yank to straighten her legs before wrapping it around the cleat several times while Ellie hugged her thighs and tried to regain some stability. Only her toes were touching the ground and, suspended by the chastity bar, she swung around in an almost complete circle as she tried to balance. She was shrieking, but the only sound she emitted was an urgent hum and that was swept away by the wind.

Sarah walked over to stand beside her and giggled as she gazed down upon the impaling chastity bar while Ellie rocked unsteadily beneath it.

“You do look funny,” she said and gave her another little push to start her rotating again. She held the lantern higher so that the only part of Ellie that was illuminated was her crotch hanging from the suspended bar with her anal sphincter and labial lips rendered in stark contrast gripping their respective plugs and her clitoris extruded between the spreading cables like a pearl exposed in a half-open oyster.

“You remind me of a wind chime swinging about like that… You know, you really ought to be paying more attention to your lessons. I said earlier that you were a fast learner, but I was wrong. No wonder old Bridger used to get so upset with you.”

Ellie was breathing deeply trying to control the panic that was rising within her. She’d have liked to remind Sarah that it was she with whom Bridger had so much trouble.

“Well, can’t sit here chatting all night. Antone will be wondering what’s happened to me. Night night… Sweet dreams,” and she gave Ellie a final little push as she stood to set her in motion again. The light faded and was then extinguished altogether when Sarah closed the door to Antone’s hut. The black night swarmed back through the barn and tears gathered in her eyes as she realised that not only was Sarah vindictive, but she now knew how sadistic she was.

✽ ✽ ✽

Within fifteen minutes, she was shivering with the cold and her legs were trembling with the strain. Each tiny movement pressed the bar painfully against her pelvis to bruise delicate membranes and displace organs. She wouldn't be able to bear an hour let alone an entire night.

Then there was another noise she didn't recognise. An animal? Had Sarah returned? She held her breath, but there was nothing. Suddenly, a bright light burst from a torch right beside her to illuminate her, illuminate her predicament. It swung around to the rope and followed it to the cleat on the barn’s wall. Ellie couldn't see a face, couldn't see anything of the person and whoever it was had not uttered a sound. The torch swung back to Ellie and she imagined the rope being unwound from the cleat.

Then the pressure relaxed. The rope was being played out and her chastity bar lowered. She sank gratefully to her hands and then to her knees, and all the while the bar continued to drop until its end rested on the earth floor of the barn. She felt the link being disconnected and heard the rope rasp on the timber as it was raised again and still she wasn't sure whom her saviour was. She made a little mewing noise in thanks, but there was no response.

The torch beam played across the mattress and settled on the stake with its lock hanging open. With a sigh, she crawled onto the mattress, turned and lay on her back with the ring of the chastity bar aligned with the stake. A hand appeared in the beam just long enough to snap the lock closed and link the two together. Then the beam swept along her body, holding her in its intense light for long moments, the blanket was spread over her, and the torch clicked off. All was black, even the night sky through the barn door. Her white knight had vanished as silently as he’d arrived.

She’d thought at first that it was Antone. He was the obvious candidate. Perhaps he realized what Sarah had done, he may have even followed her, and then wanted to correct her mischief without undermining her authority. But it wasn't him. She’d seen the hand illuminated for an instant by the beam and it was unmistakable… It was Nazaire.


Chapter 21    
The Future Revealed

By morning the wind had dropped with the rising of the sun and the usual dry heat returned. Sarah was at the barn early before anyone else was about and Ellie heard her light tread skipping across the ground. Then she stopped dead disbelieving what she was seeing. She moved closer, whisked the blanket away and tugged at the padlock on the stake before staring at the rope recoiled about the wall cleat.

“Who was it?” she snapped at Ellie, oblivious to the fact that she couldn’t actually speak, but Ellie just shook her head. Sarah glared at the scene and Ellie thought she’d lose her temper, but a sudden calm settled on her and she just walked away.

Nothing else happened then for a few hours until she reappeared acting as if it was just a normal day. She released Ellie and took her over to the shower, hung her under the branch, and removed the chastity bar and mouth plug.

“Who was it then?” she asked again.

“I don't know.”

“Don’t be stupid; you must know. Tell me now and save yourself a lot of pain.”

“Honestly Sarah, I don't know. Whoever it was had a torch and kept the beam shining at my face.” It wasn't true, but Ellie felt no compunction about telling Sarah lies; Sarah had told enough of her own.

“We’ll see...” said Sarah and moved straight on to the enema by installing the nozzle and connecting the hose.

“Sarah, please. It’s true. I don't know who it was, but I did think the most likely person was Antone.”

“Yeah, right. That’s the one person I know it couldn't have been. Try again...” and she turned on the flow. Ellie felt the water slowly filling her and began counting off the seconds. Three minutes passed and now her belly was bulging noticeably below the steel waistband, but still Sarah made no move to turn off the flow.

“Feeling a little full?” she asked with a grin.

“Sarah, please… Please turn it off. I really don’t know who it was.”

Sarah turned off the hose and Ellie let out a great sigh and a quiet: “Thank you.”

“If you're not going to tell me, you might as well have this back,” and she pressed the penis plug against Ellie's lips. With little option, Ellie opened her mouth, but it was all just a ruse on Sarah’s part; she just turned the hose back on again. “Let me know when you want to tell me who it was… A simple nod will do.”

The water began to flow again and now the only sound that Ellie could make was a muted hum. Another minute passed and then two; she felt sick with the ache in her belly which was now swelling below the waistband as tight as a drum.

“Wow… Five litres. That’s got to be record.” She grinned and looked about her and her grin faded. Nazaire was standing under a tree on the far side of the clearing watching. For a few moments, nobody moved and then Nazaire started walking towards them. Sarah looked around alarmed and then turned off the hose.

Nazaire walked right up to stand so close in front of her that she had to take a step back or get a crick in her neck through looking up. Then he said, “Do... not... ‘urt... ‘er...” in English so heavily accented that it was almost unintelligible; almost, but not quite. Sarah stared at him without moving. Having delivered his message, Nazaire just turned and began walking away.

That was when Sarah snapped herself out of her shock.

“Who are you to tell me what to do? Was it you that interfered last night? Antoine will have you shot. Don’t you walk away from me. Who do you think you are?”

It was all wasted on him; he didn't understand a word.

Sarah swung back to Ellie and turned the tap on again. Then she thought better of it, turned it off again, and disconnected the hose.

“I haven't time for this today. There are things I have to do,” and she loosened the rope so that Ellie could reach the latrine.

✽ ✽ ✽

“I have a little problem, Antone…”

“Not Ellie again?”

“No, not this time.” At least, not if she can keep her quiet. “It’s Nazaire. He keeps coming on to me and, well, actually I’m a little frightened. He’s such a brute of a man.”

“Nazaire’s one of my oldest friends. He’s like a little puppy. He wouldn't hurt a fly.”

“Well, this morning he pushed me against a wall and...” she looked down embarrassed. “He touched me.”

“Nazaire! I don't believe it.”

“Are you saying I’m lying?”

“Of course I’m not. It’s just that I’m finding it hard to believe. It’s not his way.” Antone looked stunned and flopped back down in a chair. “Well, what should I do? Shall I warn him off?”

“I’d rather you not say anything to him. I wouldn't like him to know I’ve spoken to you, but I would be grateful if you could try to keep him away from me in future. Just keep him occupied elsewhere.”

“Of course. No problem and be assured I shall be very discreet.”

Sarah grinned. Such a kind and thoughtful man, her Antone.

✽ ✽ ✽

Ellie watched life crawl past from the kitchen window.

Sarah was leaning lazily on the al fresco dining table in the sunshine reading a catalogue and sipping a lemonade. She’d been surprisingly subdued since Nazaire confronted her that morning. And what about Nazaire? Had she had the man wrong all the time? Her guardian angel materializing from the night like an apparition. Did he often wander about in the dark or was he there specifically to check on her? Why? He’d never shown any compassion before. Ellie remembered all the hard stares he’d given her, the times when he’d pushed past her as if she wasn’t there, and that time in the kitchen when he’d pushed her against the counter and lifted her skirt. But then what about that warning he’d given Sarah? There could be no mistaking that. That was definitely for Ellie’s benefit.

At that moment, the man himself walked from the woods on the far side of the clearing dragging a log towards the barn. He didn’t even glance at Sarah or the kitchen. One other aspect of this complicated man sprung to mind: he may not want to see Ellie hurt, but he certainly wasn’t going to set her free. He set the log on the saw horse and started sawing it into usable lengths. She wondered why he bothered. It’ll take at least a year for that wood to dry out before they could use it for the stove.

Life on the mountain settled back into an uneasy new routine with Sarah being unusually considerate in the way she treated Ellie and Ellie, in turn, feigning a cooperative attitude she didn’t feel. Showers resumed with the head harness completely removed so that Sarah could wash Ellie's hair, the daily enema reverted to a more reasonable three litres albeit using the new nozzle, and Ellie spent most of her day in the kitchen preparing food, cleaning up after it, or just waiting bound and muzzled, watching the world go by like a manikin in a shop window.

Her only consolation was the fact that Antone was buying a new property for their base and then she’d be allowed to leave. It came as quite a shock, therefore, when she learnt her whole future was in jeopardy. It was curious how it happened: a collision of unrelated events, the sort of coincidence that only happens a few times in one’s lifetime, except that this was probably not a coincidence at all.

It was mid-afternoon and Ellie was by herself in the kitchen washing the dishes after the lunchtime meal. She’d dished out a helping of the thick soup for herself and it was now cold, waiting on the counter for Sarah to remove her muzzle to allow her to feed. Jean and Marion were lazing in the sunshine with Suzanne, Henri and Nazaire were in the woods somewhere and Odile was in her bedroom. Sarah and Antone were who-knows-where. A door opened and Odile beckoned to her to enter.

Ellie had never ventured into any of the bedrooms in that hut all the time she’d been there despite the fact that her tether chain was plenty long enough. They were usually empty during the day and latterly her evenings were short before she was relegated to her bed. Now, here was Odile inviting her into her inner sanctum. Ellie tentatively crept inside and the reason for Odile’s invitation became immediately apparent. She was folding sheets and needed another pair of hands even if they were rather restricted in reach.

Odile, of course, couldn't speak English anyway so didn't speak at all, just handed Ellie the ends of the large sheet and directed her across the room to stand by the window. The window was open and she could hear voices speaking in English, Antone’s and Sarah's voices. And then she heard her name.

“I still believe you are being too restrictive,” said Antone. Ellie stood stock still and stared at Odile who wore an impassive expression and was showing no signs of impatience.

“You know you can never let her return to the UK.”

Ellie immediately stiffened. A long silence was eventually followed by a sigh from Antone. “You are right, of course. I've known it for a long time, but I haven’t found the words to tell her. It would take the authorities only an hour or two to identify our new house given the date of purchase; all they’ll need to do is to examine the Cadastre, that’s the French Land Registry where the sale is recorded, and all our efforts will have been in vain; there can’t be that many isolated seaside properties exchanged on any given day.” He allowed himself a wry laugh at his own joke.

“She’s going to be pissed,” and Ellie heard Sarah give her own little chuckle. “What are you going to do?”

“What can I do? I don’t have many options. It will be difficult to retain her in the new house against her will. She’d be resentful and unhappy, and it would surely only be a matter of time before the authorities found her or she escaped. On the other hand, as I have indicated, allowing her to return home is equally troublesome.”

“You could sell her to a brothel somewhere where she couldn’t make any trouble, Nigeria perhaps or Saudi Arabia.”

Antone made a sound that could have been a laugh. “No, that’s not really practical. We could never be sure she’d be totally secure and then we’d be in even more trouble. No, we need a much simpler solution. Do you really believe we couldn’t trust her to keep our secret?”

“Of course not. She’d go straight to the police as soon as you release her.”

“I need to consider this some more, but a resolution is becoming urgent. The choices are all either risky for our liberty or, well…” His voice just trailed away without completing the sentence. “I fear it will be an uncomfortable choice. Where is she now?”

“I left her in the kitchen.”

“You’d best go and remove her muzzle; she has not eaten yet and will be getting hungry.”

Ellie was now panicked into action. She dropped the corners of the sheet Odile had given her and, with wild eyes, moved as quickly and silently as she could back to the kitchen. Odile made no comment and closed the bedroom door after her.

When Sarah walked into the hut, Ellie was leaning against the sink and turned towards her with a lackadaisical stare, but inside her nerves were jangling and her heart was pounding. Sarah unlocked and removed the muzzle and indicated the cold soup.

“Enjoy,” she said. “Dinner at six,” and, maintaining the charade of what was now normal life, Ellie pretended not to hear.

Alone again, Ellie was still trembling. It was the worst of all scenarios: Antone was going to renege on his promise to release her, but even worse than that, he didn’t want to take her to the new house, or even sell her. That left only one possibility: she was going to left on the mountain as carrion for the crows. She felt faint.

The rest of the evening was spent as if in a trance. She didn’t remember cooking or serving up the meal to the happy group of rogues who were still excited about moving into their new property; she didn’t remember eating anything alone in the kitchen; she barely remembered Sarah leading her first to the latrine trench and then to the barn. She did remember an urge to shout from the veranda that Antone was planning to kill her, but thought better of it. Whilst Antone and Sarah were unaware that she knew of their plan, there may still be a chance.

And then there she was, locked to the ground anchors in the barn for another night with her mouth plugged and her hands useless at her hips, going over and over in her mind the stages of the day to come. Her days were now indistinguishable from each other, each moment the same as the day before, but there had to be a chink in their security somewhere; there just had to be…

✽ ✽ ✽

The next morning after breakfast, Ellie gazed at the pile washing up in front of her and the pile of laundry on the table behind her. Then she looked down at the heavy tether chain from her ankle and the thought of breaking free and running away seemed so improbable as to be absurd. Outside, Nazaire strode past with his saw towards the woods and she once more wondered why he bothered. Was it just to keep occupied? It’s not that they could actually risk burning any of the wood he was cutting because fresh wood would smoke and give their location away to the fire-watchers.

It hit her like an express train. Wet wood smokes… That’s it. The fire watchers. What would they do if they saw smoke? Surely investigate. She had the stove; she could make smoke. She looked at the small pile of wood beside the stove. It was all dry and ready for burning. What would happen if she just made it wet? Just a little steam probably. She couldn’t get to the newly cut wood, her chain wasn’t long enough, and anyway would a little wet wood be sufficient? Wet grass would be a lot more effective.


Chapter 22    
Smoke

This would have to be planned carefully. Each time she visited the latrine she came back with tight fistfuls of damp grass that she stowed away in one of the big cooking pots and by the end of the afternoon she had the pot half full. That night, she lay staring at the clear night sky with her mind racing. What would be the best time? That would be when the watchers would be at their most vigilant and when Antone and his band were least likely to spot the smoke. She had no idea when the watchers might be most alert, but the best time would surely be when nobody was sitting outside the kitchen. She’d just have to wait until they were all otherwise occupied.

Sarah got her up late morning just in time for her to prepare lunch and throughout that afternoon she continued to add to her damp grass collection. Lunch and dinner went off without a hitch and by seven Sarah had locked her back to her mattress in the barn for another long night.

Despite Sarah's bravado with Nazaire, she was still being extra nice to Ellie, or at least not being extra mean. “You know, I think we ought to try and be better friends?” said Sarah. “What d’you think?”

Ellie just stared up at her from around the straps of the head harness. What was the little witch up to now?

“You can nod your head if you agree.” Ellie stayed stock still, grey eyes staring coldly. Unperturbed, Sarah eased herself down onto the mattress beside Ellie until they were lying side by side, Ellie on her back with her hips rigidly located by the chastity bar and her cuffed hands at her waist. She turned her head to watch Sarah and gave a little muffled grunt. Sarah smiled sweetly and wrapped an arm around Ellie’s head to stroke her cheek. Her breast was pressed against Ellie’s shoulder and she could feel Sarah's hard nipple through her thin t-shirt.

“Don’t you think I've been nice to you recently?” It had only been two days… “I’d like to be friends again.”

She rolled a leg over Ellie’s until her pubic bone pressed against Ellie's thigh through the light cotton skirt she was wearing. What was even more galling was the fact that the skirt was actually one of Ellie's. She moved her free hand to touch a breast and roll its nipple, but it didn’t stay there for long. Once the nipple was hard, the hand slipped lower over Ellie's belly until it was resting where the cables opened her labia and she could touch the exposed bud of her clitoris with a fingertip. Ellie jumped and the bar clicked against its retaining stake to tug at the cables beneath Sarah's fingers.

“You can’t do it, can you? Can’t quite make it. I've watched you sometimes, you know. Watched you squirming about trying to get off on your pussy plug, but I’ve yet to see you make it cos you can’t touch this little devil.” Ellie closed her eyes against the weeks of frustration. “I could help you know…”

Ellie shook her head and Sarah smiled again.

“Okay. Fine. Just let me know if you change your mind. In the meantime, good luck with this,” and she gave the bar a forceful shake. She rose, picked up the blanket and was just about to drop it on Ellie when she stopped in thought. “I wonder if it would help if I spread some honey there. Maybe our woodland friends could help you out.”

Ellie shook her head violently and Sarah grinned. “Well, it was only a thought,” and she laid the blanket over Ellie and left.

✽ ✽ ✽

In the morning, Ellie checked on her stash of damp grass and then made sure the stove was burning well. All that remained was to choose the best time, but while Ellie worked in the kitchen, Sarah lounged outside at the picnic table.

Dinner came and went. Henri, Jean and Nazaire dispersed on various tasks; Suzanne and Marion were making beds and Odile was in her room. It was only Antone and Sarah sitting outside the door that was delaying proceedings with Sarah sitting on his lap stealing kisses with an arm about his neck. Eventually, they both rose and slowly wandered back towards Antone's hut. As soon as they were out of sight, Ellie seized her chance. She opened the top of the stove and stuffed the entire pot of grass onto the fire and then rushed outside, relatively speaking, to see the result.

Thick, white smoke spewed from the stack and rose slowly in the warm, still air like an arrow pointing straight down to her imprisonment. She calmly leant on the outside table staring up at the wonderful smoke. Fifteen minutes passed and still the thick smoke rose in a vertical column. It towered hundreds of metres high, slowly spreading like a white cloud. She was happy and content and barely noticed Antone dashing into the kitchen.

The smoke dwindled and died in a last ball of steam when Antone doused the stove with a bowl of water. He stood outside for a long time staring up as Ellie had done. The damage, if indeed there was any damage, had been done. Only time would now tell.

He turned on Ellie, then, unlocking her from the kitchen post and carrying her bodily back to the barn to be locked to her bed. She knew that if her plan failed, this was not going to be the end of her ordeal, but if it worked, the fire may be investigated and she’d be free.

✽ ✽ ✽

Nobody came for the rest of that day. Nobody came to investigate the smoke and nobody came to check on Ellie. She was left without food or water and by evening, her abdomen was in pain with her bladder full and the catheter sealing her urethra. Marion came after they'd eaten to open the Bardex tap to drain her into a small bowl and then left again without saying a word.

The sun set, the temperature dropped, and the wind picked up to make her shiver, but there was nothing she could do; the blanket was well out of reach hung over the rail of a stall. She listened to sounds of conversation at the dinner table, more subdued than normal, and by ten, the lights were extinguished and the voices ceased. At about eleven, a dim light approached. It was Marion again and she gathered the blanket, spread it out over Ellie, and pegged down the corners. She had the water bottle with her and prised out the small plug in the faceplate of the muzzle to attach the drinking tube, but food was out of the question. There was nothing else she could do and after standing for a few seconds staring down at her, hurriedly left.

It was an odd night. Her dreams were populated by thoughts of rescue on the one hand and imminent retribution followed by a swift demise on the other. What more could Antone do. He’d already stripped her of her clothes, her freedom, her dignity, and her voice. There wasn’t a lot left apart from her life. He didn’t seem a wicked man, but the freedom of the entire band was at issue; would he go that far? She surprised herself by how little it now meant to her. As far as she was concerned she no longer really had a real life.

Just after sunrise, Marion returned to take away the blanket, refold it and replace it where it had hung. Then she knelt beside Ellie to whisper: “We will get you water…”

By ten, Ellie was thinking that Marion had failed, but then Sarah appeared.

“Well, that was another really stupid trick. It was as much as I could do to stop Antone throwing you off a cliff.” That might have been true. “I've also talked him into allowing me to water you. I hope you're suitably grateful.” She removed the small plug and Ellie struggled up on one elbow to suck through the drinking tube. It tasted good. She drank about half a litre and then Sarah re-plugged the gag.

“That’s it… Sleep well.”

Of course, Ellie didn’t sleep at all. Nobody else came near all over lunch, but then in early afternoon she heard voices, strangers’ voices. She started screaming and struggling violently, but was aware that the only sound she was making was a humming noise accompanied by the clicking sound of the padlock rattling against her bar. Both sounds were easily masked by the noise of the crickets and by Sarah who had chosen that exact moment to sing, rather discordantly, the lyrics of well-known pop songs.

“Au revoir…” The voices left and her struggles subsided. What had she expected? A company of police swarming over the site looking for potential arsonists?

A couple of hours later, Sarah reappeared looking positively joyous.

“So, your little scheme has failed again. They didn’t even want to look round. It was an old man and his snotty little son. He said he didn’t even know anyone lived up here, but now he will ignore any smoke from our cooking. And talking of cooking, I've brought you a couple of drop scones. Are you hungry?”

Sarah knew it was a silly question; Ellie must have been famished, but was not going to give Sarah the satisfaction of watching her begging for the dry scones. Sarah removed the oral plug anyway and Ellie spent a couple of minutes working the stiffness from her jaw.

“You know you’ve got a punishment session coming, don’t you?”

“Why do you have to torture me? Why don’t you just throw me off the cliff now; I know you're going to do it anyway.”

“Really? And why would you think that?”

“It’s obvious. I don’t believe you ever intended to let me go.”

“It’s no good you lying, you know; Odile told us what happened when she saw what you'd done with the stove. Of course, she didn’t know what we were actually talking about.”

“You don’t deny it then? Don’t deny Antone’s going to kill me rather than let me go?”

“That’s very melodramatic of you. I don’t believe he’d do anything quite so extreme.”

“Well, what’s he going to do then? He won’t just release me.”

“He doesn’t know, but I do… But first things first: it’s time you paid your penance. I’ll let you use the latrine so you'll be more comfortable, but you do need to have the oral plug refitted.”

It all sounded so reasonable until Ellie processed it in her head and realised that Sarah wanted her gagged again before she was subjected to the high-volume enema and then locked bent-over to the punishment post to be caned. The oral plug was the least of her tribulations and, with no viable alternative, she opened her mouth for Sarah to slide in the rubber penis before locking its cover plate across her lips.

When they finally made their way around the main hut to the kitchen and the punishment post, Ellie was distinctly uncomfortable. Sarah had spread more of the stimulant gel onto both probes before refitting it them and then massaged extra into her nipples, and now she was beginning to tingle in places she had no hope of relieving.

Only Odile was sitting at the picnic table waiting for her meal and said something to Sarah, but her words were not understood and the two women ended up just looking at each other warily while Sarah steered Ellie into position in front of the post. She reached down between Ellie's legs and lifted the end of the chastity bar to bolt it to the top of the post and force Ellie to lean forward. To do anything else when the bar was so raised behind her was too painful to contemplate, so, with her hands locked to her hips and her breasts drooping below her angled chest, Ellie sank back onto the bar and waited.

Over the next fifteen minutes, more of the party took their seats at the dinner table while Marion moved back and forth past Ellie carrying plates and food for the meal. Ellie, supremely conscious of the sight she was offering when approached from behind could do nothing but close her eyes and hope the others, too, averted their gaze, but when she lifted her head to look at the assembly in front her, all eyes were staring back and their pitiful expressions were almost worse than Sarah's leers.

Antone and Sarah were the last to emerge from the kitchen and stopped one on each side of her.

“Ellie. Once again you have tested my patience beyond endurance and earned yourself more punishment strokes. Sixteen in fact and then Sarah will put you back to bed.”

Sixteen… Ellie began shaking her head and twisting like a frenzied snake. She wouldn’t be able to stand sixteen strokes of that hazel cane and her skin will be shredded, but Antone laid a hand on her shoulder.

“But I am not a cruel man, mademoiselle. I do not want to see you scarred and I have bought Sarah the correct tool for the task,” and he showed it to Ellie. It was a paddle with a bound handle on one end and a broad, rounded leather blade on the other. “It should not break your skin,” he added and gave her a wry smile that was intended to be reassuring. Ellie stared at the instrument and, to a great extent, her fear did subside; it was going to hurt, but not half as much as the cane.

“I thought we’d get them all over now before supper,” said Sarah taking the paddle from Antone. “And the other good news is that Antone has agreed they don’t all have to be in the same place. I thought ten on your bum and the others here,” and she reached under Ellie's chest to tap her with the flat of the paddle. Ellie jumped; her nipples were tingling like mad, but after the initial shock of the touch, Sarah began a gentle massage that quelled the itch and actually felt wonderful. Ellie gave a long moan and, much to Sarah's amusement and Antone's surprise, began rolling herself in the proffered hand.

Sarah moved behind Ellie and hefted the paddle to feel its weight while Odile took the opportunity to stand, glare at Antone with a look of disapproval, and stalk off purposefully into the kitchen. That left five seated around the table and five pairs of eyes were boring into Ellie's, each from a face that showed concern but remained silent.

The first slap struck the cheek of her bottom with an unnaturally loud ‘crack’ in the still air and Ellie jumped. It stung and she surged upwards on the chastity bar, only to slip back down again. It stung, but it wasn’t anywhere near as painful as the cane and she was surprised to discover it came with hidden benefits, the first of which was the friction imparted by the bar as its ribbed surface jumped inside her to quench the itch of the stimulatory gel. Its second benefit was the realisation that the sudden stinging pains provided enough of a distraction to overwhelm the devilish itch. The third benefit was less obvious and took time to develop. It was the erotic power of the whole situation building within her coupled with the sense of impotency as she was obliged to dance on her bar with every strike. She was, in effect, being forced to masturbate herself and it was working; with every loud clap of the paddle, the flesh of her cheeks rippled and she felt herself surge along the corrugations of the bar only to reseat moments later one lunge nearer to the orgasm that would destroy whatever residual sense of dignity she still possessed.

Both the cheeks of her bottom and the cheeks of her face felt hot as behind her reddened with the strikes and her face blushed with embarrassment. This wasn’t a painful torture that she was enduring, but a humiliation designed to strip away all self-respect.

Sarah paused and moved to squat in front of Ellie’s head and with a sudden panic, Ellie realised she’d endured ten strikes; the last six would be on her breasts. Sarah gently lifted Ellie's chin with the blade of the paddle until the two girls were gazing into each other’s faces and Sarah's free hand was toying with her left teat.

“I think you're enjoying this,” murmured Sarah and she released Ellie's breast an instant before the paddle struck its side with a loud clap. Ellie squealed and began a new dance ostensibly intended to fling her breasts from side to side to spoil Sarah's aim, but in reality had the much more intoxicating effect of reaming the chastity bar in and out of her sex at speed.

Sarah was certainly enjoying herself and now swept the paddle fast below Ellie to catch both teats and the greater part of each breast with every swing.

Suddenly it was all over. Ellie's breasts were now the same blush red colour as her cheeks and tears were pooling in the corners of her eyes and trickling down her cheeks. To her surprise, Sarah unfastened the snap link at her neck to release her hands and she immediately lifted them to cup her tingling nipples.

“There… Not so bad, was it. You can eat something after we’ve had our dinner,” and she took her place at the table. It was apparent that Ellie was to remain in that rather compromising pose for the duration of their meal, but with the plug still locked into her mouth, she had little option than to silently accept her plight. Odile re-joined her compatriots at the table and they resumed their meal watched by Ellie who was silently massaging her tingling nipples while she moved on the chastity bar behind her as slowly as she could so as not to attract attention.


Chapter 23    
A Proposition

Ellie was propped up on one elbow with a dish of stew in one hand and a spoon in the other. To say she felt hungry would have been an outrageous understatement and it was a while before she turned her attention back to Sarah who was sitting on the edge of the mattress watching her.

“Now you’ve had your fun with the paddle, I don’t know why you're bothering to feed me; I know you're only going to throw me off a cliff.”

“There you go again, the little drama queen. I’ll admit that you have caused us some sleepless nights, but I think I have a solution to our dilemma. It will, however, require your cooperation.”

“What do you mean? What are you going to do?”

“Better I show you. Wait there; I’ll only be a minute.”

Sarah said it as a joke, but Ellie watched her warily as she walked over to Antone's hut. Within the minute, she’d reappeared holding a sheet of paper that she handed to Ellie.

“I printed this off the internet weeks ago in one of the local cafes.”

There were three Arab figures depicted: two girls and a much younger boy. The two girls wore nothing but diaphanous silk trousers that were almost totally transparent, their ankles were hobbled, and their torsos were decorated by thin silver chains between collars, wrists, and waists that were identical to the ones Ellie wore.

They were standing either side of the smiling boy who was fully clothes and holding a leash in either hand.

“They're chained like me.”

“It’s where I got the idea. They're concubines of the local sheikh.”

The girls didn’t look unhappy despite the fact that that they were obviously prisoners of some sort and the leashes the boy was holding were attached to light chains linking their nipple rings. Their mouths weren’t gagged and their lips curled to show the merest hint of smiles that were reflected in the creases of their dark eyes. They had no chastity bars, of course, but clearly apparent through the thin material were silver chastity belts.

“You're going to sell me to an Arab sheikh…”

“Don’t be silly; we’d like to keep you for ourselves. You’ll love the house. It’s right on the beach and very secluded. You'll have to wear those chains, of course, but not the chastity bar. You wouldn’t need daily enemas or the catheter either and you’d have your own bed.”

“They’ve both got chastity belts.”

“I suppose that’s to stop them playing with each other or perhaps pressing themselves against a bed post. I’ll get you one like that, but I won’t make you wear the head cage and gag if you're a good girl.”

“And I’d have to be prepared to have sex with anyone?”

“Only in our little group and I doubt that Odile will be very interested, but yes… I would have thought that would be a plus point considering the way you’ve been behaving recently.”

“It’s because you’ve been spreading that evil gel on me; what did you expect?”

“Precisely, and that’s the reason Antone has agreed to it. He believes that’s your new persona and if I were you, I wouldn’t do anything to disabuse him. Just think: you can suck your boyfriend to your heart’s content so long as you don’t mind doing the same to Nazaire, Henri, and Antone. Oh, and us girls would like a go too…”

Ellie was silent for a long time. The thought of becoming a sex toy for the company was not something she’d ever seriously considered, but she was surprised that the idea wasn’t making her apoplectic. With the exception of Jean, she’d done her best to avoid any sexual contact, but the weeks of being chained naked with the chastity bar locked inside her, the bar that she herself chose to wear, had taken their toll by exploiting the erotic side of her psyche until very little of the original Ellie remained. The thought wasn’t anywhere near as abhorrent to her as it would have been all those weeks ago and it had one big, overriding advantage: the cliff throwing wouldn’t be happening.

“I know you'll still be chained up and stuff, but we’d like to integrate you more into the group, into the family, and we can't do that if you're not basically a happy person.”

“They’ve got nipple rings…” said Ellie.

✽ ✽ ✽

Antone had ridden down the mountain early the next morning to fetch Bernard and now Bernard was kneeling on the edge of Ellie's mattress and looking serious.

“Is this something you really want?” he asked.

Ellie looked beyond him at Antone. “Yes,” she muttered and nodded her head.

“You realise that once the rings are fitted, they will bond with your flesh and you will never be able to remove them without a surgical operation.”

Ellie nodded again.

“Very well, I shall be back the day after tomorrow to fit them. Good day, mademoiselle.”

Bernard left with Antone leaving Sarah with Ellie. “That was good. He says it’s much better than the usual nipple piercings because the wounds are sealed and will heal within a few days so there’ll be no chance of an infection. Also, Bernard will use a local anaesthetic so it will be totally painless.”

Ellie remained silent; she wasn’t at all sure she wanted nipple piercings.

“Okay… This is how it’s going to be. Antone says we should be able to move within a week to ten days, so until then, things are going to carry on pretty much as they are. You can move into a proper bedroom and start your new role as soon as we move, but until then, it'll be chastity bar and plugs. He says he doesn’t want you becoming confused as to what your obligations are and neither does he want the others distracted when there’s so much work to be done. So, we’ll go over to the latrines for a shower and a clean, and then you can start lunch.”

It happened just as Sarah said right up to the moment when Ellie was about to go to the kitchen to have her tether chain locked to the roof stanchion and begin lunch. It was then that Sarah broke the news that she had another gift for her.

“You mustn’t think of this as a punishment; it’s just a precaution so we know where you are and you can't really blame us after sneaking up on our conversation the other day.” And with that, Sarah delved into her shoulder bag to produce a small but heavy brass bell that she linked to the ring at the end of the chastity bar with a small padlock. Ellie squealed and shook her head, but there was very little she could do: she couldn’t reach below her waist and Sarah had already refitted the oral plug to her head cage. She took a pace and a clear chime rang out between her legs, but more than that, the weight of the bell had changed the dynamics of the bar and now it rocked more awkwardly with each pace.

She turned to Sarah with what she hoped was a look of withering indignation, but Sarah was too busy giggling to notice.

The same reception awaited her in the kitchen where Suzanne, for one, could barely contain her amusement. Ellie entered following Sarah and her tethering chain with the tolling of the bell between her knees announcing her imminent arrival even before she’d appeared in the doorway. Even Marion, normally so sympathetic to Ellie's hardships, couldn’t resist a smile.

“Oh Ellie. Odile told us what had happened and now I see that for you, your days of espionage on the mountain are over.”

“She was being sneaky,” said Antone. “Now, at least, we’ll know where she is. But I have an announcement to make…”

Antone launched into a long discourse in French and Ellie knew by the surprised looks the group were giving her that he was talking about her, telling them of her future role. He then switched to English.

“I have explained why we cannot allow you to return to Britain and that, instead, you have voluntarily opted to serve us in our new property as a hand maiden. In that role, you will continue with many of the chores you currently manage, but will also extend those services to include the provision of succour and companionship to members of our little team. I have also said that, although some restraints will be inevitable, they will be eased so you can, for instance, converse normally, sit at the dining table to eat your meals with us, and use the bathroom facilities like a normal person. You will also have the use of a proper bed once more. That is what you have agreed with Sarah, isn’t it?”

Ellie looked at the faces staring at her, all trying to gauge her reaction, and she nodded.

“Good. In that case, I think we can remove your oral plug and release your manacle lock so that you can enjoy a coffee and begin to prepare our lunch,” and he nodded to Sarah.

✽ ✽ ✽

Ellie moved slowly about the kitchen trying her best not to disturb the brass bell between her legs. All but Jean had left to attend to their own chores or, like Sarah, just laze in the sunshine. Ellie moved to the corner where provisions were staked upon shelves and selected some vegetables, but when she turned, Jean was blocking her path.

“Tell me this is really what you want, mademoiselle,” he muttered.

“Oh Jean, it’s… it’s necessary. Yes, it’s what I want…”

“You want to make love to me?”

“I do.”

“But you will also make love to Antone, Nazaire, and Henri.” After a moment’s hesitation, she nodded. “And to the women…”

“I suppose it was inevitable really. From the moment Antone told me I couldn’t go back to the hotel on that first night, I knew it would end like this.”

“Prove to me that this is what you want; kiss me now.”

Ellie dropped the bag of carrots back on a shelf and moved closer to Jean, straining her neck to reach up to his lips and placed her shackled hands on his chest.

“It’s what I want,” she whispered and opened her mouth against his. He pulled her closer still, crushing her naked breasts against his body and enfolding her in his arms. She closed her eyes and melted against him, but was shaken out of her revelry by the tolling of the bell between her legs as her hips sought to pulse against his crotch.

“Oh!” she cried and pushed him away. “I'm sorry. I didn’t mean to do that,” but Jean just smiled.

“You seem to have acquired some sort of mechanical chaperone,” he said with laughter in his voice, but then he turned serious. “I remain unconvinced that your new attitude is entirely voluntary, but, at risk of sounding selfish and hypocritical, I have to admit to looking forward to our new relationship.”

Ellie smiled and picked up the carrots again. “So am I,” she whispered.

✽ ✽ ✽

Two days later, Ellie was in the kitchen preparing mid-morning coffees when Bernard appeared on a mule carrying a large sheet of plywood on his back. He slid from the animal and unburdened himself, leaning the plywood against the side of the hut.

“Good morning, mademoiselle. Are you well?”

She returned the greeting.

“You remember why I’m here?” he asked.

She knew only too well: it was to install her nipple rings and it made her feel very apprehensive, but she gave him a smile and nodded.

“Good,” he said. “Be so kind as to stand up straight.”

She complied and he produced a tape measure and measured the height from the floor to her teats.

“It’s important that you're absolutely still while I install the pins…” and he turned and left the kitchen. The next thing she knew, he was outside the doorway hammering nails through the plywood to fix it between the door jamb and a vertical post supporting the veranda roof at the top of the steps. No explanation was given, but when she peeped out of the door, she saw that the plywood had two breast-sized holes cut in it.

The company assembled at the al fresco dining table for their coffees and everyone, without exception, had stared at the plywood board, but had said nothing. Ellie stood beside the table slowly sipping her own drink, trying to make it last forever, but all good things must come to an end. Nobody had moved, but had all waited patiently for Ellie to place her empty mug with the others.

“About time,” muttered Sarah and tugged at the manacle chain at Ellie's waist to clip it to her collar and pull her wrists against her hips.

“Please be so kind as to duck under the board and stand against it,” said Bernard quietly and he followed in her wake, ducking under the board himself to stand behind her. There was a leather strap attached to the back of the board, the same strap that Bernard had used to carry the board on his shoulders, and he now buckled its two sections together behind Ellie's back to press her against the plywood. Her breasts were forced through the holes and now, although she could still rock her shoulders and hips, her breasts remained perfectly still.

Sarah was standing in the doorway to oversee events and the two former friends were now gazing at each other, Sarah wearing Antone’s latest purchase, an ankle length light summer dress and ankle boots, and sipping a glass of red wine, and Ellie peering over the top of the wooden board that covered her from neck to waist with her breasts bulging through the apertures like blancmanges on a table. Sarah lazily reached out a hand to test Ellie’s new restraint by flicking a nipple and making her squeal.

“Ow. Don’t do that; it hurts.”

Other than the jiggle initiated by Sarah, Ellie's tits were motionless despite her wriggling proving that the fixture was a success. “Don’t do that, ma-am,” whispered Sarah, but Ellie just glowered.

Bernard ducked back under the board to retrieve a saddlebag from the mule and from the bag extracted an aerosol can to spray Ellie’s projecting nipples.

“Antiseptic and anaesthetic,” said Sarah. “He’s only thinking of you, you know.”

There was ten-minute wait then before Bernard sprayed her again and fetched a metal clamp consisting of two round pads with a 3 mm slot half way through them. He positioned it carefully over her left nipple and squeezed to crush the nipple between the jaws. The clamp was a guide and would ensure that the needle went in exactly the right position. Ellie’s gaze was transfixed, but she felt nothing.

Next, he retrieved a narrow wooden box from his tool bag. Inside, cushioned by cotton wool, was all he needed to equip Ellie with her nipple rings: an extremely sharp needle about 5 cm long that expanded to 3 mm at its blunt end, two 3 mm diameter metal spindles pointed at both ends and about 15 mm long, and two small, highly polished miniature shackles. In addition, there was a small plastic bottle with a long, thin spout containing an unidentified liquid. Ellie was stunned; these were nothing like the little gold rings that her friend Myra had.

“I thought they'd be small gold rings.”

Bernard saw the direction of her gaze. “They're made of pure titanium. Very light; about half the weight of steel so don’t be too worried about their size.”

“But they're so thick.”

“They’ll make your nipples look even bigger,” said Sarah.

“You know we can't just fit ordinary rings to you,” said Bernard. “They would take months to heal and I don’t think Antone is that patient, so these will be glued in place, the flesh will bond with the titanium, and the wounds will heal within a couple of days.” He picked up the small bottle of adhesive. “Do you know the history of cyanoacrylate? People call it super glue. It sticks to most things including flesh and is activated by a little moisture. Soldiers used it in Vietnam to seal battle wounds and today it’s sometimes used in hospitals instead of sutures.”

Bernard pulled on a pair of latex gloves, picked up the needle and sprayed it with the same spray, and positioned it carefully in the clamp. Then he gently pushed. Ellie didn’t scream, just stared as if hypnotised as the needle passed clean through her nipple and drips of blood started to ooze from both sides of the wound. Carefully, he picked up one of the small spindles, coated it with the super glue, and pressed it slowly through the wound until it poked out the other side. After releasing the clamp, he made sure the spindle projected the same both sides before he repeated the whole procedure on her other teat and wiped away any residual trickles of blood.

“And that, ma chère, is that. See… No more blood and the wounds are perfectly sealed. I’ll just leave the adhesive to fully cure for an hour and then attach the shackles.”

Over the next hour, each member of the group took the opportunity to examine Ellie’s new nipple augmentation; some, like Nazaire and Odile, giving her only a cursory glance whilst others like Suzanne and Henri spent some time at their inspections and Bernard had to warn them against pulling at the pins before the adhesive had fully set. For the first half hour, Ellie could feel very little, but the anaesthetic soon began to wear off and when it became apparent that Ellie could feel the prods and squeezes, Sarah thought she’d help restore full sensitivity using the stimulant gel. Ellie, meanwhile, stood against the board and silently endured their ministrations for the following thirty minutes, biting her lip as palms crushed tits against the unforgiving boards and more than one hand dropped surreptitiously below the board to explore the property that would soon be theirs.

At the end of the hour, Bernard unbuckled the strap and Ellie thankfully pulled her breasts from the confining apertures.

“This will only take a minute,” he said, picked up one of the tiny shackles, and threaded the end of a thin silver chain onto its ‘U’ shape. It wasn’t a surprise to Ellie; the Arab girls had similar chains linking their nipples. Then he added a small silver bell.

“Sarah, no… Those concubines didn’t have bells.”

“They weren’t creeping about and, anyway, I didn’t think you’d mind.”

“I do. I don’t want the bells.”

“I ordered the bells,” said Antone, “And they're non-negotiable. If you're going to be the concubine for our community, you ought to look the part.”

“But Antone, you already keep me naked and in chains…”

“The ornamentation pleases me and now it will be even more difficult for you to move about silently.”

It was a stand-off with Bernard in the centre looking from Antone to Ellie and back again, but in the end Antone nodded and Ellie capitulated. Bernard threaded the ring attached to the top of the bell onto the shackle and fitted the shackle into the jaws of what looked like an over-sized pair of pinchers, but when he squeezed the handles together, instead of crushing the shackle, the tool prised its two little arms apart by a couple of millimetres.

Ellie closed her eyes and when she opened them again, the shackle had been fitted over the points of a nipple pin and the thin chain now hung down towards her waist. The fight was over and she watched without comments as Bernard assembled the other shackle, spread it with the tool, and released it over the points of the second pin.

“That’s lovely,” cooed Sarah and hooked a finger under the connecting chain to give it a little tug and ring both bells.

“Don’t pull her for at least another 48 hours or else you may disrupt the adhesive seal around the pins and cause an infection,” said Bernard and Sarah allowed the chain to drop. He didn’t look particularly pleased with his afternoon’s work and Ellie wondered whether he specialized in such jobs. He gave her teats a final spray of antiseptic and packed up his tools.

“In that case, she shouldn’t have her hands released before then,” suggested Sarah.

“That’s true,” said Antone. “She’ll have to be fed and watered by someone else until then, but there’s no need to confine her to her bed.”


Chapter 24    
Walks in the Woods

It wasn’t much of a concession as Ellie spent the next two days wandering between the outside dining area and the kitchen with her hands locked down to stop her touching her new titty ornaments. It was difficult walking without disturbing the small bells hanging from her teats, but impossible to avoid ringing the heavy brass bell locked to the end of her chastity bar.

“Should I release her hands so she can prepare lunch?” asked Sarah on the third day.

“No, not yet, but unfasten her ankle tether; I wish to show her the grandeur of this mountain,” replied Antone.

“What?” exclaimed Sarah. “Where are you taking her?”

“For a walk,” said Antone and then he began to get cross when Sarah wouldn’t stop quizzing him. “It’s no business of yours what Ellie and I decide to do.”

Ellie was just standing silently watching the exchange whilst trying to pretend she wasn’t there. Antone had told her that her life as a communal concubine wouldn’t start until they had moved into the new house, but it now looked to her like it was all about to come to a head, probably in more ways than one, and Sarah wasn’t happy about it. Reluctantly, she unlocked Ellie's ankle tether and Antone clipped what looked suspiciously like a dog lead onto Ellie's nipple chain.

“Come, ma chère. I wish to show you something,” and he gave the leash a tug to start her stumbling in his wake. They were heading into the trees and when Ellie looked over her shoulder, Sarah was glaring at their backs with her legs astride and her hands on her hips like an agitated fishwife.

Ellie was having trouble keeping up with Antone and cried out when the combination of rough ground, her unsuitable shoes, and her hobble almost tripped her up. Antone apologised and eased the tension on the leash. Sarah watched them until they were swallowed up by the thick vegetation, but Ellie’s brass bell could still be heard for some minutes after that.

It was an hour before they returned. Antone passed the leash to Sarah without comment and Ellie was led back into the kitchen to be reattached to the chain tether.

“Well, did you do it for him?”

“A girl never tells,” replied Ellie with a smirk. “You'll have to ask Antone, ma-am.”

“You never learn, do you? Never learn not to mess with me.”

“There’s not much more you can do to me. You’ve even managed to turn me into a whore.”

Sarah just shrugged and unlocked her collar chain. “They’ll be wanting their lunch…” she said and sauntered from the hut. She wasn’t sure what had happened in the woods, but she knew what hadn’t occurred: Ellie was still harbouring the chastity bar and Sarah was the only one with a key. The same could be said about the manacle chain that kept her hands on her hips: the chain had been locked to her collar so she couldn’t have done a lot with her hands. Of course, when they move to the new house, Ellie's role will be quite different and such meetings will be unavoidable, encouraged even, but there it will be different; there it will all occur under Sarah's control and direction. Antone can still have his cock sucked, but he’ll have to ask first. He should have asked this time.

Lunch was a short affair with Antone preoccupied and hurrying away down the mountain shortly afterwards. Ellie was left in the kitchen to clear up and there she was joined by Jean.

“Are you well?” he asked. He meant, of course, was she feeling alright after Antone had taken her into the woods.

She hesitated a few moments and then nodded. “He didn’t do anything, you know. He only wanted to talk to me. He wanted to know if I really wanted the role of communal concubine.”

Jean nodded. “And what did you tell him.”

Again the hesitation, this time a little longer. “I told him I did.”

“You never cease to surprise me, mademoiselle.”

“It’s better than the alternatives. He was never going to release me in case I told the authorities where you all were and he has offered me inducements: he said I will have my own bed and that I won’t have to wear this chastity bar anymore so I could eat meals with you all again.” She gave an ironic giggle. “Anyway, look at the lovely decoration that he’s given me,” and she rocked her chest so that the little silver bells tinkled.

Jean didn’t question the fact that return to the UK was never an option. Was she the only one who thought it would happen?

“Ellie, as I've told you before, you have friends so do not despair.”

“I know,” she murmured and repaid him with a wry smile.

It was quite late when Antone returned. The others were gathered around the dining table in the evening light, but they'd finished their meal. He beckoned Ellie over to join them and made an announcement:

“My friends, soon you will all have feather beds and will be able to sip your wine while lazing on the beach watching the surf. We move in two days’ time.”

It was only Ellie who didn’t cheer and that wasn’t because she was unhappy, just irresolute. She was happy for the others and the benefits it would bring her were not inconsiderably, but there were other things, intimate, corporeal and lascivious things, and she wasn’t sure she could cope with them.

She lay on her mattress that evening with a myriad of different thoughts all vying for her attention. Sarah had kindly loosened the chain to her wrists and she clutched the blanket at her throat with one hand while the other toyed with one of the bells to her teats, subconsciously tugging it gently while her mind pictured her new bed partners: Jean, kind and considerate; Antone, vigorous and masterly; and Nazaire… God, there will be Nazaire, and she suddenly realised that the chastity bar was making clicking noises against its anchor as her hips pumped.

✽ ✽ ✽

The next morning, Sarah roused her, washed and cleaned her, and reinstalled the bar complete with tolling brass bell, but before they went to the kitchen for Ellie’s late breakfast, Sarah refitted the head cage.

“Why?” asked Ellie as Sarah picked up the oral plug.

“A few reasons, sweetie. Firstly, you need to learn not to annoy me. When I ask you a simple question like ‘What happened?’ you should just tell me. For that failure, you get to wear this. Secondly, it should be me that controls all access to you. I didn’t like it that Antone could just go off like that and use you, and this will effectively stop a repetition. And thirdly, I don’t want you gabbing off to people before we’re in the house and you're fully committed to your future.”

“Sarah, I promise not to say anything and yesterday nothing…”

“It’s too late now. Open wide…”

In the kitchen, Antone was the first person they met and he asked why Ellie was again wearing the head cage.

“She annoyed me; she kept on being cheeky and I didn’t want to flog her again, so I thought this was an apt compromise. I’ve told her she’s to wear it until we’re at the new house.”

Antone shrugged. “I see… I can understand you not wanting to beat her anymore, but she does have to learn these things. Coffee, Ellie, if you would be so kind.”

Ellie sighed inwardly at Sarah's brazen lies as Sarah turned to her with a smirk and unfastened the padlock at her neck. The chains rattled through the metal belt loops and Ellie was gifted with enough mobility to conduct her kitchen chores. Antone left shortly after his coffee and Sarah allowed her to eat breakfast once they were alone. She removed the plug again at lunch time when the others were seated around the outside table, but at other times Ellie was left incommunicado. It was after lunch and once the kitchen was clear that Sarah surprised everyone by announcing that she was going to take Ellie for a walk.

“I thought it was such a good idea of Antone’s yesterday to give her some exercise and break the tedium; afternoons aren’t good for her with so little to do,” and after a little organising, Ellie was ready with wrists locked, mouth plugged, and Antone's dog leash clipped to her nipple chain.

“Come on then, step it out,” and she jerked the leash hard enough to twitch both tits and ring their attached bells. Ellie jumped and stumbled forward, and the bigger bell tolled, its tone bright and sonorous. Sarah picked up a shoulder bag and they were away, Sarah stepping out in new leather walking shoes and Ellie stumbling behind and looking a little taller in the only footwear she possessed: her erstwhile favourite ankle boots with the unsuitable heels. The company watched them as they traversed the rough ground and were lost in the web of tangled tree trunks, their progress visually hypnotic with Ellie's bare bottom swinging from side to side as she struggled to keep up with ankles hobbled and elbows splayed for balance, and each step punctuated by the tolling of the brass bell.

They walked about half a kilometre along a network of animal tracks before Sarah stopped under a particularly large Mediterranean pine with low spreading branches.

“Are you thirsty?” she asked and before Ellie could answer, pulled a water bottle out of her bag and fitted it to the oral plug in Ellie's mouth, but rather than wait for Ellie to suck the water through the tube, Sarah turned the bottle upside down and held it until it had fully drained with Ellie swallowing as fast as she could. Next, she announced, “I think we’ll have a little rest here in the shade,” and tossed the end of the leash oved a low branch. Ellie squealed, but it did no good as Sarah pulled the leash tight and knotted it below the branch to leave her captive friend’s breasts tensioned by the leash, their linking chain pulling her nipples closer together and pointing them at the sky.

Sarah stretched, sighed, and settled down against the tree trunk to read a book. It didn’t take long for the soporific warmth of the afternoon to have its effect and Ellie watched horrified as Sarah's eyelids flickered closed. To say that Ellie was uncomfortable was not doing Sarah's scheming justice. This was payback for the supposed entertainment of Antone the day before and brought home to Ellie just how fragile Sarah's ego was and how easily it could be damaged by jealousy. Ellie did the one thing she was still capable of: she began rocking her hips to toll the brass bell.

“God, you're a pest,” muttered Sarah as she dragged herself to her feet. “You just don’t know when to give up.”

Instead of removing the bell, Sarah muffled it by stuffing a cotton handkerchief inside the bell-mouth to stifle the clapper and then, as an afterthought, added, “As you seem to enjoy the rocking of that bar, I maybe in a position to help; in two ways actually: firstly, I can concentrate your mind,” and she tied a second handkerchief over Ellie’s eyes as a blindfold. Ellie squealed when her world suddenly collapsed to consist solely of the constant pull on her nipples and the bar moving in her sex, but then Sarah offered her second method of assistance and Ellie felt the touch of Sarah’s fingers. Ten-minute’s later, Sarah was back dozing under the tree while Ellie was standing in her black world and rocking herself in earnest, vainly hoping that if she could just achieve that one elusive orgasm, it might quell the all-consuming itch that had developed around the chastity bar resulting from Sarah’s stimulant gel.

Eventually, of course, Sarah’s ego was mollified and it was time to return to the camp, but not before Ellie felt distinctly uncomfortable with a full bladder. The first Ellie knew was when she heard Sarah stirring and then felt a pull on her catheter.

“Bit full, are we?” but the question was not followed by the opening of the valve. The walk back to the camp was slow and taxing with the blindfold still in place, another of Sarah’s little games as she insisted on steering using just the leash to Ellie’s nipple chain. A hundred metres short of the camp, Sarah stopped and Ellie felt the familiar tugging of the catheter tube before, with a welcome relief, she suddenly sensed herself draining. It was always a strange feeling: such an intimate bodily function that was beyond her control and it just brought to mind the over-stuffed feeling of the anal plug locked in her arse.

Ellie had her sight restored and the two of them entered the camp, Sarah with a wave and a smile and Ellie with a frown partly concealed by her head cage and oral plug.

“That was fun, wasn’t it?” asked Sarah unlocking the steel plate covering Ellie’s mouth once her tether chain had been reattached. It was a blatant challenge and Antone, returned from his travels, was watching her response. Tomorrow, they would all be at the new house and Ellie didn’t much feel like jeopardising the revised living conditions she’d been promised so she nodded and told Antone how much she’d enjoyed the exercise, and then followed the charade with an award-winning smile for Sarah. Sarah, in turn, allowed her to get on with preparing the evening meal and even rewarded her with a glass of wine.

“Well, sweetie. Last night on the mountain,” cooed Sarah as she peered down at Ellie laid out on her mattress. As bedtimes went, she was fairly lightly restrained with her chastity bar and hobble still locked to their respective stakes, but her collar chain was loose and she was not wearing the head cage. “You're going to look back in years to come and miss this place.”

“What… Remembering the time when I wasn’t actually a whore?”

Sarah giggled. “You mean our concubine? You won't be a whore cos we won’t be paying you,” but Ellie didn’t see the joke. “Anyway, I brought you more wine to celebrate,” and she held out one of the glasses she was holding.

“You might have given me that before you locked me down,” and she struggled up on one elbow and held out her other hand as the bells hanging from her teats flopped to the side with a soft tinkling sound.

“Those are very pretty. Do you like them? What do they feel like?”

“Are you being serious? They make me feel like a Christmas tree.”

“I think they're great. They cause your tits to jiggle each time you move and then make that tinkly sound to let people know where you are. They're the perfect decoration for a concubine; in fact, I think you’d look even better with a little more embellishment: little bell-earrings of course, and a couple more little bells here where you can't fiddle with them,” and she leaned forward to touch Ellie between her legs.

Even though her clitoris was physically exposed by the cables, it always came as a shock when it was actually touched and she squealed and lunged on the chastity bar. While she was still speechless with surprise, Sarah carefully took the empty wine glass from her hand and then made her jump again by flicking a titty bell.

“I thought we should make this last night memorable.”

“No, please, Sarah, don’t…”

“Don’t what? Don’t do this…”

Ellie squealed and jumped again, but Sarah was persistent and Ellie’s pleading tone gradually changed, first to one of soft acceptance and then to hopeful encouragement. There was nothing she could do that could directly influence Sarah and initially she was reduced to the role of far-from-passive bystander while leaning back on both elbows to watch Sarah fingering her. It didn’t take long before her soft gasps were adding a soundtrack to accompany Sarah’s index finger moving from side to side across her slippery clitoral hood and, at the same time, she could nudge herself on the chastity bar enough to produce a few centimetres of reciprocating motion. Another minute and Ellie was twitching enough to cause the bells to jump randomly on her chest and within two, was calling out frantically to Sarah that she’d had enough, but Sarah didn’t stop…

By the fourth minute, Sarah was sitting cross-legged and quietly watching as Ellie lay staring up at the old roof as if paralysed, her only sign of life being the spasms that were still wracking her body every five seconds to disturb her titty bells and elicit a soulful groan as she settled back on the chastity bar. Behind Sarah stood Antone, attracted by the noise that had so recently abated.

“Your pet is very vocal this evening. We may need to retain her oral plug for such occasions or else she may wake the whole house.”

“I've been rewarding her for good behaviour. Is everything ready at the house now?”

“The beds all arrived today and Ellie’s, er, bed is also ready in our room.” He looked down at Ellie who had closed her eyes, but was still giving the occasional twitch. “Leave her now and come and join the party. We have much wine to finish before we move out tomorrow.”

Antone left and Sarah muttered, “Sleep well,” before unfolding her legs, but stopped when Ellie’s eyes flickered open and pierced her with an intent stare.

“I thought I'd be getting my own bed in my own bedroom, but now I'm to sleep in your room.”

“Why do you need your own room? You'll be sleeping in other people’s beds most nights.”

“He called me your pet… Is that what I get? A pet cage in the corner of your bedroom?”

Sarah grinned. “Sometimes you're a lot smarter than I give you credit for. You’ll love it… It’ll be warm and dry and there will be a soft mattress. And don’t forget, this is the last night you'll be plugged or have this,” and she gave the catheter tube a gentle tug.

“Sarah…” came Antone’s call from the direction of the fire pit.

“I've got to go. Be a good girl and go to sleep. You’ve got a big day tomorrow.”


Chapter 25    
Coffee and Cake

Big day or not, it was almost noon before Sarah appeared to release Ellie from her bed and prepare her for her day. Antone, Nazaire, Henri and Suzanne were all absent, but Bernard was sitting in the kitchen drinking coffee when the two girls entered.

“Good morning, mademoiselle,” said Bernard to Ellie and gave her a slight nod of his head, a strangely formal greeting to one so exposed and inconvenienced, but she returned the greeting and moved to the counter-top to make herself some toast for breakfast.

Sarah said, “The others have all gone to the new house. In fact, we've all been very busy while you’ve been sleeping. I've already been down the mountain to Bernard’s once this morning and will be going again soon with another load.”

“When do I go?”

“Not until this evening. Antone will come back and pick us up last. I've promised Antone that you can have a last little walk before we leave, but as I’m busy, Marion will take you as soon as you’ve eaten while I help Bernard and Jean down with the next load.”

It was obvious by her body language that Sarah hadn't wanted to leave Ellie with Marion and would have preferred to leave her locked to her bed in the barn, but Antone had apparently been insistent. It would be a pity for her plans to fail so late in the day, but there were, at least, some measures she could take to lessen that possibility. Twenty minutes later, Sarah and Ellie approached Marion.

“She’s been fed and toileted so you don’t have to worry about that and I’ll be back in about three hours. Remember, she’s not got her chain tether connected so you mustn’t leave her unattended. Reconnect her on your return before anything else.”

Marion nodded and took the leash from Sarah. She was smaller than Ellie, much smaller with Ellie wearing her heeled ankle boots, and three years younger than Ellie’s twenty-two years.

“Is that understood?” asked Sarah in an unnecessarily aggressive tone.

“Oui, mademoiselle,” and her fingers tightened around the leash attached to Ellie’s nipple chain. Ellie, herself, gave a soft sigh, about the extent of her communicative abilities with the oral plug locked in her mouth and her manacle chain locked tightly to her collar. They watched Sarah join Bernard and Jean to lead the loaded mules away down the track and then Marion turned towards Ellie.

“Ca va bien?” asked Marion and Ellie slowly nodded. She did feel much better now Sarah was leaving. “Come on, let’s walk.” She took a couple of paces and then turned back to see Ellie slowly stepping after her with the heavy brass bell tolling between her thighs. “Bon,” and she gave Ellie an encouraging smile. “I’ll show you the view from the edge. It’s so beautiful,” and Marion moved on again, picking her way through the rocky terrain and trying not to pull. Ellie followed, silently groaning each time the leash tightened and jerked her teats. Marion was conscious of Ellie’s hobble chain and her inappropriate footwear, but even so, it wasn’t easy for Ellie to keep pace with Marion’s lithe little body skipping over the rocks in her jeans and Adidas trainers. They walked into the trees following an animal trail that weaved between the coarse bushes and here, at least, there were fewer rocks to trip over.

After fifteen minutes at a moderate pace, they arrived at the edge above a steep slope devoid of all vegetation. On the valley floor, far below, the thin white line showed the route of another track weaving between rocky outcrops and thickets of trees with sunlight sparkling from the surface of standing water. The opposite hillside rose above the valley, grandiose and foreboding with grey patches of dry shrubs patterning its sand-coloured surface and above that, the bright blue sky with cotton wool clouds moving lazily over the peaks.

Marion grinned at Ellie, pleased with the climax of her walk and Ellie stared at the vista feeling nothing but the pressure of the rubber penis pressing on her tongue, the weight of the metalwork dragging at her tits, the fat plug stretching her arse, and the incessant rocking of the chastity bar.

“Are you sure you're alright?” asked Marion with a concerned expression and Ellie slowly shook her head. “Come on. Let’s go back to the camp and you can lie in the sunshine.”

✽ ✽ ✽

As it happens, lying in the sunshine was not an option because there was the midday meal to prepare for those still left on the mountain. Ellie was trying hard to be upbeat and, once free of the oral plug upon Sarah’s return, made a point of smiling at Odile and Marion, although she was sure that the smiles didn’t deceive Odile who appeared to see straight through the pretence. Even so, it was so important at this late stage that Antone was given no reason to doubt her commitment to her revised lifestyle; the alternative wouldn’t bear thinking about. The news that her new nocturnal accommodation will be a pet cage in the corner of Sarah’s bedroom was a major blow, but one that must be weathered at least in the short term.

The first part of the afternoon passed without incident as Ellie watched Bernard and the remnants of the Corsican Democratic Freedom Front pack up the last of their belongings into manageable heaps and tie them precariously to the backs of long-suffering mules. At one point, she found Odile struggling with an unwieldy bag of clothes and helped her deposit it in the corner of the kitchen whereupon Odile just sat on top of it grinning at Ellie. Slowly, as they stared at each other, her grin faded and she spoke.

“Es-tu heureux?” Ellie gazed at her with no understanding whatsoever. Odile tried again, this time substituting an alternative French word: “Es-tu content?” and Ellie’s eyes blazed with comprehension. She tried to smile the same false smile as before, but her mouth began to tremble and tears appeared. Odile stood and wrapped an arm around her shoulders to pull her head into the crook of her neck and there they remained for the next ten minutes with Ellie quietly sobbing until they heard the approaching voices of Marion and Sarah moments before they came bustling through the door. Ellie quickly turned away and wiped her eyes while Sarah sought out the last bottle of lemonade.

Two hours later, the mules had been loaded and Bernard and the three women were ready to lead them down towards civilisation. The plan was for Antone, who was waiting down at Annette’s café, to drive the women to the new house with another load of baggage and return with Sarah. Then together they would climb the mountain for the final time to collect the last of the luggage, Jean and Ellie, and all would sleep in the new house that evening.

“I've packed up Ellie ready for the trip,” said Sarah to Jean as they were leaving.

“Packed her up?” queried Jean with a confused voice.

“Of course. We couldn’t risk her causing a fuss when we drive through the town. She’ll travel down the path on a mule and then we can put her in the back of the jeep under a blanket. You don’t need to do anything with her; I've already watered and toileted her.”

Jean watched them leave and then hurried over to the barn to see what fate had befallen Ellie. Odile had told him that she was upset and he wanted to talk to her, but what he found upon entering the barn soon convinced him that discussions would have to wait. She was curled up on her front on the mattress with her forearms together beneath her chest and her legs folded either side of her waist like a frog. Her ankles had been strapped to her thighs and straps encircled her torso to hold her arms in place and prevent her from unfolding. She was still harbouring the chastity bar that now protruded behind her and had been relocked to the stake to immobilise her, although her minimal scope for movement now made it almost superfluous.

The final touch that proved Sarah’s sadistic genius was as cruel as it was effective was a thick leather hood that completely enclosed her head and neck. It closed up the back of her head and was sealed with a small padlock behind her neck.

“Mademoiselle…” muttered Jean, but there was no response from Ellie. He touched her back and felt her jump, but her bindings were so tight the movement was barely perceptible. He put his head nearer to hers and called her name, and this time she swivelled her head a few degrees, but the movement was very limited and it was obvious she’d had trouble hearing him.

“Ellie… Ellie, can you hear me?”

Again, there was no response and he moved back to assess her in more detail. It was unnecessary to restrict her so and he’d have liked to relieve her bonds, but the buckles around her legs and back were all secured with locks and short of cutting through the leather, there was little he could do. The orientation of her body with respect to the chastity bar obliged her to stay as flat as possible and her ankles were spread wide to keep her hips low. He watched as her feet moved like the flippers of a fish and he suddenly realised that he still had his hand on her bare back. Was she trying to communicate or just to move herself on the bar? She must know it was him beside her and no-one else, but whether that gave her solace he couldn’t say.

As he knelt beside her, his attention was inevitably attracted to the twin cables from her waistband that were drawn tight between her cheeks and he peered around her hip. What he saw was a totally new perspective on her security plugs. The cables both passed through the base of the anal plug and he could see in exquisite detail how that plug was stretching her sphincter muscle and how she was gripping it with a tenacity she was incapable of relaxing.

But it was the chastity bar locked into her vaginal tunnel that Jean was finding so mesmerising. The cables crossed her perineum to pass through the hole in the bar and, as Jean watched, Ellie moved. The bar clicked against the padlock holding it to the stake and the cables suddenly tightened as she pulled and its corrugated profile slipped from her by a couple of centimetres. Her skin was folded snuggly about its girth and showed white as she pulled only for the pale folds to disappear within her as she sunk back and the ridges slid back inside her. A band of thick, white emulsified secretions had collected around the bar where the cables prevented it penetrating deeper and the shaft exposed when she pulled glistened in the oblique light with an oil-like film.

Her labial lips were spread around the sides of the bar, plump and dark with engorged blood, and below the bar, where the cables prevented her labia from closing and exposed more delicate pale skin, the silicone catheter tube snaked from her urethra and her clitoris peeped like a shy mouse from beneath its protective hood.

“Oh, mademoiselle,” whispered Jean with a sigh.

✽ ✽ ✽

Down by the coast and on the other side of town, Antone, Sarah, Marion, and Odile had arrived at the new house in Bernard’s jeep. The men unloaded the vehicle while the women sorted the boxes into their respective rooms.

“Let’s go to town,” said Sarah. Antone indicated the work that had to be done, but Sarah just said that it was all being done and, anyway, they'd been busier than anyone and deserved a break. As usual, Antone capitulated and they drove the jeep back into the small township and parked at the end of the main street. Sarah pulled on a wide brimmed sun hat that matched her floaty little sundress and sandals and Antone donned a white fedora. They both wore sunglasses and Sarah felt like she was Bonnie Carter to Antone’s Clyde as she skipped down the path on his arm.

They passed boulangeries, tabacs, charcuteries, and pâtisseries. Then they found the boutique and Sarah spent a while sorting through the rails of clothes. They left with Sarah holding a carrier bag containing new lingerie and moved slowly on past the banque and pharmacie to stop outside the café.

“Coffee?” asked Sarah and Antone nodded. Inside, the café was dark and informal with old hardwood chairs and tables, an attractive display of tempting pastries and a large stainless steel coffee machine behind the counter. There were also a few computer terminals on table tops for customer use. It was the same internet café they’d used before.

They settled at a table and removed their ‘disguises’, the hats and sunglasses would attract more attention on than off, and Sarah set about a complex fruit pastry with feverish enthusiasm. Antone drank his coffee and then watched Sarah trying to eat without getting cream on her nose.

“I am just going to the hardware shop while you finish your cream luncheon.” Sarah grinned and nodded agreement and then wiped her lip with a fingertip. She looked about the café. She was its only customer and idly touched a key on the computer keyboard in front of her. The monitor burst into life and she opened explorer.

She looked about the café again to make sure she wasn’t being overlooked. The girl behind the counter was intent on cleaning the surfaces and couldn’t see the screen anyway. She opened Ebay and searched for ‘Bondage Gear, female’. Some interesting items appeared that she was sure Ellie would appreciate. Then she searched for ‘Body Piercing, labial rings’ and a collection of silver jewellery appeared on the screen, some just plain rings and others with intricate dangly bits. When she searched for ‘Septum Rings’, she was disappointed; all of them were designed solely as decorative jewellery and none seemed capable of being used as a proper restraint. She then decided to search for ‘Night Clubs’ in the area, but didn’t know the French term so nothing was found.

Antone had still not returned so she clicked on Google Maps. The monitor displayed a map of Corsica and she zoomed into the town and chose satellite view. She could see the shopping street where they were and the car park at its southern end. She moved the cursor and traced the route back to the new house. There it was all on its own on the side of a sandy bay. The beach curved round the bay in a large arc and another headland separated the bay from the town. It was perfect. Nobody to overlook them with nothing but woods and fields around the bay and the sandy beach right on their doorstep. She zoomed out again and followed the road up into the mountains. There was Bernard’s house with the chicken coops in the back garden and the start of the path up through the woods. The path wasn’t shown on the mapped view, but showed as an indistinct pale line across the darker hillside in satellite view. She traced it across the plateau and round the steep hillsides until it became lost in a copse of thicker trees, but, right in the middle of the wood, was a small barren area with the roofs of three buildings clearly visible. On the highest resolution, she could even see the table outside the kitchen, but no people about.

“Ready?” asked Antone and she was surprised to see him standing in front of her.

“Of course.” She grinned up at him, time to introduce Ellie to her new home. Antone paid the bill while Sarah put on her hat and dark glasses and clicked off the monitor. She could tell she was going to like this town and she gave the counter girl a big smile as they walked out of the door.

✽ ✽ ✽

It was much later when she was helping the proprietor to close the café that the girl noticed the photograph on the front page of the local paper. Her boss had brought it with him and listened with scepticism as the girl told him the man in the photograph had been in the café earlier drinking coffee. The paper showed a CCTV image of one of the men that held up the post office in Corte all those weeks ago. The gendarmes had chosen not to release it earlier in the hope that they could identify the man before he became aware they were searching for him. They’d now changed tack and were asking for public support.

“It’s a very blurred image,” said the proprietor.

“It’s him and he had a young woman with him. Look on our CCTV.”

The proprietor looked. He saw the couple enter the café both wearing hats and glasses and he smiled at the girl. Then they both removed their hats and glasses and the man was revealed to be the post office robber.

“It’s him!” gasped the proprietor and reached for the phone.

The gendarmes, when they arrived, looked at the CCTV footage and interviewed the counter girl. She described how the young woman had eaten her cream pastry and got the cream all over her hands. Then she’d used the computer and transferred the cream to the keyboard. After they'd gone, the girl had had to clean the keyboard when she wiped the table because it was so sticky.

“This keyboard?” asked the gendarme and the girl nodded. There would be no finger prints there. “Has anyone else used this computer since?” The girl shook her head. He clicked on the monitor and explorer came up with a warning that the site was unavailable. He looked at the URL and it showed a random collection of letters and symbols resulting from the counter girl wiping the keys. The man clicked the back button and google maps reappeared with a view of Antone’s secret mountain retreat.


Chapter 26    
A Mountain Tragedy

It was nearly ten and quite dark up on the mountain. Antone, Jean, Sarah and Ellie were now the only ones left up at the camp. There were advantages to leaving it so late to move Ellie: they were very unlikely to meet anyone and could drive through the town in relative safety. Even so, Antone hadn’t intended to leave it quite so late.

Sarah led Ellie’s mule out of the barn and Jean stared at the featureless load on the animal’s back. It was covered with a grey blanket tied under the animal’s neck and belly and he could see heavier straps encircling the animal’s chest to secure its load. He glowered at Sarah who just grinned back, so he approached the mule and unfastened a corner of the cover from its neck to fold it back.

He expected to see Ellie’s hooded head, but what he actually saw in the light from his torch was her other end: a naked bottom with straps holding her folded legs tight against the animal’s back. The chastity bar was gone, but the anal plug was still in place with the plug’s retention cables still lodged through the full length of her vulva and easing her labial lips even further apart to display not only her clitoris, but also the dark tunnel of her vagina. The catheter was also still in place with the short silicone tube draped down one side of the animal’s mane with its small valve tightly closed.

“She’s not going to fall off,” giggled Sarah and took the corner of the blanket from Jean to retie it around the mule’s neck.

Sarah and Antone set off down the path, Sarah sitting astride a mule and wearing a long, white gown draped over the flanks of the animal like a medieval princess and Antone, her warrior prince with his rifle across his back, leading the second animal that carried Ellie. Jean was last leading the remaining two mules, one laden with kitchen utensils and the other with a pair of hay bales slung across the saddle to help Bernard feed his new barren of mules.

✽ ✽ ✽

Jean was just coming to the edge of the plateau when he heard gunfire from the track below, single shots mixed with the chatter of Antone’s automatic rifle. Antone and the girls were perhaps a kilometre further, part way along the exposed stretch of miner’s road below the second ridge. If Antone was caught there, there was little hope of escape.

Jean left the mules and peeped round the bluff at the scene below in time to see a solitary mule running down the track and disappearing from sight where the road rounded a bend to drop into the head of the long, wooded valley. The visible road swept around the hillside in a long, concave arc and from his eerie he could see its pale stony surface reflecting the watery moonlight. Flashes of gunfire were coming from the far ridge about three hundred metres beyond where Antone and Sarah were hiding behind a large rock. Just beyond them, their pack mule carrying Ellie was lying motionless on the track.

Jean hesitated. He didn’t know what he could do. He didn’t even have a gun. He considered turning back towards the camp. There were other ways to descend the mountain across the marshy plateau and down steep, boulder strewn slopes or by climbing higher from the camp and negotiating the treacherous passage that crossed the peak, but he felt a strong bond with Antone; he couldn’t just leave him. As he watched, he saw Antone move, his white shirt lit up by the moonlight like a beacon. He had made a dash from his haven down to the dead mule and cowered behind its bulk. He fired his gun, the staccato bursts momentarily illuminating the hillside. Then he was up again and running back to the safety of the rock. More shots rang out from the ridge and he fell.

Jean watched stunned. Antone’s body was sprawled in a tangled heap several metres short of the rock and it was still. This was when he should have left Sarah and Ellie and crept away through the hills, but that’s not what he did.

He raced back to the mules, jettisoned the kitchen gear and mounted in its place. Then he kicked the beast to make it run and galloped down the road dragging the other in his wake on a leading rein. More shots rang out, but he neither saw nor felt where the bullets landed. He pulled the animals up sharp behind the rock and called to Sarah. She was crouched in a foetal position and stared up at him with round, frightened eyes.

“Antone…” he called and peered around the rock and the terrible truth hit him like a blow to his chest. Antone’s body was sprawled in a tangled heap some seven metres short of the rock and it was still. It was plain even from that distance that Antone was as dead as the mule; nobody could lie in such a contorted position. A solitary bullet pinged off the rock somewhere above his head and he sank back to safety beside Sarah.

“Is Ellie still on the mule?” He had to repeat the question before Sarah nodded.

“She’s dead too.”

“Remove your dress.”

“What!”

“Remove your dress,” he said again in a louder voice and pulled his own shirt from his shoulders, replacing it with a dark jacket from his saddle. Then he made a grab for Antone’s gun and the box of cartridges Antone had died retrieving, his dark appearance drawing no fire from the ridge. Once back behind the rock, he fired wildly down the road to keep their attackers at bay and then cut the hay bales from the spare mule.

“Take off your fucking dress,” he shouted to Sarah and she scrambled into uncoordinated action. Meanwhile, Jean was tying the hay bales to the saddles, one to each mule. When he thought they were secure, he wrapped his white shirt over one and Sarah’s long white dress over the other, tying the sleeves securely together under the bales.

Sarah gaped at him, a small, white figure wearing nothing but a fancy pair of panties, and he tossed her a grey blanket. “Here… Wrap yourself in that, crawl to that bush and make yourself as small as possible beneath it. Try not to show your face. Whatever you do, whatever happens, don’t move. Got that?”

Sarah nodded and wrapped the blanket about her white body.

“Good. I’ll fire the gun and you go now,” and he fired another long burst randomly down the road. Sarah was almost petrified with fear, but she did as asked. Jean watched her merge into the dark shadows under the bush and then fired another long burst to empty the magazine before flinging the gun to the ground. Silence descended again and he counted to ten and then slapped both mules as hard as he could, shouting to urge them forward. They charged back up the slope and the guns opened up again, this time at the fleeing mules with their white shrouded burdens. Jean swept the other blanket about his shoulders and slipped into the thin vegetation close to Sarah.

The gunfire stopped when the mules crested the ridge and the shouting started and Jean knew that the animals wouldn’t stop running until they reached the safety of their barn. On the road below him he could see three figures running towards him and he wrapped the blanket closer. They were local policemen and stumbled up grumbling and wheezing. One shone his torch briefly on the dead mule, noted its load carefully packaged and lying half under the animal, and moved on. The other two examined Antone and confirmed, “Il est mort.”

There was a brief discussion and one of the three set off back down the path at a stumbling run. Jean heard, “Allons-y,” and the other two continued on their hurried pursuit of the errant mules. He waited until they were out of sight and then roused Sarah.

“Come on. We must move.” He ran first to Antone's body. He was twisted in an uncoordinated heap and quite dead. His sightless eyes stared at nothing in the moonlight and there was a pool of blood beneath his shoulders from a head wound. It was a grisly sight and Sarah averted her eyes and wouldn’t come near. Then he moved on to where the other mule lay with Ellie still strapped to its back. Nothing moved. He pulled out a knife and cut frantically at the string of the blanket and the leather straps, both those holding Ellie to the back of the mule and the ones keeping her limbs folded against her body. She slipped down onto the stony surface of the track and gave a quiet moan.

“She’s alive, but her foot’s trapped beneath the mule,” hissed Jean.

“We must go,” said Sarah urgently. “They’ll be back as soon as they find the mules.”

She was right, but the observation only earned her a scathing look from Jean while he set about freeing Ellie. First, he tried pulling up on the saddle straps with all his strength while instructing Sarah to pull on her foot, but the mule was too heavy. He glanced around for a lever and the best he could come up with was Antone’s discarded rifle. With the butt rammed under the animal’s back, he now leaned on the muzzle. The mule lifted a little and Sarah pushed a rock under its bulk. Now Jean could force the rifle deeper under the unfortunate animal and, when he pressed his weight against the muzzle a second time, Sarah pulled at Ellie and, with a muffled shriek from Ellie, the mule gave up its burden.

He'd already cut away the straps that had held her limbs folded and gently turned her to straighten her legs. “Keys…” he hissed at Sarah, but she shook her head. They were with the other mule that had run down the road. Instead, he cut the laces that criss-crossed down the back of her head until he was finally able to cut through the thick leather at her neck that held the padlock. The hood fell from her face and he was met with a pair of frightened eyes gazing up at him in the moonlight. Her wrists were locked to the ring on the front of her collar, so although her elbows were unconstrained, she was still not able to drop her arms.

Her head wasn’t held within the metal cage, but she was still gagged – a rubber plug held in place by a wide leather strap that encircled her neck – and when Sarah saw Jean prepare to cut through the strap she exclaimed urgently: “No… She’ll call out and warn the police.” Jean ignored her and in moments freed the oral plug and Ellie spat it out.

Ellie didn’t immediately speak, but cocked her head, first one way and then the other to pull out the ear plugs that Sarah had installed, and then said in a weak voice: “I think my ankle is broken.”

“Try standing,” suggested Jean, but as soon as she put any weight on her damaged foot, she shrieked and fell against him.

“She can’t walk,” said Sarah unnecessarily. “We have to run and we can’t leave her for the police to find.” Her implied solution was clear and both Jean and Ellie looked at her. “It’s the only thing to do…” she wailed.

“Run away by yourself if you want,” said Jean calmly and scooped up Ellie in his arms. “Otherwise, bring the blankets,” and began picking his way carefully along the track, not down towards Bernard’s house and the public road, but back up the hill the way they'd come.

“You're going the wrong way,” called out Sarah, but Jean didn’t break his stride.

“They’ll be searching for us down there as soon as they realise the ruse; they’ll be unlikely to think we’d go back up the hill. We’ll need to wait until they’ve given up and gone home.”

Sarah followed him back up to where the track crests the ridge and starts across the flat plateau, and then he branched off to the left, away from the steep hillside. There didn’t seem to be anything in the landscape that could offer them any cover, but the perception was deceiving. They moved about four-hundred metres down onto the rough plain away from the path and into an area crossed by shallow folds in the terrain. Jean chose one and laid Ellie carefully in the depression.

“Lie down beside her and I’ll cover you with the blanket and some brushwood.”

From their hideaway, they could actually see the rock they’d sheltered behind lower down on the steep section of hillside and could just make out the shape of the dead mule. Fortunately, Antone’s body was hidden by the rock itself.

“Where are you going?” asked Sarah with a tremor in her voice when it became apparent that Jean was about to leave them.

“We’ll need to lie low for at least a couple of days and we’ll need food and water. I'm going down to Bernard’s before the police get themselves too organised,” and he set off at a jog back towards the path. He’d made some quick calculations in his head… The lone policeman will need to get all the way back to Bernard’s to use the landline because his radio wouldn’t work on the mountainside. He’d call for back-up and it would take at least thirty minutes for that help to arrive at the foot of the path. A few more minutes for them to decide on a course of action and then they’d set off up the path again, expecting their fugitives to be somewhere at the top. He reached the track and started to run…

✽ ✽ ✽

Jean had been a little optimistic, but had at least reached the wooded section of the path before he heard the voices and saw flickering torchlight approaching, and he moved quickly to merge with the vegetation. Four police officers hurried past carrying machine pistols and he waited until silence was restored before continuing.

Four hundred metres further and he was close to the public road and Bernard’s house. Now he moved stealthily. Bernard’s jeep was parked at the foot of the path and there, tied to the fence beside the jeep, was the runaway mule. This was more than lucky and he crept close to delve into the saddlebag for Ellie’s padlock keys. He could do little about the riveted chains to her ankles, wrists, and collar, but without these keys, not only would Ellie be unable to use her hands, but the anal plug would be locked in her and life could become very difficult.

The keys were there and he lifted the entire bag from the animal’s back along with the blanket roll tied behind the saddle. With luck, the police will notice their absence and it will provide evidence that the persons they seek had indeed descended the mountain. He stashed the items behind a tree and moved quietly to peer around the front of the building. The front door was open and light from the entrance illuminated a policeman who was sitting on the door step smoking a cigarette. Jean retraced his steps and instead climbed over a fence and approached the back door.

Annette was at the kitchen sink and he tapped quietly on the window.

“There’s a policeman out the front,” whispered the woman and Jean nodded.

“Ellie’s hurt,” he whispered back. “We’re going to hide on the plain above the miner’s cut until the police have all gone, but we’re going to need food and water.” Annette nodded. “And a waterproof tarpaulin,” he added smelling the moist air and staring up at the stars flickering out as the clouds gathered.

Annette quietly closed the back door to leave Jean in the garden’s shadows and it seemed like hours passed before the door opened again. Wordlessly, Annette placed a rucksack on the outside step, and then closed the door.

Jean hefted the rucksack onto his back, collected the blanket roll and saddlebag, and started back up the path. Time was now tight. As soon as the first officers found the mules in the barn and uncovered Jean’s ruse, they would come running back down the path and, Jean estimated, would meet the four ascending officers round about the rock where Antone’s dead body lay. In any event, they would post guards at that point, so navigating that section of the path would be out of the question.

He paused at the point where the officers fired at Antone and stared at the long curving arc of the miner’s track. Torches were flickering around the rock and, as he watched, four lights detached themselves and shone down the path towards him. He quickly crossed the open ground and descended the steep slope below the path until he found cover behind a dry bush. Above him, the torches hurried past and disappeared leaving just an intermittent light at the rock.

It took a long time to traverse the steep slope below the rock and by the time he’d negotiated the treacherous slope and reached the plain some eight-hundred metres away, dawn was lightening the sky and a thin mist of rain was wetting the ground. The last few hundred metres to the depression where the girls were hiding were nerve-wracking because he felt completely exposed by the grey light, but he slid down beside them without incident and wasted no time in spreading the grey tarpauling over them, pegging down the corners, and camouflaging their hideout with yet more thin vegetation. It was not a moment too soon as the dawn brought with it the rain in heavy, penetrating waves.

Jean lay down between the girls and passed out the extra blankets.

“Oh, great. You’ve brought my chastity bar,” muttered Ellie as the bar dropped from the blanket roll he’d taken from the mule. He made no comment, just put the bar to one side and sought out the padlock keys to release as much as he could before breaking pieces of fresh bread from a loaf that Annette had given him and handing out bread and cheese.

“This is all going wrong,” said Sarah. “Antone is dead and now it’s raining. Things couldn’t get any worse?”

“Rain is good,” said Jean. “They’ll have trouble tracking us with dogs after heavy rain and it makes the policemen uncomfortable too. They won’t be keen to prolong the search; they don’t like getting wet any more than we do. Yes – rain is good,” and he tugged the soggy blankets tighter round the three of them. “I suggest you get as much sleep as you can; we’re going to be here for some time…”


Chapter 27    
Recuperation

The rain didn’t stop until the next afternoon and it was shortly after that that they heard dogs barking, but the sound soon faded and, although there was foot traffic on the path above them and activity down at the rock for much of the day, no-one thought to search the now marshy plateau. Jean imagined the dogs sniffing around the rock where they’d sheltered and discovering that traces of their scent went both up and down the path; up was obviously the direction they’d come from, and down was where they’d gone to escape. It was, of course, only Jean who’d gone down, but the dog handlers wouldn’t have known that.

There was always the chance that the dogs would pick up the point where Jean left the path to descend the slope, but it appears they just followed the stronger scent trail, the one that Jean had traversed in both directions back down to the public road.

They stayed beneath the canvas sheet for the entire day eating bread and cheese with some fruit and bars of dark, sweet chocolate, but Ellie was far from well. Her ankle was troubling her and she was developing a fever. Throughout the next night, she deteriorated further to the extent that Jean wanted to carry her down to Bernard’s during the night, but she rejected the idea. The following morning, they watched a group of eight men carrying boxes of equipment and cameras up the path towards the old camp and it was mid-afternoon before they returned. Then at six, Jean watched the lone figure of Annette walking up the miner’s cut. She stopped on the path a little down from them and sat on a rock.

Jean waited for ten minutes before emerging from hiding to make sure no-one was following her and when he stood, Annette saw him immediately. He hurried over to her and they briefly hugged.

“They’ve gone,” said Annette. “They searched the whole house and outbuildings yesterday and again this morning and they’ve spent hours in the woods either side of the road with the dogs. The dogs picked up your scent in the garden, but not in the house and I think they’re satisfied that we know nothing. The last of them left about three hours ago.”

“I need to bring Ellie down as soon as possible. She has a fever and her ankle’s swollen; I think it’s broken.”

“Bring her now. She can have one of the bedrooms.”

✽ ✽ ✽

Jean swept Ellie up in his arms like a baby and her chains were just long enough to allow her to lace her fingers together behind his neck. She gave him a colourless smile and closed her eyes as he picked his way across the uneven ground towards the track. Behind him, Sarah had the rucksack slung across her shoulder and Annette was carrying the blankets and tarpaulin. It hadn’t escaped Jean’s notice that Sarah had packed Ellie’s anal plug and chastity bar into the rucksack and had even recovered the damaged leather hood and oral plug, and he wondered if it was her sense of social responsibility that was prompting her to avoid littering the countryside or something else.

Ellie was, for the most part, quiet and still as Jean struggled the last few kilometres down the track, but he had to stop frequently to rest and at such times she would stir and cry out if her foot was disturbed. The evening air was hot and dry, but sweat glistened on her face and neck, and trickled around her naked breasts.

At the house, Jean carried her straight up the stairs to lie her on a bed and Annette wiped her brow with a damp cloth.

“She needs to sleep now,” said Annette.

“Do you have a length of chain?” asked Sarah of Bernard as he stood in the doorway.

“That won’t be necessary,” said Jean. “She won’t be able to walk anywhere, perhaps not for weeks.”

“Leave her now,” said Bernard. “I’ll drive you both over to your new house and that’s best done straight away in case the police return.”

✽ ✽ ✽

The sun was high in the sky when Ellie awoke and for a long moment she thought she was still dreaming. She was lying in a soft double bed with white sheets and a floral bedspread the colour of spring flowers. Beside the bed was a jug of water and a bunch of white jasmine flowers in a small vase; their heady scent had pervaded the room. The window was open and a cooling breeze brought fresh air after the rain.

She moved. She was wearing a long nightdress and no restraints… nothing. She checked again. The nipple shackles were gone. Were her last few months a dream? She looked a third time and found the wounds either side of her nipples where she had been pierced.

“Bernard says the scars will disappear in a few weeks…” Jean’s voice made her jump and she had to scan the room to find him sitting in a large armchair in the corner.

“Where am I?” she asked in a quiet voice looking once more about the room. On a chair was her shoulder bag that she’d carried onto the plane what seemed years ago and on top of it, her passport and wallet.

“In Bernard and Annette’s house.”

“But the chains…”

“Bernard removed them on the evening you arrived. He said it was easy because the rivets were soft.”

“It wasn’t a dream then?” Jean smiled and shook his head. “I thought those chains were supposed to be permanent.” She pulled on the neck of the nightdress again and peered at her nipples. “And the piercings.”

“It takes a few weeks for the flesh to bond with the titanium. Yours had not yet completed the process and Bernard was able to remove them.”

“Where’s Sarah?”

“At the new house.

“What’s going to happen to me? Why am I not chained?”

“Ah, Mademoiselle. So many questions.”

“Can I get up?”

“Non,” said Jean and her face fell. “You have a badly sprained ankle and need to rest it for at least a couple of weeks. We were worried about you and called a doctor out to see you yesterday.”

“Yesterday!”

“You have been here for two days. This is your third morning. The doctor examined your foot and said it was just strained, but that you were feverish. He did not want to wake you and said that sleep was the best cure.”

“Are you going to give me back to Sarah?” Her voice was very quiet, barely audible and Jean gazed at her for a long time until she lifted her eyes to look at him.

“Non,” he said and shook his head slowly to emphasise finality.

Just then there was a knock at the front door followed by commotion on the stairs.

“Ellie. Are you awake? There is a policeman here who wants to talk to you.”

Jean looked at Ellie and then jumped from the chair to sink behind it out of sight in the corner of the room. Seconds later the door burst open and a police officer stepped into the room holding a photograph. He stopped as soon as he saw Ellie, glanced down at the photograph once and then exclaimed, “Oh. Excusez-moi.  Je pensais que vous étiez un peu d'autre.”

“I’m English, I’m afraid I don’t speak French,” said Ellie sweetly from the bed.

“I am very sorry, Mademoiselle. I believed you to be somebody else,” and he waved the photograph. It was an image of Sarah taken by a surveillance camera and clearly showed a girl with shorter, dark hair. “The doctor told us only that there was a stranger staying here, a young woman. May I ask how you come to be here?”

“I was walking and twisted my ankle. Annette was kind enough to let me stay here as her guest.”

“Ah,” said the officer. “The doctor said you had such an injury. English you say,” and he glanced at the passport lying on the case.

“It was supposed to be a holiday,” she said and smiled. “Now I’ve been told I need to remain her for at least another two weeks.”

“In that case, mademoiselle, I wish you a speedy recovery and will bother you no more.” He backed out of the room and quietly closed the door. Jean waited until he heard the front door close before emerging.

“Thank you. You could have given me away.”

“And why would I want to do that?” she asked innocently.

✽ ✽ ✽

If truth be told, Ellie was fit and walking around normally after two weeks, but life with Annette and Bernard was so refreshing after the camp on the hill that she had no wish to hurry her departure. Now that she’d come to know them, Annette and Bernard were nothing like she supposed. Bernard was a kindly man who’d go out of his way not to hurt anything, a profile inconsistent with the person that had made her chastity bar, riveted his own home-made restraints to her body, and then pierced her nipples to attach those accursed bells. Eventually, she’d asked him why he helped Antone the way he had.

“I have known Antone a very long time. I was like his big brother when we were growing up. He always seemed to have money and has been generous to us. In return, I would assist the cause whenever I could. It was only much later that we realised that the money he was generous with was probably stolen and I’d been assisting a bandit, but by then it was too late.”

“But you helped him by making those horrible things for me.”

“I did and if I hadn’t, he would still have got them made, but perhaps with more injurious results. He might even have constructed those things himself or conducted his own medical procedures. Antone had much confidence, but little practical skill. I had no option but to help him for your safety’s sake.”

Ellie thought about what he’d said and decided to steer the conversation in a different direction: “So you're a free man now,” she said.

Bernard shrugged and then smiled. “Oui. A free man and, perhaps, a more honest one. It is the same story for the other members of his camp. They joined a protest group only to find out that they had become bandits.”

“They could have left.”

“By then the damage had been done. They were all his friends; they could either abandon him and hope that the authorities didn’t catch them, or they could stay with him where it was relatively safe. Now, they have a new house to live in and a little money to spend. They will not want to steal again.”

“But it’s stolen money.” Bernard just shrugged. “That’s it, then? Suddenly they become good people and everything is all right.”

“They have always been good people. What good would it do to lock them away?”

✽ ✽ ✽

As the days passed, she wondered whether her new pleasant, lazy life was a conscious effort by Jean and Bernard to mollify her so she wouldn’t go to the authorities. Possibly, she thought, but if it was it was working. Her next step would be to return to England and she wasn’t looking forward to it. She’d have to go through a long series of explanations probably many times over and these explanations would need to be carefully thought through. The story she intended to tell would be essentially true: Sarah and she had met with Antone and were taken to a secret camp in the mountains; Sarah had been ‘turned’ and joined the bandits, she had been kept captive. There would be no need to go into details regarding the nature of her captivity. Eventually, she’d damaged her ankle and that, presumably, motivated the bandits to abandon her on a desolate mountain road where she was lucky enough to fall into Annette and Bernard’s kindly hands. She has no idea where Sarah is now other than to say she’s still with the bandits.

‘Can she describe the bandits?’ Well, she can describe Antone, but she didn’t really see any of the others all the time she was at the camp because Sarah and Antone were her jailers. If necessary, she could invent a few unhelpful details about the other members of the gang.

When she was on the mountain, she longed to return to Mr Bridger’s lectures; now that the time was close, the idea appalled her.

“You can come back and see us,” said Annette. “Come back next summer.”


Chapter 28    
Sarah Tries Repentance

Three weeks after her arrival, Jean returned to Bernard’s house early one morning driving a battered little Peugeot and he had Odile with him. Odile was smiling and kissed Ellie’s cheeks in the Gallic manner.

“Odile thinks you're looking well,” said Jean. Ellie was walking fine and had chosen to wear the jeans, trainers, and a grey, light woollen sweater that Jean had bought for her two weeks before.

“Merci,” said Ellie. “Tell her I’m feeling much better.”

“She says she’s very sorry about the way you were treated. It wasn’t fair. You realize we did not know all that was really happening.”

“I know that,” said Ellie. “It was my so-called friend causing all the trouble. It’s good that I shall never have to see her again…”

“Oh, but you must….”

Ellie gave Jean a look that was bordering on terror.

“Non, non… Je suis désolé. I meant only that Odile has invited you to dinner this evening and I will take you on to the airport tomorrow.”

“At your new house?”

“Oui.”

“But that means I will know where it is.”

“Ellie, it is far too late for us to start worrying about that. You have had many opportunities to tell the police what you know and it would be easy for you to find the house if you tried, as Sarah was quick to point out. You know so much about it, even the exact time the ownership details were amended on the Cadastre. There is no advantage for us to keep its location a secret.”

“Will Sarah be there?”

“Oui.”

“And she won’t mind?”

“Non. She won’t mind. If you’d rather not see her, that too can be arranged, but I assure you she won’t cause you any problems…”

Odile was trying to follow the conversation and looking earnestly from Jean to Ellie and back again. Ellie at last turned to her and said, “Oui, merci,” and her face cracked into another big smile.

It took little time to pack, but much longer to say goodbye to Annette and Bernard. In the end it was only accomplished by promising to see them again the following summer. Jean loaded Ellie’s case into the boot of the car and Ellie happily climbed into the back; her first trip to a town in several months.

The journey was like winding the clock back to a previous life, one inhabited by ordinary people doing ordinary things. They first passed small farms and isolated houses. The road became wider and they drove through villages, many villages, each larger than the last. And then Ellie saw the sea between the hillsides, a brilliant blue beneath a cloudless sky.

They entered a roundabout that took them onto the fast coast road, and then they were in the town, passing shops and cafes, parks and laughing children. They drove through the town and on down a small lane that skirted a headland and then entered a private drive between a pair of stone gate pillars.

The house was a large stone-built structure with a garden that ran straight onto the coarse white sand of the beach and as Jean swung the little car in an arc outside the entrance, Marion, Suzanne, Henri and Nazaire all descended the steps to greet them. Sarah was notable for her absence, but if anything, Ellie was relieved.

“Bonjour, Ellie,” said Marion, echoing all their greetings. “We are so glad you have accepted our invitation. Nazaire didn’t think you would, but Suzanne told him of course you would come.” Behind her, Suzanne gave Ellie a broad smile at the sound of her name. “Come in. I will make you a cup of English tea.”

They sat in a large reception room with views over the beach through three tall windows. “You must let me show you the beach later,” said Jean. “It’s beautiful at night.”

“I shall look forward to it.” They chatted for a while, but the atmosphere felt tense. Their faces looked happy enough, but there was something she had to ask and they all knew what it was… “Where’s Sarah?”

“Sarah rests in the mornings,” said Jean. “It’s a routine we’ve worked out with her: she helps us during the day and evenings and she gets some time to herself each morning before lunch.”

“She helps you?” queried Ellie.

“Ellie, there are some things you should know about Sarah. When Antone was killed and Jean brought her to this house, she assumed his role and began telling us all what to do. Of course, she had no authority and we quickly disabused her of the fact, but that left us with the problem of what to do with her. If we merely allowed her to walk away, we would be in the same position she claimed releasing you would cause; that is, she would quickly report us to the authorities in the hope of gaining some reward. We locked her in a room while we considered what to do and it was as if we were torturing her. She went mad with anger and was uncontrollable, and the more she fought, the more we had to restrain her. And then, quite suddenly, it was like a veil had dropped away and she completely changed.”

Jean paused and looked at Marion for support. “She became you,” said Marion unhelpfully.

“I have been reading about it,” continued Jean. “When we were on the mountain, she was suffering from what is called psychological projection. She was accusing you of having the thoughts and feelings that she herself was experiencing and imposing onto you her own fantasies. All the time she was tormenting you, it seems like she was imagining herself in your place and once she realised that here her fantasy had suddenly become a reality, she accepted her role with what could almost be gratitude.”

At this point, Odile asked Jean a question in French and the two of them had short discussion before Jean turned once more to Ellie.

“Odile wants you to know that although at first we were angry with Sarah, angry with the way she treated you and how she was manipulating Antone, we are not angry with her now. We are prepared to relax her treatment, but it seems that’s not what she wants; she has assumed the role she’d prepared for you.”

“You say she’s resting now; can I talk with her?”

“You can. She’s in the room at the top of the stairs. I’ll take you to her now if you want.”

The atmosphere was solemn as both Ellie and Jean stood and Jean led the way up the broad staircase to Sarah’s room. Jean entered first without knocking and the first thing Ellie saw upon following him through the doorway was a high, double bed covered with a thick, puffy, white quilt. The bed was, however, unoccupied and Ellie was confused until she noticed the top metal bars of a small cage at the foot of the bed.

“Sarah…” she exclaimed and pushed past Jean. The cage was small, very small at no more than 60 cm tall, 60 cm wide, and just over a metre long, and Sarah was locked inside.

“Before you jump to conclusions, I should explain a few things…”

“What is there to explain?” said Ellie angrily. “I can see everything.”

“Firstly, remember this is the cage that she had procured for you. This room was going to be hers and Antone’s bedroom and that would have been your lodging at the foot of their bed. This double bed is now hers and she occupies it during the nighttime hours to ‘entertain’ whoever chooses to share it with her, but in the mornings she spends time by herself in the cage. Usually, she can relax and rest without concerning herself with the wishes of others and we all have time knowing that she is safe and secure.”

“But she’s…”

“I know. She’s not normally like this. Usually, she can curl up and sleep on the cage’s padded floor, but today she knew you were coming and insisted.”

“You're not saying she chose this?”

“She did. I believe it’s to show you her contrition. She regrets how you were treated and wanted to demonstrate how sorry she is.”

It was difficult for Ellie to fully absorb the sight before her. Sarah was naked and wearing the same collar and cuffs on wrists and ankles that Ellie wore, but not the network of chains that had linked them. Instead, her wrists were clipped to ‘D’ rings on the sides of a heavy leather belt and her ankles were clipped to the sides of the cage. She was kneeling with her head on the same level as her raised hips and held in place by a padded bar through the loops made by her trapped arms, the bar passing under her elbows and over her arched back. The bar fitted into sockets welded to the sides of the cage to keep her still, but it was far from her only restrictions.

“She chose this…” Ellie repeated quietly, more to herself than for Jean’s benefit.

“We used it at first to punish her, but not for the last two weeks. Today, she asked to be so confined; I believe she sees it as a sort of retribution for your benefit and, ironically, it’s quite appropriate because, if things had been different, this would have been you.”

Ellie was still staring at the back of the cage where twin rods were held in sliding clamps to the cage bars, each rod projecting into the cage and holding Sarah’s hips high and still by virtue of their intimate embrace. Sarah made a muted whining sound and tried to move, but little motion was evident where the thick rods entered her body.

“Sarah,” said Ellie and rushed around to the front of the cage to stare through the bars at Sarah’s face and then she gasped anew. Her head was held high by a third rod clamped to the front bars. It projected between her lips into her mouth and not only prevented her from speaking, but also kept her head motionless. However, it was not the presence of the oral probe that gave Ellie pause, but the lips that gripped it. They looked unnaturally swollen as if Sarah was suffering from some sort of allergic reaction.

Sarah was staring back and began making an agitated mewing noise whilst rocking her shoulders. The effect was to disturb her breasts which were hanging free below her chest and this, in turn, caused the silver bells fixed to her nipple piercings to sound.

“Shush, ma chérie. Ellie knows you regret what occurred.” He reached through the bars to cup and then caress her right breast, and was rewarded with a soft moan.

“Can you remove that probe so she can speak?”

“You can remove it if you want; just twist the clamp screw.”

Ellie loosened the screw and pulled the rod free from her mouth. Sarah stared at her without speaking with her fat lips not quite closed in a pout. Then she turned her head to look at Jean before looking down to watch as he kneaded her breast like dough. Its enlarged nipple and attached metalwork hung between his fingers and twitched as he squeezed, giving the thin linking chain little tugs and tweaking the neighbouring nipple that looked equally engorged.

“What have you done to her? Sarah, are you okay?”

“It’s just a little collagen injected to plump her up. A little fun, that’s all. Bernard has injected her lips and nipples, and behind her clitoris too. We did it when she first arrived at the house to demonstrate that she was no longer in a position of authority. It gives her a bit of a lisp, but will only last a few weeks.”

Her head lifted back towards Ellie and she nodded. “I'm th’o th’orry, Ellie. I'm doing this all for you, you know, to th’ow you how th’orry I am.”

“She’s lying,” said Jean beside her. “This is really all for herself,” and Sarah gave a sharp gasp when he squeezed a little harder.

“You're distracting her,” accused Ellie and Sarah gave a long sigh when he let go of her tit.

The two girls looked at each other, neither knowing what to say. Eventually, Ellie, remembering Sarah’s questioning of that last night on the mountain, said, “I see you have the bells now… Do you like them?”

Sarah dropped her head to look again at her ornamented teats, then back at Ellie and a shy smile spread over her face. “Probably more than you did.”

The smile shocked Ellie. “Is this what you want now? You actually want to be their sex toy?”

“What choice have I got?”

“You always have a choice,” and Ellie glared at Jean.

“I’ve not got anything better to do. They look after me and, in return, I look after them.”

“You let them play with you whenever they want?”

“Whenever I want.”

“So you're still in charge, are you? It doesn’t look like it to me. I can't see you having much fun on those rods behind you.”

“Well, that’th where you're wrong,” said Sarah and her grin broadened.

“But you can barely move at all.”

“She can't,” butted in Jean. “They are there to hold her still and to frustrate. Even with her oral probe removed, she can't move much because of the way her arms are locked. The only time she can climax is when we allow it and that seems to be the way she likes it. It’s the frustration she craves now,” and he reached through the bars again to hook a finger over her nipple chain. “Isn't that right, ma chérie?” and Sarah gasped when he applied a gentle tension to stretch her.

“If you th’ay th’o.” Jean pulled a little harder and Sarah corrected herself. “If you th’ay th’o, th’ir.”

Ellie turned to Jean. “If she promised not to divulge your location, you'd allow her to return home, wouldn’t you?”

“She is not you, Ellie. She has yet to earn our trust. Anyway, I doubt she’d want to return home.”

“That’s ridiculous. Of course she would. Look at her… Locked into a tiny cage with those… those things sticking into her. This isn’t a life anyone would chose.”

“I thought you'd understand,” said Sarah quietly. “I th’aw how you reacted when you were first chained. You thought it was erotic and when you found you couldn’t touch yourself or move without th’owly ma’thurbating yourself, you became even more excited; it was like an aphrodisiac.”

“But it was just a fantasy, Sarah. It wasn’t real. I couldn’t actually live like that.”

“You were living my fantasy… Now things have turned a full circle and, for better or worse, I am th’uck in my own dream. It doesn’t matter whether or not I want this, whether I enjoy it, or even whether I deserve it. This is now me. It’s how things are and it’s too late to change.”

“Sarah is right. Neither she nor you can change how things are. Put the probe back in her mouth and leave her now; she still has half an hour to go.”


Chapter 29    
Friends Again

Jean and Ellie returned to the sitting room and Ellie sat on the window seat gazing out at the gentle wavelets rolling up the sand. The others sensed her mood and left her with her thoughts while they cleared away the tea cups. After about forty minutes, Ellie metaphorically shook herself to find only Jean and Marion left in the room.

“What happens now?” she asked.

“Odile and Suzanne are with her. Her restraints will be removed so she can shower before dressing to start her day as our housemaid.”

“And you allow her clothes?”

Jean shrugged.

“Well, I suppose that’s something.”

“She has a much easier time than she gave you. She often sits with us in the sun and sometimes the tether chain to her hobble is long enough for her to reach the sea. During the day, her services are almost entirely domestic, cooking and keeping house, but at night, she’s happy to share her body with us.”

“Is that really true? Does she actually have a choice?”

“Nobody here has ever forced themselves upon her against her will. In fact, it is usually she who is anxious for a sexual encounter, although I have to admit that is due mainly to the frustrations that she endures throughout the daytime.”

“Frustrations that you force upon her, no doubt.”

Another Gallic shrug. “It is true that she can never reject her working conditions, but also true that she has never tried. She seems to relish her predicaments. She is no longer the domineering tormentor, but has become docile and submissive, especially if she thinks it may result in some sort of carnal pleasure. I think she now inhabits a fantasy world where she watches herself endure extremes of frustration on her way to receiving her regular daily rewards.”

“What you are describing doesn’t sound healthy.”

“I don’t claim it is, only that it solves today’s problem. We didn’t ask for Sarah to join us, but here she is and we have to deal with it.”

“I want to take her home with me.”

“Even if we agreed, I doubt that she’d go with you; she’s having much too much fun here.”

“But it’s not what she needs. She ought to return to a real, normal life with friends and family, college, work, and then a husband and children.”

“And you think these things will appeal to her now? It is you that is living a fantasy, mademoiselle. Come… Let us not talk of such things now. It is a beautiful day and we’re next to the sea; let’s go for a swim.”

✽ ✽ ✽

Ellie didn’t see any more of Sarah until Marion told her that lunch was ready and she should take her place at the dining table. Odile sat at the head and poured herself a glass of water before passing the carafe to Ellie on her right. Sitting on the table’s long side beside Ellie was Nazaire and then Marion. Henri was seated opposite Ellie on Odile’s left and beside him, Suzanne and Jean.

Ellie filled her glass and then, with a slight sense of trepidation, passed the water on to Nazaire. He took the glass carafe in his huge hand and smiled, and any reserve Ellie felt towards him vanished in an instant. The smile was genuine and touched his eyes as he muttered her name, heavily accented by his deep, gruff voice. After all the mixed emotions she felt towards him, the sense of elation that smile brought was like the sun bursting through a thunder cloud. She remembered the times she’d been afraid of him in the camp, but then he’d helped her when she really needed help and she had never had the opportunity to thank him. Now she felt like hugging him, but instead she returned a coy, self-conscious smile and said, “Merci, Nazaire.”

Jean had watched her reaction and now, evidently satisfied that all was well, poured himself a drink from a second carafe. Beside Ellie, Odile reached forward and pressed a small button on the table top. No sound was heard, but a few moments after that, Sarah walked through the open doorway carrying a tray which she laid on the empty far end of the table.

Ellie stared at her. In some ways, the sight that greeted her was less extreme than she’d imagined and, along with the sly grin Sarah gave her upon standing erect again, eased her conscience about being party to what amounted to Sarah’s imprisonment. Sarah was wearing clothes: a short black dress reminiscent of a French maid’s costume but for the fact that its neckline was so low-cut that her breasts were left completely exposed with their silver ornamentation swaying provocatively as she moved. The garment was sleeveless and the shoulder straps retained by buckles behind her shoulder blades, presumably to enable the dress to be fitted and removed without releasing her collar chains. The bodice was tight about her midriff and, beneath it, the skirt was flared and stiffened by the frills of a white underskirt rather like a ballerina’s tutu. It extended no further than the tops of her thighs and allowed glimpses of a polished metal band between her legs.

The ensemble was completed with tall black pumps, the polished collar, and the same polished manacles on wrists and ankles linked by thin chains, ankles together and wrists to collar. Ellie looked at the short hobble chain between her ankles and remembered the heavy iron chain Antone had used for her; Sarah would barely be conscious of hers unless she tried to run. The chain between her wrists was easier too, with a single chain running freely through the hoops on the sides and front of the collar. Both hands could extend together down to waist height and she could lower one hand further if she raised the other with the chain links rattling through the collar hoops.

“No black stockings and suspenders then?” asked Ellie sarcastically, but was taken aback when Jean said they were reserved for Sunday best.

“Vous pouvez servir,” said Odile.

“Oui, madame,” answered Sarah and picked up a plate of cold meat to offer to Odile. She bent low beside Ellie to fully display the underside of what appeared to be a metal chastity belt between her legs.

Jean saw the direction of Ellie’s gaze and said, “It is what you suppose. As you can see, we didn’t want to burden her with the chains she imposed on you; they were unnecessary and would hamper her in her work as they did you, but the ones she now wears allows her to reach below her waist with a single hand, so we invested in the sophisticated chastity belt you see. It has many features, the main one being that it is impossible for her to excite herself; her vulva and anus are completely enclosed and immune to any external stimulation. On the other hand, it can be remotely energised to stimulate her from within and has been programmed to deliver a low level of excitation at random intervals throughout the day to maintain a high level of frustration. It maintains her interest and, from time to time, we are all able to benefit from that later in the evening.”

“Prosciutto ham, madame?” asked Sarah of Ellie with an overly formal voice and offered the plate. Ellie smiled and carefully passed a slice onto her plate. Sarah moved on to Nazaire, but when asked, he just glared at her. She bent lower until the two plates were almost touching and her ornamental bells were almost tapping on the table top, and then Nazaire moved three large slices onto his plate.

The pantomime continued until everyone had what they wanted and then Sarah withdrew with the tray.

“It’s timed not to interfere with lunch or dinner,” said Jean with a grin. “We don’t want her dropping food on us.”

It took Ellie a few seconds to realise what he was referring to, but when he saw her enlightened expression, he continued. “The belt is equipped with twin motorised plugs in addition to a clitoral exciter. The movement of the plugs and exciter is usually set at a level insufficient to initiate an orgasm and, even when ramped up, the units never operate for long enough, but throughout the day, they never let her forget what’s important to her. Of course, the bells and linking chain hanging from her teats also offer a persistent reminder, as I'm sure you remember only too well.”

Ellie thought about the exciter inside Sarah’s belt crushed against her swollen clitoris. It could operate at any time and there would be nothing Sarah could do to moderate the sensation. “What you're doing to her is cruel.”

“Not at all. On the contrary, she seems to delight in the attention and has complained when its random operating periods appear too far apart, but that is, of course, a feature of random operation.”

“It’s unsanitary,” said Ellie, now grasping at straws.

“I accept that it does require a daily wash to remove the accumulated secretions, but her menstrual periods can be managed by the birth control pills and she is given ample time every morning to meet her toilet needs. As for needing to urinate, there is a short metal duct integrated into the casing of the belt that is introduced into her urethra upon installation and that ensures the belt remains clean and hygienic throughout the day.”

“So, you’ve thought of everything then…”

Jean shrugged his usual shrug. “We believe so.” He continued eating and then put down his utensils and looked at Ellie again. “I must admit, we are all surprised that you are so concerned about the lifestyle of your former tormentor. Have you forgotten the indignities that she imposed on you? What she endures here is nothing compared to that chastity bar or the way you were restrained every day and night. In fact, did she not suggest that it would be better if you were dead at one point?”

“Two wrongs don’t make a right…” said Ellie, “Even if Sarah does enjoy the attention. You're forgetting that I was only restrained for a few weeks; you're proposing to imprison Sarah indefinitely.”

“Indefinitely certainly,” said Jean, “Because we cannot foresee the future, but not forever. Our intention is to slowly relax the conditions of her incarceration until she is as free as we are, but that will obviously take a long time, perhaps several years.”

✽ ✽ ✽

Despite its rocky start, the meal progressed in a congenial and good humoured manner even when Odile pressed the call button again and Sarah reappeared to remove the soiled plates. Both Nazaire and Suzanne left the room soon afterwards and Jean explained that they're absences were both work related, Suzanne spending most afternoons with a local seamstress and Nazaire actually going for a job interview with a construction company in the next town.

“Marion makes and sells her own jewellery now,” he added, “And Odile has taken up landscape painting, although it remains to be seen whether or not she can sell any.”

“And what about you and Henri? Are you both free-loaders?”

Jean grinned. “Henri is. He claims he’s retired and spends all his time in the garden. I have signed on at the local technical college to be an electrician and start next month.”

Ellie was impressed and congratulated Jean. “I hope I can go back to college too, but they may make me repeat a year.”

“All experience is a form of education,” said Jean and Ellie burst out laughing.

“That may be true enough, but how would I ever use all the knowledge I’ve accrued over the last few months?”

“You could write a book.”

“No-one would ever publish it; anyway, people may suspect it’s taken from real life and that would be the end of my reputation.”

Odile spoke to Jean who then translated for Ellie: “Odile suggests you may like to talk with your friend. She’ll be in the kitchen at this time.”

Sarah was washing dishes when Ellie entered. “Can I help by drying?”

She turned her head towards Ellie with her swollen lips set in an inviting pout, but the expression in her eyes looked strained and she didn’t speak. She was leaning forward and gripping the edge of the sink.

“Are you alright?”

Sarah nodded, but something was obviously wrong. Then Ellie noticed that her stiff skirt seemed to be rocking from side to side behind her, driven by the movement of her hips.

“Oh God…” muttered Sarah. “Oh God Oh God Oh God…”

“Is there anything I can do?”

“Nothing unless you have the key to this fucking belt. The plug in my arse has been wobbling for the last five minutes and I know what’s coming next…”

“Do you want to sit?” and Ellie clutched hold of Sarah's arm to give her some support.

“I've tried that before and it only makes my whole body wobble.” She let go of the sink and turned towards Ellie. “Ironic, isn’t it? The tormentor tormented.”

Suddenly, Sarah gave a shrill shriek and fell against Ellie, clutching at her shoulders as her whole body started shaking. The interlude only lasted less than fifteen seconds and left Sarah sobbing with her face pressed against Ellie's neck; sobs that soon turned to maniacal laughter.

“It’s th’opped. It always th’ops too fucking th’oon.”

“Here, sit down,” said Ellie and turned the nearest chair around.

Sarah shock her head. “I’ll be alright now. It’s all Bernard’s fault. I can cope with the motorised plug in my arse or when the one in my pussy th’arts to wiggle; I can't get off on either of them. I would even be able to th’and the vibrator for a th’ort period without going hysterical but for the fact that th’odding Bernard has pumped up my clit. Making it extra-large has made it extra-th’ensitive. They all think it’s funny giving me lips like a fish and nipples the th’ize of corks, but it’s my clit that’s the real game-changer.”

Sarah leant back on the edge of the work top and started giggling again.

“And there’s really nothing you can do?” asked Ellie with the concern still evident in her voice.

“It’s like Fort Knox down there; nothing can get in or out.”

“They bought it especially for you?”

“Yeah. Just to make sure I’m frustrated all the time. I thought we did good job locking that chastity bar into you, but compared to this it’s nothing but a th’lap on the wrist. Did you know that bar was my idea?”

“I did sort of guess and, yes, it did achieve what you wanted.”

“Well, this belt’s really high-tech. It’s even got a pulse sensor to monitor my heart rate. It’s how it knows when to stop before I orgasm. It just th’uts down every time my heart rate goes above 125. D’you want to th’ee it?” and before Ellie could answer, there was a rattling noise and Sarah had raised her left hand up towards her shoulder so that she could reach down with her right to lift the front of her skirt.

With a puffy handful of black satin and white lacy frills clasped at waist height, Sarah thrust out her hips to display the front panel of the belt. It was made from pressed stainless-steel and was almost as highly polished as her collar and cuffs, but a lot more ornate being engraved with a swirling pattern of interlinked vines. Ellie sunk into a squat and could now see part of the steel belt that encircled her waist and the ring-shaped key hole at the front for the high-security tubular cam lock that held the front panel to the waist band. The panel was about 10 cm wide and dish-shaped where it enclosed her pubic mound. The underside was smooth and devoid of all detail except for two distinct features: one was the stub of the metal tube that Ellie knew was lodged in the entrance to Sarah's urethra so that she could urinate without soiling the belt; the other was a centrally placed circular socket about a centimetre wide and of unknown depth that appeared to have no purpose, but she assumed it was associated with the vaginal plug that must have been behind it.

Everywhere the belt was tight against her skin as if it had been moulded to her and Ellie could see without touching that it would be impossible to squeeze even the smallest digit under its edge.

“It’s made to measure,” said Sarah as if that was a good thing. “If you can find a way in, do let me know,” and she giggled again.

“Turn around.”

Sarah did so and leant against the sink while Ellie lifted up the hem at the back. The crotch casing extended over her anus and morphed into a thick steel cable that rose between her cheeks to link to the waistband with a second tubular lock.

“It’s moving,” cried Ellie in surprise as the belt started to push from side to side over her anus with a slow, lazy motion that transferred easily to the pale cheeks of her bottom.

“You’ve no need to tell me that,” replied Sarah sarcastically. “It does that. It th’arts th’low and then either th’peeds up or th’ops, but it usually gives me a much longer rest period.”

Ellie allowed her skirts to fall back into place and Sarah stood erect, but the strange motion beneath the material was still noticeable. Standing up beside her, the two girls looked directly at each other’s faces, Ellie’s once more looking concerned and Sarah’s looking unfocused.

“Can I get you a glass of water?” asked Ellie and Sarah burst into a fit of giggles.


Chapter 30    
Exercises in the Basement

It wasn’t long after that that the movement inside Sarah’s belt faded and she was left leaning on the edge of the sink breathing deeply.

“It’s gone…” said Ellie, more of a statement than a question.

“It’s better that way. It’s not as if I can climax on the th’odding thing. It’s just there to tease.”

“How often does it happen?”

“Oh, usually about once an hour. I used to try to ignore it, but that doesn’t work at all. It just goes on until I can’t help myself and my heart rate tops 125.” Sarah was quiet then for a long time washing up the lunchtime crockery while Ellie dried. Eventually, she said, “You're not th’ill cross with me, are you? I really am th’orry.”

“So you’ve said. I'm not sure what I feel anymore. At first, I was frightened about meeting you again and then, when I saw you, I was cross that these people would do something like this to you; it made them as bad as you were. Now I suppose I'm just worried. I can't just leave you here like this.”

“I’m not unhappy; really I'm not. Up on that mountain it was like I was gripped with a th’ort of madness. I don’t know whether I was in love with Antone. Probably not; it was all just lust, but it affected how I was thinking. All the things I thought would be exciting and th’exy, I applied to you. I used to watch you th’ruggling and imagine what you must be feeling. Looking back, it wasn’t really sadism on my part that was driving me; it was a th’ort of jealousy. I was th’eeing myself in your place and it was like a drug, and then I’d just think up more indignities to humiliate you.

“Now things have turned a full circle and I’m not th’ure what to think. On one level, I actually enjoy it; well, most of it. I know you understand that because I saw the way you reacted to restraints in the early days. You must be a born th’ubmissive too.”

“Perhaps I did fantasise a bit, but that doesn’t mean I want to live like that.”

“No. I know that now. It’s hard… but I deserve everything I've got. It feels justified.”

“No… It’s wrong. It was wrong when you chained me up on the mountain and this is wrong too. Look at you… Your body’s not your own any more. They’ve turned you into a walking sex doll who just craves more sex. You can't live like this, without love or real friendship. Eventually, you'll just turn into a sort of fat slug.”

“I do feel a sort of love when I'm with any of them. It doesn’t feel the th’ame as Antone’s, but they're kind and thoughtful, and although I'm not usually able to reciprocate their affections, I do feel their love and I like it. As for turning into a th’lug, that’s never going to happen. You do know they have a gym downstairs, don’t you?”

“They have a gym that they let you use?”

Sarah’s face broke into a broad grin. “Four o'clock every afternoon.”

At that moment, the kitchen door opened and Jean’s face appeared.

“We thought it would be a good idea to have tea on the terrace.”

“Oui, monsieur,” murmured Sarah.

“That’s tea for four plus you two.”

Sarah grinned. “Oui, monsieur.”

The door closed again and Sarah was still grinning.

“Does that mean you're invited for tea outside?”

Sarah nodded. “It doesn’t often happen. I expect it’s because you're here. It means I get to have biscuits too,” and she reached up into one of the high cupboards for the biscuit tin.

Together, Sarah and Ellie carried the afternoon tea essentials through to the dining room on two trays and Sarah stopped by the open glass doors to the terrace. Outside, Odile, Marion, Henri, and Jean were relaxing around a circular metal table beneath a huge maroon-coloured sun umbrella.

“Madame,” said Sarah and Marion stood when she noticed her, but walked past Sarah to the mahogany sideboard against one wall. From a drawer, she extracted a long length of light metal chain and knelt to lock the end of the chain to a wall staple beside the door. Then she attached the other end to Sarah’s hobble with a second padlock.

“Attendez,” muttered Marion and extracted her phone from a pocket and tapped the screen a few times. “D’accord. Deactivated,” she announced and returned to her seat.

Sarah turned to Ellie with a conspiratorial whisper. “It’s a virtual boundary fence Marion has just deactivated. If I tried to cross it when it’s active, I’d have got a nasty th’ock from my chastity belt.” With that, Sarah stepped confidently over the threshold and placed her tray with the teapot, milk jug, cups and saucers on the table. The chain from her ankle dragged behind her to snake back through the door.

Odile pulled out a chair for Ellie beside her and then said, “Sarah,” and pointed to the chair next to it. “Merci,” said Ellie, placed her tray with the biscuits and tea plates onto the table, and sat.

“Merci, madame,” said Sarah and settled beside her, her smile telling Ellie how happy she was to be having tea with ‘the family’ out on the terrace.

It was the perfect lazy afternoon with most of the buzz of conversation wafting over Ellie’s head in the soporific warm sunshine and she was surprised to hear Sarah entering into the conversation, some of it even in French. But every good thing must come to an end and finally, after some secret sign unknown to Ellie, Sarah stood, gathered up all the tea cups and plates, and set off towards the kitchen only to stop once she’d entered the dining room. Ellie made to follow, but Odile put a hand on her arm to stay her and, instead, she watched as Marion followed Sarah through the terrace doors and then knelt to remove the chain from her ankle to leave just the hobble.

“I should help her,” said Ellie.

“No, you should not,” said Jean emphatically. “She knows what she must do. We… we should just lay here and gaze at the sea. Tell me, mademoiselle, are you excited about returning home tomorrow?”

“Of course. My family will have been worried about me. I sent them an email a couple of weeks ago just to tell them I’m safe and will be returning soon, but I didn’t tell them anything more. They’ve been sending me back dozens of messages, but I’ve not replied to any of them. It sounds cruel, but I just haven’t known what to say. I’ve got it all planned out now in my head, a mix of truth and fiction; heavier on the fiction… And then there’s so much I need to do, particularly with college. I hope my belongings are still there, but the term has already finished so I'm not sure what’s happened.”

“I have never been to Britain, but I understand it is often cold and wet.”

“Sometimes.”

“Hmm,” said Jean, closed his eyes, and settled back in his chair with a smile on his face.

After half an hour or so, during which very little was said, Ellie did quietly leave to find Sarah sorting out some laundry in a utility room. She seemed happy even though her reach was often compromised by her collar chains and her activity punctuated by the rattle of the chain links through her collar as one hand was raised to allow the other to drop. Even when the links were still, there was always the quiet tinkling of the silver bells dangling from her teats. Sarah was making no effort to mitigate their movements; indeed, the smile on her face suggested she was still enjoying the experience. Ellie knew exactly what she was feeling: the gentle tug each time she moved quickly and the exaggerated bouncing and swinging of her breasts caused by the extra weight. She remembered too the feeling of helplessness when she was led about with a leash to their linking chain; the idea of going anywhere other than where her tits were leading her was unthinkable and the experience the ultimate in humiliation.

“You used to lead me about by my nipples.”

Sarah looked at her. “Yeah… It was fun.” The expression on Ellie’s face suggested the enjoyment was one-sided. “They don’t do that here because usually I've got the run of the whole house; well, all but the basement actually. Th’ometimes, if they want me to th’ay th’ill, perhaps when they're all outside and they don’t want me to have the house to myself, then Jean may lock a short tether to my tits, but Odile doesn’t like him doing that. Th’ee tells him it’s unnecessary and he should attach it to my hobble or something, but he just thinks it’s funny.” She looked down at her exposed breasts swelling above the tight bodice of her dress and their enlarged nipples unnaturally swollen by the injected collagen. “I was cheeky to him once and he locked a heavy padlock to this linking chain for an entire day…”

“Why can’t you go to the cellar?”

“It’s protected by a virtual boundary fence just like all the external doors and windows. If I cross the boundary while it’s active, my belt instantly goes to maximum on all functions and I wouldn’t be able to th’and it. It’s where the gym is, but it th’ares the th’pace with their office and that’s where they keep the computer and all their important documents.”

The precaution seemed reasonable enough to Ellie; who knows what mischief Sarah could get up to if she had a computer to play with.

“Will you hold the ends of the sheets, please?” asked Sarah.

The laundry had been folded and neatly stacked in the airing cupboard when Sarah suddenly jumped and nearly dropped the laundry basket she was holding.

“Oh, th’orry; I forgot. It’s four and that would be Marion reminding me. She’s probably downstairs waiting.”

“Novel call system.”

“Effective. They don’t usually need to call twice.”

Sarah made her way to the top of the basement stairs. “Madame…”

“It’s okay. You can come down,” called back Marion and Ellie followed Sarah down into the basement. Downstairs was a large space, dry and bright with an array of spotlights set into the ceiling. To the left was a large mahogany desk with a computer monitor and keyboard. Abutting it was a filing cabinet on one side and a book case on the other. To the right of the room was the exercise area with a weight training machine, a static bicycle, a rowing machine, and a treadmill, and on the back wall, a small wash basin.

“Nice gym,” said Ellie and Marion positively glowed.

“It was my idea but we all use it, especially Sarah who would otherwise get very little actual exercise. Sometimes we let her exhaust herself on the treadmill or rowing machine, but this afternoon, she will just use the bar. It’s a little different to the others because it uses electrical pulses rather than relying on will power to exercise muscles that would otherwise be difficult to develop.”

Ellie looked at the exercise bar propped up in a corner and the adjacent stake of weights, but couldn’t imagine how electrical impulses could be useful.

“All her exercises are conducted without the chastity belt and, because it’s the belt that keeps her confined within the house boundaries, the first thing I need to do is to attach an auxiliary tether,” and she retrieved the trailing end of a tether chain already locked to a wall staple. Sarah smiled and lifted her chin to allow Marion to lock the chain to her collar.

Sarah watched Marion closely as she went to the drawer of the desk to collect a bunch of keys and proceeded to detach the metal crotch strap of the belt from its waistband front and back. Carefully, Marion withdrew it from between Sarah’s thighs and took it straight over to the small basin at the back of the room for a rinse before laying it reverently upon a towel that she’d spread on the surface of the desk. It was sparkling clean and Ellie examined it closely. It was an instrument of wonder, if only for the erotic emotions it inspired, and Marion demonstrated its hidden secrets by cycling through its operating modes, energising it where it lay using her mobile phone.

The anal probe, an acorn shaped device on a short, fat stem, housed a motor that caused the probe to move from side to side at variable selectable speeds and Ellie remembered the effect it was having on Sarah in the kitchen.

“Makes her arse wobble,” whispered Marion, “Very distracting for everyone, but particularly Sarah.”

Next to the anal probe and dwarfing it by comparison was the vaginal phallus: a thick, flexible horn with a bulbous head and nodules all around its shaft. When energised, it rotated a few degrees first one way and then back again. Next to the phallus was the short pipe that engaged with Sarah’s urethra as the belt was installed and next to that was the clitoral exciter; not so much a vibrator, but more of a short lever that swept from side to side across her clitoral hood to impart a continuous manipulation. Marion grinned as she adjusted the speed from virtually imperceptible to almost a blur.

“The maximum speed is too much to induce a passion and is only used when she passes the threshold of an active boundary fence or if we need to punish her.”

The complete mechanisms were contained within a metal shell that was shaped to fit intimately around her vulva and anus, the front panel being hinged above the pubic bone and the rear of the shell pulled tightly between her cheeks by a heavy gauge steel cable. Marion detached the phallus from its crotch strap by gripping its shaft and twisting, and then emptied the battery compartment of rechargeable cells.

“They have enough capacity to last for several days, but we change them at every exercise session,” she explained as she loaded the device with fresh cells and reinstalled it onto the belt.

“Better safe than sorry,” muttered Sarah behind her back and then grinned at Ellie again.


Chapter 31    
The Prison Bar

Marion finished reloading the belt with fresh batteries and announced that it was time to fetch the bar. Ellie’s eyes turned once more to the weights in the corner. They were beyond Sarah’s reach, but when Marion saw the direction of Ellie’s gaze, she stayed her with a hand on her arm.

“Not that bar… Sarah will fetch it. We keep it in the cupboard. It’s an exercise that really benefits the men more than anyone else, but Sarah doesn’t seem to mind it. It uses electrical muscle stimulation, what people know as EMS, to strengthen her pelvic floor muscles. It will help her squeeze a man when he’s inside her.”

Ellie’s thoughts immediately imagined all sorts or torturous devices and when Sarah lifted ‘the bar’ from the cupboard, she realised they weren’t so far from the mark. The bar was a single vertical rod 4 cm thick mounted on a broad circular base. The top 16 cm of the rod had been machined to produce a column of circular ridges up the side of the shaft with a blunt, rounded tip. Just below the ridges was a base plate, presumably to prevent the shaft from entering too deep, and, below that the only other detail: a sliding clamp so that the height can be adjusted. Ellie’s trepidation intensified when Marion plugged a lead into the back of the bar that was already connected to an EMS unit on a shelf inside the cupboard.

Whilst Ellie was gazing distractedly at the bar, Sarah sidled up beside her.

“You're not really going to do this, are you?” asked Ellie.

“Of course. I've done it loads of times before and, whatever you think their motives are, it really does work and makes a difference to my inner strength; you won’t find me peeing when I laugh. Besides that, God, it feels sexy… The electrical pulse makes me grip the bar at the same time as it makes me jump; can you imagine that? Bernard is a genius… No orgasms, of course, because it’s controlled by my heartrate again, but that doesn’t mean I can't try.”

They both watched Marion kneel before the phallus with a tub of lubricant. She squeezed some gel onto its tip before spreading it evenly by stroking the shaft up and down suggestively with her hand. “Electrically conducting gel,” she said to Ellie.

Sarah stepped forward onto the circular plate in her impressively high heels and stood over the shaft while Marion uncoiled a cord wrapped around a wall cleat and then played it out, allowing a small hook to descent from the ceiling.

“It’s just a safety feature in case she over-balances. It clips to the back of a reinforced section of her dress,” and she attached it behind Sarah’s shoulders.

Sarah raised both her hands above her head as high as their collar chains allowed and Marion used a snap link to attach both cuffs to a loop in the cord. With her shoulders now raised, the short hem of the dress was pulled even higher to expose her naked vulva below the black lace and the puffy layers of white tulle underskirts.

“Wish me luck,” murmured Sarah to Ellie and closed her eyes as Marion, kneeling behind her, released the clamp on the post. With a single, steady thrust and a long moan from Sarah, she raised the shaft straight up into her until the mounting plate at the phallus’s base was almost touching Sarah’s underside before closing the clamp again. Ellie could plainly see Sarah’s labial lips spread around the girth of the metal bar that was now holding her fast and in such an intimate manner that escape was impossible. She moved, sinking 3 cm until she was pressed hard against the base plate that now protruded between her legs at the front and then rising up on tip toe by 6 cm, the total degree of movement now available to her.

“You'd enjoy this, Ellie. You th’ould try it. It’s much better than fucking yourself on that chastity bar.” Ellie blushed and turned away; Marion frowned.

When Ellie turned back, Marion was sticking two self-adhesive pads to the outside of Sarah’s cheeks just below the skirt’s hem and then clipped another electrode to her hobble chain with all the leads trailing back to the EMS unit in the cupboard.

“So, this device exercises the muscles around her vulva by inducing a very small current in the order of 10 mA to pass from the metal phallus inside her to the outside of her cheeks. It causes her to clench those muscles. The pulse lasts for less than half a second and then a second pulse is applied between her cheeks and her ankles through the hobble chain. The second pulse makes her relax her pelvic muscles and, instead, contract her thigh and calf muscles. The first pulse causes her to rise up the shaft as her internal muscles clench and the second pulse drops her back down onto the phallus’s mounting plate.” Marion’s smile suggested she anticipated an entertaining exhibition. “If her heartrate exceeds 130, the pulses stop until her heart slows, so I'm afraid that once again she cannot expect to climax.”

She stood very close to Sarah and looked up into her face with her hands on Sarah’s waist. “A kiss before you start…”

It was only then did Ellie remember that both the women, Marion and Suzanne, had a very different history with Sarah than she had: they had shared Antone’s bed with her and no doubt had shared her bed since. With her tall shoes, Sarah was much taller than her tormentor and leaned down to touch their lips in a surprisingly tender kiss that grew ever more passionate when Marion’s hand slipped between Sarah’s legs.

Marion stepped away. “Her kisses are beautiful,” she murmured. “It’s her lips… They're so soft it’s like kissing sea foam,” and with a nonchalance that comes from familiarity, Marion clicked a switch on the EMS unit. Despite expecting it, Sarah jumped up on tiptoes with a surprised squawk to cause her naked tits to jiggle and the bells to sound. Half a second later, the second pulse fired and she slammed down hard on the mounting plate with another squeak and similar jiggling and tinkling. Her eyes were bright and her mouth was open wide when she jumped up the knurled bar for the second time. Thereafter every second saw her rising high only to drop back with a squawk and a wet, slapping sound as she drove herself up and down on the ridged shaft and bumped her clitoris against the solid plate. Whilst her tits nodded and jiggled with a discordant tinkling sound, and her bottom twitched beneath her skirts that undulated and billowed with her movements like the waves of a jellyfish.

Marion and Ellie backed away; Sarah was becoming noisy.

“I have tried it myself,” murmured Marion with a hushed whisper. “I had to get Jean to help because I couldn’t manage all the restraints, raise the phallus post, nor operate the EMS unit unaided, and then the devil wouldn’t turn it off when I asked. Of course, with the heartbeat monitor active, I couldn’t bring myself to a satisfactory conclusion, but the effort was a reward in itself and later that evening, our coupling was memorable. You can try it yourself if you want.”

“No thank you; I'm good,” replied Ellie a little too quickly.

✽ ✽ ✽

They were leaning on the edge of the desk while they watched Sarah struggle with the EMS. She’d tried squirming and lifting a knee in order to mitigate the effect, particularly the strength of the impact of her body on the phallus’s base plate, but nothing seemed to help. She had now resorted to squeezing her eyes closed and grunting with every strike.

“I find it hard to believe that this is a medically approved procedure to improve muscle strength,” mused Marion.

“I've never heard it being applied this way before.”

“It depends what muscles you're aiming to strengthen I suppose. The boys were complaining that she felt loose; I think she’ll soon be able to crack walnuts.”

Before them, Sarah suddenly fell silent and settled back on the phallus breathing hard, but half a minute later she shrieked and jumped again as the EMS unit was re-triggered. It was the third time it had happened; the third time she’d been denied the chance of an orgasm.

“It runs for fifteen minutes…”

“She looks tired.”

“She’ll be fine; she has a strong constitution. If she was distressed, she’d call out, but she’s not yet even pulling at the suspension cord.”

Ellie shrugged. “I suppose.”

“Another five minutes and the unit will turn off and we can have another cup of tea. Odile has made a cake.”

“That will be nice.”

“Sarah can bake a good sponge cake.”

“Really. I find that surprising. I know she never baked at home.”

“She is always surprising us.” Marion was quiet watching Sarah bouncing. “You'd think those bells would make her tits ache.”

“They do.”

“Oh, pardonne-moi. I had forgotten you have experienced them.”

“Bernard said they were for keeps.”

“Oui. The piercings are, but, of course, the bells and chain could be removed.”

Sarah gave a mournful groan and stopped twitching again when the electrical pulses stopped for the fourth time, but this time she continued making little jumps on the phallus to try to defeat its insidious trick. She could only move a very few centimetres and the obvious effort involved soon sapped what strength she had left and she sagged forward, supported by the suspension cord. But not for long… A few seconds later, she shrieked again and started bobbing anew.

Three minutes after that, she stopped for the final time with another long groan.

“That’s it, Sarah. You have finished…” and she unclipped her hands from above her head and pulled the contact pads from her cheeks.

“Yeth, madame,” she muttered breathlessly. “It was close, I nearly did it.”

“Maybe…”

Sarah’s eyes focused on Marion standing just beyond her reach. “You upped the pulse current, didn’t you?”

“A little.”

“It felt like a lot.”

“Did you still enjoy the exercise?”

“It was a bit like riding a wild stallion. I think I would enjoy it more with a little less energy.”

“And do you still think Ellie would enjoy it?”

Sarah grinned. “She might,” and she glanced beyond Marion to where Ellie was suddenly all ears.

“Do you remember what you said to her?”

“I told her it was better than a chastity bar.”

“That wasn’t quite how you phrased it. In fact, I thought you were being quite disrespectful to our guest.”

Sarah’s smile fell away. “I'm sorry, madame. I didn’t mean to be disrespectful. Sorry Ellie.”

“Doesn’t Ellie deserve a proper form of address?

“Sorry Miss Ellie, madame,” she added trying to cover all possibilities.

“How should we punish you for your transgression?”

“Er… I don’t know, madame.”

“No, nor do I. Let me think about it for a while,” and she turned to Ellie. “Come. Let’s go and have that tea and cake,” and she took Ellie by the hand to lead her upstairs. Ellie looked over her shoulder at Sarah still trapped on the bar. Her hands were straining at waist level against her manacle chains and she’d lifted a knee as far as her hobble allowed in a futile attempt to dislodge herself, but her sex was not about to relinquish its prize so easily and gripped its metal lover with a passionate hold impossible to break. She stared at Ellie with her mouth open, not quite believing what was happening, and then everything went black in the room when Marion clicked off the lights.


Chapter 32    
Standing for Dinner

Henri and Odile were outside on the terrace when they went upstairs, Henri reading a hardcover book and Odile with several magazines on the table in front of her. “Bonjoir,” she said when the girls approached and both seemed pleased to see them. “Sarah?” she added. Marion explained in French where Sarah was and why and Odile just shrugged. Henri seemed more interested, but then returned to his book.

“Tea?” asked Odile in English and indicated the large, ornate tea pot in the centre of the table.

“Oui, merci,” replied Ellie and she and Marion took their seats, both eyeing the spectacular looking sponge cake next to the pot.

No-one was in a hurry and the conversation flowed in both French and English as the cups of tea kept coming and the cake was slowly consumed. Jean appeared too late for the tea, but ate the last piece of cake and he, too, asked where Sarah was.

“She’s still in the gym,” said Marion in English. “She was disrespectful to Ellie and so I left her on the bar.”

“What did she say?” But before Marion could answer, Ellie jumped in.

“It’s alright. It doesn’t matter,” but her look told Jean it did matter.

“Who will prepare dinner?”

“She will, of course. I’ll release her soon,” said Marion.

“Let Ellie release her,” suggested Jean.

“No, I don’t want to.”

“I think you should, but make sure she’s suitably contrite first and tell her to bring the bar and her chastity belt up here.”

Jean repeated what he’d just said in French for Odile and Henri’s benefit and then all four of them looked at Ellie. What could she do? She smiled, stood up, and with a nonchalance she didn’t feel, made her way back through the dining room and down the stairs.

Sarah’s first words when she clicked on the lights were: “Oh, it’s you.”

“Sorry about that. Were you hoping for someone else?”

“I thought it would be Marion and I was hoping…” her voice trailed away before she’d finished the sentence.

“I've been told to release you if you’re ‘suitably contrite’.”

“Of course I'm fucking contrite. I'm been th’anding here for the last hour.”

“Forty-five minutes.”

“Whatever. It’s no fun when I can't move at all.”

Ellie looked at the white emulsion around the base of the phallus and Sarah’s labial lips spread wide by its girth, swollen and dark with engorged blood, and glistening with moisture. “It looks to me like you’ve been moving. Anyway, now you know how I felt every night when you locked that chastity bar to the stake. Sure I was flat on my back and you're standing, but otherwise it was the same. Not so much fun when you can’t lower your hands enough, is it?”

“I'm th’orry,” muttered Sarah with a sudden change of mood. “I'm th’orry I teased you th’o much. It was Antone who wanted you restrained.”

“But it was you who dreamt up all the torments. Do you know how much you made me wish for a partner and you know that’s not me; I’m not promiscuous, not like some people.”

“I know now… Look, Ellie. I am really th’orry and I want to ask you a favour. Come closer…” It was easy for Ellie to guess what the favour was, but despite that she stood directly in front of Sarah, close enough for Sarah’s fingertips to touch. “You know as th’oon as we get upstairs they're going to put that chastity belt on me and my chance will be gone. Please… While this metal cock’s still inside me.”

Sarah suddenly got her fingers around Ellie's shoulders to drag her closer and Ellie found herself trapped in a bear hug with her arms pinned to her side and Sarah’s lips on hers. It wasn’t the first time they'd kissed; it had happened several times on the mountain, but this time was different. This time her passion was frenetic and her lips… They felt so soft as if they weren’t real at all. Ellie imagined it was more like kissing a plate of warm jelly, not that she’d ever done that. Warm jelly that kissed back and pushed its tongue frantically into her mouth. Kissing had never been like that before.

Ellie was overcome by the eroticism of the moment and closed her eyes. Her right hand was against Sarah’s thigh and it was but a small movement to touch the bar with her fingertips and then slide them northwards until they arrived at the union between bar and vulva. Sarah trembled and groaned and her tongue bore deeper into Ellie’s mouth as Ellie’s left hand slipped around the back of her entrapped friend. It slipped over soft white flesh and into the darker recesses until it passed the crinkled surface of Sarah’s anal sphincter and met the bar from the back.

Sarah rose higher onto tiptoe as her embrace intensified and her pressure on Ellie’s shoulders increased until she found herself looking down on Ellie with their breasts effectively interlocked. Ellie could feel Sarah’s nakedness through her thin blouse and Sarah’s nipple bells pressing against her own teats. She could feel Sarah’s clitoris too, swollen by lust and injected collagen; it felt hard against her fingers. She gripped the cheek of Sarah’s bottom in her left hand and felt Sarah’s left leg wrap behind hers as the girl began to bounce balanced on her right tiptoe.

“Oh, fuck me harder you bitch,” cried Sarah flinging her head back and digging her fingernails painfully into Ellie's back.

“No…” cried Ellie shocked by both the profanity and the pain of her nails, and she stepped back, dropping Sarah back onto the phallus with a piecing scream.

Deathly silence followed until Jean’s voice could be heard at the top of the stairs.

“Ellie, is everything alright down there?”

“Yes, everything is fine. We won’t be long.”

She looked at Sarah who was staring back with a look of disbelief and then realisation that her embryonic orgasm had once again failed to materialise.

“Ellie,” she whined, but the moment had passed.

“We need to be going,” and she moved behind Sarah, first to disconnect the suspension cord and then to loosen the clamp screw. With a little encouragement, the top half of the structure slid down to disengage from Sarah, perhaps a little quicker than intended and eliciting another unexpected shriek. Ellie listened for Jean’s voice again, but it never came.

Sarah stood looking at her with a pleading expression, but Ellie just unlocked the tether chain from the wall staple and presented it to Sarah as a heavy coil, a burden Jean insisted on retaining to discourage her from absconding. Then she pointed to the wash basin. Reluctantly, Sarah stepped over to the basin and Ellie wiped the last traces of lubricant, both artificial and organic, from between her legs with a wet cloth.

“They want you to take your chastity belt upstairs.”

“Of course they do,” muttered Sarah who wandered over to the desk to pick up the steel shell with its two intimidating motorised plugs. She turned it over in her hands with her fingers tracing the intimidating profiles of the twin probes and then looked at Ellie. Her expression was eloquent in its need, but Ellie slowly shook her head. The time for passion had passed; the belt would soon be refitted and any personal touch prohibited.

Did Jean know this was going to happen when he insisted that it was Ellie that released her and, if so, should she have persevered and given Sarah what she sought when they had the opportunity? Such thoughts were still alive in her head as she followed Sarah up the steep stairs and glanced up at her nakedness framed by the ridiculous lacy frills of her underskirts.

They walked through the dining room to the door of the terrace where Sarah waited at the threshold even though, without the belt fitted, there was no actual deterrent stopping her.

“Thank you, Sarah,” said Marion when Sarah offered the chastity fitting. “Put it on the sideboard; you can wear it later.”

Sarah gave an audible sigh of relief, but it was followed with another of disappointment when Marion told her she would not be eating with them that evening, but only serving the meal.

“We’d like to eat at seven,” Marion added and Sarah nodded; her job now was to prepare the meal.

“Why didn’t she bring the bar?” asked Jean after Sarah had left the room.

“I didn’t ask her to. She’s served her penance and there’s no reason to torture her anymore.”

Jean made no comment on the matter and it was forgotten for the rest of the afternoon, right up until the time that Sarah had already laid the table for seven.

“Nazaire and Suzanne may be a little late; we’ll start without them.”

“Oui monsieur.” Then Sarah noticed the exercise bar at the head of the table and her face registered something between panic and despair. Jean had stood it there, the eighth place setting. “Monsieur, non… I have already apologised to Miss Ellie for this afternoon.”

“This isn’t about this afternoon,” said Jean. “This is about the weeks of torment you subjected her to on the mountain. Your gesture this morning in your cage was a welcome start, but I think it’s important for Ellie to see that your sins are not so easily forgiven. Serve the meal, Sarah, and then take your place at the table’s head.”

She hesitated, staring at the tall phallus, her single prison bar, and it was plain that she wanted to say more, but Jean’s severe expression stopped her. Instead, she merely said, “Oui monsieur,” and turned back to the kitchen. Odile followed her while the other diners took their seats, but she was soon back and, shortly after that, Sarah appeared with a tureen of soup. She was wearing the head cage complete with the oral plug that Odile had just fixed to her, the same head cage that she’d made Ellie wear on the mountain. Odile had also buckled the leather belt around her waist that she had been wearing inside her morning cage. It sat over her black dress a little higher than expected because it was above the metal waistband of her chastity belt that was still locked around her waist beneath her dress. The leather belt had metal rings at her hips, but was currently doing nothing other than causing her dress and underskirts to ride higher than they should, making it plain to all she was without underwear.

Sarah moved from person to person ladling soup into bowls and then retreated smartly to the kitchen. Ten minutes later and she was back collecting the used soup bowls and serving the main dish: a sausage casserole in white wine.

“Sarah,” said Odile when everyone had their meal in front of them. She was holding out a tub of lubricating gel, but Sarah shook her head; the extra lubrication wouldn’t be necessary. She took her place on the circular base plate and Odile stood and moved behind her, firstly to clip each wrist cuff to its ring on the sides of the leather belt, and then to loosen the clamp on the bar. Sarah tried to look impassive as Odile raised the bar, but her body betrayed her and she couldn’t avoid a degree of squirming and moaning.

Odile sat back in her place and the meal continued with light, casual chatter while Sarah stood at the head of the table like an erotic statue, one preoccupied with standing tall and remaining substantially still whilst doing her best to avoid fidgeting. Nobody was directly mentioning her, but her presence couldn’t be ignored. Then everything changed.

“Bonjour…” The dining room door crashed open and Suzanne entered with Nazaire close behind. She spotted Sarah straight away and made a bee-line towards her. “Aw Sarah, bonjour ma chérie. Comment vous allez?” She didn’t seem to be in the least bit fazed by Sarah’s unusual predicament, but obviously didn’t expect an answer to her question. “Coquin à nouveau…” she added with a giggle and gave Sarah a kiss on her cheek while she patted her naked bottom just visible beneath the hem of her dress.

After a conversation with the rest of the table in quick-fire French with much gesticulating, she and Nazaire disappeared to the kitchen only to return a minute later each with a bowl of soup. They took their places, one either side of Sarah at the end of the table, and continued the chatter where they left off, Suzanne vociferous and Nazaire slow and taciturn. It didn’t take them long to catch up with the others and they were soon on the main course with Suzanne holding up a thick white sausage on a fork and comparing it to the visible section of metal phallus embedded within Sarah.

The meal was drawn-out and leisurely, and all the while Sarah was obliged to stand motionless above the diners, a Master of Ceremonies humiliated and impotent. Transfixed by her sex and silenced by the head cage, she could do nothing more than await the time when they chose to grant her the limited freedom she usually enjoyed, and that didn’t occur for another ninety minutes and then only partially. Odile released her hands and then the bar so that she could step thankfully from the baseplate, but then Sarah was faced with the prospect of the chastity belt when Nazaire approached with the vulval shell.

✽ ✽ ✽

Ellie sought Sarah out in the kitchen once the dinner table had been cleared, but the continuing presence of Sarah’s head cage removed any chance of a meaningful conversation and Ellie was reduced to loading the dishwasher, something Sarah found difficult with her limited reach. As soon as that work was completed, Nazaire was there to take Sarah to bed. It was nine-thirty and the summer sun was setting over the sea, and as Sarah looked back over her shoulder following Nazaire through the doorway, Ellie couldn’t help but wonder if that would be the last time she ever saw her.

By ten, all but Nazaire, Suzanne and Sarah were sitting outside in the twilight sipping brandy and watching the last glimmer of the sunset over the bay, but Ellie was uneasy thinking about Nazaire with Sarah. Her mind was cycling through so many different scenarios, none of which she would have found acceptable, that in the end she had to say something. She settled for: “I hope Sarah’s bed is comfortable.”

“It’s a very comfortable bed. Best one in the house.” Jean gave a little smirk, but Marion burst out giggling. She spoke to Odile and then she, too, smiled. “I still don’t know why you seem so bothered about her welfare.”

“She doesn’t belong here; she belongs back in England at college.”

“She might disagree with you.”

“I don’t believe you. I don’t believe you’ve ever really given her a choice.”

Jean smiled. “You know we have not, but people change. She is a different person now to the one you knew in England. She’s different to the person you knew on the mountain.”

“You think your chains and devices have changed her in three weeks? I don’t doubt that she may have acquired a new skill or two, but that doesn’t make her a different person if you were to unlock all her chains. No-one could change that much in three weeks.”

“I do not suggest we have created a different person, rather that we have uncovered a part of her of which you were unaware; we were all unaware. We didn’t know the effect her restraints would have when we first introduced her to captivity. Not only did we believe her restrictions to be a necessity, but we intended to punish her for her deceit on the mountain. We did not suspect that she was such a masochist; we punish and she enjoys.”

The conversation moved on to safer topics, but Ellie was left unconvinced and uncomfortable. All through the late evening, images of Sarah trapped on her exercise bar drifted through her head, particularly when she was downstairs in the gym. Unable to rise above the bar, she was obliged to endure the electrical stimulation that forced her to masturbate herself on the pretence of strengthening her muscles. Ellie knew exactly the sort of emotional turmoil that Sarah was experiencing and they were wrong; no-one would choose her present life over freedom.

As the evening cooled, they moved inside. Nazaire and Suzanne reappeared and they talked, drunk wine and played cards. Nazaire and Henri tried to teach her a game loosely based on poker, but they seem to be making up the rules as they went along and she soundly lost every game. Soon after midnight, Odile took Henri to bed, followed a little later by Suzanne and Nazaire.

“Let’s walk…” said Jean.

“It’s late.”

“What does it matter?” asked Marion. “It’s a beautiful night.”

The three of them walked along the surf line in the moonlight: Ellie’s promised night-time treat. The sand was warm between her toes, the stars bright above them and the moon reflected on the calm sea; a perfect romantic evening. There wasn’t a light visible in the entire bay and the only sound was of the low waves breaking on the sand. Ellie remembered a time when she had wanted Jean with a passion and looked guiltily at Marion on her other side. Marion looked back with a hint of a smile playing around her eyes as if she could read Ellie's thoughts. Tonight, Jean belonged to Marion and Ellie knew by her manner that later she would be claiming her prize. Thoughts of her time on the mountain drifted through her head: the pain, frustration, humiliation. Then the short time with Annette and Bernard, the peace and solitude. She thought she’d turned a full circle, but now, everything was different again. She wondered where Sarah was. Was she actually asleep? Was she really comfortable?

“This is beautiful. I used to sit in the park with Sarah at night looking at the stars.”

“She does not seem to me to be a particularly romantic person,” said Jean.

“No, probably not. I used to look at the stars whilst she sent texts to her boyfriend, but she would enjoy this.” She scrunched her toes in the fine sand as she walked. “You have taken everything from her, you know. You live in this beautiful house, but she can’t fully enjoy it. She can’t walk along the beach or swim freely in the sea. All she can do is what you allow. Her body is not her own anymore.”

“Her body has never had so much attention before.”

“One can have too much of a good thing. You can’t keep her like this forever.”

“Nothing is forever. Situations evolve and move on. All I can show you is what is happening now and tell you that at present this is what we need to do and it is what Sarah wants. In the future, things may be different. Come back and see us next year, see things for yourself.”

Ellie didn’t answer him.


Chapter 33    
The Great Escape

It was late when they returned, past one in the morning and the house was in darkness.

“Another small drink?” asked Jean, but Ellie shook her head. “Then I will leave you now. Marion will show you to your room.”

Marion led the way up the stairs, opened the door that Ellie knew led to Odile’s room, and stood aside for Ellie to enter. She waited until Ellie had turned on the bedside lamp and then murmured, “Sleep well,” before quietly closing the door.

Ellie found her mind still in turmoil. She felt no threat in the house and, in fact, the little group of reformed bandits had gone out of their way to make her feel welcome, even to the extent of Odile giving up her bed for the night and moving into the spare room. They’d told Ellie it was the best bed in the house and Odile didn’t mind in the least.

Odile's room was in the centre of the house facing the sea and Ellie threw open the window to admit the cool, salty breeze and the soft sound of the surf. The bed was iron framed with a high mattress, high enough to see the sea through the window, and had been positioned directly opposite the view. It was furnished with a row of pillows and a feather filled duvet in a lacy white cover that was so stuffed it formed waves over the mattress. She turned off the bedside lamp and undressed by the light of the moon before slipping naked under the covers. Then, with a shrill “Eeek!” she was back on the floor again. When she pulled the duvet back, there was somebody else in her bed…

“Sarah!” she whispered breathlessly after clicking on the bedside lamp. Sarah wasn’t really in a position to be able to answer her. She was naked and had been ‘mounted’ on a rod that was engaged in the socket on the underside of her chastity belt and that rod, in turn, was part of a bracket that was bolted to the bed frame. The rod effectively fixed the chastity belt in a single, rigid position near the base of the bed and forced Sarah’s hips close to the surface of the mattress. Sarah was, as a consequence, was held face-down and flat against the mattress with her legs folded and strapped either side of her hips and her arms strapped to the sides of her body, wrists to ankles.

“Sarah,” she repeated, quieter now so as not to disturb the rest of the house. Her eyes were roaming over Sarah’s prone figure and taking in the full extent of her restraints. The first thing she noticed was that the girl was still wearing the head cage and, as Sarah’s pleading face gazed up at Ellie, it was apparent that it still held a plug still in her mouth. There was a ring-pull on the front of the plug and Ellie hooked her finger through the loop and tugged; it popped free, a rubber facsimile of a penis head, followed by a mouthful of drool that dribbled from her lower lip. Somebody had thoughtfully provided a towel under her.

“Ank-coo,” said Sarah with her mouth still open wide, her teeth held apart by a steel ring that was attached to the head cage and, with her inflated lips, she had the appearance of a sea creature searching the seabed for shrimps. Drool began to fall copiously from her lips and wet the bed sheet.

“I can’t free you. All the straps are secured with padlocks,” said Ellie examining the straps around Sarah’s arms and legs. Her hands were enclosed in spherical leather mittens and locked to her ankle cuffs and even the rod located in the underside of her chastity belt had a padlock through its release mechanism so that it couldn’t be disengaged. So restricted was Sarah that all she was able to do was to flap about on the surface of the mattress, thus confirming her fishy tendencies. Then Ellie noticed that the chastity belt started moving…

“Oh no… It go agin,” cried Sarah and her flapping increased.

Sarah had obviously been there for hours, her interest maintained by the slow churning of the vaginal and anal plugs.

“Sarah, are you alright?”

“Naa. It gonna op.” A few moments later it did… The slow twisting of the chastity belt ceased and Sarah gave a long, mournful wail. “It op when ma art beats ‘ise.” It was as much as Ellie could do to understand what she was saying now that her open mouth further distorted her speech.

“Oh, Sarah. I'm sorry, but I can't do anything. I don’t have any keys.”

“Ou can let ee lick ou.”

“What? No… How will licking me help? That won’t help at all.”

“It does… If I ake ou orgath’m, ma elt th’arts agin.”

Ellie had to repeat it to make sure she’d interpreted Sarah’s strangled speech correctly. “The chastity belt starts again if ‘I’ orgasm. How does it even know that?”

“It don’t. It know ma ‘art beats go parse one-thir’y an it ‘arts.”

“You’ve got to be kidding me… So at present, your belt just keeps teasing you and if your heart rate increases past 120 beats per minute, it stops and waits until you’ve gone off the boil again. But now you’re telling me that if, despite it stopping, you go past 130, your belts starts up again to allow you to orgasm.” Sarah was nodding furiously. “And the only way you can get your heart rate to keep increasing is if you get excited servicing someone and they start climaxing.”

“Eth…” Sarah says and keeps nodding. “If I licking ou… Leese, Elleee. Lie ‘ith ee. I ‘eed ou.”

“Lie with you? Sarah, no. I can’t do that when you're all strapped up; I’m not going to do that.” She noticed then that Sarah's eyes were staring at her naked body and snatched up her jeans to cover herself.

“Elleee, lease. Let ee lick ou.”

Ellie looked again at Sarah hips slowly twisting as her belt gently rocked and realised she must have been lying like that for hours, driven to the edge of madness by the incessant stimulation of her chastity belt until her own excitement level brought everything to life and supplied her with the relief she craved.

“I can’t leave you here like this,” whispered Ellie. “This is cruel.”

“Oh, Elleee. Lease let ee lick ou, Lease Elleee… I ‘eed ou.” Tears were gathering in her eyes driven by her desperation.

“Where are the keys, Sarah?” Sarah stopped pleading and just stared up at Ellie, and suddenly it all became crystal clear: “Tell me where the keys are and I’ll lie with you so you can have your orgasm…”

Sarah seemed confused and was now looking even more like a fish with her swollen lips and open mouth.

“The keys, Sarah. Where are they?”

“In a ‘esk in a gym.”

“The office desk?”

“Eth. Ow lie ‘ith ee. Ou ‘omised.”

She had… And it wasn’t as if she needed to actively participate in this; just let Sarah excite herself until she climaxed. Reluctantly, Ellie turned off the bedside lamp, climbed back onto the bed, and pulled the duvet back over them both. Then she slipped down the smooth sheet. Her feet touched Sarah and she wiggled lower, lifting her knees over her shoulders and spreading her legs around Sarah’s body. She felt Sarah’s hair tickle the inside of her thighs and eased herself lower still until the soft pressure of Sarah’s lips touched her labia and the tip of her tongue began lapping at her clitoris.

Sarah’s head was moving gently with her tongue making circles around Ellie’s rapidly engorging organ and then she sucked to draw her minora into her open mouth. Almost unconsciously, Ellie's hands slipped over her body to press across her breasts and rest over her nipples whilst lower down Sarah’s head began to bob as her tongue started lapping again.

Ellie gave a long, low moan and spread her knees wider as she tilted her pelvis and her vagina aligned with Sarah’s mouth, a soft moist cushion to seal against her most secret of places. Now Sarah’s tongue was delving deep inside her to lap against the entrance to the sensitive sheath and drink in the aromatic syrup that was flooding from its walls.

Ellie scooted a little lower still and Sarah’s open mouth slid up between her sopping labia to spread the darkening folds and lay bare the rapidly engorging nub of her clitoris. The ring in Sarah's mouth now pressed around the tiny organ, this time with pressure to stretch the delicate skin as taut as a drum and leave her clitoris as a hard button in the centre of her spread clitoral hood. Ellie’s clitoris was rendered bare and vulnerable and protruded invitingly into Sarah's open mouth through the ring. Sarah flicked it with her tongue and Ellie began stuffing the duvet into her mouth to stifle a scream. The sensation was exquisite and she slapped her hands down on the surface of the mattress and moaned again as her own needs overwhelmed her reticence.

✽ ✽ ✽

Sensibility slowly seeped back into Ellie's head as the spasms faded. She found herself with her hands pressed tightly against the back of Sarah's head and her thighs clamped together, actions intended not only to hold Sarah’s lips tight against her sex, but also to prevent her from actually moving. But she was moving. She was squirming from her shoulders to her waist and her feet and balled fists were flapping in time to a muffled shrieking sound.

Ellie immediately released her and whisked the duvet away to see that the cheeks of Sarah's bottom were wobbling wildly as the motors in her chastity belt oscillated.

“A-lee-aa,” cried Sarah. “A-lee-aa, ‘op. A-lee-aa, ‘ease ‘op. Enough. Oh ‘odd.”

Sarah was fighting the spasms of an overwhelming orgasm and losing.

“Ellee… ‘Ease tell A-lee-aa to ‘op.”

Ellie gazed down helplessly and then light dawned: “Alexa, stop,” she cried and a blue light illuminated the corner of the room at the same instant that Sarah, with a long sigh, stopped moving.

“Thank ‘ou,” she murmured and laid her head back down on Ellie’s thigh. Ellie felt herself relax and lay back against the pillows. Her spasms had now completely passed and her breathing steadied. She could feel Sarah’s body was still sporadically twitching and her hair was tickling, but Sarah at last seemed relaxed and content. Ellie’s eyelids gently closed and the world faded into the balmy night.

✽ ✽ ✽

Ellie’s dreams were vivid but serene. A sapphire blue ocean of fish accompanied her sun-drenched swim and they mirrored her every move, twisting and turning in the warm, weightlessness of the sea. Above her, light rays refracted by the rippling surface sparkled like fireworks in a bright blue sky and she felt happy to be with her fishy friends. They were happy too and pressed closer as she spun in formation with her shoal, feeling their silky bodies glide gracefully over her skin. They were, indeed, friendly fish and began slithering between her legs, deliberately rubbing themselves against her so that their long bodies created erotic quivering sensations.

God… This was like being in heaven. Her hands slipped up and down her body, her fingertips imitating the gentle wafting of fins and she sighed contentedly and spread herself to allow her marine lovers better access. But then a particularly amorous fish attached itself to her and when she moved her hands down between her legs, she felt hard steel bands and hair that didn’t feel at all fishy. Her eyes flicked open wide and reality came flooding back as she felt Sarah once again straining to reach her sex.

She whisked the duvet from them both and stared at the glowing hands of the bedside clock. It said three-thirty.

“Sarah, no…” whispered Ellie urgently, but Sarah just gazed up with a plaintive look in her eyes and her hips slowly swivelling as the plugs inside her sought to frustrate her afresh.

“I onto agin,” she cried with her voice sounding loud in the silent house and without thinking Ellie picked up the penis plug from the bedside table and pushed it into her open mouth before she woke anyone. It slipped between her lips like a child sucking in pasta and clicked into place inside the ring to leave her distended lips wrapped around the intrusion in an astonished pout.

“You just stay there...” She blushed as she said it, conscious of how stupid it sounded; Sarah had little option. “I’ll fetch the keys.”

Ellie quickly redressed, jeans, trainers and the light sweater, and took a last glance at Sarah now writhing gently on her location rod before silently leaving the room. The house was still and she was conscious that every little creak sounded like marbles in a tin box. She descended the broad staircase and then waited with ears pricked to pick up the slightest sound. Two minutes later with the house still silent, she moved again, gliding down the flight of steps to the basement.

The office-come-gym was in darkness. She closed the door and clicked on the lights and the room was suddenly flooded with a bright glare that hurt her eyes; light that transformed shadows into stark features and the starkest of features was the metal exercise bar standing erect from its circular base plate in the centre of the room where it had been abandoned the evening before.

Ellie touched its hard, bulbous head with her fingertips and, beneath it, its corrugated shaft designed to frustrate as much as imprison, and her thoughts turned to Sarah dancing on its tormenting profile. She imagined what Sarah was feeling as her muscles involuntarily contracted around the shaft to push her up its uneven surface at the same time that her bottom clenched and her body hugged the fat, metallic waves. Then the signals switched and, instead, her legs buckled beneath her to drop her back down the shaft to fill her and slap her clitoris against the base plate.

The cupboard door was ajar and the connecting cables lay where they'd been dropped: the jack plug that fitted into the back of the shaft, the crocodile clip that was connected to Sarah’s hobble chain, and the twin EMS pads that were stuck to the cheeks of her bottom.

Ellie felt her throat go dry as her crotch moistened. She imagined herself wriggling out of her jeans and panties and carefully lowering herself onto the devilish phallus, pressing the sticky pads onto the cheeks of her bottom as Marion had done with Sarah and tripping the switches. She could almost feel the electrical impulses making her jump on the shaft and slap herself against its base plate to involuntarily masturbate herself. It was all there: the bar; the cables, the EMS unit… A hobble! She’d need to find a hobble for the crocodile clip; her ankles would need to be electrically connected to the EMS. She scanned the shelves of the cupboard for an elusive hobble chain in vain and in desperation, glanced frantically about the room until, with a start, the creak of a floorboard upstairs brought the whole dream tumbling down.

Suddenly she was still with her ears straining to pick up the slightest of sounds. Five minutes passed with no further noises and slowly, with renewed determination, she approached the desk.

The drawers were unlocked. The top left drawer contained just papers and leaflets, the uppermost of which was a flyer from a clinic offering breast augmentation. Ellie picked it up to study it. Someone had drawn on it, ringing values in a table: 34B, Sarah’s present size and 34D; a proposal? Under it, Ellie was amazed to see Sarah's passport. It was the top right hand drawer that held the keys, dozens of them on three big bunches. Carefully, Ellie picked up all three rings and then noticed a couple of smaller bunches beneath, one of which had a key fob attached showing a Peugeot logo. She scooped that one up too.

She closed the drawer and turned off the light and then had to wait another five minutes for her eyes to adjust before opening the door and peering up the staircase. All was still quiet and with strangled breaths she crept back up both staircases and into her room.

Sarah was exactly how Ellie had left her, hips still moving in time with the stimulation she couldn’t avoid.

“I have them,” she whispered to Sarah and then looked at the task she now faced. She counted eleven small padlocks restraining Sarah and she had about thirty keys on three rings, each ring identified by a small coloured tab. There was no such colour coding on Sarah; this was going to be trial and error and she’d have to work her way methodically through all the keys.

She decided to start with the lock on the rod engaged in the socket under her chastity belt. Nothing on the first blue ring fitted the padlock and she’d almost exhausted the second yellow ring when a key turned. With the lock removed, she could squeeze the rod’s release mechanism and push Sarah to disengage her from the bed frame. Sarah grunted and, with her belt freed from its locating rod, she lifted her hips and began swivelling them in exaggerated motions in time with the movements within.

Ellie turned her attention to the straps securing her limbs and began trying to free her mittened hands from her ankles. It was another ten minutes before Sarah could slowly and very carefully unfold her stiff legs and stand unsteadily at the foot of the bed. This was progress. She was still substantially naked wearing nothing but the steel chastity belt, the small spherical mittens on her hands, her ankle hobble, and the head cage. She was standing with one hand pressed against the front panel of the belt as it gently moved between her legs and the other pawing fruitlessly at the oral plug still stuck in her mouth. Ellie told herself she’d left it there to stop Sarah dribbling, but in truth, she knew she was afraid that Sarah would wake the house either accidentally as a result of the stimulations from her belt or, more worryingly, because she didn’t want to be freed. Nevertheless, Ellie was confident that once she was completely liberated, she would come to her senses and be grateful.

“We’re getting there,” whispered Ellie looking at the ornamental decoration hanging from her teats. That would have to wait until later, of course.

That was the moment when there was a quiet tap on the bedroom door. Ellie froze. The tap was repeated and a soft voice called out her name. It was Marion. Ellie cracked the door open and peered around it into the dark passage beyond.

“Are you alright?” asked Marion. “I heard a noise.” She stood naked looking at Ellie with a bright smile on her face; looking at Ellie fully dressed...

Ellie smiled too, but then Marion caught sight of Sarah behind her and pushed past into the room.

“Sarah!” she exclaimed at the same time as Ellie barged into her back and knocked her forward onto the bed. She must have been winded because she barely made a sound as Ellie folded the duvet over her head and then rolled her up into a fat sausage. Marion started kicking out with bare legs, but could do little to lessen the hold of the duvet while Ellie grabbed the long strap that had held Sarah’s arms to her sides and wrapped it around where Marion’s waist would be. Marion was reduced to a large white lacy parcel with flailing legs and a quiet, muffled voice. A random padlock snatched from the bed would further delay her rescuers.

“Come on, quick now. We have to go,” said Ellie to Sarah. She threw Sarah’s passport and all the keys except those for the Peugeot into her suitcase, grabbed Sarah’s mittened fist, and tried to pull her through the door, but Sarah was standing firm and shaking her head. Undaunted, Ellie dropped her wrist and instead snatched up the short chain linking Sarah’s teats. Now when she pulled, apart from a pitiful mewing noise, Sarah barely showed any resistance and followed her down the stairs and along the hall corridor at a fast shamble still with her ankles linked together.

At the threshold of the main entrance door, even the inducement of the nipple chain failed to move her and Ellie had to resort to grabbing the waistband of her chastity belt and pulling so hard that Sarah almost fell through the doorway. Her chastity belt switched instantly to maximum excitation and, with a muffled wail, Sarah’s knees buckled. But Ellie was not to be so easily thwarted and with super-human determination, half-drove and half carried Sarah to the little car.

It would be accurate to say that, at this point, Sarah was away with the fairies. Her mind had been totally hijacked by the machinations happening inside her belt to the extent that she couldn’t have cared what Ellie did with her. Her only priority was to weather the torture that was being inflicted upon her, because torture was exactly what it was. Her genitalia had almost instantly become super-sensitive with the rapid flicking action of the little lever mechanism and to say that it created an orgasm would be understating the event to a ludicrous extent. The orgasm it produced froze her mind with overwhelming nervous stimulations that precluded all other thoughts and the spasms froze her body until she was effectively paralysed.

Ellie dropped the suitcase at the car door and bundled Sarah into the passenger seat. And then, while Sarah was so distracted that she was almost comatose, she latched the seat belt and slammed the door. Even if she’d wanted to, even if her mind was able to focus on the task, Sarah could not now have left the car because her spherical mitts were incapable of operating buttons and levers.

Lights appeared in the upstairs rooms when Ellie looked back before throwing the suitcase onto the back seat and climbing into the driver’s seat. She was accelerating through the stone gateposts in the property’s only vehicle when she saw Jean and Nazaire illuminated in the main entrance: two dark figures, still and ominous, watching them go like lions deprived of their prey.


Chapter 34    
Departure

They were away, up the lane and free, and Ellie relaxed and grinned at Sarah sitting beside her in the dim light. Sarah stared back, frozen in time with a look of abject horror distorting her face, her body stiff with all her muscles spasming at once, and tears rolling down her cheeks.

“Sarah…” cried Ellie, but no sooner had she noticed Sarah’s distress, than Sarah suddenly relaxed with a long sigh and her body slowly melted back into the seat as if flowing into a mould. Ellie reasoned that they had passed beyond the house wi-fi zone and the virtual boundary around the house had now lost contact with Sarah’s belt. The belt, however, had not shut down altogether because a few minutes later, it activated in ‘frustrate’ mode once Sarah’s heartrate had slowed.

“I’ll stop soon and remove it, so you won’t be teased for much longer.” Sarah registered the fact with a quiet groan and a nod.

In the event, it was another twenty minutes before Ellie stopped the car in a quiet country lane well off the main thoroughfare, released Sarah’s seatbelt, and opened the passenger door so that she could climb out. They walked through an open field gate and sat on a grassy bank in the grey dawn light before the sun rose above the hills behind them. The first thing Sarah did was to tap the plug in her mouth with a fist and Ellie hooked a finger through the ring-pull to tug it free.

“Ank ‘ou,” Sarah mumbled, but then couldn’t prevent the drool from rolling down her chin from her open mouth.

“Let’s get rid of that cage so you can close your mouth,” said Ellie and began sorting through the bunches of keys. It didn’t take as long as she feared to locate the correct key and she carefully eased the metal cage from Sarah’s face, pulling the steel ring from her mouth at the same time. Sarah thanked her again, this time a little more intelligibly although her new lisp was still evident.

Sarah’s belt had been acquiescent for the last ten minutes, so her next priority was the inconvenient mittens locked to her hands. It took longer to locate the correct keys partly because of the bad light and partly due to plain bad luck: they were almost the last Ellie tried.

“How often did you have to wear those?”

“Almost every night. Even when there’s nothing but a tethering chain to the bed, they like to think that I'm dependent on them for everything and not able to get myself off without their help.” She had a wistful look as she sat stretching and wiggling her fingers as if playing an invisible piano.

“You must be cold,” said Ellie, but Sarah just shrugged. “Here… take my sweater. It’ll cover up those titty bells better than a t-shirt. I don’t know what they're going to say at the airport’s metal detector.” She giggled as she pulled the woollen sweater over her head to leave her own breasts bare and handed the garment to Sarah. Sarah pulled it on and smoothed down the front to see that the metallic ornamentation was hardly discernible. Ellie visited the car to rifle through her suitcase for a shirt and returned reclothed and carrying pants, a skirt, and her old shoes for Sarah to wear. “We need to get that belt off next,” and, as if it was responding to its name, the chastity belt began moving with the vaginal probe slowly rotating and the clitoral excitor sliding lackadaisically from side to side over Sarah’s clitoral hood.”

“Oh fuck, it hurts…” she murmured. “I feel like I'm raw down there.”

Spurred into action, Ellie pushed Sarah over onto her stomach and began fitting keys into the lock in the small of her back. Sarah was clawing at the grass and moaning before Ellie found a key that fitted and opened the band enough to slide the crotch strap down a thigh and pull both plugs from their respective orifices. The belt stopped moving as soon as the plugs left Sarah’s body, presumably because one of them could no longer detect a heartbeat, and Ellie untangled the mechanism from Sarah’s legs and left it looking ominous and intimidating on the bank beside them.

Sarah rolled over onto her back, at last free of her tormentors, but they had already done their work and, despite the fact that she was sore from the energy burst she was given as she violated the virtual fence, her libido had been piqued and, with the belt gone and her hands free, she was at last in a position to exploit her feelings. Ellie applied herself to locating the keys to fit the final restraints, Sarah’s ankle fetters and hobble chain, but couldn’t help notice that she was oblivious to all but the heat she was creating between her legs. Ellie abandoned her task and waited discreetly round by the car. Ten minutes later, Sarah appeared carrying the bunches of keys, hobble chain and chastity belt, and wearing one of Ellie’s skirts and shoes. She gave Ellie a wry grin and dumped the metalwork onto the car’s rear seat.

“You're looking almost normal,” said Ellie and Sarah peered down and herself, run her hands down the sides of the skirt, and then grinned again.

“It’s pointless getting to the airport too early; they don’t open the door until five.” There followed a long and awkward silence that was only broken when Ellie said: “You know I’ve forgiven you for, you know, all those things you did to me. I know it was just circumstances; psychologists have proved as much with several experiments.” Sarah still didn’t say anything in response and Ellie felt the need to keep talking. “In one, volunteers were assigned either prisoner or prison guard roles and the result was the guards become more brutal and the prisoners more passive.”

After a long silence, Sarah eventually said, “I don’t remember you being particularly passive.”

A response… At last Ellie felt she might be beginning to get somewhere. “Did you feel passive back at the house?”

Sarah considered the question for a long time. “I suppose…”

“And you have to admit, that wasn’t your usual disposition. You used to be a right bossy madam at college.”

Sarah gave the merest hint of a smile that rapidly vanished. “They treated me well at the house. They were kind.”

“They had you chained up. They were using you for sex. Forcing you to fuck yourself with all those exercises and keeping you on the edge with the belt so you'd give them oral sex whenever they wanted. And what about that bed? Were you there every night?”

“Not usually like they'd left me for you, but sometimes when it was the turn of one of the women. But it wasn’t always a bad thing; if I satisfied them, I’d be automatically rewarded with my own orgasm and that wasn’t always the case with other scenarios.” There was another long period of silence that Ellie was loath to interrupt. It was the right decision because Sarah had more to say… “If it was one of the men I was with, I could be left in all sorts of different ways, but I didn’t really mind. It was exciting. I could never guess what they’d do or which part of me they’d use. Henri was gentle like a child, Jean was athletic and, well, considerate, but I liked Nazaire best. I felt like a rag doll in his hands.”

“You can’t spend your life as a sex doll, Sarah. You need to do things, to achieve things. You're more than a set of genitals with tits. And what about that cage? What was that all about?”

Sarah smiled. “It was my rest time. Sometimes I wouldn’t sleep much during the night, so they let me sleep until late morning.”

“Locked into that tiny cage?”

“It was your cage… I’d bought it for you and I think that’s why they started using it. After the first week, I was never pinned again until you were due to visit and then I asked Jean to leave me like that. Usually, I could just curl up on the floor of the cage and sleep. They’d even turn the belt off so it didn’t wake me up. Yesterday morning was all my idea to show you how sorry I was for the way I'd treated you.”

“You thought I'd like to find you that way?”

“Well… Yes, actually. I assumed you'd want some sort of retribution.”

“Well, I don’t. I just want to forget everything that ever happened up on that mountain and go back to how things were.”

Ellie looked at the clock. “We’d best go. We’ll have to be careful at the airport. They're sure to guess where we’re going, but if we can just get inside the terminal building, we’ll be home and dry. They can’t try anything then with all the security guards about.”

Ellie set off with a plan to approach the airport from the far side and run inside before anyone can stop them. Just before six, she turned into the airport approach road and saw the terminal building in front of them. Behind her, Bernard’s battered jeep joined the road. Ellie saw them immediately and sped forward, choosing the lane that said ‘taxis et autobus’. The jeep made no attempt to follow her into the restricted area, but stopped some fifty metres away in the ‘drop off’ zone.

Ellie jumped out and grabbed her case. Seventy paces away, Jean, Marion and Nazaire climbed from the jeep and stood looking at them. “Quick Sarah. This way,” and she ran towards the terminal doors. She’d gone perhaps ten paces before she realized she was alone. She turned and looked back; Sarah was walking slowly back towards the jeep whilst the other three just stood waiting. When she reached them, she turned to stare at Ellie. She looked an exotic creature standing tall in Ellie’s high ankle boots and short Lycra skirt, perfectly still and calm. Jean opened the rear door of the jeep and she climbed inside. Marion gave Ellie what might have been a little wave and climbed in after her; Nazaire took the driver’s seat and the jeep slowly departed. Meanwhile, Jean walked towards Ellie, but stopped when he reached the Peugeot. He looked on the back seat at the bunches of keys and Sarah’s passport and then opened the driver’s door.

“Come back and see us next summer,” he called.

She said nothing. She was too stunned. He climbed in and drove slowly away after the Jeep. Ellie lifted a hand and gave a half-hearted wave and Jean held his arm out of the window to return the gesture. She didn’t know why, but there were tears in her eyes.

-   The End   -


Extract from the book "The Re-education of Mrs Annabelle McBride"

Poor Annie… One moment she’s idyllically happy as Simon’s new bride and then she’s bullied into doing something silly by an ex. But Simon’s a reasonable man; despite losing all confidence in Annie’s ability to resist sexual pressure, he’s prepared to offer her an alternative to divorce: a course of re-education intended to condition her to seek sexual gratification only from him. Of course, by definition he must ensure that she can’t get her relief any other way, including by self-stimulation, and he also realizes that her re-education will be a lot more effective if her passion is maximised. People always want what they can’t have, Annie more so because she’s subjected to a continuous and unavoidable reminder of what she’s missing.

For Annie, the course poses substantial physical challenges, but it’s not easy for Simon either. Unless he can find a way to overcome his visions of Annie and her friend partying in the marriage bed, the whole exercise could be for nought.

At this early stage in the story, Simon has equipped Annie with a carbon fibre chastity belt and bra. They have been moulded using a 3D printed body form created from a digital body scan so that they matched Annabelle’s exact shape in every detail. The belt not only has an integral rigid dildo, but also an anal plug that can be remotely released as and when required using a mobile phone signal. Finally, to ensure her complete denial of service, he has replaced her usual tongue stud with one more like a thorn that has a magnetically locking retainer.

This is Annie’s first day in her new outfit and the story has been written from her point of view.

*   *   *   *   *

Idressed, a t-shirt to cover the bra and a skirt. The belt looked just like material underwear except that it showed a little more detail and I thought it pointless to cover it with more pants. I studied myself in the mirror. I didn’t look any different from usual except, perhaps, that my nipples were a bit more prominent, but I certainly felt different. I could barely walk without the twin plugs inside me sending urgent signals to my brain to tell me that I was in the middle of a very kinky sex session. I kept trying to touch myself only to find that nothing I could do added to the stimulation.

I couldn’t alleviate it either. If I sat, I felt the plugs burrow deeper and when I moved, I was conscious that I did so with a strange gait that kept my thighs apart. I practiced walking normally and felt new pressures both within and without; I was gently masturbating with every pace.

How on earth did Simon expect me to function? Did he think I could just carry on as normal? Go to the shops and walk round the supermarket with all the other shoppers? I imagined collapsing with an orgasm in ‘fruit and veg’, toppling senseless into the bin of bananas while concerned citizens tried loosening my clothing.

I wandered into the kitchen and started an inventory of the larder’s contents to try to determine how much time I had before I had to venture into town. You may think me slow, but it took to about eleven o'clock before I realized that the belt wasn’t about to cause me to writhe around in unbridled ecstasy. Quite the opposite. There was no way I could climax whilst locked into my plastic underwear, it just wasn’t going to happen, and then the true nature of my incarceration started to filter into my addled brain.

It’s human nature to want what you can’t have and by lunch time I wanted sexual relief. This is stupid, I told myself. Four hours and I felt like a sex maniac. I tried to tell myself that it was just a passive barrier, but it wasn’t. It was constantly whispering to me: here it is, this is what you want and you can’t have it.

I decided I needed some distraction and took the dogs out on the heath. The exercise was not a success. The strenuous motion only served to stir the plugs about inside me until I just stopped and sat on a log to watch the dogs searching amongst the gorse for stray scents.

Back at the house, I sat in the kitchen drinking a coffee and trying to rationalise the situation. Why had he done this? Why up the stimulation instead of just settling for locking me out. Surely it was counter-productive. It seemed that from now on my mind would constantly be focused on thoughts of sex irrespective of whom I’m with. If I’m with another man, for instance, will I be going nuts because I couldn’t fuck him and how’s that help Simon?

Somehow I stumbled through the rest of the afternoon in a sort of trance and finally had the ‘pleasure’ of watching Simon arrive back home and climb from his car. He walked into the kitchen, dumped his laptop bag in the corner and smiled at me.

“Good day?” he asked lightly.

I was not amused, but tried to stay civil. “Not particularly,” I said. “I’ve got a fucking great cock locked in my pussy and a plug up my arse.”

Okay, it wasn’t very civil, but I thought I had the right to make my feelings known.

“I know that,” he said. “I put them there.”

“As a punishment?”

“Well, yes; I suppose so. In a way they are a punishment inasmuch as you’d probably rather they weren’t there, but that’s not their primary purpose.”

“Well, now you're home, please take these things off me.” Simon looked at me as if I was mad. “It’s not as if I’m going to sneak away for a quickie with the gardener.” He turned away to refill the kettle. “He’s not even here,” I added under my breath.

If he heard me he didn’t acknowledge. He’d turned the kettle on and was in the process of making coffee. He suddenly stopped what he was doing and turned slowly towards me. “I'm afraid that’s not how it works.”

“But you're here. You can see I'm not with anyone else; why won’t you release me?”

“There’s two ways you can be released from that belt: either I could decide to unlock you to, well, exercise you, or you could opt for a divorce. Right now, I don’t need you released. Do you want a divorce?”

I ignored the question. “This is it, then. I’m to be a sort of sex toy that you take from the shelf and unwrap whenever you're feeling frisky and to hell with my own feelings.”

“Pretty much…” said Simon. I glared at him. “Let me explain it to you clearly.” His tone was verging on patronising and it was as much as I could do to hold back the verbal tirade that was bubbling inside me. “Your new underwear is designed to achieve multiple objectives. Firstly and quite obviously, it provides a barrier that negates any extramarital sexual activity and gives me assurance that you're being faithful. Secondly, it conditions you to look exclusively to me for sexual satisfaction and fulfilment and nobody else because only I have the keys, and for this secondary aim to be met we must exclude you as well as your potential suitors.”

“You're locking me out from my own body…”

“And thirdly,” he continued with barely a pause, “By providing a small but constant degree of stimulation, it keeps your attention focused on objective two.”

“A small degree of stimulation… You lock that sodding great cock inside me and a plug in my arse and call it ‘a small degree of stimulation’… Where’s the fucking key? I've had enough of this. I'm not a sex doll you can own and use whenever you fucking feel like it.”

“No, you're not. You're my wife and if you want that state to continue, you’ll accept my terms. If you want the key, it’s here; take it,” and he held up a small bunch of keys.

I went to grab the keys and then hesitated before snatching my hand away. My ire evaporated like Scotch mist. “No I don’t want the sodding keys; I want you. I'm sorry; I won’t do it again, I promise…” Neither of us was sure if I was referring to my verbal outburst or the original sin; it didn’t seem to matter. The tears began to trickle down my cheeks again. “I don’t want a divorce,” I murmured. “I just want you.”

It was now clear to me. He wasn’t going to take the belt off me because he didn’t want ‘access’ to me at that moment. I’d been assuming that its purpose was to secure my pussy to prevent unauthorised entry and that it was superfluous when he was with me, but it seems that was only part of it. The rest was to tease me in order to maximise my libido and secure me so that I had no way of satisfying it and, in so doing, cause me to yearn for the time when Simon and only Simon would relieve me.

So this was to be my punishment: wear the belt or get divorced. The offer of the divorce was still there. All I had to do was say yes and I’d be free. It was like some sort of trial to test the depth of my feelings for him. One thing was sure: his eyes didn’t waiver as he watched me with a detached stare and I realized he was in deadly earnest. I didn’t want a divorce; the very thought made me weak at the knees as I imagined my life just crumbling away. I turned away from the keys and sat on a stool. He finished preparing the two drinks and placed a mug before me. “Thank you,” I whispered.

“I have some letters to write so I’ll be in the study for a while.”

I answered in the same barely audible voice: “I’m making something to eat. It'll be ready in about an hour.”

Then it was his turn to say ‘Thank you’ before picking up his laptop and leaving. I stared at the coffee mug considering the implications of what I’d just learnt. I thought I’d have to wear this stupid belt while Simon was at work, but now it seemed like my term of torment was open-ended and entirely up to his discretion. I could be locked up for months…

The implications slowly began to dawn on me. The enforced chastity was my punishment for fucking Jeff and, just to make sure I was continuously aware of what I was missing, he’d locked the plugs into me so I couldn’t move without a tormenting degree of self-stimulation. How long could he keep this up? Mother Nature would make it difficult to continue more than a few more days and I doubted that he’d even thought of that.

I slid from the stool and the phallus nudged me. Four more days! I’ll be going insane…

✽ ✽ ✽

That first evening was difficult, but he did remove the tongue stud before the meal. He used what looked like a tiny spoon that he held under the bead and just pinched the thorn from the surface of my tongue. Then he handed me the bead and stud and asked me to wash them; said he’d refit them in the morning.

We ate the meal I’d prepared and then settled in the sitting room to watch the late news on the television, him in an armchair and me alone on the settee with my legs folded beneath me, squirming gently.

At eleven he said ‘Goodnight’, kissed my forehead, and went up to sleep alone in the spare bedroom. I continued to stare at the television screen, not actually seeing what I was looking at and with tears gathering in the corners of my eyes. Didn’t he know how sorry I was or how much I still loved him? What he was doing was cruel, but I suppose I was cruel to him. I hadn’t really thought things through when I was with Jeff; considered all the pain and damage I could be causing and now this was the result. There are some countries that would put me to death for what I did to Simon and I shivered at the thought.

Carefully, I unfolded and rose, switched off the television and went upstairs to bed.

✽ ✽ ✽

The next morning, I heard him walking about and pulled on a dressing gown. I met him on the landing. He smiled and said ‘Good morning’, and then asked if I’d slept well. I told him that I had; I hadn’t.

He went back into the spare bedroom and a few seconds later there was a click behind me and I felt the plug move in my arse. I reached behind me and realized that he’d remotely released it so that I could use the toilet. Thanks very much, I thought and went into the bathroom. When Simon heard the cistern flush and the basin taps running, he joined me. The plug was on the side of the sink air-drying after I’d washed it.

“Do you want a shower?” he asked.

“Of course. Are you going to remove these?” and I tapped the belt.

“I will, but there are conditions. You’ll need to wear this and allow me to wash you,” and he showed me a metal yoke: a bar 80 cm wide with wrist cuffs at its ends and an opening collar in its centre.

“So I can’t touch myself?”

He nodded.

“Can’t you just watch me to make sure I don’t get carried away?”

Simon didn’t answer and I gave him a long, hard stare. It’s not an easy pose to hold and after a while I started to get eye-strain for no discernible capitulation on his part. I shook my head and held up my arms beside my shoulders. He opened the device at the collar and reclosed it about my neck and then closed each of the cuffs about my wrists to leave me trapped in an attitude of abject surrender with my arms raised either side of my head. Then he turned me round and unlocked first the bra and then the belt. The bra’s shoulders straps detached from the back straps and he slipped it from my torso. Then he unhooked the waistband of the belt from my hips and it slipped down my thighs, dragging the phallus from me as it did so.

I stood still with my lips parted in silent prayer as the shaft left me hungry and empty, one ridge at a time. I gazed down at the glistening shaft and then at Simon to ensure he understood the magnitude of my torment. He let the dressing gown slide from his arms to the floor and stepped naked into the shower before me carrying the two shells. To my frazzled brain, he looked beautiful.

It was a big shower, plenty big enough for two even when one had her arms partly spread, and I followed him inside. He laid the belt and bra on the floor behind him and turned on the water to drench them both in its warm, needle-like spray. He washed his hair and rinsed, and then spread shampoo onto me. I closed my eyes as his fingers massaged my scalp and then squirted body wash over my shoulders. It dribbled down my chest and he spread it until his slippery hands had covered my breasts and abdomen with the thick lather. Then he rubbed his hands between my legs.

I lifted a leg and moaned, pressing my slippery breasts against his chest as his hand moved below me, delving deep between my folds. I tried to kiss him, but he deftly fended me off.

“Simon…” I whispered.

“No,” he said. “Not now.”

He moved back and lifted the spray nozzle from its mounting to rinse away the suds and quench my fire, and then washed the belt and bra. I could do nothing but watch while he stepped from the shower, dried himself and then me before using the same towel on the belt and bra and putting them aside to finish air-drying. I followed him into the spare bedroom and stood silently while he dressed and, by that time, my plastic underwear was dry.

It was refitted the same as before: first the talc-powdered bra and then the belt. I stood with dry eyes and a dry mouth when he lubricated the phallus and then spread my legs for him to ease it into place. It slipped into me and I made no comment, no verbal comment anyway; my body language spoke volumes and I squirmed when he closed the waistband.

“Lean forward…” and he pressed the anal plug home until it clicked into place. Three flicks of his fingers and the three latches were released to free my neck and arms and I lowered them to my side, the status quo once again restored. I was secure, humiliated, and my body stuffed for another day. Without a backward glance, Simon left me to finish redressing and went down for breakfast.
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