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Notes:

 

	The British Empire forces in the colony of Singapore surrendered to the Japanese on Sunday, 15th February 1942. The fall of “Fortress Singapore” was the worst military defeat ever suffered by the British Empire, with around 100,000 Empire troops taken prisoner. However, the illusion of invincibility of the Empire forces and of Singapore itself was so great that even on the 13th and 14th many of the soldiers and civilians still believed that the Japanese attack could be repulsed or at least held off long enough for reinforcements to arrive and to defeat the despised “Japs”.

	The language used in the story is appropriate to time, and thus most definitely not Politically Correct. Wartime propaganda only worsened the colonial attitude towards all “Orientals” and “natives” who lived and worked in Singapore, Malaya, and the Dutch East Indies (Indonesia and Borneo), while the Japanese held equally prejudiced views of “gaijin” or foreigners. At the time, Westerners were often referred to as “Europeans” since Americans were relatively uncommon in South East Asia.

	The QAIMNS (Queen Alexandra’s Imperial Military Nursing Service) or QA is a real, and much respected organisation, and the last minute evacuation of the QA nurses on the vessel the SS Kuala is historically accurate. Due to the rigours of the job, potential QA nurses were required to be young and physically fit. Although the main characters of this story are totally fictional, the general description of the final voyage of the SS Kuala is also based in fact.

	Historical records show that there were at least two known British traitors who spied for the Japanese, one in England and one in Malaya and Singapore, and probably many more that were never discovered of various European nationalities. In addition there was a Japanese spy ring active in Singapore prior to the invasion, some of whom were summarily shot down in the street by the British when they were exposed.

	Piracy (at sea, not software) was rife in the Malacca Straits during the period leading up to the Second World War and continues up to the present time. Recognised as one of the most successful pirates of all time, the Chinese female pirate Ching Shih and her Red Flag fleet of over 2000 ships was the scourge of the seas around China, defeating every naval force ever sent after her, including the British and Portuguese navies. She was finally given an amnesty by the Imperial Qing government and died of old age, a successful business woman. Her second in command and lover even received a commission in the Chinese military.

	The Japanese invaders were totally ruthless. Most of the patients and staff of the Alexandra Hospital were bayoneted or shot. Many Empire troops were killed after they had surrendered. The locals fared even worse, especially the Chinese. The Japanese carried out a deliberate campaign of terror and execution in Singapore. Japanese sources admit to 9,000 killed, while other sources go up to as many as 50,000 men, women, and children. Rape and torture was a common practice amongst the Japanese troops, and a speciality of the Kempetai, the Japanese Military Police (who were more like the German SS than Allied MPs).

	Australian Captain William (Bill) Reynolds, using a confiscated Japanese fishing boat, rescued many refugees fleeing the fall of Singapore from the waters and small islands surrounding Singapore, Borneo, and in the Indonesian Archipelago, of which there are thousands, mostly uninhabited.

	Finally, and in order to avoid confusion, I will point out that to the British the word “fanny” refers to the vulva (pussy) and not the buttocks.





Chapter One
 

Singapore - 8th February 1942

 
The transport lorry rattled to a halt just at the edge of Raffles Place, and the driver shouted back, “Sorry sisters, you'll have to get off here. I'm headed to the depot to pick up supplies and then it's back to the hospital. I'll be here again tomorrow at about noon to take you back to Alexandra.”
Susan hopped nimbly out of the back of the lorry, giving the driver a glimpse of a long, unstockinged leg in his mirror, and went around the side to smile at him. “Thank you Tom. See you tomorrow.”
“Watch out for Nip bombers ladies!” he called cheerfully, giving Susan a wink. The Japanese air-force had commenced daylight of bombing of Singapore city a month ago, but like their fellow countrymen in London, they had all grown accustomed to the hum of the heavy aircraft and the crash of bombs, and most refused to allow the threat to affect them, defiantly maintaining a stiff upper lip, and confident that the might of Singapore would hand the impudent Orientals a sound thrashing despite the setbacks the Empire forces had experienced in Malaya.
“We're not the one rolling around in a bloody great lorry,” Peggy, the other nurse in the vehicle and Susan's best friend, called back cheerfully.
Tom pointed upwards at the large red cross painted on the roof of his vehicle. “Safe as houses, I am,” he said confidently.
Susan tugged at the sleeve of her friend and fellow QA nurse as the lorry roared away. “Come on then, it's still early, let's have a look at Robinsons before we take a rickshaw to Raffles.”
The debris from the very first Japanese air raid back in December of the previous year had been cleared up, but the damage still showed in the road and on the elegant buildings in the very heart of the city. However, the huge Robinsons Department Store was still open for business and Susan looked forward to the marvellous air conditioning in the store's café. It was their day off, and she intended to make the best of it, and to take her mind off of the wounded soldiers that filled the hospital and their awful injuries. Despite the many wounded, the hospitals were well supplied with nurses, British, Australian and oriental, since all the medical staff in Malaya had been evacuated to the city to escape the Jap advance, so she did not feel guilty for taking a precious day of rest. Additionally, she had some needs of her own to take care of.
Their iced teas had just been served when Peggy gestured with her head at the table next to them.
Susan casually glanced in the indicated direction. The first thing she noticed was the bold, almost harsh, profile of the man at the table, followed by his brown, deep golden eyes. For some reason, the image of the American pulp magazine hero “Doc Savage” came to her mind and she had to suppress a giggle.
Peggy rolled her eyes in exasperation and kicked her friend's ankle under the table. “Not him, you ninny, the oriental call-girl with him. I can't believe that they would even allow someone like her in here,” she whispered.
Prompted by the pain in her ankle, Susan tore her gaze away from the man to look at his companion. At first glance, she agreed with Peggy's assessment of the young Chinese woman. The long glossy black hair, beautiful features and red lips, as well as the tight fitting “cheongsam” with the distinctive high collar and side slit that reached almost to the top of her thighs all suggested an expensive prostitute rather than the daughter of a wealthy Chinese merchant, most of whom favoured Western dresses. That any decent Englishman would be seen eating anywhere in public with such a woman was reason enough for comment, let alone in the Robinson's café. She allowed a snicker to escape before she realised that Peggy's whisper had been less than discreet, and that the couple had overheard her comment. Worse still, Susan belatedly realised that the woman's dress was made of fabulously expensive silk of the best quality, and that she wore gold and jade jewellery that had to be worth more than Susan earned in a year, which suggested the oriental was not a call-girl at all.
The man turned his head, and his expression made Susan want to shrink away, although pride made her meet his gaze. After all, she had not said anything, she told herself.
The Chinese girl leaned over the table, exposing a shocking amount of thigh and said something softly in Cantonese which made her companion look back towards her and smile.
Relieved that there had not been an awkward incident, the two nurses finished up their drinks and called the waiter for the bill.
Once they were clear of the café, Susan broke out in relieved laughter. “Goodness! Did you see his look? For a moment I was afraid that he was going to bite me.”
Peggy giggled. “I bet you wouldn't have minded if he had,” she said, knowing her friend's tastes.
Susan blushed. “I'm sure I don't know what on earth you're talking about,” she said and sniffed. “Oh look at that darling hat!” she exclaimed, hurriedly changing the subject.
 

***

 
Susan tugged at her grey QAIMNS walking out dress, and adjusted the crimson collar and red trimmed cape as the rickshaw rolled down Beach Road towards Raffles Hotel. The sky was bright and sunny, and clear of enemy aircraft, and the thump and rumble of Japanese artillery could almost have been dismissed as distant thunder.
The rickshaw came to a halt in front of the hotel's veranda and the perspiring Chinese rickshaw-man tilted the vehicle to allow his passengers to alight. The white-uniformed attendant touched the solid brim of his distinctive white solar topee in greeting to the two English nurses. “Welcome to the Raffles.” Once inside the elegant building, one of the most famous hotels in the world, it was almost possible to forget that there was a war on, except for the preponderance of uniforms amongst the patrons. As always, the tables were covered with blindingly white linen and polished silver, a live band played, while tea and cakes flowed in a constant stream served by white coated locals. The scent of frangipanis wafted in on the warm afternoon air, stirred lazily by the rotating blades of the overhead fans. It all seemed so normal and civilised.
To those who chose to be aware of it, there was another scent in the air. Sex. Sometimes discreet, sometimes embarrassingly overt, now made all the more intense by the nearness of death and destruction. Everyone, particularly the Europeans, were far from home, and often from spouses, and the colonial world of Singapore seemed completely divorced from all the stifling rules that governed society in distant London.
Both Susan and Peggy were young and pretty, their bold crimson edged capes making them stand out from the crowd, and it wasn't long before gentlemen came calling at their table. Peggy was quickly swept away to the dance floor by a moustached army captain, but Susan remained seated and alone for the moment. Her heart fluttered when she saw him stroll towards her table, dressed in a well-tailored suit which suggested a businessman or a senior civil servant.
“I see that your friend has deserted you,” he said with a smile.
“Have you been watching me?” Susan asked lightly.
“Guilty as charged,” he replied cheerfully. “May I sit down?”
Susan just smiled and gestured at the empty chair.
“Peter Digby,” he said, reaching across the table to shake her hand.
“Susan Cartwright.” The touch his hand seemed to send a tingle up her arm and she suddenly felt breathless. His grip lasted just a little longer than simple politeness would dictate, but she felt no desire to pull away. He was just the sort of man that she liked, and she used her thumb to stroke the back of his hand before taking it back.
“Which hospital are you stationed at?”
“Alexandra,” she replied as she poured him a cup of tea. “And what do you do, Mr Digby?”
“Oh, something dreadfully boring in the civil service,” he replied with a dismissive wave of his hand. “Do you like what you do?”
“I … enjoy giving the men what they need,” she said, feeling her cheeks grow warm. She knew she was being terribly bold, and it was this persistent and distressing boldness that had compelled her father to expel her from the family home.
Encouraged by her reply, he leaned forward, his fingertip stroking the smooth porcelain rim of his teacup. “I wager that many of your patients can be very … demanding.”
She felt slightly dizzy the way she always did, as if she stood at the very edge of a cliff looking down at crashing grey waters far below. Meeting his eyes she said, “Actually, I find their requirements all rather invigorating.”
“How fascinating. Perhaps we could go somewhere quieter and you can tell me more about yourself and what you find ... invigorating.”
Susan felt herself falling, plummeting helplessly. Even though her mouth suddenly felt dry, she smiled and nodded. “I think I would like that,” she said. As she stood up, she saw Peggy across the dance floor, who winked and waved at her, silently mouthing “Have fun!”
 

***

 
The bed rattled as Digby vigorously pounded his cock into her dripping wet cunt, and Susan moaned in delight when his fingers gripped her hair and pulled hard, forcing head back and up. His lips came down and pressed hard against hers and his hot breath flowed into her mouth, followed by the demanding probe of his tongue. Her legs were wrapped tightly around his hips and the pressure of her heels against his back urged him on to thrust deeper and harder into her cunt.
Even without the mosquito net, the room was steamy hot, and both of their bodies were slick with sweat. He had thrown her onto the bed the moment that she was out of her uniform and had ripped off her knickers, and without any tenderness or foreplay had thrust his cock into her. It had hurt, and she loved it. Susan enjoyed sex a lot, and she liked it rough. Most men were too considerate and gentle to give her what she needed, so when she found a man like Digby, she made the most of the opportunity. With all the death and injuries she had dealt with over the past few weeks, her need for the comfort of a man's embrace and the distraction that sexual relief gave her had become more urgent than ever. His rough, uncaring lovemaking swept her away like a hurricane, and the fact that he was hurting her vagina with each thrust mattered not at all.
She came when he bit her shoulder where it joined her neck, and she came again when he placed both hands on her breasts and dug his fingers into them like talons. She had to bite her own arm in order not to scream so loudly that the Chinese servant girls and the Malay driver would hear her and laugh at the white madam's shamelessness.
Digby pulled out of her cunt as soon as he came, and rolled out of the bed to rip the French letter off of his cock. He tossed it casually aside just as the telephone began to jangle.
Susan stretched languorously, enjoying the throbbing ache of her body and the heated soreness between her thighs. She frowned when she saw Digby's expression. “Is something wrong?”
He put the handset down heavily, making the receiver rattle. “The Japs have landed troops on Singapore – Sarimbun beach to the north. I've been called back to the office for an emergency meeting.”
Unlike many of the Europeans in Singapore who still believed that the despised Nips would never pose a real threat to the island fortress, Susan had seen and talked to enough survivors of the disastrous attempts to stem the Japanese advance down the Malayan peninsula to have a more realistic view of their chances, although she still believed that the Empire forces would ultimately be victorious. His chilling announcement made her suddenly feel naked, and she pulled the bedsheet over her body.
Digby said, “Get dressed and I'll drop you off in town. Meet me downstairs when you're ready.” He went to the bathroom and splashed himself with cold water from a large bucket before hurriedly getting dressed.
Susan heard the thump of his footsteps on the stairs as she threw off the sheet. It was just past nine p.m. and the mosquitoes were out in force. She slapped at one that landed on her breast and swatted at another that buzzed her ear. With a grimace she used the sweat damp bedsheet to wipe at the stickiness between her legs and swore in a most unladylike fashion when she accidentally kicked one of her shoes under the bed. With her shift still gathered inelegantly around her waist and naked below, she went down on all fours to peer into the gloom under the bed. Hoping that there were no cockroaches or even nastier creepy crawlies present, she reluctantly pushed her hand into the shadowed space and felt around for her delinquent shoe. Her fingertip touched leather and she impatiently hooked it with her fingers and pulled. To her surprise, it was much too heavy to be a shoe, feeling more like a handle of some kind. A moment later, what looked like a small leather suitcase slid across the floorboards into the light, fortunately bringing her shoe with it. The case was heavy and felt unusually solid. Her curiosity was aroused, and after glancing at the closed bedroom door, she unbuckled the leather clasps and cautiously lifted the lid.
What she saw made her gasp in surprise. A booklet slid out and fell to the floor, but she ignored it to stare at the array of knobs and dials, as well as the Bakelite head set and microphone attached to the lid. She recognised it as a portable military wireless set, having recently seen similar units carried in the army vehicles which had stopped by the hospital. While possession of such an expensive and restricted item was certainly unusual, Digby had said that he was in the civil service, and it was possible that he was entitled, or even required, to have such a unit. Intrigued, she picked up the booklet and casually flicked the pages with her thumb. At first all she saw were lists of numbers and words, but something on a page caught her eye and she frowned. A flick of her finger brought her back to that page, and her eyes widened. The page contained three vertical lists of words, like some kind of dictionary. One column was English, the second was written using the English alphabet but the words made no sense, and the third was completely incomprehensible. At first she thought it was Chinese. She had seen enough of the Chinese owned shop signs to recognise the script, but there was something different about these words. Then the memory of an abandoned shophouse came to her and she felt a shock when she realised that she was looking at Japanese text.
Susan bit her lip. Perhaps Digby was in the diplomatic corps or intelligence service? Her gaze returned to the wireless, and she felt her blood go cold. Although all the dials and scales were in English, there was a small line of text stamped into the bottom of the panel. It was in Japanese. She hadn't realised that her fingers had been nervously playing with the pages of the booklet until a loose leaf fell out. It was a lined sheet torn from a notebook, with writing in pencil on it. Although the text just comprised rows of numbers, acronyms, and the occasional word, she immediately recognised what she was looking at. It was a list of the army units defending the island, their troop numbers and locations. Digby's voice echoing up the stairwell made her jump.
“Susan, are you ready yet? We have to get going!”
She re-inserted the paper into the booklet, tossed it on the wireless, and hurriedly refastened the catches before pushing it back under the bed. “I'm coming!” she shouted as she struggled with socks and shoes.
Digby ushered her into the car and they drove off towards town in a cloud of dust.
“The Nips have really landed?” Susan asked, feeling the need to say something. “Why didn't our soldiers stop them?”
He laughed grimly. “Percival has the troops strung out all along the coast. There aren't enough of them at any one place to stop a bus load of school girls. He's trying to defend everywhere and is effectively defending nowhere.” Although Digby knew he was exaggerating, it was a fact that General Percival had scattered the Empire troops all around the perimeter of the island, and only the Australian 22nd Brigade now faced the Japanese at Sarimbun, unsupported by air or naval cover. He took his eyes off of the road to glance at her. “You're looking rather pale. Don't worry. Just stick with me and nothing bad will happen to you.”
“How can you be so sure?”
He chuckled. “Let's just say that I have some influence with those in charge.”
 

***

 
Despite the cost, Susan took a room at the Raffles for the night. Word of the Japanese landings had spread quickly, and despite the late hour, the bar and lounges were filled with well-dressed people busily drinking and telling each other how they, the British, and the Empire forces, would knock the Japs for six and send them running back to Japan with their tails between their legs.
Disquieted by the events of the day, she sat alone at a corner table sipping her Singapore Sling, the pink gaiety of the drink at odds with her mood. She reviewed mental images of the wireless and the strange documents in her mind and tried to make sense of it all. Did she really see what she thought she saw? And if so, did that really mean that Digby was a Japanese spy? Surely there had to be another, completely mundane explanation. Her head swimming from the alcohol and confusion, she retreated to her room, showered, and went to bed.
She woke late the next day, tired and with a heavy head from the drinks. She still had not come to a decision about Digby when she met up with Peggy just before noon. She tried to tell her friend about her discovery, but Peggy just laughed at her suspicions and pressed for details of Susan's sexual adventures instead.
Once back at Alexandra, she immediately became swept up by the rush and bustle of the hospital's routine as more and more casualties flooded in, both civilian and military, and she soon dismissed her concerns over Digby as the work of an over-active imagination, exacerbated by the grim realities of war.



Chapter Two
 

Singapore - 13th February 1942

 
The situation for the Empire forces grew steadily worse, and with the evacuation of many of the British administrators, Digby found himself busier than ever, and it was not until Friday, when the captured British traitor Captain Patrick Heenan was unceremoniously executed by a squad of MPs at Keppel Harbour, that he was prompted by nervousness to make contact with his Japanese Kempetai spymaster. He had no desire to be carelessly bayoneted by some Jap soldier and wanted to arrange a way to safely present himself to the invading forces. But when he pulled the wireless out from under his bed and opened the lid, he immediately realised that something was wrong. He was a meticulous man, and he had no trouble spotting that the code booklet had been moved and that the sheet containing his last message was in the wrong position between the booklet's pages. Just for a second, panic gripped him and he felt the urge to flee. Then logic returned and he realised that neither the Security Service, sometimes called MI5, nor the Military Police could be aware of his treason, otherwise he would have already been arrested and probably shot along with Captain Heenan. But it not them, then who? The servants? But again, they would have told someone by now, even if it was the Chinese Communists, who would likely have cheerfully cut his throat. His eyes focused on his bed and suddenly he smiled. Susan. It had to have been the deliciously compliant Susan. In which case, he would have to arrange another meeting with the young nurse. He slid open the drawer of the cabinet beside the bed and drew out a dagger sheathed in black lacquered wood, which he tucked into an inner breast pocket of his coat. Fortunately for him, the fighting had not yet reached Alexandra Hospital, which was four miles west of the city.
 

***

 
The pounding of the Japanese artillery and the occasional rattle of rifles and machine guns grew louder as he approached the hospital, the noise of battle incongruous amidst the lush tropical foliage and the calm elegance of the hospital buildings. Japanese bombers and fighters roared overhead, but most were headed for the city and the docks, and they ignored his lone vehicle which was heading towards the fighting instead of away from it. Digby frowned and his fingers tightened on the knurled smoothness of the steering wheel. Even before he neared the main entrance, he could see that something was wrong. Then it hit him. There was not a single nurse in sight. Not at the entrance, not walking along the paths, or meeting the red-cross emblazoned ambulances. There were nothing but men moving around, mostly in military uniform. He waved down a passing soldier wearing medic's arm band. “Excuse me, I'm looking for one of the QA nurses. Where might I find them?”
The medic, who had splashes of blood on the front and sleeves of his battledress shook his head. “I'm afraid you've missed them, mate.”
“Missed them? What do you mean?”
The soldier, who was Australian from his accent, pointed vaguely to the south. “Orders sir. All remaining QA nurses were commanded to evacuate the island today. The last of 'em left for Keppel Harbour to board ship this morning.”
Without thanking the medic, Digby spun his car around and headed towards the docks. If she was evacuating, he was safe from exposure in Singapore, but if she reached England and told her tale there, he would never be able to go home. That would not do at all.
 

***

 
It was almost four p.m. by the time Digby walked into the chaos that was Keppel Harbour. He had been forced to abandon his car when strafing attacks by Jap fighters had made driving on the roads suicidal, and had joined the streams of civilians of all races trudging towards the docks while occasionally diving into the deep filthy drains for cover when crashing torrents of bullets and earth shaking bomb blasts ripped people apart, flinging blood and severed limbs in every direction. All of the sudden, the distinction of being European instead of Oriental mattered not at all.
Soldiers with fixed bayonets on their rifles were guarding the landward end of the gangways leading to the launches that were ferrying passengers to the ships, in order to prevent the desperate crowds from pushing their way aboard and probably sinking them and to make certain that Europeans were given the priority due to them. Every now and then a Japanese fighter or bomber would pass overhead and the crowds would scatter or be blasted off their feet, only to reform again when the enemy planes were gone. The pandemonium was hellish, and Digby had to fight his way through the packed mass of human flesh, all desperately struggling to escape from the doomed colony.
There were three small passenger ships in harbour at the time, the SS Mata Hari, the SS Kuala and the SS Vyner Brook. Using his government identification card, Digby was able to learn that a group of around one hundred and seventy nurses had been ferried over to the SS Kuala. Although the ship was already over-loaded, by using that same identification and much shouting, he was able to convince the soldiers to let him board the next launch heading for that vessel. The Japs were strafing the harbour as well, and he pondered the irony of being killed by a Japanese bomb or bullet as the crowded launch chugged its way across the dark water towards the looming metal bulk of the waiting ship. It turned out that his was the last launch that was to be allowed, and the ship was preparing to sail even as he climbed aboard. Standing at the edge of the deck he looked across the packed crowd of refugees. He saw familiar faces, many from some of the most prominent European families in Singapore, who had steadfastly refused to flee from the threat of the despised Orientals until now. He ignored them, instead searching for the distinctive crimson and grey of the QA nurse's uniform. A flash of colour caught his eye, and he began to push his way through and in some cases over the crowd, his hand giving the deadly knife concealed in his coat a pat, assuring himself of its availability.



Chapter Three
 

Palembang, Sumatra – 13th February 1942

 
Captain Haruki Fukushima of the 2nd Regiment Teishin Shudan Paratroopers lowered his TERA rifle and grunted in satisfaction when the last of the defending Dutch Landstorm soldiers fell backwards, the Captain's bullet taking the hated colonialist in the throat. Unlike normal army officers, he was armed with a rifle as well as a pistol. Although the oil stores were blazing, set alight by the Dutch counter-attack, the Dutch had been beaten off with heavy casualties, and Imperial Nipponese forces now controlled the important Pladjoe oil refinery at Palembang near the south-eastern coast of Sumatra.
A uniformed runner came up to him and bowed.
“You have orders from Colonel Kume?”
“Yes Captain. Your men are to secure the refinery. Reinforcements are expected soon, and we are to continue the advance in the morning. The Dutch and their British allies still hold the airfield, but we will receive air cover from the fleet and from the airfields in Malaya.”
Captain Fukushima returned the messenger's salute and watched him jog away, and then turned to his junior officers. “You heard the orders. We will be spending the night here. Set up defence points, especially at the gates, and arrange patrols for the perimeter. Also assign men to search the refinery for any civilians who might still be hiding. The Colonel will have our heads if someone manages to blow the place up. We need the fuel this refinery can supply.” The paratroop regiments were elite troops, and he trusted his men to do their jobs. He slung his rifle and went off to speak to the wounded and to make sure that everyone would have hot food and a round of sake in celebration of their first successful combat operation.
 

***

 
The sergeant saluted and bowed as he pointed with his arm. “The office of the Chief Engineer has been cleaned and prepared for you as ordered, Captain.”
He had just completed an inspection of the defences, and Captain Fukushima nodded and strode eagerly towards the small brick and timber building, his hand resting on the familiar handle of his sword, which had been unpacked from his jump gear and was back in its proper place on his hip. He had gone to a university in Britain and could read and speak English fluently, and he noted that the sign on the door was in both Dutch and English and said simply, “Chief Engineer”. Army engineers would replace it with a proper Japanese sign when the main body of the invasion force arrived. He frowned when the sergeant did not immediately open the door for him. “Is something the matter, sergeant?”
“Your dinner is waiting inside sir. The kitchen was well stocked with fresh fish and vegetables, although the rice is not Japanese.” He grimaced. “And there is something else sir …. “
“Well? Spit it out sergeant, or are you waiting for the cherry blossom to bloom before you tell me?”
“The search parties found something that might be of interest to you sir. It is also inside.”
The captain raised an eyebrow. “Ah so. My curiosity is aroused. Let us see this discovery.”
The sergeant grinned and opened the door, stepping aside to let his commander pass. “Enjoy your dinner sir,” he said, before discreetly closing the door.
The windows of the building had been covered with heavy blackened canvas screens, so it was safe for the interior of the office to be brightly lit. The remnants of the European air forces had been driven back to the other side of Sumatra and an air raid was unlikely, but it did not pay to be careless in war. Captain Fukushima inhaled the scent of steaming rice and hot sake, and smiled. Now that he was alone, he could relax and indulge in a little victory celebration of his own. While the others had failed to take the airfield, he had succeeded in capturing this vital refinery, and his superiors would take note of his performance. A tiny movement at the other end of the room made him spin in surprise and he half drew his sword before he realised what he was looking at. The katana slid back into its sheath and he grinned at the sight of the “discovery” that his men had made. The white woman's hair shimmered like gold in the glow of the electric light and he laughed at her frightened expression. It was fitting that she was properly in awe of an officer of the conquering armies of Imperial Japan.
 

***

 
Absolute terror gripped Elke Mulder as she watched the evilly grinning Japanese officer approached her, his hand menacingly fingering the huge sword at his side. She had been dragged from the broom closet where she had taken refuge when the fighting had started by a pair of Orientals in uniform and carrying rifles that sported frighteningly long bayonets. At first she thought they might be locals, or Chinese, but when she was dragged out of the workshop she saw the white flag with a bright red circle in the middle, and she realised that she was in the hands of the Japanese. They jabbered at her in their guttural, incomprehensible language and laughed when she whimpered and shook her head. She had covered her mouth and bit her hand in horror when she saw the pile of corpses, mostly white men mixed with a few locals. She recognised a few of the bloodless faces, dreadfully distorted in death, and she retched, almost throwing up.
Elke expected nothing but death at the hands of these disgusting yellow monkeys, and prayed that they would not torture her first. Instead, another soldier who appeared to be of higher rank, came over and looked her over as if she were a strange new species of animal. Without warning or apology, he reached out and squeezed her breast. She shouted in anger and outrage, and without thinking she slapped him as hard as she could across the face – or at least she tried to. Afterwards she guessed the Jap must have been expecting her reaction, because her hand slammed to an abrupt and painful halt a foot from his face when the edge of his hand struck the underside of her wrist. Her hand went numb and a jolting pain shot up her arm, but before she could cry out the fingertips of his other hand stabbed into her belly just below her breast bone, driving the breath from her lungs and filling her abdomen with paralysing pain. She uttered a shocked groan and collapsed slowly to her knees, head bowed and her arms wrapped around her belly. In her misery and pain, she heard the Jap soldiers laughing and jabbering to each other, their tone plainly mocking.
She was not cowed yet, and driven by anger and indignation, Elke lifted her head and began to spring to her feet, but froze when the point of a bayonet pricked her chest just above the neckline of her dress.
The sub-officer tutted and waved a finger at her in admonishment, then barked an order to his men.
Moments later, Elke found herself trussed up like a chicken ready for the oven, her hands bound painfully behind her back with rope looped above her elbows and around her wrists and forearms, as well as leading up and around her neck in a noose so that she choked herself when she tried to struggle. After she was helplessly bound they dragged her over to the Chief Engineer's office and tossed her onto the cot that Jakob kept there for when he worked late – or had a quick tryst with a native girl, a secret which just about everyone in the refinery knew about. They tied her ankles together and leashed them to the frame of the cot, and then left her lying in the gloom for what seemed like eternity. They hadn't gagged her, but she sensibly decided that screaming would not be a very good idea.
She jumped in fright when the door swung open and the light came on, but it was just a soldier bearing a tray of food and drink which he set down on the working desk. She noted how neatly he placed the tray and adjusted the dishes, and guessed that she was not about to be fed. She had not eaten since breakfast, and her stomach growled. The orderly acted as if she was invisible and did not even glance in her direction. More silence followed after he left, but at least this time the light was on and she could study the familiar contents of the room. She tried to ignore the faint shouts and calls in what she assumed was Japanese, but fear gnawed at her thoughts and gripped her heart with chill fingers. Then the door swung open again.
 

***

 
Captain Fukushima ignored the bound white woman and instead unfastened his belt with his holstered Nambu Type-14 pistol, and hung it on the back of a chair after carefully removing his katana and placing it reverently on the side of the table. Sitting down, he poured himself a cup of hot sake and sipped it with a sigh of satisfaction. He picked up the chopsticks and began to eat, slurping noisily at the soup. It was a vegetable stock and not miso, but this was war, and sacrifices had to be made. In the jungle, he would be lucky to get boiled rice and dried fish, but for the moment he could eat well, as did the rest of his men, courtesy of the Dutch owners of the refinery.
Despite the discomfort caused by the tight ropes that embraced her like a web or cocoon, Elke watched the Jap officer eat in puzzlement. They had been told that the Japs were coarse, primitive, almost animalistic creatures, ridiculously short and with bad eyesight. This officer was certainly shorter than the average Dutchman, but he was obviously strong and fit. He did not wear glasses, nor did his teeth protrude, rabbit-like from his lips. But most strange of all was his self-control. She had no illusions as to why she was lying on his bed, and yet he had not paid any attention to her at all after first catching sight of her. Perversely, she resented the idea that the food held more attraction for him than her body, and she experienced the urge to make a sound in order to draw his attention. Moreover, her shoulders and elbows ached painfully from the strained position of her arms and her hands were numb from the lack of circulation, which gave her a real reason to want his attention.
Her English friends would have stoutly proclaimed death before dishonour, but she was a practical Dutch girl, and she had no intention of dying if she could avoid it, no matter how unpleasant the alternative, so she watched her captor alertly when he took a final sip of sake, set down the delicate china cup and pushed his chair back with a satisfied sigh.
Captain Fukushima stood and turned to look at the woman lying on the narrow bed. He had noted her complete stillness, and he studied her face to see if she had remained motionless out of fear or calculation. “Good evening madam. My name is Captain Haruki Fukushima. You may address me as Captain Fukushima. I do hope you speak English, since I don't know any Dutch except overgeven, which I am informed means surrender.”
Elke had expected many things, but this was a complete surprise. He spoke perfect English! “Um, yes do I speak English.”
“You will address me as Captain Fukushima!” he snapped.
She jumped in fright, shocked by his sudden changed in attitude. “Of c-course, Captain Fukushima. I meant no disrespect.”
He nodded, mollified by her obedience. “Better. You will remember to show proper respect for your betters.” He noted her expression at this and smiled. “You disagree I see. You are thinking, how can this Nip monkey possibly think that he is the better of a white man, or woman in your case.” He held up his hand to silence her when she started to protest. “I was educated, if you can call it that, at Cambridge University and I had ample time to learn what you Westerners really think of “Orientals”, and especially we Japanese.” He pulled the chair over to the side of the bed and sat down, leaning back and crossing his legs. “Now, I will be blunt. You are an enemy civilian. Your own soldiers have abandoned you. The Geneva Accords do not cover civilians, besides which, Japan is not a signatory to the Accords. You could have honourably committed suicide rather than being captured, but you chose not to do so. Therefore, you are mine to do with as I wish. Nod your head if you understand.”
Feeling numb with shock, Elke slowly and reluctantly nodded.
“Excellent. Now, the only question is whether you will serve me willingly and without resistance.”
Her cheeks reddened, but she said, “I know I cannot resist you, but why should I cooperate in my own shame?”
This made him smile. “A good question. If you please me in every way that I require, you have my word that you will not be killed, and will be accorded good treatment during your detention, as well as being exempted from being conscripted into the military brothels that will be set up when our main army arrives. On the other hand, if you resist, you will be beheaded after I am done with you.”
His mention of organised forced prostitution was a fresh shock, but Elke barely took any time at all to make her decision. “I will do whatever you wish, Captain Fukushima.”
He clapped his hands together in approval. “A wise choice.”
“May I ask a question, Captain Fukushima?”
“You may.”
“If you merely wanted to … to sleep with me, you could have had your way with me simply by untying my ankles. May I know what else you want of me?”
His eyes narrowed, but he grunted in approval. “You are an intelligent woman and you have spirit. I like that, so I will do you the honour of being honest. I intend to use you for my amusement and pleasure. What will amuse me is to avenge myself upon your body for the slights and insults that I suffered at the hands of the many white people that I met in England and Europe, as well has in Asia.”
Elke suppressed the desire to whimper in fear. Instead she calmly asked, “And you expect me to go along with these … things that you intend to do to me?”
“I do. Unless you have changed your mind? If I had more time, I could try to break you, but we only have tonight.”
Elke nodded slowly and then tugged at her bonds for emphasis. “I'm already helpless. Why don't you just do whatever you want to me instead of asking?”
His smile was wide and genuine. “As the English say, where would the sport be in that? You claim to be superior to we Orientals in all things, so why not prove it to me?”
Elke smiled ruefully. “A cunning argument, Captain Fukushima. Very well. I will play your game. Untie me, and I will do whatever you say.” His strong fingers quickly unwound the rope from her arms and she gasped in relief, despite the painful pins and needles caused by her returning circulation. The ropes around her ankles fell away as well, and for a second she was tempted to kick him and run for the door. Turning her head, she saw that he was watching her face and realised that he guessed what she was thinking when his eyes flicked quickly to the door and back.
“I give you permission to try,” he said, and stepped aside to give her a clear path to the door.
With a rueful shake of her head, Elke sat up. “Even if I got to the door, where would I go? Your men are outside, and I can't survive in the jungle.”
“In that case, kindly remove all of your clothes. Or I could cut your clothes off with my sword. I would enjoy either choice.”
The Dutch woman rose unsteadily to her feet, which were still slightly numb, and with shaking fingers, unbuttoned the front of her floral print dress. Shame broke through the wall of numbness created by her fear, and a storm of mixed emotions, anger, embarrassment, and sheer terror spun madly through her mind, and she felt alternating waves of chill and heat as she pushed her dress over her hips and allowed it to fall to the floor. Underneath, she wore a thin cotton shift, bra, and white cotton underpants. Absurdly, as she lifted the hem of the shift over her head she found herself worrying about whether her panties were stained. 
This was the first white woman that Captain Fukushima had ever seen in her underwear, let alone naked, and he would have been highly aroused by the novelty alone, even if she had not been quite attractive. Compared to a Japanese woman, Elke was much taller and bigger boned, not to mention her blond hair. As she undressed, he also realised that her skin was covered by a coat of fine, nearly invisible blonde hairs. In fact, many Japanese men would have found her unattractively coarse and lacking in feminine delicacy, but he was more accustomed to the appearance of white women from his time in England and his tastes were more cosmopolitan. She was pretty, and her increasingly revealed body was nicely formed and firm, so he was well pleased. When her panties came off, he studied her pubic hair with interest. Although logic informed him to expect blonde pubic hairs to match her head and eyebrows, it was interesting to have it confirmed, and it made her even more exotic in his eyes.
Driven by habit, Elke picked up her clothes, neatly folded them and put them on one of the many shelves in the room that were loaded with paper files and rolled diagrams. Now that she was naked, she felt silly rather than ashamed, and waved her hands helplessly. “There. I'm naked just as you wanted, Captain Fukushima. What would you like me to do now?” she said, careful to keep her tone respectful. Despite his polite and civilised speech, she suspected that the same ruthless violence that his men had displayed during the attack lurked beneath the officer's cultured veneer.
She had no warning at all, and the swift, forceful punch to her stomach came as a shocking surprise. Elke groaned as she clutched her aching belly and doubled over at the waist. She tried to say “Why?”, but all she could manage was a breathless, silent movement of her lips.
“You will bow low to show proper respect whenever you address me or any Japanese person,” Captain Fukushima said briskly and without anger, as if instructing a boisterous puppy.
She raised her head and saw that he was watching her, obviously waiting for her response. It seemed that the blow was intended to be educational. Gritting her teeth against the pain and the suicidal urge to punch him in the face, she stood up straight despite the screaming ache in the muscles of her belly and then bowed to him with her arms stiffly at her side as she had seen some of the Jap soldiers do. “Yes, Captain Fukushima. I understand and will obey.” The abrupt movement of her torso made her unfettered breasts sway alarmingly and she could almost feel the touch of his eyes upon them. The blow to her stomach had quickly dispelled the illusion of safety that the officer's cultured English accent had given her, and her every muscle quivered, ready to leap in obedience to his slightest command.
He paced slowly around her, nodding his head in approval. “Good. Very good. Learn your place and how to obey, and things will go much easier for you.” His hand slapped her bare buttock with a sharp crack. “Hands on top of your head. Feet apart.”
Elke almost did a jumping jack in her eagerness to respond, her heart pounding in fear of another blow. Her belly still ached abominably from the punch, even though she guessed that he had struck her with very carefully measured force, and she had no desire for more. He commenced to run his hands over her body, roughly kneading and squeezing with bruising force. She was reminded of the way farmers back home examined dairy cows and she hastily suppressed a resurgence of anger. She knew if Captain Fukushima saw any such expression on her face he would hurt her badly, if not kill her outright. She watched his face carefully, and actually found herself hoping that he found her body pleasing and to his taste.
Captain Fukushima slapped her buttock again and said, “Lower your hands. Place them on your buttocks and pull them widely apart.” He found the handling of the white woman's naked body to be very arousing, and the thought of humiliating her pleased him greatly.
“I will n…” she started, and then bit the inside of her cheek hard enough to draw blood when she realised what she had been about to do. 
“You will what?” he snapped angrily, even as his hand pulled back in preparation for a blow.
“I … I will be pleased to do it for you, Captain Fukushima,” she said, mentally kicking herself for her mistake and for forcing herself to sound even more servile that she had intended.
The Japanese officer grinned behind her back. He was certain that she had intended to say something along the lines of “I will do no such thing”, but had caught herself just in time. He saw a powerful electric torch on one of the shelves, presumably used by the engineer for inspections and when the refinery's generators were down. He picked it up, hefting it thoughtfully and gauging the size of its shiny handle of finely corrugated metal. With a satisfied nod, he turned back towards his captive, who was still obediently pulling her buttock cheeks apart. His face hardened in anger. “Wider! If you cannot obey orders then you are of no use to me.”
The lash of his voice coming from behind her made Elke jump and a drop of sweat rolled down from her brow in into her eye, making her blink furiously. Her heart raced and she felt faint, but her fingers reflexively dug into the flesh of her buttocks and she pulled hard, all ingrained modesty dissolving in the face of her fear. “Is th-that satisfactory, Captain Fukushima?”
He grunted. “Better.” He tapped the small of her back with the butt end of the torch. “This is your last warning. Obey or suffer. I will not tolerate insolence or disobedience.” The torch clicked and its light painted a circle on the floor. A movement of his hand brought the light up to shine between her legs and her tightly spread cheeks like a spotlight, and the sight it presented made him chuckle. “Very good. That is the way a white woman should look.”
Elke's face darkened with frustrated rage, but she bit her tongue and remained still. She had no doubt that much worse was to come, and it was vital that she remained calm and obedient in order to survive. She almost stumbled and fell when he kicked at the insides of her ankles with his booted foot.
“Open your legs wider.”
This time she complied without thought or hesitation, the tendons of her thighs quivering with strain as she parted her legs as far as she could manage without falling over.
The Japanese officer smiled as he moistened the tip of his finger with saliva and then placed his other hand on her hip. He said, “You move, you die” and then rammed his lubricated finger into her arse hole.
His words gave her the opportunity to brace herself for a myriad of unknown horrors, but although her position should have made his action predictable, she was caught quite by surprise, and her scream of pain and outrage was loud and shrill. She screamed even louder when he forced the second finger into her tightly clenching orifice. “Oh my god, please, no … stop … it hurts.” Her pleas cut off abruptly when she realised what she had done. “I'm sorry, Captain … aagh … Fukushima … ow, ow … I m-meant no dis … uugh … disrespect.”
Captain Fukushima grinned savagely, relishing the European woman's terror and his absolute control over her. His fingers continued to tear at her arse hole as he considered whether to punish her for her disrespect. The soldier's eyes narrowed, his lips pursed as he made his decision. She would be punished, but not severely.
Elke might have debated his definition of what was severe, but of course she wasn't consulted on the matter. However, she wasn't surprised when she heard him say “I accept your apology, but of course you must be punished.” She nodded resignedly. “Yes, Captain Fukushima. Of course I must be punished.”
“I'm so glad that you agree. Keeping your feet where they are, bend your knees and lower your hips as if you were trying to squat down.” He watched her awkwardly bend her knees and lower her buttocks until she was in the position that he desired. “Stop. That's good. Now stay still, or – “
“I die. Yes I understand, Captain Fukushima. I will do my best to remain still but I cannot promise … if you hurt me …” she said, struggling to express herself without angering her captor.
The Captain shrugged. “It is entirely up to you. Live or die.” His tone made it clear he was absolutely serious. Tilting his head, he studied her cunt, which now bulged out temptingly. He snapped on the torch and smiled when the light reflected from traces of moisture revealed by the parting of her sex lips. Without sound or warning his booted foot shot out. The mud stained tip of his leather clad foot slammed into her cunt as if he were kicking a football. Trained in Karate, a Japanese technique of unarmed fighting, he judged the force of the blow with precision, inflicting agonising pain without causing serious injury. Contrary to common belief, he knew that a kick to a woman's groin was every bit as painful as it was to a man's when delivered correctly.
Elke's face turned green as she clutched her belly and she groaned deeply. She badly wanted to clasp her hands between her legs, but she feared giving the horrible Jap a further excuse to hurt her. In her mind she recited over and over, “you move, you die” as if it was an incantation that could ward off evil. Her legs shook and she tasted blood from a bitten lip, but somehow she managed to remain in her humiliating pose even though it felt as if her innards were on fire.
“Are you not going to thank me for being so merciful?”
Painfully aware of her absolute vulnerability, Elke nodded her head. “Th-thank you for your mercy, Captain Fukushima,” she stammered, confused as to which “mercy” he was referring.
“After all, I did not give you permission to take your hands from your buttocks, did I?” he said casually, but with a coldly vicious undertone.
Elke had not even realised that her hands had moved or that he would blame her for it, and a fresh wave of terror hit her like an ice cold slap to the face. Even though cramps still twisted her belly, she hastily returned her hands to her buttocks and pulled them apart with such force that her fingernails drew blood. “I'm so sorry, Captain Fukushima. I meant no disrespect. I – “
“Silence!” he barked, emphasising his command with a heavy slap of his hand on her right buttock. His smile returned when his hand went to her bruised cunt. He twisted several strands of her pubic hair from the edge of her slit around a finger and pulled until the pain forced a cry of alarm from the Dutch woman. The tension dragged her cunt lip to the side and made her vaginal orifice gape into a shadowy pink chasm, which he illuminated with the torch. Her sexual passage was moist and pink and filled with complicated curves and folds, and the sight restored his good humour. This did not prevent him from yanking hard on the trapped hairs and ripping them from her skin.
The sudden sharp pain made Elke inhale sharply, but she was growing increasingly accustomed to the idea that he was going to hurt and abuse her, and that there was nothing she could do about it except to endure as best she could while not angering him. This time her hands didn't budge, and she maintained the shameful exposure of her arse hole and cunt. Despite her determination to be strong and to survive, she couldn't help feeling a little sorry for herself. She sniffed and had to fight back the urge to burst into tears. Her self-pity was quickly submerged by alarm when she felt his fingers move to her vaginal opening. She was married and wasn't a virgin, but she still found it incredibly hard to accept a strange man's touch on that ultimately intimate part of her body especially when she didn't have a choice in the matter. The fingers probed deeper, and she groaned through tightly clenched teeth.
Her vagina felt hot to his touch and surprisingly, she was not completely dry. As a matter of fact, she was wet enough for the officer's two fingers to plunge into her hot, tight, vagina with a delightful smoothness. He was not obliged by custom or by obligation to be gentle, and he thrilled at the tiny soft sounds of discomfort that he forced from her lips as he rummaged around inside of her genitals. He stretched and scraped the slick walls of her vagina and rudely prodded at the slippery mound of her cervix.
Elke tried hard to passively accept what he was doing to her, cooperatively pushing herself back against his impaling fingers and erotically rocking her hips as if she was being fucked. She was so involved with her efforts that she did not realise that she was getting increasingly wet and aroused until she heard Captain Fukushima's amused chuckle.
“I see that white women really are as shameless as they say. It seems that you enjoy being treated this way.” He thrust his fingers into her hole harder and faster.
The obscenely wet, slapping noises made by the soldier's vigorous frigging of her fanny made Elke's cheeks burn hot with shame. However, it seemed to please the officer, so her desire for self-preservation urged her to give him more, to ignore all considerations of modesty and dignity, and to openly flaunt her arousal and lust. It was, she reasoned, a small price to pay for survival. The fingering of her fanny became more vigorous, even painful, but she moaned and writhed in undisguised pleasure, welcoming the digital plunder of her most private parts.
Captain Fukushima was surprised by the woman's shamelessness and open display of lust. The middle class white women he had met in England had all been so proper and reserved, almost sexless, especially when dealing with an “oriental” like him. He wondered if it was because this woman was Dutch. He told himself that a good Japanese woman would never respond in such a way, and would prefer death to dishonour. He felt a momentary flash of disgust for the moaning, sweating woman whose cunt he was fingering, but this was almost immediately overwhelmed by lustful thoughts of how she would respond to what he had in store for her. He was an educated and cultured man, and he would have liked to take his time playing with this attractive woman, but his duty prevented this, so refinement would have to give way to practicality. He forced a third finger into her increasingly wet hole and twisted his hand hard, eager to see how much mistreatment she would endure before she rebelled or begged for mercy.
Elke made a choking sound when she felt her hole being stretched wider than ever before. But it was a sexy kind of pain, reminding her of her earliest sexual experiences, and that made it just a little more bearable. She feared that he might rip her fanny apart, but then she told herself not to be ridiculous, since a baby was far larger than anything that he was likely to put into her. Of course, that didn't mean that it wouldn't hurt like hell. His hand twisted and shoved, and her eyes widened in shock when she felt his knuckles pressing against her orifice. “Oh! Ungh … p-please Captain Fukushima … that r-really hurts.”
“You mean this?” the officer asked mockingly, and pushed even harder.
“Aaagh! Y-yes, Captain Fukushima,” she replied, panting and gasping, and feeling slightly faint.
“And you object to my hurting your cunt like that?” he asked gruffly, intentionally using the crude word that his English friends had delighted in teaching him, his voice almost a growl.
“I … no, of course not, Captain Fukushima,” she replied hurriedly. “I was … was just caught by surprise.”
The muscles of his forearm bunched and he leaned into his fist as if performing a punch in slow motion, and he felt her cunt hole gradually engulf his knuckles.
Ripping pain filled Elke's loins and she clenched her teeth so hard that they squeaked. He was not giving her vagina time to stretch and accommodate his fist, and she truly feared that he would tear her flesh. Worse still was the fact that in order to maintain her balance, she was obliged to lean back against the pressure of his fist, in effect contributing to her own torment. Her vision dimmed and the blood pounded in her temples as she pushed her fanny back will all her might, hoping to force the tight ring of her orifice over his knuckles and thus relieve the terrible stretching pressure. Suddenly his hand slid right into her vagina and the pressure eased. She gasped with relief and let her head hang down, her hair forming a curtain in front of her eyes. The pain had not vanished, but she no longer felt as if she was about to split in half.
His hand was completely enclosed by the wet heat of her cunt, and Captain Fukushima grinned at the sight of her sexual opening tightly gripping his wrist. He flexed his fingers against the crushing pressure of her vaginal walls and then slapped her hip with his free hand. “Fuck my hand. Fuck it as if it was your lover. Fuck it as if your life depended upon it, which it does. Do it now!” he barked.
Elke lifted her head and looked back over her shoulder, and then nodded resignedly. “Yes Captain Fukushima.” She felt his fingers moving inside of her as she began to rock her hips back and forth, slowly at first as she tried to adjust to the man's fist inside of her, and then with increasing speed as her muscles stretched to accommodate the invading object. Compared to the forced stretching of her sex, this latest indignity was relatively pleasant once she got over the size of his hand compared to her husband's cock, and she fucked herself vigorously, hoping to appease her tormentor. The vigorous flexing of her thighs helped to mask the chill of terror that had gripped her, and she concentrated on fucking herself with all the enthusiasm that she could muster, driven by the fear of Captain Fukushima's deadly disapproval. She didn't even realise that she had begun to moan and pant with lust and arousal, and would have been horrified by the shameless erotic spectacle that she was presenting if she could have only seen herself. She repeatedly impaled herself on his hand and joined fingers, ignoring the pain when his fingernails scraped her cervix. She wished that she could rub her clitoris, but she dared not release her grip on her buttocks even though her sweat was making her skin slippery and it was hard to keep her cheeks properly spread. Despite her aching muscles, the humiliation, and the pain that his fist caused each time she shoved her fanny back against his arm, she felt her belly quiver and tense in an unmistakable prelude to an orgasm. So when Captain Fukushima braced his hand against her bottom and pulled his hand out of her fanny with a wet slurping sound, she cried out both in pain and in a disappointment that she hardly dared to acknowledge.
“You liked that, did you? Well try this.” He swiftly retrieved the torch, inverted it with a flick of his fingers, and unceremoniously rammed the metal body into her still gaping vagina. The shaft of the torch was much slimmer than his hand, but also much harder more solid, weighted as it was by the large batteries contained within the metal cylinder. The torch plunged right into her body and smashed against her cervix and uterus like a battering ram.
Elke screamed in agony, and regardless of the consequences, collapsed onto her knees.
Captain Fukushima did not lose his grip on the torch and followed her down, dropping into a squat while he continued to piston the torch in and out of her cunt, reveling in her moans and screams. His hand still working busily, he leaned over her back and hissed “You moved”, while he punished her vagina with the unforgiving metal shaft.
Images of a Dutch soldier squirming in agony with a Japanese bayonet in his belly flashed through her mind, and Elke wailed in terror. “No, no, please Captain Fukushima, give me another chance. I can be obedient, I truly can. I don't want to die! I'll do anything …. aargh!” He had rammed the torch all the way in and twisted, scraping her cervix with the folded steel lanyard ring affixed to the torch's cap. Then suddenly the pain ceased and although the torch continued to glide in and out of her fanny, the smooth, chrome plated steel cylinder did not strike or scrape. In fact, it began to feel quite good. Relieved, she renewed her pleas for mercy. “Please, I meant what I said. I will do anything, just don't …” She shuddered, unable to put her fears into words.
Captain Fukushima took one of her hands and moved it between her thighs, closing her fingers around the head of the torch light. “Hold this in and go over to lie on your back on the bed. Then draw your legs up and fuck yourself with the torch until I tell you to stop. He stood up and watched as the naked woman awkwardly made her way to the cot and lowered herself onto it. He nodded in approval when she obediently drew up her legs and commenced to fuck herself without the slightest trace of hesitation. He had no intention of killing her just yet, but it suited him to keep her in a state of terror. “Show me how eager you are to fuck yourself, and I might decide that you are worth punishing instead of simply handing you over to my men when I have taken my pleasure with you.”
Desperate to please, Elke nodded and said, “Yes, Captain Fukushima. I am very eager. Let me show you …” With her knees drawn up to her breasts, she energetically fucked herself with the torch, gripping the lensed end with both hands so that she could properly work the heavy torch. Rather than chilling her passion, terror spurred her on, and creamy white juices flowed out of her vagina and over her buttocks, drawn out by the unceasing movement of the torch handle. Somehow, her mind and body had reacted to the threat of imminent death which her predicament had associated intimately with sex. She had never felt so aroused and lustful in her life. Her entire body shuddered and shook with erotic spasms, and she realised that she was going to come. Realising that this might win her some degree of approval from the grim soldier, she waited until she was certain that she could come, and the said, “I … I'm going to come – orgasm – soon, Captain Fukushima. I'm going to come for you.”
As if observing an arms drill by one of his men, Captain Fukushima nodded with a deep grunt. “Proceed.” Beneath his impassive shell, he was a strongly sensual man with a taste for the sadistic, and the white woman's frenzied masturbation inflamed his lust to a white heat. His fist clenched tight, as if gripping the familiar handle of his katana, and he mentally urged the woman's efforts on, eager to witness her shameful orgasm. His keen vision spotted the tell-tale trembling and muscular contractions that signalled the approach of her climax even before she squeezed her eyes shut and began to make completely uncontrolled noises. Fluid gushed from her cunt hole and coated the torch, soaking the cot and even dripping onto the floor.
Captain Fukushima unbuttoned his trousers and drew out his erect cock. At the same time, his eyes fell upon an open box of mapping pins lying on the small shelf below the large map on the wall. He reached out and picked up one of the glass handled pins and a smile spread across his face. The woman had let the torch slip from her cunt, and he took the slime covered object from her hand so that she would not get any stupid ideas about attacking him with it. “I have decided to be generous. I will give you a test, and if you pass, I will forgive your disobedience and allow you to keep your miserable life.”
His words snapped Elke out of her post orgasmic lethargy. She kept her legs spread wide, both because he had not given her permission to move, and also because she figured that the sight of her fanny might remind him of her utility to him, and so temp him to be more lenient. She had never imagined that she could be so calculating regarding her own body and her sexuality, but it was surprisingly easy to view her fanny as an asset to be used and offered when her very life was at stake. Modesty and dignity suddenly seemed utterly inconsequential by comparison, and she waited eagerly to hear more about his proposed “test”, which she was determined to pass no matter what it was.
“I am going to fuck your arse hole, and at the same time I shall use these pins upon your cunt. You will spread your cunt open with your hands so that I can reach every part of it with the pins. I will stop sticking pins into your cunt when I come. Do you understand?” He rattled the box of pins for emphasis.
She had been prepared for almost anything, and what she really found shocking was how calmly she accepted the idea that he was actually going to stick steel pins into her fanny, that he expected her to actually open her sex up for him to do it, and what was more, that she intended to do it. Being fucked in her arse was almost a minor concern, even though she was a virgin there. She took a deep breath and then nodded. “I understand, Captain Fukushima, and I will do what you ask. May I be allowed to scream if it hurts too badly?” she asked cautiously.
He nodded, although he couldn't resist an amused smile at her request. Placing the open box of pins on the cot beside her hip, he gestured at her cunt. “Open.”
Her heart pounding furiously, Elke reached down towards her fanny.
“Both hands. Open wide!” he snapped.
She hastily added a second hand and gingerly peeled her sex lips apart. Remembering what had happened when she had first spread her buttocks for him, she pulled harder, spreading herself as much as she could before he could find fault with her performance.
Captain Fukushima tapped her clitoris with a calloused finger. “This too. Everything must be showing.”
The brusque tap to her clitoris produced a startling jolt of sensation, and she quickly shifted her thumbs until she had achieved a satisfactory exposure of her clitoris. She looked down at herself and saw that her inner lips had blossomed out to either side to reveal the puckered pinkness of her vaginal orifice, topped by the tiny pit of her urethra. “Is that s-satisfactory, Captain Fukushima?”
He gave her another of his oddly abrupt nods. “It will do.” With that, his hand shot out to slap her exposed inner cunt hard with his rigidly held fingers.
Elke's body jerked hard, making the cot squeak and rattle, but she managed to suppress a cry of pain, and she did not lose her grip on her fanny. She had never been struck on her fanny before, and it was a mental as well as physical shock. The residual burning and tingling sensation made her buttocks and inner thighs itch. Her inner lips and clitoris throbbed with a sensual heat that made them subtly stiffen as the blood flowed into them in response to the blow. Rather than feeling fear or resentment, she welcomed the slap to her fanny because it suggested that the Japanese officer was still interested in playing with her and was not going to summarily have her executed. When she saw him raise his hand for a second slap, she pulled her legs further apart and spread her fanny lips as wide as she could manage, offering up the core of her sex for more punishment. He slapped her fanny again, the sound of the blow seemingly as sharp and loud as the pistol shots she had heard outside during the Japanese attack. Pain burned bright between her legs, but she just smiled up at him and nodded to demonstrate her acquiescence.
Captain Fukushima continued to spank her cunt until it was red and invitingly swollen. Then he pushed her knees back and leaned forwards to spit upon her arse hole. The lubrication was for his benefit and not hers, as he had little concern for her comfort or pleasure. With a final glance to ensure that the box of pins had not fallen from the cot, he pulled on her hips to bring her arse right to the edge of the bed and tilted her hips until her arse hole was conveniently angled for him to achieve a comfortable penetration. He looked down and confirmed that Elke was still holding her cunt properly spread, and then placed the head of his cock against her nervously clenching arse hole. He was relatively gentle, feeling no need to inflict pain with his cock since he had better tools at his disposal. Still, he knew it would hurt her and he watched her face carefully as he increased the pressure against her arse hole and felt it slowly, grudgingly give way to his thrust. He saw her eyes narrow and the rhythm of her breathing speed up. “Am I hurting you?”
Elke considered lying, then decided that he would enjoy the truth more. “Y-yes, Captain Fukushima. More … than … I had expected.” Her suppressed anger made her suddenly daring. “Does that please you, Captain Fukushima? That I feel pain and not pleasure when you penetrate me?”
Her unexpected question made him grin. “It is … gratifying,” he replied, and gave his words emphasis by briefly thrusting harder and making her gasp. The head of his cock slipped past the tight muscular ring and his cock began to slide into her with greater ease.
The pain and humiliation of being unwillingly fucked in the rear was much greater than she would admit, although she suspected that she wasn't really fooling him. To her surprise, he only thrust into her a couple of times before stopping with his cock buried deep. Her anal sphincter squeezed and bit helplessly at the intruding shaft, and it annoyed her that it probably felt pleasant to him. However, she had something more significant to occupy her thoughts and emotions.
He picked up the box of map pins and he shook them in front of her face. “Impress me. Prove to me that you deserve to live.”
She realised that he was absolutely serious and was not mocking her. He really wanted her to demonstrate her courage and determination to him, to prove that she was a worthy enemy. “I'm worthy. Let me prove it to you.” She looked at the box and then down at her fanny, which she held ready and exposed. The nauseating pain from her arse hole had eased ever since he had stopped thrusting, and she became intensely aware of how her fanny felt once more. The stretching and spanking had made it very sensitive, and it seemed as if she could feel every breath of wind that moved over it. She guessed that once he had come in her behind he would lose interest in her, so this was both the final obstacle and her last chance to win his approval. “My cunt is ready for you to use, Captain Fukushima,” she said, employing the crude word because she had heard him employ it. She nervously watched him select a pin and bring it up to her fanny. The steel pin appeared huge. Magnified by her terror it resembled a railway spike more than a needle, and she couldn't imagine it being pushed into her excruciatingly sensitive fanny. She shuddered when he scraped the sharp tip over her skin, tracing the shape of her outspread inner labia, her clitoral hood, and the rim of her vaginal orifice. He tried to scrape the side of her inner labia, and when they moved and folded, she quickly shifted her grip so that her fingertips pulled on her inner lips as well.
Captain Fukushima hummed happily as he drew intricate patterns on her pink labia with the tip of the pin, creating a tracery of darker red lines on both lips.
Although the touch of the pin stung and burned fiercely it was not unbearable, and Elke was able to stay completely still and to keep her labia well exposed to the bite of the pin. However, the pain grew more intense when he moved on to the opening of her vaginal passage, and it was incredibly difficult to prevent the muscles of her orifice from clenching and twitching. Her face turned red with effort as she was forced to push down on her fanny, as if in labour, causing her hole to bulge and dilate, which fortunately was just the effect she wanted as it allow the tip of the pin to reach deeper into her vagina. The Captain's nod of approval made the effort and strain worthwhile, even though the scratches on that part of her fanny hurt much more. Her face stiffened when he placed the tip of the pin on one of her inner labia and gently pressed. Resisting the urge to scream, she made herself nod and held her breath.
Captain Fukushima pushed the pin against her genitals, but unlike a needle the relatively thick and blunt pin did not easily pierce her skin and it required considerable effort to drive it into her flesh.
Elke screamed in the darkness of her mind, but only a soft whimper escaped her lips. The pain was terrible, far worse than any injection. It was even worse than the stitches she had taken years ago after a fall, due the far greater sensitivity of her genitals. She wanted to thrash her legs and throw herself from side to side, but instead she just met his eyes and endured.
Despite the woman's attempt at stoicism, she was unable to control the contractions of the muscles that surrounded his cock, and Captain Fukushima inhaled sharply when her body pressed and massaged his cock like the most skilled of prostitutes. It would be an interesting experiment to see if he could make himself come solely by sticking pins into her cunt. He selected another pin and studied her cunt.
Elke's body slowly, erotically, arched in agony as three more pins excruciatingly pierced her labia. It took all of her will power, but somehow she remained locked in place, rigid as a statue with her faintly bleeding fanny offered up like a sacrifice while she awaited the kiss of the next pin. She almost lost control of her bladder when she felt the tip of a pin touch her just below her pee hole and almost inside of her vagina. Her toes curled up tight when he began to apply pressure to the pin, but she refused to close her eyes and instead steadily met his gaze as the pain grew and grew.
Captain Fukushima saw the determination in the woman's gaze and was impressed by how well she had taken the torment of her cunt so far. The pulsing grip of her arse hole around his cock was rapidly bringing him to a climax. The heat and pressure that he felt when he pushed the pin home was exquisite and he nodded to her. “Well done. One last pin. Take it well and you will have earned my forgiveness.”
“T-thank you, Captain Fukushima,” she said, feeling genuine gratitude. However she suspected that the last pin would be the worst, and she was proven correct just a moment later when the tip of the new pin touched the tip of her clitoris. But blended with sheer terror was the knowledge that she had almost won through even though she doubted that her suffering was in any way done. The pressure increased, and the touch of the sharp metal sent crackling bolts of sensation shooting up her spine.
Rather than stabbing her clitoris with the pin, Captain Fukushima used it to tease and worry her painfully sensitive bud, grinning at every twitch and shudder that he extracted from her body, and enjoying her fearful anticipation of the moment when he would thrust the pin into her flesh. By rhythmically working the pin on her clitoris, he was able to make her buttocks and arse hole massage his cock, waiting for the right moment to use that last bit of pressure. When he sensed the involuntary tightening of the muscles deep in his groin, he knew the time was right and his fingers drove the pin down and in.
Elke's face twisted in agony, and her body literally vibrated as the conflicting need to express her pain, and the need to satisfy her tormentor and to survive clashed within her.
He used the head of the pin like a control button and rapidly and forcefully rapped it with his finger, generating the motions and contractions he wanted as he came deep inside of her arse hole. His moan of pleasure was like the growl of a predatory animal as he finally re-commenced thrusting into her torn and stretched arse, triumphantly shooting his semen into the conquered white woman. Releasing the pin, he gripped her hips with both hands and violently fucked her as he came, all the while staring at the pins that impaled her cunt and her expression of pain and horror.
When he stopped pounding her arse and she had recovered her breath, Elke was unable to resist asking him, “Did I do well, Captain Fukushima? Did I redeem myself?”
He pulled his still erect cock out of her arse hole, and then nodded. “Hai. You have earned forgiveness. He pointed at his slime covered cock. “Now suck.”



Chapter Four
 

Singapore – 13th February 1942

 
“Beg your pardon … sorry … oops …. “ Peter Digby struggled his way across the crammed deck of the ship, his progress made snail-like by the unbelievable crowding of the vessel, the panicked movement of the passengers whenever a Japanese fighter bomber flew past, guns blazing, and the rocking of the ship each time a Japanese bomb went off in the waters of the harbour. As he painstakingly searched every female face, he wasn't even sure what he could do when he found her. There were no dark corners, and no way to get her into one. The ship was a solid mass of humanity with no privacy even for bodily functions let alone a discreet murder. A bomb struck the concrete of the dock, sending a dangerous shower of splinters and dust shooting across and over the deck. Digby dropped into a squat behind a dazed looking Eurasian couple who huddled together as if their unity could shield them from the flying death and he coughed from the cloud of smoke and concrete dust that hung over the entire area which smelled like Chinese New Year fire-crackers. Popping upright like a jack-in-the-box, he was able to look over the huddled passengers. He spotted a flash of crimson and began to struggle in that direction.
 

***

 
Although they had boarded as a group, the QA nurses soon became scattered throughout the ship, most of them trying to provide help to any of their fellow passengers who were injured or appeared to be in distress. Fortunately much of the upper deck was shaded, so the intense tropical sun was not as much of a problem as it might have been.
Susan was so busy bandaging a portly middle aged man who had been hit by shrapnel before he had boarded the ship that she hardly noticed when the ship weighed anchor and headed out to sea, engines rumbling and dark smoke pouring from its single narrow looking funnel. The sun was low on the horizon and when she glanced at her watch, she saw that it was 6.15 pm. From what she had been told, they were headed for Batavia via the Straits of Rhio. Glancing out to the side of the ship, she saw a second vessel, the HMS Tien Kwang, was accompanying them. Although it was clearly a commercial vessel, the gun mounted on the ship's bow indicated that it had been converted to military use, although she didn't see any weapons that might prove a threat to the Japanese aircraft that droned their way across the skies in search of prey and she didn't take much comfort from its presence.
As they sailed on through the evening and night, the greatest problem turned out to be to lack of drinking water and food. A few people, mostly Chinese families, had thought to bring some with them, but most just had to go without. The heat had forced Susan to set aside her uniform cape and coat, so she was just dressed in her blouse and skirt as she slumped tiredly against one of the cabin walls with her legs drawn up and her forehead resting upon her knees. Although everyone had begun to smell from the crowding and heat, it didn't really bother her as she closed her eyes and tried to sleep. She didn't even open her eyes when she felt someone push their way past in front of her until she heard the person's voice say “Excuse me, I'm looking for a nurse, a QA nurse by the name of Susan. Have you seen her by any chance?”
Susan was suddenly wide awake. It was Peter Digby, and he was looking for her by name! Under the circumstances, there was no possible reason for him to be searching for her with such determination except one. He had clearly realised that she had discovered his treason and he wanted to silence her. She bit her lip. The ship was full of people who would be glad to help her, but Digby was a government official and probably known to most of the Europeans on board. Who would believe her without proof? Under the circumstances, who would even care, since they might all soon die or be prisoners of war. She realised that without her distinctive nurse's uniform, she was close to being invisible in the crowd. All she had to do was stay out of his way until the ship reached its destination. Moving slowly so as not to attract attention, she edged towards the staircase that led to the upper deck. There was a small space behind the stairs, large enough for her to sit curled up with her back against the superstructure. There were people all around the stairs and seated upon the steps themselves, effectively hiding her from view. By peeking between the steps and the bodies of the people all around her, she could look forward down the length of the ship as well as sideways towards the railings that guarded the edge of the deck. She would have ample warning if Digby came her way.
 

***

 
Digby was feeling discouraged. There were simply too many people crowded into too little space, was well as too many QA nurses scattered all over the ship. However, he refused to give up just yet. Susan was trapped on the ship with him and this was his best chance to deal with her. The ships had sailed through the night and he had heard from one of the crew that they were nearing Pompong Island. It was almost 6.00 am and the sun was close to rising, making them an easy target for the Japanese air force. The idea was that they would anchor off the island and that crew and volunteers would go ashore to gather branches of trees to use as camouflage, presumably to make the ships look like small islands. They were anchored about two hundred yards off of the island and he watched as all the ship's boats were lowered and headed for the shore. With much of the crew off of the ship and the boats gone, there was more room to move about, with many of the passengers standing along the railings and watching the proceedings, and Digby took the opportunity to renew his search.
It was almost 11.00 am when he spotted another QA nurse. She had her cape and jacket draped over her shoulders and she was leaning over the railing, staring moodily down at the dark water, but she looked up and smiled when he approached. “Hello. You're with the QAIMNS aren't you?”
“Why yes, however did you guess?” Peggy said teasingly.
Digby chuckled. “The colours were a dead giveaway. I have a friend who is with the QA. Her name's Susan. You wouldn't know her by any chance?”
Peggy's eyes widened. “Susan Cartwright? She's my best friend. She's on the ship as well, you know.”
Digby couldn't believe his luck, and he had a hard time suppressing his excitement. “Really? Where is she? I've been so worried about her.”
“I didn't catch your name,” Peggy said.
“Peter Digby. Glad to meet you,” he replied, holding out his hand.
Peggy took his hand, and then she frowned. “Peter Digby? You know, now that I think about it, you do look rather familiar, and I'm sure that Susan mentioned …. “
Digby caught her sudden hesitation and the look of realisation in her eyes. “I see that she did talk about me,” he said, his hand tightening painfully around hers.
“You're the tr-” Peggy gasped before she caught herself.
His eyes narrowed. “The damned woman's been talking far too much.” He took half a step closer to her, glanced quickly around to see if anyone was watching them, and then shoved her body back against the railing with his other hand rising to rest threateningly on her shoulder with his thumb in the hollow of her throat. “Not a sound, or I'll crush your throat and throw you overboard. It will be just an unfortunate accident.”
The wood of the railing pressed into the middle of her back, and the pressure of his hand forced her to arch backwards, applying a painful pressure to her spine and immobilising her. “Please, what do you want?” she whispered in confusion. Even though many of the passengers had migrated to the other side of the ship which faced the island, the surroundings were still far too public for him to be considering rape, and under the circumstances, robbery was absurd.
“Where is she?”
“Who?”
“Susan, you fool. Where is she? Tell me, or I'll kill you right here and now.”
 

***

 
With the thinning of the crowd around her, Susan felt increasingly nervous and exposed, and her eyes constantly scanned the length of the deck even as she huddled beneath the stairs. She had just spotted Peggy at the railing only yards away, when to her horror she saw Digby approach her friend. She bit her knuckle and hoped the man would realise that the woman in the nurse's uniform wasn't his quarry and leave her friend alone. She struggled to her feet when she saw him grab Peggy's wrist and press up against her friend. Her legs were numb and she almost cracked her skull on the steps above her head when she tried to straighten up. Rubbing the top of her head, she staggered forwards, rapidly gaining speed although she had to dodge around and over dozing passengers. She wasn't actually certain what she would do when she got there, but she couldn't ignore Peggy's peril. When she was within reach she punched him in the back with her fist, shouting “Let her go, you beast!”
Startled by the blow from behind, Digby released his hold on Peggy's wrist and jabbed a short wicked punch into her belly before spinning around to face his attacker. He broke into a grin when he realised who it was. “Well, well, well. Just the little busybody that I was looking for.”
“Peggy!” Susan cried, seeing her friend crumple and slump against the railing. She instinctively tried to dash around Digby in order to go to her friend's aid, and was shocked when he nimbly dodged aside to allow her to move past him and then shoved her hard against the railing, which struck her just below the ribs and drove all the air from her lungs. Wheezing for breath, Susan's arms windmilled as she fought against the momentum that threatened to tip her over and into the inky dark waters below. Her situation suddenly became worse when Digby's hands closed around her throat and his body pinned her against the railing. She tried to struggle, but bent over the railings as she was, she lacked sufficient leverage to break free. Her fingers clawed at his hands, but she was rapidly losing consciousness and she realised that she was going to die. There was a roaring sound in her ears mixed with a high pitched whistling as her vision faded towards darkness. Dimly, she realised that Peggy was leaning over and fighting to pull Digby off of her, and she tried to say goodbye to her friend.
A series of enormous explosions rocked the ship, and all three of them froze into an almost comical tableau, their minds momentarily unable to comprehend what had just happened. A wave of heat and flame buffeted them, followed by a shower of debris and gory bits of more unfortunate passengers, and they simultaneously realised that the ship had been hit by Japanese bombs.
Digby's priorities immediately shifted to self-preservation and he pushed himself away from Susan. He looked around for a means of escape, and spotted a blood covered ship's officer, whom he realised was the Captain, Lieutenant Caithness, struggling heroically to lower the gangway so that a group of women who were gathered around him could move down it into the water. He noticed that the woman closest to him was clutching a red and white lifebelt. Fearing the return of the bomber on a strafing run or the explosion and sinking of the ship, he ran towards the woman.
“Sorry mate, women and children first,” said a uniformed sailor, holding out his palm.
Without breaking his stride, Digby swung his foot up and kicked the bothersome crewman in the balls as if he was taking a penalty shot on the football field, then grabbed the groaning man's head and slammed it twice into a stanchion before tossing him aside.
The woman watched open mouthed as Digby snatched the lifebelt from her hands.
“Thanks awfully,” he said and sprang over the railings, the lifebelt gripped firmly in front of him.
“Well I never,” the flabbergasted woman said, before turning her eyes speculatively to the fallen sailor's life jacket.
 

***

 
Susan was less fortunate. Digby's shove and the sudden removal of pressure from her lower body served to completely overbalance her and she toppled right over the railing, pulling Peggy, who was clinging to her arm, along with her.
As they both fell screaming towards the water, Susan noted, as if in a slowly moving nightmare, that her watch said it was just past 11.00 am. The watch was a Rolex, a birthday gift from a favourite uncle and one of the few things that remained of her old life, and she hoped that it was really as waterproof as its makers claimed. Then she struck the water and everything turned dark. The fact that she was half stunned before she fell actually worked in her favour as she was quite relaxed when she plunged into the choppy water and it reduced the effect of the impact. She was a good swimmer, and after a moment of disorientation, she started to swim for the surface. However her heavy skirt dragged at her, and after a second of hesitation she unbuttoned the garment and kicked herself free of it. If she had fallen a few hours earlier she still might have drowned, but the bright sky made the shimmering surface easily visible, and she did not waste time or precious breath heading in the wrong direction.
Just before she reached the surface, Susan passed a struggling shape in the water that she realised was Peggy, who had become tangled in her coat and skirt. She burst into open air, spat seawater from her mouth and inhaled gratefully. She drew in great lung-full of air, deliberately hyperventilating, and then stroked in the direction where she had last seen Peggy. Her wet blouse dragged heavily, but she didn't have time to take it off. She dived, twisting her head around desperately in the murky water, looking for a glimpse of her friend. Just as she was running out of breath she saw a flash of crimson. She surfaced for air and then dived in the direction of the sighting. In the end, she actually bumped into Peggy before actually seeing her. She grabbed at her friend's body and kicked for the surface. She could feel Peggy still weakly moving, so she hadn't yet drowned, and when they broke the surface she was delighted to hear the other woman coughing and choking. She adjusted her grip so that she was behind Peggy and helped her remain floating as the younger woman caught her breath.
“What on earth happened?” Peggy asked, in between gasping for air. “I remember a huge bang and then we were in the water.”
“The Japs must have found us,” Susan replied grimly. “So much for their ideas of camouflage.”
Peggy pointed. “Look, over there. There's something floating in the water. Let's head for it.” She had managed to discard her coat, and now she kicked herself free of her skirt, leaving her in her blouse and short shift just like Susan.
Seeing that her friend was able to swim, she headed for the floating object with a steady breast-stroke. After several minutes of swimming, they reached their destination, which proved to be a large wooden hatch cover that had been blown off of the ship and now floated like a square raft on the dark, cloudy green water. If it had been the Atlantic, they would have perished from the cold before they reached the hatch, but these tropical waters were relatively warm and lacked the crashing waves of the open sea, so she and Peggy both managed to reach and clamber onto the large square makeshift raft.
Once she was ostensibly safe on the raft, Susan turned to look at the ship. Even though she had expected it, the actual sight of the blazing wreck was still a shock. The deck and superstructure had been torn apart, and at least one bomb had struck the bridge squarely. Flames were shooting out from deep within the bowels of the stricken vessel and she was surprised that it was still afloat. People were still jumping off of it into the water and several rafts and brightly coloured lifebelts could be seen bobbing in the water in the shadow of the ship. Their raft had drifted far enough that she was able to see around the end of the ship in the direction of Pompong Island. Most of the survivors were swimming in that direction, and she could see people helping them ashore on two separate points of the shore. “Do you think we should try to swim for the island?” she asked Peggy, who was leaning against her side and silently watching the scene.
Peggy shook her head and pointed at the water. “I don't think that's a good idea. We seem to be caught up in a really strong current.”
Susan looked down and then at her surroundings and realised that the raft was moving through the water at a good clip, fast enough to create a small but visible wake. They were being drawn steadily away from island. Now that she was far enough from the ship she realised that there was a second source of flames further way and behind it, which had to be the HMS Tien Kwang which had apparently fared no better than the SS Kuala, despite its military status and armaments.
Peggy suddenly giggled, her mirth bearing an undertone of hysteria. “Just look at the pair of us. We're like something out of a sailor's rude dream.”
Surprised, Susan looked at her friend. Peggy's legs were completely bare, her wet shift had ridden up over her hips exposing her white cotton panties which in turn revealed the darker shape of her pubic hair, and her uniform blouse clung to her curves as if it had been painted on. Then she looked down at herself, saw that she was in an identical state, and giggled. “Well, it's a sure thing that no passing boat is going to ignore the two of us.”
 

***

 
Because he was one of the first to abandon the ship and possessed of a lifebelt, Digby had little trouble spotting the two nurses when they climbed up on some kind of raft, since there were only a few other people in the water. But to his frustration, they began to drift rapidly away from the island rather than towards it. He guessed that they were caught in a current, and it would be suicide to try to swim after them. He could hope that they would die of exposure, thirst, or even drown if a storm came up, but in the meantime, his best bet was to head for the island and to wait for a chance to contact the Japanese forces. He had prepared for such contact, albeit on dry land, by carrying the Japanese identification papers that had been given to him inside a waterproof packet. The Japanese considered him a valuable intelligence asset, and if he could get in touch with them without being shot or stabbed in the process, they would help him hunt down the nurses and silence them. He looked away from the departing nurses and swam towards the island. Once the bothersome nurses were taken care of, he would effect a “miraculous” escape from the Nips and return to England where he would continue to work to bring down Churchill and his ridiculous government. Digby was far from the only upper class Englishman who favoured the idea of working with the Nazis rather than fighting this stupid war, and judging from the fiasco in Singapore, he was more confident than ever that he had chosen the winning side. He could afford to wait, and for now he would play the dull patriotic Englishman. Reaching the shore, he climbed up and out of the water, escaping the waves that seemed intent on lifting him and drawing him back into the salty depths. He tossed the lifebelt aside and waved at the survivors in the water. “Here! Over here!” he called while the boats that had been gathering branches now worked to pick up passengers from and around the ship. When there were more people ashore, he would be less conspicuous and he would fade into the surrounding jungle to await the arrival of the Japs patrols. His opportunity to disappear came sooner than he expected when Japanese aircraft began to bomb the survivors in the water and on the beach. He ran from the explosions and showers of stinging sand and faded into the undergrowth.
 

***

 
To their horror, Susan and Peggy watched as the Jap planes returned and dropped bombs into the water between the ship and the island, killing many of the swimmers.
“Oh my god, those utter bastards!” Peggy gasped.
“It looks like we were lucky. They're not likely to bother with the two of us way out here when there are much more tempting targets,” Susan said.
“How can you say such a horrible thing?” Peggy said, staring accusingly at her friend.
Susan shrugged. “I don't wish any of them ill, but a fact's a fact, and there's no use feeling guilty about it.” She shaded her eyes and looked around. “Besides, without a paddle, we will soon have problems of our own. You know we can't drink the seawater, and in this heat, we're going to get very thirsty before long.”
“What can we do?” Peggy asked, realising the truth of what Susan had said.
“For the moment, the best we can do is try to shade ourselves from the sun. Let's take off our blouses, soak them in water and used them to shade our heads and shoulders.”
Peggy's irrepressible nature soon reinstated itself and she giggled. “We're looking more and more like a naughty seaside postcard, aren't we?”
Susan looked startled, and then broke into a grin. Without their blouses, their short wet shifts did little to protect their modesty. More than half of English housewives didn't wear brassieres, and due to the heat and active nature of their work, neither did Susan nor Peggy, so damp knickers aside, she had to admit that the pair of them presented an undeniably immodest picture. “I'm certain someone will pick us up soon, a fisherman or something, so don't lose heart. Just think how pleased they'll be to see us.”
They floated across the lightly choppy waters under the blazing sun for hours, until at last to their great relief the sun edged towards the horizon reducing both the heat and the possibility of being spotted by a Japanese air or sea patrol. Rather than carrying them straight out towards the South China Sea, the current curved around the eastern tip of Borneo, keeping them moving among the numerous clusters of small islands that dotted the waters in that area. Unfortunately, without oars or paddles, they sailed right past several of them. On one occasion, they spotted uniformed men moving on the passing island, and when they saw the rising sun flying from their patrol boat, they quickly lay flat upon their raft and prayed that they wouldn't be seen.
When the sun set, the darkness was almost absolute. There was no moon, and while the stars were pretty, they provided no illumination. Susan held on to Peggy's hand so that neither of them would slip into the water without the other knowing. She was also concerned about sharks and she made sure that Peggy did not let a hand or leg dip into the water. Parched and hungry in the darkness she began to feel increasingly frightened, and she considered the idea of giving themselves up to the next Jap patrol they came across. Even the possibility of rape and imprisonment couldn't be worse than this, and she suggested the idea to Peggy.
“I'm glad you brought it up. I've been thinking about it for a while now, but I didn't want you to think I was a coward, so I didn't say anything.”
Susan nodded in the darkness. “Let's give it a few more hours. Come the dawn if no other opportunity comes up, we'll call out to the next Jap boat or patrol we see. Agreed?”
Peggy squeezed her friend’s hand. “Agreed.” She was silent for a moment, then she said, “Do you think they might kill us?”
“I don't believe so. From what I heard at the hospital, the Japs don't kill Europeans as long as they weren't fighting them and surrender without a struggle. It's different for the locals though, especially the Chinese. Many of them, even civilians, seem to get killed out of hand without any reason.”
“What about Digby?”
“What about him?”
“If he's working for the Japs, they might not want anyone else to know. And he's already tried to kill you once.”
This disturbing thought gave Susan pause. She had seen him get clean away from the ship. “Oh. I hadn't thought of that. I don't really see what we can do about it at the moment.”
It grew chilly, and they clung silently to each other for warmth. They went on that way for several hours, trying to get what sleep they could without being able to comfortably lie down, when suddenly Susan said, “Peggy, do you hear that?”
Waking from a doze, Peggy muttered, “Hmm? Hear what?” Then she caught the soft chuffing sound as well, barely audible over the constant noise of moving water. “I … I think it's a boat!”
“I think you're right. Do you think we should call out?”
“We may not get another chance. Perhaps we should risk it,” Peggy said, hesitantly.
“All right then.” Susan took a deep breath and began to shout. “Hello! Hello! Help! We're two women and we're not armed.”
After a moment Peggy joined in, and the two of them yelled themselves hoarse. Susan felt an irresistible urge to wave her arms, even though it would have been ridiculous in the pitch darkness. The chuffing of the boat's engine grew nearer. “They're coming this way! They must have heard us.” Encouraged, Susan continued to shout, until at last she could make out a faint black bulk gliding over the water. She frowned when she realised that the boat didn't have a single light showing, not even in the cockpit. Who the blazes would sail around in pitch darkness, she wondered. Ordinarily she might have assumed they were criminals, smugglers of some sort, but with the outbreak of war, just about anyone might be motivated to be careful and to avoid attracting the attention of the Japs.
A brilliant beam of light cut off their calls, forcing them to squint and shield their night-accustomed eyes from the painful brightness.
Suddenly aware of her near nakedness, Susan clutched her wet and ragged blouse in front of her. “Hello? Can you help us? Do you speak English?”
“We're from Singapore. Our ship sank,” Peggy added helpfully, her hands cupped around her mouth.
There was silence from the boat, and Susan began to feel alarmed. But then there was a shadowy movement on the deck and a rope shot out and its end landed neatly upon the raft. She grabbed at it before the line could drift away. She wrapped it around her wrist and turned to Peggy. “Come on, help me pull. Not too hard, be careful not to tip us over.”
With the two of them pulling hand over hand, the trusty hatch cover soon bumped against the side of the boat. A short rope ladder rattled against hull to hang with reach.
Susan was beginning to feel unnerved by the ominous silence from the crew boat. It was obviously not military, but what she could make out of the shape seemed too sleek to be a fishing boat, and the usual fishy smell was absent. Still, if they had meant them ill the crew could have simply abandoned them to almost certain death.
Peggy, oblivious of her friend's uneasiness nudged Susan. “Go on then, that ladder's not going to climb itself.”
Ignoring the illogic of her friend's statement, Susan draped her blouse over one shoulder and gripped the highest rung of the ladder that she could reach from her seated position. “Grab hold of my waist Peggy. The raft's likely to tip over as soon as I move.” When she felt Peggy's arm holding her firmly and her friend's breasts pressing against her lower back, she gingerly climbed to her feet and grabbed at a higher rung on the ladder. The raft immediately tilted and began to slide away from beneath her and a moment later she was forced to step into the water, leaving her dangling by her arms from the ladder. Fortunately the water prevented her from slamming into the side of the boat with any force as she spat sea water and searched for a foothold on the ladder, hampered by Peggy's weight pulling her backwards. When she felt a rung under her bare foot she said, “Grab the ladder Peggy and let yourself float until I've climbed onto the boat, then I'll help you up.
Peggy did as she was asked and found herself momentarily submerged. However her grip on the rope ladder allowed her to quickly regain the surface. She shook the stinging water from her face and eyes and looked up to faintly see Susan's pale bottom wiggling above her, and despite her situation, she couldn't resist a smile. Although she had never told Susan, she had always found her friend very attractive. However, she was afraid of Susan's reaction if she ever found out how she felt so she had limited herself to brief longing glances. She wasn't even sure what she would do if she ever discovered that Susan shared her feelings. Being a decent well brought up girl, she tried to avoid dwelling upon the subject.
“All right Peggy. I'm in the boat. Start on up the ladder. Don't worry, I'm right here.”
It was a bit of a struggle when she lifted her weight out of the water, and at first the ladder had an alarming tendency to let her tilt backwards, but it got better the higher she climbed, and it was not long before she felt Susan's hand grip her arm.
“You're nearly there. Reach up and you'll feel the gunwale.”
Peggy heaved herself up and hung from the boat by her arms. She tried to swing her leg over the side, but the boat swayed and she couldn't quite make it.
Susan reached out and hooked her arm around Peggy's thigh. She pulled, and her hand slid up her friend's leg and she found herself firmly gripping Peggy's fanny. Despite her embarrassment, she hauled hard, and Peggy slid over the gunwale to flop onto the deck like a landed fish. She hastily let go of the other girl's crotch, although her palm seemed to tingle with the soft imprint of Peggy's fanny.
Peggy was thankful for the darkness, as she could feel the heat in her cheeks and knew that she was blushing brightly. She squeezed her thighs together, and in her mind she could still feel Susan's fingers firmly gripping her between the legs. “Whoosh! That was exciting!” she exclaimed breezily as she drew herself to her feet. She immediately regretted her choice of words, but she couldn't think of anything to say that wouldn't make things worse.
Unaware of her friend's dilemma, Susan said, “Don't mention it. It was my pleasure.” She cringed as soon as the words left her lips, fearing how Peggy might interpret them. But before she could think of something less suggestive to say, a soft glow of light behind her back made her spin around.
“You!” Susan exclaimed.
The man grinned. “Well, well. Look what we have here. A nice catch, I must say.”
“You're the chap we saw at Robinsons,” Peggy said, and then bit her lip when she recalled what she had said on that occasion.
“I say, Helen, come and see what I've caught,” the man called.
There was the sound of light footsteps on wooden stairs, and the oriental woman that had been the man's companion at Robinsons appeared out of the darkness that still engulfed the rest of the boat. “Why, it's those ill-mannered nurses from Singapore. What a delightful surprise.” The oriental woman's tone was mocking and reeked of malice. Her English was also completely unaccented and upper class.
“Um, er, hello?” Susan said, her heart sinking.
The man tilted his head quizzically. “So now we're worth talking to? Perhaps the two of us should jump into the sea so that we won't pollute the boat with our presence?”
The smile faded from Peggy's face as she finally realised that something was wrong.
Susan swallowed hard. “Look, I know we weren't very polite the last time we met, but the situation is different now. You may not be aware of it, but the Japanese have just about taken Singapore, and they sank our ship, the SS Kuala, off of Pompong Island.”
Realising the situation, Peggy pushed her way forward. “I was the one who was rude to you. Susan didn't say anything. Take it out on me if you must, but you've got to help my friend.”
Susan was amazed and touched by her friend's loyalty and courage. Peggy had always been a bit flighty and self-centred, but she never intentionally meant anyone any harm. She put her arm around her friend's shoulders and stood by her side. “Do what you will, but I shall stay with my friend.”
The man chuckled. “Despite what you may think of me, I'm not going to make you walk the plank.”
Susan sighed with relief. “Thank goodness.”
“No, we'll just drop you off on the nearest inhabited island. Of course, it's likely that the locals will hand you over to the Japs. Most of the islanders aren't too favourably inclined towards white people. The Dutch haven't exactly been kind to them.”
“Wait! No, you can't do that. He'll – oof!” Peggy's exclamation was cut off by a jab of Susan's elbow.
“He?” the oriental woman said, raising a fine black eyebrow.
“Do the Japs also have reason not to like you?” asked the man, sounding amused.
Realising that it was too late to hide the truth from them, Susan sighed and recounted her encounters with Digby, carefully leaving out the part where she made love to him.
“The wireless was under his bed you say?” the man asked, sounding more amused than ever.
Her cheeks flaming, Susan glared defiantly at him. “Oh all right! Yes I was in bed with him before that. But the point is that he's a dirty rotten traitor and he tried to strangle me in front of a ship load of people!”
“And he's still out there and probably looking for us right now,” Peggy added.
“So what do you suggest I do with you?” Roger asked, sounding more amused than ever.
Susan stepped closer to him, very aware of her near nudity, and said, “You must be going somewhere safe. Why can't you take us with you? By the way, I know your friend's name is Helen, and I'm Susan, Susan Cartwright, and this is Peggy Brown. What's your name?”
“You can call me Roger.” He rubbed his chin thoughtfully as he studied the semi-nude bodies of the two young nurses. “The thing is, you see, Helen and I are um, entrepreneurs. We're not sailing around in the middle of a war just for our health.”
Peggy gasped. “You're smugglers. No wait, pirates!”
Susan winced at her friend’s indiscreet use of words. “Which is none of our business,” she added smoothly while stepping on Peggy's foot. Then she realised the import of Roger's words. “Um, we don't have any money. In fact, we don't have much of anything, as you can see.” She glanced down at herself and gestured at her near naked body. Then her eyes narrowed. “What are you suggesting?”
Helen stepped forward and put her arm around Roger's waist, moulding her lithe body against his side. “What Roger meant was that in return for food, shelter and protection from the Japanese, as well as Digby if it comes to that, the two of you will repay our generosity by becoming our playthings.”
“What! Never. You can take your generosity and stuff it.” Peggy shouted angrily, but once again she was cut off by Susan's grip on her arm. “Ow! What are you doing?”
The moment she had realised who their rescuers were, she had been expecting something bad to happen. The worst of course would be for Roger to toss both of them back into the sea. Without the raft, that would effectively be a death sentence. Being handed over to the Japanese would not be much better if Digby had indeed managed to join up with his oriental masters. She had seen how Roger, as well as his oriental girlfriend, had been looking at their scantily clad bodies, and she was actually rather relieved that they were not simply going to kill them out of hand, especially after the way she and Peggy had insulted them in public. “Just me. Do what you want with me, but leave Peggy alone.”
“Susan! You can't seriously be considering accepting her terms.”
Susan took her friend's hands. “We wouldn't be in this fix if I hadn't become involved with Digby and hadn't snooped in his affairs. It's my responsibility to get us out of it.”
“How very noble of you,” Helen said, smiling cruelly.
“Don't be silly,” Peggy said, in the tone she reserved for her most stubborn and slightly thick patients. “I'm certainly not going to stand around and watch them do god knows what to you just because of me. We both joined the QA because we wanted to be free to choose our own lives and to help those in need, and I choose to be with you.” She turned to Helen. “If this is how it has to be, then we'll face it together.” Then she turned on Roger. “You sir, are no gentleman, to treat helpless women so.”
Roger laughed. “You're quite right. I'm not a proper English gentleman, and both of you would do well to remember that.”
“So what happens now?” Susan asked.
Roger looked at her speculatively. “Now, I want both of you to prove that you understand your situation by taking all your clothes off and tossing them overboard. You won't be needing them from now on.”
Helen laughed delightedly at this and clapped her hands. She was the daughter of a pirate and her father had been killed by a British naval patrol when she was sixteen, so she had little sympathy for the two white women who had unexpectedly fallen into her grasp. “Yes, take it off. Take it all off. Let's see your naked English arses.”
Roger chuckled. “You'll have to forgive Helen's language. Her English tutor was an ex-Royal Marine officer who joined the other side.”
“And a fuckin' good tutor he was too … especially regarding the interesting things you can do to a woman's body. Of course at the beginning he was trying to warn me about them, but when he realised that the topic fascinated me, he became much more um, graphic,” Helen said, nodding emphatically.
“Well? What's it to be, ladies?” Roger asked. “You are still absolutely free to leave. Never say that I forced you into anything.”
Susan could see that both Roger and his Chinese consort were enjoying their plight immensely. She also knew that she and Peggy had little choice but to comply, unless they were to choose death over dishonour. The galling thing was the Roger was right. This was their boat, and they were well within their rights to simply deposit the two of them on the nearest inhabited piece of land and no one could fault them for it. “Peggy, what do you want to do?”
Although Peggy was impulsive and often spoke her mind without considering the effect of her words on others, she wasn't stupid or indecisive. She saw just as clearly as Susan how limited their choices were. “We really don't have any options, do we?” She looked into her friend's eyes and then nodded. Without another word, she started to pull her damp shift off.
“Your panties first,” Helen said. “Take them off and hand them to me.”
Both of the women had in recent weeks become accustomed to changing and bathing in communal conditions, and as nurses were much more accustomed to human nudity than most people. However it was still cringingly shameful to have to remove their underpants in front of an audience, especially knowing that the man and woman watching them had reason to dislike them. Susan still felt a strong sense of guilt over getting Peggy into trouble like this, and was thus compelled to be the first. She tugged the hem of her wet and clinging shift over her hips and slipped her thumbs under the elastic waistband of her panties. Seeing no point in prolonging the agony, she quickly stripped the wet garment off of her hips, and down her legs, staggering slightly when she lifted a foot and the boat rolled beneath her. She found it painfully difficult to straighten up and hold out her panties to the grinning Chinese woman.
Helen gripped the garment between finger and thumb and waved it mockingly in Susan's face, and then tossed it overboard with a flick of her wrist.
Susan couldn't prevent herself from making a movement in the direction of her disappearing knickers and bit her lip angrily when Helen laughed.
“My turn,” Peggy said, determined to share her friend's shame. Staring angrily at Helen's face, she quickly stripped her panties off and stepped forward to hand the intimate garment to the grinning woman.
“Now the rest,” Roger said, giving Helen a wink. He watched as the nurses removed their shifts and tossed them into the sea, occasionally shifting the lantern to get the best view of their moving naked bodies. He nodded. “Jolly good. Now Helen is going to blindfold you and then you will both lie down on your backs on the deck with your legs apart and your hands under your backs.  You will stay like that until you are told to move. If either of you remove your blindfold, I will toss you overboard. Is that understood?”
“Yes, I understand,” Peggy said with an angry toss of her head.
Susan simply nodded. She actually found the idea of being blindfolded comforting, since it suggested that they might live long enough to make anything they learned useful to the authorities or in planning an escape. “Why do we have to spread our legs?”
Roger tilted his head thoughtfully. “I don't want to discourage you from speaking or asking questions, but I don't want to be pestered either, so here is a new rule. You may ask questions, but each question has a price. Pay the price and I or Helen will allow you to ask the question. That does not guarantee that you will receive a truthful answer, but that is a risk you will have to take.”
“What sort of price?” Peggy asked suspiciously.
“It will be either a punishment or sexual act of our choice.”
Peggy's angry response was aborted by poke in the ribs from Susan's finger.
“Both of you?” Susan asked in horror, glancing at Helen.
“Is that a question?” Roger asked, raising an eyebrow.
She hadn't realised that the “rule” was in force, but she really had to know if she and Peggy would be required to do things with the Chinese woman and not just with Roger as she had naively assumed. “Yes.”
“Lie down on your back in the childbirth position and don't move until I say so.”
This command startled Susan, who had visions of Roger having sex with her right there on the wet, poorly lit deck, since in her innocence she couldn't think of any other purpose of the position he had specified. However she couldn't think of a good reason not to obey that would not result in an impromptu swimming session or an opportunity for Digby to resume her strangulation, she unwillingly lowered herself onto the deck and shuddered when her bare buttocks touched to damp, dirty wood. She tried to avoid Helen's gloating eyes as she lay down and drew her legs up and apart with her feet near to her buttocks, assuming the textbook childbirth position. She consoled herself with the thought that at least she wasn't a virgin. However all her musings disappeared in a flash when the sole of Roger's booted foot landed heavily on her fanny. Her first thought was that it couldn't possibly be happening. Such a thing just didn't happen outside of nightmares. But the painful pressure and the scraping of the boot sole against her soft fanny quickly disabused her of any such comforting fantasies. She was tempted to kick and to press her thighs together, but she remembered just in time that this was a price she had volunteered to pay. She consoled herself with the thought that at least he wasn't going to – her mind came up with all manner of euphemisms, but in the end she chose the word that seemed most appropriate – fuck her. Not yet. The pressure didn't increase, and the grinding of his boot stilled. It was almost as if he was waiting for something. She had been avoiding his gaze, but now she looked into his eyes and suddenly she understood. She was making a … a … payment to him, and he was waiting for her to do something to demonstrate that she accepted the treading of his boot upon her fanny. Gritting her teeth, she braced her feet flat on the deck and pushed her hips upward, driving her fanny against his boot. When she was pressing as hard as she could and certain that he could feel the pressure, she twisted and rocked her hips, rubbing her fanny against the sole of his boot. There was some pain, but she ignored it and continued to humiliatingly rub herself until at last he nodded.
Roger removed his foot from between Susan's legs and held out a hand to help her up. “You had a question?”
Susan considered slapping his hand aside, but decided that it would be foolish after what she had just done in order to win his favour. Getting to her feet, she quickly brushed the dirt and splinters off of the parts of her body that she could reach and said, “What will Peggy and I be required to do for Helen? Sexually, I mean.”
Roger's smile was vulpine. “A reasonable question. The answer is, whatever Helen wants. Any more questions?”
Susan shook her head, as she eyed the Chinese woman apprehensively.
Trembling with suppressed anger, Peggy managed to shake her head as well.
Helen disappeared into the bridge for a moment and returned with two scarves, which she used to blindfold the two nurses. “Now be good little girls and lie down.”
Feeling horribly naked and helpless, Susan lay on the deck with Peggy at her side. The boat vibrated beneath her body and she could feel the vessel moving, rising and falling gently as it cut through the waves. She jumped when a hand patted her bare belly.
“Don't worry. We will take good care of you, both of you, providing you behave yourselves.” Helen's hand traced a pattern down the nurse's belly, moving slowly towards her pubic curls. “Roger is a good man, and he'll get you out of here to safety once the situation calms down a bit.”
“Provided we do what you want?” Peggy snapped.
Helen chuckled. “Of course. We'd ruin our reputations if we helped you for free.”
Susan bit back a gasp when Helen's fingers delved into her pubic triangle and began to toy with the curly hairs.
Peggy heard the stifled sound and twisted her head around in alarm. “Susan, what's the matter? Is she hurting you?”
Helen's finger had reached Susan's clitoris and was slowly circling the sensitive spot with expert skill. “Well Susan, am I hurting you?”
The blindfold and Susan's utter helplessness seemed to magnify her other senses, and each circular stroke of Helen's fingertip produced unbearably intense sensations. While it was awfully humiliating, the Chinese woman's touch definitely did not hurt. “N-no. She's not h-hurting me, Peggy. I was just surprised when she touched my … leg,” she replied, too embarrassed to tell her friend what was actually happening, especially since she wasn't sure how she felt about being so intimately caressed. The stroking of her clitoris did not cease, and she found herself breathing harder and the muscles of her thighs and buttocks tightening to the point that her hips almost left the deck. The droning vibration of the boat's engine transmitted itself from the deck and into her body, gathering and focusing in her loins. Her hands clenched into fists beneath her back and her head began to roll from side to side, while the need to hide her arousal from Peggy only made her predicament worse. She felt an orgasm building, and she silently mouthed “Please, no”, only to feel Helen's finger touch her lips, commanding her to silence.
Helen grinned widely as she played with the white woman's cunt and watched her writhe in silent erotic agony. Later on, she would torment the woman, both of the women, with denied orgasms, but right now she wanted Susan to experience the humiliation of being unwillingly made to come – not simply out of cruelty, but because she had seen something in the nurse's eyes when Roger had proposed her effective slavery. Fear, yes, anger, yes, but something else too. She had caught a glimpse of anticipation, of a suppressed and hidden excitement, that the woman might not even admit to herself. Helen was an excellent judge of character, motivation, and emotion in others. Indeed, given her father's chosen career, such a skill was a prerequisite to survival. To her, Susan's sexual reaction to Roger's words might as well have been painted in red across the nurse's forehead. And now her quick and unresisting surrender to an imposed orgasm while blindfolded and spread eagled on the open deck was a confirmation of Helen's insight, even if one had been needed.
With the tap on her lips fresh in her mind, Susan clenched her teeth, wishing that she could bite her arm. She longed to be able bring her thighs together and to buck her hips up and down. But with her legs spread wide as they were, she could barely move, and Helen's knowledgeable fingers were playing her clitoris like a musical instrument, bringing her to the brink of climax and then easing back just in time, over and over like the crashing of the waves against the shore, with each wave increasing the pressure and tension deep in her belly until the need to come was a sweet agony. She wanted to come, and yet she didn't, if only not to give Helen the satisfaction. But the need continued to grow, and like someone who desperately needed to pee, there was a point beyond which mere determination was not enough to hold back the tide. She squeezed her eyes tightly shut beneath the blindfold and pressed her lips tightly together to fight the need to moan. Another female finger dipped lightly into the wetness of her vaginal opening and vibrated like the nuzzling of a hummingbird in a flower while the circling of her clitoris increased in speed just enough. She came – harder and more intensely than she had ever come before, so hard that she thought she might die from the sheer delight of it.
Peggy turned her sightless head towards her friend. “Susan? Susan? What's the matter? Speak to me, or I'm taking this blindfold off.”
Helen touched one sharp fingernail to Peggy's breastbone. “If you do, I will hurt Susan. I will make her scream, and it will be your fault.”
With a groan of frustration Peggy subsided, cowed by the threat to her friend. “Beast,” she snapped at her unseen captor. Her nose wrinkled. “What's that smell? It smells like – “
“Peggy? What's the matter? Were you calling me?” Susan said.
“Susan! Thank goodness. You were making the strangest sounds, and your voice is all funny – “
“I fell asleep. I must have been snoring or dreaming or something. I'm sorry if I alarmed you,” Susan said drowsily, her recent orgasm making it easy for her to sound muzzy and dreamy. Helen's fingertips were still lightly dancing over her fanny, wickedly teasing her moist swollen sex. Now that she had actually orgasmed under Helen's watching eyes and searching fingers, she actually felt less ashamed and frightened. It was almost as if she had established an intimate relationship with the Chinese woman who held, along with Roger, the key to her future safety. She had always enjoyed being sexually dominated by the men in her life, and now it did not seem so very significant that Helen was a woman. The calm, possessive petting of her fanny felt warm and soothing, and she allowed her thighs to relax and her body to open up to the woman's touch. A fingernail traced the line of her slit, brushing apart the overlapping strands of her pubic hair that shaded it until it reached the opening of her vagina. She tensed momentarily when Helen scratched lightly at the soft folds of the orifice, like a cat demanding entrance to a warm parlour, then almost without thinking, she arched her back and turned her fanny upwards, offering herself to Helen. She had to bite her lip in order to remain silent when a slim finger delved into her hole, her vagina. As a nurse, she was accustomed to using the proper terms for both male and female genitalia, and it occurred to her that she actually preferred the clinical names rather than the overly cute euphemisms that most women used. All peripheral thoughts were swept away when the finger wriggled its way into her body, sliding deep and intimately probing.
“Susan, I'm frightened. Are we going to be all right?” Peggy asked softly.
The steady probing of the finger in her vagina was stoking her erotic fires again, and the way Helen occasionally scratched lightly at her vaginal walls and even her cervix only made the stimulation more intense. Susan took a deep breath to steady her voice. “Please Helen. May I hold Peggy's hand? I promise we won't be any trouble.”
Even though they couldn't see her, Helen smiled. “Hmm, a request. Let me think.” Then she leaned close to Susan's ear, her finger still hooked inside her vagina. “There's a price, and you won't like it,” she whispered.
Susan was not naïve, and she had expected to have to pay for her request, but Peggy was here because of her and she couldn't let her friend down. She couldn't ask Helen what the price would be without alerting Peggy, so she simply nodded and silently mouthed the word “yes”, hoping that Helen could see her in the dim light of the hooded lantern.
“I'll be generous this one time. You may hold hands, but your other hand stays behind your back.”
“Thank you, Helen,” Susan said, and to her surprise she did feel grateful. She knew Helen could have been mean and denied the request simply to torment Peggy. She pulled her left arm out from under her back and reached out to the side, feeling around until she found Peggy's hand. Her friend's hand gripped hers as if it were a lifeline, and she could feel the shivers that ran through Peggy's body. She knew her friend would charge fearlessly into all manner of alarming situations, but became unnerved when she was helpless to act and was forced simply to wait and endure.
Helen was faced with a surfeit of choices, all of them spiced by the knowledge that Susan would want to endure whatever she did in silence so as not to alarm her friend Peggy. Should she pick one of the erect, rigid nipples, all crinkled up by the damp and chill of the night, or perhaps she might scratch Susan's vagina hard with her fingernail. In the end she chose Susan's generous inner cunt lips. 
Susan felt Helen grip one of her inner labia and the tiny prick of her fingernails as they squeezed warningly. Knowing that she had to remain still and silent, she nodded her head again to demonstrate her understanding. Once again, her helplessness and submission to Helen's desires created a rush of excitement within her breast and a flash of heat in her loins. The pincer-like pressure of Helen's fingernails increased, bringing a startlingly sharp focused pain, like the bite of an ant or the first kiss of a nettle. And to Susan it was also surprisingly erotic. As a practised rider and a nurse, she had suffered her fair share of cuts, scrapes, and bumps, but she had never found any of them to be arousing, far from it. But somehow, this was different. She could feel the heat of the blood rushing to her fanny and the faint thumping of her pulse being echoed in her clitoris. The muscles surrounding her vagina clenched and eased in a rhythmic dance as Helen continued to pinch her labia. It hurt, but the hurt was the currency in which she had to pay her debt so she did not resent or resist it. Instead, she made herself relax and abandoned her fanny to Helen's not-so-tender mercies, content that she was able to hold Peggy's hand and know that she was not alone.
Helen could feel the woman's inner lips swelling under her grip and she smiled as she transferred her grip to the other lip, where she applied a similar pinch. The finger inside Susan's vagina was swimming in sexual juices, and she slowly drove her finger in and out even as she continued the nurse's punishment, amused at the way pain and desire plainly warred within the nurse's body. When she judged that Susan had almost paid sufficiently, she strengthened her grip on the nurse's labia and for a couple of seconds, pinched and twisted as hard as she could, making the nurse arch her hips off of the deck in agony before slumping back down again when she released her grip on Susan's labia.
The end of the pain brought an unexpected exciting tingle to her fanny, and Susan's lips formed a surprised “O” when Helen went back to caressing her, stroking her sore labia and rubbing her clitoris while her buried finger very lightly teased her cervix.
“Susan, I can feel you trembling. Is there something you're not telling me?” Peggy asked suspiciously.
“N-no Peggy, I'm fine,” Susan replied even as she came for the third time. “I just felt a little chilly for a moment, but I'm all right now. How about you?”
“Oh, I'm tip-top,” Peggy declared stoutly. “You know me, nothing gets me down. I must say though that it feels jolly strange to be lying all naked in the open like this. I have to admit, it makes me feel rather naughty. Especially with this blindfold.” Speaking as if Helen was not present, she said, “I wonder what kind of things, you know, naughty things, they're going to do to us?”
Feeling rather guilty, Susan said, “I'm not sure, but will you mind terribly if they … play with you and … and … touch you?”
Peggy giggled. “When did you become so prim and proper? I've no doubt that Roger is going to get around to fucking me sooner or later, although I have the feeling that you are more to his taste.” Despite the blindfold, she shook her head. “If I was so bloody concerned with remaining pure and unsullied I would have been a shark's supper by now instead of lying here with my legs wide open,” she said dryly. “I will admit that this blindfold lark is bothering me a bit though. I hate not being able to see what's coming at me.” She started when she felt Helen's hand touch her thigh and glide around to hover over her fanny, detectable only by the ruffling of her pubic hair.
“And what if you could see me coming, what would you do then?” Helen asked.
Holding very still, as if a bee was walking on her belly, Peggy said, “Honestly, I'm not sure. I've never thought about having sex with a woman.”
Helen let her hand settle until it rested gently on Peggy's cunt. “And would you? Have sex with a woman?”
Never one to be careful with her words, Peggy replied, “I've given my word, haven’t I? So I'll do it, although I can't say I'm exactly champing at the bit.”
“Since you find the idea so very distasteful, perhaps I should take my pleasure from you in other ways then,” Helen said evenly.
Despite Susan's warning squeeze of her hand, Peggy said defiantly, “Perhaps you should.”
Susan listened to the exchange with a sinking heart. She realised that Helen had deliberately provoked her friend into her unwise declaration. “I'm sure that Peggy will do her best to obey you. Please don't be mean to her.”
But Peggy already had a full head of steam up, and wouldn't be silenced. “You don't have to speak for me Susan. Helen, you do whatever you like, and I'll laugh in your face. You oriental types don't frighten me.”
Susan would have rolled her eyes in exasperation if she could. Baiting Helen couldn't possibly lead to anything good.
Helen just laughed and gave Peggy's cunt a firm squeeze. “Then perhaps you need a little education.” Then her voice hardened. “But enough of this for now. We shall be arriving at our base soon. You will remain still and quiet until then.” She silently moved back to Susan and playfully tickled her cunt. “I think we're all in for an interesting time,” she said before moving away to stand near the bridge where she could talk to Roger while still keeping an eye on the two naked nurses.



Chapter Five
 

Pirate Base, East of Borneo – 14th February 1942

 
The silence seemed to ring in Susan's ears when the engine cut off. Other sounds flooded in, the splashing of the water against the hull, the gentle creak of wood and the bump of the vessel against some kind of dock. There was a strange echo to all the sounds, and she frowned. Then she heard the babble of an unknown language and the sound of male chuckles, and she suddenly remembered that she was naked.
Roger's voice said, “You may take the blindfolds off if you like.” His tone was playfully mocking as always, but sounded more like an invitation to tea than the command that it was.
The nurses simultaneously pulled the blindfolds off, uttering gasps of relief, and then squinting and shading their watering eyes from the unaccustomed light.
Blinking away the blur, Susan realised that the boat was docked against a wooden jetty which was located inside of a huge cave. The roof of the cave curved down towards the water at the entrance, the opening only a few feet higher than the top of the boat. A curtain of black canvas or some other fabric hung across the mouth of the cave like a curtain, dipping into the water. Looking beyond the jetty, she saw several brown skinned native men and women grinning at her, all dressed in loincloths or skirt-like wrap around cloths the Malays called “sarongs”. The women were topless and display firm, dark nippled breasts. She was tempted to shield her nakedness with her hands, but realised that a Venus-from-the-sea imitation would only make her look ridiculous. The semi-nakedness of the native women provided a little comfort. Their mode of dress and beaded jewellery told her that they were not Malays. She remembered reading an article about the natives of Borneo, the Sea Dyaks, or Ibans as they called themselves. Then she remembered with alarm that many of them were descended from head-hunters and many still secretly carried on this tradition.
Roger saw where she was looking and chuckled. “Piracy is a long and respected tradition in these parts. These men and women serve me faithfully and well, and will not harm you unless you try to escape or harm any of us.”
“I've heard that they are head-hunters,” Peggy whispered, wide eyed.
“They do have a tradition of taking the heads of their enemies, so I would advise you to stay on their good side,” Helen said amusedly.
“Ooh, I've never met a head-hunter before. And their girls have such cute titties,” Peggy exclaimed.
“Hush, Peggy. They might not like you talking about them like that,” Susan said, alarmed by her friend's lack of diplomacy.
Roger turned to the natives and shouted, “Katanya, gadis anda memiliki buah dada yang indah,” pointing at Peggy.
Helen grinned. “He translated what Peggy said about their breasts.”
This produced a roar of laughter from the men, while several of the younger Iban women grinned and hopped up and down to make their breasts bounce.
There was a chorus of shouts in return, which Roger obligingly translated. “They like your breasts too. They were told that white women's breasts were long and hung down like papayas, but they see that the rumours were wrong.”
“Th-thank you,” Susan said, blushing furiously as she waved hesitantly at the natives.
Peggy was less constrained by modesty and cupped her hands under her breasts, earning herself some war cries from the Ibans.
“Come on ladies, follow me and I'll show you where you'll be staying while you're here. After you're settled in, I'll give you the ha'penny tour.”
“I can do that, Roger. You need to talk to the men and brief them about what we saw of Jap movements and operations tonight,” Helen said.
Roger raised an eyebrow. “That's very thoughtful of you, Helen. By all means. Show them around and entertain our new guests. I'll see all of you at dinner.”
Susan's stomach growled at the mention of food, and she glanced at her watch, which had survived the immersion well and informed her that it was 3 a.m. in the morning. They had not eaten since the previous day, although they had both been given some hot Chinese tea from a Thermos on the boat, and she felt quite weak from hunger.
Helen crooked a finger. “This way, ladies.”
The Chinese woman wore a Chinese Samfu, or blouse and trousers, of black silk with a subtle charcoal grey floral pattern and blood red trimmings around the collar and cuffs. The fabric clung and flowed over her body like black liquid, and it was obvious from the rear that she was not wearing any under garments. Her sleeves were gently flared, which only emphasised the flowing motion of the garments, while the trouser legs ended a couple inches above her ankles. With her trained nurse's eye, Susan could see that Helen was not only in very good physical shape, she was very strong, in the way a gymnast or ballet dancer was strong. The muscular shape of her buttocks showed clearly through the silk, and Susan felt her cheeks grow warm when she imagined the things Helen might demand of her.
Once out of the cave they travelled through a wide tunnel carved through rock and dirt with a sturdy concrete floor that led upwards in a gentle slope until it came to a sturdy reinforced wooden door which had fittings to hold a heavy crossbar, which stood vertically next to the door frame leaning against the tunnel wall. Helen pulled back a bolt and pushed, swinging the door open.
Peggy peered through the doorway and gasped. “My word, this is all rather posh for a tropical island, isn't it?”
“Especially since we're still underground,” Susan said, looking around in wonder. From the polished wood of the floor and patterned wallpaper, to the paintings on the walls of the corridor that they suddenly found themselves in, they might have been in a manor house set in the English countryside. Only the tropical heat, humidity, and lack of windows served to spoil the illusion, and even so it was cooler than it would have been in a brick house in Singapore.
“Where on Earth did all this come from? Surely it must have been hellishly difficult to bring all the materials and … things to this … wherever we are.”
Helen chuckled. “Roger's father was one of those Victorian fanatics, the kind that used to build follies, utterly mad houses, and took cold showers in winter. He came to the East and eventually to Malaya and Singapore as ship's captain in the merchant marine. Eventually he ended up here.” Helen waved her hand in an encompassing arc. “He was a trader, pirate and smuggler too.  But instead of retiring back in England, he invested most of his spare time and money in creating this. You could say that Roger took over the family business.” She looked over her shoulder with a wicked gleam in her eye. “Of course they shared one other interest.”
“What's that?” Peggy asked innocently.
“A fascination with women. Not in romance or love, you understand. They simply loved playing with women; with their minds and their bodies, with making them scream as well as swoon with pleasure.”
“And what does he do to you?” Peggy asked.
Susan groaned silently when Helen stopped, her body going completely still, almost statue-like, for a fleeting moment before she spun gracefully on her heel.
“Is that a question?” Helen asked, her tone dangerously flat.
Peggy suddenly remembered the rule about questions. “Oh.”
“Peggy …. “ Susan said, already foreseeing the train wreck that was rapidly approaching.
Peggy saw the way Helen was looking at her and chose to interpret it as a challenge. “Name your price,” she said, as if daring Helen to do her worst.
Susan shook her head sadly. “I don't know why I even bother.”
Helen heard this and smiled at her. “Your friend seems very determined.”
“As determined as a salmon swimming upstream, and just as suicidal,” Susan muttered.
The female pirate shrugged. “It's a personal question, so naturally the price for an answer is going to be high. Are you sure you want to ask?”
Peggy was having strong misgivings by now, but her stubborn pride would not let her back down. “I'm sure.”
“As you wish. The price will be six strokes of the cane on the backs of your thighs, to be taken all at one time and without moving. If you move, any strokes up to that time will not count.”
Peggy's face paled. She had been caned only once before in her life, and that was by the headmistress of her school. Even then it was through her uniform pinafore and knickers.
Susan shook her head vigorously in silent warning.
“All right. I'll do it.”
Helen clapped her hands, and a half naked native girl popped up as if from nowhere. “Fetch me a cane.”
“Yes, puan,” the girl replied. She grinned at the anxious looking Peggy and scampered off, presumably in search of a suitable rod.
“Stand with your feet together and bend over with your hands on your knees. The girl will be back in a trice,” Helen said, indicating with her finger the direction she wanted Peggy to face.
Feeling slightly ill and more naked than ever, Peggy assumed the position and waited nervously for her punishment.
Susan bent to whisper in Peggy's ear. “This is stupid. You don't need to do this, and I'm sure we'll be getting our fair share of punishment soon enough without volunteering for more.”
“I'm not letting that bi … Helen … get the better of me,” Peggy whispered back angrily.
Unable to fathom Peggy's logic or to think of a more convincing argument, Susan sighed in frustration and looked at Helen appealingly. “Please don't hurt her.”
“Roger tells me that six-of-the-best is good old fashioned public school punishment. If the sons of the leaders of your country can bear it, I'm sure Peggy here will be all right.”
The Iban maid came scampering back, cane in hand. “Here you are, puan.”
Helen accepted the cane with a nod and smile at the maid, then eagerly turned to Peggy. She flexed the cane with her hands and then swished it through the air, making Peggy flinch. She smiled when she saw that the nurse's skin was already glistening with nervous sweat, and reached out with the cane to stroke the curve of her buttocks and the backs of her thighs. “I considered caning your cunt, but since Susan asked me so nicely, I decided to be merciful.”
“Peggy, don't you dare!” Susan cried when she saw her friend start to speak. “I'm sure that Peggy is most grateful. Aren't you Peggy?” She was almost certain that her proud and headstrong friend had been about to tell Helen to cane her fanny and that she would be damned if she cared.
“Yes. Most grateful,” Peggy muttered grudgingly through tightly clenched teeth.
Helen tapped the crease where Peggy's thighs met her buttocks. “Your friend is wise. One should never let your pride be used against you.”
Susan remembered how Helen had smiled and calmed Roger down in the coffee shop in Raffles when Peggy had insulted her, and suddenly she wondered how many of the natives, the Orientals in Malaya and Singapore that she had met had been controlling their pride, and what they really thought of the white people who lorded over them. Just before she had left Singapore, she had heard that some of the Empire's Indian troops had deserted and were now allied with the Japanese. “And what happens when you are free to express your pride?” she said and silently indicated Peggy and herself with her eyes.
Helen was silent for a moment. “A good question, and one I will answer free of charge.” She tapped Peggy's bottom again with the cane. “You try to remember that pride is to be maintained at the price of honour.” Her wrist and arm flexed and the cane cut through the air with an alarming swoosh.
The cane struck the top of Peggy's thighs before she realised it was coming, and the impact and sizzling pain hit her like a bolt of raw electricity. She cried out in shock and alarm, and then the pain splashed into her body like a jet of molten metal. The impact of the cane made her flesh judder and ripple, and the raw pain seemed to make all her bodily functions freeze for a fragment of a second. She only realised that her bottom was shaking and wriggling madly when she heard Susan's voice in her ear telling her over and over not to move her feet.
Helen waited patiently for Peggy to recover from the shock, enjoying the nurse's gasps and the frenzied and sexy movements of her body. “Only five more,” she announced cheerfully.
For the first time, the entire situation seemed real to Peggy. She realised that Helen and Roger could use and hurt her in any way they chose, perhaps even kill her. Panic threatened to overwhelm her and she had to struggle to retain some semblance of calm. But a light tap of the cane rekindled the fire of the courage that had always carried her through the disasters that her impetuousness created, and she knew that she was not going to throw in the towel just yet. Besides, Susan was relying on her, and she would never let her friend down. If runny nosed schoolboys could take a thrashing without blubbing, she would be damned if she couldn't do at least as well.
Helen immediately spotted the subtle change in Peggy's posture and nodded to herself. It seemed as if the girl had more than just impetuousness in her. That was good. Helen could be utterly ruthless, but she respected courage. She also enjoyed punishing other women, not merely out of cruelty, but because it aroused and excited her immensely. The sound and sight of the cane lashing out and etching a second and third red weal across Peggy's thighs made Helen's entire body glow with sensual heat.
“Only three more to go,” Peggy said to herself. Lines of fire burned across her thighs, but it was nowhere as bad as the moment when the cane struck. Confidence grew in her breast. She knew what real pain was now, and she knew that it would not crush her. She blew a strand of hair away from her lips and turned her head to look at Helen. Their eyes met and she nodded. She couldn't see the cane, but she tensed when she saw Helen's body sway. The crack of the striking rod seemed to echo in her ears, but it was only the pounding of her heart. “Two more.” The cane struck again, bringing lighting and thunder, and she panted, letting the pain drain from her body like a red mist with each breath. Blinking sweat from her eyes, Peggy exchanged a smile with Helen. But before Helen could strike again, she said “Wait!”
“Giving up?” Helen asked, disappointed.
“Nope.” Peggy turned to face Helen, and then dropped to her knees, and then rolled smoothly first onto her buttocks and then her back. Her legs swung up towards the ceiling, followed by her buttocks and lower back. Her elbows braced against the floor and her hands went up to support her torso, leaving her standing on her shoulders. Her knees flexed and parted, and her fanny pointed skywards. “Give me the last stroke on my fan – on my cunt,” Peggy said firmly. “That's what you wanted, isn't it.” She was determined to show Helen, and herself, that the cane did not frighten her. She knew Susan was silently scolding her and calling her a stubborn mule, and her lips curved in a tight smile. Fear gripped her throat, but strangely she was almost eager to feel the kiss of the cane on her fanny. She knew that it was going to be terrifically painful, but at the same time she needed it. The world was falling apart, and she needed to be sure of her own strength.
Susan understood what her friend was doing, even though she didn't approve. She had played with pain before, and she knew its fearsome power, and how addictive it could be. Once she started on this road, the only way for Peggy continue to prove her self-worth was ever more and outrageous pain. On the other hand, she couldn't criticise her friend when she had chosen the very same path, except that for her it was the submission more than the pain that made her feel safe. She rather enjoyed pain under the right circumstances.
Helen's eyes narrowed, and she took a step towards Peggy's inverted figure. She reached out and placed her hand over the nurse's cunt and lovingly caressed it. “Have you even been punished here?”
“No. But I can take it.” It felt so strange to have a woman touching her there, but Peggy felt comforted by the sensual stroking of Helen's fingers.
Helen was tempted to taste the woman's proffered cunt, but now was not the time. That would come soon enough. Right now, she would taste a different pleasure. With a final lingering brush of her fingers she stepped back. “Spread your thighs as wide as you can when I tell you. I want to be able to cleanly hit your cunt with a diagonal stroke.”
“I understand.” Peggy swallowed when she felt the cool touch of the rattan slide along the exposed join of her sex lips. It was some comfort to know Helen didn't intend to hit her right along the line of her fanny.
Helen shifted her feet until she felt confident that she had a clean swing at Peggy's cunt. The hair that shaded her sex lips glowed temptingly in the lamplight and she had to squeeze her own thighs together to ease the erotic ache in her crotch. Caning cunts was one of her favourite punishments, both to give and to receive. She smiled at the image of the two nurses seeing and hearing her scream as her cunt was caned by Roger. Confident of her aim, Helen said, “Open your legs now.”
Ignoring the pounding of her pulse, Peggy strained to part her legs even wider, and for a second she was tempted to let herself collapse to the ground and to beg Helen for mercy. Then she saw the cane rise above her and all thinking ceased.
Helen snapped the cane down with a flick of her wrist, letting the weight and speed of the cane provide the force. Since only the first few inches of the cane made contact with Peggy's body, this was more than enough. The flexible rattan slapped against the nurse's cunt with a crisp smack, painting a deep red weal which cut diagonally across the line of the nurse's sex.
Peggy's legs snapped shut and her supporting arms went limp, letting her body collapse and curl up in agony, but she hardly uttered a sound.
Glaring at Helen, Susan took her shuddering friend in her arms, pressing Peggy's head to her bosom and uttering soothing nonsense. After a moment she looked down in surprise when she heard Peggy make a noise that sounded suspiciously. Like a giggle. “Are you all right?”
Peggy lifted her head. She was flushed and tears stained her face, but she was laughing. “Your nipple was pressed against my lips, and I had this terrible urge to suckle on it.”
Susan smacked the top of Peggy's head. “Beast. I thought you were dying or something.”
Peggy sat up and winced. “For a moment there I thought I was, dying I mean. Let me tell you, being caned on the fanny is really, really, bad.”
“Well you seem to have recovered quickly enough,” Susan said with a sniff.
Peggy winced again. “It's my bum and thighs that really hurt.” She glanced at Helen and added, “I might actually prefer to have things done to my fanny. It's rather thrilling to have to offer it up to the cane like that. It really gets the old circulation pumping.”
Helen winked at Susan, who blushed guiltily when she recalled what the Chinese woman had done to her on the boat.
Peggy turned to Helen. “All right then. I've paid the forfeit, so it's your turn now. Let's have all the gory details.”
Helen laughed. “All right. You've earned your answer. I believe you asked what Roger does to me. Well, as you guessed, we are lovers of a sort, and very adventurous ones at that, so we do all the usual things as the mood takes us. But I'm sure that's not what you're interested about. Well, to answer your question, yes he does use the cane on me, and much more.” She smiled at Peggy. “Yes, including on my cunt.” She slapped her trousered bottom. “Basically, whatever we might decide to do to you two, you can be sure that Roger has already done to me.”
“But why would you let him? You don't look like a prisoner,” Peggy asked, fascinated by the images that Helen's words had created in her mind.
“Ah, that is a separate question, one which I would advise you ask another time.”
“Doesn't it hurt? I mean, don't you mind?” Susan asked, thinking about her own reactions to the casual little cruelty that Helen had inflicted on her.
Helen saw the genuine interest in Susan's manner and decided to answer without requiring a further penalty. “At first I did it because I knew how much Roger enjoyed it. I'm tough, and I enjoyed pleasing him. And then …” She shrugged and the corner of her mouth lifted.
“You found that you rather liked it?” Susan said softly.
Helen startled them by tucking the cane under her arm like a swagger stick and clapping her hands together briskly. “Right. Enough of that. We need to get you two settled in. Come on, follow me. No dawdling.” It was obvious that her English teacher had imparted many of his mannerisms as well as his language to her. She pointed out several closed and padlocked doors as they walked. “These are store rooms holding valuables and vital supplies, weapons, ammo, medicines, and the like.”
“Arr, treasure,” Peggy whispered to Susan and wiggled her eyebrows.
“Don't be daft,” Susan said, nudging her friend with an elbow.
“Actually there is quite a bit of what you might call treasure. Gold coin, jewellery, artworks, and the like. Since the start of the wars in Europe and Asia, the only major market for such things is America, so it tends to build up between shipments to our representatives there.”
“See? I told you there was treasure,” Peggy said smugly.
“Behave yourselves and you might even get some of it,” Helen said, carefully planting a seed in their minds. “We might find you a parrot and eye patch too,” she added, looking over her shoulder at Peggy.
Susan found Helen's friendly demeanour suspicious. “Why are you being so nice to us all of a sudden? I thought you were angry that we had insulted you.”
Helen stopped walking and turned to face them. “Only the helpless are angry. You are completely in my power, and I fully intend to make you pay for your insults, so why should I be angry?”
The look in Helen's eyes made Susan shiver. “Would it help if I said I was sorry?” she said, and she saw Peggy nodding in agreement beside her.
Helen smiled. “I believe you. And I accept your apology. But actions have consequences. For instance, if your British authorities captured me, I have no doubt that I would be hung. But if I was unfortunate or foolish enough to be captured alive, then I would deserve to be hung, and would not expect anything less. In fact, I would torture me first, if I were in their position.” She looked up and down at their naked bodies and licked her lips in anticipation, but then her expression became kinder. “Cheer up. When this is over, and if the Japanese have not killed us all, you will be free to go home, wherever that might be. You might even have some treasure to show for it.” She winked at Peggy and then gracefully swivelled around and continued walking.
 

***

 
“This is jolly nice,” Peggy exclaimed, moving around the room and examining the gleaming vases filled with fresh flowers to the silver candelabra and picture frames. A large four poster bed dominated the room, and the rest of the furniture was an eclectic mixture of styles and periods.
“Is this really going to be our room?” Susan started to ask, but when she saw the wicked smile on Helen's face she hastily shook her head. “Never mind. Forget I asked.”
“There is a bathroom across the hall. Go there now and wash all of that salt water off. Wash your hair too. You have fifteen minutes. Use the WC too if you need it. I'll be waiting for you right here. There will be a penalty for tardiness. Go!”
The two nurses dashed across the hall, eager to clean up and to use the lavatory.
“There's no bathtub,” Peggy exclaimed in disappointment.
“Lots of people in Singapore and Malaya prefer a shower or those bucket and ladle arrangements that the locals use, so it's hardly surprising. Look! There's a bar of Lux soap. Come on then, let's not waste time,” Susan said, turning on the shower tap and sighing happily as she stepped under the water after she had made use of the toilet.
Peggy sat on the throne and watched Susan shower while she did her business. The shower's water flowed over Susan's body like a coat of oil, emphasising the feminine curves of her body, and Peggy nibbled at her lip thoughtfully. “I say, Susan …. “
“Hmm?”
“You know how we're supposed to um, do it with Helen …. “
“Yes?”
“Well, she's a woman.”
“Amazingly, I'd noticed that.”
“What I mean is, if we have to do … it … with Helen, do you think they might want us – you and me – to …. “
Susan stopped soaping herself for a moment when the import of what Peggy was suggesting struck her. “I … I hadn't thought about that.” Still facing the back of the shower stall she said, “If you really don't want to … be with me, I'll stand by you, no matter what the consequences.” She jumped when there was a touch on her shoulder. She tried to spin around, slipped and would have fallen if Peggy hadn't caught her. Her arms automatically went around her friend's neck, and when she had recovered her balance, her nose was less than an inch away from Peggy's.
“I didn't say I that wouldn't … I mean if we had to … it wouldn't be so bad …. “
Susan pulled on Peggy's body until their breasts touched. “Shhh. It's all right.”
Then their lips met as they stood under the shower and their bodies melted together for a frozen second.
Slowly, cautiously, they pulled apart and then they both awkwardly put their hands behind their backs and grinned sheepishly at each other.
“So it's all right then?” Peggy said anxiously.
Struck by the absurdity of the situation, Susan laughed and flicked drops of water at her friend. “Yes silly, it’s all right. If I have to become a part-time lesbian, there's no one I'd rather do it with.”
Peggy nodded solemnly and the grinned. “Me neither.”
Susan retrieved the soap. “Now let's get clean before Helen comes looking for us.”
Peggy held out her hand for the soap. “I'll do your back.”
 

***

 
Helen glanced at her watch and frowned. “You're two minutes late.”
The nurses stood just inside the door, their damp hair clinging to their necks, and awaited their doom.
The female pirate raised an eyebrow. “I can be cruel but I'm not petty, so there won't be a punishment for your tardiness.” She pointed to the side of the room. “You'll find slippers in that cabinet. Select a pair that fits, and then I'll show you the rest of the Manor.”
“Manor?” Susan said.
Helen shrugged. “That's what Roger's father named the place.” She watched Peggy's behind as she bent over to pick a pair of slippers and tilted her head with a smile.
Susan came closer to her and whispered, “She does have a nice arse, doesn't she?”
Helen placed her hand possessively on Susan's buttock and squeezed it as if testing a fruit for ripeness. “Both of you have good healthy bodies and I look forward very much to playing with them.” She nodded in approval when Susan didn't tense or try to move away.
Peggy glanced over her shoulder and her eyes widened in surprise when she saw Helen's finger buried in Susan's fanny, and more importantly her friend's contented expression. She quickly looked away, her mind whirling as she tried to absorb what she had just seen and to decide how she felt about it. She understood that they had no choice but to submit to Helen's desires, but she had imagined that they would do it together and only as a necessity of their situation. But it seemed that Susan had already given herself over to Helen behind her back, and she felt a sense of betrayal. Or was it jealousy? She recalled the kiss in the bathroom and felt her cheeks warm. Pretending to search through the slippers, she tried to decide what she should do. She could pretend nothing had happened, confront Susan, or try to establish a rapport of her own with Helen.
“Are you done Peggy?” Helen asked impatiently.
“Oh, sorry. Yes I've found a pair that's my size.” Peggy turned around and saw that Helen had withdrawn her finger. She also noted increased redness of Susan's cheeks. But looking at her friend's face, she decided that she owed Susan a chance to explain herself.
The bedrooms were one storey above the store rooms and dock access and Helen explained their location as they made their way to the “sitting room” which was actually a large, almost ballroom sized space and which Helen said was called the Hall. At one end there was a sofa and various kinds of chairs, pouffes, cushions, and low tables, big and small. Several of the tables and chairs were suspiciously sturdy and would not have looked out-of-place in a medieval dungeon.
The middle of the room was an open space which could have been used as a dance floor or meeting place. Finally at the other end of the rectangular room was a long dining table.
“That door leads to the kitchens and that one to another bath room.”
“Where do the natives live? I haven't seen any living quarters for them,” Susan said.
Helen decided that the question fell into the classification of “showing them around” so she didn't demand a penalty. “When not working, they live and do everything else upstairs, out in the open. They've built what's called a “longhouse”, a big wood and thatch communal building on stilts which is what their people traditionally live in. Their activity helps to conceal any sound, smoke, or anything else coming from the Manor. It has successfully hidden us from the British and Dutch navies, and it should do the same for Japanese. A single longhouse shouldn't worry the Japs, and the island doesn't have a good seaward approach for large boats or ships other than the cave, so they're unlikely to be tempted to set up a base here. If you're good Roger might let you go up to visit.”
“How do we be good?” Peggy asked.
“I think you already know the answer to that.”
Peggy smiled thinly. “I suppose we do.”
Helen nodded towards the dining area. “You've been through quite a lot over the past day or so. Roger is going to join us for a hot meal, and then you can go to your room and get some sleep.”
Susan looked down at herself and then back at Helen. “You're not going to …. “
Helen's smile was reminiscent of a cat spotting a particularly plump canary. “We want you bright and chipper when you entertain us.”
“That's kind of you. Both of us are quite exhausted.” She lifted her chin. “I promise to live up to my part of the bargain tomorrow,” Susan declared.
Peggy glanced at her friend in amazement, flabbergasted by her apparent eagerness to be used as a sexual plaything.
“I'm glad to hear it.” Roger's voice, coming from behind them and booming in the enclosed environment made the two nurses jump. He put a hand on each of their shoulders and propelled them towards the dining table. He looked at Helen from between their heads and smiled when her eyes flicked quickly to Susan. It seemed as if his companion had already chosen a favourite, at least for the moment. He didn't mind, since he found Peggy's spunky personality amusing, and her figure was certainly in no way inferior to that of her friend, although she was slightly smaller in build. “Peggy, you sit next to me, and Susan you can sit with Helen.” He and Helen moved to sit across each other at the table, rather than at either end, with their selected nurse beside them.
As soon as they were seated, a pair of Iban girls began to bring out food. Tubs of steaming hot rice, grilled sweet potatoes, baked chicken, curried pork, stir fried vegetables, and sliced fruit were laid out and the nurses felt their mouths water despite the unfamiliarity of some of the dishes.
“How has Helen been treating you?” Roger asked Susan, casually draping his arm around the back of Peggy's chair and resting his hand on her shoulder as if he had been doing it all his life, while an Iban girl poured fresh coconut juice into tall glasses containing ice cubes.
“She has been most solicitous of our welfare,” Susan replied diplomatically, while Helen's hand slid up and down her bare thigh under the table.
“Yes, it was most touching,” Peggy said, staring at Susan.
Helen chose that moment to lightly pinch Susan's fanny lips together, and the nurse blushed red under her friend's accusing glare. She realised that Peggy had spotted her sexual surrender to Helen, and appeared to have interpreted it as a betrayal.
Seemingly unaware of the tension and byplay between the nurses, he ran his fingers over Peggy's shoulder and neck.
On impulse, Peggy shifted nearer to Roger and tucked herself under his arm, allowing his fingers to reach her breast and nipple.
He let his hand close over her firm, youthful breast, and he felt her hard nipple nuzzle against his palm. “I trust that you are going to repay our hospitality?” he asked, his grip tightening.
Acting like if it was every day that a man squeezed her breast as if he was kneading clay for a statue, Peggy nodded. “You shan't find my gratitude lacking.” When his fingers closed around her nipple and pinched, her only reaction was a tight lipped smile.
Satisfied that both women would be suitably cooperative, Roger took his arm from around Peggy's body. “Since that's settled, let's eat.”
 

***

 
With their thirst and hunger satisfied, Roger escorted the nurses to their room. “The door won't be locked, but the hallways are patrolled by my men. In case either of you develop a wanderlust in the middle of the night, just remember that they are not so civilised that they have forgotten how to take heads. Goodnight.” With that, he softly closed the door, leaving the girls to wonder whether he was joking about the guards' proclivity for decapitation.
Susan listened to his footsteps recede and when she was certain they were alone, she turned to the other woman. “Peggy, I think we need to have a talk.”
“Funny, I was just about to say that.”
“Peggy, it seems you're angry with me, and I believe I know why. But could you let me tell you what happened and why, before you say anything? Please?”
Peggy was hot tempered but not vindictive, so she held back the accusations that were on the tip of her tongue and silently nodded.
Susan took a deep breath to clear her head, and then recounted what had occurred between her and Helen after the blindfolds had gone on. “She made me stay silent, and afterwards I felt guilty about not telling you, and also because …. “ Her voice tapered off.
“Because you liked what she did?” Peggy finished for her.
Susan nodded, shame-faced. “You know I've always been attracted to men who … to strong men.”
“Ones whom you thought would enjoy tanning your bum, you mean?” Peggy said, a shadow of a smile escaping her stern expression.
“And other places,” Susan admitted with feeling.
“You still should have said something,”
“I was going to … in the bathroom. But then we um, you know.”
“Snogged?” Peggy suggested with a snicker.
“After that, it just didn't seem right to bring up the subject.”
“I can see why it might have been difficult.” Peggy sighed. “All right. I believe you. I'm sorry I jumped to conclusions.” She held out her arms. “Hug?”
Susan clasped her friend in her arms, relieved that they were able to dispel the tension between them. “Shall we go to bed then?”
“Is that an invitation?” Peggy asked playfully.
The memory of their kiss in the bathroom filled her mind and Susan felt a warm trickle of excitement fill her belly like swallowing a sip of fine brandy. She remembered the taste of Peggy's lips, and her hands slid down to her friend's slim waist. “I rather think it is. Are you shocked?”
Peggy laughed. “At this point, I think I'm past being shocked. In one day we've had our world turned upside down, been attacked by Jap fighters and a bloody traitor, had our ship blown from under our feet, and taken by sex-crazed troglodyte pirates. Right now, you're the only familiar thing in a world gone mad, and it feels really good to hold you.”
Susan took Peggy's hand and led her to the bed. “Come on then. We can chat under the sheets like schoolgirls.” She slid under the bedsheets, stretched, and sighed happily. “Oh my god, this mattress feels so wonderful. Much better than a wet hatch cover, or even the beds in the hospital hostel.” She held up the corner of the sheet and let Peggy slip in beside her.
Since they were underground and the room lacked windows, there were no mosquitoes and hence no need for hot stuffy mosquito nets. The whirling ceiling fan provided ample cooling, so they didn't immediately start sweating.
“I so glad you're here with me. It would have been just awful if I had to go through everything alone,” Susan said, rolling onto her side to face Peggy.
Peggy turned onto her side as well and reached out to hold Susan's hands. “I never thanked you for coming to save me from Digby. I'm quite sure that he would have killed me if you hadn't turned up. That was so brave of you.”
“Don't be silly. I couldn't let him hurt you,” Susan said, and somehow, as if it were the most natural thing in the world, she found Peggy in her arms and they kissed.
“Roger's going to hurt me,” Peggy said softly.
“Are you frightened?”
Rather than answer the question, Peggy said, “You seem to like it well enough.”
“You know I've always liked it rough,” Susan said. She let one hand drift upwards to brush over Peggy's nipple. “You didn't seem to mind terribly when Roger pinched you.”
“I didn't have a choice … no, that's not true is it? I could have at least put up a token fight,” Peggy said thoughtfully. “But the idea of being helpless, of being forced, it … it makes me tingle.”
Susan's hand drifted south again and she allowed feather-light fingers to walk over Peggy's pubic mound. “You mean it made Miss Fanny tingle.”
Peggy giggled and nodded, shame faced. She lowered her gaze to Susan's breasts. “If I'm to deal with Roger and Helen, I'd like to know what actually works for me and what doesn't.”
“How do you propose to discover that?” Susan asked, stroking Peggy's back soothingly. In her view, her friend had a tendency to get over-excited and to exaggerate both her fears and her joys. As she caressed and comforted her friend and colleague, she suddenly realised how close and intimately bound she felt to Peggy after passing through all the hazards and travails of the recent days in her company.
“You're going to help me,” Peggy said with her usual determination.
“What? How on Earth do you propose I do that?”
“Don't worry. It's easy. I need you to hurt me a little, but in a sexy kind of way. You know, you can pinch my nipples like Roger did, or other sensitive places.”
“Like?” Susan asked.
Peggy wrinkled her nose at her friend. “Like where your fingers are right now.”
“Oh, you mean here?” Susan said innocently, pinching Peggy just above her clitoris.
“Ow! Beast! Yes, I meant my fanny.”
Susan's brows furrowed. “How does that tell you anything except that being pinched hurts?”
“Ah, but we're going to do it in two different ways. First, while we're um, touching and kissing and all those sorts of things. Then second, you'll tell me where you're going to pinch, and I’ll offer that part of me up to you and I won't move until you're done.”
“I think I see what you're driving at. Well, if you think it will help, I'm game to try.”
Peggy kissed Susan on the lips. “Thanks. You're such a dear.”
Susan returned the kiss with increasing enthusiasm and passion, and after several moments of rather awkward fumbling, she found the way their hands and bodies moved over and against each other to be unexpected natural. Peggy was softer and smoother than any man she had ever slept with, and although she still had some doubts about what she was doing, it started to feel really good. With any other woman it might have felt unnatural and wrong, but she and Peggy had worked and lived together in often cramped and difficult surroundings for months now, and after the events of the past few days there was a sense of closeness and sharing that she had never felt for anyone else before, not even her rather stiff and proper parents.
Never one to have second thoughts once she had embarked on an action, Peggy stroked, kissed and licked her friend's body as if she had always favoured women instead of men. As a nurse she frequently touched and handled women's naked bodies, and she had even shaved them between their legs when preparing patients for surgery, and intimately handled their genitals when inserting a catheter, so the shape and feel of Susan's body was not so very strange. On the other hand, Susan's touch was much more delicate and knowing than most of the men she had known, and it was an interesting change. She was breathing heavily by the time she felt Susan's fingers close around her nipple. “Yes, that's it. It's all right. Go ahead.” Susan had strong fingers and Peggy inhaled sharply when they clamped down upon her nipple. “Ooh, ow … no, don't stop … I'm all right. Go on.”
Although Susan preferred to be on the receiving end, she found it quite arousing the way Peggy's body subtly twisted and tensed against her when her fingers sought out and pinched her friend's nipples, and then went on slowly downwards towards Peggy's fanny. Peggy's thigh was on top of her own, so she had no difficulty getting her hand in between her friend's legs. She suckled gently at Peggy's nipple while her fingers explored her fanny. She knew that Peggy had slightly prominent inner labia that stood out boldly, and on impulse her fingers sought out these sensitive inner lips rather than the plump outer ones. They were unexpectedly slippery, and it took several attempts before she managed a firm grip. She applied a warning pressure with her fingers and waited until Peggy silently nodded before pressing thumb and forefinger together. She pressed hard, knowing that Peggy would not thank her for being indecisive.
Peggy hissed. It hurt more than she had expected, and only pride kept her from crying out like a little girl who had bumped her shin. Instead, she concentrated upon caressing and kissing Susan's breasts and pretended as if the crushing of her labia was of no consequence at all. Still, she couldn't help but sigh in relief when the pressure eased. So now she knew that she could bear the intimate torment of her sexual parts, but unlike Susan, she was not directly aroused by the pain itself. And yet she had definitely felt something when Roger had touched her. She gave Susan's nipple a final kiss and then rolled onto her back and stretched, easing her muscles and clearing her mind for the next test.
Curious, Susan rolled over and stretched her leg up and over her friend's body until she knelt astride her. With a hand on either side of Peggy's chest, she lowered her head and playfully kissed each of the other woman's nipples. “Righto. What's next on the schedule?” She rocked her hips and rubbed her fanny against Peggy's thighs, enjoying the way it felt and the sheer naughtiness of it.
“Hmm. Treat me as if I were a Victorian servant and you the naughty mistress playing with her body. Hurt me the same way you did just now, but tell me what you're going to do and what you want me to do.”
Susan nodded and smiled. “I think I see what you're getting at. All right then, I'll do my best to be the wicked mistress, even though I'd much prefer to be in your position.”
Peggy chuckled. “I wager you'll be getting more than you can deal with when Helen gets started on you.”
Susan rubbed her hands and pretended to crack her knuckles. “Right, my girl. Your naughty nips are in for it now. Put your hands behind you neck, and push your titties up at me.”
These words triggered something deep and primal inside Peggy's mind. At first she felt anger and defiance at the thought of being spoken to like that. Then came the realisation that she had to obey, and that she was going to not just passively submit but to cooperate fully and completely in her own sexual punishment. A sudden rush of erotic heat roared over her body like the blast from an open furnace door, and she gasped at the intensity of her lust. She arched up and pulled her shoulders back, as if she were trying to touch the ceiling with her nipples. Her entire body began to shake when Susan scratched at both of her nipples. Like an intense tickling, the scratching of her nipples created the urge in her to madly writhe and twist, and she crossed her ankles and pressed her thighs tightly together to assuage the erotic prickling that filled her fanny. When Susan moved on to pinching her nipples, Peggy groaned and began to slowly rock her hips while still keeping her legs tightly crossed. The sensation was so much more intense and arousing now that she was consciously offering her nipples up to be hurt and deliberately rendering herself helpless. The pain itself did little for her, but the effort of will and self-control required for someone with her temper and impetuousness to allow someone else to use and abuse her body triggered something dark and sensual that lurked deep within her being, which in turn made the pain seem desirable.
Susan was surprised and encouraged by the intensity of her friend's reaction to what she was doing. “Let's try your fanny shall we?” With a quick movement she spun around and now straddled Peggy's chest as she faced her feet. “Let's have those legs wide open love, and keep them like that.” She didn't naturally enjoy hurting someone even as part of sexual play, but Peggy's undisguised arousal and pleasure made it easier for her to contemplate hurting her friend's fanny.
As nurses, both of them were fully aware of how best to expose their vulva for examination or treatment, and how it looked to an observer, so Peggy's thighs immediately drew up and apart as wide as she could manage with her hips tilted upwards to best provide access to her vagina. At the same time, she realised with amusement that Susan's straddled pose also provided her with a perfect view of her friend's own fanny.
Susan first repeated the pinch of Peggy's inner labia, gathering both of the soft moist lips firmly together and then pressing hard with her fingertips and nails. Once again, she was surprised by the way that Peggy pushed her fanny up and how her hips swayed in a clearly erotic response. She was even more surprised when she felt Peggy's warm breath on her own fanny, and then the feather soft touch of her friend's tongue tracing the line of her slit. She wanted to let Peggy know that she approved, but couldn't think of the right thing to say. Instead she lowered her head and kissed her friend's belly just above the line of her pubic hair and said, “Umm. That feels bloody marvellous.”
All manner of mental alarm bells had gone off in Peggy's head when her lips and tongue had approached Susan's fanny. Images of her family pastor disapproving visage, her father's condemning face, and even mocking classmates swirled before her mind's eye. But as always, she had stubbornly ignored them and plunged on ahead. Even as embers of pain glowed bright in her fanny, she closed her eyes and pressed her puckered her lips against Susan's sex. She resisted the urge to hold her breath, and instead inhaled deeply, drawing air laden with Susan's sexual scent deep into her nostrils and lungs. Beneath the scent of soap, she immediately detected something more earthy and musky, the raw smell of female sex and arousal. Her hands went around her friend's thighs to grip her buttocks and she smiled as pubic strands tickled her nose. If she had to indulge in lesbian sex, she was glad that Susan would be her first. She began to lick, adding the never before tasted flavours of female sexual juices to the torrent of scents and odours that stormed through her senses.
When Susan had recovered from the surprise of having Peggy lick and kiss her fanny, she gently spread her friend's labia open and then parted the inner lips which were pasted together by creamy sexual fluids. Her fingers closed over each separate lip and pulled, stretching them out to either side while her fingernails dug into the slick inner surfaces of the labia.
Peggy stiffened when she felt the resumed pinching of her inner labia. To her amazement, it felt good and right for her to respond by opening herself up as much as possible, like some ancient sacrificial victim offering herself to the high priest's blade. Tensing the muscles of her thighs and buttocks, and pushing down on her fanny to make her vagina dilate, all felt inexplicably good, and powerfully erotic. When Susan's fingers searched out her clitoris she quickly moved her own lips and closed them around her friend's clitoris. When Susan peeled back her clitoral hood and her fingernail lightly brushed over the screamingly sensitive pearl, Peggy retaliated by stroking Susan's clitoris with the tip of her tongue.
Susan softly moaned. No one had used their tongue on her clitoris before, and it felt simply smashing. She looked down at Peggy's unprotected clitoris. She didn't want to pinch it. The very idea made her wince in sympathy, although she knew that Helen was unlikely to have similar qualms. However, she was certain that simply by briskly rubbing the clitoris with her unlubricated finger, she could inflict discomfort sufficient to satisfy Peggy's sudden desire for punishment. She let her dry fingertip flick Peggy's clitoris, as if trying to scrape it right off of her body. She smiled when she felt her friend's entire body convulsively jerk beneath her.
It felt like a static spark had hit her clitoris and it was the most delicious pain that Peggy had ever experienced, jolting her to the very tips of her toes. Peggy retaliated, dancing the tip of her tongue over Susan's clitoris, which she held tightly captive between her lips, and snorted in amusement when Susan shuddered and rubbed her fanny against Peggy's face.
Susan lowered her head and planted a kiss on Peggy's fanny just to show that she was willing to do the same for her friend, and then returned to the amusing task of flicking Peggy's clitoris with her fingertip.
Shuddering, Peggy braced her feet against the mattress and lifted her hips a fraction of an inch off of the bed, the tension of her muscles adding to her pleasure. As the rude flicking of her clitoris continued, she realised that the harder it was for her to keep her fanny presented for the torment, the greater the enjoyment that she felt. She moaned deep in her throat and worked even harder on Susan's clitoris.
When the orgasm exploded in her loins, Peggy was just as surprised as Susan. The crackling sting that came from the rough flicking of her clitoris was so intense that she hadn't realised just how aroused and excited she had become. The orgasmic convulsions lifted her shoulders from the bed and thrust her face so hard against Susan's fanny that for a moment she was unable to breath, with her nose and mouth completely filled with female sex.
The sight of Peggy coming while having her clitoris tortured, combined with the unexpected pressure and friction on her fanny was enough to push Susan over the brink as well, and she came so hard that she collapsed bonelessly on top of her friend and with her face pressed against Peggy's fanny. A surge of playful affection made her rub her face against the woman's upturned sex, spreading Peggy's orgasmic juices over her nose and cheeks. Moving carefully so as not to break the intimate contact between their bodies, Susan rolled over onto her side, drawing Peggy along with her. With her head resting on Peggy's inner thigh, she commenced to lick and suck on every part of her friend's sex that she could reach.
Surprised by this display of affection and lust, and with her head swimming from her intense climax, Peggy responded in kind, exploring every fold and crevice of Susan's fanny with her tongue. “Bet I can make you come again before I do!”
Susan lifted her face from Peggy's wet sex and giggled. “You're on.”



Chapter Six
 

Pirate Base, East of Borneo – 15th February 1942

 
The two nurses woke to the sound of a gong and soft feminine giggles.
Peggy lifted her head and blinked sleepily. “Wha…?” Her eyes focused and she saw a bare breasted Iban girl standing in the doorway with a wide grin on her face and a gong hanging from her hand.
“Good morning, puan. Tuan Roger told me to wake you up and to tell you that you have half an hour to prepare yourselves. When you are ready, I am to lead you to the Hall for breakfast.”
“Will Roger and Helen be there too?” Susan asked.
More giggles. “Oh yes, puan. They are most eager to see you.” The native girl bowed and backed out of the room, closing the door behind her.
“Hmm. I think that we're in for more than bacon and eggs,” Susan said as she sat up and stretched. The scent of feminine sex was still strong in the air, and memories of the events of the previous night made her cheeks redden. “Um, about last night …. “
Peggy gave her friend a peck on the cheek. “It was nice, and I don't regret it.”
Susan smiled and gave Peggy a hug and a kiss on the lips. “Neither do I. And I don't give a fig what the QA regulations might say about it.”
“Do the regs say anything about nurses licking each other's fannies?”
“I don't know. We can certainly ask when we get back to London.”
Peggy rested her head on Susan's lap and said, “Do you think we will ever see London again?”
Susan shrugged. “We certainly have a better chance here than in a Jap prisoner of war camp, and Roger seems a resourceful kind of chap.”
“In that case, let's go and see what's for breakfast then,” Peggy said, springing out of bed.
“You know they're likely to want us to sing for our supper … er, breakfast,” Susan said as she crossed the hallway to the bathroom.
“Worried?”
Susan's brow wrinkled and she shook her head. “No. Um, yes. I mean I'm worried that I'm not more worried, if that makes any sense.”
Peggy laughed and gave Susan's bottom a smack. “I think I do, so I must be just as barmy as you are.”
Susan wiggled her bottom and then pointed. “Oh look, they have Dr. West toothbrushes!”
“And safety razors,” Peggy said. She looked down at herself. “Do you think they want us to shave our legs or…” she pointed at her fanny.
Susan picked up a pasteboard card that was underneath the razor. She read the hand written note aloud. “Yes, you should also shave between your legs.”
“I suppose that answers my question.”
Susan tugged at her pubic hair. “If they're so interested in our fannies, I suppose we'd better make sure that we're really clean down there.”
Peggy picked up the razor and waved it about like a wand. “I'll do you if you'll do me.”
“Deal!”
 

***

 
The young Iban girl was waiting for them outside the door as promised. She smiled when she noted Susan's newly shaven pubis. “That is good. Tuan likes girls to be clean down there.”
“You mean you are…” Susan said.
The topless girl nodded. Unlike some of the other girls who wore elaborate waist bands and decorated skirts, she only wore a colourful sarong skirt tilted jauntily across her hips. She nodded. “Yes, I shave too. I belong to Puan Helen. I belong to a very small tribe, and life is hard for us. Puan Helen took me in a few years ago when most of my tribe died of illness. She taught me English and the ways of you white people. My name is Rinda.”
“Hello Rinda. I suppose you already know our names. Tell me, does Roger often bring naked women like us back here? You don't seem very surprised.”
Rinda seemed to consider the question, and then nodded. “Yes, there have been other ladies before you.”
“Were they all white?” Peggy asked.
“Not all,” Rinda said with a mysterious smile. “If you want to know more, you must ask Tuan Roger or Puan Helen. I will be punished if I blab about their affairs.”
“Are they cruel to you?” Peggy asked, her nurse's automatic concern aroused.
The native girl's smile grew even more mysterious. “Cruel? No puan, they are not cruel to me. Come, we must go.” She turned and led the way down the corridor, the swaying of her hips emphasised by the low waist of her sarong. The simple garment slipped lower as she walked, revealing the top of her buttocks.
Peggy gasped and pointed at the slim straight weal that was revealed.
Rinda heard the sound and twisted around to see what had alarmed the nurse. When she saw where Peggy was pointing and staring she grinned. “There are more stripes underneath. If you like, I will ask Helen if I may show them to you.” Seeing Peggy's expression she said, “I said they are not cruel, not that they didn't beat me.”
 

***

 
The nurses came to an abrupt stop as soon as they stepped into the sitting room. The long table was lined with men, mainly of the Iban race, although there were a number of Chinese and other races. Roger sat at the head of the table, and Helen at his right.
Rinda nodded at the gathering. “It is the morning meeting of the men. With all the Japanese ships sailing around, most of our boats are docked and everyone is keeping low, so Tuan Roger is just listening to the reports of our scouts and spies. They'll all be gone in a moment. Come, we can wait over here.” She pointed at a collection of rattan armchairs next to tables and shelves lined with books and magazines.
Susan noticed that there were even copies of The Straits Times newspaper out of Singapore, several days out of date. She and Peggy selected chairs facing away from the table and randomly selected a newspaper each in order to hide their nudity.
Rinda laughed. “Puan Helen will not be pleased if she sees you hiding yourself like that.”
“I don't bloody care whether or not she's pleased. I refuse to display my tits to a crowd of pirates,” Peggy snapped.
Rinda smiled and silently turned her hip towards the nurse to display the purple fringed weal on her buttock.
Peggy studied it for a moment and then sighed. “Oh all right then. Let them ogle to their heart's content.”
Susan patted her friend's arm consolingly. “They'll be ogling me as well, if that's any consolation.”
“I've always thought you have a better figure than me,” Peggy said.
Susan was both pleased and embarrassed, and couldn't think of a suitable reply that wouldn't sound insincere or lecherous. Fortunately for her, the scraping and rumbling of chairs and footsteps saved her from needing to provide a reply. Glancing over her shoulder, she saw the meeting was ending and the pirate leaders were drifting out of the room, many of them glancing at the two naked white women and chuckling or smiling knowingly as they went past. It was a tremendous struggle of will for her not to retreat behind the newspaper, and in the end she compromised by putting the folded newspaper on her lap to conceal her newly hairless fanny.
Peggy muttered rebelliously under her breath, but true to form she refused to be cowed and sat defiantly upright with her breasts in plain sight even though her fists were clenched hard enough to whiten her knuckles.
When the last man exited and the door to the Hall was closed by one of the Iban maids, Rinda stood up and held out her hands to the naked nurses. “Come, they are waiting for you.”
Roger stood up as the trio neared. “Good morning ladies. I trust you had a comfortable night?” He smiled amiably when the nurses nodded and murmured their thanks. “Helen and I have been discussing how the two of you may best spend your time here. But please, have a seat and try a cup of coffee. It is an excellent blend from the island of Java. Coffee is in much greater supply than tea at the moment, so I'm sorry if you are tea drinkers. With the spreading of war to these parts, we must all make sacrifices eh?”
“Coffee will be fine, thank you. And you may be assured that Peggy and I are ready to sacrifice as required for the war effort, aren't we Peggy?” She stirred in sugar and cream, and sipped the steaming black brew, which was excellent, rich and flavourful. In her mind she prayed that Peggy would restrain herself just this once, and to her surprise, Peggy's response was almost amiable.”
“No one likes making sacrifices, but in the end you have to chip in and do what's necessary,” Peggy said. “This is really good coffee.”
Susan put down the delicate china cup and looked at the pirate couple. “I appreciate the civilised approach and all that, but the two of us understand that we have agreed to pay our way while we are here, so why don't you just tell us what you want.”
“The suspense is killing me,” Peggy said dryly, folding her arms.
Roger nodded slowly and then smiled at Helen. “I had considered asking Helen to start you off, but Helen said I should start the way I mean to continue, and I agreed. So, here's the thing. To begin each day, unless there is an emergency of some kind, the two of you, Susan and Peggy, will provide us an entertainment at breakfast time before the meal itself is served. After breakfast, at least for today, you, Susan will attend to Helen and do whatever she tells you to do, and you, my dear Peggy, will attend to me. This will be the daily routine, although we are likely to swop you around or sometimes even have some manner of joint activity. You will not be required to perform at dinner, but shall be required to be on duty afterwards.”
Helen said, “On this occasion you may ask questions without penalty.”
Peggy held up her hand. “Will we be … sleeping with you from now on?”
“Helen and I sleep together, and in general you will be allowed to sleep in your own room, except for special occasions.”
“So Peggy and I will be basically on duty from morning until you go to bed?”
Roger pointed at his cup, and the maid poured him more coffee. “Let us say that you will be on call all day, but it is rather unlikely that you will actually doing anything for us for more than a few hours each day on average. Provided you keep yourself available, you may entertain yourselves as you wish within reason, or even participate in our business activities when it safe for you to do so.”
“You'd allow us on your boats?” Peggy asked in surprise.
“Providing you don't mind going out naked,” Helen said with a grin.
“I would reiterate that you're not prisoners. At the moment think of yourselves as um, paying tenants. You may leave whenever you wish. Just give the word and I'll have you dropped off on an inhabited part of Borneo or perhaps Sumatra.” Roger leaned back in his chair and sipped his coffee with a self-satisfied air. “But you should be advised that the Japs have almost absolute control of much of the East Indies. The 15th Punjab Regiment, the only Allied force in Borneo, is in full retreat with nowhere to go. I have just received reports that the Japs have landed their main invasion force on Sumatra this morning and General Wavell has ordered a full retreat.
“What about Singapore?” Susan asked, looking shocked.
“General Percival is still fighting, but to be honest, it doesn't look good.”
“How do we know you're not lying just to frighten us?” Peggy asked pugnaciously.
“I'll let you talk to our scouts if you like. Rinda can translate for you. And you can listen to the wireless. We can even receive short wave signals from Singapore from here. We have antennas strung up along the mountain in the middle of the island.” Roger appeared to be genuinely insulted that she had questioned his word. “What reason would I have to lie? You are completely in my power, and I could force you to do my bidding without an elaborate deception if that was all I wanted.”
Susan saw Rinda, who was standing by the wall behind Helen, shake her head in warning. “I'm sure Peggy didn't mean that. We're both just upset by the turn of events. It's all so … so very hard to take in. It's like a nightmare.”
This seemed to mollify Roger, who gave Rinda a suspicious glance before nodding. “True enough.”
Realising that she had gotten her friend into trouble again, Peggy cleared her throat. “So, what's on the menu for this morning? For me and Susan, I mean,” she said briskly to Roger.
“Seeing as this is your first time, I thought we would do something simple and easy.”
“I was in favour of an introductory caning of your breasts,” Helen said, obviously disappointed by Roger's decision. Then she shrugged and smiled. “I suppose there's always afterwards,” she said, looking at Susan suggestively.
The promise in the Chinese woman's eyes and tone made the heat flare up on Susan's loins and she licked her lips, unsure if she felt more fear or anticipation.
Roger said, “For a start, I would like you and Susan, one at a time, to climb up on the table and to masturbate until you come while standing upright all the while.”
Peggy took a deep breath and then exhaled with a whoosh, which made her breasts jiggle interestingly. “That doesn't sound too bad. All right, I'll go first.”
Roger held up his hand to stop her from climbing onto the table. “But first, as a concession to Helen, you will both bend over our laps for a spanking.”
This announcement made Helen smile. She pushed her chair back from the table and patted her lap. “Come over here Susan.”
Roger positioned his chair and held out his hand to Peggy. “Come my dear.”
Peggy felt her excitement grow with each step she took towards him. She imagined Marie Antoinette walking to the guillotine or even a schoolgirl walking into a headmistress's office, and suddenly she felt the strongest urge to rub her fanny. The touch of Roger's fingers felt hot and sent tingles running up her fingers and arm. “How do I …” she said, looking at his lap.
“Just lie down across my legs, hands on the floor, legs straight and apart.”
Peggy assumed the position, the blood rushing to her head as it hung towards the floor. She felt his hand rest on the small of her back, and the fact that he did nothing to restrain her only increased her excitement. She remembered that she was supposed to spread her feet apart, and the moment that she did she became even more acutely aware of her nakedness and the exposure of her fanny. She wondered if he was going to touch or even spank her there, and this thought made the idea that she was forbidden from closing her legs powerfully arousing.
Roger smoothed his palm over her raised buttocks and the inside of her thigh, enjoying the smoothness of her skin and the quivering tension of her stillness. He squeezed her buttocks and continued to slide his palm and fingers over her body, deliberately circling her cunt but not actually touching it.
Peggy gasped when his hand finally closed over her freshly shaved fanny. She tensed the muscles of her thighs and imagined that her legs were manacled to the floor and unable to close no matter what he did to her, and immediately it felt as if his hand was connected to a battery, sending powerful shocks deep into her loins.
Roger began to lightly slap Peggy's bottom, so lightly in fact that it was more like heavy patting. He watched her cheeks wobble and bounce under the gentle impacts and smiled.
“Ooh!” A single sharp smack shook Peggy, startling her out of the comfortable near-trance that the patting had encouraged in her mind. She could almost visualise the outline of his palm from the heat and sting of the blow, but it was soon erased from her senses by the resumption of the soothing pleasant patting. The next hard smack caught her by surprise again and made her heart beat faster. Adrenaline made her eyesight and hearing seem more acute. The pattern on the rug leapt up at her and she could hear the rustle of the fabric of Roger's clothes as he moved. The frequency of the hard spanks grew until every third slap of his hand resulted in a hard jolting impact that drove the breath from her lungs. The spanking spread a layer of glowing heat across her buttocks and she envisaged herself stretched out on a padded Victorian whipping horse. Her hands lifted from the ground and gripped the legs of the chair where invisible ropes held her wrists in unbreakable bondage. The vibrations of the spanking made her fanny itch, and she wished that he would touch it again. She immediately regretted the thought when he began to pat her fanny with his fingers.
 

***

 
“Peggy knows that we've been … you've been …. “ Susan said, and immediately wondered why she felt the urge to mention it to Helen.
Helen drew her fingernails over Susan's flat belly, weaving their way down past her navel and on to the smoothness of her pubic mound. “And how did she react?”
The feeling of Helen's teasing touch was almost hypnotic to Susan, and she had to struggle in order to compose her words, but she haltingly described Peggy's response.
Helen tapped the insides of the nurse's thighs and nodded approvingly when she let her feet drift apart. “So how do you feel about your first lesbian experience?” A sharp fingernail traced a line down Susan's inner thigh to her knee, and then back up again before repeating the process on the other thigh.
Susan looked down and saw a distinct red line on her skin of her thigh. A tremor shook her thighs and she felt her fanny muscles and arse hole clench. “I … I'm not sure. I enjoyed being with Peggy, but we're close anyway. But I don't suddenly feel an urge to bed every woman I see.”
“And what about me?”
This question was so fraught with possible perils that for a moment Susan was at a loss to pick the least dangerous one. But the truth bubbled to the surface and escaped from her lips before she could reconsider. “You frighten me. And …. “
“And?”
“And as crazy as it sounds, it makes me hot,” she said, almost whispering. Hearing the words spoken out loud shocked her. Since she was a child, she had been overly independent, determined to go her own way and to do what she thought right regardless of the consequences. It was this very trait that had alienated her from her parents, so why was she feeling like this?
“You are wise to fear me. Roger is a gentleman. I am not, obviously.” This made her chuckle. “But more than that, I commend your honesty regarding your feelings. Don't confuse your sexual desire with who you are. I have already told you that I allow Roger to punish me as he likes. Do I look weak and pathetic to you? Do you see Roger pushing me around?”
“No,” Susan replied thoughtfully. She was still lost in thought when she placed herself over Helen's lap. Just as Roger had done with Peggy, she found herself lying with her hands on the ground, her bum high in the air and her legs spread obscenely wide apart.
“Don't fight. Give yourself to it, to your feelings. If you decide you don't like it, you can pretend it all never happened when you go home.”
“Home …. “ Susan murmured softly as she felt Helen's finger slide slowly down the deep crease between her arse cheeks. She held her breath, anticipating the finger's touch on her fanny. Did she even have a home to go to? The finger delved deep, and she inhaled sharply then exhaled in a long soft sigh. It felt good. She couldn't deny it. Helen's ankle was next to her hand and she carefully closed her hand around it. Helen's other hand moved to the centre of her buttock, pressed and squeezed, then lifted.
“Crack!” The impact drove Susan's hips down against Helen's lap. It was painfully clear that Helen didn't believe in warning pats or building up the punishment. Susan moaned softly and felt a surge of embarrassment when her vagina clutched wetly at the finger that searched its depths. The flames lit by the heavy slap rushed directly to her fanny and her clitoris tingled and throbbed so hard that she was forced to rub her fanny against Helen's thigh to ease the irresistible ache.
“Crack!” Susan's hips rocked under the impact and in doing so she fucked herself on Helen's impaling finger.
“Crack!” The movement of her hips became more pronounced and this time she didn't limit herself to a single convulsive jerk. She bit her lower lip, closed her eyes, and began a steady rocking motion against Helen's finger as her spanking continued. It hurt, and it felt good. Very good. While the firm searing blows rained down upon her buttocks, she realised that this was what she had always wanted from the men she had taken to bed, but had not known how to ask for. She was still not sure how she felt about it being a woman who was fingering her fanny and smacking her bare bottom, but it felt amazingly good nonetheless.
 

***

 
The “splat” of Roger's fingers against her fanny made Peggy's teeth rattle and her ankles jerk against the imaginary shackles that held them apart. As a nurse, she had no illusions as to the immunity of any part of the human body to indignity and pain, so having her fanny spanked didn't shock her or offend her sense of propriety. The pain was well within her ability to withstand, but her fanny was so sensitive, and each slap of his fingers was like an electric shock that sizzled along her nerves and made her eyes water. But her willpower held her rigidly in place, and this self-imposed helplessness produced a sweet honey-thick flow of golden warmth in her loins that felt much better than any normal sex. Unlike Susan, Peggy was never one to agonise over the rightness of her feelings. If it felt good and no one else was hurt by it, then she tended to embrace it wholeheartedly, although she had to good sense not to allow it to affect her work or to get her into trouble with the law. Under the present circumstances, neither work nor law seemed very important, so she was happy just to explore this newly discovered facet of her being. Another slap landed upon her smooth and unaccustomedly hairless fanny, and she was almost certain that the impact sounded distinctly damp this time, like slapping a shallow puddle. She grinned and wondered what Roger thought of her well lubricated state.
Roger was well pleased with the female largesse that a kindly fate had bestowed upon him. The nurses could quite easily have been shrivelled stuck-up spinsters who ceaselessly wailed and prayed, and shut their eyes and thought of England. Instead, he was blessed with two young, good looking women who were showing very promising signs of being amazingly hot little numbers each on their own way. Helen seemed to be pleased as well, and that was always a good thing. Although the pirate's daughter was totally loyal to him, her displeasure could be as uncomfortable as a pair of sackcloth underpants. He let his fingers wander over Peggy's cunt, familiarising himself with its curves and hollows, and sensing which spots drew the greatest response from her. Every woman's cunt was different, and it was always a delight to delve and explore. He found her clitoris and circled it with a fingertip, his touch feather light, before raising his hand and giving her cunt another firm slap. Her moisture clung to his hand and he rubbed it between his thumb and index finger. It was smooth and slick and an unspoken admission of her body's arousal. For variety he started to spank her in a triangular pattern, first a buttock, then her cunt, then the other buttock, with the occasional surprise rub of her clitoris.
By the time Roger called a halt to the spanking, Peggy was red faced and panting. Her fanny was a bright and cheerful pink and her inner thighs glistened with her juices. Feeling slightly silly and embarrassed, she avoided Roger's amused gaze and looked across the table to see how Susan was doing.
 

***

 
Helen reached under Susan's body and took a grip on the nurse's cunt lip. “All right, you can stand up now.”
Susan pushed herself up and off of Helen's lap, her buttocks hot and throbbing as if it had been rubbed with the hot mentholated oil that the Chinese liked to use for colds and headaches. When she tried to stand up she realised that Helen was not going to let go of her fanny and that she would have to pull against the woman's grip on her outer labia in order to rise to her feet. It didn't hurt a lot, but it was humiliating, especially knowing that Peggy and Roger would be watching. On the other hand, it excited her to have Helen handle her fanny in such a casual fashion. Rather than hurting, the tight grip on her fanny lip felt rather good. She couldn't turn her body, so she glanced over her shoulder at Peggy who was looking at her. For a second she felt shame and humiliation. But Peggy already knew how she felt and, she hoped, accepted it. When Peggy winked and grinned, the tension flowed out of her and she smiled at her friend before returning her attention to Helen. “It sounds mad when I say it out loud, but … but I l-like what you're doing.”
“What am I doing?” Helen asked innocently.
“Pinching my fanny,” Susan said, determined not to let her sense of shame defeat her.
“I prefer cunt. The word has a nice solid Anglo-Saxon sound to it.”
Susan nodded. “You're pinching my c-cunt.”
“And you like that?” Helen said, pressing her both figuratively and literally.
“Yes I do.” Susan's reply was firm and unwavering.
“Why? Just because it hurts?”
“Ye... uh, no. I like it because it feels good to have you um, play with me, use me.” Susan answered, struggling to put her new found feelings into words.
Helen's response to this admission was to pinch a little bit harder. “Oh? Then do you like me to play with any parts of you in particular?” she asked relentlessly.
Susan realised that she was smiling widely, and that she was enjoying this humiliating interrogation. She nodded earnestly. “My private parts. Those parts that you are not supposed to show anyone except your doctor or your lover.” She felt obliged to explain. “Those places are all very sensitive as well as erotic … sexy.”
Helen smiled and nodded approvingly. “Good. Very good. Later, when we are alone, we shall explore those parts of your body, and what I might do to them. Yes?” She stopped pinching and caressingly stroked the nurse's cunt with her fingertips.
Susan licked her lips. “Yes. I think I would like that very much.”
 

***

 
When the serving girls had cleared the table Roger rubbed his hands together. “All right ladies, who's going to be first up on stage?”
No one was surprised when Peggy held up her hand. “I hate waiting,” she said by way of explanation when everyone stared at her.
Roger nodded at the table and held out a hand to help her. “Climb up.” Turning to the others he said, “Let's take our seats so that Peggy can begin her performance. Susan, you sit here on my left and pay attention because you'll be next.” When they were seated, he adjusted Peggy's stance and position until she was posed to his satisfaction. “Yes, that will do. All right Peggy, you may begin. Try to give us a good show, and remember that you are to give us a real orgasm. Helen and I are very good a spotting fakes, and such unsporting behaviour will earn you a heavy punishment.
It had actually not occurred to Peggy to fake an orgasm, and she had been more concerned about being able to come at all while standing in this awkward and humiliating position. She did not masturbate very often, preferring to let a man do it for her, and she had absolutely no idea what constituted a “good show”. Her legs were widely straddled and it felt very different from her usual secretive under-the-sheet self-play. However, the enforced exposure of her fanny was arousing, and she hissed appreciatively when her fingers found her clitoris. Her buttocks were still hot and throbbing from the spanking and so was her fanny. This helped a great deal in overcoming her natural modesty and reluctance to perform such an intimate activity while on a stage and in front of an audience. She focused her gaze on Roger's face, and this immediately helped her to concentrate. The touch of her fingers upon her fanny felt better and the sensations stronger. Her other hand went to her breast and she played with her nipple while her fingers explored her fanny, running up and down her already moist slit, drawing her secretions up to her clitoris. As her arousal grew, she realised that playing with herself like this was completely different from the previous secretive night time fingerings she had known until now. Once more she imagined her ankles gripped by heavy iron shackles, this time envisioning that were riveted to the table. She had no choice but to display the secrets of her fanny and to reveal every twitch and shudder brought about by the touch of her fingers, and it felt good. The more she imagined and focused upon her helplessness and embellished the shackles and chains holding her, the greater was the pleasure she experienced as she rubbed her fanny – no, her cunt. They preferred the word “cunt”. She would remember that.
When Peggy's ordeal began, Susan had felt sympathy and concern, and she was tempted to squirm in embarrassment, but to her astonishment it soon became evident that Peggy was enjoying the experience. Her entire body grew flushed and her skin gleamed with a fine sheen of sweat as she rubbed her fanny and her wide stance made the muscles of her thighs flex and ripple. Susan realised that she was getting aroused by her friend's display and by Peggy's unfeigned sexual pleasure.
Roger leaned towards Susan. “She's putting on a jolly good show, I must say. Do you think your friend will be able to come for us?”
Susan nodded, both in agreement and in response to the question. “I thought that I would be repulsed, but I have to admit that Peggy looks really um, hot up there. And yes, I think she will be able to come. Peggy is a very determined kind of person.”
Roger whispered, “I don't want to put her off her stride right now, but when you have the chance, tell her that she should try to make a better show of her cunt. You know, open it up a bit so that we can properly see her lady bits.”
“I'll make sure to tell her,” Susan said solemnly, suppressing the urge to giggle at the improbability of her situation. She made a mental note to spread her own fanny properly open when her turn came around. She felt rather anxious now, seeing how well Peggy was coping, and wondered if she could do the same. She glanced at Helen and realised that the woman was looking at her. The heat revived in her loins and suddenly she knew what she had to do when she got up on the table. Her attention snapped back to Peggy when she heard her friend moan.
“That's right girl, come for us! Show us what you can do,” Roger said, urging her on.
Peggy's moans grew louder and her face twisted as if she was in agony. Her fingers were a blur of motion and her legs trembled. The skin over her breasts turned a bright pink and sweat ran down her body like condensation down the sleek sides of a beer bottle.
Susan was fascinated at this blatant and very public display of sexuality and leaned on her elbows with her head almost touching Peggy's shin as she stared upwards into her friend's crotch. A large drop of creamy juice formed at the base of Peggy's slit and Susan watched it fall and splatter on the table top. She reached towards her friend's ankle and then glanced at Roger for permission. When Roger nodded, she touched Peggy's leg and marvelled at how hot she felt. “That's it Peggy. You look absolutely smashing. Now come for us love, you know you can do it.”
Peggy was surprised to feel Susan's touch and to hear her friend urging her on, but it felt good to be reminded that she wasn't alone and to know that she wasn't making an absolute ass of herself. She had never felt so hot and aroused in her life, and it seemed as if she might simply pop like a balloon if she didn't come soon. Her legs ached and trembled from the strain, but it only made the imaginary shackles around her ankles seem more real than ever. She looked into Roger's eyes and saw that he was completely focused on her cunt. Was he thinking of how he might punish her there? Did he know how she would willingly spread herself open for him, even knowing the torture that he intended? This last thought did the trick, and as she rubbed her clitoris like a wild thing the roaring torrent of her lust finally burst free, making her body uncontrollably convulse and shake. “Oh god, oh god, I – “ Even though the surfeit of sensation made her want to scream, she continued to rub her cunt, wringing every last gasp and shudder out of her body, not for herself but for those who were watching her. When she finally juddered to a halt she bent over at the waist and rested her hands on her knees, gasping and panting as if she had run a race. She felt completely drained and strangely content. When Roger and then Helen and Susan applauded, she grinned shyly, suddenly embarrassed again, slowly straightened up and lifted her arms over her head to stretch. With her feet still planted wide apart, Peggy patted her fanny and said, “Was that all right?”
Roger nodded. “That was splendid. But before you come down from there, I would like you to open your cunt up with both hands and show it to us.”
For a second Peggy was filled with outrage, but then her sense of the ridiculous came to her rescue. She had just masturbated herself to orgasm in order to entertain her “hosts”, and here she was feeling put out by a simple request to show off her fanny. She allowed the tension to flow out of her shoulders, exhaled, and smiled. “It would be my pleasure,” she said. And it was. Even as her fingers spread and parted the lips of her sex, she created an image in her mind of grim metal hooks and clamps drawing her sex apart, and she was rocked by the urge to come again.
“She does have a jolly nice one, doesn't she,” Roger said admiringly, gazing up at the blossoming pinkness of Peggy's cunt.
Helen nodded. “I know how you like the ones with generous lips,” she said, referring to Peggy's boldly formed inner labia.
“All the better to play with, my dear,” Roger replied, waggling his eyebrows. He stretched up and gave Peggy's clitoris a tap with his finger. “All right, you may come down. Susan, it's your turn now.”
Susan helped Peggy down and gave her a hug. Her friend looked excited and oddly pleased with the attention she was receiving and Susan felt a twinge of envy. Slightly shocked by this bold and shameless reaction, she kissed Peggy on the cheek and prepared to climb up onto the table.
“Break a leg,” Peggy said, her voice still husky from her recent intense orgasm. She gave Susan's buttocks a friendly slap before collapsing onto the chair.
Roger ran his hand up Peggy's warm thigh. “That was good. I look forward to your next performance.”
Acutely aware of his hand, which was less than an inch away from her damp fanny, Peggy said, “My performance on the table or …. “ She deliberately allowed her voice to taper off suggestively.
“My, somebody's getting frisky,” Roger said with a chuckle.
“I never do anything half-heartedly,” Peggy replied as she edged her thighs slightly further apart and offering her fanny to his touch.
Helen pointed at the table top and said, “Assume the same position as Peggy.” She looked into Susan's eyes. “Show me what you can do.”
Susan spread her feet as wide as she could manage and licked her lips. “I'll do my best,” she said, noting the way Helen had used “me” rather than “us”. This suggestion of intimacy warmed her. She took a deep breath, and waited for Roger and Peggy to turn their attention to her. When all eyes were on her she cupped her breasts, nervousness making her hands cold. She gripped her nipples between fingers and thumbs, held her breath, and pinched hard. Jagged shards of pain stabbed her breasts and her breath hissed out from between her clenched teeth. Her first impulse was to stop and to soothe her assaulted nipples, but she refused to give in and continued to pinch, adding a twisting motion that made her involuntarily moan. As the pain continued to accumulate, she had a moment of doubt about her recent conclusions about her sexuality. Then her gaze was drawn to Helen's face, and as soon as their eyes met, something deep within her seemed to melt and flow. Suddenly the stabbing pain in her breasts changed and flowed, turning into heat and arousal that filled her being and then slowly gathered in her loins. Her lips curved into a gentle smile which only widened when she saw Helen nod at her. She hurt her nipples until she couldn't bear the pain any longer. But they continued to ache and throb even after she had released her grip, and the sexual flames continued to grow like the first hesitantly flickering flames that would soon expand into a raging inferno.
Her hands slid down her sides to her hips and then forwards and on down to her fanny. Her fingers searched, gripped, pulled, and her fanny – her cunt – blossomed. “This is my cunt, everyone. This is the first time that I've ever shaved myself there. I hope you can see everything clearly and that you like what you see,” she said, amazed by her own boldness. She also realised that she liked humiliating herself like this. It aroused her like nothing else that she had ever known other than when Helen had hurt her. She suspected that her vagina was wet and she pulled a little harder on the lower part of her cunt lips so that her audience could see right inside of her. The extreme stretching hurt, and simply imagining how obscene she looked to her audience gave her a forbidden thrill.
Helen was extremely pleased at how well Susan was responding to her situation. It was hard to find a girl who was naturally inclined towards the more extreme and darker aspects of sexuality as she herself was. She looked up at Susan's tightly spread cunt and spotted the sexual moisture that the nurse was trying to display, and she smiled and nodded in approval.
The display of her fanny had given Susan the time to figure out what she would do next, and now she let her index fingers slide down towards her hole, all the while keeping her fanny lips spread as much as possible. Her fingertips searched out the wet slippery opening and holding them together, she pushed them into her vagina. Hunching her shoulders and letting her breasts hang forwards, she pushed her fingers deep, forcing them in as if performing a genital examination. She had always hated being on the receiving end of such examinations for the simple reason that they hurt, but now she embraced the experience. It was deeply sexual, humiliating, and allowed her to inflict a slow controlled touch of pain upon her fanny that she could easily incorporate into her masturbation display.
Using her thumbs she started to stroke the sides of her clitoris in an up and down motion, almost like a man stroking his cock, and on each downward stroke she pulled sideways on her vagina with her deeply buried middle fingers, stretching and dilating the tight passage more and more each time she rubbed her clitoris. It hurt, but it was an enjoyable kind of hurt, and when combined with the forceful rubbing of her clitoris, it made the heat in her loins rise to boiling point and her legs tremble with erotic tension. Creamy juices ran down the backs of her hands and dripped from her wrists and she began to moan. But still she need more. Bending her middle fingers, she let her fingernails dig into her vagina and then let the sides of her thumbs push her prepuce, the hood of her clitoris, back and up and painfully stretching it before bringing her thumbs down again to scrape them over the shudderingly sensitive tip of her clitoris. Her moans began to resemble cries of pain, but she persisted as her face turned red from the strain and her hips bucked and thrust as is she was fucking an invisible lover. Her eyes squeezed tightly shut and she bared her teeth. Her fingers pulled so hard on her vagina that her vaginal opening formed an oval large enough to accommodate an egg while her thumbs crushed her clitoris between them.
“Oh my god, I'm … unghhh.” Her body was rocked with violent convulsions and she collapsed onto her knees while she continued to madly work her cunt, totally lost in an ecstatic madness until at last she pulled her fingers out of her cunt and lowered herself onto her back with her legs still bent at the knees and splayed outwards in the way that only women seemed able to do comfortably.
Helen clapped. “Bravo! Well done.”
Roger joined in, chuckling. “Now that was a sight to behold.”
Although she was strongly affected and aroused by her friend's performance, Peggy was too concerned to clap, and she quickly moved to Susan's side to help her sit up. “Are you all right? You silly goose, you might have hurt yourself.”
Still gasping for breath, Susan let Peggy help her and she unfolded her legs to sit with her bare legs dangling off the side of table. “I … think I got … rather carried … away,” she said with a shaky smile. Pressing her lips to Peggy's ear she whispered, “But it felt bloody good. Do you think Helen liked it?”
“Helen?” Peggy said, raising a quizzical eyebrow.
“Well, it appears that I've been assigned to her,” Susan replied defensively.
Peggy chuckled squeezed her friend's arm. “I was just teasing. You were fabulous. I never knew you were such a hot little package.”
“I think we're both learning something new about ourselves,” Susan said, and this time it was Peggy who looked away to hide a guilty smile.
“Helen's waving at you,” Peggy whispered.
“Duty calls,” Susan said with a grin.
When the nurses had returned to their seats, Roger nodded to the serving girls who commenced to serve breakfast.
The food was good and plentiful, although an eclectic mix of English and local cuisines. There was bacon and scrambled eggs, steaming rice porridge with pork, lamb curry, mashed potatoes and sliced bananas in coconut cream. Susan discovered that she was ravenously hungry and happily piled her plate.
Roger helped himself to a bowl of porridge, and sprinkled some deep fried onions and chopped shallots on it.
“You're having that for breakfast?” Peggy asked.
He chuckled. “Helen has had a strong influence on my culinary tastes. Besides, good Chinese and Malay food is much more available than traditional English fare. Not too many kippers or crumpets on an island like this. We can get vital supplies from Singapore or even Penang, but a steady shipment of Western food would be much too easily noticed. We can make our own bacon and ham. No strawberry or plum preserves I'm afraid, although you get used to kaya on toast. Butter is a luxury too. Not too many milk cows on the islands.”
“Kaya? That's that local egg custard jam, isn't it. I like that. I've had a lot of it in Singapore,” Peggy said, sticking to the bacon and eggs.
“You did well up there,” he said, nodding at the table.
“Thanks, but I think Susan was much more impressive. She really threw herself into it.”
“What do you think of all this then? Do you think you can cope with the sex and punishment?” he asked.
“To be honest, I was mostly angry at first. But I have to admit that you and Helen have treated us well, and compared to our other options, I suppose the price isn't too bad, especially since you didn't force us to participate.” She popped a piece of crispy bacon in her mouth and chewed thoughtfully. She glanced at him and then looked down at the table. “Don't tell the others, but I think I like the idea of being helpless and being obliged to … to do things at your command,” she said softly. “It excites me … a lot.”
“It excites me too. After we're done here, we'll go to a room and we'll do a little … exploring. What do you say?”
Peggy nodded eagerly and then blushed at her own boldness.
 

***

 
Helen chuckled. “Your appetite doesn't seem to have been affected by…” she nodded at the table top.
Susan munched on a piece of curried lamb, gasped at the fiery hotness, and gulped down some of her coconut juice. Fanning her burning mouth she said, “I've always been sexually adventurous, too much so for my own good, although I been lucky enough never to become preggers or to catch some horrible disease. Of course now that I'm a nurse I know better how to take care of myself. Ever since this horridness – the Jap invasion I mean – began, I've learned to eat whenever I can. You can't be sure where the next good meal is coming from.”
“After breakfast, I intend to take you to a room and have my evil way with you. Does that bother you?” Helen reached out and lightly brushed her fingers over the curve of Susan's breast.
“It did at first, but I'm beginning to come around to idea of being a part-time muff-diver.” She covered her mouth. “Oops. Sorry, I didn't mean to offend.”
“No offence taken. What about the spanking?”
Susan jabbed at a piece of bacon with her fork. “I really don't know. I think it's something I might like, but if you hit me too hard I might simply cry like a baby.”
Helen cupped Susan's breast in her hand, weighing gently. “I think you underestimate yourself. I saw what you did on the table, and I believe that you are well suited to the things we do here.”
Susan looked down at the hand cupping her breast and smiled. “I seem to be in your hands. All I can say is that I'll do my best to be what you want.”
 

***

 
“My goodness, I'm stuffed,” Peggy said as she took Susan's hands. “Well, I shall see you in a little while. Promise you'll tell me all the awful details,” she said with a mock whisper.
“I shall, provided you promise to do the same,” Susan said, squeezing her friend's hands. “No secrets, no shame,” Susan said with a reckless grin.
“No secrets, no shame,” Peggy agreed.



Chapter Seven
 
The room was spacious and had an atmosphere reminiscent of the Arabian nights with scattered pillows, pouffes, tall bronze vases, pirate treasure chests, curtains and tapestries on the walls, and a big comfortable looking bed.
“My goodness! This looks like something out of a fairy tale,” Susan said, spinning around in wonder.
“I thought that a pirates' lair ought to look the part,” Helen said, eyeing Susan's lithe body appreciatively.
Susan noticed the way Helen was looking at her and twirled once again. “Like what you see?” she asked brazenly. She was surprised by how easily she had come to accept the thought of making love to Helen, and she wondered if she had harboured lesbian tendencies all along. Being a nurse during a time of war, she had quickly learned to make hard, life or death decisions while performing triage, and applying that same ruthless logic to her own situation, she decided that having what might be called perverted tendencies was better than being nauseated at the thought of having sex with another woman.
“Very much. To be honest, you are the first white woman that I have ever had the opportunity to play with.”
“But not the first woman?”
Helen smiled. “No, not the first woman.”
“Good,” Susan said briskly. “Then at least one of us will know what we're doing.” Thoughts of her cringingly awkward “first time” with a man came to mind and she was forced to smile. “So, what do we do now? Would you like to spank me a bit more? You seemed to enjoy that.”
Helen pointed to a pile of cushions. “Why don't we sit down over there and um, get acquainted.”
“Aren't you going to undress too? Or are you just going to play with your new toy?” Susan knew she risked angering the female pirate, but she wanted to explore the boundaries of their relationship early on in order to reduce mistakes on her part, especially later on when it might really matter and she needed Helen's goodwill.
Helen reached for the first button of her black silk top. “If I undress, then I'll expect you to do something about it.”
Susan swallowed, and then nodded. “Just tell me what to do.” She prayed that she could deliver what she had just promised. To break the uncomfortable silence as Helen slowly unbuttoned her top she said, “Did you really mean it when you said that Peggy and I could do anything we liked during our free time?”
“Certainly. But if you wish to go out on our boats, you will need to learn how to be a useful crew member, which includes learning to shoot and use a knife. If that bothers you, we could certainly use a couple of trained nurses. Our people get hurt all the time, and now that the fucking Japs are here, it's only going to get worse,” Helen said, her words and tone getting harsher and coarser at the mention of the hated Japanese.
Helen's top came off and Susan was surprised to see that the woman wore an odd silk garment underneath that only seemed to cover her front down to her waist and was fastened by a loop around her neck and one more around her waist. It was made of red silk with a floral pattern embroidered in the centre, trimmed all around with a black edging, and resembled a truncated apron except that the bottom edge was gently tapered with the point aimed at Helen's crotch. “What's that you're wearing?”
The Chinese woman looked down at herself. “What, this? You've never seen Chinese underwear before? It's called a dudou or bellyband. We wear it instead of your Western brassiere.”
“It's beautiful – and very sexy too.”
“Most of the younger Chinese women in Malaya and Singapore are starting to wear bras because they think they need to show off their breasts in order to be beautiful. I blame Hollywood for that,” Helen said as she untied the drawstring of her matching silk trousers and let the garment slide down her legs like a torrent of black ink.
“Don't you like breasts?”
Clad only in the dudou, Helen laughed. “Oh I like breasts well enough. I even have a copy of that film in which Hedy Lamarr runs around naked. I just don't think you need to wave them around in order to attract men – or women,” she said, her voice low and sultry. She untied the dudou's fastenings and slipped the dainty scrap of embroidered silk off. “There. Now you can see mine.”
Susan was unable to disguise her interest as she studied the pirate woman's newly exposed bosom. Helen had small breasts, with nipples the colour of lightly creamed coffee. Susan realised that they looked larger than they were because of the underlying layer of firm muscle that lifted and raised them from her chest. The woman's belly was hard and flat with visible ridges of muscle flowing down her abdomen in a way that Susan had only seen before in a ballet dancer that she had once treated. “You're very fit,” she said, taking in the sight of Helen's naked form.
Helen shrugged. “You cannot lead a band of pirates unless you can defend yourself. My father started training me as soon as I could walk.”
A thin horizontal scar just above Helen's left hip drew Susan attention. From experience she knew that only something very sharp and thin, such as a knife or sword, could have left such a mark.
“I was foolish and trusted the wrong person, a long time ago,” Helen said when she noticed what the nurse was looking at.
“What happened to him?”
“My sister didn't live long enough for a scar to form.”
“You're sis...” Susan decided from Helen's expression that it would be wise to find another topic of conversation.
Fortunately, the pirate seemed to shake off her dark mood just as quickly and held out her hand. “Come on, let's get comfortable.”
Susan took the proffered hand and let herself be drawn down onto the pile of large cushions. She sat down with her knees drawn up towards her chest, uncertain what she should do next.
Helen chuckled. “Relax. Just think of what you would do if I were a boy.” She shifted closer until her hip was touching Susan's and put her arm around the nurse's waist.
This advice made Susan giggle. “I'd be worrying if I was about to become pregnant, but I don't think that is anything I need to be concerned about in this case.” However, Helen's advice made sense, and she let herself lean against the other woman's body. “I might not be very good at …. “ She nodded towards Helen's fanny, which was as clean shaven as hers, and was annoyed at herself when she felt her cheeks redden. She inhaled when the woman's hand ran up the length of her arm, stroked the side of her neck, and then claimed her breast and nipple. Suddenly it all felt much more comfortable. She turned and offered her lips for a kiss. Their lips met and she put her arms around the slim oriental woman as they slowly reclined upon the cushions. She lifted her leg and let Helen slip her thigh between hers and press it against her fanny. Slowly riding the woman's thigh, she let her hand drift all over Helen's body even as they continued to kiss. It wasn't all that different from holding a man in her arms, except Helen was softer and smoother, although her body had a hardness under the feminine curves that was almost masculine.
“Umm, this is nice,” Susan said, planting a kiss on the side of Helen's neck. “I have to say, I'm a bit surprised. I thought that you would … you know, bring out the canes and whips, and have me bent over a pouffe or something.” One of her previous boyfriends had a shocking collection of Victorian erotica, so she had a fair idea of what went on when the canes came out.
Helen smiled as she suckled on Susan's nipple, only stopping when she felt it become satisfactorily hard under her tongue. “Disappointed?”
“Oh, that's very nice. I'm not sure what I feel. I was all braced to take a beating, and here you are being soft and gentle. It's … confusing.”
“I'm sure that Roger is giving Peggy a good thrashing right now. But I'm different. Perhaps it's because I'm a woman, or maybe I'm just sneaky and cruel. I like to mix my pain with a little pleasure.”
“That sounds fine to me. But I just want you to know that I'm ready to keep my part of the bargain. Do anything you like. I won't complain or resist.”
Helen licked the corner of Susan's jaw with the tip of her tongue, and then whispered, “Basics first. Get between my legs and try to make me come with your tongue.”
Susan felt a chill that gave her goosebumps. There didn't seem to be anything to say, so she just nodded and began to kiss her way down Helen's body. Helen's legs lazily moved apart, and Susan's heart thudded heavily in her chest. She told herself that as a nurse she had handled far worse things, and in truth Helen had a lovely body, but still a shrill voice in the back of her mind screamed that what she was doing was wrong, and ranks of childhood authority figures seemed to frown down upon her in condemnation. But then she recalled how she had fought them as a teenager and the words of defiance she had flung in their faces, words that gotten her banished from her family home, and the phantom scowling faces dissolved like smoke in the wind. Defiantly, she placed a kiss on Helen's belly just below her navel, and drew her lips downwards, feeling the faint stubble of Helen's shaved pubis, and on until her lips were firmly pressed against the softness of the female pirate's labia. She felt the touch of Helen's fingers on the back of her head, and for a brief moment the woman's thighs closed claustrophobically around her, trapping her in place. Forcing herself to ignore the surge of panic, she gingerly extended her tongue and licked. The pressure immediately eased from around her ears and the fingers stroked her hair approvingly.
She sighed with relief and then inhaled. Her senses were suddenly filled with the unfamiliar and nearly overpowering scent of female sexuality and arousal. Primitive parts of her brain responded with a flood of emotions and responses – repulsion, hostility, jealousy, familiarity, sensuality, lust … and arousal. She licked again, a longer stroke of her tongue this time, reaching low and running all the way up and along Helen's slit to her clitoris. Sweet and sour, tinged with an indescribable undertone of musk, rolled over her taste buds. It was strange, different, but not truly unpleasant. Behind her head Helen's fingers urged her on. Susan licked again, and again, each time the tip of her tongue delving deeper into the warm moist slit until at last it dipped into the tight clenching hole that led to Helen's womb. The taste grew stronger and female secretions coated her tongue, but Susan persisted, extending her tongue as far as it would go into Helen's vagina. She felt the Chinese woman tense and her fanny press against her face, accompanied by a soft sound of approval.
At this point, if she had been fucking one of her regular female lovers such as Rinda, Helen would have grabbed her head and rubbed her cunt vigorously against her face. However, Susan was new to this, and she did not want to frighten or disgust the nurse, at least not yet. “Open my lips with your fingers and lick.”
Relieved to be given some guidance, Susan eagerly obeyed. Supporting herself on her elbows, she used her thumbs to peel apart Helen's outer lips, revealing the bright pinkness within. Like a cat lapping milk, she began to lick with quick short strokes of her tongue, covering every part of the woman's revealed sexual parts, guided by Helen's movements, the sounds she made, and the changes in her breathing. Gradually the touches of her flickering tongue came to focus on the area surrounding the woman's clitoris but only actually touching it sparingly, which seemed to produce the most intense results. Susan was quite aware of the nature and sensitivity of the clitoris, but she also knew that every woman reacted differently when it came to having her fanny caressed, and she had wanted to discover Helen's particular preferences. Ignoring the aching muscles of her neck and jaw, she patiently licked and kissed and sucked, while occasionally glancing up to Helen's face for confirmation that she was pleasing her.
With a hand on either side of Susan's head Helen stroked her hair and crooned, “Yes, that's it, right there, that feels so good.” Unlike a man, she had no concern about coming too soon so she revelled in the pleasure that Susan's oral caresses were giving her and the sexual submission of the Englishwoman. Thoughts of what she intended to do to her shortly aroused her even more, and she felt the first stirrings of her climax building within her loins. Breathing heavily, she pressed a little harder with her fingertips, closed her eyes, and turned her head to the side.
The pressure on her back of her head told Susan that Helen was close. The woman's hips and fanny were moving harder and faster, and it was difficult to keep her lips and tongue on target but she persisted. The knowledge that she was about to give Helen an orgasm was surprisingly arousing and she pushed her tired tongue to even greater efforts, moving it directly over Helen's clitoris in an endless caress. Without warning, the woman's thighs clamped tightly around her head and her hips shuddered and jerked so hard that Susan feared her teeth might touch the fanny that was pressed suffocatingly tight against her face. Even though her lungs screamed for air and the pressure of Helen's thighs threatened to twist her neck, Susan's lips and tongue continued to work on the woman's fanny, extracting ever more orgasmic convulsions and slippery juices that coated her lower face, until at last Helen uttered a blissful sigh and her legs fell limply apart. Susan gave her fanny a final kiss and then sat up, wiping her slime covered mouth with the back of her hand.
“Was that really you first time?”
Discounting her tentative effort with Peggy, Susan nodded. “Was it all right?”
“I'm impressed. I think you're going to be spending a lot of time with your face between my legs,” Helen said.
Working her aching jaw, Susan nodded and smiled. “If that's what you want. I know it's silly of me to ask, but I thought you had other plans in store for me and Peggy?”
Helen's eyes narrowed. “Never fear, I haven't forgotten or forgiven that little episode at Robinsons.” She stretched lazily. “In fact, I think we'll try a little punishment very shortly. In the meantime, –” She patted the cushions beside her. “Lie down and spread your legs for me. I'd like to have a closer look at your cunt.
 

***

 
“Welcome to my study,” Roger said, closing the door behind them.
“I'm impressed. You would almost think we were in a study in a country manor in England. How is it that we're not suffocating or swelteringly hot in here since there aren't any windows?”
Roger pointed up at the ceiling. “My father found a very inventive German architect, who had designed and built a number of underground bunkers for the Jerries just before the outbreak of the war in Europe. He was an expert in ventilation systems and he installed a network of ventilation tunnels and vents all the way to the surface and up into the mountain above us which use the natural movement of the air to ventilate and cool everything down here.”
Peggy followed his gesture and saw rows of grilled vents in the ceiling, and now that he had pointed it out she noticed the soft hiss and susurration of air that was constantly present in the background.
Roger went over to the overstuffed leather armchair that was next to a broad writing desk and sat down. “Come here,” he said, pointing at the spot in front of him. When she obeyed he said, “Stand straight, place your hands behind your neck, feet apart.”
Suppressing her instinctual outrage, Peggy assumed the described position, her last move being to shuffle her feet apart.
“Wider. That's good. Now don't move until I tell you to.”
The moment she froze in the shamefully exposed position Peggy's excitement began to grow. Her breasts felt shockingly vulnerable and she could feel her nipples hardening as he studied her. The breeze blowing from the ventilators moved between her legs and made her cunt tingle and itch. Once again her fertile imagination locked her in invisible shackles and her skin seemed to feel every vibration and movement of the air, as if searching for something that would test her ability to remain still.
Roger lifted an elegantly booted foot and made Peggy gasp by tapping the toe of his boot against her cunt. When he was certain that he had her attention, he rubbed the smooth leather against her cunt, using it to polish his boot.
The rubbing of his boot against her cunt was both shamefully stimulating and occasionally painful when a seam or fold of leather scraped her sensitive flesh. In her mind, chains rattled and heavy iron shackles scraped against her wrists and ankles preventing her from escaping the humiliating abuse of her genitals. She much preferred the idea of being shackled over simply being immobilised. The imaginary shackles allowed her body to freely twist and writhe while never quite escaping his touch. Or at least she told herself that she was trying to escape, even though many of the movements of her hips and cunt seemed to aggravate the rubbing and kicking of his boot rather than avoid it.
Leaning back against the armchair, Roger leisurely worked on her cunt with his boots, first one, then the other, expertly balancing pain and pleasure, drinking in Peggy's petite beauty as he made her shudder and wriggle, almost as if she was performing a slow sensual harem dance to a tune that only the two of them could hear. Before long Roger ceased to move his leg and Peggy was rocking herself against his boot, with each thrust of her hips driving her cunt from the tip of the boot all the way to the ankle where her sex lips ground against the stitched leather, laces, and brass grommets. Even though it hurt, over and over as if in a trance, Peggy scraped her cunt against his boot while her feet remained planted firmly on the ground. It felt good to fight the increasing soreness between her legs and the ache of her thighs and buttocks – good and powerfully, irresistibly, erotic. She realised that it felt better than when she had masturbated up on the table, and she had no doubt that despite the increasing pain, she could make herself come simply by rubbing herself like this. She moaned in disappointment when the smooth juice slick leather moved down and away from her crotch, and she continued the rocking motion of her hips for several long seconds before coming to a quivering halt. She took a deep, calming breath and then grinned at him, refusing to be embarrassed by her performance.
“Bravo! Well done. You can put your hands down now, but keep your legs as they are for the moment. I like the view.”
Peggy looked down at her crotch and grinned. “It is rather nice, isn't it? I think so anyway. I never really thought about how it looked until you had us shave. Then I looked in the mirror and I said to myself, “Peggy, you definitely have an attractive fanny – sorry, cunt.”
Roger chuckled at her brazen attitude. “Come closer, right up against the chair, but keep your feet apart.”
Peggy impudently waddled towards him without closing her legs. “There you are, nicely within reach.”
“Of course you are not to move your feet unless given permission.”
“Of course,” Peggy said, licking her lips and the sound of rattling chains ringing in her ears. “Are you going to hurt me?” Her tone made it obvious that she was as much eager as concerned.
“Not as much as Helen will. She's really not the forgiving type, you know.”
Peggy frowned. “I'm the one who insulted her. I hope she doesn't take it out on Susan.”
“Not to worry. Helen can be harsh, but she's fair, which is why the crew love her.”
“All right then. Tell her that I'm ready to take my medicine so long as she's not cruel to Susan.”
“If I'm right about Susan, Helen won't need to be cruel to have fun with your friend.”
Peggy smiled. “Yes, Susan was always a bit wild, but I never realised just how wild she could be. It's the quiet ones you've got to watch out for, isn't it – “ Her voice cut off abruptly when Roger's hand closed over her cunt, holding it as if taking possession. “Ooh, that's nice. What about you then? Are you terribly cruel?”
“Oh I'm awfully cruel. An absolute monster.” His fingers went directly to her clitoris. With an expert touch he brushed back her clitoral hood and took a firm grip upon her clitoris itself.
Peggy's body stiffened and she hissed. His mere touch upon her clitoris seemed to burn, and veins of molten sensation crawled and spread throughout her loins. Her thighs tensed, and vividly in her imagination the heavy shackles cut into her ankles, preventing her from squeezing her legs together and protecting her cunt. She was helpless to prevent him from doing anything his liked with her clitoris. He could rip it out of her body by the roots if he wished, she told herself. The crawling tendrils of sensation turned white hot, and her breath became laboured and hoarse as scenes of horrific torture played out teasingly in her mind. Arousal made her skin flush and glisten.
“It's such a pity that Helen would be terribly upset if I were to deprive you of this little gem,” Roger said, gently twisting her trapped clitoris. “Otherwise, just think of all the marvellously evil things I could do to it. A pair of pliers, a small sharp blade, some needles heated until their tips glowed red,” he mused, pinching and tugging on the tiny organ with the mention of each implement of torture. He could tell from her glazed expression and the language of her body that he was hitting precisely the right spots with his words, winding her passion up so tightly that she might explode at any moment. He pinched harder and it only seemed to arouse her more. He was tempted to hurt her more and more, but he knew that he had to walk a very fine line between arousal and agony. 
Peggy had never felt such intense pain in her life, nor such overwhelming sexual excitement. It was a dark, scary kind of pleasure which both chilled and thrilled her. “I – I'm sh-sure that you can do s-something interesting without completely ruining my c-clitoris for Helen,” she said, shuddering so hard that she was stuttering.
Roger pinched a little harder, digging his thumbnail into her flesh. “Hmm, it would be shame not to have just a little fun with it,” he mused.
“Ouch! That really hurts!” Peggy cried, leaning her upper body forward slightly.
“Begging already?” he asked, adding a tugging motion to his manipulation of her clitoris.
The suggestion of weakness stung her as he intended, and Peggy straightened up. “No. I just thought you'd like to know what I was feeling. I'll keep quiet if you'd prefer,” she said stiffly.
Roger increased the speed of the tugging motion, harshly masturbating her. “I was just teasing. So this hurts, does it?”
The unbearable teasing of her clitoris made Peggy want to stamp her feet and wave her arms wildly in frustration. Pleasure that was so intense it was pain, pain that somehow felt good. She ground her teeth and moaned, her mind totally focused upon the unbreakable shackles that gripped her ankles and prevented her from escaping the sweet torment between her thighs. “Yes … no … oh damn, I don't know!”
Roger continued to punish her clitoris until he finally wrung an actual scream from her.
The crushing pressure and searing friction eased and Peggy uttered a gasp of relief. She tensed again when he leaned forward and then moaned low and long when his lips closed around her sore clitoris and his tongue began to very lightly lick and caress. “Oh my god, that feels so good.” She bit her lip in disappointment when he stopped, and then smiled. “More pain?”
“In a little while. But first, I want to feel myself inside of you,” Roger said, unbuttoning his fly.
Peggy was definitely in the mood for that and watched eagerly as he revealed his hard cock. “How do you want me?”
“Climb up on the armchair with a foot on either side of my legs, then squat down. You can put your hands on my shoulders for balance, and I'll guide your hips.”
She nodded and grinned. “That sounds good. Shall I do it now?” When he nodded she lowered her arms, carefully raised her bare foot, and placed it on the edge of the seat. She gripped Roger's wrists and pulled herself up onto the chair. Fortunately the leather seat was firm enough for her to easily retain her balance. She relinquished her grip on his wrists and placed her hands on his shoulders. She felt his hands on her buttocks, and she allowed him to guide her descent, shifting her hips and feet in response to the directing pressure of his hands. She looked down at his face and smiled sensually when she felt the head of his cock touch the lips of her cunt. She rocked her hips forward and back, sliding his cock along her slit until it nestled comfortably in the moist opening of her vagina. She didn't immediately lower her cunt to engulf his cock, but instead allowed his hands to control her movements.
The smooth wet heat of Peggy's hole clung deliciously to the head of his cock, the slight rocking of her body sensually massaging him. He held her there for several minutes, enjoying the intense intimate contact and the rubbing of the sensitive head of his cock against the equally sensitive entrance of her vagina, all the while watching her strain to maintain her balance and semi-squatting position.
Peggy's thighs were burning from the strain, and although she was very fit from her work, she was wondered how much longer she could keep her hips from sinking down onto his cock. However, she had to admit that she was actually enjoying the punishing position, which was another test of her willpower and determination, while at the same time being powerfully erotic. However she was undeniably relieved when he nodded to her and lightly pushed downwards on her hips with his hands. She was so acutely aware of the feeling of his cock in her cunt that her mouth opened in a silent moan when she felt it push through her tight orifice and drive its way into her exceedingly wet vagina. Combined with the easing of the strain on her thighs, the sensation was indescribably delicious. A long drawn out sigh escaped her lips when she felt his cock touch bottom and she leaned forward to passionately kiss Roger on the lips. Leaning back so that she could look at him without crossing her eyes she slowly raised and lowered her hips, savouring the tight wet slithering of flesh within flesh. Unlike any sexual encounter that she had ever experienced before, she was acutely aware that in this particular case she was not in control. She was performing to give Roger pleasure, and he could fuck her for as little or as long as he liked, in any way that he liked, without the slightest concern for her pleasure or disapproval. And it aroused her beyond belief. She was beginning to realise that her sexual nature was the complete antithesis of her normal personality. That discovery didn't change her basic impetuous nature and she smiled as she said, “So, do you like my cunt?”
Roger guided her hips in a slow rocking motion and made an approving sound. “I rather think I do. You're naturally tight, and you have a good strong grip down there. I like the way it looks when stretched around my cock as well.” He adjusted the speed of her movements slightly, letting her do all the work and basically using her cunt and body as a masturbatory toy.
“Thank you kind sir,” Peggy said, giggling at the formality. She tilted her head and frowned. “You're being awfully nice all of a sudden. I can't believe that you're going to be satisfied with just fucking me like this. What happened to the evil moustache twirling?”
He let his hands slide up her sweat slick sides as he said, “Ah yes. I was just getting to that, having been slightly side-tracked by the delightfulness of your cunt.”
Peggy gave him an extra-long hip twisting stroke of her cunt as a reward for his compliment. “I'm all ears. Speak thy will oh mighty one, and your humble slave shall obey,” she said, not sounding at all humble.
Roger chuckled. “In that case, put your hands behind your back and keep them there. Don't worry, I won't let you topple over.”
Wobbling slightly, Peggy released her grip on his shoulders and crossed her wrists behind her. In her mind she heard the ratcheting click of handcuffs closing tight around her wrists. “Done. What now?”
“I promised I wouldn't let you fall, so I need to get a firm grip on you. Hmm, let's see. What could I take hold of?”
Peggy realised what he intended just a second before his fingers closed over her nipples, and her entire body rocked as she struggled against the instinctual desire to protect her breasts. Coupled with the fact that she was squatting upon a cushion, albeit a firm one, her instinctive recoil caused her to sway alarmingly. She might have saved herself if she had the use of her arms, but those were locked behind her back by a will almost as strong as the imaginary steel of the handcuffs. She cried out in alarm when she began to topple backwards, only to cry out again, this time in pain when Roger's fingers clamped down hard upon her nipples and pulled her back towards him. It felt as if her nipples were being crushed in a mechanical vice or pairs of pliers, and she couldn't help but scream in agony.
As far as Roger was concerned, the result of his change of grip was entirely satisfactory. Not only did he enjoy tormenting her breasts in this manner, but it caused Peggy's cunt to tighten around his cock and work it like a maniacal masseur.
Apart from the severe pain that it caused, Rogers grip upon her nipples did serve to satisfactorily restore Peggy's balance, and after a moment she was safely and stably ensconced upon his cock once more. Gritting her teeth, she resumed the sensual swaying and rocking of her hips, doing her best to masturbate Roger with her vagina. It was only after she noticed the rhythmic pattern of his nipple crushing squeezes that she realised how they affected the way her vagina convulsively contracted around the cock that was buried so deep within her body, and that he was using her nipples as veritable dials to control her body. “Th-that's clever,” she said, nodding at his hands moments after a particularly intense pinch. “Does it really feel good for you when you do that?” she asked, letting him know that she understood what he was doing and why.
Her matter-of-fact attitude intrigued him and he nodded. “It does. Very much so,” he said, and went on to explain why.
Ignoring the fierce throbbing in her nipples, Peggy smiled and said, “In that case – “ and began to slide up and down on his cock with her hands still firmly behind her back, using his grip upon her nipples for balance and as the pivot for her motion. Her breasts stretched into taut cones and the pain from her crushed nipples took her breath away, but she persisted, using her vagina to grip and stroke his cock. She concentrated only on the pleasure that she was giving him as she bounced up and down, using all the strength of her strong young legs as well as the resiliency of the chair's seat to move her body and hence her cunt, which so tightly enveloped his cock. “Do … you … want … to come … inside … of me?” she said, in between panting breaths.
Roger groaned. This tortured fucking was quite the most delightful thing that he had experienced in a while, even though Helen often catered to some of his wildest whims and sexual fantasies, and he was loath to have it end. However, he shook his head. “No, I'm not going to risk getting you pregnant.” He groaned again. “So you'd better stop … right now!” He released her nipples and grabbed her waist to stop her from falling over, then used his grip to reluctantly lift her off of his cock, straining against the urge to come. “Your mouth …” he said, tersely.
His urgency was infectious and Peggy hopped off of the chair and was down on her knees before she even had a chance to think about what she was about to do. She had only ever taken a cock in her mouth a couple of times before, and never when it had just been inside her vagina. She would have felt ill if she had taken the time to think about it, but instead she simply opened her mouth wide and took his slime covered organ between her lips. She felt his hands grip the sides of her head, and then it was too late for second thoughts. She barely had a moment to realise that she was tasting herself before he pushed down upon her head, forcing his cock deep and threatening to choke her. With her hands stubbornly fixed behind her back, her face turned red as she choked and gagged. Then he came, and she felt as if she was drowning. Her fingernails dug deep into her palms as she frantically swallowed and coughed, his warm slippery come filling her mouth and throat, and she felt as if she was going to drown. Her greatest fear was that she might accidentally bite him as she choked. She had no doubt at all that both Susan and herself would suffer for such a horrid transgression, even if he simply ejected them from the island and abandoned them to the non-existent mercies of Digby and his Jap allies. The pressure of his hands eased but she dared not pull completely away until she received permission. Instead, she kept the head of his cock in her mouth, nursing gently on it and extracting every last drop of his semen.
 

***

 
“Aaaah! Damn that hurts!” Susan pounded her fists on the armrests of the wooden chair in which she reclined with her legs spread wide and hooked over the very same armrests. She lowered her head to look down at her fanny which rested at the edge of the unpadded wooden seat. All she saw was a simple string that was looped around Helen's finger and which led down to her fanny and was buried deep between both sets of sexual lips. From there it continued down over her arse hole and then vertically downwards to a simple wooden reel mounted upon a horizontal metal rod attached to the two front legs of the chair through holes drilled into each of them. On the side of the chair on which Helen was standing, the rod came out of the chair leg and then bent in an “L” shape that provided a simple handle which allowed the string to be re-wound onto the reel.
“You know what to do,” Helen said, pulling the string from between Susan's cunt lips.
“Yes, Helen.” Licking her lips nervously, Susan reached between her legs and gingerly touched her fanny. To her relief, although it was sore, it did not hurt to touch it – at least not yet. Her part of this “game” was to vigorously masturbate herself whenever Helen gave the word, and to arouse herself as much as possible in the time that was allowed to her. If possible, she was to bring herself to the brink of orgasm, and then announce the fact to Helen so that the woman might continue with her punishment. Perverse as it might seem, Susan discovered that she enjoyed this participation in her own torture and found it arousing, much more so than if she had been merely a passive victim. Even as she speculated upon the reason for this, her fingers were busy teasing and caressing her fanny.
Unlike Peggy, Susan enjoyed masturbating and did it often so she was very familiar with the exact spots and types of caresses that she needed to employ in order to make herself hot as quickly as possible. Surprisingly, the knowledge that her arousal would only bring back the burning touch of the string did not discourage her efforts. In fact, she realised that the prospect excited her and drove her to even greater masturbatory efforts. As she toyed with her clitoris, which was already sore from mild friction burns, she wondered if she should be disturbed by these extreme sexual preferences that had seemingly popped up out of nowhere. Or, she mused, had they been there all along just waiting for the right situation to trigger them? The rubbing of her clitoris overcame the residual soreness and she felt the familiar sensual tension building up once more. The anticipation of what came next made her heart beat even harder and she teased herself by forming the words silently in her mouth. She could have tried to conceal her arousal, but in truth she wanted it … wanted that brief shocking burst of pain. As soon as the powerful waves of pleasure commenced to flow through her fanny and she was solidly climbing the path that led to her orgasm, she licked her lips, drew in a deep breath, and then nodded to Helen. Her fingers moved to part her labia even as she continued to play with herself. “I'm ready. Please hurt my cunt again,” she said, using the words that Helen had prescribed. She watched as Helen placed the string between her inner labia so that it touched her body all the way from her arse hole to her clitoris and she allowed her sex lips to close over the innocent looking while line, embracing it within her sex. She took her hands away from her fanny and brought them back to grip the armrests, looked up at Helen's smiling face and held her breath.
Helen lightly caressed Susan's inner thigh while wrapping the end of the string around the fingers of her other hand. She checked that her elbow wouldn't strike the nurse's face on the way up, and with a quick motion pulled on the string, smoothly drawing about a yard of twine through Susan's slit, carefully angling the line so that it did not slip out of the young nurse's cunt and remained in contact with the nurse's clitoris all the way.
“Uuungh!” The sound burst from between Susan's clenched teeth and her knuckles turned white when her fingers tightened around the armrests with a crushing grip. Her head slammed back against the small cushion that Helen had thoughtfully provided so that Susan wouldn't crack her skull against the headrest. The rapidly moving string scraped against sensitive skin like a rasp, and the friction generated a very brief but intense flare of heat, simultaneously clawing and burning her fanny, which exploded in a blast of pain that was like a firework suddenly going off against the serene background of a starry sky. If it had continued any longer than it did, Susan knew that she could not have withstood it without going berserk, screaming and flailing about like she had been doused in flaming petrol. But Helen had judged it just right, leaving her shaking and panting but with the worst of the pain fading so quickly that it almost seemed imaginary or at least exaggerated by her fear and apprehension.
Helen gently, almost tenderly removed the string and rewound it onto the reel with a quick turn of the crank. Then she leaned over to kiss Susan on the lips and stroked the side of her face with the backs of her fingers. “Poor Susan. Was I terribly mean to your pretty little cunt? Shall I kiss it all better?”
“It's certainly worse than the six-of-the best with the cane,” Susan replied, glancing at the cane that leaned against the nearby chair. “But …. “
“But?” Helen said, kneeling down between Susan's legs and kissing her cunt lips, which were beginning to swell from the punishment.
“But it is also much more um … sexy, somehow. I know it's going to get worse the more you do it, but I'm not ready to beg for mercy just yet.” She wriggled when Helen kissed her fanny, the woman's lips lingering sensually and combining with tantalising touches of her tongue.
Helen peeled the sore sex lips apart and let the string fall from her fingers. She studied the faint marks left by the heat and friction and then planted a kiss directly on the pouting mouth of Susan's vagina. Her tongue delved deep and Susan moaned in delight.
“Oh that's so very …. “ The throbbing soreness of the rope burn actually made Helen's oral caresses feel even better, and she cherished every second of it because she knew it wouldn't last. The Chinese woman's cunning tongue visited every part of her fanny and even circled daringly around her tightly clenched arse hole, and she was rolling her head from side to side and rubbing her feet against the chair by the time that Helen stopped. She smiled down at the pirate. “Thank you. That was marvellous.” She steeled herself and added, “I'm ready. Please hurt my cunt again.” With slightly trembling fingers she parted her sex lips to accept the string once more. The question was, did her fingers tremble out of fear or desire? The spine tingling pulse of raw passion she felt as she allowed her cunt to close around the sting gave her the answer and she smiled.
Helen repeatedly seared Susan's cunt with the string, delighting in the English woman's increasing agony as well as her amazing ability to absorb that pain and to still extract pleasure from her raw and abraded cunt in response to Helen's demands. With her pulse pounding in her temples, Helen ripped the blood spotted string upward again for the final time, not that she had told Susan that, and the nurse screamed once more, having long ago abandoned any pretence of bravery.
By this time Susan was in constant pain, and yet she was so aroused that she also ached from the unspeakable need to come. Playing with herself had become just as great a torture as the ripping string because she knew that she would not be allowed to orgasm. Almost mechanically she began masturbating as soon as Helen removed the string from between her lips and hissing in pain when she touched her clitoris, but she was surprised when Helen commanded her to stop. “Did I do something wrong?” Susan asked, her voice thick with lust.
Instead of answering, Helen held out her hand. “Come to bed.”
For a moment the woman's words didn't register in her mind, but when they penetrated the swirling fog of arousal and pain in her mind she hurriedly lowered her legs and took Helen's hand. When they reached the side of the bed she shyly reached out her arms and she sighed with relief and delight when Helen pressed her slim wiry body against hers, and their kiss seemed the most natural thing in the world. The burning, stinging, heat in her fanny made her entire body tingle and even though it hurt when Helen thrust her thigh between her legs she willingly rubbed her fanny against it as their tongues met and duelled. She let Helen pull her down onto the bed and she gasped when Helen nipped the side her neck and then used her teeth on her nipples. She understood her subordinate position in this particular relationship, so even though she was normally more aggressive in bed she allowed Helen to lead the dance, while remaining alert for any signs of the woman's desires and responding appropriately. Even though she desperately wanted to come, it was Helen's pleasure that was paramount. However, this sense of powerlessness was in itself a novel and far from unpleasant sensation for Susan, so her moans and sighs were far from feigned. She arched her belly upwards as Helen kissed and licked her way down towards her fanny and eagerly parted her thighs to provide Helen unhampered and unrestricted access to her genitals, even though she had no idea if the woman intended to caress or to punish. “Shall I open up for you?” she asked, not bothering to hide her eagerness.
Helen lifted her head and chuckled. “Aren't you worried that I might hurt you? I'm sure that your cunt is already pretty sore.”
Susan laughed softly. “It's much more than sore. If I were in a hospital bed, I'd be yelling for morphine. But right now, with you, it feels …” She shrugged her shoulders. “Right now, I just want to give you whatever you want – because that's what I want as well.”
The pirate kissed the centre of Susan's pubic mound and crawled around until she was head-to-toe with the nurse. She patted Susan's hip. “Turn onto your side and raise your upper leg.” When Susan obeyed, Helen did the same and then rested her head upon the nurse's lower thigh, her face inches from the nurse's raw and swollen cunt. “I do so love the taste of freshly tortured cunt,” she said and proved it by spreading Susan's labia with her fingers and pressing her mouth into the bruised and bleeding pinkness.
When Helen raised her own leg, Susan's didn't need to be told what to do, and immediately buried her face in Helen's now familiar cunt.
 

***

 
“Smack!”
“Ow! Twenty-three,” Peggy announced loudly. She was kneeling on the armchair, a knee on each of the armrests and her chest resting on its back. Her spine was tightly arched downwards and her cunt was blatantly exposed and out-thrust, perfectly positioned for a spanking. Although not bound, her position made it very difficult for her to move without falling off of the chair and it made her cunt feel incredibly vulnerable. He had been spanking her cunt for a while now and he had ordered her to count each of the strokes – something that she heartily approved of since it only served to emphasise her helplessness and deliberate submission to the punishment. The spanking was a slow process since Roger would plunge two fingers into her cunt and frig her vigorously in between each spank.
Peggy's mouth opened in a silent “O” when his fingers thrust themselves rudely into her cunt hole and her entire body rocked in time to the rapid slurping slapping sound of the digital penetration. Normally she would have found this forceful fingering to be too rough and even painful, but for some reason it seemed totally appropriate and even enjoyable under her present circumstances, the perfect counterpoint to the shocking sting of Roger's slapping palm. She found herself making loud and embarrassingly enthusiastic sounds in response, while her fingers dug into the stiff polished leather of the armchair. Her hips had just started to make quick stuttering movements in response to the frigging when the fingers abruptly disappeared. She tried to brace herself, but the heavy slap came too rapidly and the shocking pain made her vision momentarily blur. Her feet slapped against the armrests in protest while icy tingling shot through her overloaded nerves. “Ouch! T-twenty-four,” she called out. “Oooh,” she moaned when the fingers plunged into her vagina and pounded her cunt like a pneumatic drill. “You … certainly … have … an … interesting … way … with the … ladies,” she said over her shoulder, struggling to speak clearly through the tight band of arousal that held her throat in its grasp.
“I'm being gentle with your cunt because I promised Helen that I would leave it in good condition for her to play with,” Roger said ominously.
“Th-this is gentle?”
“Oh yes indeed,” he replied, yanking out his fingers and landing another solid slap on her hairless cunt.
“Ow! Twenty-five. Bloody heck that hurts!” Despite her complaint, Peggy waggled her bottom and reddened cunt impudently at him. “Both you and Helen really like doing things to our cunts don't you,” she said, her words more of a statement than a question.
“Well, if you were going to punish a woman which part of her would pick?” He slowed his frigging to a gentle in and out motion so that she could properly concentrate on her answer.
As a trained and experienced nurse, Peggy was more familiar with the female human body than most, and more able to think objectively about it. She tilted her head and nibbled her lip in thought. “To be honest, the first thing that comes to mind would be her tits. They are very sensitive and sort of um, right there, if you know what I mean. I think most women don't ever think about their fannies as a … a thing, not in the way men seem think of their penises.” Then she frowned. “But now that I do think about it, if I wanted to be really cruel to another woman, her fanny does present some interesting possibilities.” She closed her eyes and sighed as Roger's fingers continued to tease at her cunt. She had to admit that the extended frigging, as well as the spanking, on top of the earlier sexual play, had left her monstrously aroused and she felt a ridiculously urgent need to come – so much so that her loins ached and she would have welcomed any kind of strong stimulation of her cunt, even a resumption of the spanking. “Please spank my cunt,” she said, almost whispering.
“Eh? What was that?” Roger said, even though he had heard her perfectly well.
Peggy twisted around to look at him. Very deliberately she repeated, “Please spank my cunt.”
He cupped his hand over her cunt and rubbed it with a slow circular motion. “Really?”
She nodded. “I think … I think it might make me come,” she replied, enunciating each word crisply.
“If I am so kind as to let you come, I want you to ask me nicely to fuck your arse hole.”
Her face reddened. She was not a virgin there, although it had only been the one time with a boyfriend back in England that she had wanted to impress, but having to ask for it was painfully embarrassing. “Please fuck my arse hole after you've spanked my cunt.”
“I'd be delighted. Now hold your pretty little cunt very still and brace yourself. As the doctors always say, this might hurt just a little bit.” He chuckled and continued to massage her cunt until he could feel her rocking her hips against his palm.
In Peggy's imagination, strong leather straps suddenly sprouted from the armrests and wrapped themselves around her calves and ankles, binding her lower legs immovably to the chair. More imaginary straps fastened her wrists to the back of the chair, leaving her utterly helpless. Heat immediately flared in her cunt so strongly that she was certain that Roger would feel it like the glow from a fireplace. She felt as if the whole world was staring at her cunt and waiting with bated breath for the spanking to recommence.
Roger's loved spanking a well presented and willing cunt. He felt no desire at all for the traditional innocent maiden tied to the railway tracks by the moustache twirling villain. He leaned his head over to peer at Peggy's crotch as he rubbed it, his cock rapidly growing rock hard once more. He lifted his fingers to his nose and sniffed appreciatively at the scent of hot young cunt. He saw that her cunt was nicely reddened, but not bruised or discoloured, so he still had lots of room to play with it. Using just his fingertips he started to pat her firmly, just hard enough to make soft splatting sounds. He let each smack land on a different spot, directly on her vaginal opening, just above her clitoris, one side of the slit, and then the other, simply enjoying toying with her cunt as well as watching Peggy's response, which wasn't hard to determine since she made no attempt to hide what she was feeling.
The concentrated tapping and smacking of her cunt created powerful vibrations, like the booming of a kettledrum, that flowed in waves through her body, touching nerves and creating erotic sensations so strong that they made her head swim. She moaned softly deep in her throat, the sound like some kind of erotic chant. Her toes curled up tightly and her thighs strained and flexed. “More,” she whispered.
Roger obliged, changing the tapping to full-fingered slaps to her cunt. Bracing his knee against the side of the armchair, he bent over and rested the side of his face on the smooth softness of her buttock so that his face was just inches from her crotch, where he could see and even smell every smack to her cunt.
Peggy clenched her fists and strained against the leather straps that her imagination placed around her wrists. Her clitoris buzzed energetically from the smacking, making the muscles of her belly flex and ripple. “Yesss, that's it, smack my fanny. Make it burn.” It hurt, and instinct demanded that she try to escape, but her will and the imagined bonds that held her forced her to accept the punishment, and the clash between her fear and her desire produced a fiery sweetness that was powerfully addictive, making her eagerly anticipate each coming smack.
He continued to smack Peggy vulva until she was writhing and panting, and then without warning his hand pulled back and he delivered a full-fledged slap with the palm of his hand, a slap that produced a crisp crack of sound and a stifled scream of pain.
“I'm sorry, that caught me by surprise,” Peggy said breathlessly. “Please, please, don't stop – not now …. “
“Crack!”
Through the searing pain of the blow, Peggy could feel the brush of his breath tickling her buttocks and arse hole. The knowledge that his face was so close to her cunt while it was being beaten drove her wild with lust and her body shook so hard that the feet of the massive chair rumbled against the floor. Blow after blow landed upon her cunt, but like a rock on a coastline thrusting immovably out of the boiling waves, her lust and pleasure weathered the pain and stood firm, undiminished by the punishment.
Roger watched her come, the uncontrolled convulsions that rocked her body and the flow of creamy fluid from her cunt hole refuting any suspicion that she was faking it. He very lightly and skilfully stroked her clitoris, milking her for wave after wave of tremors until she screamed for mercy. He was impressed that she managed to remain perched and spread out upon the armrests and murmured to her soothingly as he moved behind her. With his legs pressed up against the chair, he touched the head of his cock to her dripping cunt and penetrated her, spreading her juices over himself. Then with his hands gripping her hips he shifted upwards to her arse hole and pulled her hips back towards him.
Peggy was shaken out of her orgasmic torpor by the alarming pressure against her arse hole. Even though she was expecting it, she was not so experienced with anal sex that she could accept it without apprehension. It had hurt on her first occasion, but only at the beginning and until she had learned to relax. Her present circumstances made it difficult for her to relax her sphincter muscles, especially for a man who's declared intention was to punish her. He pushed, and a cold sweat broke out on her brow. There was a powerful and humiliating jolt of pain, and she squeezed her eyes shut and tried frantically to relax and accept the stretching of her anus. Unlike her previous lover, Roger's cock imperiously demanded entrance and she knew that it was up to her to determine how much pain, if any, that she was going to experience. Suddenly her imagination came to her rescue again and she remembered the relentless leather straps that her mind had placed around her calves and ankles. She told herself that she was completely helpless and that her arse hole was his to use and abuse in any way he desired. This immediately re-kindled the flame of lust in her loins. It flared bright and burned away the fear and apprehension, and she smiled in triumph when she felt her arse hole relax and open up acceptingly. There was still the sensation of intense stretching and unnatural intrusion to deal with, and her face twisted in strain when Roger pulled hard on her hips and plunged deep. She had once read a rather detailed description of a woman in medieval times being impaled upon a stake which had included a shockingly frank illustration, and the image came back to her now. She remembered being disturbingly aroused by the depicted scene and that arousal came rushing back to her now.
Roger felt the nurse's sweating, trembling, body suddenly relax and come to life under his hands, and he grinned when her buttocks pressed against his belly and her hips begin to writhe. He shifted his hands up to the small of her back and said, “Do it. Impale yourself on my cock. Show me what you can do.”
His fortuitous use of the word “impale” only served to spur Peggy on to a veritable whirlwind of lust and she almost threw herself off of the chair in an effort to properly impale herself as he required. Accompanied by the rhythmic slapping of female flesh upon male, she experimented with deliberately tightening her sphincter and creating occasional stabs of self-inflicted pain as she anally fucked herself upon his unmoving cock. Once her initial terrified reaction had passed, the deep thumping pain in her cunt demanded her attention once more, and it blended nicely with the unaccustomed sensations of the anal fucking, highlighting her submission and helplessness, which in turn felt … rather good. Very good, in fact.
As Peggy's buttocks collided sweetly with his body and her arse hole gripped and massaged his cock, Roger had to admit that he was both surprised and impressed by Peggy's performance. He had feared that she would be headstrong and stubborn, which would only have antagonised Helen farther, to Peggy's detriment. However, it seemed as if Peggy had found her own way to adapt to the situation, which was good for everyone. He felt the erotic spark deep in his loins that told him that he was on the last lap of the race towards his orgasm. He grabbed her hips again and began to thrust, while simultaneously pulling her body forcefully towards him, pounding her arse hole mercilessly and extracting a strangled cry from Peggy, although he wasn't certain if it was a scream of pain or pleasure.
Peggy wasn't sure why she screamed, but it seemed to be the right thing to do and it certainly felt good. As his cock continued to ram itself into her stretched and burning arse hole, she screamed again, letting all the tension, fear, and lust, explode in her body. She felt him come, spurting deep inside her bowels, and she came too, moaning and convulsing so hard that the imaginary straps that held her wrists snapped and her arms slid down to hug the back of the armchair the same way she had clung to the raft when she was lost at sea. Roger's cock was still hard in her arse hole so she smiled to herself and clenched her sphincter muscles tight, giving it a companionable and intimate hug.
 

***

 
Susan and Helen had taken a quick cuddly nap and it was well after lunchtime before they met Peggy and Roger again.
Peggy looked slightly flushed and grinned sheepishly at Susan. Her fanny was still red and displayed unmistakable hand prints all over it. She searched Susan's body for evidence of what Helen might have done to her and at first she was disappointed to only see the half dozen parallel cane marks decorating her bottom, until on closer examination she noticed how swollen Susan's inner labia and clitoris were and the slight hesitation in her friend's stride which she correctly guessed was due to a very sore fanny. She had truly been concerned for Susan's wellbeing and she impetuously rushed forward to give her friend a big hug.
“Goodness! Anyone would think I'd just returned from darkest Africa,” Susan's exclaimed rather breathlessly, her ribs creaking under Peggy's enthusiastic grip.
“I was so worried that Helen might …. “ Peggy whispered, unable to describe the horrible tortures that she had imagined.
“Silly goose. Helen was very nice to me.”
“But what about your um, you know,” Peggy said, still whispering as she nodded towards Susan's crotch.
“Ah! Um, that … well yes, there was a certain amount of screaming on my part, but it all worked out quite nicely in the end.” She blushed when Helen heard this last and winked.
“It did?” Peggy asked in astonishment.
“Susan has a most agile tongue,” Helen said with a wicked smile.
Susan's face turned an even brighter shade of pink.
“Oh. Oh!” Peggy's eyes widened and a smile spread across her face.
“What about you? Are you all right? Your fanny looks rather um, delicate,” Susan asked, hoping to divert attention from the discussion of her cunnilingual skills.
Peggy sniffed in Roger's direction and said, “Somebody has a taste for spanking.”
“Spanking? But your bottom isn't … oh!” Susan giggled. “He actually spanked you there?”
Wrinkling her nose at her friend, Peggy said, “If you mean my cunt, yes.”
Roger cleared his throat. “I'm sure you ladies have much to catch up on. Helen and I have work to do, so why don't you let Rinda show you around the rest of the place and the island when you're ready.” He looked towards Rinda, who smiled and nodded. “Just remember to follow Rinda's instructions with regard to behaviour amongst the natives and safety. The island can be dangerous and we don't want a Nip air patrol to spot a couple of white women wandering around.” With that he waved cheerfully at the nurses and headed for the exit.
Helen gave Peggy a look that was filled with promise and then followed her partner out of the room.
“He likes both of you,” Rinda said. “Most visiting women are restricted to the main house when the two of them are busy.” She looked at their naked bodies and grinned. “You're going to have to stay naked I'm afraid, but no one will mind. We're all used to this kind of thing.”
Susan shrugged. “Lots of people have seen us like this already, so I suppose our reputations are done for anyway. What say you, Peggy?”
The smaller woman chuckled. “You're the one with her bottom striped like a zebra. I'm game if you are.” When Rinda giggled she frowned suspiciously. “What's she laughing at?”
Susan couldn't help giggling as well. “Have you looked at your fanny lately?”
Peggy glanced around looking for a mirror, and when she didn't spot one she was forced to spread her feet and to jut her hips out as she doubled over to get a good look at herself. She had to stop herself from swearing when she saw the delicate shades of maroon, green, and purple that were beginning to adorn her fanny. “I look like a pattern from a sari, don't I?” she said, referring to the brightly coloured and patterned fabric favoured by Indian women in their traditional costumes.
Susan tilted her head as if studying a work of art. “I'm reminded more of a peacock's tail myself.”
“I have marks like that all the time, but because of my darker complexion they usually aren't as um, prominent as yours,” Rinda said and giggled again.
“Do they mistreat you?” Peggy asked, her nurse's instincts aroused.
“Never!” Rinda snapped, suddenly serious. “Don't ever say that. They took me in when no one else would, they brought me up and educated me and gave me a place to belong. I was the one who asked to play with them. In fact I begged for it,” she said, leaning towards Peggy with her fists clenched.
Susan touched Rinda's arm lightly. “I'm sure Peggy was just concerned for your wellbeing and meant no offence to you or to Roger and Helen,” she said soothingly. “Apologise to her Peggy,” she hissed, glaring at her friend.
“What did I …” Peggy blurted in confusion. However, she had long ago learned to yield to her friend's greater diplomacy and tact. “Ah. I'm sorry Rinda. I didn't mean to offend you. I was just concerned about your welfare.”
Rinda's anger seemed to disappear just as suddenly as it came. She grinned and nodded her head in a quick bow. “I'm not angry. It's just that every outsider I meet seems to jump to the same conclusion. No one wants to believe that an innocent little girl – especially an ignorant native – could possibly have sexual desires of her own, or the ability to make her own decisions. No, it has to be the fault of the great white master or the evil yellow mistress.”
Susan chuckled. “It can get awfully annoying to have to act the pure white virgin all the time. Nurses are supposed to be as sexless as nuns and never to besmirch the reputation of the QA.”
“QA?” Rinda's brow furrowed in puzzlement.
“Queen Alexandra's Imperial Military Nursing Service,” Peggy said in her best stiffly starched matron's voice.
Rinda's eyes widened. “Both of you are nurses? You know about medicine and treating illness?”
Susan nodded. “We're not doctors, but they do leave us to do a lot of the boring day to day things, even when they shouldn't.”
“I've heard Roger talking to the men, and it sounds like there are going to be a lot of injured people needing treatment soon. I'm sure that your help would be very welcome. That is, if you want to help.” Her mood became sunny again and she waved. “Come on then, I'll show you the rest of the island.”



Chapter Eight
 

Palembang, Southern Sumatra, 14th February 1942

 
Digby had almost been killed by several times by Jap soldiers and aeroplanes before he had finally managed to make contact with a Japanese officer who was willing to read the document printed on silk that commanded all members of the Japanese forces to provide him safe passage and all assistance, and granted him the equivalent rank of a major in the Kempetai. He had been taken to Palembang first in the back of a lorry and then in a heavily armed fast escort vessel that was on anti-submarine duty, where he had met with a senior intelligence officer of the invasion force. He had explained his problem with the meddlesome nurses and requested aid in hunting them down or confirming that they were dead.
Despite their easy military successes so far, the top Japanese commanders were under no illusions that the war would be short or easy, especially since they had declared war on the United States by bombing Pearl Harbour. Having a high ranking spy in the British Foreign Office would be invaluable to them, and they were more than willing to ensure that nothing interfered with his successful return to London.
Thus it was that Captain Fukushima, much to his disgust, found himself detached from his unit and in command of a small patrol boat manned by a four sailors plus a platoon of troops while nominally under the orders of an English traitor who happened to be a Kempetai officer. Although he had little respect for traitors and even less for a non-military white man, this Peter Digby did wear the uniform of a major in the Kempetai. The men of his paratroop unit had moved out to support the Japanese advance, but he remained at the base camp and temporary prisoner of war stockade that had been set up near to the refinery to await the arrival of “Major” Digby.
 

***

 
Digby was filthy, hungry, thirsty, and exhausted by the time he arrived at Palembang. It had been impossible to sleep or get any meaningful rest in the rattling lorry, and the crowded escort vessel had seemingly jolted and slammed into every wave on the way to Palembang, although the fact that he did not get seasick was a minor mercy. Captain Fukushima had been a surprise. So far, all the senior officers he had met had been intelligence wallahs, but this one was unmistakably a fighting soldier. This both pleased him and gave him hope that the Japs were taking him seriously.
Captain Fukushima bowed stiffly and at the proper angle befitting a greeting to a senior officer. “Yokoso, Major Digby. Welcome to Palembang. I am Captain Fukushima. I have been assigned to assist you.”
Digby shook the Jap's hand, please that the officer seemed to speak decent English. He could speak enough Japanese to get by, but it was an effort. “Thank you Captain. I'm pleased to meet you. Has my little problem been explained to you?”
“Hai! It has. A patrol boat and crew along with me and my men have been assigned to support your search for these witnesses, and all the naval and land patrols in the area have also been instructed to watch out for the women that you described.”
“Excellent. I think that we should begin the search from Pompong Island. We can question the survivors of the ship I was on to see if anyone has news about Susan and her friend.”
“Would you like to freshen up and have a meal? It looks as if a rain storm is coming up so we may need to delay our departure until the morning. Unless you feel the need to …. “
Digby looked up at the threatening clouds and shook his head. “No hurry, Captain. Those nurses aren't going anywhere. We just need to find them – or their bodies. A hot meal and a bath sounds like a capital idea, as well as a good night's sleep.”
Captain Fukushima hid his expression of disgust and bowed. It irked him to have to demonstrate such courtesy to this soft traitor. He would have allowed neither hunger nor tiredness to delay the accomplishment of his mission. But orders were orders, and he respected the uniform, if not the person wearing it. “As you desire, Major Digby. I have had quarters prepared for you. Follow me.”  He led the Englishman from the dock and up the well paved road that led in the direction of the refinery. He could have requisitioned a car, but he preferred to make the traitor walk. The camp had been built using the labour of the natives and the western prisoners that had been captured in the area, so the accommodations were larger and more comfortable than they would have been if built by the Imperial Army's engineers. The POW stockade was surrounded by a twelve foot high barbed wire fence, and a second fence surrounded the entire compound which was also topped with barbed wire and had a guard tower at each corner.
Digby was impressed by the speed and efficiency demonstrated by the Japs as well as the obvious enthusiasm and dedication of the troops, although he maintained a slightly bored and lackadaisical air. It wouldn't do for these Orientals to think that they were better than an Englishman. In his mind he had already assigned the blame for the fall of Malaya and Singapore to the useless Empire troops, including those hopeless Australians and New Zealanders. What he did was simply pragmatism. The Nips would never be a real threat to Britain and once Britain had dealt with the Hun they would see off these filthy Orientals as well. His personal knowledge of the Japs would make him invaluable at Whitehall. In the meantime, he might as well benefit from the situation and stay safe.
“These are your quarters, Major. Mine are just across the path if you need anything. If I'm not there just approach any of the soldiers and have them look for me. The attendant assigned to look after your needs should be waiting inside. Breakfast is at six a.m. and we will set out after we have eaten. I have arranged for spare uniforms and necessities to be packed and delivered to the boat for your use so you don't have to concern yourself about that.” Captain Fukushima started to turn away and then stopped and turned back. “Your rank entitles you to a katana, a sword. Do you require one?”
Although Digby had fenced a little while at university, the huge curved blade that hung at the Jap captain's side did not in any way resemble a foil or epée and he had absolutely no idea how to use one, so he shook his head. “No thank you, Captain. A pistol would be welcome though.”
Captain Fukushima's head bowed stiffly. “Hai. I shall arrange for a pistol, holster, and ammunition to be delivered to you.” He turned away and his lip curled in disgust at the thought of a warrior who would disdain bearing an honourable blade at his side. These white barbarians deserved and needed to be subjugated to the will and guidance of the Emperor.
 

***

 
Dismissing the dull witted and subservient Jap from his mind, Digby opened the door to his newly built quarters. The air raid curtains were drawn and the room was nearly pitch black once he closed the door. He had seen electric lights outside, so he assumed that there had to be a switch on the wall and felt for it with his hand. The naked bulb burst into incandescence before he realised that had found it and it momentarily blinded him. With his eyes narrowed to slits he turned around and jumped in shock. He had forgotten all about the “attendant” that the Captain had promised him. What the Captain had failed to mention was that the attendant was female and that she would be naked. He began to smile. She was kneeling on the ground, shins flat to the ground and feet extended soles up behind her and she was sitting on her heels. Her hands were on her lap and her head was bowed, her long dark hair shading her face. “And who might you be? Do you speak English?” From the light colour of her skin he could tell she was not Japanese or Chinese but without seeing her features he couldn't determine much else about her.
“My name is Anna, Digby sama. I have been ordered to serve you.”
Pleased by her use of the extreme form of Japanese polite address he said, “Lift your head girl. I want to see your face. Serve me? Serve me how?”
Although she was clearly fearful and reluctant, Anna replied, “In any way you desire, Digby sama.”
She lifted her head and Digby inhaled in pleased surprise. He guessed she was Eurasian, possibly a Dutch father and a native mother. Her English had a slight accent that told him she hadn't learned it from an English parent. But more importantly she was beautiful, with large dark eyes and a narrow, high cheeked face. Her breasts were larger than usual for native women, and her nipples were a pinkish tan rather than the brown common amongst the Asian races. Seeing her kneeling before him made his cock stir in his pants, and his tiredness disappeared like the morning mist. “Any way? Are you sure about that, Anna?”
She nodded. “Any way at all, Digby sama,” she replied with obvious sincerity. “Fukushima sama said he would take off my head if I displeased you.” She shuddered. “He told me what you enjoy and require of your women, Digby sama. I am ready to please you.”
“He did? And how exactly did he know what I like?” Digby asked, frowning.
“He had a file, Digby sama. It was in Japanese so I couldn't understand it, but he referred to it when he spoke of you.”
Digby nodded thoughtfully. So Captain Fukushima was more than his guide and escort. He was a watch-dog too. He was not surprised or displeased. The fact that Japanese Military Intelligence was competent was a good thing, now that he was their ally. He brought is attention back to matters at hand and smiled. It seemed that his decision to switch sides was already paying off. “Is there somewhere I can take a bath?”
“Yes, Digby sama. There is a bath house for the officers a few buildings down the row. If you wish, I will take you there and bath you.”
He had only thought to take a quick bath and then return to his new plaything, but her offer sounded much better. “I do. Show me.”
Anna placed her hands flat on the floor and bowed low, touching her forehead to the ground. “Hai, Digby sama. I obey.” Her Japanese “instructors” had been thorough and ferocious. She had seen several of the other girls die under the merciless training required to make them into suitable servants of the Empire of Nippon. She rose to her feet gracefully and donned a simple cotton housecoat that ended just above her knees. She opened the door and bowed. “Please follow me, Digby sama.”
The bath was another surprise for Digby, since it was built in the Japanese style, which meant a deep rectangular wooden bathtub, and a clear area with wooden stools, buckets, scrubbing brushes and wash cloths.
While he was still looking around, Anna timidly began to undress him. She led him to a bench at the side of the room and squatted to help him out of his boots. She was clearly familiar with Jap officer uniforms and quickly unbuttoned his Kempetai tunic and trousers. The tunic was hung on a hook and the other garments were neatly folded and placed on a shelf provided for that purpose.
Although Digby had been with a great many women of various races, especially since he had come to Singapore, he had never been served in this manner before and was enjoying himself greatly. He let her lead him to the stool in the washing area and watched as her slim naked form darted around him, applying soapy water to his body and lathering him up with a soft cloth. His eyes widened greedily when she rubbed soapy water into her crotch until her cunt was a mass of bubbles and then straddled his leg. Using her cunt and pubic hair as a scrubbing brush, she vigorously rubbed his limb from his foot all the way up to his thigh. When her cunt was rubbing his foot he wriggled his toe and managed to penetrate her with it.
Anna continued to support his foot with her hands and allowed him to clumsily fuck her with his toe without the slightest protest, and then resumed her genital scrubbing of his body when he withdrew his toe. She did his other leg, and then moved around to his sides so that she could use the same procedure on his arms.
Digby watched with interest as she soaped her breasts and front of her body before moving around behind him and he sighed in delight when he felt her soft breasts and firmer nipples press against his back. Despite being ugly yellow midgets, he had to admit that the Japs certainly knew how to live, unlike his stiff and sexually repressed countrymen.
Anna came around and soaped her front again before straddling his thighs and pressing her breasts and belly against him, sensuously rubbing herself against him with her chin over his shoulder.
He let his hands wander over her sides and back, feeling the way the muscles flexed and twisted under her soft smooth skin. He could smell her female scent under the floral perfume of the soap, which he guessed was looted from the fleeing Dutch. His cock rose between her legs and pressed up against her soapy cunt.
When Anna felt his cock touch her, she immediately commenced to rock her hips and to rub her cunt over his cock gently soaping it while being careful not to let it slip into her cunt. When she was satisfied that he was well soaped and scrubbed, she stood up and used a ladle to rinse the soap off of his body with water from a large bucket. When he was clean, she quickly rinsed herself and then guided him over to the tub. Due to the hot climate, the servants kept the water only blood warm rather than the steaming heat of a traditional Japanese bath. She helped him step into the semi sunken tub and then slipped into the water herself, sleek and smooth like a sexy otter.
Once she was sure that he was comfortably settled, she started massaging him, always maintaining as much body contact as possible and arranging herself so that her breasts and cunt were often pressed against him.
The light floating sensation, combined with her massaging fingers and the erotic touch of her body was incredibly relaxing, and Digby drifted into a pink tinged dream world of eroticism. He barely stirred even when her fingers glided over and around his cock, her touch as gentle as floating seaweed, cleaning and stimulating but never threatening to bring him close to orgasm.
Digby only opened his eyes when he heard Anna softly calling to him.
“Digby sama, we are done. Step out of the tub and I will dry you. Your meal should be ready and I will entertain you while you dine.”
After she had towelled him dry she helped him into a white bath robe and slipped a pair of geta onto his feet for the walk back to the room. “Servants will clean your clothes and boots and bring them to your quarters.”
The wooden clogs were awkward, but fortunately Digby had worn similar Chinese clogs before in Singapore, so he was able to walk without making a fool of himself although the loud “clack” “clack” of the clogs made him look around to see if anyone was laughing at him. However, Anna's bare legs seemed to be much more interesting to the Japanese soldiers that happened to be around, while the native servants were careful to keep their heads bowed and gaze lowered as they hurried about their business. The scent of hot food greeted him when she opened the door for him, and he was surprised to see western food on the table rather than Japanese.
Anna guessed what he was thinking. “The cook is a native from Sumatra who was the chef for the refinery kitchen. They had to teach him how to make Japanese food. They told him to prepare a meal for an Englishman.” She pulled out the chair for him, and then used a bottle opener to rip the cap from a bottle of Dutch beer which had been chilling in a bucket of ice before pouring it into a tall glass.
Digby chuckled. “I'm surprised that there is any beer left.”
“They prefer their sake, rice wine, to beer, and anyway alcohol is tightly controlled except for senior officers.” Despite her obvious caution and nervousness, she seemed glad to be able to talk to a white man.
“You speak very good English,” Digby said, intrigued by the quiet woman.
“My father was a Dutch businessman whose company supplied equipment and parts to the refinery. We spent a lot of time in Singapore and he insisted that I learned English so that I could better help out in the business.”
“Were is your father now?”
Her face darkened in sorrow. “He was still at the refinery helping with the evacuation when the Japanese arrived. He was one of the first killed in the attacks because he took up a rifle and fought back. At first I thought they were going to kill me too, but it turned out they had other plans for the women who belonged to any man who resisted them or who resisted the Japanese themselves. To them, the Japanese, fighters who lose or surrender are not entitled to any kind of consideration at all. I saw some Dutch soldiers stuffed into rattan pig baskets and thrown into the river to drown. Young attractive women classified as enemies are used as entertainment or slave workers. The old, sick, and ugly are often killed out of hand.” She looked up at him. “You wear a Japanese uniform,” she said, her tone carefully neutral.
“Yes I do, and unless you'd like to try out a pig basket of your own, I would watch your mouth,” Digby snapped.
Upon this rebuke Anna immediately fell to her knees and pressed her head to the ground. “I'm sorry Digby sama.”
Digby swivelled in his chair and placed his bare foot upon her back between her shoulder blades. “I'm sorry? Is that all. Would a Japanese officer accept a simple 'I'm sorry'?”
Her voice shaking with terror Anna said, “No, Digby sama. Impertinence must be punished. He would beat me.”
“Ahh. That sounds more like it. Beat you how? With what?”
Anna lifted her head momentarily and looked at his face. When she was no mercy there she let her head fall, struggling to stifle her tears. Unnecessary displays of emotion from comfort women were punished as well. “They use many different ways, Digby sama. The trainer preferred a leather belt because it did not make lasting marks on the skin. Some officers just use their hands, while others like a thin rattan cane, the kind school teachers use.”
Digby nodded knowingly. The canes preferred in the orient were thinner, lighter, and more flexible than the heavy canes used by English headmasters, and could be used to deliver everything from quick snappy little blows used to correct the dozy and unruly, to full armed slashes that could leave long bright-red weals and even draw blood. “And where on your body would they apply the cane?”
She considered lying, but the consequences if she was discovered were too awful to be risked. “Everywhere, Digby sama. I have felt the cane on the palms of my hands to the soles of my feet.” She paused hoping he would be satisfied with her answer, but his silence told her he was waiting for more details. With a resigned sigh she said, “But the most popular places are my bottom, my breasts, and …”
“And?” Digby prompted, his tone both merciless and anticipatory.
“And between my legs,” she said, clearly uncomfortable.
Digby responded by pressing down harder on her with his foot.
“My cunt! My cunt, Digby sama!” she cried.
“Don't try to play the fine lady with me. Understood?”
“Yes, Digby sama,” Anna said.
He smiled. “Good. Now I will have my dinner before it gets cold. You will fetch me a cane and then take a seat across the table from me.”
“Yes, Digby sama.” As soon as the foot was lifted from her back Anna sprang up and hurried away in search of a cane.
Digby picked up a spoon and sampled the onion soup, nodding in approval at its rich flavour. He looked up when Anna returned and seated herself directly across the table from him as he had instructed. She held out a slim wicked looking cane with both hands and bowed her head.
“Here is the cane you desired, Digby sama.”
“Um,” he said appreciatively, taking another spoon of soup and leaving her holding out the cane. He was hungry and the soup was surprisingly good. He slowly lowered the soup spoon and focused his gaze upon the cane. He casually reached out and took the cane from her hands, nodded, and smiled at her.
Nervously, Anna smiled back, trying hard to be whatever he wanted.
Digby pointed with the spoon. “Move you chair as closer to the table. More, yes that's it.” This adjustment sandwiched the girl between the chair and the edge of the table, which pressed against her chest just a couple of inches below her breasts and brought her as close to him as the width of the table would allow. Under the table he lifted his bare foot and reached out until he touched her shin, which he followed upwards to her knee. “Legs apart wide,” he said, and nodded approvingly when his foot slid between her thighs until it reached her crotch and his heel rested upon the seat of her chair.
Seeing what he wanted, Anna wriggled her hips forward slightly so that his toes pressed firmly against her cunt. “Am I doing it right, Digby sama?”
“You're doing just fine Anna. Now put your hands behind you and grip the back of the chair.”
Relieved that she was pleasing him, Anna did as she was told, her hands closing tightly around the uprights of the chair's back. Because she was trapped between the chair and the table, the position of her arms thrust her breasts forward over the table top and towards Digby. Anna was a bright girl, and it was easy to guess the man's intentions, but since her world had been turned upside down by the invasion of the Japanese she had been subjected to so much fear and horror that mere corporal punishment disturbed her not at all, even if it was her breasts that were going to suffer. Some of the girls had gone mad while others had killed themselves, but although timid in appearance, Anna's character was made of sterner stuff, and she knew that her father would have wanted her to survive, not matter what. That is why of all the comfort women in the camp, she had picked up the most Japanese words and phrases, and had best learned how to appease and please the strange and volatile invaders. Without being told, she wrapped her feet around the front legs of the chair for leverage and commenced to rock her cunt against his foot, masturbating herself. Once she had fallen into the hands of her Japanese captors, she had quickly learned that they enjoyed watching her masturbate and so unlike many of the others, when she was commanded to masturbate she had done so with great vigour and enthusiasm, trying hard to achieve real orgasms each time. This had won her great approval from the Japanese, especially amongst the officers who had more sophisticated tastes in sexual entertainment.
Digby smiled when he felt her rubbing her cunt against his toes and the sole of his foot. He realised that Anna was truly eager to please and would do whatever he wanted not just out of fear and blind obedience, but because she desired approval and acceptance by her new masters at any price. Her breasts arched sweetly towards him and he studied them as he lifted a slice piece of roasted chicken to his lips. He chewed, imagining that it was her nipple that he ground between his teeth, swallowed and said, “You have lovely breasts Anna.”
“Thank you, Digby sama.”
“What do you think I'm going to do to them?”
“Cane them, Digby sama,” she replied unhesitatingly while her cunt rubbed rhythmically against his foot. It felt good, and she did not try to hide the pleasure it gave her.
“That's right! And it's going to hurt a lot, isn't it?”
“Yes, Digby sama. I'm certain it will.” She looked down at her firm young breasts and then smiled at him. She understood the game now and that made her happy because she now knew how to please this strange Englishman.
With his fork still in his left hand, Digby picked up the cane with his right and reached out to stroke Anna's golden toned breasts with its tip. To his delight and amazement, Anna lifted her chin and pulled her shoulders back even more, offering her breasts to the cane. He fed himself a mixture of stuffing and mashed potatoes, savoured the taste, and snapped the cane down upon her right breast with a movement of his fingers and wrist. Anna's body barely quivered as a pale pink line eased into existence on the upper curve of her breast.
“Thank you, Digby sama,” Anna said calmly. The sting of the cane had not been severe, although she could feel the weal pulsing warmly like little trickles of hot water running across her skin. During the few short but very harsh training sessions she had discovered that she desperately wanted the acceptance and approval of her captors. She wanted it so much that she had learned to enjoy the rough, even violent treatment meted out to her so long as it earned her the tiniest sign of appreciation. The cane struck again, biting at her left breast this time and her fingers tightened their grip on the chair. But when Digby nodded and smiled, she felt a rush of pleasure so strong that her nipples immediately hardened and she pressed and rubbed her clitoris against his toes with a shudder of arousal.
Digby alternated between feeding himself and using the whippy cane on Anna's unflinching breasts. He could feel the slipperiness of her sexual secretions coating the ball of his foot, and her nipples were prominently swollen. This encouraged him to try to hit her nipples with the cane. While he managed to strike the areola, he found the nipple itself an elusive target, even though Anna did her best to hold herself still for him. However he didn't mind, finding it an amusing game. In addition, Anna's squeals of pain and the way she ground her cunt against his foot whenever he did manage to hit her nipple more than made up for the misses.
The pain when the end of the cane snapped against her nipples was as powerful and shocking as being struck across her shoulders by the trainer's split bamboo rod. Although she had had them pinched and bitten on numerous occasions, few of the Japanese officers had the patience or inclination to cane or otherwise torture her nipples. The pain lingered in her nipples far longer than when any other part of her body was struck, although she had yet to have her cunt seriously punished, which she suspected would be at least as bad or worse. It took a great deal of effort and will power not to flinch when she saw the cane slash at her nipple, but it also gave her a greater sense of achievement when she succeeded. Having her nipples purposefully attacked also felt much more sexual than being beaten on her thighs or buttocks. By working her cunt hard against Digby's foot, she was able to blend the searing burn in her nipples with the erotic heat rising from her cunt, turning the punishment of her breasts into a uniquely sensual as well as challenging event, one that she was quickly and eagerly learning to enjoy.
Digby sighed, comfortably replete, and finished off his beer. He flexed the cane between his hands while his senses concentrated upon the unusual sensation of his foot resting against Anna's slowly gyrating cunt. The Eurasian girl's breasts blushed a glowing red, the upper surfaces covered with a random pattern of weals and bruises. “Your breasts look very nice like that.”
Pleased and relieved, Anna smiled and shook her shoulders, making her breasts gently sway from side to side. “Thank you, Digby sama.” His pleasure warmed her and tiny orgasmic shudders shook her thighs when his toe found her clitoris and pressed against it.
Digby reluctantly took his foot away from the girl's cunt and pushed his chair back and then turned it so that it was sideways to the table. “Come here, Anna.”
The Eurasian girl hurriedly stood up and moved around the table using the small scampering steps that she had been taught by the Japanese trainer. She went to her knees and bowed. “I am here, Digby sama.” The first thing that all the captive women had learned was to be meticulous in their courtesies. On the first day of her captivity she had watched as a woman had been beaten to death as an object lesson for failing to bow quickly enough.
He moved his knees apart and said, “Suck my cock – but don't make me come.”
Anna bobbed her head and shuffled forwards on her knees. “Hai. Yes, Digby sama.” This was an easy task for her, and she set about sucking his cock with alacrity. With the Japanese officers that she served, any apparent hesitation or lack of enthusiasm could earn a boxing around the ears or even a serious kicking. He was already erect, which was good since a failure to produce an erection would be blamed upon the girl, and of course would result in more punishment. The pain in her breasts and swollen nipples did not bother her. Rather it served as a reminder for her to continue to do her best in order to earn his approval. She pressed her thighs together, applying a delicious pressure to her cunt and masturbating herself as she rocked back and forth over his cock. Keeping herself aroused not only felt good but the believed it subtly made her more attractive and sensual to the men she serviced.
Digby leaned back in his chair and closed his eyes, content to allow the kneeling girl to work on his cock. She was surprisingly skilled, and he was soon breathing heavily uttering groans of pleasure as her lips and tongue slid over and around the smooth head of his cock. It required a serious effort for him to reach out and touch her head. “Stop. That's enough for now. Get up and fetch me a belt or strap.”
Anna gave the tip of his cock a final lick and then touched her head to the ground. “Hai, Digby sama.” Rising gracefully, she glided away on short controlled steps to fetch the next implement of punishment. She sensed that his eyes were upon her so she exaggerated the swaying of her hips as she walked. The strap was a fresh challenge, and she felt both excitement and anxiety.  While the fear of pain was a constant part of her new life, her greatest worry was that Digby would inflict punishment beyond what she could bear and that she would disappoint him. Although she was willing to take anything, she was under no illusion that her ability to bear pain was unlimited. However, she was strongly aroused and the urge to orgasm was a constant ache in her loins, and she knew this would work in her favour. She found a suitable strap, which was modified from a soldier's broken harness, and felt a rush of erotic heat when her fingers touched the soft leather. Memories of previous whippings flooded her mind. Some were hateful and horrific, while some … some had been interesting. She pivoted on the balls of her feet and paced purposefully back towards Digby, the strap draped across both of her upturned palms.
Digby watched as she approached, his cock hard and erect between his parted thighs. His eyes followed her as she stopped in front of him, lowered herself into a deep squat, and then rocked forwards onto her knees.
Anna raised her palms high and lowered her head, offering the strap as if it were a tribute and she was worshipping his cock.
He accepted the strap and flexed it thoughtfully with his fingers. “Kiss my cock,” he commanded on a whim.
Anna lifted her head, her eyes wide and dark, leaned forwards and lovingly kissed the tip of his cock.
Her unquestioning obedience almost made him come on the spot. “I want to whip you,” he said softly, almost to himself.
“I know, Digby sama.”
“Tell me where I want to whip you.”
She smiled, happy that she knew the answer. “You want to whip my cunt, Digby sama.”
“Ask me to whip your cunt, Anna,” he said casually.
She tilted her head slightly, trying to understand what he truly wanted. “Hai, Digby sama.” She too another moment to consider her words and then said, “Digby sama, please use the strap to beat me between my legs. Punish my secret female parts hard and make me scream.”
“Does the idea of having your cunt whipped until you bleed frighten you?”
“Hai. It does, Digby sama. Very much.”
“But you'll willingly let me do it?”
“Of course, Digby sama.”
“Why?” he asked in genuine curiosity. He had no idea of the kind and intensity of the training that her Japanese captors had subjected all the selected comfort women to, and Anna's behaviour aroused his curiosity.
“Three days ago, I would have said that it was because of fear and the desire to live.”
“And now?”
“I'm still afraid, and unlike some of the other girls, I would do anything in order to live. But I have also learned that I enjoy serving my masters and that pleasing them gives me great pleasure. Pleasing you gives me great pleasure.” She decided it was prudent not to mention her own enjoyment of certain forms of punishment.
“Even if I want to hurt you, to torture you?”
“Hai. As long as it gives you pleasure, Digby sama.”
“The Japs managed to change the lot of you so much in just a few days?” he asked incredulously.
Pride and shame warred on Anna's beautiful face for a moment. “Only in part, Digby sama. They taught us how to obey, and move, the right Japanese words to use … and to fear.” She leaned forwards and kissed his cock again, and then looked up at him, her eyes bold. “The other girls just obey out of fear. They are like puppets or beaten dogs. They obey, but they have no …. “
“Initiative?” Digby said softly, his arousal so strong that his cock hurt.
She nodded. “Hai. No initiative and no … feeling. But during all the shouting and beating and instructions, I found … something inside of me. I'm not terribly brave or madly sexy or anything, but being so frightened all of the time, it made me really want to please, and when I do, it gives me these … feelings.”
Digby smiled. “Good feelings. Erotic feelings,” he said, almost accusingly.
Her eyes lowered again. “Yes, Digby sama. I think … I think that if I am given the time, I can learn to really enjoy being … like this.” She kissed his cock again, in an ecstasy of submission.
After a moment of consideration he said, “Tell me how I should position you for the whipping.”
She bit her lip girlishly as she considered the problem. “There are only two good positions for whipping a girl's cunt really hard. One is with her on her back and her legs pulled up and apart. It lets you see my face and breasts while you are whipping me, and I can see the whip coming.”
“And the other?”
She licked her lips and her eyes lifted again. “The other is with me kneeling with my face and breasts on the floor and my hips raised high. You stand over my shoulders facing my feet and whip down between my buttocks. The whip curls in and the tip strikes my … my cunt.” Excitement flared in her belly and made her stutter. “In this position each stroke is a surprise to me. Also when I watched other girls being whipped in this position I noticed that it made their cunts open up so that the whip … gets inside. If the girl was made to pull her buttocks apart it even made her um, cunt hole open up as well. The disadvantage is that you can't see my face and breasts.”
“I would guess that you favour the second position?” he said, raising an eyebrow.
Breathlessly she nodded and said, “Yes, Digby sama. It is much more frightening and feels so very submissive.”
Digby leaned down and brushed her cheek with his fingertips. He smiled when she turned her head to kiss his palm. “Then the second position it shall be.” Holding the strap at both ends he jerked them apart smartly, making a brisk “snap” like a giant Christmas cracker, making Anna jump in fright.
She scuttled backwards, on all fours, until her head was just in front of his toes. Then she bowed low, turning her head to one side so that her cheek rested on the floor. Her knees moved out to the sides, her feet and lower legs pointed straight back from her body and her thighs vertical when viewed from the side, keeping her hips as high as possible while in that position. Finally her spine arched down, rotating her hips, raising her arse hole and cunt and leaving them perfectly positioned for the strap.
Digby stood up, pushed the chair back and then walked around her body until he had a clear view of her buttocks, the backs of her thighs, and of course, her cunt. The view was breathtaking – at least it was to him. “Very nice indeed,” he said reverently.
“Thank you, Digby sama. I am so glad that you like my body.”
Leaning forward, he reached out a hand and caressed her cunt. She was not shaven, but her Asian blood gave her only a light scattering of pubic hair and the strands around her slit had clearly been trimmed. Her cunt felt warm, and it was moist. “I'm going to whip this, whip it hard.”
Anna swallowed, and said, “Yes, Digby sama.” His words made her heart race and his touch sent great waves of erotic sensation washing over and through her loins. Instinct told her to run, intellect told her running would be suicide, and something dark and warm and moist in the farthest reaches of her mind whispered that obedience was good, that submission was pleasure. His fingers delved deep and she gasped. She felt him search and probe and stretch, and she was so very helpless. Lust writhed in her belly and thudded in her temples, and when his fingernails scratched, scraped, and hurt, her mouth opened in a silent moan of desire. Most of the Japanese officers mixed simply brutality with animalistic lust, and she guessed that European soldiers might behave the same way under the same circumstances. But Digby was different. He possessed a much more refined appreciation of her submission and suffering, and that suited her. However she was under no illusions as to his character. He did not even try to disguise the cunning and meanness that fairly shone from his eyes when he looked at her. She hated all of her captors equally, but it seemed as if it might be easier for her to please Digby and thus to survive.
Digby pulled his fingers out of her tight clenching hole and wiped them dry on her buttock before taking hold of the end of the strap and working it in his grip until it felt just right. This little game required accuracy and finesse rather than sheer force. He was going to caress her cunt with the whip, not ravage it. Of course, Anna might not appreciate this fine distinction, he thought with a grin. He moved to stand astride her neck and looked down. He nodded in satisfaction when he saw that the fuzzy mound of her cunt was clearly visible, as was the brownish pink rosette of her anus. A flick of his hand sent the leather lash snaking out to land between her buttocks and he saw her body tense. He teased her by letting the strap slide up and down over her cunt.
Anna's feet flexed and wriggled. “That tickles, Digby sama.”
Once he had determined the proper length of the strap that would let him whip her cunt without having the whip curl completely around and slap at her belly or pubic mound, he tightened his grip and flicked the strap up and over his shoulder.
Anna closed her eyes tightly and clenched her fists, every fraction of a second feeling like an eternity. She tried to keep her body relaxed and her back tightly arched downwards. The faint sound of Digby shifting his weight on his feet was all the warning she received before the strap arched up and over his shoulder and then down in an ever-accelerating arc. An explosion of fiery sparks seemed to burst out from her cunt to shower her entire body with embers of flame. Pain of crystalline purity stabbed her cunt and a band of steel squeezed her throat, cutting off her breath. For a second she panicked, unable to believe that she could possibly bear the agony. Then the paralysing intensity eased just enough for her mind to function once more and she realised that she had not budged, that her cunt was still lifted up high and her legs spread wide. A burst of energy and exhilaration filled her being and her heart raced as if she had just sprinted a hundred yards. Although her cunt still burned, her lips curved in a tight secret smile. “Thank you, Digby sama. May I have another?” Simply saying those words made her shiver with pleasure and her smile widened.
Digby stroked his cock with his left hand and flicked the lash over his shoulder again. He could see a clear red stripe form on her skin, starting just above her arse hole and leading down and over her cunt lips, cutting across the line of her slit at a slight diagonal angle. The smooth velvet skin of her back glistened with sweat and he felt a powerful urge to lick and bite her raised buttocks. The swift movement of his hand and arm felt charged with erotic energy and it seemed as if the impact of the strap against her cunt vibrated all the way up his arm until it reached his cock. It was beautiful – the flexing of her muscles, the frenzied contraction of her arse and cunt holes, and the shocked inhalation of her breath, followed by her gentle voice saying, “May I have another?”
The when the tenth stroke fell, Anna's back arched up like an angry cat, and her breath hissed from between her teeth, harsh and laboured. Tremors shook her thighs, and the sweat ran in rivulets over her body and dripped onto the floor. Her cunt and the skin surrounding it were covered with overlapping streaks of angry red. Worst of all, on several of the strokes, the very tip of the lash had curled and snapped right upon her clitoris, leaving it badly bruised and swollen. She had never suffered such pain before, especially not in her cunt, and although she was also more exhilarated and sexually aroused than ever before in her life, traces of doubt gnawed at her will, and dark claws of fear tore at her confidence. Then in the midst of her mental turmoil she felt a touch on her back. She lifted one shoulder and twisted her neck so that she could look at Digby and was surprised to find that he was squatting in front of her, with his cock just above her and his face looming beyond that. “Is something the matter, Digby sama?” She was even more surprised when he reached down and stroked her hair, brushing it clear of her face with his fingers.
“No, nothing's wrong. In fact, I just wanted to let you know that you're doing marvellously, and how much I'm enjoying it.” Cruel and ruthless as he was, Digby recognised a sexual treasure when he saw one, and as a professional administrator and manipulator of men – and women – he also knew there were times when he could catch more flies with honey. The adoring look that she gave him only confirmed the wisdom of his decision to temper his cruelty with a little appreciation and praise.
This was the first time that anyone had said a kind word to her since the horror of the invasion and her captivity had begun and she almost burst into tears. However she was astute enough to grasp that his appreciation was contingent upon her usefulness to him. Even so, his small act of kindness was exactly the boost that her flagging spirits had needed, and all doubts and uncertainty that had been threatening her will and determination vanished. The pain, the agony, mattered not at all so long as it bought her the approval of her captors and thus her safety. In fact, the warm glow of his praise acted as a lens and a filter though which all the suffering magically took on a positive, even pleasurable aspect, and re-kindled the heat of lust in her loins.
He continued to stroke her as he said, “But I need more if I'm to achieve satisfaction. Are you ready to give it to me?”
At this point, Anna would have agreed if he had asked for a pound of flesh, and she nodded eagerly. “Anything you need for your pleasure, Digby sama. I am honoured to give it to you.”
“Anything?” he asked, temptation unleashing the dark demons of his mind.
She arched her back down to emphasise the exposure of her cunt. “Whatever is within my ability to give you, Digby sama.” She was fully aware that she was tempting him to inflict even worse pain upon her, but she didn't care, driven as she was by her need to please him and thus find safety for herself.
Gently stroking the smooth sweat slick curve of her back he said, “I'm really enjoying the whipping of your cunt, but it would be even better if I could get the whip right inside – between the lips.”
Although she knew that she really had no choice in the matter, the fact that he was making it sound like a request made her feel a surge of happiness. It was something that she had already considered and she had the words ready even as the strange and dreadful excitement gripped her chest again. “Would it please you if I did this, Digby sama?” She lifted her hands and reached behind her to grip her buttock cheeks. They were slippery with sweat and she had to dig her fingers hard into her flesh to obtain a good grip. And then she pulled. She felt the tension in her cunt, and felt her inner lips peel apart. She guessed that her vaginal opening was now fully exposed, although she had no way of being sure, since she had never done this before.
Digby stood up and leaned forwards to peer at her cunt. The change was startling and he smiled widely when bright glistening pink flesh greeted him, along with the mysterious ruffled opening that led to her womb. Holding the strap near its end with about six inches protruding from his fingers he drew the soft leather over her inner cunt in long playful strokes, first up and then down. Then he dipped the tip of the strap into her dilated hole and tickled her with it, making the girl wriggle. All of the newly revealed sexual tissues were surrounded by sore and hot looking skin that was subtly tracked and ridged with weal and whip marks. “Lovely,” he murmured reverently, fairly itching to use the whip on her. He dipped a fingertip into her hole and imagined the very tip of his whip curling into it. “Yes. It pleases me greatly, Anna. Your cunt looks delicious like that.”
His praise made her pull all the harder, stretching the mouth of her vagina into a neat oval opening that revealed a glimpse of the shadowed passage beyond. She wondered what it would feel like when the whip bit her there.
Digby returned to his position astride her neck and carefully adjusted his grip on the whip once more. He wanted to be as accurate as possible for this next part and for each stroke to land upon that tempting pinkness. The long leather strap rippled out to fall gently upon the proffered cunt and his fingers worked to make the final adjustments to his grip while he stroked his cock in sweet anticipation. A flick of his hand tossed the strap over his shoulder and he had to restrain the urge to slash downwards with the full force of his arm. He had plans for Anna, and ripping her cunt to shreds at this point would be a waste. He inhaled, held his breath to steady his aim, and sent the strap flying downwards. A subtle flick of his wrist at just the right moment made the tip snap against her cunt precisely between her parted inner labia with a crisp “thwack”. He rubbed his cock while he watched Anna's bottom buck up and down as if the agony of the lash was something that could be shaken off. Her hands slipped from her buttocks to slap twice against the floor before she regained control of herself and reached back to spread her buttocks and cunt lips once more. He did not begrudge her that momentary lapse, as it only served to highlight the pain she was suffering for him better than any words or scream, and watching her spread herself open for the whip once again was a thing of beauty.
Even though it felt as if her cunt had been slashed with a knife, Anna was surprised by how well she was able to handle the pain and the assault upon her sexual organs. She realised that unlike the casual, almost unthinking, blows of the Japanese trainer, or the slaps, punches, and kicks she had received from the other Japanese officers, the whipping of her cunt held a deeply sexual significance and even in his cruelty, Digby truly appreciated her sacrifice and her beauty. Rather than simply being a helpless victim, she was an active participant, a co-conspirator in what they were doing. She was giving him pleasure by her actions, and that gave her strength, and even an inexplicable form of pleasure of her own. She sensed that he was waiting until she was ready for the next stroke, and she wanted to give it to him. Her fingers curled and dug deeper into firm muscular flesh and her cunt spread just a fraction of an inch wider. “I'm ready, Digby sama,” she said, her throaty voice steady and confident.
Her cunt hole was wide open and practically begging to be whipped and Digby stroked his cock almost to the point of no return before stopping and taking careful aim with the strap. He couldn't resist leaning down and giving the tempting hole another touch. “Right here, Anna. The whip is going right here.”
Anna's heart was beating so hard that it felt as if the floorboards were vibrating. Spreading herself like this was so unbearably exciting, and it was clear that it excited Digby too. His finger abandoned her hole and she tensed, determined to accept the stroke in a way that would please her torturer. She felt his body move and she pulled until it hurt. In the fraction of a second before the whip struck she wondered if it would go right inside, and how that would feel. She heard the sound of leather striking moist flesh and a surge of liquid flame poured into her vagina, flowing deep and reaching for her womb. A choked moan escaped from between her clenched teeth, but she refused to scream. Instead she clung to the memory of Digby's praise and appreciation, holding it up like to shield against her own weakness. The intense, seemingly unbearable agony gradually evaporated, and she realised that she had survived and triumphed once more. Pride and confidence glowed inside her being, and with it, a growing feeling of delight and even pleasure filled her being. It still felt like her vagina was being ravaged by a mass of hot needles, but each stab of pain began to produce a corresponding flash of hot glowing pleasure. She felt his hand touch her cunt. His fingertips explored her wealed flesh, and then she felt him pat her cunt approvingly. A shudder of pure pleasure rocked her body at his touch, and she smiled. “My cunt hole is ready for the whip, Digby sama.”
The Eurasian girl's undisguised willingness to accept punishment and the eager way in which she opened her cunt up for the whip was unlike anything Digby had ever experienced before and he was torn between the need to come and his desire to continue playing with her cunt. It was like he was leading her in an intricate dance. He had to time each stroke just right, and to use just the right amount of force. Her cunt looked awfully red and sore, and yet the steady trickle of creamy sexual juices that flowed from her body spoke eloquently of her arousal, and made her cunt hole and swollen inner labia glisten delightfully. He could hear her panting breath, her thighs trembled and shook, and he knew that she had to be suffering tremendous pain, but still she showed no sign of surrender and she bravely maintained the display of her inner cunt. He lashed her cunt hole three more times, and then said, “I'm going to whip you cunt one more time, hard, and then I want you to lift your face up so that I can come on it.”
Even though her head was swimming and she was close to swooning, Anna grinned in triumph. “Yes, Digby sama. Whip my cunt, whip it hard.” 
Digby masturbated himself right to the brink of orgasm, and then the strap lashed out one last time and with more force than before. The lash flew, the tip cutting a hissing arc through the air.
Anna spread herself with manic force, her fingernails cutting her skin and drawing blood. The end of the strap slammed into her cunt with such jolting force that the tip crushed and stretched her vaginal orifice and plunged right in, burying a couple of inches of the strap inside of her vagina. She let the scream burst out from her throat and lungs even as her legs folded beneath her and her hands punched forward to push her shoulders up. She arched her neck and lifted her head, her mouth still wide open from the scream, just in time to intercept the powerful spurts of sticky, slippery, semen that Digby flung at her face and into her mouth. Semen dripped down over her brow and into her eyes, but she kept them wide open and staring even though the sticky fluid burned and stung as it flowed into her eyes and on down across her cheeks.
Digby groaned and came so hard that it felt like his balls were going to flatten and turn inside out. His hand continued to slide over his cock even when the sensation grew so intense that it made him shudder and he met Anna's triumphant, spunk covered gaze with a grin.
 

***

 
Captain Fukushima heard the Eurasian girl's final frantic scream and grunted derisively. “It seems that our white Kempetai officer is making good use of Anna's charms.”
Elke shuddered at the sound, but she knew better than to criticise anything a Japanese officer did, even when he was a traitorous Englishman. “I hope she's all right,” she ventured.
Captain Fukushima, who was using her as a footstool, uncrossed his booted ankles and nudged her hip with his heel. “Worry about yourself instead, woman. Now get these boots off and fetch that branch from the thorn bush. I wish to see you fuck yourself with it before you suck me off.”
“At once, Fukushima sama,” Elke said. The Captain had taken her training into his own hands, and she had swiftly learned what pleased him. Unlike Anna, she found no pleasure in his punishments but her desire to survive was if anything even stronger than Anna's, and she was a healthy and naturally sensual woman, so she devoted herself to being as sexually pleasing to the Jap officer as she could, while simultaneously doing her best to endure the tortures that he took such delight in inflicting upon her.



Chapter Nine
 

Pirate Base, 15th February 1942

 
Susan splashed happily in the clear water of the pond that foamed beneath the small waterfall Rinda had led them too after their visit to the native long house. The subdued roar of falling water muffled all the other natural and manmade sounds, providing an illusion of isolation and privacy.
Rinda rose up out of the water, wet and sleek like a sea-lion, her black hair plastered to her head and back. “You like?”
Susan leaned against a smooth wet boulder, looked around and nodded. Shouting over the noise of the water she said, “It's beautiful! The waterfall and the flowers and birds, it's like a little paradise.”
The native girl imitated Susan in leaning against the rock, her breasts bobbing in the crystal water. “I come here often when I want to be alone or just to relax. Sometimes Helen comes with me – to play,” she said with a wicked grin.
“What about Roger?”“
“He prefers the sea. He likes to watch the fish. He told me he sometimes swims with the sharks. Helen thinks he's crazy. She says sharks are only good for dinner – and for getting rid of enemies.”
Susan watched Peggy laughing and frolicking beneath the waterfall, swimming against the current and getting tossed back by the powerful current. “The people in the longhouse were so friendly and kind. I'm sure they must have thought we were awful or mad to be walking around stark naked like this.”
Kicking at the water, Rinda giggled and said, “In an ordinary longhouse perhaps, but these people are really Roger and Helen's tribe. Rebels and misfits who couldn't get along in their own tribes who found a home here. Whatever Roger and Helen want is fine with them provided you don't insult them directly or abuse their hospitality.
“The way they live in the longhouse reminds me of a nurse's hostel, with a common area and individual quarters all in a single building.”
“You and Peggy are very pretty,” Rinda said, her eyes focused upon Peggy's nude form twisting and splashing in the water.
Surprised by this sudden change in topic, Susan turned her body to face Rinda, making the water swirl around her. “Peggy is certainly pretty. Most men think she's gorgeous. Me, I'm not curvy enough and my features are too mannish to be pretty.”
It was Rinda's turn to look surprised. “I think you're lovely. If I were a man I'd fuck you any time.”
Susan tutted disapprovingly. “Such language! You've been around Roger too much.”
Rinda grinned. “Helen's the one who talks like that and besides, it's the truth. I'd like to fuck both of you.”
Susan rolled her eyes. “A proper young lady shouldn't talk like that. If you were in an English school you'd get a stiff caning for such indecent language.”
Rinda sniffed defiantly. “Well I'm not a proper lady. I'm a pirate.” Then the grin returned. “But you can cane me if you like. In fact …. “
Susan told herself it was just curiosity that made her say, “In fact what?”
The nurse's insouciant tone didn't fool Rinda for a second, and her eyes narrowed sensually as she said, “In fact, you can do anything you like to me. I promise I won't tell on you.”
Before Susan could think of a response, Peggy swam up to them. “Won't tell about what? Come on then, tell Auntie Peggy everything.”
“We were just talking about how Susan would like to punish my breasts and cunt,” Rinda said, all wide-eyed earnestness.
“I did not!” Susan waved her arms indignantly, lost her grip on the rock and slid under the water with a splash.
Rinda nodded solemnly and silently mouthed “Yes she did” to a giggling Peggy, who pulled herself out of the water to avoid Susan's fate.
Peggy playfully tugged Rinda's hair. “You are a very naughty girl.”
“Yes I am,” Rinda said, her eyes twinkling with mischief. “Are you going to do something about it?”
“Well Susan? Shall we teach this little scamp a lesson?” Peggy asked. She had never thought of herself as the stern frowning mistress wielding a cane, but she was always willing to try something new, and Rinda's enthusiasm was infectious.
Susan squirted a jet of sparkling clear river water from her mouth and shook her hair like a wet dog. When she was safely perched against the rocks again she studied the native girl's smiling face, the possibilities running through her mind. Rinda was devoted to the pirate couple and would do anything for them, so this could be just a devious game that Helen or Roger were playing on them. If it was, then what should she do? If she hurt Rinda, she risked angering their hosts and saviours. On the other hand, it was possible that what Rinda was suggesting was what Roger or Helen wanted. After all, they had deliberately left them alone with their young ward. On the other hand, it could just be Rinda being playful. The possibilities made her head spin. “Look here Rinda, I'm not sure that …. “ She tapered off, unable to think of the right thing to say.
The younger woman seemed to guess what Susan was thinking and smiled. Using her grip on the rock, Rinda pushed herself through the water until her breasts were almost touching Susan's, then she hooked a leg around Susan's thigh and used it to pull their bodies together. “I would really like to play with you and have you play with me, with my body. I promise Roger and Helen won't mind either way. This is just me.”
Although she was still hesitant, Susan let her arms go loosely around the girl's waist. Rinda's body felt smooth and sleek under the water. “Well …. “
“Wizard!” Rinda cried without waiting for Susan to finish, and pressed her lips against the surprised nurse's mouth.
Having gotten over any doubts or reluctance over lesbian sex in the morning, Susan returned the kiss with equal ardour after only the tiniest of hesitations. Rinda wriggled against her like a sex crazed eel and Susan found it impossible not to be aroused and intrigued about the “games” that Rinda proposed.
“I suppose that answers my question,” Peggy said with a chuckle paddled over to press her body against Rinda's back.
With a final rub of her breasts and belly against Susan, Rinda swirled around like a shoal of fish changing direction and wrapped herself around Peggy and repeated the kiss and rub.
Peggy, who had never been with a woman before other than the brief episode with Susan, grinned. “I think I could learn to like that.”
Rinda patted the smooth flat rock at the edge of the water. “Who wants to go first?”
Peggy waved her hand, bobbing up and down in the water. “Me! Me!” When Susan nodded in agreement, she placed her hands flat upon the rock and pushed herself out of the water. Her right knee followed, spreading her thighs wide.
As quick as a flash, Rinda darted in and planted a kiss on Peggy's arse hole and tickled it with the tip of her nimble tongue before putting her hands under the nurse's buttocks and pushing her up and out of the water.
Peggy squealed in surprise. “No fair. That tickled!” She flipped over and scooted forward until she was sitting with her legs dangling in the water, knees wide apart. She leaned back, supporting herself on straightened arms, grinning in anticipation.
Rinda didn't make her wait. The side of the rock basin was shallow enough for the native girl to find a firm stance with her head level with Peggy's crotch, and she immediately went to work, licking and sucking busily.
Never one to hide her feelings, Peggy began to moan and gasp almost immediately, a testimony to Rinda's skills as a tribade. She brought one hand around to squeeze her breasts when Rinda's tongue delved deep into her cunt hole and then sucked her inner labia into her mouth. “Oh my god Susan, she's really good at this. You've got to try it,” Peggy cried out, all wide eyes and enthusiasm.
Rinda had been well trained in the sexual arts over a period of years by both Helen and Roger, and it was only a few minutes after she shifted her attention to Peggy's clitoris that she had the moaning nurse on the brink of orgasm. As a final touch she gently inserted the first joint of her finger into Peggy's arse hole while the tip of her tongue flickered over the young English woman's clitoris.
Peggy collapsed onto her back, her head rolling from side to side and her fingers gripping her breasts hard. The muscles of her belly rippled and tightened and her back arched as if she was in agony. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, that's so … I'm …. “
Rinda continued to suck her cunt until Peggy pleaded for mercy and pushed reluctantly at the Iban girl's head. Rinda smacked her lips. “Your cunt tastes yummy when you come,” she said irrepressibly, a wide grin on her face.
Susan flicked drops of water at her red-faced friend and giggled. “You make funny faces when you come,” she said in a mocking parody of the native girl's compliment.
Peggy wrinkled her nose and stuck her tongue out at her friend. “As I recall, you didn't look all that dignified on the table this morning.” She sat up and pressed Rinda's hand. “Thank you. That was terrific.”
“My pleasure,” Rinda said and licked her lips suggestively. “You really do have a tasty cunt.”
Peggy laughed merrily. “I have to admit I've never thought of my fanny in quite that way.” She pushed against the rock and slid back into the water with a sigh of pleasure, then pulled Rinda close to kiss her on the lips. She leaned close and whispered in the girl's ear. “Would you really let us punish you?”
Under the water the back of Rinda's hand brushed over Peggy's nipple in a circular pattern. In an equally intimate voice she replied, “Certainly. I love those kind of games.” Her eyes darted to the side. “I think Susan does too. Perhaps in time she'll even learn to like it as much as I do.” She turned in the loose circle of Peggy's arms and held out a hand towards Susan.
With a kick of her legs Susan drifted closer and took Rinda's hand.
Rinda swam free of Peggy's embrace and pressed up against Susan. “Would you like me to …” Concealed by the rippling water her fingers tickled Susan's hairless cunt.
Rather than replying to the question, Susan bit her lip. “I was thinking about …”
Rinda silently mouthed the word “punishment” and raised her eyebrows.
Susan nodded, obviously confused by her own emotions and desires.
Softly, as if in confidence Rinda said, “I want it. I really do.” Her fingers touched Susan's cunt again. “I think you understand what I feel.”
After a moment, Susan nodded, quivering when Rinda fanned water against her fanny, tickling her sex.
“Would you like to…” Rinda moved fractionally closer, and then whispered in Susan's ear.
Susan's eyes grew misty, the lightness of her body in the water making everything feel unreal and dream-like.
“Hey! No fair. I want to hear too,” Peggy cried and then splashed water at the other two women.
When Susan smiled and nodded, Rinda laughed happily and climbed out of the water, momentarily giving the nurses a luscious view of her wet bottom and her cunt peeking out from between her thighs. “Come on then, let's play!” she called, holding out her hand to help the others out of the water. When they were all out of the pool, she went over to the rattan basket that she had brought along from the longhouse which contained food, drinks, and several other items. She reached in and produced a small flat glass bottle with a cork stopper. “We better rub some more of this on since we've been swimming.” She unstoppered the bottle and a strong odour, strong but not unpleasant, wafted through the air to the nurses, she and held it out to them.
Susan eagerly accepted the bottle, poured a little on her palm and began rubbing it on herself. When she had covered the front of her body from head to toe she made a twirling motion with her finger. “Turn around and I'll do your back.”
“Thanks. I really hate mosquitoes. You know, it's amazing. That stuff works better than the insect repellent sold in the shops or given to our troops. What's in it anyway?”
“Eye of newt, and toe of frog,” Susan intoned.
“Cripes, I bloody hope not,” Peggy said, sniffing the glistening coating of oil on Susan's breasts. “Smells quite pleasant. A bit of sage and onion stuffed up your bum and you'd be ready for roasting.”
“Very funny,” Susan said, slapping some of the mixture onto Peggy's bottom with more force than required.
“Ouch! Watch it, you. Helen's going to make me sore enough without you mucking around with my bum,” Peggy cried in exaggerated pain.
When the nurses had finished slathering the home made repellent on each other, they looked around for Rinda, who was holding a bunch of wooden switches apparently harvested from suitable nearby bushes or trees. The native girl exchanged the bottle of repellent for the switches and coated herself liberally with it. Due to her darker skin, she glowed like a bronze statue when she was done – a statue cast by a very randy sculptor. She tossed the bottle back into the basket, held her arms out to the sides, wriggled her hips and grinned. “You like?”
Always eager and willing, Peggy nodded, swishing her makeshift cane as she eyed the native girl's sleek form. “Looks good enough to eat.”
But Rinda's attention was focused upon Susan whom she sensed was experiencing a stronger internal struggle. Rinda had seen how the nurse's latent masochism had been awakened, first by her semi-captivity, and then by Helen's skilful handling. But Helen had sensed greater depths to Susan's sensual nature, and she had given Rinda permission to discover how Susan might react to the opportunity to inflict rather than receive punishment. Despite her cute, youthfully innocent appearance, Rinda's sexual appetite and perversity knew no bounds and she had jumped at the chance. Normally she would have been more demure and submissive which she knew Helen and Roger preferred, but she didn't want Susan to feel any reluctance in using her body to explore her own sadistic tendencies. She cupped her breasts and jiggled them, smiling at Susan and looking meaningfully at the switch in the nurse's hand. She turned, still looking at Susan over her shoulder, waggled her bottom, and spread her cheeks apart with her hands to reveal her arse hole and cunt. She smiled when Susan drifted closer to her one gliding step at a time as if drawn by a magnetic force, the switch twitching in her hand as if it had a life of its own.
Peggy sensed her friend's fascination and egged her on by stroking Rinda's body with the tip of her switch. She lightly slapped the girl's buttocks with the thin flexible tip and grinned when she realised that Rinda was truly willing, even eager, to let them do whatever they liked to her. She used the tip of her switch to tickle Rinda's arse hole, making the native girl squeal with laughter. “Come on slowcoach, we're waiting for you,” she called out to Susan.
The reality of the waiting native girl and of her own hitherto unsuspected erotic desires suddenly came into sharp focus for Susan, and a smile spread across her lips. She realised at a visceral level that there was no need for her to hold back or to pretend. Rinda and Peggy were completely willing to accept any “perversions” she might have and, it seemed, even shared them. She ran the last few steps and fell to her knees in front of Rinda's raised buttocks. Dropping the switch onto the grass beside her, she grabbed the girl's hips and began to kiss her buttocks, with an occasional nip of her teeth to add spice. She plunged her face into the crevice between the native girl's muscular cheeks and her lips sought out the brownish puckered arse hole. “I want to use the switch on this.” Her lips moved lower. “And this.” Her thumbs peeled the girl's cunt lips apart and her lips sought out the opening that led to her womb. “And I want to do things, nasty, painful things to this.”
Peggy dropped into a low squat beside Rinda's shoulder. “Are you sure about this?” she whispered to the native girl. “Susan seems to be getting awfully lathered up about this punishment lark.”
Rinda nodded her head. “I'm tougher than I look. Don't worry, I'll scream for help if things get out of hand.”
Peggy licked her lips. “I'm worried that I might get carried away too.”
Rinda's musical laugh rang across the clearing. “In that case I'm sure that Roger will avenge my terrible demise,” she declared in an overly dramatic tone, like an actress on the wireless. She inhaled sharply when Susan's teeth closed around her inner labia. “Ooh!”
Susan clearly felt the way Rinda's body responded to the nip she gave the girl's cunt, and the way Rinda pushed her cunt against her face, inviting more of the same. Vivid memories of what Helen had done to her glowed bright in her mind, and her own cunt itched and tingled in unmistakable arousal at the thought of doing similar things to Rinda. She had always imagined that people who used whips and things for sex were filled with hate and anger, but now she knew that it could simply be lust that drove them. She certainly didn't hate Rinda. In fact, she was becoming quite fond of the cheerful, lively girl. Because of her extreme proximity to Rinda's cunt, she could plainly see the flow of clear syrupy liquid from her vagina. For a second desire warred with distaste, and then her head darted forwards and she lapped at it with her tongue. She grinned in satisfaction and savoured the taste of the girl's juices in her mouth. She gave Rinda's buttock a firm hard smack and then stood up. “You can get up too Rinda, so that we can get at all of you with our switches.”
The Iban girl sprang upright, spun around and kissed Susan, tasting herself on the nurse's lips. Placing her hands behind her head, she shifted her weight from one foot to the other making her hips sway seductively, while her firm, slightly conical breasts barely quivered. “Ah! But I forgot. You said you wanted to get at all of me.” She turned her heels outwards, followed by her toes, repeating this movement several times until her legs formed a wide inverted “V”. “There. That should do it.”
Without a word, both Susan and Peggy sprang into action, dancing around Rinda's lithe form as if she was a maypole, while their switches slapped back and forth over her body as if they were trying to dislodge ants from her skin, sparing only her head and neck.
Peggy waved her wand like a conductor, smacking Rinda's breasts and nipples and making them dance to the tune that she gaily hummed. She didn't hit hard, just letting the weight and velocity of the switch determine the force of each slap of the makeshift cane. Like Susan, she had never done anything like this before, or even considered it. But she was always willing to try new sexual experiences, and her session with Roger combined with Rinda's eager sensuality made it surprisingly exciting to see the girl's pert breasts reddening under the rain of quick snappy strokes.
In the meantime, Susan was wielding her switch on Rinda's lower body, or at least the parts of her she could reach while staying out of the way of Peggy's very enthusiastic swings. Unlike her friend, she immediately and definitely found every smack of her rod against Rinda's golden tanned skin extremely arousing and erotic. However, like Peggy, she did not strike to inflict severe pain or injury, but rather delighted in the meeting of rod and smooth young skin, and the pattern of pink lines that she laid all over Rinda's buttocks and thighs. Standing directly behind the native girl, she placed the switch between the girl's parted thighs and snapped if from side to side, striking the sensitive inner thighs, first one and then the other in a rapid tattoo of strokes as she moved the cane up and down from the knees on up to the join of Rinda's legs and then down again.
“Oooh!” Rinda wriggled her bottom sensuously as she absorbed the double assault upon her slim body. “That hurts so good,” she said, her voice low and throaty. “You'll make me come if you're not careful.” With a groan, she said to Peggy, “Do the nipples, do the nipples.”
Hearing the undisguised lust in Rinda's voice, Susan changed to a vertical motion and started stinging the girl's cunt with the switch. She was not out to torture Rinda, at least not yet, so she restrained herself to a playful smacking of the girl's sex, knowing that it would give her as much pleasure as pain. As she did so, she realised that she was definitely enjoying using the crude cane on her willing victim. She had not known until now that someone with masochistic tendencies such as herself could also find equal pleasure in inflicting pain, at least upon a willing partner. She didn't think that she would find pleasure in torturing someone who was completely unwilling. This new insight actually made her feel better about herself since she had always thought of women who allowed themselves to be beaten by their partners as weak, feeble-minded, and somewhat pathetic, and that had been disturbing her all day. The little twitches that Rinda's buttocks made each time the switch smacked against the girls hairless cunt made her smile in amusement. It was easy to imagine how it felt, and she pressed a hand against her own cunt. She had never been so free to express her own sexuality and lust before in her entire life, and it felt incredibly good and liberating. On an impulse, she stopped slapping that switch against the native girl's cunt and pressed it against her slit. Gently, carefully, she worked the slightly tapering bark-covered rod in between Rinda's inner labia. When it was all the way in and nestled securely within that sexual crevice, she started to saw the switch back and forth like the bow of a violin, with small movements of her fingers at first, and then with longer and longer strokes, all the while watching the back of Rinda's body intently. 
Peggy noticed the tip of Susan's switch peeking out from Rinda's slit and realised what her friend was doing. She stopped trying to flick the girl's nipples so that Rinda wouldn't be distracted by what was happening between her legs. She cupped her hands lightly over Rinda's breasts, feeling the heat of the faint pink network of weals and leaned towards her. “How does your cunt feel? Is it nice?”
Rinda closed her eyes and gasped as Susan drew the length of the switch through her slit in one long steady stroke. It seemed as if she could feel every bump and ridge of the leafless branch as it scraped its way along the moist pink channel. The sensation was not so intense as to be true pain, but far too intense to be simple pleasure. “Oh yes, more please,” she said. What the two nurses had done to her so far had only served to warm her up, and the threat and promise of the slowly sliding branch was stoking that warmth into a steady glowing heat. The small knots and ridges scattered along the flexible rod caught and scraped over the delicate surfaces of her labia and occasionally caught her clitoris, especially when Susan pushed the rod forwards and the knots caught against the edge of her clitoral hood and scraped against the clitoris itself, creating sudden jolts of almost-pain. To Peggy she said, “V-very nice, it feels so good.”
“Doesn't it hurt?” Peggy asked curiously.
“A little,” Rinda's replied, her body quivering as Susan continued to saw the crooked shaft through her cunt. “But it still feels terrific.”
Remembering her own reaction to Roger's punishment, Peggy nodded understandingly while her fingers gently toyed with Rinda's nipples. She imagined pinching them hard and felt a surge of arousal wash through her loins. She was by nature far less submissive than Susan, and the idea of torturing another woman came much more easily to her, especially with a “victim” as eager as Rinda.
In between shudders and moans Rinda smiled at Peggy and said, “A penny for your thoughts, Penny.”
“Ha ha. As if I've never heard that one before. My thoughts? I was thinking about all manner of evil, nasty things that I might do to your nipples.”
“Ow!” A knot scratched squarely over Rinda's clitoris, making her jump. She twisted around and grinned at Susan. “Good one. You really got me that time.” She was feeling increasingly randy, which meant that her desire for pain also increased, so she started to rock her hips in counterpoint to the sawing movement of the knobbly branch that was ravaging her cunt and increasing the speed and intensity of the scratching and scraping being inflicted upon her sensitive inner cunt. She pulled her elbows back and met Peggy's eyes challengingly. “My nipples are right here.”
Never able to resist a dare, Peggy's hands immediately darted out to grab Rinda's nipples between thumb and forefinger with her fingernails turned in towards the stiff nubs, and without pause or warning she pinched them hard.
“Ouch! Fuckin' hell!” Rinda cried, emphasising the source of her English. Her exotic appearance made the exclamation especially startling. “Dammit, I'm going to come!” she cried, panting loudly.
With a cruel smile, Susan winked over Rinda's shoulder at Peggy, and just as the native girl was about to come, she pulled the branch away, ceasing the painful masturbation.
Peggy withdrew her hands as well in tandem with her friend's action, chuckling at Rinda's red faced frustration.
“No! Shit, don't leave me like this. Oooh you … you …. “
“Yes? What were you were going to say?” Peggy asked mockingly.
Rinda drew a long, shuddering breath, and then her lips curved in a rueful smile. “You two are good at this. I need to come so badly that it hurts.” Then she grinned. “So. What's next?”
Susan moved up to Rinda's back and ran the tip of her tongue up her spine to the base of her neck, tasting the salt of her sweat, which was blended with the exotic flavours of the insect repellent. “Next, I would like to play a bit more with your cunt, and especially your vagina.”
The Iban girl nodded enthusiastically. “That's a good idea. Here's a tip. Helen and Roger love playing with our cunts. Not just caning them, but in all sorts of ways, from just having a few fingers inside the vagina and playing with all the sensitive bits, to playing all sorts of games like making you carry things using only the muscles of your vagina, or making you spread yourself so that they can use your cunt for a dartboard. If you want to please them, especially Helen, always be ready to open your legs for her so that she never has to wait to put her hand on or in your cunt.”
Intrigued, Peggy asked, “What about Roger? Should we do the same for him?”
Rinda chuckled. “Roger has a thing for clitorises … um, clitorii, clitorides? I can never remember which. Make sure you can expose it neatly and quickly, like this.” She lowered her arms and with the touch of a single fingertip to a spot just above the top of her slit, she lifted her clitoral hood and made her clitoris peep out boldly. “And like this.” Using both hands this time she drew her cunt lips up and apart to completely expose her clitoris. “Just wait until he drips hot wax on yours and scrapes it off with his pocket knife. It's the most marvellously shivery sensation. Um, unless he nicks you by accident with the edge, of course.”
Peggy went owl eyed at the thought of having her clitoris “accidentally” nicked by a knife.
Susan chuckled, hiding the fact that the idea of having a blade near or on her clitoris made her squeeze her thighs together in excitement. “Thanks for the tips. Now go back to the nice flat rock by the water and lie down on your back.”
“Yes mistress,” Rinda said with a bow and elaborate flourish of her hand, which was rather spoiled by her giggle. Walking on the balls of her feet, she swayed over to the indicated rock and sat down on it, her knees demurely together. Then very deliberately, she moved them apart and slid her hands up the insides of her thighs until they framed her cunt. With her index fingers she tugged on her labia and then released them, giving the nurses a quick flash of her inner cunt. “Roger calls that a snapshot,” she said with a snigger.
“She looks like a naughty postcard with the waterfall and the pool behind her,” Peggy said, admiring the scene. “So what are you going to do to her?”
Susan shrugged. “You might think it silly, but I have this urge to stuff things into her.”
Peggy frowned. “Into her? I don't … Oh! You mean into her – “
Susan nodded. “Into her vagina.”
“What sort of things? You mean our fingers?”
“No, things, all manner of things,” Susan said waving her hand in a wide arc. “Sticks and stones and earth, and anything else that looks interesting.”
Peggy's frown deepened. “Isn't that a bit dangerous? You could hurt her.”
Rinda, who had been following the conversation with great interest, spoke up. “That sounds like a cracking idea. I'm game if you are. In fact, there's a nice thorny bush just over there. There's a knife in the basket that you can use to cut some of its branches off.”
“Really?” Peggy exclaimed in amazement.
Rinda nodded emphatically, and then her lips curled in a sly smile. “Of course I'll be telling Roger and Helen all about our excursion and the fun we had, and it might give them … ideas.”
Peggy looked alarmed, but Susan understood and nodded back at the native girl. What Rinda meant was that she would let them do anything they liked to her, but there was a good chance that Roger and Helen might do the same to them in turn, so they shouldn't do anything to Rinda that they weren't willing to endure themselves. “Fair enough,” Susan said, accepting the challenge. She pulled Peggy aside and explained what she had deduced. “You don't have to take part if you don't want to. I'll tell Roger that it was all my idea and that you couldn't stop me.”
Behind Susan's back Rinda flashed her inner cunt at Peggy again, and this made up Peggy's mind. “No fear. I'm not going to miss out on the fun.”
Susan playfully tapped Peggy's nipple. “All right then. Let's go around the clearing and gather anything that looks interesting, and then we'll have some fun with Rinda.” Following the native girl's advice, she picked up the knife and went over to the indicated bush. A quick glance revealed that its branches were indeed well supplied with spiny thorns, much like a rose bush, except that the thorns were straight rather than hooked, none longer than a quarter of an inch. The branches varied from stems as thick as her thumb to slim branches thinner than the switch she had been using, with little thorns to scale. Using the knife, she gingerly cut a selection of various sizes and wrapped them in a large leaf appropriated from another nearby plant. She brought her prize back and dumped them near to Rinda before going to the edge of the water to collect several handfuls of small stones, selecting the ones that had not yet been smoothed by the action of the water and had sharp corners and edges.
Peggy returned a minute later with a handful of long rigid seed pods of varying sizes, a large bunch of dry twigs, and a pile of clay on a banana leaf.
Rinda waggled her knees, gradually widening the spread of her legs. “My cunt's ready. Do whatever you like. You don't have to be gentle or considerate. Have fun with it and be as rough and nasty as you want.”  She lowered herself onto her back and then drew her knees up towards her shoulders. While the nurses had been scavenging she had found a suitably sized and shaped rock to serve as a pillow or at least a support for her head so that she could see what they were doing between her thighs. She wished that there was a mirror which would let her actually look into her cunt as the women had their fun with it. Rinda was a natural born masochist who actually enjoyed the sensation of pain as well as being extremely sensual in nature. She possessed no trace of self-loathing and desired neither humiliation nor subjugation. It was these uncommon qualities that had prompted Roger and Helen to take her under their wing, and she had never regretted her decision to accept their offer. She seldom gave herself to anyone other than her guardians, but she liked Susan and Peggy, and felt that she could trust these two Englishwomen not to deliberately endanger her. She reached between her legs and played with herself, both to satisfy her urgent need for stimulation and to entertain the two nurses.
Susan knelt upon the grass in front of the large flat rock which served up Rinda to them like a primitive sacrificial altar and stroked the girl's leg, teasing herself by easing ever closer to Rinda's cunt. When she glanced to the side she saw that Peggy was following her example, caressing her way up the other leg.
Rinda moaned happily and rubbed her cunt even faster. She knew that she would not be allowed to orgasm, but the teasing and denial of her orgasm was all part of the fun.
The muffled roaring of the waterfall was oddly soothing, and Susan felt calm and relaxed, as well as very randy when she finally turned her attention to Rinda's cunt. She smiled up at the girl and tapped her busily working fingers. “Enough of that for now. Time to us to play.”
Rinda reluctantly gave her cunt a pat and brought her hands up to her breasts. She didn't offer to spread her cunt for them, since with both of them working on her cunt there would be more than enough hands to do whatever was needed. Nervous fluttery contractions rippled through her vagina and she felt all keyed up like a runner waiting for the starting gun. Although having her cunt hurt excited her more than anything, she felt pain just like anyone else and it required a distinct effort of will in order for her to endure until her mind could produce the intense pleasure that she craved. She felt fingers spread her cunt open with an unusual confidence and familiarity and she smiled. There were advantages to having her cunt tortured by trained nurses.
Peggy pulled on one side of Rinda's cunt and she watched as Susan pulled on the other, spreading the girl's vulva wide open. “Doesn't she have the sweetest little clitoris?” she cooed.
“Indeed she does,” Susan replied, grinning widely. “I wonder if it's sensitive.”
“There's only one way to find out,” Peggy said. “Say, remember the time during training when that woman claimed that she had no sensation at all in her clitoris and the doctor used a Wartenberg wheel, on it?”
“The little wheel with needles all around it? I remember that.” Susan threw her head back and laughed. “There was no doubt at all that she felt it! Her screams had attendants running in from all the neighbouring wards.”
“Isn't it a pity we don't have one of those here.” Peggy's eyes narrowed. “Hmm. I wonder…” She studied the pile of thorny branches that Susan had harvested, nudged them around with her finger, and then selected the thinnest one she could find. It was green and very flexible, and covered with thorns that were just starting to form and were more like very coarse and pointed hairs. She tapped it against the fingertips of her other hand and nodded. “Here, what do you think of this?”
Susan, who had been amusing herself by lightly scratching Rinda's clitoris with her fingernail, looked up and then held out her hand to let Peggy run the thorny twig over the pads of her fingers. She chuckled and looked towards Rinda's face. “That should do nicely.”
Peggy sorted through the remaining cuttings and found another one of similar size and nature. “Here's one for you.”
Eyes gleaming, Susan held the spiny twig up and waved it from side to side. “Now be a good girl and stay very still, Rinda.”
“Yes, miss,” Rinda said, licking her lips in anticipation. She saw Susan place the flexible twig beside her clitoris and involuntary contractions of her muscles caused the tiny organ to visibly twitch and bob. “I'm sorry. I'll try to keep it still for you,” she said, even though neither Susan nor Peggy had admonished her for that tiny lapse. She had never experienced the touch of this particular bush on her clitoris before and she was rather eager to see how it felt.
When Peggy nodded at her to go first, Susan leaned closer and started by tapping the twig against Rinda's clitoris, pricking her with the young and still slightly flexible thorns.
While the thorns were too light and flexible to pierce the skin, they were still extremely prickly. Each touch of a thorn produced a sharp sting and a lingering, maddeningly itchy sensation. Rinda inhaled sharply, her fingers digging hard into her breasts as she combated the near-irresistible urge to scratch. It was also powerfully stimulating, and it was all she could do not to writhe her hips like a demented belly dancer.
Susan grinned at Peggy when she saw the effect the tiny thorns had upon Rinda. “Your turn.”
With an evil chuckle Peggy touched her thin spiky rod against the side of the native girl's clitoris with the tip of her thumb just below it. She held it there for just a moment to let Rinda feel the prick of the thorns, and then dragged it downwards in a single smooth motion.
Dozens of stiff but flexible hair-like thorns ripped across the side of Rinda's clitoris like a child running past a cast iron fence with a stick. “Eeeee!” The muscles of her thighs rippled and quivered like steel cables and her hands slapped down against the damp smooth surface of the rock. The thorns stimulated the intensely sensitive nerves of her clitoris to the point of agony, and it felt as if her heart was going to stop from the shocking overload of sensation.
“Aww, did I hurt poor little clitty?” Peggy said mockingly. She was quite aware that Rinda was likely to have her revenge, either directly or through Helen or Roger, but right at that moment she didn't care. While not normally cruel, as a nurse she had learned to isolate herself from the pain of her patients, and this skill served her well now. Rinda was a willing victim, and she was freed to explore the sexual darkness that hid in the corners of her mind.
After pounding her fists against the rock, Rinda reached up to grab the backs of her knees. Panting, she tossed her head from side to side in denial. She bared her clenched teeth in a grin and said, “No … I'm just … ticklish.”
Peggy chuckled and turned to look at Susan. “Tickle her some more.”
Susan was much more affected by what was happening than her friend, and her face was flushed red with excitement as she nodded. “My pleasure.” With a touch of her finger she pushed Rinda's clitoral hood further back so that the super sensitive top surface of the clitoris was well exposed and then laid the slim thorny branch upon it. To her surprise, even this preparatory act produced a delightful thrill in her loins, especially because of Rinda's knowledgeable complaisance.
The mere touch of the fine prickles sent crackling electric tingles shooting through her cunt, and Rinda struggled not to hyperventilate as she waited for the devastating cascade of pain and pleasure that was about to come. She stared up at Susan's face and realised that the tantalising pause aroused the smiling nurse as much as it did her.
“This might sting a just little bit,” Susan said, and almost burst out laughing at the absurdity of that all too familiar phrase. Now that she thought about it, that standard reassurance was mostly just as hypocritically false in the hospital as it was here. After a final slight adjustment of her elbow she smoothly drew the spine covered sapling across the upper surface of Rinda's clitoris, the tiny thorns acting almost like the teeth of a saw.
This second assault upon her clitoris was much worse than the first, both because her clitoris was already sore and inflamed, and also because of the greater sensitivity of the spot selected by Susan. However Rinda was also much more worked up and in the mood for rough treatment, so although she shuddered violently, the only sound she made was a whispered moaning that might have betrayed pleasure as much as pain. Whatever she was feeling, Rinda knew was that it was absolutely what she wanted, even though tears of pain misted her vision and for a moment she had almost lost control of her bladder when the flexible thorns scraped their way over the nerve filled tissues of her clitoris.
Susan was wary of causing irreparable damage to Rinda's sex, so she reluctantly only allowed one more stoke each before calling a halt to the sawing of the native girl's clitoris. “Let's move on to the main event,” she said, tapping her fingertip against the girl's vaginal opening suggestively.
With a sigh that mingled equal proportions of relief and regret, Rinda allowed her feet to fall onto the altar-like stone, while keeping her knees wide apart to show that she was not cowed in the least and quite ready for more.
Peggy smiled and gave Rinda's clitoris a vigorous rub with her thumb, making the girl's body arch up and off of the rock before slapping down again, and to Peggy's surprise the girl exploded into a shuddering, convulsing, orgasm.
Sweating and breathless, Rinda grinned. “That was bloody marvellous. Thanks Peggy.”
Susan laughed at her friend. “Hoist by your own petard. The little minx fooled you that time.”
Peggy wagged a finger at Rinda. “Oooh, you're going to pay for that.”
Susan slapped playfully at the inside of Rinda's thigh. “Spread 'em wide my girl. I'm not done with your cunt yet, not by a long shot. Don't think that having an orgasm is going to earn you any leniency.”
“Wouldn't think of it,” Rinda riposted, the mellow tone of her voice the only sign of her recent climax. Rather than drawing her knees up again, she pushed them out to the sides and planted her feet to either side of her buttocks, knowing that this would allow her to lift her hips up into the air should either of the nurses require it. “Are you going to play with my vagina now?” she asked expectantly.
Susan nodded. “How about some frigging?” she said to Peggy.
Her petite friend waggled her fingers. “Ready when you are.”
“Let's do it together. One finger first.” She extended her middle finger, the rest folded back, and positioned the tip near to Rinda's sexual opening. Using her free hand she tugged on Rinda's outer labia in such a way as to make her vaginal orifice gape.
Peggy immediately imitated her friend, placing the back of her hand against Susan's so that their fingers formed a single shaft and stretched her side of Rinda's cunt hole with her other hand. “Ready?”
Susan nodded and thrust her finger forward in coordination with Peggy. Rinda was amply lubricated, and after a momentary resistance their middle fingers plunged inexorably into the girl's vagina until their knuckles were pressed firmly against Rinda's vulva.
“Mmm, feels nice and tight in here,” Peggy said.
“Wet too,” Susan added mischievously. “Shall we loosen her up a bit before we start putting things in?”
“Excellent idea. For a start, let's see how wide we can get her with one finger each.”
Nodding in time to her count Susan said, “Ready? One, two, three … go!”
The sudden stretching of her vagina hurt, but it was an almost natural sort of pain and Rinda found it much easier to bear than something like a cane stroke or a pinch. There was a brief tearing pain, a moment of instinctive fright, and then a steady ache that she quickly started to enjoy.
Susan knew exactly what Rinda was feeling, having endured gynaecological exams more than once with doctors who had a heavy hand with the speculum. She also realised now why she had rather disturbingly enjoyed those check-ups while all her friends had complained endlessly about the pain and embarrassment. Of course she had joined in the general grumbling so as not to appear strange. With Peggy also pulling vigorously they managed between them to dilate Rinda's vaginal opening into a taut narrow oval. The ample light in the clearing let her look several inches into Rinda's body, and she could clearly see the smooth ridges that lined the girl's vaginal passage.
“Nice and pink,” Peggy said, gloating at the native girl's enforced exposure. “Another finger now.”
In concert with her friend, Susan eased the sideways pressure and then worked her index finger into the moist hole, so that Rinda now had four fingers deep inside of her. When Peggy's index finger was also securely inserted she said, “Ready? Pull!”
Rinda gasped at the intense pressure being applied to her cunt hole and the degree to which her vagina was being stretched. Her inner muscles resisted for a moment, and then gradually began to give way to the relentless force, allowing her cunt hole to gape obscenely wide.
“Ooh, look at that. I can see her cervix,” Peggy said, craning her neck to look up and into Rinda's body. “How pretty it looks.”
Sounding slightly breathless, Rinda said, “Is my cervix really pretty?” In accordance with Roger's instructions, her English tutor had spared her none of the sexual vocabulary that both Roger and Helen had deemed vital, so Rinda knew all about her cervix, but no one had ever commented on its appearance before.
“Oh definitely,” Susan said, taking her turn to peer into Rinda's genital depths. She used to free hand to scratch at the girl's clitoris and giggled at the frantic contractions it caused inside her vagina. “Look, a vagina dance,” she said to Peggy.
They continued to play with Rinda's helpless cunt, driving the girl wild with lust in the process. She absolutely loved being used and sexually abused in this manner, especially when she knew that she was going to be hurt in the immediate future. Her sexual juices were running in a steady stream by the time Susan decided to move on to the next part. Both nurses made her lick their slime covered fingers clean while playfully spanking her cunt and breasts.
Susan selected one of the thorn branches, this one about a foot long and the thickness of a pencil. She used the knife to strip off the thorns from a few inches of one end in order to provide a convenient handle, and then tapped it against Rinda's flat belly. The thorns were fully matured on this one and possessed only a small amount of flexibility, so a firm smack across Rinda's belly left a trail of tiny red prick marks. “Ready for this?” she asked the Iban girl.
“I'm always ready for a prick – or two,” Rinda said cheekily. Merely looking at the thorn covered branch aroused her to a white heat, and her buttocks rubbed and twisted against the smooth wet stone beneath her as lust hummed like a dynamo within her.
They drew straws to see who would go first and when she lost, Peggy did her best to stoke Rinda's sexual fires by cupping her hand over the girl's cunt and sensually massaging it, knowing that the greater her arousal, the better she would be able to bear the pain.
Susan resumed her position in front of Rinda's cunt, and once again spread it open with Peggy's assistance. But this time her intent was more serious, although not any less sensual. She studied the thorny branch in her hand and then the moist pink opening to Rinda's vagina, and she asked herself if she was really capable of doing such a thing to a young woman that she barely knew. Then her lips curled up in a smile when she realised that not only could she do it, but she wanted to do it, wanted to see the thorns slide into that sensitive core of the girl's femininity, knowing as a woman how it would truly feel. She wanted it even though there was a good chance that she would be forced to endure the identical torment at the hands of Roger or Helen. She lowered the tip of the spiny wand until it pointed towards the glistening hole. It felt both liberating and darkly exciting to push the branch in without the concern for the comfort or feelings of the person under her hands that always burdened her in the hospital. She heard Rinda sharply inhale when the first of the thorns touched her vagina. She knew from experience that the thorns would not cause serious harm unless she violently shoved the crude baton in or ripped it out, but that didn't meant that they wouldn't hurt like the devil. That thought made her squeeze her thighs tightly together and quiver from the first trickle of erotic ecstasy that would soon become a flood.
Rinda had had worse things than thorny branches pushed into her cunt, but she didn't know Susan and didn't trust her the way she did Helen and Roger, so it was hard not to experience at least a tinge of fear and doubt when she felt the first poignant kiss of the thorns. The initial few inches were always the worst because her vagina had not yet opened up around the intruding shaft as the thorns slowly pushed and scraped their way into her sex. But the pain was like the sharp bite of pepper on the tongue, bringing tears to the eyes and a tightness to the throat, unpleasant the first time, and then quickly becoming an acquired taste – at least for her. She had seen other girls who had screamed and begged every time something sharp and painful entered their cunts no matter how many times it happened. More than once she had heard Roger tell Helen that she, Rinda, was something special, and that knowledge made her feel all warm inside and only served to increase her desire to experience pain in order to please her lovers and guardians. The branch moved deeper, and more thorns pushed and pricked against those first few intensely sensitive inches of her vagina. It felt like they were scraping directly against her nerves and the screaming pleasure made her vision blur. The thorns went deeper and deeper and it felt like the very core of her being was being clawed and scratched. The natural response of her vagina to tighten and squeeze in order to eject the painful intruder only made it worse, and she felt sweat moisten her skin as she shook in delectable frustration.
Susan carefully eased the thorny branch into the girl's body, watching for the slightest sign of alarm in her eyes or of blood escaping from her vagina. The sight of the thorns sliding one after another into Rinda's cunt was incredible and arousing beyond anything she had ever known. She now understood how Roger and Helen felt, and to her own surprise she felt more inclined and willing to give of her own pain to the strange piratical pair. But right now, she was going to see how much she could hurt this strange beautiful native girl and still have her enjoy the experience. Over five inches of the slim thorny branch had gone into Rinda's vagina and Susan probed carefully with the tip, knowing that she would soon reach bottom and touch the girl's cervix. She gave the deeply buried stick a quick tug and grinned at the wince of pain that the action brought to Rinda's face.
Rinda braced her feet wider apart and smiled back. “Do it again,” she said. Her vagina had closed around the slim spines that filled her sex hole and any sudden movement of the branch pushed the multiple points against her genital tissues, producing an electrifying multi-centred shock of pain.
Susan studied the girl's reactions and then gripped the “handle” of the branch with only her thumb and forefinger and started to slide her grip up and down the thornless section as if masturbating a miniature penis, causing the buried thorns to jiggle and to work their points against Rinda's vagina which was so tightly wrapped around them.
Rinda moaned at the aching sweetness created by the subtly moving thorns. It felt like the affectionate caress of a demon whose touch was inescapably tinged with suffering. She knew she would have no trouble in coming if Susan kept it up long enough.
Unfortunately for her, Susan only stroked the buried stalk of thorns long enough for Rinda to become good and hot before handing control of the branch over to Peggy. “Here, you have a go,” she said to her friend.
“Ta. Don't mind if I do,” Peggy said with a grin. She shuffled closer to Rinda's crotch while Susan moved aside to give her room, and then studied the peeled stump that protruded from the girl's cunt, head tilted thoughtfully. Peggy was not as inclined to subtlety as her friend and her smile widened as she extended a finger and gave the thorny branch a brisk rap.
Rinda gasped when the sharp sideways motion of the branch drove the points of the thorns into her sexual flesh. “Ouch! Oh yes, do that again,” she said, undaunted by Peggy's obvious intention to step-up the pain being inflicted by the thorns.
Peggy continued to tap at the end of the branch from a variety of angles, first with one finger and then with two, ensuring that every side of Rinda's vagina was forcibly pricked. As she worked to inflict pain upon the pretty girl's sex, she discovered a streak of cruelty within herself that she had not even realised that she possessed. Unlike Susan, her sadism was not as strongly sexual, but simply an enjoyment of her ability to abuse another attractive woman, a rival for the attention and desire of others, male or female. Rinda's cunt felt like an appropriate target, representing as it did the girl's femininity and sexual nature, and she experienced an almost light headed glee as the girl submitted the torture of her sexual organs at her hands. Peggy experienced a shocking urge to rip and tear at Rinda's cunt, to hear her scream and to see her vagina bleed. Only the fear of Helen's retribution and a residue of her nurse's commitment to heal and not harm prevent her from slapping at the branch with the full force of her hand.
Rinda's saw the wildness and cruelty in Peggy's eyes, and delicious terror clawed at her soul. She wondered if the nurse would lose control and savage her cunt, but this terrifying prospect did not make her want to close her legs or to protect her sex. In fact, the risk merely made her want more – more wonderful pain and fear. She had always relied upon Helen and Roger to prevent her from accepting more punishment than was safe, and in her secret musings she often wondered if she would let herself be tortured to death if the right person demanded it of her. Right now she was relying upon Susan to act as referee and as the voice of caution and moderation. She had to trust in Susan's judgement, since she was so lost in her own perverse desires that she doubted if she could or even wanted to defend herself, leaving Susan to restrain her friend if necessary. Peggy's blows against the branch grew increasingly forceful and she could feel that some of the thorns were breaking the skin inside her vagina, creating a painful itch in addition to the stabbing pain of the points themselves. Shudders ran through her body and her clitoris demanded attention with an erotic ache that was almost as powerful as the pricking of the thorns.
Susan saw Peggy's hand rise to shoulder height in preparation for an even harder slap against the half buried branch and she hurriedly reached out to touch her friend's shoulder. She was shocked and surprised at Peggy's unexpected desire to really hurt Rinda, and she wondered if the fact that the girl wasn't white made it more acceptable in her friend's mind to do so. She for one had not forgotten the potential consequences of causing Rinda any serious harm. “Why don't we try something else, eh?”
It took a couple of seconds for Peggy to snap out of the gleeful, almost trance-like state she was in. “What? Oh. Um, yes, yes of course,” she said, eyeing the end of branch regretfully.
Removing the embedded stick proved to easier than Susan had feared. As long as she pulled in a straight line and with a steady pressure, the thorns didn't do any real damage as they made their way out, although from the interesting variety of sounds and expressions coming from the owner of the vagina, it was not without discomfort either.
It was a struggle for Rinda not to grip at the thorny stem with her vaginal muscles as it dragged its prickly way out of her cunt, especially since she was constantly tempted to squeeze hard in order to extract every bit of the thrilling pain that she possibly could. However she was comforted by the thought that much worse was soon to come, and she felt around in the grass with her fingers to locate the thickest piece of thorn branch, wanting to ensure that Susan chose it next.
When the tip of the slim branch came free, Susan examined the thorns for any traces of blood, and then tossed it away hard so that it fell back into the undergrowth, thus avoiding an accidental meeting later of thorn and bare foot. When she returned her attention to Rinda she found the girl holding up the thick thorny stem. With a quick flick of her eyes in Peggy's direction she said, “Are you sure? It looks rather nasty.”
Rinda chuckled. “If you didn't want to use it on me you wouldn't have chosen it. Admit it.”
Susan shrugged, a wry smile tugging at the corner of her mouth. “You have me there. I confess to having a horrible, evil, imagination.
“I have them too, so you're in good company,” Rinda said. “What about you Peggy? Do you want to see this spiky horror go into my cunt?”
Peggy was almost quivering in anticipation and had the good grace to blush. “I … oh dash it all, yes, yes I do.” She turned to Susan with an expression of almost humorous surprise on her face. “Does that make me an awful person?”
Susan gave her friend's shoulders a quick hug. “You're the nicest, most loyal friend I've ever known. Rinda is simply so awfully tempting, and you can't be blamed if the odd um, eccentric idea crossed your mind. And Rinda doesn't mind, do you Rinda?”
Rinda just smiled and waved the thorn covered stem at Peggy in undisguised invitation.
Susan leaned closer to Peggy. “Just don't get carried away, all right? I don't want Helen stuffing my fanny full of those things with a mallet.”
Peggy laughed at the image Susan's words created in her mind. “Oh all right. I'll try to control my depraved desires for the sake of your fanny.”
“My fanny thanks you,” Susan said. She held out her hand and Rinda placed the fiercely spiked stem in her hand. She used the knife to hack off enough of the thorns from one end to provide a firm grip, and then looked at Rinda's fanny. “Say aaah,” she quipped as she and Peggy cooperated to spread the girl's vaginal orifice once more. Since the diameter of this stick and its thorns was much greater than the first, they had to spread Rinda's cunt hole to a much greater extent merely to allow the tip of the stick to fit without ripping her vagina to pieces. In the end, despite their best efforts, Susan had to tilt the thick branch and use one thornless edge of the tip to pry Rinda's sexual orifice open wide enough to allow the thorns that projected from its top and sides to fit into her vagina. Once the tip was in, it became easier to slowly work the spiny shaft into her cunt by tugging and pulling on the side of her hole facing each successive thorn. When about an inch and a half of the stick was inserted, there were enough thorns inside of the girl's vagina to hold her cunt hole open so that the rest of the bark covered shaft could be slowly and painfully inserted.
There was no question of trying to ease the entry of this spiky intruder by relaxing her muscles or any other such tricks and Rinda's only option was to stay as still as possible and to endure to the tearing, stabbing pain that tortuously worked its way deeper and deeper into her vagina. Of course this suited Rinda down to the ground, and she would have grinned happily if she hadn't been so busy grimacing in agony.
It was utterly fascinating for Susan to watch as the thick spiky stake slowly sank into Rinda's cunt and after a moment's hesitation caused by the shredded remnants of her modesty, she began to masturbate even as she skewered the girl with the nasty looking thorns. She braced her palm against the end of the branch and pushed hard, scraping the thorns along the length of Rinda's vagina and thrilling at the sounds of pain that it extracted from the sweating, shuddering girl, but also by the way Rinda worked her hips against the pressure of the thorn covered branch, avidly assisting in the torture of her own cunt.
Each thorn seemed to create its individual thread of pain inside of Rinda's vagina, with the entire mass of spikes weaving a pattern, a veritable tapestry of raw sensation. She clenched her teeth and fought to bear the frightening, ripping pain blazing from her cunt, knowing that she would be rewarded with indescribable pleasure if only she had the strength of will to endure. In the beginning it had been hard, but years ago when she had realised that Roger and Helen would never push her beyond what she could and wanted to bear, she had discovered that she was able to relax and absorb previously unimaginable amounts of punishment – as she did now. It had been more difficult to fall into the right frame of mind with these two unfamiliar women, but she was growing to trust Susan and with that trust came the delightful heat that always magically transmuted raw suffering into pure molten pleasure. “Yes, push it in, hurt me more,” she half whispered, her being torn between screaming pain and the erotic pleasure that she craved.
Although Susan still felt some reservations about Peggy's ability to control her hitherto unsuspected sadism, she felt it only fair to offer her friend a turn, so she released her grip on the half inserted stick and gestured invitingly at it. “You have a go,” she said with a smile.
As a nurse Peggy had always felt a strong sense of duty and a desire to help and heal, and she felt more than a little guilty about her loss of control. She nodded at Susan, grateful that her friend still trusted her. She had no idea whether she could control herself when overcome by lust, but she determined to try, even though she was getting increasingly aroused by the naughty games they were playing with Rinda and the freedom they were being given to abuse the Iban girl's body and especially her fanny. Her hand closed around the end of the thick stem and an electric thrill ran up her arm and all the way to her cunt. “Ready Rinda?”
Rinda swallowed and nodded. Her fingers clawed slowly at the smooth water-worn rock as if trying to gain a grip on it and she tensed the muscles of her thighs and buttocks, bracing her cunt for what Peggy was going to do to her.
Susan moved to Rinda's side. With one hand she toyed with her nipple and with the other she stroked the girl's clitoris with a feather-light touch. Her touch also allowed her to feel the girl's reactions to the spiky penetration of her cunt, and she suddenly felt a powerful urge to sit astride Rinda's head and to feel the girl's lips and tongue on her fanny. The girl gasped and Susan turned her head to look at the improvised torture dildo and what Peggy was doing.
Once more Peggy chose the more direct route and simply pushed without twisting or wiggling the branch, forcing the thorns straight in to Rinda's cunt hole. Her pulse throbbed in her temples and in her throat as she watched each deadly looking spikes forcibly shoulder their way into the reddened and sore looking orifice and listened to the strained sounds coming from Rinda's lips.
Susan lowered herself, kissed Rinda on the lips, and then placed her lips around the girl's hard crinkled nipple and sucked. She ran her hand up the girl's arm and linked fingers with her as she suckled, feeling an incredible intimacy as she listened to the native girl softly moan in response to the relentless progression of the thorns into her vagina. Rinda's grip tightened and she felt the girl's body quiver. Releasing the nipple Susan turned her head to look along Rinda's tight flat belly and saw the Peggy had changed to slapping the base of the stick with her palm, hammering the shaft of thorns into the girl's vagina with abrupt jolts similar to a pile-driver.
Rinda was unable to prevent her vaginal muscles from momentarily tensing with each of the jolting impacts, which of course tightened her vagina around the ravaging thorns, so that each fraction of an inch of progress produced first a fierce scraping and scratching, followed by a multitude of fresh needle pricks along the entire length of her vaginal passage. Susan's caresses and the grip of her hand warmed and comforted her while an almost continuous hail of intense burning points of erotic pleasure overloaded her nerves. She began to come in quick convulsive orgasmic explosions like a chain of fire-crackers going off inside her belly, and she screamed in triumph when the tip of the stick thumped painfully against her cervix and her entire vaginal was filled with a cylindrical mass of thorns.
Peggy thumped upon the end of the shaft with her fingers as if beating a small drum, using the dozens of thorns that were pressed against Rinda's vaginal walls to transmit a rhythmic melody of pain, masturbating her with torment.
Rinda's mouth opened in a wide “O” and her hips lifted off of the rock, braced by her strong young thighs. She pulled Susan towards her and let their lips lock together as Peggy rapped harder and faster, and glorious agony filled her cunt and overflowed into the rest of her body.
Peggy's hair hung over her face, swaying like strands of seaweed floating in the water. Her arms and hands moved in a blur as she beat an erotic tattoo of pain into Rinda's cunt, totally caught up in the blazing eroticism of the golden skinned girl. Through the red haze of her arousal Peggy realised that Rinda needed just that little bit more to get her over the edge and to soar into a truly soul shaking orgasm. Inspired by their mutual lust, Peggy suddenly grabbed the branch tightly with both hands, not even feeling the thorns that pierced her palms, and twisted – hard.
Rinda screamed into the cavity of Susan's mouth, and convulsed so hard that she would have thrown herself off of the rock and into the water behind her if not for Susan's body lying on top of her. She had been building up to this climax all day, teasing herself with the sight and smells of the two naked women and the anticipation of what she would get them to do to her, and now it felt so good that it seemed as if her heart might burst and her mind crash and burn from sheer unalloyed pleasure like the aeroplanes she had seen falling from the sky. She screamed even louder when Peggy pulled the branch out with a single smooth motion and she came again, even harder.
Peggy studied the thorn studded branch in her hand, amazed that it was not drenched with blood. There were a few thorns that seemed to have their tips stained crimson, but it seemed impossible that they had not done more damage. Her nurse's persona suddenly came to the fore and she was vastly relieved that Rinda seemed largely unharmed and was in fact passionately embracing Susan. On an impulse she lowered herself between Rinda's legs and began to kiss the girl's red and swollen cunt.
“Whew! That was smashing,” Rinda said, beaming with satisfaction. She stretched lazily, ignoring the soreness of her cunt and the twinges of pain her movements caused.
Susan gaped in surprise when the girl wriggled free of her embrace, rolled off of the rock and tumbled into the water with a splash, disappearing under the surface. The reflection of the sky off of the rapidly moving water made it impossible to see into the depths of the pool. “Can you see her?”
Peggy shook her head. “Can't see a thing. Do you think she's all right? Should we go in after her?”
Susan leaned over the edge. “I – “ She jerked her head back in surprise when Rinda surfaced less than a foot away, gasping for breath and laughing at the same time. Susan took Rinda's hand and helped her out of the water again, feeling a rush of renewed lust at the sight of the girl's wet naked body. She still didn't consider herself a lesbian, or even bisexual. Rather, she now knew she was able to be sexually excited by another woman under the right circumstances, which was no more life changing than discovering that she liked raw fish or Chinese food. She did wonder if Peggy thought of her as a lesbian, but it didn't really bother her one way or another.
“Now that I've had my fun, let me pleasure you and Peggy,” Rinda said, pressing her damp nakedness against Susan.
“What do you have in mind?”
Rinda pointed at Susan's collection of stones. “I'll lie down on the rock again, and then the each of you can each take turns sitting on my face while the other one stuffs my cunt with the stones.”
“Peggy? What do you think?” Susan asked.
Peggy liked the idea of sitting on Rinda and pressing her fanny against the girl's face and nodded with a wide grin. “But I get first sit,” she cried, hopping up and down in excitement.
This suited Susan perfectly since she wanted to get herself into the mood for an orgasm by playing with Rinda's fanny again. “Be my guest.” There was nothing complicated about this new game. Peggy positioned herself above Rinda's face and then began to sigh in bliss, while Susan slowly fed the rough angular stones into Rinda's vagina, pushing each one in with her thumb while her other hand occupied itself toying with the girl's clitoris and labia.
With her thumbs holding Peggy's cunt open wide, Rinda eagerly went to work. Helen was very demanding and had honed Rinda's cunnilingual skills to a fine edge with constant practise and liberal application of the whip for encouragement. In this case she was inspired by the scraping, grating sensations in her own cunt as it was gradually filled up with the stones. The first handful of large pebbles went in easily, but when the column of stones were propelled all the way to her cervix by Susan's strong thumb it became more challenging. Each stone after that had to be forced into her body, collapsing the stack of stones and stretching her vagina, driving the sharp edges and rough surfaces of the stones against her sensitive inner tissues as well as the mouth of her womb. What was more, she couldn't simply lie back and think of England as Roger like to say. In between each insertion, she had to squeeze with her inner muscles in order to prevent the inserted stones from falling out, which consequently pressed and grated the stones harder against her vagina. It was an enjoyable challenge and felt like she was being slowly, glacially, fucked with an ever expanding dildo made of roughly hewn rock. She expressed her appreciation of this treatment by vigorously applying her tongue and lips to Peggy's cunt and was soon rewarded by the nurse moaning loudly and pressing her cunt suffocatingly down against Rinda's face.
Although she had hidden it even from herself, Susan had always enjoyed handling the genitals of young attractive women and had especially enjoyed her time assisting in gynaecological check-ups, using instruments such as the speculum to open their vaginas to obscene and ridiculous widths. She was finally able to admit to herself that she had delighted in the gasps and moans of pain that her actions had caused, even though she was always the soul of kindness and understanding at the time. She selected another stone and placed it against Rinda's tightly clenched orifice. She felt the girl relax her muscles as she applied pressure with her thumb, which prevented the packed stones inside of Rinda's vaginal from spilling out. Susan couldn't spread the native girl's hole, which was already raw and sore from the kiss of the thorns, so she simply pressed the stone against the opening and forced it in, scraping and pinching the flesh around Rinda's vaginal orifice as well as shifting and further compacting the stones inside of her. Susan wondered how many she could insert before Peggy came, and she had kept count for later comparison with Peggy's attempt.
Meanwhile, Peggy was having the time of her life. This was the first time she had ever had the luxury of being totally selfish in her sexual pleasure, without needing to accommodate a partner's needs, even if it was just to spread her legs and moan at the appropriate moments. In addition the act of sitting upon the Iban girl's face while watching as her fanny was painfully stuffed full of rocks only provided the garnish to what was an incredible luxury that she had never known before. The pleasure was so intense that she could feel her face and neck reddening and she panted in quick short breaths as she pinched her own nipples, and even though she wished that the experience could last forever, she could feel herself about to come and lacked the ability or desire to delay it. Just a couple of days ago, she would have been mortified to have Susan looking right into her eyes as she came, but now she groaned, grimaced, and rubbed her fanny against Rinda's face almost defiantly, and her orgasm was better than anything she had ever experienced. “Oh damn I'm coming! I'm coming!” she cried shrilly, shocking the birds in the trees into momentary silence.
Susan slammed home a final stone and slapped her palm flat against Rinda's fanny, feeling the stones inside of her grind and scrape as she pushed.
Peggy's cunt smothered her, tightly covering her eyes, nose and mouth with the nurse's wet sex, but Rinda did not panic and kept her tongue buried deep inside Peggy's vagina, tasting the flow of orgasmic fluid that tricked into her mouth. Between her legs she felt the stones jam painfully against her cervix and stretch her vagina. She wondered if some of them would go right into her womb and how she would get them out if they did. The wet musky pressure against her face finally eased as Peggy lifted herself off of her head, and Rinda sucked in a great lung-full of air, easing the pounding desperation of near suffocation. She grinned at Susan and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. “That feels really good,” she said in response to Susan's continuing massage of her stone packed cunt.
“Do you want me to make you come?” Susan asked.
Rinda shook her head. “Thanks, but I think I want to reserve my energy for your cunt.”
“How about these stones? Should I help you get them out?”
The Iban girl demonstrated her youthful strength and resilience by smoothly sitting up and then springing into a deep squat in a single lithe movement. “No thanks. All part of the show. Watch this.” She arched her back and rolled her hips forwards so that her cunt was clearly visible, and then used her hands to spread her labia, both for effect and to open up her vagina. Her belly muscles tensed and she pushed. Moments later stones began to tumble out of her vagina, slowly at first and them more and more. When the most tightly packed ones were gone, Rinda had to use a finger to fish out the remaining stones that stubbornly refused to be ejected. “Ta da! All gone!” She pushed the stones into a neat pile and then looked towards Susan. “Your turn now,” she said cheerfully.
Susan couldn't deny that she was ready and eager to have an orgasm, and she assumed a squatting position above Rinda's head with alacrity. She immediately felt the girl's tongue go to work and she sighed in pleasure. Unlike Peggy, she wanted to give Rinda room to work, so she didn't press her fanny down against the girl's face but rather gently rocked her hips in time with the strokes of Rinda's lapping tongue. Her fingers could just reach the girl's nipples, which she began to caress, the contact with Rinda's body making it a little easier to balance.
After slowly inserting a couple of stones, Peggy's sadistic inclination rose to the fore once more and she changed her technique to positioning each stone against Rinda's vaginal opening with the fingers of her left hand and then ramming it in with a forceful thrust with her right thumb, thereby ensuring the maximum of friction and abrasion with each insertion and consequently the greatest pain. She smiled in cruel satisfaction when she saw the way Rinda's body tensed and shook in obvious pain each time she tamped home one of the stones.
Rinda appreciated the way Susan was giving her room to work and rewarded the nurse by applying all her skill and every trick of oral sex that Helen had taught her. She had expected Peggy to demonstrate greater cruelty and was not caught by surprise by the sharp bursts of intense pain in her cunt as Peggy rammed the stones into her vagina. She wondered if the petite nurse would have been dismayed if she had realised the full extent of Rinda's love of pain, or Helen's likely reaction when the female pirate saw the damage the stones were causing to her vaginal opening. Hidden by Susan's hips, Rinda let a wide anticipatory smile spread across her face in the knowledge that Helen would allow her to witness Peggy's punishment.
Susan came so hard that she overbalanced and fell onto her hands and knees on top of Rinda, screaming in an excess of pleasure as Rinda's lifted her head and continued to lick and suck on the nurse's super sensitised clitoris. Susan was moaning loudly by the time Rinda finally took pity on her, and she lowered her head between the native girl's thighs in order to kiss her fanny in thanks. Instead she gasped in horror when she saw the blood and the raw mess that Peggy had made of the Iban girl's vaginal opening. “Oh my god! Peggy, what have you done?”
Peggy was kneeling on the grass, lost in a haze of sadistic sensuality, and it took a moment for Susan's horrified tone to reach her. “What? What's the matter?” she asked, honestly confused by her friend's alarm. She shook herself briskly and her nurse's professionalism returned. Her eyes focused on Rinda's fanny and then widened in shocked surprised. “But I…” She stopped, lost for words.
Rinda sat up as soon as Susan got off of her and peered down at her cunt. She touched it with a fingertip and winced, but then climbed up onto her knees and reached out to touch Peggy's shoulder. “I'm all right and I'm not angry.” She leaned forwards and kissed Peggy on the lips. “I could have stopped you but I didn't.” She brought her lips to the shocked nurse's ear. “In fact I rather enjoyed it.” She made the nurse jump by putting the tip of her tongue into Peggy's ear. “However, Helen is likely to use it as an excuse to be really mean to you,” she added, grinning mischievously. She turned to Susan and pointed at the basket. “There's a little bottle in there containing a brownish powder. It's a Chinese medicine that is really good for wounds, especially cuts and abrasions. I brought it along – just in case,” she said with a wink.



Chapter Ten
 

Pirate Base, 15-16th February 1942

 
The sun had gone down by the time the trio arrived back in the underground pirate base with Rinda leading, skipping along as if nothing had happened to her.
Susan was amazed at the girl's resiliency and unfailing good humour, especially since she had to be in considerable pain. Peggy looked downcast and was clearly worried, and Susan put her arm around her friend's shoulder. “Don't worry, everything will be all right. Look at her. She's fine and she's already said that she doesn't blame you.”
Peggy shook her head slowly. “It's not just that. How could I have done that to her? I'm a good person, or at least I've always thought I was. But when I was … was torturing her I seemed to change into someone completely different, and I'm not sure I like who that person is.”
Susan brought both of them to a halt and put her hands on Peggy's shoulder to give her a little shake. “You're still my best friend Peggy. You discovered today that you have a little um, eccentricity. So what? So do I. You didn't seriously harm Rinda and if you were some kind of monster you wouldn't be beating yourself up like this, now would you?”
“I … I suppose so,” Peggy said hesitantly.
“I know so,” Susan said firmly, and then tweaked Peggy's nipple. “Roger and Helen will be waiting for us, so no more of this silliness, all right?”
Peggy rubbed her nipple, smiled and nodded. “All right.”
“That's my girl. Now come on. Dinner's waiting and I for one am famished.” Susan took Peggy's hand and pulled her in Rinda's wake. She entered the main hall with Peggy still in tow and saw their hosts waiting for them. Her footsteps slowed as she grew nearer and saw their expressions. Surely Rinda's couldn't have reported their behaviour already, she thought.
Roger stepped forward, his face grim. “Singapore has fallen. We just received news over the wireless that Percival has just surrendered.”
Her own problems forgotten, Peggy gripped his arm. “That's impossible. They can't have surrendered so quickly. The soldiers said that they were going to fight to the last man.”
Roger, who made his living defying Singapore's military might, had held a different opinion of Singapore's ability to resist the Japanese, but he just shook his head sadly. “No mistake. There's going to be a lot of last minute refugees sailing from Singapore tonight and for the next couple of days until the Japs can fully clamp down on all movement. Helen and I were just making plans to see if our boats can help to pick up as many as possible and guide them to safety. I'm sure that ships and boats from Australia will try to provide rescue services.”
“If they can get past the Jap air and naval patrols,” Helen said.
“You're free to do whatever you please tonight as we will be busy,” Roger said.
“Is there anything we can do? Our deal still stands, but we would like to help if we can,” Susan said, glancing at Peggy who nodded in agreement.
Roger rubbed his chin. “There are bound to be casualties, especially with the Japs bombing and strafing ships like they are, plus dehydration and sun stroke. Would you be willing to treat them? Basic triage and emergency room stuff only. We can't risk setting up a hospital here. That would be bound to attract the Japs, so any refugees too badly injured to travel will have to be handed over to a native village, which probably means a Jap internment camp. Reports are that the Nips are setting some up over in the Indies.”
Peggy started to object, but was silenced by Susan's touch. On calmer reflection she realised that Roger was right and that they would risk losing everything if there was a steady flow of wounded headed to and from the island and it was spotted by the Japs. “I'm game,” she said.
“But you stay naked,” Helen said, a malicious gleam in her eye.
Susan bit her lip, glanced at Peggy, and then nodded. Being seen naked by Europeans would be much more humiliating than merely going about unclothed in front of natives and Orientals, but her sense duty overcame feelings of humiliation. “Agreed.”
 

***

 
After dinner they were left to their own devices along with Rinda, and as soon as they were alone Susan said to her, “Thanks for not telling on us about the …. “ Her eyes went to Rinda's fanny.
The native girl chuckled. “Helen has enough on her plate. I didn't want her to get all worked up over a little fun.” Then she looked both of the white women in the eye. “I'll tell her later, when things have settled down a bit.”
Peggy nodded. “Fair enough.”
Susan said, “Isn't the Jap invasion going to make things difficult for a bunch of …. “ 
“Pirates?” Rinda said, unruffled. “Piracy is an old an honourable profession in this part of the world, and the British and the Dutch have been trying to catch us for years without success. Once the main invasion is over, things will quieten down and we'll go back to business. There will be lots of abandoned goods, smugglers, and even Japanese supply ships to hit.”
Having seen the efficiency and savagery of the Japanese forces first hand Susan was more doubtful, but she had to admit she had no knowledge of the piracy business or the capability of Roger's fleet, so she really couldn't comment. “I hope so, for all our sakes.”
Rinda excused herself. “But just let one of the servants know if you need me and I'll come running. Well, hobbling quickly at any rate,” she said, pretending to clutch her cunt and wincing. She saw Peggy's stricken expression and glided over to her. She kissed the nurse on the cheek. “I'm fine. Really I am. I could have pulled away at any time, so stop looking so guilty.” With that she waved at Susan and skipped away.
Looking slightly dazed, Peggy sighed. “She really is something special and I really don't know what to make of her.”
Susan said, “Let's go back to our room. I could do with a nap and I would still feel better doing it where someone can't stare at my bare bottom.”
As they walked through the corridor-like tunnels, Peggy softly said, “If they are sending people off to Australia, that means we might be able to go as well.”
Susan nodded slowly. “The thought had occurred to me.”
“And?”
“And I don't know if any of them will make it to Australia, or even if Australia will be safe from the Japs. Right now we're safe, comfortable and well fed. In Australia we might not be able to find a job or be able to get back to England. We'd be refugees and might end up in some kind of camp for all we know.” Susan sighed. “Besides which …. “
Peggy stopped walking and turned to face her friend. “Yes?”
“We promised, gave our word to Roger and Helen that we would …” Susan threw up her arms. “Oh who am I fooling? The things that Roger and Helen are doing to me, the things that I'm doing … I think … no, I know that I like it. There. I've said it. Now tell me how awful I am.” She lifted her chin defiantly, expecting outrage from her friend.
Peggy laughed, almost hysterically. “To tell you the truth I was wondering if you would give me a good argument in favour of leaving.”
Susan giggled. “You too? I was preparing to be all noble and to urge you to go without me.” Her expression sobered. “You know Helen still has it in for you.”
“I hadn't forgotten. But after what I did to Rinda, I'm beginning to feel that I deserve whatever she plans for me. Besides, we can do some good here. You know there are going to be some badly wounded people picked up out of the sea.”
Susan nodded. “I'd thought of that too, but I didn't want to use that to convince you.”
Peggy threw her arms around her friend. “You're a good egg, Susan.”
Susan hugged her back. “Now that's settled, let's get some sleep and then see if Rinda can point us to the medical supplies. We need to be ready for any casualties.”
Rubbing her body against Susan, Peggy grinned. “You know, there are some advantages to being naked all the time.”
Susan raised an eyebrow. “Are you suggesting something, Peggy Brown?”
“Why don't you get into bed and find out,” Peggy replied, letting her hands drift down to squeeze her taller friend's buttocks.
 

***

 
Rinda's slim youthful form swayed down a corridor that the nurses had not seen before. She had been wearing a skirt-like sarong, but had taken it off when she had joined the Susan and Peggy demonstrating her complete comfort with being naked. Unlike the main areas, this one was not wallpapered or panelled, but was tiled and whitewashed, indicating a more utilitarian purpose. “The pantries and cold rooms are further down this way as well as the generators and other utility rooms.” She stopped when she came up to a doorway sealed off by double steel sheathed doors. “This is the infirmary. No one's in it at the moment so you don't have to be quiet.” She pushed open one the doors which were equipped with spring closers and ushered the other women in.
Susan looked around the large room in surprise. There were four standard steel framed hospital beds, two to either side, an examination table, and polished metal gleamed all around her under the bright lights. Glass fronted cabinets revealed rows of instruments and syringes, as well as a multitude of neatly labelled bottles and jars. There was an autoclave and even what Susan recognised as an x-ray fluoroscope. “You have a doctor on the island?” she asked in surprise.
“We did until a month ago,” Rinda said sadly. “Doctor Eberhardt was a good man. He saved many of our lives and delivered many babies.”
“Did he leave?” Peggy asked.
“He was machine-gunned by a British patrol boat while returning from a trip to Singapore to buy medicines,” Rinda said. “The boat and crew managed to dodge the patrol in the darkness but two of the bullets caught the doctor before they got out of range.”
“Oh.”
Rinda shrugged. “Doctor Eberhardt lost his license for touching a woman patient in the wrong way, so he had to deal with smugglers and drug dealers in order get what he needed. The British might have been after the smugglers.” Then she smiled. “On the bright side he got all the sex and touching he wanted working for us, so I suppose he died a happy man.”
“So you don't have a doctor at the moment?” Susan said thoughtfully.
“No. Your skills will be really welcome, especially with the arrival of the Japs. From what I've heard, they're much more eager to use their guns and bayonets than the English or Dutch.”
As soon as the words left Rinda's mouth the doors to the infirmary crashed open to reveal a panting Iban boy. Hurried and breathless he gabbled something to Rinda in what Susan assumed was an Iban dialect. His alarm was obvious despite Susan's inability to understand what he said. “What's the matter?”
Rinda's hand rose to cover her mouth. “A Jap patrol boat just came by the island. The Japs came ashore demanding to know if there were any foreigners here, especially Europeans or Chinese. That was no problem since there was nothing for them to find. One of them spoke Malay, which everyone understands. They took some food and raped two of the women. They said this was to teach us respect and then demonstrated how everyone was supposed to bow to them.”
The boy seemed to understand English and nodded, and then made jabbing motions with his arms and gabbled some more in Iban.
“The Japs accused one of the men of lacking in respect when he bowed and just like that stabbed him with a bayonet and clubbed him down with his rifle stock. He warned everyone not to help him, and then they went back to their boat and sailed away,” Rinda said, her face twisting in grief and anger.
“Is the man still alive?” Susan snapped, looking at the boy.
The youngster nodded.
“Have them bring him here, right away!”
The boy looked at Rinda who nodded in agreement, and then ran out of the room shouting all the way.
“Shouldn't at least one of us follow him?” Peggy asked.
“No. By the time we gathered a stretcher and medical kit and made our way upstairs they would already have him half-way here. Better for him if we get scrubbed up and ready for him.”
 

***

 
Susan tied off the last stitch and stepped back to let Peggy clean away the blood and then paint the closed wound with Mercurochrome antiseptic, staining the newly cleaned skin a bright red. Carefully avoiding the metal stand and the bottle of saline solution that was feeding through a rubber tube into the man's arm, she stripped off her surgical gloves and went over to the sink to wash.
“Will he live?” Rinda asked anxiously from the doorway.
Susan took off her mask and wiped her hands dry. “He's lost a lot of blood, but on the other hand the bayonet seems to have missed perforating his bowels. He must had twisted aside at the last moment. I'll give him some sulfa pills when he is able to swallow which should help prevent infection. So unless we've missed something, he has a good chance.”
Rinda let the doors close, turned to face the corridor and translated Susan's words into Iban. There were cries of relief and joy from the waiting crowd lining the corridor.
The door pushed open and Susan hurried to block the entrance. “They can't come in. He's still very weak and we can't risk infection.”
“This is the man's mother,” Rinda said, her hand on the weeping woman's shoulder. “She just wants to thank you for saving her son.”
With tears streaming down her face, the old Iban woman bobbed her head and spoke a long stream of Iban, at the end of which she said, “T… tank yoo.”
Susan returned the bow and said, “Tell her I'm glad to be able to help. And … and tell her I'm sorry that I had to attend to him like this.” She indicated her nakedness with her hands.
The woman listened to Rinda's translation and then smiled.
Rinda chuckled. “She says that she is not offended and that she is sure that your beauty will give her son even greater strength to survive.”
 

***

 
With their patient safely transferred to one of the beds and sedated with a black-market military syrette of morphine, Susan and Peggy retired to the main hall to relax with a cup of coffee.
“I'm glad we were able to help that poor man,” Peggy said.
“Yes, as am I. I'm beginning to really hate those bloody Japs.”
Peggy nodded. “I may have had some doubts about staying here before, but now I'm sure that it's the right thing to do, both for us and these people.”
“You know this will make us pirates too,” Susan said.
“I like parrots, but I absolutely refuse to wear an eye-patch,” Peggy said straight faced.
 

***

 
It was nearly dawn before Roger and Helen returned to discover what had happened. Roger looked grim and concerned as he strode into the hall, while Helen simply looked murderously furious.
“Thank god no one was killed. We stopped by an island where a Jap officer had beheaded a man and woman when they objected to having their daughter raped. The heads were placed on top of a wall and the locals were warned not to take them down. The Japs take this respect thing very seriously. I'll have to have a talk to our people in case they come back.”
“If they come back I'll kill the bastards,” Helen growled.
“No you won't. You'll get your chance to kill some Japs soon enough, but not here,” Roger said firmly.
Helen sighed. As a Chinese, and especially as a Chinese pirate, she held an ancestral hatred of the Japanese, which had not been improved by their invasion of China and the atrocities that they had committed there. “I know. It's just … aaarrh!” Her fingers clenched as if gripping a pistol or sword. Her father had never been one for turning the other cheek.
Roger turned back to the nurses. “I have some bad news. We learned from some of the refugees that there has been a massacre at Alexandra Hospital. Word is that around two hundred staff and patients were killed.”
“Oh my god,” Peggy said, biting her knuckles.
“I know it sounds terrible, but it's a good thing all the QA nurses evacuated when they did. I suppose some were killed when the Kuala and other ships were attacked or sunk, but hopefully most of them made it to safety,” Susan said.
“Do you suppose the Japs are going to go around killing people willy nilly?” Peggy said worriedly.
Roger shook his head. “I doubt it. They need to pacify their conquered territory. This initial show of viciousness is probably intended to cow the populace.”
But Helen wasn't so certain. “In China they often performed revenge killings, wiping out whole villages if someone resisted or fought them, even if no one in that particular village was involved.”
“I hear that you two were responsible for saving Samat's life,” Roger said.
Susan shrugged. “We did what was right and what we were trained to do.”
“Well you've certainly made friends amongst the Ibans, and you have my gratitude as well. I am responsible for everyone on the island, and while we will always lose people to the sea and in action, I'll be damned if I will lose someone just because they didn't bow fast enough to some filthy Japs.”
“We'll do our best, but don't mistake us for doctors. If the bayonet had perforated Samat's bowels, he would have died despite anything we could do,” Susan said.
Helen nodded. “We understand and we're still trying to find a replacement for Doctor Eberhardt. Perhaps we'll get lucky and pick up a stray doctor floating in the sea.”
“Come on, let's have breakfast. I'm famished,” Roger said rubbing his hands.
Although he didn't order her to, Peggy fell in beside him and smiled when his hand fell on her buttock and squeezed.
Susan was surprised when Helen took her hand and they walked that way to the breakfast table.
“Rinda tells me that you had a good time today. I like that waterfall too. I swim there often,” Helen said.
Susan wondered if Helen was testing her, or if Rinda had truly not said anything about their sexual games. Then she realised that it did not matter either way. The only sensible thing to do was to tell the truth. “Yes we did. Rinda is such a nice girl and a lot of fun. I'm sorry to say that I did get a bit carried away in our games and she got hurt. Nothing serious, but rather painful I'm afraid.” She had not started out with the intention to take the blame, but she was afraid for Peggy, especially since Helen already held a grudge against her, and the words had just come out.
“I admire your wanting to protect your friend and it's good that you chose to be honest with me, but Rinda has already given me a full account of your little games,” Helen said as they neared the dining table.
Peggy heard fragments of what Helen had said and guessed the subject. “Don't listen to her. It was all me, and I'm ready to face the consequences,” she declared stoutly.
Helen patted Peggy on the cheek. “That's sweet. I think we're going to get along just fine – after I've made you scream for me.”
This made Peggy swallow nervously, but she made herself stand straight and just nod in acceptance. She was therefore surprised when she felt a distinct glow of arousal when Helen drew her fingernails lightly down the front of her body from her throat, between her breasts, over her navel, and all the way down to her fanny.
Roger clapped his hands. “All right girls, you know what to do.”
Despite the fact that this was only the second time she had done this, she felt that there far less drama and tension involved. Susan felt almost like a seasoned performer climbing up onto the stage. Since Peggy had gone first the last time, she elected to start this morning. As she stood facing her little audience she felt a rush of confidence and a surprising lack of shame or embarrassment. For now at least, she had chosen to be here, and this was merely part of her new life. She decided that she had, in a manner of speaking, proven her mettle as a sexual plaything and rather than drama she chose to go for quality. She would masturbate with the objective of having the strongest possible orgasm while giving them the best possible view. She wondered if they would enjoy it if she described what she was doing and how it felt. The thought of it made her cheeks redden but she couldn't deny that the idea definitely excited her too. With her feet apart she dropped into a deep squat, a position that she was becoming increasingly comfortable with. “Can everyone see my cunt?” she asked brightly. She deliberately used the term cunt rather than fanny because everyone on the island seemed to prefer it, even though it still felt a little strange and harsh when she said it. When everyone nodded she spread her outer labia. “What about now. Is this better?” This time the nods were much more enthusiastic. “Wonderful. Now I'm going to touch myself, my inner lips, my cunt hole, my clitoris, and yes even my little pee hole. I'm going to put some fingers deep into my hole, my vagina, and make as much juice for you as I can before I get down to the business of making myself come. I hope you all enjoy it. Watch carefully now, and here we go!”
 

***

 
“Whew! Oh my goodness, I've never come that hard before in my life,” Peggy said as she sank limply into her seat, her legs still trembling from the crashing waves of orgasmic sensation.
“It was interesting how you managed to keep your body completely still from the waist down even when you were coming,” Helen said, biting into a piece of toast.
“I was imagining that my legs were fixed to the table at the ankles and behind the knees.” She squeezed her sweat slick breasts and quivered. “It gives me such a deliciously shivery feeling,” she said.
“Do you enjoy being helpless? Tied up?” Helen asked.
Peggy's brow furrowed as she considered her reply. “Not really. What I seem to like, this is all so new to me, is forcing myself to be helpless, to bind myself with my will, so to speak. I'm not really sure how to explain it better than that.” To Peggy's surprise, Helen reached out and took her hand.
“I do understand. As you might have gathered, I am basically a very domineering person. A real bitch, some people would say – mostly when they think I can't hear.” Helen grinned at this. “But Roger gets to make me scream, and I let him. I even enjoy it. A lot. But only him.” She looked around challengingly as she said this last, and several of the servants quickly averted their eyes, although Rinda, who was watching and listening, just grinned. “I not only greatly enjoy it, but I think it helps me to maintain a proper perspective. I loved my father, but like most charismatic leaders with great power, he grew to become … dangerous. To himself as well as to those around him, and I never want to be like that.” Helen leaned across Peggy's body to touch Roger. “He is my anchor and safe harbour – as well as a really good lover.” Her grin widened to reveal pearly white teeth like the smile of a wolf. As she straightened up she kissed Peggy lingeringly on the lips in passing. “We've both been up all night, so I'm going to get some sleep after we finish here. Why don't you come to my playroom around lunch time? I'll have some food brought in and we can … talk while we eat. Rinda can show you to my playroom.”
Peggy bit her lip nervously and nodded. “I'll be there.”
“Same for you?” Susan asked Roger, smiling to show that she was ready and willing.
He nodded with an amused smile. “My bedroom.”



Chapter Eleven
 

Palembang and Pompong Island, 16th February 1942

 
Captain Fukushima was both annoyed and amused. Apparently the English traitor Digby, correction, Major Digby, was much taken with his new plaything and had insisted that Anna be allowed to come along on their hunt for the English nurses. When he had learned from Anna that Elke was serving Fukushima, the “Major” had generously ordered that she be brought along too. At least the patrol boat was large enough to have private cabins for each of the officers. He was glad that he did not have to witness the white man's degenerate behaviour. It did not occur to him that what he did with and to Elke was much the same. An Imperial Nipponese officer's relaxation could not in any way be compared to the perversions of the faithless Englishman. Discipline in the Japanese military was incredibly strict and overlaid with traditional codes of conduct and deference to superiors, and Fukushima was glad to see that the crew of the boat carefully avoided looking at the near naked women when they boarded, and that the men kept their faces carefully expressionless when Major Digby boarded. The Englishman's Kempetai uniform was enough to guarantee respectful behaviour towards him – from the lower ranks, at least. The Kempetai was responsible for discipline and the enforcement of military law as well as intelligence, and during wartime their authority extended very far indeed.
Standing over the navigation charts, Digby pointed. “This is where I last saw them, and they were floating in this direction. As a starting point I suggest we head for Pompong Island and question any natives and refugees from the sunken ships.”
This seemed like a sensible proposal, and Captain Fukushima couldn't think of anything better so he grunted in approval and gave the crew the order to cast off. The vessel was actually a captured Dutch converted deep sea fishing boat with a pair of somewhat antiquated Vickers .50 calibre machine guns mounted on a simple turret at the front of the vessel, but this would be more than enough to overawe anyone they might meet as sea, and his platoon of men would handle anything on land.
Digby quickly grew bored with the featureless view as they move away from the Sumatran coast and headed north towards the northern coast of Borneo. “I'll be in my cabin if you need me.”
Expressionless, Captain Fukushima nodded stiffly. “I shall notify you if your assistance is needed, Major.” His fingers clutched the handle of his sword and he wished fervently that he could use it on the Englishman.
Digby sensed the Japanese officer's disdain and chuckled. “See that you do, Captain,” he said, emphasising the Jap officer's lower rank. Holding tightly onto the railing he climbed down the ladder and out of the blazing hot tropical sun. Falling in a heap would do nothing for his dignity in the eyes of these slant eyed bastards. The boat rolled and juddered as it cut through the waves, unlike the ocean liner that had brought him to Singapore, which was his only other experience of sea travel and he braced himself with a hand on either side of the narrow corridor. As ranking officer, he had what should have been the Captain's cabin. He opened the door to see Anna spring to her feet only to have the deck suddenly tilt beneath her, making her lose her balance and fall and land in an undignified sprawl on the small bed.
“Stay there,” he said as he turned to lock the door behind him. His trust of his new allies was strictly limited. Despite his supposed rank, he knew that Fukushima would kill him in a second if the Japanese High Command changed their mind about his future utility.
“Yes, Digby sama,” Anna replied, sitting up and arranging herself in as attractive a pose as she could manage, which in Digby's case meant with her knees wide apart. A few heavy slaps to the face and a punch to her belly had inculcated into her the need for her cunt to be visible at all times, no matter how awkward a pose that necessitated. Despite his harsh treatment of her, she was actually quite grateful to him for getting her out of the camp and the “comfort house”. Digby's mistreatment of her was really no worse than the random cruelty of the Japanese officers which also bore the ever present possibility of a grisly death should one of her “clients” be in a bad mood. She had personally witnessed one of her fellow comfort women beaten and slashed to death with a broken whisky bottle. She had been compelled to help in cleaning up the bloody mess afterwards. Compared to that, she was more than willing to put up with anything that Digby might demand of her. At least his commands were in English. “Can I do anything for you, Digby Sama?”
“Get your lazy arse off of my bed for a start,” he snarled. He took off his belt and holster and hung it on a hook above the head of the bed and unbuttoned his tunic, which he tossed to her. “Hang that up properly and then get back here.” He would have liked to get drunk, but he was surrounded by potential threats and had to keep his head clear, so he would have to divert himself with Anna. Although he would never admit it, she was something familiar and comfortable in a world filled Orientals and uncertainty. As per his command she was naked, and the tight space and dim light of the cabin only served to accentuate her erotic appeal and the sensuality of her smooth curves.
Anna was very intelligent and she knew full well the effect her naked back and buttocks were having on Digby, and she smiled as she hung his tunic up on the back of the door, all the while shifting and tilting her hips and thighs to show her figure off to best advantage. Attracting his attention could only bring her fresh pain, but it was imperative for her to keep him interested, amused, and aroused. She had no doubt that he and that cold fish Fukushima would have her thrown overboard for the sharks if she became a burden, or worse, a bore. When she was done, she swivelled slowly around and let him study her front, the way the shadows emphasised the shape of her breasts, and the shaded “Y” of her crotch.
“Come here,” Digby said, his voice already thick with lust.
It wasn't hard for her to look apprehensive and she knew her fear excited him, although she was careful not to display any hesitation which might earn her a non-sensual and unnecessary punch or kick. She stopped when she was well within reach of his hands and between his parted knees. “What can I do for you, Digby sama,” she asked again, her voice low and suggestive this time. It was amazing what the threat of a horrible death did for one's acting ability, she thought. At least id did for her. Some of the other women simply froze like rabbits startled by a poacher, and some met the same fate as the rabbit. She was no rabbit, and she was going to survive – no matter what.
“Kneel,” Digby said in the same tone that he used with his secretary.
Anna obeyed, dropping quickly to her knees which she spread apart assuming, correctly, that was what he wanted.
“Lean back, hands on your heels.”
The position thrust her chest out and lifted her breasts into firm prominence, and she guessed that they were going to be the target of his attentions. Whether it was from fear or arousal, Anna felt her nipples harden and rise. Her fingers gripped her heels hard when Digby playfully brushed his fingers across the stiff points. It felt good.
He reached into his trouser pocket and produced a packet of Players Navy Cut cigarettes along with his own engraved Dunhill “Handy” lighter, one of the few possessions that he had managed to retain. The cigarettes were more captured loot given to him by Captain Fukushima. He shook out a cigarette and tapped it on the packet before setting the box on the bedside table. With a little cleaning and refuelling courtesy of the Jap camp attendants, the silver Dunhill had survived its submersion in seawater admirably and lit up on the first stroke of his thumb. He lit the cigarette, holding it between thumb and forefinger, savouring the familiar flavour of the smoke. However his purpose was not simply to smoke it, and from the way Anna was staring at the glowing ember at the end of the paper cylinder, she had guessed it too. “Oh dear, I forgot to offer you one. How thoughtless of me. If you don't mind, we can share this one. What do you say?”
Unable to take her eyes from the glowing red tip of the cigarette, she nodded stiffly, knowing that it was required of her. “Yes thank you, Digby sama.”
Digby had tried to get Anna to call him sir or Mr. Digby rather than “Digby sama” but Anna had insisted, saying that the Japs had threatened to chop off an arm if any of the women ever failed to render the proper respect. He smiled genially. “Splendid!” He took another puff, admired the glowing tip, and then reached out and brushed it quickly against Anna's breast.
The Eurasian girl's body jerked, more from the anticipation of pain than the real thing since the burning tip had brushed her skin so briefly that she had barely felt more than a fleeting sting. However the primal fear of fire made the adrenaline surge and she felt the pounding of her heart like the distant thump of jungle drums throughout her entire body. The rapidly fading heat at the point of contact was a menacing promise of what was to come. She saw the tip flare as Digby drew on the cigarette and then it painted a glowing arc in the air which intersected with her other breast. She was more prepared this time and barely quivered. She saw lust and fascination almost visibly glow from Digby's eyes, and the knowledge that she was responsible for this intense arousal as well as its subject filled her with a dark sensuous joy. She felt her cunt grow wet and the very thought that the cigarette might visit her there made her groan and shudder with fearful ecstasy.
Digby clutched at his crotch, squeezing his hardness through the rough fabric of the military uniform as his eyes traced the faint grey lines of ash that now decorated the lower curve of Anna's breasts. She had barely twitched each time the burning tobacco had touched her skin and she still supplicatingly offered herself to him. He imagined Susan kneeling and helpless before him and he took a long drag on the cigarette. His middle finger tapped and the ashes floated to the floor, revealing the glowing tip once more.
Anna watched the cigarette approach her nipple and she braced herself for the inevitable searing agony. But it stopped just before it touched and the embers hovered a fraction of an inch from her quivering nipple. She tried to control her breathing and the heaving of her chest so that the burning tip wouldn't accidentally touch her. However, it only took seconds before the hot air and radiated heat reached across the tiny gap to beat against the skin of her nipple and areola. Rather than a sudden searing burn, the heat grew and grew, and so did the pain. Her fingernails dug into her feet and her thighs trembled as she struggled to endure the rapidly escalating pain. This was worse than if he had simply pressed the cigarette against her nipple because she had to keep still even though the burning and pain grew steadily worse and she feared that at any moment her skin would blister and burn under the baking heat. She uttered a high pitched whimper through clenched teeth and inhaled in preparation for a full-fledged scream – and suddenly, wonderfully, the heat was gone, leaving her nipple to throb as if it was suffering from severe sunburn. Her breath rushed out in a gasp of relief and she realised that she was dripping with sweat.
Digby patted her thigh and chuckled. “Well done. Jolly well done.”
Surprised and encouraged by the unexpected praise, Anna smiled and said, “I just want to please you Digby sama.”
He nodded solemnly as if in receipt of some great wisdom. “I'm glad to hear it, Anna my dear. Now shall we try the other nipple?” he asked politely. The smell of the cigarette smoke in the confined space of the cabin and the constant rocking of the entire cabin lent an air of unreality to the proceedings.
“Of course, Digby sama.” She gasped softly when his finger drove roughly upwards into her cunt. Despite his rough handling of her sex, it still sent shivers of pleasure racing along her nerves. Her vagina gripped his finger gratefully when she felt the first twinge of heat beating against her as-yet unscathed nipple.
Digby felt her cunt clutch nervously at his finger while he held the glowing tip of the cigarette close to her other nipple but not quite touching it. He watched her face and body carefully, relishing her pain and her struggle to endure it. The squeezing of her cunt grew more intense and frantic as the heat and the pain rapidly rose to agonising levels. He pulled the cigarette away before her nipple was badly burned and chuckled when he felt a fresh flood of wetness inside her cunt run down his finger and the back of his hand. “How are you doing, Anna?”
The tips of her breasts ached and throbbed, and cold shivers ran up and down her spine, but she actually felt energised and powerfully alive. More than ever, she desired to survive and her mind became increasingly focused upon Digby as her saviour. Each fresh torment was like a blessing and her submission a sacrifice, an offering to a harsh and demanding god who held her life in the palm of his hand. “The burns on my nipples hurt very nicely, Digby sama.”
“Ready for more?”
“As much as you wish, Digby sama,” she replied guilelessly, feeling a rush of erotic heat as she said it.
Digby stubbed out the remains of the cigarette in a metal ashtray which was sunken into a hole cut in the top of the bedside table, presumably for reasons of safety, extracted a fresh one from the packet and went through the ritual of lighting it. “Now then, where were we?” Anna licked her lips and said, “You were going to warm up my nipples some more, Digby sama.”
“Ah yes!” He leaned forwards and suckled on both rigid teats. “These delightful little things.”
“Yes, Digby sama,” Anna said quivering in pleasure, overjoyed that he had deigned to caress her in such a manner. This time the smouldering ember arced down to actually touch the tip of the selected nipple. The pain struck like a red hot dart, piercing deep into her breast. The cigarette rose, glowed an incandescent red as he drew on it, and then dove to delicately touch the tip of the second nipple. “Aaahh!”
The cry of pain from Anna energised Digby, and he began to lightly touch the burning cigarette all over her breasts, and then downwards along her tightly arched belly.
Anna writhed and twisted like an Egyptian belly dancer in response to the quick fiery kisses of the cigarette, each leaving its own hot red mark but none serious enough to leave a permanent scar.
Hurriedly stubbing out the second cigarette, Digby stood up. “Get on the bed with your arse on the edge, legs up and spread your cunt,” he said while unbuttoning his fly and releasing his cock.
Wobbling slightly from legs numbed by extended kneeling, Anna sat on the edge of the bed, which was still warm from Digby's body, and then lowered herself onto her back, bringing her knees up in the same motion. Icy needles of fear pricked at her heart when she spread her legs and used her fingers to expose the inside of her cunt in the knowledge that he was going to use the cigarette on her sexual parts, although that very fear simply made the obscene exposure feel all the more intensely erotic. It was also obvious that he intended to fuck her in this position and that made her almost eager to feel the searing kiss of the burning tobacco on her cunt. While he lit the next cigarette, her thumbs very deliberately drew the hood back from her clitoris. Although he had not specified the act, she knew he would want it, and deep in her heart she admitted that she wanted it too. She did not know if he was actually going to burn her clitoris, but the very act of offering it to the flame made tiny orgasmic tremors shake her loins. She felt herself gradually sinking ever deeper into a warm, comforting sea of submission and sacrifice, and though she knew she ought to fight it, something in her nature wanted to belong, to feel safe in the hands of another. So much so that she actually found pleasure in his blows and torments because to her fear twisted mind it meant that he cared for her, even if it was in the way someone cared for a pet.
Digby moved up between her legs, the cigarette dangling from his lips. He ran his hands down the smooth soft insides of her thighs until they framed her pubic mound and touched Anna's fingers. He stroked the backs of her hands and then followed her fingers down to her wide open cunt. His fingers gripped her inner labia, pinched and pulled.
Anna made a sound that was almost a purr and rolled her head from side to side. The crushing pain felt wonderful and she gave herself up to it totally. When she opened her eyes she could see Digby's hard cock and it thrilled her that she was able to arouse him and maintain his interest. She smelled the scent of burning hair and she lifted her head to see the tip of the cigarette brushing through her sparse pelt of pubic hair. She shivered, knowing that it would touch her skin next. No sooner had that thought crossed her mind than the cigarette dipped and touched her pubic mound. The burning pain jolted her like an electric shock. Having the red hot ember so close to her open cunt set red lights flashing and alarms blaring in her mind, but she fought down the instinctive panic, and the electrical tingling quickly transferred itself to her cunt and she felt her tiny clitoris rising and stiffening as if it was eager to embrace the embers of burning tobacco.
Digby rocked his hips back and then forwards. The tightly spread condition of Anna's cunt made it easy for the head of his cock to find the warm wet opening and a moment later he was buried an inch deep inside of her. He fucked her like that, moving no more than a quarter of an inch in either direction even while he lifted the cigarette to his lips for a quick puff and a tap of his finger to remove the accumulated ash from the tip. Moving his hand carefully so as not to burn himself, he lowered the glowing tip towards Anna's cunt. With one hand braced against her thigh for stability, he brought the tip of the cigarette towards her inner labia. He waited for the boat to recover from a roll and then quickly brushed the smoking tip along the edge of one swollen inner cunt lip.
“Aaah!” Anna's labia were super sensitive, and the searing heat was joltingly painful. It took all of Anna's self-control not to attempt to close her legs, not that it was possible with Digby's body pressed up against her. It felt good and shockingly arousing to hold herself open, with the knowledge that the burning tip of the cigarette was still dancing over the obscenely exposed insides of her cunt, all the while with Digby's cock tantalisingly moving in and out of her vagina.
Anna's cunt was super tight and contracted in response to the touch of the cigarette like a massaging hand and Digby groaned. It felt better than any sex that he had ever had, and there was more to come. He inflicted more fleeting burns on her glistening pink flesh until the cigarette was almost burned down, and he knew it was time for the climax. His climax. With a long slow sigh he pushed his cock deep, sliding all the way into her. The contractions of her vagina continued even though he wasn't burning her and it was magic. He fucked her hard, making the bunk creak, until he knew he couldn't hold back any longer and then he took a final puff of the cigarette, thrust himself all the way in until he felt the head of his cock touch bottom, and then with exquisite care touched the brightly glowing tip of the shortened cigarette against Anna's clitoris.
“Eeee!” Anna seemed to go mad with pain, bucking and shaking as her legs closed tightly around Digby's waist and back. A sharp stab of pain, like a cold iron rail-road spike had suddenly hammered into her clitoris, made all conscious thoughts disappear from her mind and her body react purely on animal instinct. But instead of struggling to throw Digby off of her, she threw herself at him. Her arms went around his chest and she clung to him, fucking his cock like a demented succubus, all the while wailing in agonised lust.
Digby was just able to stub out the cigarette against the wall of the cabin before he topped onto the bed on top of the madly writhing Eurasian woman, matching her thrust for thrust until he shook with convulsions of his own and his semen jetted out of his cock into the welcoming heat of Anna's cunt.
 

***

 
Captain Fukushima shook his head in disgust in response to the animalistic noises coming from the Englishman's cabin. He looked down at the white woman kneeling in front of him. “If you ever make such disgusting noises I shall cut your throat.”
Taking her lips from around his cock, Elke said, “Yes Captain Fukushima. I will behave properly and with respect.” Like Anna, the Dutch woman saw the Japanese officer as a source of protection and certainty in a world gone mad. However, unlike Anna, Captain Fukushima's treatment of her did not drive her wild with lust. On the other hand, she was just as willing to do anything at all to please him, perhaps even more, driven as she was by the pure desire to survive at all costs. She resumed sucking him with great enthusiasm, ignoring her tiredness and the aching, burning muscles of her back, shoulders, and neck. Even as she worked, her mind was busy thinking of the next pleasure that she could provide her captor, including the most humiliating and painful torments and punishments her mind was capable of conceiving. Although hidden deep in the recesses of her brain the faint hope of escape continued to burn, it was almost completely drowned out by an almost insane desire to survive, to live, at any cost.
 

***

 
Standing on the calm sunny beach of Pompong Island, Digby found it hard to imagine the horror and death raining down from the sky as the SS Kuala exploded and sank beneath the very waters that he was looking at now.
Captain Fukushima had sent a couple of men off to the nearest village to see if any of the Kuala's survivors were still here. According to the latest reports from the Navy, patrol ships were going from island to island with orders to round up anyone not native to the islands. The troops were supposed to treat the islanders with respect, but from what he had seen and read, this was not always the case. The Imperial troops had little patience with the sub-human foreigners who did not speak Japanese and so often failed to demonstrate the respect owed to them. According to the latest reports available to him, Pompong had yet to be declared as being cleared of enemy troops or civilians. The sound of booted feet crunching on coral sand made him look towards the interior.
The scout bowed and saluted. “Captain, we have scouted the nearby village, and there are indeed white people present. Most look to be civilians, many of them women. As per your orders we did not show ourselves to them.”
“Excellent. Sergeant, take half the men and go around to the rear of the village and prevent anyone who does not appear to be native to the area from escaping. I shall lead the rest and approach by this coastal trail,” Captain Fukushima said. He turned to look at the Englishman. “That is, with your approval, Major Digby,” he added, his voice betraying none of the sarcasm behind his words.
“By all means, Captain. Do carry on,” Digby replied with a leisurely wave of his hand.
Captain Fukushima wanted to grind his teeth as he spun to face the tree line but he refused to expose his emotions, with the corresponding loss of face that it would entail. He waved his arm. “Move out.”
 

***

 
The refugees gathered in a ragged cluster in the centre of the village, surrounded by grim looking Japanese soldiers. One of the men was lying groaning on the ground after receiving a rifle butt to the back of his head when he attempted to run. Captain Fukushima knew that the soldier had been restrained in his actions. Normally it would have been a bullet or a bayonet in the back for such an infraction. He did not consider his men or himself as being cruel. Discipline and obedience to authority was simply to be expected even if the people had been Japanese. “No harm will come to you if you cooperate and do as you are told,” he announced briskly.
One of the men, braver than most, called out, “You can't treat us like this, the Geneva Convention states…” His protest was cut off by the swift and forceful application of a rifle butt.
“The Geneva Convention of 1929 relates only to the treatment of prisoners of war. In other words, captured soldiers. The Empire of Japan is not a signatory to this convention. Since you are all in civilian dress, any soldier must either be a deserter or a spy. Both will be shot on sight. Does anyone claim to be a POW?” Captain Fukushima paused for a reply and then smiled thinly. “I thought not.” He snapped an order in Japanese and watched as his men formed the prisoners into neat ranks. “I am looking for two English women. Nurses with the Queen Alexandra's Imperial Military Nursing Service. Their names are Susan Cartwright and Peggy Brown. Does anyone have any knowledge of these women? It would be to your advantage to answer me truthfully. If I later discover that you knew something and did not speak up, I shall return and have all of you beheaded. If you know something, anything at all, hold up your hand. You will be questioned in private and no one will know what you told us.” He let his hand rest upon the hilt of his sword for emphasis as he waited.
The prisoners had been ordered not to speak to each other or look around. Even so there was much glancing around as loyalty and the urge for self-preservation warred in each of them. Finally two men, and a woman in the rather tattered remnants of a nurse's uniform held up their hands. Some of the others found the nerve to mutter angrily.
“Silence! These people may have saved all of your lives, so I would be grateful if I were you.” Captain Fukushima pointed at each of the volunteers. “Come with me.” When he was sure they were following he led them to a native house at the coastal end of the village that he had temporarily appropriated, escorted by four of his men. Once inside, he questioned the trio. All three claimed to be able to recognise at least one of the hunted nurses by sight and thought they had seen them floating away on a makeshift raft. The nurse and one of the men knew no more than that, and he dismissed them, ordering one of his soldiers to escort them back to join the others.
As soon as they had gone, Digby stepped out of the bedroom where he had waited and listened.
“You're a white man,” the remaining witness, a merchant marine sailor by his uniform, exclaimed. Then he realised that Digby was wearing a Japanese uniform when he saw the resemblance to the ones the Japanese soldiers were wearing. He spat on the floor. “Filthy traitor!”
“Describe the nurses to me,” Digby said, ignoring the sailor's anger. He wanted to be sure that they had the right women.
“Unless you wish the others to suffer you will answer completely and truthfully. Any further disrespect will also be punished,” Captain Fukushima snapped.
Grudgingly the sailor nodded. “I recognised them because I'm the ship's Purser and watched them board. I recognise you too,” he said glaring at Digby before giving an accurate description of Susan and Peggy. “I was one of the last off of the ship before it sank. I had a life-jacket and when I jumped from the ship I was caught by the same current that carried away the nurses that you're looking for. But I'm a strong swimmer and with the help of the life-jacket I managed to break free of the current and made it to shore several miles further up the coast of Pompong from where most of the others came ashore. From that spot I could still see the nurses on their raft headed in that direction,” he said and pointed after looking around to confirm his bearings. “That's all I can tell you. Why are you looking for them anyway?”
Digby smiled. “They have to die because they know who I am … just like you do.”
The Purser's eyes had only begun to widen in fearful realisation when the tip of a bayonet burst out of the front of his chest and, fortunately for him, piercing his heart on the way.
Captain Fukushima stepped back to avoid getting any blood on his uniform. Turning to one of the soldiers he said, “Tell the rest of the men that they can return to the boat. None of the other prisoners are to be harmed.”
The soldier bowed and strode briskly out of the coconut leaf thatched wooden house that was raised up on stilts, his boots thumping on the wooden steps that led back to the ground.
The Japanese captain picked up the cloth wrapped parcel that sat next to the door and followed the soldier down the stairs. A moment later he was approached by a middle aged native, the headman of the village. He bowed politely to headman and in slightly broken Malay said, “We are done here. As promised, none of your people have been harmed and nothing stolen. This is a token of the gratitude of the Emperor.” He handed the bundle to the headman with both hands.
The headman gingerly accepted the gift and bowed in return. “Tell your leaders that we only wish to live in peace.” He backed away and then turned and walked away at a dignified pace.
“Come Major Digby. Let's return to the boat. We have a fresh trail to follow. We have confirmed that they didn't make it to shore on Pompong, and we know that they didn't immediately drown or get eaten by sharks, and we have a general direction. We are making progress.”



Chapter Twelve
 

Pirate Base, 16th February 1942

 
Helen gracefully lifted herself up on an elbow and smiled in greeting. “Ah, there you are. Do come in my dear, and close the door behind you.”
Peggy saluted. “Nurse Brown reporting as instructed.” The salute did interesting things to her breasts and she blushed.
Patting the seat of the glided and leather upholstered sofa as she sat up Helen said, “Come, sit down. There's no need for formality.”
Surprised by the pirate's reasonable tone, Peggy sat down on the edge of the seat, hissing from the chill of the smooth leather on her bare buttocks. Remembering Rinda's advice, she let her knees fall apart while lifting her heels off the ground, making it clear that her pose was deliberate and not simply unladylike or disrespectful behaviour.
Helen placed her hand on Peggy's thigh and chuckled. “I see Rinda has been talking.”
The petite nurse lowered her head. “Rinda is a really sweet and charming girl. I'm so sorry that I forgot myself and hurt her the way I did. And I'm not saying that because … um …. “
“I might punish you for it?”
Peggy nodded.
The woman's hand moved closer to Peggy's cunt and patted the inside of her thigh. “I believe you, I really do. More importantly, Rinda does too and asked me not to be too mean to you.”
Peggy quivered when the back of Helen's finger brushed over her smoothly shaven fanny lips. “Are you? Going to be mean to me?”
“Oh yes indeed! But no more than I had already intended to be.” Helen's lips brushed Peggy's shoulder, feather light. “See? I can be fair and forgiving.”
“But not all that forgiving,” Peggy said, smiling ruefully.
Helen's finger and thumb lifted and closed over a fold of flesh on Peggy's inner thigh, squeezing just lightly – for the moment. She smiled. “No, there are some things that demand at least a little retribution in order to compensate for the loss of face.”
Having lived in Singapore for a while, Peggy was understood how seriously the locals, especially the Chinese and Japs took matters of “face”. More than just pride, a public loss of face affected honour, personal worth, and social standing, as well as how a person was viewed by others in the community. While most Europeans tended to laugh at the Asian obsession with “face”, those who had to deal with Orientals on a daily basis knew better than to dismiss it as primitive silliness, at least if they wanted to be successful in those dealings. She nodded solemnly. “I understand.”
“That is good. Very good.” Helen's hand lifted to pat Peggy on the cheek. “In that case, kneel down, here in front of me.” She untied the belt of her housecoat and parted her own legs, leaving her hips framed by the scarlet silk of her ankle-length garment. “Kiss my foot, up the leg and all the way to my cunt. Then do the same for my other foot.” She waited to see how the English nurse would react to this undisguised humiliation.
Peggy's face reddened, her impetuous nature generating a rush of anger that almost made her swear at the smiling oriental woman and storm out of the room. But if her nurse's training and experience had taught her anything, it was to control herself when on duty. Many patients were frightened, which made ordinarily pleasant people bad tempered and demanding. A nurse could not do her job if she responded by constantly taking offence and giving in to her own emotions. She told herself that she was on the job right now, in a manner of speaking, besides which she knew that Helen was deliberately baiting her. In addition, she was the one who had started it and it was up to her to make amends. Taking a deep breath, she forced herself to calmness. “As you wish, Helen.” Lowering herself one knee at a time, she went down on all fours.
Unseen by Peggy, Helen nodded approvingly. The English woman had managed to master her pride and anger, demonstrating admirable self-control. She admired that. Rinda had reported that both of the nurses were thinking about staying on the island even if they were offered a chance to evacuate to Australia or India, and she wanted to reach an amicable understanding with Peggy – provided the nurse managed to endure the punishment that Helen considered was her right.
Although she was hard headed, Peggy was not one to agonise over the consequences of a decision. Determined to do a good job, she lifted Helen's left foot and cradled it with both hands. She brought it to her face and was relieved to find that it was clean. Placing her lips just above the big toe, she began to kiss her way up Helen's leg. Once she was involved with the task she found it much less objectionable than she had expected, and when she was up around Helen's knee it began to get rather interesting. The scent of the woman's skin and it's smooth, nearly hairless texture under her lips felt distinctly erotic and out of the corner of her eye she could see Helen's waiting fanny which was just as smooth and hairless as her own. It appeared that the requirement to shave was a personal preference rather than something Helen had ordered just to humiliate her new playthings. In order to demonstrate that she was performing her task out of more than mere necessity, she rubbed her cheek against Helen's inner thigh like an affectionate kitten as she drew ever nearer to the woman's fanny. When she was finally face to face, so to speak, with the woman's fanny, Peggy blessed her prior experiences with Susan and Rinda. If this had been her first time she would have hesitated, most certainly angering and insulting Helen. As it was, she felt quite the old hand at cunnilingus and planted a firm and enthusiastic kiss upon the pirate's fanny, which she held for a long, spine tingling moment before lifting her head to smile up at the fanny's owner while licking the taste of Helen's sex from her lips.
Helen nodded encouragingly, feeling her cunt tingle from the heated kiss. The English woman's willingness to please was a delightful surprise. The thought of hearing her scream filled her with a warm glow of pleasure, like an opium dream.
Peggy's own arousal grew apace as she submerged herself in the demonstration of her submission. For the next few hours at least, she no longer controlled her body or her fate, and the idea of being a helpless plaything made her feel so unspeakably hot. Swivelling on her knees, she turned and bent to kiss Helen's other foot and to repeat the slow, sensual process on the woman's other leg, all the while knowing that Helen's fanny awaited her at the end of the journey.
The nurse's lips pressed against her cunt once more, and Helen hissed at the erotic heat that swirled its way into her belly. When Peggy pulled back to sit on her heels, Helen rolled over on the sofa, bring her knees up so that she knelt upon the seat with her buttocks jutting out over the edge. Arching her back down, she pushed her bottom towards the waiting nurse. She lowered her head onto the sofa and used both hands to spread her cheeks. “Kiss me here. Kiss me hard and long. Show me how much you want to please me.”
Peggy stared between Helen's parted buttocks at the pink furled circle of her arse hole. She felt her heart beat harder and faster and her palms grow moist. She didn't feel any great disgust at the prospect of kissing the woman's anus. Instead, it felt as if she was standing at the threshold of a new and possibly frightening world. Kissing Helen's fanny could be dismissed as a purely sexual act, but this was submission and sexual surrender made starkly plain.
“Well?” Helen's confident tone disguised her watchful tension as she waited to see if Peggy was capable of taking the plunge into the life style that was being offered to her. She felt the nurse's hot breath on her skin and that moment seemed to drag on forever. Then she broke into a wide grin when Peggy's lips pressed firmly, passionately, against her arse hole. To Helen's pleased surprise she even felt the tip of Peggy's tongue venture out to timidly flicker across her quivering anus and she drew a deep, luxurious breath. She remained still and silent, waiting until Peggy pulled back of her own accord before she straightened up and turned around to sit on the sofa again. She looked into Peggy's eyes and chuckled when the nurse blushed.
“Did I do it right … correctly, I mean?” Peggy asked, feeling as if something in their relationship had drastically changed and anxious to see if Helen felt the same way.
Rather than speaking, Helen replied by leaning forwards and kissing Peggy on her lips – the same lips that had been pressed to tightly against her own arse hole just moments ago.
Peggy felt a great weight lift from her chest and she grinned. “I never dreamt that I would ever do something like that, and especially not with a woman.” Worried that Helen might interpret her words as regret she quickly added, “But it felt … right and I'll be happy to do again anytime you want.”
Helen held out her hands and waited until Peggy took them in hers. “Any time? I may not always be as fresh and sweet as I am now, you know.”
Peggy gulped but pushed out her chin stubbornly. “I really want to stay here with you and Roger, and I know Susan does too, although I won't speak for her. If it pleases you, then yes I'll kiss you … there, whenever you want.”
Helen gave a ladylike shiver of anticipation. “Then I'll take you up on that promise.” She squeezed Peggy's hands. “We pirates take our oaths very seriously. Last chance to change your mind.”
Peggy shook her head and grinned. “You're not going to frighten me out of it that easily.”
“We'll see about that.” Helen lifted one of Peggy's hands to her lips and kissed the backs of her fingers. “And now we need to talk about your punishment. In the future it will be for fun, but this one time I must punish you in earnest.”
“I understand. Really I do. And I'm ready.” Peggy shuffled forwards on her knees and pressed her cheek against Helen's flat rippling belly. It was a strange feeling. All her life she had been the strong one, the one who jumped up at challenges. Many of her friends criticised her for being too masculine. But now she saw it. What she had been looking for all along was the kind of people who had the strength of character and will to stand up to her, but without anger or aggression. That was why she liked Susan. Although Susan didn't push back the way Peggy needed, she didn't allow Peggy to dominate her either. Susan was like the ocean, yielding when you pushed, but yet filled with a deep, irresistible strength. But in Helen and Roger, she had finally found what she had been looking for, and she felt a great sense of relief and delight.
Helen stroked the kneeling nurse's head. “Fetch me that whip, the one that's hanging on the wall, the short one with the single lash.”
Peggy turned her head to follow Helen's pointing finger and whistled softly. A collection of whips hung from a rack of stout wooden pegs that looked like it had been lifted from a boarding school. She had never even known that whips came in such a variety of shapes and sizes. Standing up, she walked over to stare at them. “This is quite a collection,” she said, running her fingers over the gleaming leather. “Is this the one you want?”
“You might say it's a hobby of mine. Yes, that's the one. Bring it here.”
Peggy had never touched a whip before, let alone had one used upon her and she curiously ran it through her fingers as she made her way back towards Helen. “It's beautifully soft.”
“They were all specially made for me. Most were gifts from Roger.” She saw the curiosity in Peggy's eyes. “Yes, he uses them on me. Perhaps if you are very, very good, he'll let you watch him whip me one day. Would you like that?”
“I'm not really sure. I'm just getting used to the idea of being whipped,” Peggy said hesitantly.
“That's not what Rinda tells me,” Helen said, chuckling softly. She held out her hand for the whip and nodded at the centre of the room. “Go and stand there with your hands on top of your head.”
“Feet apart?” Peggy said playfully, already knowing the answer.
“Is there any other way?” Helen asked with a quick grin, slapping the doubled-over lash against her thigh. She studied Peggy's body approvingly. Helen was tall in comparison to most southern Chinese, and she was about an inch taller than the nurse. But for a small woman, Peggy had an excellent and well-proportioned figure. Letting the lash fall from her fingers so that the whip hung in a straight line from her hand, she moved around the Englishwoman's erect body, the fingers of her free hand trailing over Peggy's skin as if mapping each of the curves and hollows of her body. Even though she found the nurse attractive and sensual, Peggy's words and attitude at Robinsons still rankled, especially after a lifetime of being dismissed as inferior and even sub-human by Europeans of all nationalities. She kissed Peggy's bare shoulder. “I'm going to whip you now, from shoulders to calves, front and back. You may wriggle and scream, just don't move your feet.”
Peggy nodded and mentally secured her feet to the floor, feeling the now familiar glow of erotic heat kindle within her loins. She gasped softly when the first whip stroke landed across her back, leaving a hot stinging trail on her skin. It hurt fiercely and was definitely not playful, but neither was it a savage, flesh ripping blow. An image of a schoolboy bending over for six of the best from the headmaster came to her mind. The whip struck again and again, the strokes first roaming up and down her back, and then moving on to include her buttocks, the backs of her thighs, and finally her calves. At first she could feel each individual weal, as if heated iron rods were being held against her skin. But as the strokes increased and overlaid each other, the pain began to spread and merge until the entire back of her body burned and throbbed as one. It was difficult for her to resist the urge to hop about and to stamp her feet in response to the pain, but the imaginary immobility of her legs channelled the heat and desperate need for action up into her loins to be absorbed by her fanny and converted into sweet molten lust.
Helen wiped the sweat from her brow with the back of her hand as she gazed in satisfaction at the results of her labours. A zebra pattern of vivid pink stripes, sometimes darkening into blue and crimson where they overlapped or intersected, covered the entire back of Peggy's body. Helen's arm ached pleasantly as she draped the whip around her neck and then used both hands to touch and feel the weals and ridges that decorated the nurse's skin. She kissed the side of Peggy's neck. “Mmm, that's a very nice start. What do you think?”
Peggy wiggled sensuously when she felt Helen's equally naked body press up against her hot weal covered skin. “I think that feels really good. Not the whipping, mind you. That hurt like the devil. It still hurts.”
“Ready to give up?” Helen asked, curiously.
Peggy shook her head. “Not on your life. You're not getting rid of me that easily.” She groaned and shuddered when she felt Helen's teeth close on her skin where her shoulder met her neck.
“In that case, it's time to punish your front,” Helen said with a grin, relishing the thought of using the whip on Peggy's breasts, belly, and cunt. She would be able to see the pain in the nurse's eyes as the whip bit at her body. She stroked a pink nippled breast caressingly, almost reverently. “You have beautiful breasts. It will be a joy to whip them.”
The woman's words amplified the fear that she already felt, but the touch of Helen's fingers upon her nipple made Peggy moan breathlessly in delight. She should have been torn between the conflicting emotions, but somehow they twisted and weaved themselves together under Helen's touch to form a seamless fabric of strange and terrible beauty. She tightened the grip of her intertwined fingers and pulled her shoulders back, lifting her breasts. Her feet shifted slightly as she sought a firmer stance and she rolled her hips forward to provide the maximum exposure of her fanny possible. “I'm ready,” she said simply.
Helen stepped back and adjusted her grip on the whip. In her mind she visualised Peggy's expression of disdain that she had seen across the tables in the Raffles café. The anger that she had so ruthlessly suppressed on that day now tore free of its restraints and sent the whip hissing through the air. The “Crack!” of the whip across Peggy's breasts was startlingly loud and flattened the firm globes against her chest.
Peggy doubled over in agony, although she managed to keep her hands on her head. “Damn, damn, damn. Bloody hell that hurt!” she exclaimed. She managed to lift her head and saw that Helen was waiting patiently.
“Take your time. I won't punish you for it,” Helen said, with unmistakeable excitement and satisfaction ringing in her voice.
Peggy silently nodded her thanks as she slowly straightened up. Sweat glistened on her belly and in her cleavage, made obvious by her heavy breathing. A dark red line underscored her nipples and a tiny amount of blood welled up at the side of her breast where the tip of the whip had struck. She sniffed, fighting back tears, and then pulled herself erect once more, even though tiny tremors still shook her chest and shoulders.
Helen moved closer and traced the weal with a fingertip, making Peggy hiss. “Ooh, that looks painful,” she said solicitously. “Hmm, how many more of those do you think I should give you I wonder?”
Although the agony was still making her dizzy, Peggy managed a tight lipped smile at Helen's obvious ploy. “As many as required to satisfy you,” she said. “Which is not to say that I am confident of being able to bear that many without being reduced to a whimpering wreck.” Despite her words of caution, she was in fact feeling much better after the brief pause, and the very act of offering her breasts to the whip once more was stirring her arousal to a white heat. She felt her sexual juices running down the inside of her thigh, and the pain in her breasts was starting to feel distinctly good.
Helen nodded and lightly kissed both of Peggy's nipples. “In that case…” She swiftly stepped back and in the same smooth motion sent the whip slashing through the air once more.
Peggy's entire body rocked and she almost staggered, managing to save her balance only at the cost of taking her hands momentarily from on top of her head. Her head bowed and her elbows swung down towards her breasts as her upper body shuddered violently.
With the whip slung around her neck once again, Helen silently moved behind the harshly panting nurse. She placed her hands on Peggy's shoulders and pressed her breasts against the nurse's wealed and sweat slick back. Her fingers stroked and massaged soothingly as she crooned, “You're doing marvellously, darling. It's so lovely how you are able to keep still for me. I know your poor titties hurt really badly, but you know it simply has to be done, don't you.”
Helen's touch and the sound of her voice was oddly soothing, and Peggy found herself nodding. She knew she deserved this punishment, and she wanted to accept it because … because she wanted Helen to accept her. The pain was too great for her to stoically endure, but as Helen continued to rub her shoulders and neck the terrible searing agony died down to a more bearable burning. Under Helen's touch the by-now familiar merging of pain with erotic desire came into play once more and slowly, ever so slowly, she began to straighten up and to pull her elbows back. Her back arched, and her heavily marked breasts lifted. She bit her lip when Helen's hands went around her chest to cup her breasts, the heat of her touch making the pain flare up again, but she moaned when her nipples hardened and grew under the gentle pinching of Helen's fingers. With the pirate's whispered words of encouragement tickling her ear she raised her head and said “I'm ready.” She shuddered with pleasure when Helen licked the back of her neck and along her spine. The act of offering herself again despite the pain was the final trigger, and hot molten waves of lust exploded from her cunt and breasts even as a new sense of confidence filled her being. The helplessness and deliberate submission to Helen's torment thrilled and challenged her, making her almost giddy with delight. She smiled at Helen. “I'm ready,” she repeated.
Helen returned the smile with a slightly predatory one of her own. She was growing to like the spunky and fiery spirited young woman, but that did not reduce her desire for retribution. She hefted the whip and focused upon the breasts that were being so temptingly offered to her.
Peggy took five more strokes on her breasts, two of which went across her nipples. Each time, she twisted and groaned as if the pain was some clawing beast that could be shaken off, and yet somehow it was never as bad as the first two strokes. Through the shimmering red wall of pain, she never lost sight of the golden promise of pleasure that her stubborn submission brought to her.
With the whip around her neck like a scarf, Helen tutted sympathetically as she studied Peggy's swollen nipples. “These look really sore.”
“They are,” Peggy said cautiously.
“I wonder how they would fell if I put come clothes pegs or clamps on them.” Helen grinned when she saw Peggy's expression. “Don't worry, I'm not going to do that.” Instead, she kissed and sucked each nipple, which in itself was a mild torment.
As she held her nipples still for Helen, Peggy imagined staying still while Helen's teeth clamped down hard, and it almost made her come.
“There, I've kissed them all better for you. Aren't I kind?”
Peggy grinned. “Thank you. That's much better.”
Although the whipping of Peggy's breasts and nipples had largely satisfied Helen's need for redress, she could not let Peggy think that she had gotten off that easily. There was still a matter of pride and self-respect. She took the nurse's hands and gently brought them down from the top of her head, and then leaned forward to kiss her lips. “We're not quite finished yet. Ready for something new?”
Peggy kissed back with unfeigned enthusiasm. “Whatever you want.”
Helen unwrapped the whip and considered it with a slight wrinkling of her brow. Then she nodded. She looked around and then pointed. “Kindly bring me that stool.” While Peggy was thus occupied, she went over to a drawer, opened it and rummaged around. “Ah, here it is. Yes, this should do nicely.”
Peggy returned with the low stool but to her surprise, Helen took it from her and then sat down on it herself.
Helen gestured with a crooked a finger. “Come here. Right in front of me. Closer, a little more, yes that's it.”
When she was positioned to Helen's satisfaction, Peggy found herself standing with straddled legs right in front of the seated woman with her fanny almost pressed against Helen's face. In fact she was close that she could feel Helen's warm breath tickle her sex lips. This left her with no doubt as to the target of the next punishment. But she was much too close for Helen to use a whip or even something more solid like a ruler, so unless she intended to bite her …. 
Sensing Peggy's puzzlement, Helen chuckled and planted a kiss upon the nurse's cunt. She inhaled deeply, drawing in the rich scent of Peggy's arousal and sexuality. Then she searched out the nurse's clitoris with the tip of her tongue.
“Ooh that's so very good,” Peggy said, her voice rough with passion. Despite the severe whipping of her breasts, or perhaps because of it, she was painfully aroused and the need to come was an ever present ache in her loins, shading and colouring everything else she experienced, even the punishment. She wanted to stroke Helen's head or to squeeze her breasts despite the heavy bruising, but instead she crossed her wrists behind her back and imagined that they were tied together with harsh, prickly hemp rope. Rendered helpless by her imagination, the delicious tickling of her clitoris seemed to double and then double again in intensity and her knees almost buckled as electrical jolts of pleasure emanated from it like a wild lightning storm. Her legs flexed and her hips thrust. Her mouth opened and the muscles of her arms rippled and strained. “Yes, keep doing that … just a little more … I …” Then it all stopped and she groaned in disappointment. “Damn! Blast! Fiddlesticks!”
“Fiddlesticks?” Helen asked in amusement.
Peggy sniffed. “A lady doesn't say the words I wanted to use.” She chuckled. “Says the naked woman pushing her fanny into the face of another woman.” She sighed dramatically. “Pity. It was building up to an orgasm of really epic proportions.”
Her wounded air made Helen laugh. Wrapping her arms around Peggy's hips to grip her buttocks she pulled her cunt towards her and playfully buried her face in the nurse's cunt. “I'm sure we can do something about that a little later – if you're a good girl, that is.”
“Ooh, then I'll have to be a vewwy good girl then, won't I,” Peggy said girlishly.
“In the meantime, let's see if we can prevent you from being bored, shall we?” Helen smiled evilly and revealed the small pair of steel tweezers normally used for plucking eyebrows.
“What are you going to do with that?” Peggy asked suspiciously.
“Oh I don't know, just a little tweezing here and there,” she said casually, tapping the squared tips of the tweezers against Peggy's clitoris and lower down near her vaginal opening. She laughed gaily when she saw and felt the nurse's body tense. “Now be good girl and push that cunt out nicely so that I can get to it.”
The imagined sounds of chains and ratchets clanked and rattled in Peggy's mind while her feet slid further apart as if being drawn by some kind of medieval torture device. She let her knees turn outwards and she rolled her hips forward to give Helen the best possible access to her vulva. “I suppose I really should spread myself for you,” she said dreamily, even as she shivered in delightful terror. When Helen nodded, she felt the imagined bonds around her wrists fall away and she brought her hands around to her front. In her mind, she visualised sharp steel tipped claws clamping on and gripping her fanny lips, dragging them forcefully apart until it felt as if her fanny might tear from the pressure. She could see it all in her mind - she couldn't close her shackled legs and her fanny had been violently wrenched open by a clawed torture device. Now the fiendishly chuckling executioner approached her fanny … no, her cunt, as Helen called it. It all felt so good, so deliciously terrifying, that small orgasmic contractions rippled continuously through her vagina and her clitoris felt so sensitive that it even Helen's breath tickled it unbearably.
Helen guessed that Peggy was expecting her to go straight for her clitoris, but she had a different target in mind. The clitoris was far too sensitive to be the starting point for this sexual game. Peggy had done a really good job of opening herself up, and she directed the tips of the tweezers towards the woman's gaping vaginal orifice. Helen knew from much devoted experimentation, both on herself and other “volunteers” such as Rinda, that only the first inch and half or so of the vagina was really sensitive to the touch. Past that point it was mostly only sensitive to pressure until the cervix itself was reached. The cervix was quite sensitive, especially the tiny but extremely stretchy opening that led into the womb. However, Peggy's cervix was far too deep for the short pair of tweezers to reach and would have to be the subject of another day's games. For now, she would concentrate on the parts of the vagina that were within easy reach of the tiny steel jaws.
The eyebrow tweezers had flat squared tips, ideal for picking up and pinching tiny folds of skin and flesh, while the sharp corners could be used for a little creative scratching. Helen clicked the tips together like tiny castanets or crab claws and smiled evilly as she searched for a spot to start. Surrounding the orifice were all manner of pink moist furls and frills which would allow the opening to easily stretch to accommodate anything ranging from a penis to a baby without tearing. These folds were beautifully sensitive, but she aimed for more challenging game so she let the tweezers drift deeper, lightly brushing the corrugated tubular walls of Peggy's vagina.
The tickling, scratching touch of the tweezers inside of her made Peggy shudder. Her cunt, and especially her vagina suddenly felt madly vulnerable. When the corners of the tweezer's tips brushed the skin of her vagina, the intense sensation shot all the way to her toes and soles of her feet, making her tremble and her teeth chatter. Then she felt to tweezers settle, gather up a fold of pink flesh, and begin to squeeze. At first it was just an irritation, an uncomfortable prickling in a very intimate place that made her skin crawl, especially when it didn't end. Instead it grew in intensity, becoming the sting of an ant bite, and then a tiny intense point of sheer agony. There was no escape, with her ankles held and her cunt drawn open by the merciless steel grip of her own will. The pain in her vagina went on and on until she thought she might faint or go mad, and then suddenly it was gone. Her gasp of relief was almost immediately replaced by a moan of fear when she felt the delicate tickling touch of the tweezers exploring her vagina as the points searched out another spot into which to sink its steel fangs. The tweezers bit again, stabbing Peggy's vagina with a shard of ice dipped in venom, but even as raw agony ravaged her loins, her mind exploded with lust and twisted enjoyment. It was insane, but wonderful. A fancy of her imagination changed the steel bonds that gripped her body to gleaming gold and the claws that dug so painfully into her cunt were tipped with diamonds.
Careful not to pinch the same spot again, Helen circled Peggy's vaginal opening, sometimes clamping down on the very rim of the stretched orifice, other times going deeper into the increasingly moist hole. Every time the tweezers closed upon a fresh morsel of vaginal flesh it made Peggy shudder as if someone or something had punched her rippling belly. And yet, despite the lines of strain around her eyes and the taut tendons that lined her neck, Helen could see an ecstatic grin on the nurse's face. She nodded thoughtfully. Despite her anger and injured pride, Helen admitted to herself that Roger had been right. These two women were special – masochistic by nature and forged by the harsh fires of war and betrayal, and yet well trained and devoted healers, they were in the ideal spot at the ideal moment. There might come a time when they would need to return to England, but not now – not yet. Helen greatly enjoyed the delicate, almost refined, nature of the torment she was inflicting upon Peggy – as well as the undeniably intense pain she was causing to the nurse's sex. Her face was inches away from Peggy's cunt and she could smell both the scent of her fear and pain, as well as the rich musk of her arousal. Although she was causing no permanent damage, the tiny intense bruises being inflicted by the tweezers would last for some time and remain sore to the touch for at least a week or more, and every time Roger fucked her or anyone fingered the petite nurse, Peggy would be reminded of her punishment and the consequences of offending Helen. That idea gratified Helen's desire for retribution and made her hot at the same time. “Hold on just a little longer. Just one last pinch – “
Peggy felt the twin tips glide across the sore and burning tissues of her vaginal wall until they bracketed a spot just half an inch below her urethra. Even though her cunt was a mass of raw pain, she still felt the touch of the tweezers quite clearly so she guessed that the spot was particularly sensitive and that Helen had deliberately spared it until now. This suspicion was confirmed when the steel pincers closed over her vaginal flesh once more and began to pinch. Spines of pain fanned out inside her flesh from that point of contact like an angry porcupine and even shot up the nerves of her urethra and deeper into her belly.
Helen maintained the tortuous pressure on the tweezers delighting in the woman's agony until Peggy looked like she might swoon. With regretful sigh she released the darkly bruised fold of vaginal flesh and let the tweezers fall from her fingers. She gave Peggy's cunt a firm but friendly slap. “Well done. Very well done indeed!” She gave the English woman's cunt a kiss and then stood up. Pushing the stool aside with her foot, she placed her hands on Peggy's shoulders. “One last punishment and all is forgiven. What do you say? Are you up for it?” As she spoke her hands slid slowly down to rest upon the nurse's breasts, the nipples pressing into the centre of her palms.
“I've come this far. I'd feel silly giving up at this point. Besides, I'm randy as hell and I don't mind admitting it.” She placed her hands on top of Helen's and pressed them against her breasts. “I suppose it is going to be something simply horrendous?”
“It depends. You're a nurse. How do you feel about a needle?”
Peggy's eyes widened. She hated injections even though she gave them all the time. “They scare the wits out of me, but I suppose it is only poetic justice. Hoist on my own petard.” Her brow furrowed even as her hands unconsciously rubbed Helen's hands over her breasts. “You said 'a needle'. Just one?”
Helen nodded. “Just one little needle.”
“Where?”
“Let's make it a surprise. Yes or no?” Helen said, her voice revealing a trace of steel.
Peggy felt a trace of fear return and its stimulating chill wiped away all doubt. “Yes – of course.” Helen's fingers tightened around her breasts like claws and she moaned with delight, the ghostly rattle of chains and shackles sounding loud in her ears.
With a final squeeze Helen released her grip upon Peggy's breasts and stepped away to fetch an intricately carved rosewood box with a hinged lid and lacquered brass lock.
Peggy pinched her own nipples with one hand as she watched the pirate glide across the floor, the silk of her robe flowing like mercury over the curves of her lithe body. She was so worked up by now that she was actually eager to get on to the final stage of Helen's “punishment” as she was fairly certain that sex was bound to ensue.
Helen opened the lid to reveal a row of needles contained in small individual glass bottles as well as a metal item the shape of a miniature builder's plumb-bob with a fine silk thread attached to its top end. “The needles are sterile,” she said.
Imagining her finger and thumb to be a steel jawed vice, Peggy gripped her clitoris and teasingly pinched it. She had already guessed where the needle was going, and the pinch was by way of a prelude to the main event. Even though her clitoris was extremely sensitive and she was normally very gentle in her treatment of it, the pinch felt good, wonderfully good in fact. “My clitoris?” she asked.
Helen smiled. “How very clever of you. Yes. I intend to pierce your clitoris with one of these needles and then to suspend this lead weight from it. With that in place, I want you to get down upon your knees and to make me come with your mouth.” She touched a fingertip to Peggy's lips. “If you are very good, I might even return the favour.”
The thought of Helen licking her achingly aroused cunt made Peggy quiver and she nodded eagerly. “I'll do my best.”
“Marvellous. Now be a good girl and show me your little clitoris.”
The icy fingers of fear gripped Peggy's spine despite her determination and extreme state of arousal. She felt the sudden urge to pee, and prayed that she wouldn't do it on Helen's hands or face. She suspected that the pirate would not be amused. Her clitoris was stiff and swollen and she felt a touch of pride when she pulled back the hood to expose it to Helen. If she was going to be a sexual plaything, she intended to be a good one. Unlike many of her female friends, she always tried to give as much pleasure to her partner as she received, and she understood that her own pleasure was not merely a selfish thing, but something to be offered to another as a gift. So she was happy to be able to present an erect clitoris to Helen even though it was for torture and not pleasure.
Helen retrieved the stool and seated herself in front of Peggy once more. She removed the cork from a slim bottle and extracted the needle. Like a tailor's pin, the needle had a spherical pearl head which would facilitate its use as a hook for the lead weight. Holding the needle by its head, she lifted it up so that Peggy could see it. “Are you ready?”
With a lick of her lips Peggy said, “As ready as I'll ever be. Go ahead.” In her mind the chains holding her legs suddenly transformed into shining steel rods without the slightest bit of give, and her hands had transmuted back into the merciless steel claws that dug into her flesh and stretched her vulva wide open, except this time the claws focused on the area around her clitoris, removing the slightest trace of protection or shelter from the tiny organ. As always, this feeling of total exposure and helplessness, imaginary and self-imposed as it was, aroused her beyond words and she almost welcomed the touch of the needle. The light, scratchy touch of the point against her clitoris made her nerves sing and every tiny hair on her body to stand up.
The small cork stopper of the bottle served as a useful support and brace when pushed up beneath Peggy's clitoris and would allow Helen to cleanly pierce Peggy's sexual flesh. She couldn't resist teasing the nurse by scratching and pricking at her clitoris with the point of the needle and tracing minute patterns with it, making Peggy squirm and moan. Then the point stopped moving, and time seemed to freeze. Helen's eyes flicked up to meet Peggy's and then came down to focus on the nurse's clitoris. Her grip tightened upon the cork and needle, and then she pushed down hard. Despite the delicate nature of the clitoris it required a surprising amount of force to drive the needle cleanly through skin and flesh and into the cork.
Like the touch of a dentist's probe, the needle was a direct assault upon a massively nerve laden part of Peggy's body, and a thunderbolt of pain jolted her entire being. It felt as if a six-inch nail had been driven into her flesh and Peggy's uttered a single shocked cry of agony. Her knees threatened to collapse beneath her and she was amazed that she had the requisite strength of will to hold statue-still. It was the most terrible and yet searingly pleasurable thing that she had ever experienced.
Helen held her breath as she watched Peggy's response to the piercing of her clitoris. This was the ultimate test of the woman's suitability as a long term playmate and perhaps a member of the pirate fraternity, a demonstration of both her courage and her determination to belong. Unlike Susan, her friend was much more impulsive and driven by her feelings. It was important for them to know that Peggy truly wanted to belong on an emotional level.
For a moment all that Peggy felt, other than unbelievable pain, was shock that such a thing could happen to her and that she had allowed it to happen. Then there was the realisation that she had hardly flinched as the needle drove its way through her clitoris, followed by a burst of pride and confidence. Intense waves of sensation continued to pour from her impaled clitoris, both from the piercing and the tiny movements of the needle's shaft that still held her clitoris captive. The realisation that she was trapped, bound more securely than any shackle, by the piercing of the most intimately sexual part of her being was powerfully arousing despite the unceasing waves of pain. In fact, the realisation made her want to tug against the needle and to test herself even further.
When she was sure that the needle had passed cleanly through Peggy's clitoris, Helen pushed the needle through and down until only a fraction of an inch protruded from the top of her clitoris along with the spherical head. She carefully worked the needle free of the cork accompanied by muffled sounds of pain from the quivering nurse. “There! All done. And it looks pretty too.” She picked up the cone shaped weight by the attached string and spread out the loop at the end. The string was quite short and the lead bob would not touch the ground even when Peggy knelt down, but was of sufficient length to allow the weight to swing freely between her thighs.
The pain emanated from her injured clitoris with each beat of Peggy's heart, like waves crashing into a rocky shore, ebbing and fading away, only to return moments later with another roaring wall of pain. Unlike the sudden awful stabbing of the needle, this rhythmic pain was easier to anticipate and adapt to, and she started to actually feel comfortable with the steady pulses of pain. The increased vulnerability of her pierced clitoris tickled her spine with the ghostly and undeniably pleasurable feather of fear. She felt her body gently rocking in time to the waves of pain, which was gradually but steadily feeling increasingly good the more that she forced herself to stoically endure it.
Very gently and carefully, Helen slipped the noose over the head of the needle and allowed the weight of the lead bob to draw the string taut. This pulled upon the needle which in turn pulled upon Peggy's clitoris until finally it was bearing the entire weight of the solid metal cone, held in place only by the shaft of the needle that impaled it. “Move very slowly. Any sudden movement might damage your clitoris.” She waited until Peggy nodded. “How does it feel?”
Through clenched teeth Peggy replied, “It hurts – a lot.” She managed a tight grin. “But of course you know that.” With a tight nod she said, “But I can handle it and …. “
“And?”
“The … pulling on my clitoris. It feels … it feels um … interesting.”
“Interesting?” Helen asked with an amused smile.
Peggy nodded again, her terrified tension easing slightly. “As a matter of fact, it feels rather good.” Each tiny sway of the pendulum rubbed the string against her clitoris and tugged at the needle, producing a jolt of raw pain, but the steady pulling and tension upon her clitoris seemed to reach deep within her body to stir and stimulate things that had never been reached before. Staying stock still, she watched as Helen went over to sit down on the edge of the sofa, the silk robe spread out around her like a cape. When the Chinese woman's knees swung apart, she knew it was time for her to move, as daunting as the thought of stirring the pendulum to greater movement was. Sliding her feet across the floor, she turned her body around until she directly faced the sofa. Despite her care, the pendulum had started to oscillate creating a whole new set of sensations, both good and bad, making her utter a choked gasp. It was the most intense masturbation that she had ever experienced, and the most frighteningly intimate pain as well. Rippling shudders rocked her body as she forced herself to move forward, still sliding her feet with painstaking care. Her fingers continued to hold her cunt spread wide, and it never even occurred to her to use her fingers to steady the weight or string that pulled so devastatingly upon her clitoris. It seemed to take forever for her to cross the couple of yards, but finally she stood between Helen's knees, the pendulum swinging in an elliptical path between her own thighs and tugging rhythmically at the needle and her impaled clitoris, at seemingly random and ever changing angles and with constantly varying force. She was dripping with sweat from the pain, the fear, the tension, and the strange but undeniable pleasure that made her head swim.
Helen offered her hands to the trembling nurse and helped her to bend her legs and to ever-so-slowly lower herself into a kneeling position. “Now make me come.”
The sofa was high enough that Peggy did not have to lean forward or down a great deal in order to reach Helen's cunt, so she was able to keep the pendulum hanging at roughly the same angle as she brought her mouth to Helen's waiting sex. Even though she did not have to bob her head as she would when fellating a man, the necessary movements of her head as she licked and sucked at Helen's cunt were enough to cause the pendulum to swing back and forth with considerable vigour, torturing and masturbating her at the same time. Her face was filled with the sight, smell, and taste of Helen's cunt, while her body shook from the sweet agony and strangely pleasurable tugging of her clitoris. The more she worked on Helen's cunt, the greater the stimulation she received in turn from the pendulum. Her world was filled with sex, the self-inflicted pain and pleasure blending into an indistinguishable composite that made her heart pound so hard that she thought it might burst and her entire being seemed to swell with lust and erotic arousal. To her delight and amazement she felt herself teetering on the edge of coming. Driven by her own needs she threw herself into pleasuring Helen, her lips sucking the woman's clitoris into her mouth where her tongue rapidly brushed across it from side to side.
Helen twisted her head to one side, pressing her face against her upper arm. The knowledge that every movement of Peggy's head and lips cost her a heavy price in pain and that her own pleasure was extracted from the torment of the nurse's clitoris drove Helen wild. Her hips rolled and shook, the delicious pleasure emanating from the licking of her clitoris temporarily driving all rational thought from her mind as she came and came in great torrents of erotic delight.
Peggy's face was buffeted by Helen's wildly gyrating cunt, but she made no attempt to escape but instead allowed Helen to rub herself all over her face, the musky scented wetness engulfing her nose and mouth. This final act of helpless submission combined with the violent rocking of the pendulum working string and needle against her sore burning clitoris sparked off Peggy's own orgasm, and all the pent up pain-fuelled lust exploded in an earth-shaking climax, with every convulsion sending a stabbing jolt of pain shooting through her pierced clitoris that amazingly enhanced rather than detracted from the storm of pleasure.
 

***

 
The door to Roger's bedroom was ajar when Susan arrived. She hesitated, and then tapped on it. “Hello? It's me, Susan.”
“Come in Susan, and close the door behind you,” Roger's voice replied cheerfully. “No rest for the wicked, as you can see.”
Susan entered the room and saw that Roger was up and working on a pile of documents and files at a desk. The room was surprisingly large and apart from the bed there was a sofa set with a coffee table and two matching chairs. The door clicked shut under her hand. “Should I lock it?”
“Please do. There's hot chocolate on the coffee table. Help yourself. The banana cake is very good too. I'll be with you in just a moment.”
Susan poured herself a cup of the chocolate. As she stirred in the cream and sugar, she remembered Rinda's advice and strolled over to where Roger was seated. There was a suspiciously convenient clear space on the left side of the large teakwood desk. Careful not bump into Roger's body or arm, she hitched her bottom over the edge and perched herself on the corner of the table with on leg straight and extended down to the floor. When Roger didn't object, she took a sip of her chocolate and waited silently, letting him make the next move.
Roger finished reading a page of wireless intercept transcripts and started to jot down some notes with a fountain pen. His left hand casually came to rest upon Susan's knee and his fingers absently smoothed and stroked her thigh as he worked.
To her surprise, rather than feeling demeaned, Susan found the situation quite soothing and she enjoyed having him fondle her as if she were a paperweight or some other item of stationery on his desk. She could feel herself getting wet as his fingers meandered across her inner thigh and approached her fanny. The position of her thighs left her sex fully exposed and her labia parted so it did not require any further effort on her part in order to provide him with full and proper access to her inner secrets. Her mouth fell gently open and she softly sighed when his fingers finally reached her fanny. She blinked when his fingertip delved into her wet hole and she had to clear her throat before she could say, “Is there anything I can do to help? I can take notes for you. Nurses are trained to prepare reports and charts as part of our duties.”
Roger turned and considered her for a moment. Then he nodded with a pleased smile. “You can help me make notes if you like. There's more you can do later if you still want to.” He put down his fountain pen and handed her a couple of pencils and an exercise book. “I'll dictate my notes to you. Tell me if I'm going too fast.”
His fingers continued to explore her fanny as he looked back at the reports. It was clear that he wasn't making any deliberate effort to either stimulate or to hurt her. His fingers randomly moved over her fanny like someone would doodle while talking on the telephone, one moment tracing the shapes of her inner labia, the next probing the moist clutching opening of her vagina.
Sometimes his fingers would close around a lip or a fold of flesh to rub or to pinch, handling her sexual parts as if he was fondling a pet, and yet Susan discovered that she enjoyed being used in this manner even though she knew that she rightly ought be offended and humiliated. She found his notes to be fascinating, ranging in subject from mundane matters such as the re-supply of fuel and rice, all the way to sightings of Japanese patrols and the repair of bullet holes in the fast attack boats and smuggling boats. She almost dropped her pencil when his fingers sought out her clitoris and began to gently tug and roll it from side to side. Every visible part of her fanny was engorged and swollen, announcing in no uncertain terms her intense arousal and his casual manhandling of her clitoris made her want to flail her arms about and make the most embarrassing noises. But the mental image of her sitting demurely, albeit nakedly, on the desk and taking dictation like a good secretary while her clitoris was being rudely twiddled was irresistible. And so she compelled herself to adopt a most proper calm and stillness, even though she felt as if steam was about to burst from her ears.
“Our boats have already found dozens of survivors from sunken vessels and refugees crowded aboard completely unseaworthy vessels, and we have taken them ashore and provided them with food and water. I'm trying to get in touch with British forces in Australia to arrange for their evacuation. So far the only person in this region I've been able to reach by wireless is someone by the name of Captain Bill Reynolds, an Aussie by the sound of it, and he's way over in Sumatra.” Roger's finger and thumb twiddled Susan's clitoris in rhythm with his words, absent-mindedly tugging and twisting at it as he formulated the notes in his mind.
Even though her toes were tightly clenched and she was rubbing her foot against the side of the table leg in response to the maddening sensations emanating from her fanny, Susan managed to keep her voice level and professional, as if she was talking to Matron back in the hospital. “What about the Army and Navy? Surely there must be some of them left? The Japs can't have killed or captured them all.” Her thighs trembled as an orgasmic wave of pleasure swept through her loins. It was all so deliciously naughty and sexy to sit and converse like this while she allowed a man, one that she barely knew, to finger her genitals with complete freedom. The prolonged rubbing of her unlubricated clitoris was making it sore, and the sensations produced by his touch were maddeningly intense. She would have said it was painful, except for the fact that she was enjoying it so much.
Roger tapped his fingers on the stack of reports. “From what I can figure out, all the ABDACOM (American-British-Dutch-Australian-Command) forces under General Wavell, or what's left of them anyway, are in full retreat after the fall of Singapore and most of the Indies, and the Japs are re-grouping and heading for the Philippines to take on the Americans there.” He shook his head in disgust and without even realising it, his grip on Susan's clitoris increased in force until it became a crushing pinch.
The sudden burst of pain caught Susan by surprise, but after a tiny start she managed to control the urge to wince or struggle. She realised that Roger had not intended to hurt her as much as he had, and she felt quite proud that she had been able to maintain her composure. Her role at the moment was to be the passive sexual plaything, something to aid Roger's concentration and relaxation. She knew that in some part of his mind Roger was fully aware of her presence and her existence as a sexual being, but like a pianist in a bar or restaurant, she was supposed to provide an amenable atmosphere and to entertain, rather than being the centre of attention. While she knew Peggy might have found such a role to be frustrating or even insulting, Susan was quite comfortable with it, while at the same time being ready to take on a more active role the moment Roger desired it. She also liked being useful, and she could see that he was doing something that was important, not just to the pirate band but to the many people attempting to escape the Japanese onslaught. The pressure on her clitoris eased, but the unexpected punishment had rendered it much more sensitive and had acted to focus her senses upon the sensations coming from it as well as the ever present possibility of a repetition of that intensely painful pinch. She hurried to catch up with her note taking which had lagged due to the assault upon her clitoris. “So we can't do anything other than to pick people out of the sea and to give then whatever help we can manage?”
Roger eased two fingers into Susan's vagina as he nodded. “I'm afraid so. There are reports of the Japs perpetrating atrocities upon some of the people who make it ashore, killing the men out of hand and raping and then killing the younger and more attractive of the women. We can try to help and protect them, but we are in no position to go toe to toe with the Japs. We have to pick our fights very carefully. We can't afford to draw the attention of their High Command or we'll be wiped out, and that won't do anyone any good.”
She bent her head down as she hurriedly jotted down his words, hiding the reddening of her cheeks. The slow, absent minded movement of his fingers inside of her fanny felt so very good. Stripped of the urgency of passion of a normal sexual encounter, every touch and movement of his fingers inside her vagina assumed a degree of clarity and intimacy that she had never known before. She knew that some of her female friends disliked having their vagina fingered, finding it intrusive or even painful, but she had always liked it. It could hurt if the man wasn't gentle or if his fingernails and cuticles were untrimmed, but that never bothered her. She like the feeling of being so intimately possessed, of having the very core of her sexuality being gripped and handled by someone else. She bit her lip when he pressed a particularly sensitive spot, hiding her response with the notebook. “A lot of the people you rescue must need medical aid,” she said, the pencil in her hand still busily scratching at the paper.
“More than a few,” Roger replied, and then looked up. “You have super nipples. Well formed and a most fetching shade of pink.”
The abrupt change in topic from business to the personal made her giggle. “Why thank you.” She leaned over slightly to bring her nipple closer to his face and gasped when he gave it a quick nip with his teeth. “But it seems to me that another part of my person holds even greater appeal for you.” His fingernails lightly scratched at the walls of her vagina, making her shudder.
“What, you mean this?” He asked, waggling his fingers from side to side. When she nodded he said, “I can't deny, your cunt holds a dire fascination for me.”
Susan smiled licentiously. “Isn't it fortunate then that my … cunt is all yours to do with as you please.”
“It is, isn't it,” Roger said with an amused chuckle. He wiggled his fingers playfully inside of her.
“Oh that feels so absolutely …. “ She took a deep breath to calm herself and glanced at her scribbled notes. “Peggy and I could go with your boats and provide first aid on the spot.”
Roger frowned. “It would be very dangerous. There's no knowing when we might bump into a Jap air or naval patrol.”
“We were shot at in Malaya and bombed in Singapore. This is war, and those people need our help,” Susan said, her earnest delivery somewhat spoiled by a sudden rise in her tone when Roger pinched her inner labia.
“I'm sorry, did I hurt you?” His apology might have been more convincing if not for the hopeful tone in his voice.
She smiled. “I'm not really sure. Perhaps you should try it again.” He obliged by pinching her other labia and her smile widened. “Hmm. Yes, I'm almost certain that hurt.”
Roger tenderly stroked Susan's bruised labia. “Perhaps the subject needs a little more examination.” His fingers returned to twiddling with her clitoris as he said, “If Peggy is similarly eager to help on the boats I'll let you try it. I can't deny that the people we pick up definitely need help.”
Expecting a hard pinch at any second her nerves tingled as she said, “Um, do we have to be naked when we go out?”
“Would you still want to do it if I said yes?” He tightened his grip on her clitoris very slightly, keeping her on edge.
Although she suspected he was teasing her, Susan seriously considered his question for a moment and then nodded firmly. “If that's what you want, I'll do it. I can't speak for Peggy though.” The thought of going out naked in public gave her an illicit thrill. Combined with Roger's grip on her clitoris, it felt as if an electrical current was running through her body.
“Perhaps we can compromise. I'll find you some suitable working clothes but you'll wear nothing underneath and you'll let me or Helen put our hands up under your skirt whenever we want.”
Susan had a vision of herself being made to come on the deck of a boat by Roger's hand groping her under her skirt and a small, sweet orgasm rocked her body. She licked her lips and replied, “That sounds … good.”
Roger felt the staccato convulsions of Susan's hips under his fingers and smiled. He sighed in satisfaction and set aside the reports. The castors supporting his chair rolled smoothly over the floor as he turned and shifted so that he sat directly in front of her. “Move in a bit so that you're sitting properly on the table. He scooted his chair forward so he was right between her thighs. “Lean back on your hands and bring your cunt to the edge. I want to lick your cunt for a bit.”
Susan certainly had no objection to what he proposed so she shifted herself with alacrity, and was soon cooing and moaning as his tongue and lips explored her cunt. He brought her to screaming, shuddering climax three times before he was satisfied, and she felt absolutely limp and drained when he leaned back in his chair and smiled at her red and sweating face.
“Yum. That was nice. I don't often do that for my partners other than Helen, but I like you and I like your cunt.”
Susan was still unaccustomed to having her cunt discussed in such an open manner and she would have blushed if she wasn't already lobster red all the way down to her breasts. She still found it hard to believe that her fanny, no, her cunt, could be attractive, but Roger's enthusiasm was indisputable. “I – um, thank you. I'm so glad that it pleases you. Having you look at it the way you're doing right now makes me feel all shivery inside.” She sat up and looked down between her legs. She spread her cunt open with her fingers and looked at herself.
“I never get enough of that view,” Roger said admiringly. “Especially your clitoris. You have a really fine one, you know.”
Susan pulled the hood back from her clitoris and frowned. “In that case, I want to show it to you. Perhaps I can find some way to keep it peeking out all of the time without using my hands. Let me think about it. I'm sure I can work something out.”
Roger leaned forward. “That definitely sounds interesting.” He kissed her inner thighs and then touched her clitoris with the very tip of his finger.
His touch made her jump. “Ooh. It's so very sensitive after you made me come over and over like that.” She tilted her head and reached out to touch the side of his face. “You've given me so much pleasure, but you haven't had your fun yet.”
Roger kissed her thigh again. “You're a good girl, Susan.”
“I am, aren't I,” she said in exaggerated surprised. “Oh go on then. Hurt me. You know you want to.” She glanced at the unoccupied portion of the desk top. “I'm sure you can find something to use. I'll play with myself while you're thinking so I'll be all hot and ready for you.” The strange thing was that she was actually eager to have him hurt her cunt and to see the pleasure that it gave him. It felt really good to masturbate while his face was mere inches from her swollen sex. It was the kind of joy that a performer experienced when working in front of a live audience, only in this case with a strong erotic flavour to it. She realised that she could easily make herself come again, but she refrained from giving herself that release. Instead she kept herself straining at the very brink of orgasm, needing it, aching for it. Every nerve of her body was turned up to maximum sensitivity and she knew that whatever he did to her would hurt that much more because of it and she would enjoy it that much more as well.
Roger searched his desk with his eyes and then he smiled when he spotted a bunch of rubber bands used to hold bundles of envelopes and documents together, and was reminded of a favourite childhood game played behind the school masters' backs. Selecting a sheet of paper, he set to work while glancing up to enjoy Susan's masturbatory efforts as often as possible. He smiled at the way she made an obvious effort to give him a good view of her cunt even as she rubbed herself. He had known and played with many women in his life, ranging from innocent virgins to hardened prostitutes, and very few of them ever naturally understood the joy most men obtained from simply looking at a beautiful woman's cunt, especially when she made a deliberate effort to display it for him. However Susan seemed to instinctively grasp this secret and was more than happy to oblige him. He stroked her knee to let her know he appreciated the show and then went back to folding and rolling strips of paper into tightly packed two-inch long cylinders which he then folded in the middle to form a stubby “V” shape. He stopped when he had two dozen of them and gathered them up on a little pile.
When Susan saw him loop a thick rubber band over his thumb and index finger she understood what he was making and she raised her eyebrow at him. “Target practise?” However she did not allow this realisation interfere with her self-stimulation, and she was bubbling along at a steady simmer always just below the point of no return. It was incredibly frustrating, but felt marvellous at the same time, especially knowing that it was as much a performance as it was self-pleasuring. Surprisingly the knowledge that he intended to hurt her cunt made the pleasure from her masturbation even more urgent and intense. “Are you going to shoot those things at my cunt?” she asked, her voice husky and thick with arousal as her fingers continued their slow, sensuous circular caresses. When he nodded she pushed her knees out until they touched the edge of the table to either side of her, spreading her thighs wide to the limits of her ability. Bending her lower legs under the table and lifting her feet, she braced herself so that she wouldn't topple backwards. Her cunt was right at the edge and when she spread it open she would present Roger with the perfect target.
Irresistibly drawn, Roger leaned forward and pressed his face into her cunt again, savouring the heat and the scent of her arousal. A trail of translucent liquid ran from her vaginal opening and patches of moisture glistened on the table top beneath her cunt.
“Shall we make the game more challenging?” Susan said on impulse.
“What sort of challenge?” Roger asked as he fitted one of the stiff paper bullets onto the centre of the doubled rubber band. Her feminine scent lingered in his nostrils as he took practise aim and stretched the elastic rubber by pulling on the paper roll folded over it.
“I'll spread myself for two seconds each time and you try to hit my clitoris or send it into the hole.” Simply describing the game made her pulse race and she was unable to resist rubbing her clitoris again.
“Hmm. What do I get if I'm on target?” He took aim with his improvised catapult, closing one eye.
Although she knew he could have ordered her to do anything he liked, being allowed to participate in the design of the game seemed to hit the mental spot and she hurriedly lifted her fingers away from her cunt to avoid a premature orgasm. “Let me see. How about for every direct hit I hold myself open for you to take a free shot, no time limit?” Fear and lust twisted around each other inside of her like the stripes in rock candy, merging to form something new and delectable. In her excitement, the fact that the object of game was to hurt her cunt didn't bother her at all.
Roger grinned. “You're on!”
Susan shifted her bottom slightly and placed her fingertips on each side of her slit and her thumbs just above her clitoris. “Don't shoot yet, let me test my grip.” Bracing herself, she quickly snatched her cunt lips apart while simultaneously pulling back the hood from her clitoris. Bending over she studied the effect, shifted her fingers slightly, and tried again. “Last time.” This time she included the two second count. “One … two …” and then her finger came together, concealing the inside of her cunt. “That should do it. All right. Get ready. The next one's for real,” she declared with a reckless grin.
Roger held up his thumb and finger, gripped the folded paper bullet and pulled it back, aiming generally in the direction of Susan's cunt, which was shaded by the backs of her hands. Suddenly there was a flash of movement and the inside of Susan's cunt was revealed in all its pink glory. Torn between aiming at her clitoris or her vaginal opening he hesitated for a fraction of a second. This cost him the time needed for a proper aim and he was forced to fire just before her fingers started to close. “Snap!” The paper dart zipped across the space of about a yard to strike the inside of her left inner labia.
“Ouch!” The harmless looking paper bullet had hit with far more force that she had expected and the point of impact burned fiercely. But her blood was up and the excitement of the game helped her to push past the pain. She grinned and cried “Missed!” She gently massaged her cunt as Roger picked up the bullet and re-loaded, feeling the burn turn into aching pleasure, and she was smiling eagerly by the time he was ready for the next shot. The steady thump of her pulse at the point of impact and each resulting flash of pain told her that this punishment no child's game and would rapidly get worse with each impact of a paper bullet, but now that she had accepted the reality of her sexual desires she was confident that she would be able to handle the pain and, she fervently hoped, even enjoy it. Surreptitiously tensing her muscles, she watched Roger's eyes and the moment they shifted from her cunt she snatched her lips apart and counted out the two seconds.
However, Roger had adapted his strategy, and he had picked his target in advance so that he was able to shift and perfect his aim without uncertainty or hesitation. But he still had very little time to aim and fire at her winking cunt hole. “Damn!” The bullet struck just above the cringing orifice, smacking squarely against her pee hole a moment before the target disappeared from view once more.
It felt as if she had been jabbed in the cunt with a knitting needle wielded by a peevish old lady. Despite the eye-watering pain, she uttered a grunt of satisfaction. “Ha! Missed again. You must have gotten murdered at school,” she said mockingly, even though she knew her teasing would simply drive him to greater efforts. Her fingers worked her cunt lips again and was surprised by how good it felt.
Roger took aim, concentrating hard this time, as if he was firing an actual gun. This time the shot felt right even as the paper bullet left his fingers. The projectile slammed into Susan's cunt hole while it was still being stretched open by the motion of her fingers. It drove through the soft moist portal and disappeared right into the depths of her vagina. He was already waving his fist in the air in triumph by the time Susan sufficiently recovered from the explosive impact to cry “Hit!”
The pain momentarily drove the breath from her lungs and Susan had to struggle in order to call out Roger's success. She looked down and saw that the bullet had completely disappeared into her body. “That was a good one!” She winced when her finger touched the bruised flesh of her vaginal opening, but nevertheless she pushed it in and searched for the “V” shaped roll of paper. Seeing Roger's eyes follow the exploratory efforts of her finger, the soreness transmuted into a pleasurable ache and she exclaimed when her finger touched the dampened paper tails of the bullet. “I've got it. Now … to … aha!” She crooked the first joint of her finger and pulled. A second later the bedraggled paper bullet fell to the floor, somewhat worse for wear. She giggled. “I think you're going to need a new one.”
Roger held up a fresh bullet and fitted it to the rubber bands. “Ready when you are.”
The game continued and Susan's clitoris and vaginal opening began to suffer more and more as Roger's accuracy and reactions improved through practise. There came a point after her clitoris had been hit more than a dozen times when she experienced a moment of crisis. The latest bullet had smashed directly into her sorely bruised clitoris, the third in a row to do so, and despite her best effort she doubled over in agony and almost fell off of the table. Tears of pain streamed down her cheeks and she struggled to suppress a sob of self-pity. The temptation to give up and doubts about her decision to stay on the island almost overwhelmed her. If she surrendered to the pain and doubt it would all end and she could return to her normal, if somewhat directionless life as a bad daughter and good nurse. A peek through the shading fringe of her hair revealed that Roger was waiting patiently, although the generous bulge in his trousers belied his relaxed demeanour. On the other hand she could … what? A bright flare of pain from her cunt gave her the answer. She realised that she had still been hovering over the fence, like some tightrope walker trying to stay within reach of the safety of the platform behind her. So her other option was to…” She dashed away the tears and threw her hair back with a toss of her head. “Thanks for waiting. I just needed a moment to clear my head.”
Roger nodded. “And is it clear now?”
She took a deep breath and realised that indeed it was. Unlike Peggy, she had always been the cautious one, and even when her logic and emotions both told her she wanted to stay on the island and all that entailed, a small frightened part of her mind had still clung to reservations. She nodded emphatically. “Yes. Yes it is.” She was where she wanted to be and she couldn't hide from it. She tensed the muscles of her thighs, subtlety emphasising their spread. Her fingers returned to her cunt. She exposed her clitoris with the fingers of one hand and unemotionally examined its condition. She chuckled. “The poor little thing does look a little worse for wear, doesn't it?”
Roger was surprised when she struck her swollen clitoris with a sharp snap of the index finger of her right hand. He was even more surprised when she hissed in unmistakable pain, but then immediately broke into a smile.
“Oh yes, I think it's good for quite a bit more punishment,” Susan said, joyfully embracing the waves of dizzying pain emanating from her clitoris and the rest of her sorely bruised cunt. After searching out the proper grip, she spread her cunt open once more but this time she just held it in the spread position. “One target, reporting for duty.” While watching the grinning Roger prepare and load his catapult, she was amazed at the difference that she felt having abolished the last trace of doubt and hesitation. She felt far more elation than fear, her arousal rose to explosive levels, and the soreness and pain, while still there, somehow became much more bearable. As a nurse she was well aware both from her studies and from personal observation, that people's levels of pain tolerance not only varied greatly from person to person, but was affected greatly on the individual's mood. She now realised that if she allowed her arousal and sexual stimulation to dominate her senses and emotions, the pain seemed much more diffuse and, in her case at least, more enjoyable.
Despite Susan's unspoken offer, Roger chose to concentrate for the moment upon her vaginal opening. He made it his goal to shoot all of his remaining bullets into that feminine opening, filling her with the tightly rolled paper.
Before resuming his target practise Roger had removed his trousers and underpants, and Susan was gratified to see the rigid state of his penis, knowing that it was effectively a tribute to her sexual allure, albeit viewed through the veil of her voluntary suffering. She jumped when the snap of the rubber bands presaged, if only by a fraction of a second, an acute stab of pain in her vagina and nodded when she felt the bullet bury itself deep.
“Don't take it out,” Roger said, and explained his purpose.
She grinned. “Let's see how many shots it takes you to do it.” She nodded at his erection. “The sooner you do it, the sooner you can do me.” A thought came to her. “Do you usually use condoms with Helen and Rinda?”
Roger took aim, the tip of his tongue protruding from between his teeth, and fired. The catapult snapped and he swore when the bullet struck her cunt hole but failed to penetrate. “Darn it! Uh, no I don't normally use a condom, but I always withdraw before I come or I don't fuck them in the cunt at all if I feel that I can't control my coming.”
Her thighs trembled from the intense and shocking pain, but like the fiery burn of fine whiskey, it now quickly mellowed into an erotic heat that made her want to rub her clitoris. Lust crackled through her nerves like wildfire and she felt as if she could go on forever. “So how do you want to take me? If it's to be my cunt, then you'll have to wait for me to unpack your bullets from inside.”
“That might be fun to watch. But won't it be awfully painful for you if I fuck you there?” That thought made him reach for his cock and to stroke it.
Susan raised an eyebrow archly. “The prospect of my terrible suffering doesn't seem to dampen your ardour very much.” Then she chuckled. “I admit that I like the idea too. You can pull out and come in the alternative opening of your choice. I shall leave the decision to you … Ahh! Ow!”
“Bullseye!” Roger cried happily as he reached for the next bullet.
Susan closed her eyes and opened herself up to the blasts of agony as each bullet smashed into her vagina, riding the waves of pain as they carried her towards an ever expanding horizon of delight. She remembered the way Rinda had looked when they had hurt her, and she knew that Roger would see the same flickering flames of lust in her eyes right at that moment. She even managed to masturbate by subtly varying the pressure of her fingers, stretching her cunt lips and then relaxing ever so slightly. She could feel the uneven pressure of the folded bullets inside her vagina, the entire stack shifting slightly each time a new bullet crashed rudely into her sexual opening and poking against her vaginal walls whenever she contracted the muscles of her cunt. A sudden heat made her eyes snap open and she realised that Roger had cupped his palm over her raw open cunt.
“It's done. They're all inside of you.” Setting aside the rubber band, he scooted his chair forward and kissed her belly.
Floating in a pain and lust filled delirium, it took several moments for his words to penetrate the red tinged fog in her mind. She had never felt so incredibly hot and aroused in her life, not even in the moments just before an orgasm and she was literally panting with need and lust. Even though her vaginal orifice was so sore that the lightest touch felt like a blade twisting in her flesh, she continued to hold herself open and smiled at him. “Would you like to dig them out?”
Roger nodded eagerly in response to this suggestion and planted a kiss directly upon her cunt hole. He grinned when she bit back a moan even at that gentle contact. Placing one hand on her upper thigh both to help hold her still and for moral support, he held up a finger, and moistened it with the ample supply of her juices that had flowed out of her cunt. “Here it comes.” As sore and raw as she was, he knew there was no need for him to be rough in order to hurt her, but neither did he insult her by being overtly gentle. Ignoring her cries of pain, he simply pushed his finger into her vagina and dug out each of the paper bullets using only as much force as necessary. Unfortunately for her, the ones buried deeper in required considerable effort and the forceful pressing of his knuckles against the badly bruised opening of her vagina.
Susan didn't try to be brave, and allowed herself to scream and cry as much as her body and the crushing pain required. Neither however did she try to hide the fact that she was enjoying the agonising probing of her vagina. The feeling of his finger inside of her battered sex felt insanely erotic despite the tearing pain that his touch caused, and she sighed in regret when the last bullet popped out and fell wetly to the floor. His finger remained inside of her despite having accomplished its task and she let her cunt close comfortably around it and squeezed his finger with her inner muscles while putting her hands around his head to draw his face against her belly. His other arm went around her waist and they remained locked in that strange, sexually charged embrace for several minutes.
Unable to resist the need, Roger regretfully pulled away and stood up. “Lie back on the desk and draw up your legs.”
Susan playfully opened her eyes wide. “Ooh, are you going to fuck me now just like a big girl?” she lisped, putting a finger to her lips.
“After all that digging around in your cunt I'd say you're definitely a big girl,” Roger growled, stroking his cock in anticipation.
“Beast!” she exclaimed, sticking her tongue out at him. Then with a giggle she rolled onto her back and lifted her knees, leaving her cunt jutting out over the edge of the desk. She knew it was definitely going to hurt to be fucked, but that didn't prevent her from spreading her thighs wide in welcome. She had never been fucked in the arse hole before, and she wondered if that would hurt too. She couldn't tell if she dreaded or desired it, and finally concluded that it was both, which only made the prospect more exciting.
Roger rested his cock on Susan's cunt and pulled her buttocks against his body by wrapping his hands around her thighs. Slowly rocking his hips he worked his cock into her wet slit until his shaft was embraced by her inner labia and the head of his cock bumped into her clitoris.
“My god that feels so bloody good,” Susan moaned, rocking her hips in counterpoint to his. The friction and pressure against her painfully swollen clitoris burned as if he was striking matches against it, but that felt good too. Then she felt him pull further back and suddenly the head of his cock was pressing against her cunt hole. She barely noticed him lifting her calves over his shoulders as pain flared bright between her thighs, the stretching of her hole by his cock adding a new dimension to the sensation. For a second her body and mind resisted and the pain soared, making the sweat break out in droplets on her forehead, but then desire overcame instinct and she was able to consciously embrace it again, bringing pleasure and lust rushing back in a great crashing torrent that swept all doubt away. She gripped his neck with her legs and the blood rushed to her head when he leaned forward, pressing her thighs against her breasts as he began to fuck her.
Roger had been holding back and teasing himself with Susan's beauty and punishment, and now he let it all go, wildly pounding her cunt and revelling in the moans and gasps of pleasure and pain that he extracted from her.
Susan had never been a screamer, but with her acceptance of her love of pain and punishment had come a new desire for sexual vocalisation. She moaned and cursed and screamed in a way that felt quite shocking and would have made her mother swoon in horror.
As much as he was enjoying the fucking of her sore cunt, Roger did not forget the need to withdraw before he came. He had not thought to ask Susan if she had ever been fucked in the arse or whether or not she liked it, but it was too late now. “Spread your cheeks,” he said as he reluctantly pulled out of her vagina.
Susan realised his intention but was too far gone in lust to feel any apprehension. She reached her arms down by her sides, gripped her buttocks, and pulled as best she could. There was an unfamiliar pressure on her arse hole and then her mouth stretched wide in a silent scream when Roger pushed hard. Compared to the agony caused by the fucking of her vagina, the sudden and unfamiliar stretching of her tight pink arse hole was completely bearable. In fact after Roger's cock had plunged in and out a few times, she began to enjoy the novel sensation and her arousal returned in full force. She resumed moaning and panting. “Oh god, oh god, oh … oh … Ohh!” To her surprise she came so hard that she almost forgot to breathe, her convulsions and the grip of her legs pulling Roger against her.
The powerful contractions of her arse hole were enough to make Roger come as well and he slammed his cock into her as he began shooting his semen into her arse in great jets of sticky fluid.
When Roger kept his still erect cock inside of her, Susan let her legs slip down from his shoulders and wrapped them tightly around his waist. She put her arms around his neck and kissed him hard, clinging to his body like a life preserver, echoes of her orgasm still rocking her body in warm gentle waves. “Mmm. I think I rather enjoyed that.”
Raising his eyebrows Roger asked, “Which part?”
Looking him straight in the eye so that he knew she was serious, she said, “All of it.”
 

***

 
Peggy watched her friend gingerly walk towards her and giggled. “Did Roger give you a rough time?” Then she took a step forward and visibly winced.
“Ha! Look who's talking,” Susan replied. Forcing herself to walk normally she went up to her friend and took her hands. “Any regrets?” she asked, suddenly serious.
Peggy shook her head. “Helen was much nicer than I expected. Probably nicer than I would have been in her position. Not that she didn't claim her pound of flesh, mind you.”
Susan laughed. “I can see that. I also see that you're not terribly upset about it.”
Looking slightly abashed, Peggy grinned sheepishly. “I'm not. I – oh hell, I might as well admit it – I rather enjoyed myself. I think Helen likes me too, oddly enough.” She studied her friend. “Does it bother you? That Helen likes me I mean?”
It was Susan's turn to look uncomfortable. “No. Not at all. Roger and I rather hit it off, if you know what I mean.”
Relieved, Helen laughed. “Look at us. Like a pair of schoolgirls mooning after a handsome film star.”
“I'm glad that you're all right with how things are here because I have some news.”  Susan told Peggy about her discussion with Roger regarding going out on the pirate boats. “So what do you think? You don't have to go if you don't want to.”
“Don't be silly. I think it's a wonderful idea. Just sitting her waiting for the boats to bring in casualties would drive me potty.”
“It could be dangerous, you know.”
Peggy waved her arms about. “We're at war, and Singapore has fallen. I won't let a few Jap bullets frighten me. Stiff upper lip and all that rot, what?” she said, twirling an imaginary handlebar moustache.
Susan laughed at her friend's indomitable spirit and hugged her, both of them wincing in unison. “Ouch! That wasn't such a good idea. Shall we get into bed, compare wounds, and share our war stories?”
“We shall. And don't forget the details. I want to hear everything that you and Roger got up to.”
“And I want to hear all the gory details about Helen's terrible vengeance.”
“You first,” Peggy said, taking Susan's hand.
“Well, I was sitting on his desk, legs open of course – “
“Of course,” Peggy said with a giggle.
“– and there was this big rubber band …. “



Chapter Thirteen
 

Celebes Sea, Off the coast of Borneo, 20th February 1942

 
Digby dived behind cover as a hail of .303 bullets smashed into the superstructure of the Japanese patrol boat, accompanied by the steady “Crack! Crack! Crack!” of a Bren gun. They had spotted the boat drawn up on the shore of an unidentified island and had been approaching to inspect it when the unexpected hail of light machine-gun fire had peppered their vessel. Fortunately whoever was shooting at them wasn't very well trained, as most of the bullets had gone wide. Given the size of the target, this indicated either inexperience, panic, or an injured gunner. The mounted twin Vickers machine guns of the commandeered patrol boat responded with a roar of fire that made Digby's head ring and the deck vibrate beneath him.
The Bren went silent and the Japanese soldiers who had lowered themselves into a motor launch on the opposite side of the patrol boat made a dash for the shore. Rather desultory rifle and pistol fire met their assault but not a one was hit as they pounded across the wet sand. Captain Fukushima and another group of men in a second boat landed on the opposite end of the beach and also rushed towards the enemy. Several grenades were flung and the flying clouds of sand were followed by the waving of an improvised white flag that appeared to be made from a woman's petticoat, fluttering over the cluster of rocks from where the opposing fire had been coming.
“We surrender! We surrender! Don't shoot. We have women and children here,” cried a Dutch accented voice in English.
Captain Fukushima barked some orders to his men in Japanese and then shouted, “Come out with your hands raised above your head. Anyone we find still holding or trying to hide a weapon of any kind will be shot.”
Hands appeared above the rocks followed fearfully by the heads and bodies of both men and women, all of them in civilian clothes.
Another barked command from Captain Fukushima sent his men dashing forwards, bayonets fixed to their rifles, to round up the frightened group.
Peering at the scene through a pair of surprisingly good Japanese binoculars Digby hissed in surprise and then turned to one of the remaining crew aboard. “Take me ashore. Quickly!” he barked in text book Japanese. The soldier scrambled to obey and minutes later he was approaching the shore in a rubber dingy.
Captain Fukushima observed Digby in surprise as the Englishman strode across the sand of the beach. “Major, why have you come ashore?”
With a superior smile Digby gestured at the miserable looking captives and the weapons and supplies that the Japanese soldiers had recovered from the rocky makeshift redoubt. “Just look at them Captain. They are all civilians, but they were armed with military weapons. I assure you that you can't just walk into a store in Singapore and purchase a Bren gun. And notice the rations still in bulk packing. But what's more important is that several of them have obviously recently received medical attention. Observe the professionally applied bandages, and the stitches on that one's wound. Someone has given them assistance and supplies. I would guess that if their boat had not broken down they would have been long gone by now.”
One of the male captives shouted, “Too bloody right, you filthy traitor. Don't think I don't recognise you. I've seen you swanning about Singapore town in your fancy car. You'd never have seen us if the motor hadn't choked.”
Captain Fukushima frowned in irritation and nodded to one of the soldiers guarding the prisoners.
The soldier bowed stiffly, took a step forward and without warning smashed the butt of his rifle into the man's face knocking him down to the ground. The soldier looked over his shoulder at Captain Fukushima, who nodded again. He flipped his rifle around and drove his bayonet through the fallen man's belly and into the sand beneath him.
Women screamed and several of the braver men shouted angrily in protest. One of them said, “You can't do that! We're civilians.”
Captain Fukushima, who was a paratrooper, carried a rifle as his primary weapon instead of his pistol. He folded his arms, cradling the weapon against his chest and glared at the angry and horrified crowd. He shouted, “Civilians do not carry weapons. Civilians do not fire upon Japanese troops. You are all captured enemies who are not in uniform. Spies and guerrillas may be interrogated or executed on the spot even under you own rules of war.”
The prisoners fell silent, some of the women sobbing in terror. One of the men fell to his knees in shock.
The Japanese officer waited several seconds for their situation to fully sink into their minds. “The Major has some questions that he wants to ask you. Cooperate and answer truthfully, and I may be persuaded to spare you.”
Digby stepped forward. “Someone helped you. Gave you weapons and supplies. Gave you medical treatment. Tell me about them.”
The captives looked at each other, but before anyone could volunteer any information, a woman's voice cried out “Don't tell them anything! Can't you see that they're going to kill us all anyway?” A woman stepped forward and pointed at Digby. “This isn't an ordinary Jap patrol. Not with him along. They're looking for something or someone. Don't help them. They can all go to hell, especially you, you traitor!”
Digby heard a Jap soldier behind him snigger, but concealed his anger behind a smile. However he knew that if he allowed a woman to rebuke him in public he would lose tremendous face in the eyes of the Japs, including Captain Fukushima, especially since he was the one who insisted of confronting the prisoners. Indicating two of the soldiers he snapped, “You and you, bring the woman to me.” He pointed at the angry women and then at the sand in front of him.
Hiding their grins, the soldiers slung their rifles and marched up to the now apprehensive looking woman. They grabbed her arms and frog marched her towards Digby.
“Let go of me you filthy yellow bastards!” she shouted, struggling valiantly but hopelessly. The Japanese soldiers were both shorter than her but they were extremely fit and strong. They twisted her arms behind her and she cried out in pain, immediately ceasing all her struggles.
Digby smiled at the furious and red faced woman. Despite her condition and disarray she was attractive enough and on the youthful side of middle age. He put his hands behind his back and rocked on his heels. “Tell me.”
“Go to hell!” the woman shouted and spat at his feet.
“Strip her – completely,” he commanded in Japanese.
The woman's apprehension changed to outrage and fear when the soldiers started to rip at her clothing. “Stoppit! Don't touch my dress you filthy pigs,” she screamed. She managed to work one hand free and scratched at the face of one of the soldiers.
The soldier knocked her hand aside, but not before she had managed to draw blood. He snarled in anger and raised his fist to strike her.
Digby grabbed the angry soldier by the wrist. “Gently, gently. She will get what she deserves in due course. First we must talk to her and a broken jaw will not help.”
Despite his rage, the soldier responded to the senior officer's uniform with automatic obedience and lowered his hand with a stiff bow. “Hai, Major.”
Digby swivelled and drove a fist into the woman's belly, doubling her over with a whoop of pain. He smiled to the offended soldier. “See? You just have to know how to talk to women.”
The soldier grinned and bowed more respectfully. “Hai, Major Digby san.” He yanked the gagging woman upright and along with the other soldier resumed ripping her clothes off.
Another of the male prisoners bravely tried to object but also received a rifle butt to the face for his effort.
A barked command from Captain Fukushima prevented the follow up thrust of the bayonet. The prisoners might be persuaded to cooperate if they believed that he might was inclined to be merciful.
In the meantime the two soldiers had successfully stripped the pale-faced woman. A bamboo pole and some rope had been acquired. Her elbows had been pulled behind her and the pole thrust between her arms and her body. The rope was tied to her wrists and went tightly around the front of her chest just under her breasts, totally immobilising her arms and providing the soldiers with a convenient handle by which to hold her still and upright. Whenever she tried to sag or drop to her knees an upward thrust on the pole threatened to agonisingly dislocate her shoulders. It also had the useful property of pulling her shoulders back and decorously pushing her breasts out.
Digby resumed his stance in front of her, watchful for more attempts at spitting. “Where were we? Oh yes, you were going to tell me all about these generous Samaritans of yours.”
“Go to hell,” the woman said.
Digby tutted and shook his head regretfully. His hands shot out, grabbed her nipples, then pinched and twisted – hard. “You … really … must … learn … some … manners,” he said, emphasising each word with a hard twist of her nipples.
The naked woman screamed shrilly and struggled wildly against the bamboo pole, which only hurt her even more. “Fuck you!” she screamed at him, demonstrating more spirit than common sense.
“Open her legs,” Digby snapped in Japanese while still holding on to her nipples.
The soldiers obeyed with alacrity. They spread her feet apart by the simple expedient of kicking the insides of her ankles with their heavy boots, forcing her feet to slide through the sand until she stood with her feet a shoulder's width apart. Then they stamped on her feet, driving them into the sand and immobilised her by standing on them.
The woman screamed even louder at this fresh indignity, although her struggles weakened as she grew tired and her position become increasingly unbalanced.
Digby released her nipples and stepped half a pace back. “Once again. Tell me about the people that helped and armed you.”
Panting and angrily red faced, she shook her head. “Never.”
“If there's one I've learned in my life, is not say 'never'.” Before the last word left his lips his foot swept up in a spray of sand to land a kick right between her legs with his booted foot, striking her cunt with a solid thud.
The woman's eyes bulged in horror and she would have collapse to the sand if she had not been held up by the pole and the two soldiers.
Before she could scream or otherwise react, Digby kicked her cunt again with equal force.
The woman's face turned green and she bent her head forward and vomited onto the sand. Her knees turned inwards and it was obvious that her legs could not have supported her without the aid of the pole, which was inflicting agonising pressure on her shoulder joints because of all the strain she was placing on them.
“Any second thoughts? I can keep this up all day, by the way. Can you?” Digby made a limbering motion with his foot and chuckled when she tried, unsuccessfully, to close her legs.
The woman threw up again and then groaned. “I …. “
“Too late,” Digby said cheerfully and kicked her in the crotch again. He gave the front of his trousers a tug to relive the uncomfortable pressure on his erection.
The woman's scream made even some of the male prisoners turn pale and one of the other women collapsed to the ground weeping and shaking her head.
“No more! Please, no more!” the woman cried, struggling so hard that she started to bleed where her arms rubbed against the bamboo pole. “I'll tell you what you want to know.”
Digby clapped his hands together briskly. “See how simple that was? Now be a good girl and tell Uncle Digby all, before I lose my patience and resume my football practise.”
“They came to us in a large boat. It was funny looking, low and all draped with splotchy patterns, dark blue and white.”
“Camouflage?”
“Yes, yes camouflage. They gave us food and water, weapons, and fuel for our engine. They also gave us a map and compass and told us which way to head to find a suitable island where we could hide out. They said they would find us and give us more supplies later.”
Digby rubbed his chin. “Who were they? Royal Navy? Dutch? Did they say where they came from or how many of them there were?”
The woman shook her head, looking fearful that her lack of information would anger him. “They didn't say. They were a mixture of people, mostly Orientals and natives, with a white man, an Englishman, who seemed to be in command.” Once she had started talking she couldn't seem to stop, willing to say anything to avoid more of the unbearable pain. “Oh, and there were two white women too, also English by the looks of them. They were the ones who treated the sick and wounded. I think they were nurses from the way they talked. They didn't sound like doctors.”
Digby looked up sharply. “English nurses?”
She nodded, eager to please. “Yes, I heard one of them mention the QA and the other talked about a hospital.”
Digby stepped up close to her. His fingers gripped her cunt lips and squeezed threateningly. “Did you get their names? Describe them to me.” His grip tightened. “Be very careful what you say. If you lie, you will pray for death.”
The battered woman's body shook in obvious terror. She had only remembered details of the nurses because they had been young and beautiful, and she had realised that they were not wearing any underwear as she had watched them bending over the injured. They had not introduced themselves, but she knew that the man interrogating her would not accept a simple claim of ignorance and would continue to torture her. His hard fingers twisted her fanny lips and she winced and trembled even harder, her arms and shoulders burning in agony. Then the wisp of a memory teased her, gave her hope. A name … she had heard a name … the smaller nurse had called out to the other for more bandages … she said …. Yes! “One name, I heard one name,” she cried out desperately.
His grip on her cunt tightened to crushing force. “Well? Come on you stupid cow. What was the name?”
“Argh!! Please … her name was Susan. Yes, that's it. Susan. I swear it.”
Digby grinned triumphantly as he turned his head to Captain Fukushima. “Describe these nurses to me. Height, hair colour, anything else you remember,” he barked at the woman. He listened as she stammered out a confused description, but from what he heard he had no doubt at all that it was them. He stalked over the other prisoners, who were thoroughly cowed by what they had seen, and obtained a confirmation of the nurses' descriptions as well as of their unknown companions. When he was done he returned to Captain Fukushima's side. “We've found them. Now all we have to do is track them down and kill them. Their new friends are giving weapons to the refugees, so you should want them dead as well.”
Captain Fukushima frowned darkly. The fact that these mysterious rescuers were handing out machine guns like o-seibo (end of year gifts) was a matter of serious concern. It could result in unexpected and unnecessary casualties amongst the Japanese forces and it was his duty to deal with the threat. He nodded. “Hai. We must find these trouble makers and eliminate them.”
Digby swept his arm in a semi-circle, indicating the prisoners. “We don't need them any more, and I can't afford witnesses, so if you would be so kind as to deal with them, Captain.”
Captain Fukushima scowled. He had no objection to executing these European civilians who had dared to fire at him and his men, but he hated the way Digby took him for granted. He need an excuse not to immediately obey the white man like a lowly flunky. “Your indulgent display was excited the men. It would be bad for moral and discipline if they were not allowed to relieve themselves.” He barked in Japanese, announcing their success in finding a lead to their objectives and commending the men for their victory over the colonialists. He told them that as a special reward they would be allowed to amuse themselves with the women in an orderly fashion. The men shouted “Banzai” and cheered him before turning on the prisoners, separating the men from the women.
Digby grunted in disgust. “I shall return to the boat and await your return,” he snapped and marched stiffly across the sand towards the rubber boat that had brought him ashore.
Captain Fukushima would have liked to have done the same, but he had to remain to ensure that discipline was maintained and to demonstrate solidarity with the men. He watched in surprise when his NCO jogged up to him and saluted, and then stepped closer than was proper.
“Captain, there is something you need to see,” he said softly.
Captain Fukushima knew the NCO would not make such a request lightly and rather than demanding an explanation he simply nodded and indicated that the NCO should proceed.
The NCO led him over to the outcrop of rocks that the prisoners had used as a makeshift pillbox. He pointed to a freshly dug hole in the sand and the middle aged European man who stood next to it with rolled up shirt sleeves, perspiring heavily.
Captain Fukushima looked into the pit and saw a slab sided chest of lacquered rosewood.
The NCO looked around and then knelt down and flipped the heavy lid open.
Captain Fukushima hissed in amazement. Slim bars of gold glowed in the sunlight. From the way it looked, they went all the way to the bottom of the chest. There was a smaller section in the chest containing what looked like leather pouches.
The NCO pointed at these. “He says these contain diamonds, pearls and other gems.”
“You speak Japanese?” Captain Fukushima asked.
The prisoner bowed low. “Hai, Captain san. I am a jeweller. I buy much of my pearls from Japan.”
“And why did you reveal your treasure to my officer?”
“I ask nothing except mercy, Captain san.”
“The others, they know about this box?”
The jeweller nodded. “I promised them each a reward if they helped me transport it to safety.”
“But you bargain for mercy only for yourself?”
The man shrugged. “A man must be realistic, Captain,” he said, eyes narrowed shrewdly.
Captain Fukushima grunted and nodded. “Very well. I shall show you mercy. Now return to the others and do not speak of this,” he said, pointing at the chest. When the jeweller had scurried away, he turned to the NCO. “Close it up and you and I shall take it back to the boat while the men have their entertainment. If any of the men ask, tell them we found come documents that might contain useful information.”
“And the jeweller?” the NCO asked.
“I promised him mercy and he shall have it.” He knelt to grab one of the handles of the box. “Now come, let us take this to safety.”
A few of the soldiers remained on duty to watch the male prisoners as well as the women who had been too old, sick or ugly. The rest were dragged away, some screaming, some sobbing silently, and a few willingly, hoping for mercy, and moments later the beach was filled with rutting couples. Most fucked their unwilling partners conventionally, while a few were more creative. But none took too long to come. The first to finish hurried back to relieve the guards so that they could have their turn. When everyone was done, the NCO came to attention in front of Captain Fukushima, who had returned from the boat after safely stowing the chest in his cabin, and saluted, anticipating further orders.
Captain Fukushima took a deep breath, released it in a grunt, and said, “Kill them all.” His eyes darted towards the boat.
“Should we prepare a grave pit, Captain?” the NCO asked, carefully expressionless.
The Captain kicked at the sand which covered the entire area and shook his head. “Too much trouble. Just leave them where they fall. The animals will take care of the bodies. These are not warriors who deserve a proper cremation.”
“What about the jeweller, Captain?” the NCO asked hesitantly.
Captain Fukushima smiled. “Be merciful and shoot him in the head.”
The NCO grinned as he saluted and then jogged back to his waiting men. Moments later the screaming began.
 

***

 
Back on the boat Digby heard the screams float across the water, almost like the sound of seagulls. “Finally. I thought we would be here all day.” He looked down at Anna, whose lips were wrapped around his cock. “Faster, you stupid cunt, unless you want me to cut your head off and do it myself. I've got things to do and people to kill.”
 

***

 
Captain Fukushima scanned the horizon with narrowed eyes. The sea was too big, even in this crowded archipelago full of narrow straits and islands. No, what they needed was bait. His thumb rubbed the texture of the ray-skin wrapped handle of his sword. These unknown rescuers wanted to help, so he would give them someone to help. They had at least one specialised boat, most likely fast and possibly armed, so he would get them on land where his trained men would have the advantage. He would rid himself of these do-gooders, and of Digby at the same time. Then he could get back to fighting this war – after he had hidden the treasure chest.



Chapter Fourteen
 

Celebes Sea, Off the coast of Borneo, 21st February 1942

 
The low sleek boat bounced across the waves and Susan clung on tightly to the railings, enjoying the salty spray and the breeze that sent her hair flying like a banner behind her. She also enjoyed the way the boat's movement made Roger's fingers, which here buried in her cunt, vibrate and piston in and out. After the first blushingly embarrassing time, she had learned to relax and accept his hand lifting her skirt and reaching between her legs while the rest of the crew watched and grinned.
Helen preferred her fun in private and was more sensitive about her status in the eyes of the crew, so Peggy remained unmolested when they were at sea. However she tried to remain at Helen's side unless duty demanded otherwise because she knew that having a white woman attend upon her in public impressed the crew and strengthened Helen's ability to command and lead the gang of pirates.
Roger traced their course on the chart mounted on the navigation table with his finger. “The native boatmen report that a Japanese patrol boat passed through this area yesterday. They couldn't get close enough to see whether it was an Imperial Navy vessel or one of the captured Dutch boats, just that it was flying the rising sun ensign. They also heard automatic gunfire, but couldn't be sure whether it was at sea or on land. However, they are sure that the Japs have left the area so we're going to take a look and see if there's anyone we can help.” He glanced at the watertight box holding the WS38 military field wireless, which allowed him to communicate with the network of observers and the fleet of attack boats. With only a range of two miles, wireless messages had to be relayed from point to point. However this had the advantage of being harder for the enemy to detect and track, unlike the more powerful command receivers and transmitters.
“Could they have met that boat we helped yesterday?” Susan asked, her eyelids heavy from the slow fingering of her cunt.
“Not if they had continued on the course we had given them, but who knows.” Roger shrugged and tapped the chart. “With luck we'll find out soon enough.”
While Roger was navigating, Helen saw to the observers and fighting crew. A mixture of Chinese, Malays and Ibans, they were all hardened pirates who would have been hung or shot if the British or Dutch authorities had ever gotten hold of them. It tickled them to be suddenly on the same side as their erstwhile opponents. “Keep your eyes on the water and the skies. You can stare at women when you're back on land. If we get surprised by a Jap bomber the sharks will be fucking you instead.”
The men laughed and made obscene comments and gestures to each other, but they knew that their lives depended on everyone doing their job and that Helen did not tolerate malingerers. It was one of the lookouts who first spotted the smoke.
Roger barked orders and the crew bustled to draw specially tailored and camouflage painted canvas sheets over the deck and superstructure of the boat and to engage the mufflers to the engine exhaust. They would drastically reduce the noise of the engines, but also reduce their speed to a crawl. But that was still better than sail, which depended upon the wind, limited manoeuvrability, and were glaringly visible to enemy observers. Once everything was in place, he directed the boat towards the faint twist of smoke.
Peering through a pair of huge binoculars Helen cursed. “It's the boat we met yesterday. They either had an accident or the Japs found them.”
“Perhaps both,” Susan said. She felt Roger's fingers slide out of her vagina and she grinned when he licked his fingertip. “Looks like they might need medical attention again,” she said, reaching for her large field medical kit.
Roger put his hand on Susan's shoulder. “Everyone stay under cover until we're certain of what we're going to find.” He looked around at the clicking sounds of the crew checking their weapons. Most, including himself, were armed with American made Tommy-guns, the Thompson sub-machine gun made famous by gangsters during the US Prohibition. Instead of the signature drum magazines, they were equipped with the new thirty-round box magazines which gave them more fire power than the old twenty round ones.
Helen preferred an odd looking weapon that was very popular in China, the Mauser C96 “broomhandle” semi-automatic pistol with its front mounted magazine and wooden stock cum holster. Despite its unusual appearance, it chambered a very powerful 7.63x25mm round and with the stock attached could be aimed like a rifle. She had the ammunition for it specially imported from China.
Although Susan and Peggy had objected, Roger had insisted that they be armed as well. He had tried pistols first, Colt 1911s, but the noise and recoil proved too much for both of them, and though they could shoot the pistols they were wildly inaccurate without much more training and practise. Not having any smaller calibre pistols on hand, he gave them Sten Mk2 sub-machine guns instead. To his surprise they both proved much more proficient with these, or at least sufficiently so at close range to protect themselves from any attacking Japanese opponents in an emergency.
When they were sure that no enemies were around Roger brought the boat in closer to shore. The smouldering wreck of the boat they had met the day before was clearly visible.
“I don't see any bullet holes,” Helen said.
“I don't see any of the occupants either,” Susan said, scanning the shoreline with a hand over her brow.
“Maybe they're hiding,” Peggy said hopefully.
At a wave of Roger's hand the men started swarming over side of the boat, swimming and then wading towards the shore with their weapons inside waterproof bags. At the same time Roger and Helen, assisted by the crewman who was to remain on the boat, lowered an inflatable dingy over the back end of the boat and then held its lines while Susan and Peggy climbed aboard with their medical supplies and weapons.
By the time the inflatable reached the shore the pirates had efficiently searched the area and had formed a security perimeter in teams of two. One of the senior pirates helped Roger drag the dingy ashore. “We've found bodies, tuan. Over there.” He pointed towards a prominent outcropping of rocks.
Susan nodded to Peggy and they trotted towards the indicated spot, weighted down by their medical kits and the Sten guns slung across their bodies. Susan, who was in front, stopped with a gasp when she rounded the large rocks. “Oh my god!”
Alarmed, Peggy hurried to her friend's side and came to a stumbling halt, speechless. A pile of blood stained corpses formed a second mound behind the rocks. Some showed bullet holes, while others bore gory wounds clearly made by edged weapons. Give the size of the wounds and the fact that some had matching holes on front and back, Peggy guessed that they had been bayoneted.
Susan shook herself and started forwards. “Come on then. We've got to make sure that none of them are still alive.” But before she could proceed with the grisly business, a cry from further inland and behind a stand of coconut trees drew her attention. She dropped her hand to the Sten gun slung at her side and her fingers fumbled for the grip even as she knelt down in the sand placing the pile of bodies between her and the possible threat. But the waving of the man's arm dispelled her alarm and she climbed to her feet feeling rather foolish. However the sight of men getting to their feet and brushing sand from their bellies all around her immediately made her feel better. “What's he saying?”
Frowning as she strained to decipher the Chinese pirate's rather mangled English, Peggy said, “I think he said he's found a survivor.”
“Let go then!” Susan said as she ran across the beach, the Sten bouncing against her side with its odd side facing magazine lying across the front of her hips.
“My goodness!” Peggy exclaimed as they came in sight of the excited man's discovery. She gasped in horror at the naked female form, her arms held behind her by a bamboo pole and her body, especially her crotch, covered with spectacularly vivid bruises and smears of dried blood. A long crusted wound across the middle of her belly just below her navel seemed to be source of the gore.
The pirate nodded at the battered and bloody woman. “I not move her. I afraid she…” His hands made a tumbling gesture in front of his belly, indicating the falling of intestines.
Susan knelt by the woman's side and leaned close to examine the wound. “It's all right. The cut looks bad and must hurt like the blazes, but it's really quite shallow and not life threatening. Help me get these ropes off,” she said to Peggy.
The pirated helpfully held out towards her a much used and razor sharp dagger, handle first.
“Thank you.” Susan sawed at the moisture swollen ropes, being careful not to give the woman any further wounds.
Peggy lifted the woman's shoulders so that Susan could pull the bamboo pole free and then unstoppered a canteen of boiled water while Susan finished removing the ropes from the woman's wrists. She lifted her head and trickled some water on the woman's cracked lips.
The nameless survivor winced as the water touched her mouth, but then began to swallow greedily. “More, more water,” she demanded when Peggy took the canteen away.
“Slowly. You can have all the water you want, but sip slowly. Too much too quickly can be bad for you,” Peggy replied in a slow soothing tone.
The woman nodded, and managed to sip at the water when Peggy brought the spout of the canteen back to her lips. She would have tried to hold on to the canteen but her arms were numb and useless. Feeling was slowly returning, along with pins and needles that made her gasp. Her eyes widened as she began to think more coherently. “The others?” she croaked.
Susan shook her head. “I'm sorry. I think they're all dead.”
The woman nodded. “I … I heard them screaming. It was horrible.” She suddenly stiffened and tried to sit up, but her arms wouldn't support her. “The Japs! They – “
Susan gently pushed her down, placing a folded blanked from her pack under the woman's head. “It's all right. They're gone. You're safe. Now don't move or you'll make your wound worse.”
“He saved my life, you know.”
“Who did?” Peggy asked.
The woman coughed and then winced and groaned when it hurt her belly wound.
Susan dabbed her face with a wet cloth. “I'll give you something for the pain after we've checked you over. But go on, we need to know all you can tell us about the attack if we're to keep you safe.”
The woman nodded. “The Jap who did this.” She pointed at the long cut on her belly. “Actually he said he was Chinese from Taiwan, wherever that is, and not from Japan. The others were not interested in me because of how beaten up I was … am. He dragged me back here and pretended to rape me and then when the killing started he took the bayonet from his rifle and told me that he was going to cut me, but not deep, but I was to scream as if I was dying.” She took another sip of water and then fell silent for a moment before shaking her head and continuing with her story. “I didn't have to fake it when he cut me. I screamed like hell and at first I thought he had lied to me and had cut me right open. But when my insides stayed inside I realised that he was telling me the truth. He gave me his canteen to drink from and told me to drink as much as I could keep down. Then he dabbed some of the blood all over me and told me to lie really still and to play dead. He apologised that he couldn't do any more for me, and then ran off to join the others. He spoke really good English. He said he was a teacher before he had joined the Jap army. I owe him my life.” Seemingly exhausted, she sighed and closed her eyes.
Susan did a quick examination and found no other serious wounds, although the terrible bruising and tearing around her fanny made her wince in sympathy. “I'm going to give you some morphine now. That will make you sleepy and help the pain. Then I'll clean the wound on your tummy and stitch it up. You won't feel a thing.”
The woman nodded tiredly. “Thank you. My name's Andrea, by the way.” She opened her eyes. “I remember you. You're the ones who helped us before!”
“That's right. I'm just glad I was in time to help you again,” Susan said.
Andrea reached out and gripped Susan's wrist. “You have to be careful. He was looking for you.”
“Who? Who was looking for me Andrea?” Susan asked gently, worried that the woman was becoming delirious. 
“The Englishman. The traitor in the Japanese uniform. He said his name was … was … Rigby? No, not Rigby … Digby! Yes, that's it, Digby.” Andrea pointed to her crotch. “He's the bastard who did this to me. In front of everyone. I could see he was excited when I mentioned your name.” She started to silently weep.
“You're safe now Andrea. There's no need to be afraid. No one will hurt you now.”
Andrea shook her head. “I'm so sorry. I tried to be brave. I really did, but I was too weak. I told them all about you and your friends. Now they're out there looking for you. It's all my fault.”
Susan patted the agitated woman's hand. “Don't be silly Andrea. From the looks of it, you were far braver that I would have been.”
Andrea's voice fell to a whisper. “He kept kicking me … down there. It was so awful. Not just the pain, but with all those horrible foreigners watching … I just couldn't bear it. I sorry.”
Susan nodded to Peggy who was holding the syrette of morphine ready. “Hush. Don't worry about anything. You're going to sleep now, and when you wake up, everything will be much better.”
 

***

 
“This Digby fellow is certainly a stubborn sod, isn't he,” Roger said, when Susan relayed Andrea's confession to him.
“Being a traitor is one thing, but actually wearing a Jap uniform is really going over the pale. He needs to be put down like the dog that he is,” Helen said, slapping the wooden holster of her Mauser.
“Well it looks like he's coming for us even if we don't go for him,” Susan said. She looked at Roger and Helen, and then at the crew who were digging a pit to bury the bodies. “Perhaps you should find us a boat and let us head for Australia or India or something. Digby is my problem and it's not fair for us to bring the Japs down on you.”
Roger snorted. “Don't talk rot. You and Peggy are part of the crew now. And in case you hadn't noticed, we're already tweaking the Jap's noses. So they're going to come for us one way or another.”
Helen waved her arm in an encompassing arc. “These are our waters and our hunting ground, something the Japs are going to discover to their cost.” Her hatred of the Japanese was a white hot flame, and was shared by all the Chinese pirates.
“So what do we do?” Peggy asked.
Roger nodded towards the burial detail. “First we finish up here and get Andrea back to the island for treatment. Then we make plans.”
 

***

 
Andrea's eyes fluttered open and she smiled and sighed happily when she felt the softness of the bed beneath her. “I do hope I'm not dreaming,” she said muzzily.
“Nope. You're safe and sound in our infirmary. Try not to move around too much. You've got a great big bandage around your tummy. Luckily the wound wasn't very dirty and the bayonet must have been really sharp. I had to give you twenty-one stitches, so try not to tear them. I hate sewing. It was my worst subject in school.” Susan placed her hand on Andrea's forehead and felt her wrist for her pulse. “How do you feel?”
“Much better, thank you.” Andrea moved her legs and winced. “I'm still pretty sore … between my legs, but I'll survive. I'm tougher than I look.”
Susan chuckled. “That seems to be a common trait in the women on this island.”
Andrea's brow wrinkled in puzzlement. “What do you mean?”
“Oh nothing. I was just being silly. Now you just try to rest, and be careful of the needle in your other arm. There's a bell on the table beside you. Ring it if you need anything and someone will fetch myself or Peggy. You won't need to get up to pee because I inserted a catheter while you were out. You're much too sore down there to use a bedpan unless you need to do the other.” She patted Andrea's hand and turned to leave.
“Wait! I just remembered something that you're going to want to know.”
“What is it?” Susan asked, returning to the side of the bed.
“There was this chest …”
 

***

 
“You have to be joking! A treasure chest?” Roger exclaimed. “Are you sure the woman isn't delirious?”
“I don't think so. She's perfectly lucid and she doesn't have a fever or a head wound. Her story makes perfect sense too.”
Helen nodded. “That explains the massacre. Not that the actual killing surprises me, but they could simply have left them on the island without food or water and saved themselves the effort.”
Roger put his arm around Helen's waist and laughed. “We've gone after all sorts of cargo in our time, but never a real live treasure chest.”
“That will give the men another reason to fight hard and to kill the Japs,” Helen said dreamily. Gold and dead Japanese was an ideal combination.
“Yo, ho, ho, and a bottle of rum!” Roger cried. “Break out the Jolly Roger!”
Some of the crew lounging at the other end of the hall heard this and cheered, waving their fists in the air. They were willing to perform rescue work and fight the Japs because Roger and Helen asked them to, but loot was their real reason for being here in the first place, and they knew when Roger flew the skull and crossbones of the Jolly Roger flag it meant real loot.
“You really have a Jolly Roger?” Peggy asked wide eyed.
Helen laughed. “What kind of pirates would we be if we didn't?”
 

***

 
In the study, Roger tapped his finger on the naval chart pinned to the wall. “From what we saw and the descriptions of the Jap uniforms that Andrea gave us, we're facing Jap army or possibly marines, not navy.”
“What does that tell us?” Susan asked.
Helen pointed at the chart with the dagger she was playing with. “It tells us that we're unlikely to be faced with a seaborne attack, and that our enemy would prefer to fight on land.”
Folding his arms Richard said, “Knowing about Digby and the treasure, it's a good bet that the Jap officer, this Captain Fukushima or whatever, is operating alone and won't want to call in a load of reinforcements.” He turned to Susan. “So, if you were Digby and a Jap officer and you knew there was at least one boat load of meddling do-gooders in this area trying to help the refugees out of Singapore and the Indies, what would you do?
Startled to be asked for her opinion, Susan looked around at their faces, her mind struggling with the unfamiliar concepts. At last she said, “They don't know where to look for us, so if I was them, I'd set a trap … a trap with refugees as bait.”
Peggy nodded vigorously. “That makes sense. So should we stop sailing around until they go away?”
Roger nodded at Helen to reply.
Helen grinned and rubbed her hands. “Oh no. We just wait for news of a load of marooned refugees who need help and we'll know that it is a trap, which means we will also know where your former lover Digby and the Jap boat will be.”
“With the treasure chest aboard,” Roger added gleefully.
“Everyone gets a share of the treasure. That includes the two of you,” Helen said.
Susan looked at Peggy, and the nurses grinned at each other. “Yo, ho, ho!”
 

***

 
“Ah! Good, you're awake. I thought you might like something to eat, so I brought you some chicken porridge and a cup of tea,” Susan said brightly.
Andrea blinked and stared. “Um, you're … you don't have any clothes on.”
Susan set the tray down. “Um. Yes. I wondered if you would notice. Well let me help you sit up and tuck some pillows behind you – “ She expertly lifted Andrea up causing her belly wound the minimum of pain, arranged the pillows and then placed the table tray across the woman's lap, her brisk professional manner overcoming Andrea's amazement. “There. Now you be a good girl and eat your dinner, and I'll tell you all about it,” she said, waving her hands along her naked form.
Hypnotised by the unreality of the situation and the light dosage of morphine in the IV drip, Andrea started to eat the porridge, which was very good and definitely preferable to the bland blancmange they served her the last time she had been in hospital in London, while watching the naked form of Susan as she moved around the bed checking on her drip and making notes on the clipboard that hung from the end of the bed.
As she worked Susan gave Andrea a summarised version of her tale, being suitably discreet about the sexual aspects, although her very nudity made it obvious that something very sexual was going on. To her surprise, especially for someone who had just undergone an extremely traumatic experience with strong sexual overtones, Andrea was in no way condemning of Susan or Peggy's choices, nor did she accuse Roger and Helen of taking advantage of the two nurses. “They helped us twice, at the risk of their own lives. You and Peggy are clearly not prisoners or slaves and you both look happy.” She closed her eyes and with them still closed she said, “I have to admit, although what happened to me on the island was a total nightmare, there were moments that some part of me found insanely exciting. That was one of the hardest things to face while I was being tortured by that traitor. In fact, I'm glad to learn what happened to you and how you feel about it, because I was so afraid that I could never talk to anyone who might understand what I felt. I was dreading the disgust and criticism if I ever admitted to actually enjoying being naked in front of all those men, and even having Digby look and touch me. I was beginning to think I was sick or some kind of monster.”
When Andrea started to sob, Susan sat down on the bed next to her and held out her arms. She didn't touch the woman because she was naked and her approach might be misinterpreted, but she smiled when Andrea pressed herself against her bosom, almost ripping the needle out of her arm. She patiently held the crying woman, rocking her back and forth and murmuring meaningless comforting sounds, feeling her breasts grow wet with tears. She was stunned when she felt Andrea's lips close around her nipple and begin to suck, for all the world like a nursing baby. It felt really strange, and she experienced a surge of panic. She couldn't tell if it was a deliberate sexual act on Andrea's part or some kind of instinctual search for comfort, nor could she decide what to do about it. They had never covered this eventuality back in nursing school. Just about anything she did might be misinterpreted by the woman. Fortunately this indecision held her immobile just long enough.
Andrea seemed to realise what she was doing and pulled away, covering her face in shame and confusion. “I'm so sorry … oh my god, what was I thinking … I don't – “
Susan eased the woman back onto the bed and gently stroked her arms and face. “It's all right. You didn't do anything wrong and I'm not offended or angry. You're badly shocked and you naturally reached out for comfort.” She chuckled. “It would probably happen all the time if nurses went around with their breasts bare. Especially with the men.”
Andrea opened one eye and peeked at Susan. “Really? You're not angry or disgusted?”
Susan drew an “X” over her breast, deliberately letting her finger brush over her hard nipple. “Truly. Cross my heart and hope to die.”
“I'm not one, you know.”
“One what?” Susan asked, puzzled by the statement that seemed to come out of the blue.
“I'm not a … lesbian.”
Susan grinned. “I'm hardly in a position to criticise anyone's love life, am I.” She had glossed over the part of her agreement with the pirates which obliged them to make love to Helen when she had told Andrea about their adventures earlier. “There's something I haven't told you.”
“You're going to sell me to Shanghai?” Andrea suggested.
“Of course not, silly. It's just that I sort of left out some details when I told you my story,” Susan said, and then she went on to give Andrea all the sexual details that she had discreetly avoided so far, including the fact that they had both made love to Helen. “Neither I nor Peggy ever thought of ourselves as lesbians either. But that didn't stop us from having a jolly good time when it was our turns to um, entertain Helen.”
Andrea suddenly turned sober. She touched the huge bandage that covered her belly. “I doubt that anyone, man or woman, will want to bed me with a great bid scar across my tummy.”
“Don't be ridiculous! It was just a shallow cut, like a shaving nick or a cut finger when cooking and not a surgical incision. It bled horribly and probably hurt like mad, but that soldier who saved you certainly knew what he was doing with a knife. There'll be a scar, but just a thin one. Lots of people get worse falling from a tree or from a bicycle accident.”
“Then I'll still be able to follow my dream to become a fan dancer?”
Susan giggled, relieved that Andrea still maintained her sense of humour. She pretended to critically study Andrea's body. “Hmm, I suppose you'll do.”
“I'm afraid my fanny is hors-de-combat for the moment. I'm told that the men place great store by getting a good look at that part of a fan dancer's body,” Andrea said in a high pitched breathless voice.
“You have no idea. I never knew the things you could do with your fanny until I met up with Roger and Helen,” Susan said, patting her lap.
“I want to hear all the juicy details. I insist.”
Susan nodded. “I promise. The bruising and swelling of your fanny will disappear soon enough, and from what I've seen, you have a very nice one.”
“I do? Really?” Andrea seemed to become very thoughtful when Susan assured her that her fanny was well worth looking at.
“Were you escaping from Singapore when we met your boat the first time?”
Andrea nodded. “The port was a madhouse and people were falling into the sea trying to grab even the tiniest boat. We would never had gotten away if Andrew had not owned his own boat and had a private boathouse on the east cost of the island. Right after the surrender, the Japs were too busy gathering up and disarming the surrendering British troops, so we were able to make our way to the boat before the Japs had time to impose a curfew. Poor Andrew was the brother of Patrick, the man who owned the treasure chest. Patrick was a jeweller who made custom jewellery for the high society types.”
“What about you?”
“I'm the wife of, was the wife of, an officer in the 2nd Battalion of the Gordon Highlanders. He was killed an hour after Percival had surrendered. The communications were such a shambles by that point that his unit didn't receive the order to surrender until much later. Too late for Jimmy, my husband.”
“I'm so sorry. I suppose you'll be eager to get back to Britain as soon as you can then.”
Andrea shook her head. “Not really. Neither of us had any family. My parents were killed in the Blitz. I really don't know what I'd do if I went back to London.”
Susan patted the woman's hand. “Well I'm certain Roger would be pleased to let you stay here until you decide what you want to do, so don't worry about that for now. Just concentrate on getting better.” She leaned over to kiss Andrea on the cheek, but was surprised when the woman turned her head and their lips met instead.
“Thank you. You've been so very kind. I don't know how I'll ever repay you. All of you.”
 

***

 
A week went by with no contact with the enemy. However, several small boats were found with dead bodies in them riddled with bullet holes. Roger slammed his fist against an oak cabinet, making several antique Chinese vases wobble alarmingly. “Those bastards are killing any refugees they come across who aren't suitable bait.”
Helen lightly touched his shoulder. “They are also hoping to enrage us so that we will rush blindly to the rescue when presented with the chance.”
Roger took a deep breath and then sighed. “And it's working. The temptation to send our boats out to hunt them down is almost irresistible. But of course that's exactly what they want, for us to waste our time and resources fruitlessly dashing all about the map and making our boats vulnerable to being picked off one at a time.”
“We're not just sitting idly about. We've managed to help lots of people, just not all of them,” Susan said.
Just then Peggy and Andrea walked arm in arm into the hall. “I've been showing Andrea around.”
This was the first time that Andrea had gone further than the hall and she was feeling greatly cheered by this new freedom. The stitches had come out and the swelling and bruising between her legs had gone, although there was still a twinge of pain if she squeezed her legs together or squatted. Peggy had found her a tropical white cotton blouse and a khaki coloured skirt that swirled around just below her knees as she walked. Her normal appearance only served to highlight Peggy's nudity as they stood side by side. “This place is simply amazing!” she exclaimed excitedly.
Roger couldn't help but smile at her enthusiasm. “I'm glad you like our home.”
“Have you given any thought about where you would like to go when it's safe to leave?” Helen asked. Although she was not without compassion, strangers on the island made her nervous.
Andrea's face fell. “I …. “
“It's all right Andrea. Whatever it is, you can tell us,” Susan said.
Andrea's shoulders rose and fell in a deep sigh and she nodded. “All right. I suppose I owe you the truth. I'm not really the widow of a Gordon Highlander. I'm a thief. I came to Singapore because things were getting too hot for me back in England. I targeted this rich old geezer in London, and eventually after a lot of hard work on my part, ended up in his house for the night.” At this point she looked around at her audience, clearly expecting condemnation. To her surprise all she saw in their eyes was honest interest.
“Go on then. What happened next?” Peggy prompted.
“Well, after drinks and some chat we ended up in his bedroom and we did the deed. Twice, as a matter of fact. I don't know who was more surprised, him or me. At any rate, he finally went to sleep with a big smile on his face, and I crept out of bed and got down to the real work. I'm not some kind of pantomime burglar with a sack over my shoulder and stealing the family silver. I only go after the good stuff. I had just picked up a set of diamond cuff-links, two very expensive watches, and a nice roll of pound notes, when the old man woke up and caught me red handed.” She chuckled and pointed at Peggy. “I was bare arse naked, but I had no choice but to scarper. So I dashed down the stairs with nothing but my handbag. I had just reached the main hallway when he came charging out, still struggling into a housecoat. He stepped on the hem, tripped, and toppled over the balustrade, diving head first into the ground right in front of me.”
Roger said, “I can guess the rest. You obviously managed to get away, but I wager that there's a warrant out for you as a murderess.”
Andrea nodded. “I'm not sure that they have my name though. It's not fair. I didn't hurt him. In fact I probably gave him the best time that he'd had in years. I ended up running through the streets stark naked because he had screamed like a banshee as he fell and had woken up the entire household as well as the neighbours. It was bloody cold, let me tell you. Luckily for me it was early morning and there had been no air raid that night so the streets were empty. With all the blackout curtains up, the street lamps off, and the fog, it wasn't hard to disappear.”
“So you decided to hide out in Singapore?” Susan said.
“It wasn't too difficult to get out a ship out of England. The police are too undermanned and the ports are constantly flooded with military cargo and troops.” Andrea sighed again. “Anyway, I was working on getting close to this jeweller when the bloody Japs came barrelling in and spoiling everything. Patrick was nice enough to find me a place on the boat.” Her head fell as she said, “I suppose you won't want me around, now that you know the kind of person I am. It's a pity really. I was considering asking if I could stay for a while longer.”
Helen laughed. “Have you forgotten, you're in the company of a gang of red handed pirates? What you did in the past doesn't matter to us, and we saw how hard you tried to protect us from the Japs, even under torture, so you have honour. The only question is, what can you do? Susan and Peggy are trained nurses but …“
Andrea looked up hopefully. “You'd really let me stay? I can pick locks and pockets, and I'm an expert in high value art. I'm a quick learner and I'll do anything you want.”
“Anything?” Helen asked, lifting an eyebrow.
Undeterred, Andrea nodded. “Anything. Susan and Peggy have told me about the kind of things you and Roger enjoy. I'm really really good at pleasing people in bed, men and women both.”
“Why is that?” Helen asked.
Andrea's smile was sultry. “Because I genuinely enjoy sex and I'm good at it. Most women don't really try very hard to give their partners pleasure. I do. I could have become a successful courtesan except that I much prefer the thrill of being a jewel thief. I don't look at myself as being a fraud or confidence trickster because I always deliver on my promises of sex.” She chuckled. “Some of my targets have even told the police that they considered it worth the price to have spent the night with me and only reported me out of injured pride.” Then the sensuality switched off like a light and she was all seriousness again. “I know I sound like I'm blowing my own trumpet, but I've made good living from knowing my capabilities and using them. I'm confident I can find a way to be truly useful to you, but for the time being I'm content to pay my way by simply being a plaything for all of you.” She ran her finger over the front of her blouse that hid the still healing bayonet scar. “That is if you don't mind a toy that's slightly worse for wear,” she said ruefully.
Susan glanced at Peggy who grinned and nodded. “Roger and Helen are the hosts and I can't speak for them. But Peggy and I have had the closest and most intimate experience with your body, and I don't mind admitting that you are certainly more beautiful and sexy than either of us, and you've been nothing but friendly and patient.”
Roger folded his arms and studied Andrea sternly. “We are a small and close community on this island, and we have to be careful who and how many people we take in. Now that we're at war, or more at war than usual if that makes sense, I have to be even more careful. I cannot deny that I'm affected by your beauty, so I'll let Helen have the first word.”
“Anyone who is part of our crew, our family, are by definition criminals. Like the French Foreign Legion, pirates don't care who you were, only who you are now. You have proven that you have honour and loyalty by suffering torture at the hands of the Japs, or Digby and the Japs to be more precise, in order to protect us. So that takes care of your character. The only question then is what you could contribute. As much as we would enjoy it, we can't afford to maintain a harem.” She glanced at Roger who chuckled.
“You might not believe it, but Helen is the one who has argued most in favour of the harem idea,” Roger said.
Helen shrugged. “I'm hard on my playthings, and having a few spares around is simply common sense.” She nodded at Andrea. “We can't afford drones, male or female, but we do look after our own when they are sick, crippled, or old. However, if you are willing to help Susan and Peggy in their work, including when they go out in the boats, I will accept sex services as your main contribution until we can find a use for your skills. That means you will sexually service not just Roger and myself, but Susan, Peggy and Rinda.”
“That sounds fair to me,” Andrea said calmly. She turned to Roger, whom she guessed had the final word.
He stepped closer to her, using his height and greater size to emphasise his words. “Understand that if you agree, then it will become your duty to happily and enthusiastically provide us with whatever sexual entertainment we might want, no matter how badly it may hurt or disgust you, whenever and wherever it is demanded of you. Refusal to do your duty will mean rejection from the crew, and since we cannot risk the exposure of this island by a rebel, death. Once in, there is no backing out.”
Andrea was not easily cowed and faced him calmly. “I've dealt with really dangerous people before, and I understand how these things work. I didn't ask to be taken in lightly, nor did I offer what I did, thinking that I could somehow charm my way out if my obligations. Susan and Peggy were very clear about what you and Helen might expect of me. But I've had the time to see what kind of life I could have here, and I like the people I've met, including the natives. I'm confident that ultimately I can be more than just a whore. I understand that you're trying to scare me and you'd be a fool not to test me first, but I still want to join the crew.”
Roger put his hand on her shoulder. “One last thing. There is no guarantee that the Japs won't come after us in force, in which case we will most likely all die. And after the Japs are gone, we will still be hunted by whoever is left in power.”
Andrea smiled grimly. “I intend to see Digby and the Japs dead for what they did to me and the others on the island. Teach me how to use a gun and I'll stand with you till the end.”
He gripped both her shoulders and nodded. “Very well. You will be tested, and if you pass the ordeal you will be one of us.”
Her tenseness was replaced by a fierce eagerness. “Bring it on.”
Roger turned to Rinda, who was watching interestedly from a discreet distance. “Tell everyone that we need some privacy. Unless there is an emergency no one is to come into the hall until I give the word.”
Rinda saluted playfully. “Yes tuan.”
“And Rinda,”
“Yes tuan?”
“You can stay.”
Rinda's teeth flashed in an eager grin. “Yes tuan!”
 

***

 
When the doors were all closed and bolted the little group gathered at the other end of the hall where there was more comfortable furniture. Rinda brought a tray of glasses and a bottle of dark Jamaican rum.
Susan chuckled. “Really? We're going to drink rum? I thought that was only for storybook pirates like Treasure Island. You'll be telling me you have a parrot next.”
Helen's laugh echoed from the stone of the walls and ceiling. “Actually I do have a parrot. A pair of them in fact.”
“And they have the foulest mouths you've ever heard. They could make Blackbeard blush,” Roger said.
“Whose fault is that, I wonder,” Helen said glaring at him.
“Well they do know how to say 'Pieces of eight',” Roger retorted.
Rinda poured each of them a shot of rum.
Roger raised his glass. “In the old days they called it the Brotherhood, even though there were female pirates as well. We just call ourselves the Crew. A toast! To victory, to booty, and the Crew!”
The others repeated the toast and swallowed the rum.
Susan, who was never much of a drinker, coughed and thumped her chest. “My god, that stuff burns like fire!”
“Puts hair on your chest,” Roger said with an exaggerated growl.
“I certainly hope not!” Peggy cried, looking down at the smooth porcelain slopes of her breasts.
“You're still healing, so we won't put you through anything too strenuous, but I think getting undressed like Susan and Peggy would be a good start,” Helen said, pouring herself a little more rum and pointing with the glass at Andrea.
Rinda pulled the coffee table to the side so that the furniture formed a tiny amphitheatre and everyone except Andrea took a seat and looked expectantly at the candidate.
Susan had seen every inch of Andrea naked and even handled her body over the past days, but it was still completely different to have the woman voluntarily undress in front of her with a deliberate sexual purpose. She had never seen a fan dance before, but she had seen photographs of Victorian nude tableaux and she was reminded of the atmosphere of those classic images.
Andrea displayed no trace of embarrassment but rather she smiled warmly at each of them in turn. As she slowly unbuttoned the front of her blouse she said, “I'm sorry that all of you won't be seeing me at my best. I try to take great care of my body, both because it helps attract the interest of my targets, and because I occasionally end up departing through a window and down a drainpipe when things go wrong.” She tugged the bottom of her blouse out of her skirt and undid the final buttons, but left her breasts teasingly concealed by the open blouse while she unhooked her skirt. It also hid the still fading scar across her belly. Peggy had offered her a pair of knickers, but she had told the nurse that she habitually went without. Now she smiled to herself as she let her skirt slip over her hips and down her long shapely legs to leave her naked from the waist down. Stepping out of her skirt, she gracefully bent over at the waist in order to pick it up, presenting a perfect view of her bottom. The tight bend and a slight flexing of her knees firmed and spread her buttock cheeks, giving her audience a peek at her pink arse hole. She had done this so many times in front of drooling marks, but this time was different. These people knew who she was and she knew that she could not blind them with her beauty or dull their awareness with the opium of her sex. This time, her sexuality was not the bait, but a gift she willingly offered in exchange for a chance to belong. She slowly twisted her hips from side to side, offering all of them a good look. She straightened up with her skirt in her hands, demurely shading her loins even as she folded it into a neat rectangle before setting it aside.
Apart from the glimpse of her bloodied form on the island, Roger had not seen her fully naked since she had arrived on the island, and he was surprised and intrigued by the perfection of her form. Seeing her like this, it was not hard to understand her success in seducing her way into the bedrooms of the wealthy. The blouse slid off her creamy smooth shoulders and down to her elbows, binding them and pulling them back, lifting and presenting the globes of her breasts. Her nipples were delightfully erect, boldly capping the gently heaving mounds. His fingers itched to take hold of them.
Andrea slid the blouse off of her arms and held it in front of her like a twisted scarf, subtly concealing the still healing scar on her belly. She leaned forwards slightly, emphasising her breasts and further concealing the scar. “Do you like my tits?”
Peggy was unable to suppress her enthusiasm. “I think they're smashing. They make me green with envy.”
“I think they would bounce very nicely under a riding crop,” Helen said, always practical.
“I've had my bottom cropped lots of times, but never my tits. It sounds interesting though. I wonder if you get the same heat you get from a caned bum.”
Roger held out his hand. “Let me have your blouse, and then I want you to stand up straight, reach behind you and pull your buttocks apart as hard as you can.”
Despite her experience and self-confidence, Andrea felt a little overwhelmed by having to deal sexually with so many people at the same time since she was more accustomed to focusing on a single person, or two at the most. In addition there was more than just money at stake this time and that added to the pressure. However a friendly and sympathetic smile from Susan helped her to relax and she realised that all of them liked her and wanted her to pass this little trial. Her professional calm and competence came flooding back even as her hands reached around her buttocks and her fingers dug into the firm muscles and pulled. She knew exactly the view that she was presenting, having studied herself endlessly in the mirror, not out of narcissism but the way a master craftswoman studies her tools. Just the right upward pressure and the angle of her hips and thighs would make her vagina gape into a perfect round opening, giving the fortunate observer a marvellously intimate view into the depths of her sex. She felt no shame or resentment in making this display because she knew that people considered her genitals to be well formed and very attractive, and she honestly saw nothing wrong with showing those parts of herself to them for their enjoyment, just as she might share a box of chocolates or a bottle of wine.
Since Andrea had faced her buttocks towards Roger, Susan and the others quickly gathered around him to share the view. Susan peered over his shoulder, and the sight made her giggle. “Oh my, I've never seen a cunt open up like that without the use of a speculum. It's actually rather pretty. All those marvellous shades of pink, like a painting of a blossoming rose. It just begs to be touched and played with, doesn't it?”
“Very nice indeed,” Helen commented, studying Andrea's exposure with an expert and very appreciative eye.
Rinda, whose access to European women out of necessity had been very limited, was especially fascinated and she stared at Andrea's cunt with round eyed fascination.
Roger chuckled. “I heartily endorse that opinion. Tell me Andrea, have you ever had your lovely cunt punished, or even tortured – excluding Digby's rather crude attempt, of course.”
Andrea closed her eyes in thought. “Hmm. Apart from some rather rough lovemaking, I can't say I have. Oh wait, there was the one time when I let a policeman ram his truncheon into me in exchange for letting me go. It was my fault for carelessly getting caught in the first place, so I considered what he did fair payment for turning a blind eye.” She chuckled. “I remember I had to sleep on my tummy with a hot water bottle for a week after that. It was a good lesson on the importance of proper planning and careful execution.”
“You don't sound very concerned about the pain that you must have felt,” Peggy said.
“I have a naturally very high threshold for pain. Besides, it's all part of the game, isn't it? Just like you expect your share of bumps and bruises when you play football, not to mention the horrible things we girls did to each other during hockey matches back in my old public school,” Andrea said, rather enjoying the way her cunt was being admired. “We were a proper bunch of little terrors.”
“You went to public school?” Susan asked.
“Indeed I did. Not a great credit to the old alma mater I'm afraid. The headmistresses and the form mistresses were great fans of the cane, let me tell you. Oops, perhaps I should have given you my woeful tale of awful childhood deprivation in the orphanage and the gardener with his wandering hands.”
“The cane, eh?” Roger steepled his fingers and smiled at this revelation.
Andrea grinned and gently twitched her buttocks. “Six of the best and all that.” She had guessed that little titbit of information would interest him. “The headmistress was a great believer in the ability of bare bottomed canings to instil the proper humility and obedience in a girl. All it did for me was to make me more sneaky and to develop a great tolerance for the cane.” She started slightly when she felt a finger enter her wide open vagina, and she wondered whom it belonged to and what the owner intended to do. The apprehension and feeling of expectancy excited and aroused her. She was by nature a thrill seeker and the prospect of danger and pain were simply part of the game. A moment later she realised it was Roger’s finger that had entered her and she quivered when he stroked the tip of his finger over the subtle corrugations that lined her vaginal passage.
“As I said earlier, you are still in the process of healing, both physically and mentally, so I don't intend anything to strenuous. All you need to do to succeed in this trial is to simply to stay still. You can speak and make any sounds you need to, but if you take a single step or let your hands move from where they are now, you will fail.” Roger's finger stroked and teased and threatened as he spoke, and then slowly circled the rim of her stretched orifice as he waited for her answer.
Andrea twisted her head around to smile at Susan who stood at her side. “That sounds fine to me.” She knew perfectly well that under the terms Roger had just set out, he was actually in complete control of the outcome. All he had to do to make her fail the test was to hurt her beyond her capacity to remain unmoving, and he could just as easily ensure her success by doing the opposite. No, this trial was an opportunity for her to demonstrate just how much she was willing to endure and sacrifice when lives were not at stake, in order to belong. It was a very public exploration of her limits. The fact that she couldn't see what he or anyone else was doing added to the challenge by temping her imagination to create far worse tortures than anything that he might actually do. She felt vibrantly alive, with every nerve of her body tingling in anticipation of what was about to come.
Roger grinned as he moved aside a towel on the coffee table to reveal a selection of implements that Rinda had prepared while arranging the furniture. His first selection was a simple bamboo chopstick that had its tip carved into an abrupt point that smoothly curved back into the full diameter of the chopstick. This shape meant the there was almost no chance of the chopstick piercing her flesh unless it was hammered into her body with extreme force. However the point would focus any pressure exerted on the stick into a painful jabbing, like having to walk while having a small pebble in the shoe.
Andrea licked her lips when she felt Roger's finger being replaced by something slim, smooth, and hard. It wasn't chilly, so she guessed that it was made of wood. The new object tapped and slid around the gaping hollow of her vagina exploring her sex like a blind man's cane. “Ooh! That tickles,” she said breathlessly. She watched as Susan and Peggy moved closer to her shoulders and gasped when the two nurses reached out and began to toy with her breasts and nipples. This only made her vagina more responsive to the touch and the light probing sensations made her thighs tremble. The tickling eased as the tip of the wooden probe went deeper, exploring her private parts like no had ever done before. She could imagine Roger and Helen's gaze clinically studying her genitals, seeking both their own pleasure and to cause her pain. Her secret weapon had always been that she truly enjoyed the giving of pleasure to others. All of her marks, usually shrewd and experienced men and women, had sensed this sincerity and thus had been fooled by it into lowering their guard. Now she was pleasing five people at the same time as well as playing for higher stakes than ever before, and the thrill of it was as heady as the finest whiskey or the rush of teenage infatuation. While most women would have been apprehensive, she welcomed the ominous probing of her vagina and was strongly aroused by it. The chopstick tilted inside of her and she felt the stubby point press into the wall of her vagina. The pressure increased and it both hurt and stimulated her. The point worked against her sexual flesh creating a sweet burning ache inside her cunt which blended with the teasing of her nipples by the grinning nurses, and she had to tense her thighs in order to resist the pressure being applied to her body through her cunt.
Roger pushed the pointed chopstick against Andrea's vaginal wall, watching the bright pink flesh dimple and her inner muscles automatically tense to resist the pressure. He knew that this tensing only served to make the poking of the pointed chopstick more painful, and he pressed and worked the slim wooden shaft against her vagina until he judged that he was causing her enough pain to be a challenge to her will, and then he abruptly eased his grip, letting the chopstick slide backwards into his palm. A movement of his wrist let him select a fresh spot along her vagina roughly opposite to the first and then he drove the point into her sexual flesh once again. When he was sure that the point was firmly lodged he moved his wrist, making the bamboo shaft draw the shape of a slim cone, painfully massaging the small spot in her vagina with the broad angled point of the stick.
Andrea was amazed at just how much the working of the bamboo point against her vaginal wall hurt, the pain spreading like a hot liquid through her belly and sending a pounding, jolting ache into her clitoris and up into her uterus. She felt a chill on her back as a fine sheen of sweat spread across her skin and moistened her armpits. She was able to bear the pain without too much difficulty, but that wasn't enough. She was trying to prove her worth, and sullen endurance would not impress. Her lips twisted in a grim smile as she shifted her weight and balance so that she was leaning backwards, impaling herself upon the digging, auguring point of the chopstick.
Roger immediately felt the increase in resistance and nodded to Helen who smiled knowledgeably.
The chopstick continued to work its way all along and around her vagina like the most painful sexual massage imaginable, but Andrea didn't resist it but instead simply relaxed and let it happen, silently moaning and yet simultaneously experiencing an almost electrical thrill. Then the agonising probing of her vagina stopped and she felt her ears prick up at the sound of Roger putting down the chopstick and the soft clicking and rattling as he selected a new tool. The thumping soreness of her vagina felt good, an indication of her successful completion of one stage of her trial. Susan and Peggy continued to work on her nipples, and she shuddered when Helen ran her fingernails up and down the insides of her thighs. Then her eyes widened as a sharp prickling sensation at the mouth of her vagina momentarily made her rise up on her toes in surprised reaction.
Roger's fingers gripped a slim stainless steel stylus about seven inches long, which meant it was easily long enough to reach the bottom of Andrea's vagina. The handle end was cut and textured to provide a good grip and was capped by a thick knurled disk. But it was the other end of the stylus that made it interesting. Three small steel wheels were mounted on the end at equal angles to each other, held by finely machined hubs that let them rotate with almost no friction. Each of the wheels had tiny teeth cut into their rims, each no more than one sixteenth of an inch long, running all around their circumference. Held upright, the tool resembled a miniature version of a tri-bladed battle-axe or medieval mace. Roger had carefully worked the trio of metal stars into the opening of Andrea's vagina, and when he pushed on the stylus the wheels spun, stretching her cunt hole open and running the tiny teeth along the length of her vagina. The smoothness of their mounts prevent any scratching or tearing, but instead inflicted an intense three sided pricking of the woman's sex.
Andrea shook her head and shuddered. “Oh my god, what is that?” She clenched her teeth and forced herself to stand firm as what felt like three trails of ant bites made their way into her vagina. The natural tensing of her inner muscles only served to make the steel teeth prick her vaginal wall all the harder. It felt like a combination of frost bite and the sting of static electricity. Her entire cunt buzzed with sensation as the rolling spiked wheels forced their way deeper and deeper. As soon as the spiky probe touched bottom Roger began to fuck her with the device, the triple wheels spinning rapidly first one way and then the other.
Helen chuckled. She had been the victim of the triple wheels and knew exactly how it felt. Roger often made her use it on herself while he watched and played with her clitoris, not allowing her to stop until she had presented him with a satisfactorily intense orgasm. She reached up between Andrea's thighs and searched out the woman's clitoris.
Andrea's lips opened in a wide “O”. It was as if a pair of maddened cats were having a fight inside of her cunt while the teasing of her nipples and Helen's skilful caressing of her clitoris overwhelmed her with conflicting sensations. For a moment she felt nothing but panic, then her experience in dealing with the unexpected and natural intense sensuality stepped in, and she decided that she liked what was being done to her, even though it made her hair stand on end. The prickling pain grew more intense with each stroke of Roger's hand, but the very challenge it presented acted like an aphrodisiac, and raw lust twisted inside her loins. “I'm going to come any moment now if you keep doing that,” she said breathlessly, deliberately not mentioning which action she was referring to.
“Do it then. Let me see you come,” Roger said, urging her on with even harder and faster strokes of the whirling assemblage of toothed wheels, knowing exactly how far he could go without cutting or tearing her skin. He could clearly see that her arousal was not feigned, and large drops of creamy cunt juice splattered against the floor with every outward stroke of the device. The violent trembling of her thighs and the glistening trails of sweat spoke eloquently of the intensity of the pain and the pleasure that Andrea was enduring and enjoying.
Andrea closed her eyes and focused upon what was being done to her cunt. She wanted to be honest with herself and her hosts. Roger and Helen, and probably the two nurses, found great delight in playing with, or more precisely, hurting her body and especially her cunt. If she wanted to truly belong, she had to be willing and happy with giving them that pain and not just mentally and emotionally hiding from it. She looked deep inside herself just as Roger raked the depths of her vagina again and again with the triple cluster of spiked wheels. Could she bear it? Did she perhaps even like it? Her answer came in the form of an orgasm that was so intense that the contractions were a pain in themselves. “Oh god, oh god, I'm coming … I'm coming so bloody hard – “ The earth-shaking orgasm robbed her of her breath and she fell silent except for the strangled screams that Roger forced out of her through sudden tugs on the deeply buried torture wheels and Helen extracted by viciously rubbing her clitoris, which was super sensitised by her orgasm. She swayed and sighed almost regretfully when she felt the wheels slowly ease their way out of her vagina, leaving behind trails of tiny burning bruises that ran the entire length of her sexual passage. Even though she felt as if she might topple over at any moment, she kept her cunt and buttocks spread wide with trembling fingers and expectantly awaited further torment. “I'm rather sore in there, so I hope you don't mind if I make a bit of noise over whatever comes next.”
Helen sprang to her feet and went around to cup Andrea's face with her hands. “That's awfully tempting, but I think that's enough for now. You need your rest.”
Andrea winced when she released her grip on her buttocks and her bruised cunt closed on itself. “I am a bit shaky. Just let me have a quick nap and I'll be ready for more tests. I promise.”
Susan saw Roger smile and nod. She reached for Andrea's hand and said, “Silly goose. It's over. You've passed the test. Welcome to the island and the crew.”
Andrea twisted around to look at Roger. “Really? That's it? I can stay?”
Roger nodded and grinned. “You can. Now go and get some rest.”
“I have one condition,” Andrea said.
Surprised, Roger raised an eyebrow. “And what would that be?”
“That I get to go around naked like they do,” Andrea replied, pointing at Susan and Peggy with a wide grin on her face.
“Hmm, you strike a hard bargain, but … I suppose that wouldn't be too awful for us to bear,” Roger said, struggling to maintain a serious expression.
“Done,” Andrea said. She kissed Roger and then Helen on the lips, then turned away and smacked her bare bottom for emphasis and swayed off saucily towards the clinic followed by Susan. It was only when she was well out of sight of the hall that she staggered and leaned against the wall of the corridor.
Susan, who had been expecting something of the sort, hurried up to her and put Andrea's arm over her shoulders. “You are a stubborn one. I told you that you were too weak to be doing anything adventurous.”
Clutching the still healing wound across her belly Andrea grinned shakily. “I passed the test, didn't I?”
Susan rolled her eyes. “Come on, lets get you into bed.”
“Ooh, is that a proposal?”
 

***

 
“You know, people are going to think you're a lesbian if you keep staring at my cunt like that,” Susan said as she checked Andrea's temperature and pulse.
“I most certainly am not!” Andrea exclaimed indignantly. “I like staring at cocks as well. Nice stiff ones, at any rate.”
Susan giggled. “You're hopeless.”
“Nope. Just hopeful. Hopeful that you'll come and sit on my face so that I can get at that tasty looking cunt of yours without having to strain my poor injured tummy muscles.”
Susan shook her head in mock despair. “Whatever am I going to do with you?”
“Anything you like?” Andrea replied innocently. It had been four days since Andrea had passed her trial and become a member of the crew, and she was feeling rather frisky. The wound on her belly was much better with only a slightly puckered pink line showing, although she still felt twinges of pain when she tried to sit up or do anything athletic due to the internal bruising caused by Digby's kicking.
Susan had grown to like the strange mercurial woman, and with Peggy largely occupied with attending to Helen's sexual needs, she had spent increasing amounts of time with Andrea whenever Roger didn't need her company. She was fascinated by the self-professed thief's stories and experiences, and she believed that Andrea found her interesting too. She had tried to remain professional and up to now she had never responded to any of Andrea's constant teasing offers of sexual fun and games, even though Roger had included her in Andrea's scope of duties. But this time when Andrea's fingers closed around her wrist she felt a jolt of sexual lightning flow up her arm and she couldn't make herself pull away.
“Don't say you don't feel it. I know you do,” Andrea said softly and pulled on Susan's arm, drawing the unresisting nurse down.
It seemed to Susan as if she tumbled downwards from a great height until at last her fall was stopped by the meeting of their lips. If it hadn't been for Peggy and Helen, she might had found kissing the woman to be strange, perhaps even repulsive, but now it seemed the most natural thing in the world. Her hand landed upon Andrea's breast and her fingers closed over it, holding it like a delicate fruit even though she itched to dig her finger into the very feminine softness that it held. Then Andrea's hand closed over hers and gently squeezed, giving her permission to do what she wanted. Susan felt Andrea's tongue slip between her lips and her fingers seemed to close on Andrea's breast on its own accord, pressing, squeezing, her fingernails digging into the woman's skin. She felt Andrea softly gasp into her mouth and this evidence of what the woman beneath her was feeling thrilled her. It wasn't simply the fact that she was inflicting pain on the woman, but rather that she had the power to do it without fear of complaint or retribution that was so heady and exciting. She could feel her own cunt grow wet and swollen even as they kissed and she squeezed even harder. Even though she had accepted that inflicting pain on another woman such as Rinda aroused her, she suddenly understood not just what Helen and even Roger felt when they amused themselves with her own body, but why. She still preferred to be on the receiving end of the punishment, but nonetheless feeling Andrea's body writhe under her touch and the sense of control it gave her was incredibly exciting.
“Sit on my face,” Andrea whispered. “And don't get off until you're satisfied.”
Susan felt girlishly excited and almost bashful as she climbed up onto the bed and lifted her leg to straddle Andrea's head. Gripping the steel bars of the headboard for balance she slowly lowered her bottom guided by Andrea's hands on her thighs and hips. She could feel the woman's breath tickling her cunt lips and she blushed at the thought of what Andrea was seeing.
Andrea's voice was oddly distant, coming as it did from between Susan's thighs. “I want you to enjoy yourself. Be selfish and do whatever feels good. Press down as hard as you like, rub yourself on my face, heck, pee on me if you feel like it. Just tell me where you would like me to concentrate and what you would like me to do.”
This licence to total hedonism turned Susan's lust up to high heat and she was unable to resist the urge to bring her cunt into contact with Andrea's face any longer and she let her hips fall, encouraged by Andrea's guiding hands. She gasped when the woman's lips and tongue went to work. “Oh god that feels so good.” Suppressing her normal concern for her partner's comfort, she pressed down hard. “Put your tongue into my hole. Yes, that's it. Deeper, umm, lick the insides, lick my vagina … ooh yes, that's so good ….” The bed creaked as she fucked Andrea's face. She moaned when the woman's tongue searched out her arse hole and probed. “Do it, do it more … oh fuck … my clitoris … do my clitoris … suck it, lick it … yes, yes … that's so very … oooh.” All the while Andrea's hands stroked and encouraged her, urging her on to greater heights of selfish pleasure. Finally when she felt herself at the very brink of orgasm, a final naughty image formed in her mind, and even while she moaned and grunted and mashed her cunt heedlessly against Andrea's face, she said, “When … I c-come … I want … want you to … p-put your lips … to my cunt … my cunt hole … and drink m-my come.” She felt Andrea pat her bottom, which she assumed was an indication of agreement, and then went back to the urgent business of having a truly stupendous orgasm. When it came, she came so hard that she almost slammed her forehead against the steel frame of the bed, but through the pounding madness of her climax she still felt Andrea's lips press against her clenching, spasming, vaginal opening and she imagined her come juices flowing right into the woman's mouth, and this magnified her orgasm to the point where she almost collapsed, slumping limply against the bars of the headboard and sitting with her full weight on Andrea's face.
 

***

 
Naked, Peggy lay on her back on the old fashioned leather covered examination table in Helen's playroom with her hands behind her head. Her legs hung off the sides, spreading her thighs wide, with a cushion under her buttocks lifting her cunt up high. She imagined a chain running under the table, joining her ankles and holding her legs firmly in position. Even though her hands were free, she was basically helpless to escape her present position. This made her smile.
Equally naked, Helen leaned her hips against the edge of the table, her feet on the floor. With her hands glistening with oil, she skilfully stroked and massaged Peggy's tightly stretched body, delighting in the feel of her firm young woman's skin under her hands.
Peggy watched the Chinese woman's own body ripple and stretch in fascination. “You're incredibly fit. You're not bulging with muscle, but you have the strength and flexibility of a gymnast. Most people might think that you're just very slim, but I can tell. Do you exercise a lot?”
Helen's eyes continued to follow her hands while they traced the curves of the nurse's body. “To be a pirate leader you need to command respect, just like in an army. But I don't have all the power of a government to back me up, and while I know Roger would always support me, the others would see it as a weakness if I had to depend upon him whenever things got rough.”
Peggy's eyes widened. “Do you have to fight a lot? Everyone seems to respect and obey you without question.”
Helen chuckled. “That's because I cut the throats of the last two men to challenge my authority and fed their bodies to the sharks.” She felt Peggy's body stiffen under her hands. “Don't worry, I'll give you lots of warning before resorting to throat cutting.”
“Uh, I'm glad to hear that,” Peggy said cautiously.
Helen bent down and kissed Peggy's nipple. “Are you planning on coming at me with a dagger any time soon?”
“Of course not!” Peggy exclaimed, shocked at the very thought.
Helen kissed the other nipple. “Then I don't think you're in any danger from Roger or myself.”
Peggy frowned. “You may be fit, but most of the men are bigger and stronger than you. How can you be sure that you will win your fights?
Helen's hands kneaded Peggy's thigh, starting from just above the knee and slowly working their way up towards the blatantly uplifted and exposed cunt. “Training and practise. I've been taught to fight and shoot by my father and trainers since I was eight.”
Peggy's throat felt tight and she had to cough before she could speak, painfully aware of the strong fingers that were inches away from her cunt. “Fight? You mean like boxing and fencing?”
Helen laughed and brushed the backs of her fingers lightly over Peggy's pubic mound and then down over her vulva. “Something like that. I started with combat Tai-Chi when I was a child and then Wing Chun when I reached puberty. I practise both daily.”
“Tachee? What's that?” Peggy asked, although her attention was mostly on the lubricated fingers that slid over her hairless cunt as though they were painting it or, more sinisterly, basting it.
Helen slowly peeled the nurse's cunt lips apart, urging it to reveal its secrets. “Oh, it's just one of those oriental things that Europeans think are so quaint and primitive. Let’s just say that we have some traditional exercises for people who might need to fight or even simply to stay fit.” She smiled to herself at the same time as she began to masturbate the nurse's cunt.
“Ooh, mmm, you're really good at that,” Peggy said dreamily. “Whatever those things you do are, they certainly keep you in fantastic shape. Perhaps you could show me how to do them some time.”
Helen worked two fingers into Peggy's vagina, enjoying the feeling of warmth and tightness that surrounded and gripped them. “Perhaps, if you're really interested. But I warn you, it is hard work, and if I agree to teach you I expect you to really apply yourself.” She gave Peggy's inner labia a pinch as a warning.
“Ouch! I've always liked sports and swimming and things like that, and if I'm going to be a pirate I should learn to take care of myself. Whatever you do, it certainly seems to have worked for you.” Helen's fingers smoothly stroked in and out of her vagina and she started to breathe harder. Peggy knew that Helen was deliberately warming her up, arousing her, making her body more receptive to sensation before hurting her. But Peggy also knew that Helen had totally forgiven her and accepted her as a friend and companion, so the torture that she was about to receive was purely for Helen's enjoyment and, Peggy reflected, perhaps her own as well, for she was most certainly not an unwilling victim while she lay spread open and completely vulnerable on the examination table. At that moment, she was most certainly as strongly aroused and lustful as she had ever been in her life, and the knowledge of the coming torture did not diminish the pleasure she was feeling in the slightest. In fact, when she saw and felt Helen expose her clitoris using her thumb and ring finger, a shudder of sexual pleasure shook her body and her vagina gripped Helen's frigging fingers so hard that for a moment it brought the finger fucking to a halt. 
Helen chuckled, feeling the powerful grip of Peggy's sexual muscles around her fingers, while the index finger of her left hand was poised above the nurse's unprotected clitoris, curled like a scorpion's tail. “Now be a good girl and stay really still,” she said and commenced to scratch at Peggy's clitoris with her fingernail.
The sudden intense sensation made Peggy hiss and her legs clamped even harder and tighter around the body of the table, forcing her hips to stillness and ensuring the prominence of her vulva. The scratching of her tiny clitoris was not terribly painful, but rather it had an electric effect upon her nerves, the same ones that normally transmitted sublime pleasure, overloading them with sensation like a tickling of the ribs that did not stop and could not be escaped. The soles of her feet tingled and she felt an alarming urge to pee. “Eeek! Oh, oh, ahh, t-that's s-so ….” Her voice tapered off, unable to find the words to describe what she felt. She laced her fingers tightly behind her head to stop herself from waving her arms around or pounding her fists against the leather top of the table. While the merciless scratching of her clitoris continued she focused her attention upon obedience and immobility, which seemed to channel the raging sensations tearing at her being into an enormous feeling of satisfaction and enjoyment. “I'm staying still for you,” she said, forcing each word past her lips. Despite feeling the urge to scream in frustration, there was a clear tone of satisfaction in her voice.
“So you are,” Helen said, her tone surprisingly warm despite the fact that her fingernail continued to scrape at Peggy's clitoris. She then increased the pressure on the nurse's self-control by curling the fingers that were inside of Peggy's vagina and using her fingernails on her there as well.
This escalation in the assault upon her cunt served to push Peggy's sensuality past a mental barrier, and she broke into a grin when all the things that she was feeling suddenly ignited a blaze of erotic heat in her loins. Even though her clitoris was becoming increasingly sore, the scratching felt good, very good. The imaginary chains that held her ankles tightened. Her thighs strained further apart, the tendons stretched to breaking point, and her pubic mound strained upwards, seeking its own martyrdom. “Yes! Do it to me. Do whatever you want to me, to my cunt,” she cried, revelling in her sense of helplessness.
Prior to beginning the massage, Helen had set up a chafing dish on a tall stand beside the examination table. The dish contained nothing but plain hot water kept warm by a couple of thick candles. Lying on the stand was also a long handled silver teaspoon which bore the logo of a well-known shipping line, a memento of a raid on cruise ship. She pulled up a fancy looking bar stool, spun the seat until she was happy with its height, and seated herself, the leather of the stool sticky against her bare buttocks. It was a gift from Roger, an item that had caught his eye on a raid, and she grinned at the memory of her lover climbing down the rope ladder into his boat with the stool tied to his back and waving to her jauntily like her very own Errol Flynn. As a young girl and teenager she would have never imagined herself with a white man, since she had been raised to hate the colonial invaders of China and the rest of the Far East. They had met when their separate pirate groups had been drawn to the same tempting cargo ship, only to discover that it was a clever trap by the Royal Navy. Many of their men had been killed on that day, including Helen's father. But he had lived long enough to see his daughter flee to safety on a fast motor launch along with another survivor, a European pirate, a rarity in the waters of the Far East.
A lustful moan from Peggy brought Helen's attention back to the woman lying under her hands. Leaning to the side, she gave Peggy a kiss.
“Are you going to hurt my cunt now?”
“I'm certainly going to do something to you. But you'll have to tell me whether it hurts or not.”
“All of my cunt or just my clitoris?” Peggy asked, knowing Helen's penchant for playing with her clitoris.
Helen laughed. “I'll start with all of this,” she said, cupping the bulge of Peggy's cunt with her hand. “But you're right. Knowing me, I'll probably wind up focusing upon your clitoris. Do you mind?”
Peggy shook her head. “You must be a bad influence. These days, any time someone mentions torture I immediately think of my clitoris.”
“Of course I'm a bad influence, I'm a dastardly pirate!” Helen replied with a chuckle while she picked up the silver spoon and dipped its bowl end into the heated water. After a moment she took it out and gave the spoon a flick to remove any drops of water. The heat quickly evaporated any residual moisture so that by the time she brought it near to Peggy's cunt it was bone dry. She touched the back of the spoon's bowl to the back of her own hand to test the heat. Satisfied by the fiery sting she smiled and touched it to the centre of Peggy's pubic mound as a test.
“Ow! Wow, that really stings,” Peggy said in surprise, but after a momentary flash of fright she also realised that it was relatively safe, unlike possibly boiling hot liquids or an iron heated in a flame. The burned spot itched and ached in a not unpleasant manner and she smiled. “I suppose you want me to open my cunt for you.”
“If that wouldn't be too much bother,” Helen said archly while she brushed the rapidly cooling spoon along Peggy's inner thigh.
Demonstrating a rather unbecoming degree of eagerness for a helpless victim, Peggy brought her hands down to her loins and with what were by now much practised fingers, she opened her sex up wide, exposing all the important bits for Helen's delectation. The very act of exposure gave her a powerful erotic thrill, and knowing the punishment to come only magnified that thrill. She smiled and her eyes narrowed sensually when Helen kissed her navel and dipped the spoon back into the chafing dish. Eager to please Helen, she lifted her head and made sure that her clitoris was appropriately unveiled, and was gratified at how erect and eager it looked. That tiny organ had gone almost unnoticed for most of her life, but over the past few days it had suddenly assumed a new and surprising importance to her, knowing as she did that it was Helen's favourite toy. The bowl of the spoon came to hover over her cunt and she braced herself.
The tip of Helen's tongue peeked out from between her lips and she held her breath as she let the spoon dip to very briefly touch Peggy's clitoris.
Peggy's clitoral nerves screamed “Fire!” and she almost jumped out of her skin despite the fact that she knew exactly what was happening and that it was not going to seriously injure her. “Bloody hell, that almost made me wet my knickers! Well it would have if I was wearing any.” She looked respectfully at the innocent looking spoon. “I think you really have something there.”
Helen grinned happily. “I've never tried this before, or had it done to me. I wasn't sure if it would be hot enough to be effective.”
“Oh it's hot enough, believe me,” Peggy said feelingly. “Just give me a moment,” she said, and gingerly used a fingertip to assess the state of her singed clitoris. “Seems all right, and it’s not even very sore. In fact …” Her eyes went misty as her finger continued to touch her clitoris.
“Ahem.” Helen raised an eyebrow and waved the spoon. “I was in the middle of something.”
Peggy grinned. “Oops. Sorry!” She resumed her grip upon her cunt and nodded at Helen. “There you are. It's all yours again.”
Helen noticed the way that Peggy was craning her neck to view the proceeding going on between her legs so she snatched a cushion and tucked it under the nurse's head. “There you are. Nice and cosy.”
“Thank you. I – ack!” The spoon touched her clitoris just a bit longer this time, and the pain was a veritable explosion. Peggy almost bit her tongue when her jaws snapped shut under the pain, but as before the heat was just enough to create the sensation of burning without actually causing damage to the delicate tissues of her cunt. And once again the intense pain faded away like a mirage, leaving only the memory of the fiery agony and a tangible warmth that was quickly building into a deep glowing feeling of pleasure that was focused and stoked by her imagined helplessness. She panted while the spoon was submerged once more in the slowly bubbling water to soak up more heat. She knew that she was forbidden from masturbating while Helen was hurting her, but she was still able to indulge in a certain amount of self stimulation by rhythmically varying the degree that her fingers stretched her cunt lips and the pressure applied by her thighs as they clamped against the sides of the examination table. She was so aroused that this covert stimulation was enough to keep her teetering on the edge of coming.
Shifting her attention from Peggy's clitoris, Helen applied the heated spoon to the rest of the nurse's cunt, stinging the inner labia with a deft touch and press of the painfully hot silver, re-heating it and then touching another part of the sensitive lips. Although the nurse mostly remained silent, the violent starts of her body spoke eloquently of the pain that she was feeling, and her determined endurance excited Helen to no end. She was under no restraint with regard to masturbation and her fingers worked busily between her legs after each application of the hot spoon to Peggy's gaping cunt. Just as arousing to Helen was the fact that the petite young nurse's entire body positively glowed with erotic arousal, from her flushed face and neck, stiffly erect nipples, quivering belly muscles and the wet and hotly engorged state of her cunt. Helen understood that it was not simply the pain itself but the intentional exposure and submission of her body to the torment that aroused the English nurse. She heated the spoon until she felt the heat creeping up the long silver stem to her fingers before she removed it from the water and gave a flick of her wrist to dry it. She leaned over Peggy's body and rested her free hand upon the woman's smooth pubic mound. Then with a smooth thrust of her arm she plunged the head of the spoon right into her vagina, keeping it within the first, most sensitive stretch of nurse's sexual passage. Helen's fingers released their grip upon the spoon, leaving it buried within Peggy's vagina, and then she swooped down to press her lips around the sore and swollen clitoris.
The shocking and terrifying invasion of the boiling hot spoon into her vagina made Peggy scream when all her previous suffering had failed. The intense heat reached deep into her genitals and the roots of her clitoris, the red glow seeming to expand all the way up into her womb. Because of the magnified awareness of her nerves cause by the fiery torture, the touch of Helen's lips and tongue upon her throbbing clitoris was explosively pleasurable. She shouted unintelligibly and she could feel the long handle of the spoon waving around like an absurdly skinny metal penis as her hips shuddered and shook. Once again Helen had caused extreme pain and extreme pleasure to collide and clash within her body and she had no possible option except to come, to orgasm with an intensity that was almost agony.
Helen felt Peggy's orgasm begin and she yanked the spoon out of her vagina. Her fingers gripped the nurse's inner labia and pinched and twisted hard while the tip of her tongue danced over Peggy's clitoris.
Peggy screamed as she came again, and again, craving and yet dreading each fresh convulsion. “No! Please! It's too much … I can't … oh yes, do it, do that, don't stop …. “
Helen delicately wiped the corners of her mouth with the backs of her fingers and then picked up a slim jawed electrical clip. “I'm going to put this on your clitoris now and I'll take it off when you make me come.”
Her head still swimming from the massive climax, Peggy nodded eagerly and pulled back harder on her clitoral hood to make sure that Helen could cleanly attach the clip to her super sensitised clitoris. The heavy examination table rumbled against the floor when the jaws of the clip closed, mercilessly crushing her clitoris. Ignoring the agony she reached up eagerly when Helen lithely jumped up on the table and straddled her head. Peggy gripped Helen's buttocks and pulled her cunt down to her waiting lips. She felt even more helpless now with Helen's body lying on top of her, and the glorious pain of the clip lit the fuse for another impossibly intense orgasm as she grinned and pressed her face into Helen's cunt.
 

***

 
Later, Roger smiled up at his beautiful and deadly companion and lover who knelt astride his hips. “Well, what do you think of our new crew mates?”
Helen brushed her long unbound hair back with both hands and stretched her body sensually, knowing that Roger liked to see her do that. Her nipples glittered from the silver crocodile clips that clung to them, as did her clitoris, but she showed no sign of discomfort or urgency as she smiled and considered her answer. “I'm still not sure how Andrea is going to fit in, but she's definitely tough, intelligent, and very sexual. Susan and Peggy almost seem to have been made for us, and I hope they decide to stay with us for the long term.”
Roger stroked her thighs, marvelling as he always did at their incredible firmness. “Peggy seems to have developed a remarkable attachment for you, despite the unfortunate start.”
Helen rocked her hips, rubbing her cunt against his erect cock and deliberately agitating the clip on her clitoris. The pain it caused was ferocious, but her incredible self-control enabled her to endure it as if it was nothing. Besides, she knew it delighted Roger to see her hurt her clitoris for his pleasure, and that in turn gave her a deep sense of satisfaction. “Jealous?” she asked teasingly.
His hands slid up and around her thighs until he framed her cunt with his thumbs and index fingers. “You know I'm never jealous of your toys. Besides, I trust you.”
She chuckled. “And you would cut the head off of anyone whom you suspected of seriously trying to seduce me.”
Roger grinned. “You know me so well. Besides, that wouldn't be jealousy, simply good discipline and management practice.”
Helen chuckled and closed her eyes as she slowly impaled herself on his cock. She nodded in agreement, knowing that she would do the same in his place, and knowing that he knew it too. New lovers could always be found, but someone who could be trusted to watch your back was a treasure beyond price, especially in their profession. The fact that they were so sexually compatible was simply icing on the cake. “And what about Susan? You seemed rather pleased with her too.” The stretching of her cunt hole by his cock increased the pain in her clitoris, but she simply licked her lips and started to sensuously roll her hips. She loved feeling his cock inside of her and she also loved feeling the pain that she endured to please him. Right at the beginning she had viewed it as a necessary sacrifice in order to maintain their relationship. Roger had never demanded it of her, or even requested it, but when she had learned of his needs and desires she had decided that she wanted to be the one to truly fulfil them. She had never regretted that decision. A satisfied smile curled the corners of her mouth as she ever so slowly moved herself up and down. In fact she had surprised herself by coming to actually enjoy the things he did to her and she did to herself, such as what she was experiencing now. Each vertical movement of her body made the vicious clips bounce, biting and dragging on her nipples and clitoris. But the fierce tearing pain somehow only added to the pleasure she experienced as she fucked herself on his cock and saw the absolute joy and bliss on his face.
“Susan is delightfully submissive in bed, and I think she has a strong liking for women as well, which is interesting. She should be an entertaining diversion for all of us,” he said, telling Helen that Susan would never be a rival or a threat, although she already knew that. Roger could only guess at the pain the clips were causing her, but it was her gift to him and he did know that it aroused him beyond words. Her cunt gripped his cock like a vice and through that connection he could feel the tremors that shook her body. He lifted his arms and linked his fingers with hers, supporting her weight as she leaned forwards and they began to fuck. His hips slapped against her buttocks and thighs as he pushed up to meet her, jolting their bodies and making the shining steel clips dance and glimmer.
Helen energetically bounced up and down, massaging his cock with her vagina and simultaneously squeezing it with the strong inner muscles of her sex. Her wetness lubricated their sensual connection and the delicious gliding stroking of her cunt over and against his cock was a sublime intimacy that was illuminated by jagged lightning bolts of agony caused by the merciless grip of the saw-toothed clips. She was able to read his level of arousal and the amount of pleasure that she was giving him simply by the way his cock felt as it moved inside her vagina. She used her vagina to give him pleasure, an active substitute for her hand or lips and not just a passive recipient of his thrusts, and this very concentration and mental focus magnified the pleasure that she herself obtained from being fucked by a hundredfold.
Roger grinned as Helen began to moan and swear in Teochew, a southern-Chinese dialect. She had translated some of them for him and many involved carnal relations with various close family members. He let his arms gradually bend, which lowered Helen's upper body down on top of him.
Helen swore even louder when her clipped nipples came into contact with Roger's chest and the clip on her clitoris became trapped between their bodies and threatened to rip her clitoris out by its roots as she ground her cunt against him and felt the tip of his cock bump against her cervix. She smiled when his arms went around her chest and up from behind to grip her shoulders, preventing her from sliding upwards. She knew her clitoris would be terribly scratched and sore afterwards, but right now the pain was so good that she really didn't care. Her fingers dug into the bed sheets like claws and with a voice hoarse with passion she said, “Fuck me! Hammer my cunt hard! Make me scream!”
Already ready to explode with lust and desire, Roger buried his face in her hair and gently closed his teeth on her shoulder where it met her long smooth neck. Bracing her body with his hands he began to thrust hard and fast, his cock driving in and out of her cunt in a blur of motion.
Even though it felt as if her clitoris was about to be torn off or shredded by the steel fangs of the clip, it did not deter Helen from matching Roger stroke for stroke, her lithe body flexing and rolling her hips in perfect unison, the muscles of her vagina gripping his cock with crushing force, but her perfect control never allowing her pubic bone from painfully striking him. The heavy solid bed rumbled and vibrated beneath her and her willpower drove her on as if she were in mortal combat. She came hard without missing a stroke, determined to feel the explosion of her partner's seed into her body, driving herself past the agony, past the lethargy of her orgasm. She whispered into his ear, describing the pain in her nipples and the raw agony of her clitoris, telling him how much more she was willing to bear in order to give him pleasure. Then she felt it. The familiar tension and trembling of his body as he prepared to come. “Yes, that it! Feel my pain, feel my cunt calling to you, come for me my darling.”
As always, Roger was unable to resist the siren call of her lust. He pushed himself into her vagina as deep as he could manage, the tight stretching of his foreskin acting as the final trigger. He made a deep rumbling sound in his chest as he came, spurting jets of his semen directly against her cervix. He knew that there was no chance of Helen becoming pregnant because of a sexual infection that she had suffered at the age of eighteen when she was raped by one of her father's enemies. Both he and Helen were uncertain whether this was a blessing or a curse. His orgasm ended, he quickly rolled her onto her back and lifted himself off her body to kneel between her thighs. Carefully and tenderly he removed the clip from her clitoris and then from her nipples, kissing her belly, chest, and lips when she hissed in pain from the returning circulation. He drew an invisible circle around her clitoris with his fingertip. “Would you like me to kiss it all better?”
Helen raised an eyebrow and gazed at him suspiciously. She suspected that the additional pain his oral attention would cause was an important motive for his solicitous offer, but she also knew that he would bring her to at least one more screaming orgasm before he stopped. She smiled and extended her arms in invitation. “How can I resist?”



Chapter Fifteen
 

Pirate Base/Celebes Sea, Off the coast of Borneo, 5rd March 1942

 
Susan's ears were still ringing from the after dinner firearms practise with Roger, which had been interspersed with some vigorous anal sex with her leaning over the counter of the shooting range. He had claimed that the distraction would teach her to focus on her aim during combat, but she suspected that it had more to do with the fact that he had a thing for naked women with guns. “So you can't really shoot a Sten gun from the hip like they do in the comics?”
“Not unless you're a bloody giant of a man with hands like ham hocks like the heroes in those comics, or you don't care whether you actually hit what you're aiming at, such as when you're just trying to force your opponents to keep their heads down while you're running from one piece of cover to another,” Roger answered, his hand resting on her buttock as they strolled down the corridor side-by-side.
“See anything you like?” Susan said, noticing his renewed interest in her charms. Although she had always like sex, being constantly naked seemed to have boosted her sensual appetite to far higher levels, and she was almost always ready for some kind of sexual play, especially when Roger was around, even if it was just striking obscene poses for him or standing patiently while he fingered her cunt. She particularly enjoyed it when he playfully pinched her genitals in an absent minded sort of way while he read a book or newspaper, and lately she had even managed to come simply from his casual fingering. As an experiment she had tried to make her clitoris erect whenever she knew that she would be near to Roger, and she was ridiculously pleased when he actually noticed this change in her body and brushed his hand over her tiny erection each time he walked past her, making her knees go momentarily weak. Peggy had noticed her behaviour and teased her mercilessly about it, but that only made her more determined to do it. She found herself in a constant state of aching arousal and it made her painfully aware of her clitoris every time anyone came near to her. It was insanely sensual and she loved it.
Roger's hand darted around in front of her to catch her clitoris with a quick brushing flick of his finger and he chuckled when she gasped and stumbled when the overwhelming sensation momentarily ruined her coordination. “There's lots that I like.” He gently turned her shoulder towards him, cupped her breasts in his palms and kissed their upper curves. “An embarrassment of riches, in fact.”
The sincerity of his compliment and the admiring glow in his eyes made her blush. She still had not become used to the idea of being the centre of so much sexual attention. “And all of it is yours,” she responded, pressing his face into her cleavage.
Roger kissed her nipples, and took hold of the nearest one, using it to lead her into the hall, where they found Helen instructing Peggy in Tai Chi. Apparently her method of instruction involved enthusiastic use of the slim rattan cane in her hand, as Peggy's body was well decorated with bright pink cane marks.
Helen paced around the naked and sweating Peggy. “That's it, slowly, smoothly, and don't forget to watch your breathing. Now strike!”
Peggy's body lunged forward and her palms snapped forward in a whip-like thrust. She saw Susan, grinned and waved. Then there was a brisk snap when the cane cut across her buttocks. “Ow!”
“Pay attention. Getting distracted in a fight is the surest way to get killed,” Helen said sternly.
“But I was – “
Peggy's protest was cut short when the door to the hall swung open. “Tuan! Our patrol found a lifeboat with a man in it. He says there are more stranded on an island.”
Roger and Helen's eyes met and they both smiled. “At last,” he said.
“Do you really think it's them?” Susan asked.
Helen swished the cane with deadly force. “Let's go and find out.”
 

***

 
“Our Indian sailor seems very sure that it's this island,” Helen said, pointing at a spot on the chart in the study with the tip of her dagger.
“Well he did have a compass,” Roger said sarcastically.
“What's his story?” Andrea asked.
Roger folded his arms. “He says that he was a crewman aboard a small merchant vessel that managed to escape from Singapore. According to him they were attacked by a fighter. Their engine was damaged and the hull holed. They drifted for a while and when they passed near a group of islands they abandoned ship, rowing the passengers to shore with the single surviving lifeboat just before the ship finally sank.”
“Then why was he floating around all alone?” Peggy asked.
“He claims to have heroically volunteered to set out in the boat to look for help,” Helen answered.
Susan shook her head doubtfully. “He shows no signs of dehydration or sunburn.”
Roger slapped the chart decisively. “We have to assume that this is what we've been waiting for.”
Helen rubbed her chin. “We risk losing some or all of the fleet if they are spotted by Jap aircraft, but I agree. The man is lying about something. I feel it in my bones.”
“So what do we do?” Peggy asked.
“The Japs have a description of the Golden Hind, so that's what we'll give them,” Roger said.
“In that case you'll need us. They know you have two nurses in your crew,” Peggy said eagerly. She looked at Susan who nodded her agreement.
“I'm coming too,” Andrea said. “If there's a chance of getting a shot at the bastards who tortured me and massacred the others, I want to be there.”
The women were part of the crew, and Roger had no chivalrous qualms about exposing them to danger. Everyone in the crew shared the booty equally, but they also took the same risks, whatever their sex or capabilities. He nodded decisively. “Alert the crew to ready the feet. Briefing in half an hour.”
Helen spun on her heel and strode out of the study. She had already discussed their strategy and tactics with Roger, and her task now was to ensure all the crew and boats were armed and ready.
Roger studied the three naked women with him in the room, and was gratified to see no fear but only eagerness and excitement. “You're all new to this, so I'm going to give you a private briefing before we go down. The Japs are going to try to lure us ashore so we can't escape. So this is what we're going to do …. “
 

***

 
“I can see them,” Roger said, peering through a pair of huge low light binoculars. It was just past four a.m., but the moon light and the light from the small fire around which the stranded refugees were huddled gave him a clear view of the scene. Anger flared in his breast at the sight. It was obvious that the Jap commander intended to use the clearing about fifty yards from the shore and midway from the nearest tree-line as a killing ground, and the refugees were going to be part of the slaughter. He could just make out the outlines of coconut trees in the background, indicating the tree line and the looming shadow of the higher ground in the middle and western side of the island. The Golden Hind, the flagship of the pirate fleet had come to a halt about five hundred yards offshore. He nodded to Helen. “Prepare the men. We'll move in as soon as we hear from the others and there is enough light for them to see us.”
“Prepare to man the guns but don't lower the shrouds until I give the order,” Helen snapped, her voice toned not to carry across the susurration of the waves and alert the Japanese. “Lower the zodiacs.”
The experienced crew quickly and efficiently moved to their stations and there was the muffled clicks of the gunners checking the actions of the guns and arranging the ammunition reloads in the armoured magazines fixed to the deck next to the guns. Well oiled pulleys rumbled and the two large inflatable boats were lowered from the stern onto the water. This was not an actual night action so the men were not dressed in black and their faces were not darkened with burned cork. The Golden Hind was supposed to be on a mission of mercy and therefore needed to look as non-threatening as possible.
“Oerlikon ready,” the front gunned called out softly.
“Brownings ready,” reported the two rear gunners.
The British government had placed an order for one-thousand and five-hundred Oerlikon 20mm automatic cannon for the Royal Navy from the manufacturers in Switzerland just before the war had broken out. But with the sudden and unexpected fall of France to the Germans, only one hundred and nine of them had ever reached Britain. Ever the opportunist, Roger had arranged for a private sale and shipment of forty Oerlikon cannon and 20mm ammunition through Italy to the Far East. The American made Browning .50 calibre (aircraft version) heavy machine guns had been much easier to obtain. Because of these purchases, the pirate fleet was more heavily armed than most of the small to medium military vessels in the region. Since they were not intended for extended patrols, the pirate boats were also much lighter and faster. The Golden Hind had a pair of twin-mounted Oerlikons in the bow and twin .50 calibre pintle mounted machine guns on each side of the stern. Usually a simple warning burst from the dual cannon was enough to convince the captain of any commercial vessel of the wisdom of immediate surrender.
A crackle from the wireless drew everyone's attention. “Hind this is Hunter. We've found them. The Jap vessel is anchored on the opposite side of the island in a small cove. Over.”
“Hunter this is Hind. Message received. Jap vessel in cove behind island. Stick to the plan. Remain out of sight until you receive the go signal. Over,” Roger replied.
“Hind this is Hunter. Roger. Wilco. Out.”
The incongruity of the very proper English wireless procedure and the Chinese accent of the wireless operator made Susan grin.
Slinging his Thompson sub-machine gun across his chest, Roger turned to the women. “All right. As we discussed, the three of you will remain on the boat along with the gunners and the bosun. If things go wrong, we'll need cover fire from the boat and very likely medical attention for the wounded. Stay under cover unless you have to move.”
Peggy saluted, palm forward. “Aye aye Cap'n.” The brisk movement of her arm made her unsupported breasts bounce distractingly under her shirt.
Susan patted her Sten gun and nodded. “We'll be ready.”
Roger smiled. “I know you will.” Then there was silence as they all waited for the sun to rise. He did not want a night battle, and he guessed that neither did the Japanese.
 

***

 
The sun had risen sufficiently for the difference between sky and sea to be barely visible and Captain Fukushima scanned the sea in an arc around the spot on the beach where the bait had been placed. The captives had been warned not to move away from the fire pit on pain of death, and they had taken him extremely seriously after he had beheaded the most troublesome looking of the men. He grunted softly and said, “They are here. Signal the boat and remind them to be wary.”
The Japanese wireless operator bowed. “Hai, Captain Fukushima,” he responded and turned to his wireless set.
“Why are they just sitting out there?” his NCO asked nervously.
“Because they are not fools,” Captain Fukushima said, his tone suggesting that someone else was. “They want to be able to see the approach is free of rocks or coral, the surface of the beach, and as far into the tree line as possible, as well as to be able to see any approaching vessels. These people are experienced.” He turned back to the water at the soft word from one of the soldiers. “Ah! Here they come.” Looking through his binoculars he could see the loaded rubber boats moving clear of the enemy vessel. He barked commands in Japanese, reminding the men not to fire until he gave the word. He wanted all or most of the enemy on land before he began the attack. Once they were stranded in the middle of the open beach they would be helpless and could be cut down like sheep. Only if their boat showed any signs of movement would he call for his own vessel to attack. As far as he could see in the dim morning light, the enemy vessel was a civilian craft, slightly larger than his own converted deep sea fishing boat, perhaps the toy of some rich man or a company owned motor launch. Through the binoculars he could see that the crew were a mixture of Chinese and natives dressed in their usual singlets and khaki short trousers. None of them appeared to be armed. He smiled to himself. This was going to be so easy.
 

***

 
Roger stood in the rocking zodiac and helped to lower the box of “supplies”, which was actually filled with the crew's weapons, into the boat. His own Thompson and the weapons of the men, and one woman, who would first land on the beach were wrapped in oilskins and lying on the rubber floor of the zodiac. He wore a holstered Colt 1911 .45 at his waist which he did not bother to conceal. It would not be unusual for the European leader of such a group to be armed. When the last box and man were aboard he looked up. “Go to the side of the boat as soon as we set off and let them see you. They're not the only ones who can dangle bait.”
“Don't worry, we know what to do,” Susan's voice said from over the gunwale.
Roger clapped his hand on the shoulder of the crewman operating the outboard motor. “All right, let's go!” The zodiac jerked and the prow lifted as it bounced over the waves, the bouncing getting worse as they picked up speed and the waves grew higher towards the shore. Everyone clung tightly to the safety rope that ran around the tube like body of the inflatable and through it all Roger tried to keep his eyes on the tree-line through the salt spray, the pounding vibration, and the increasing glare of the rising sun. He smiled in satisfaction when he caught several glints of light reflecting off metal under the trees.
Helen had seen it too and shouted over the roar and splashing. “It's good to see that our dates were good enough to turn up.”
They hit the beach before Roger could reply. The zodiacs slid up onto the beach at speed and ground to a halt on the sand. As soon as he had recovered from the jolt he shouted “Go! Go!” While the men were scrambling to unload the crates and chests, he and Helen slogged up the sloping beach towards the huddled refugees. Grinning like a loon he waved his arms and in his best public school voice cried, “Everything's all right. We're here to help.” The fact that he was met with frightened stares and immobility gave him confirmation that something was wrong if indeed confirmation had been needed. Hoping that he wouldn't get shot by an over eager Jap, he made his way towards the oddly unenthusiastic group of refugees. One of the men even had the courage to attempt a warning by pointing towards the trees with his eyes. With a broad fatuous smile on his face he moved until he was about ten yards from the group. He said softly, “We know about the Japs. We have a plan to deal with them. When I give the word, I want all of you to drop flat on the ground. Do you understand me? Drop flat and burrow in. Don't try to run.” He pointed back towards the Golden Hind and said loudly, “If any of you are hurt or sick, we have nurses on our boat who can help you.”
 

***

Seeing Roger's gesture, Susan and Peggy waved cheerily, keeping their guns behind the gunwale, while Andrea remained out of sight in the bridge so as not to confuse the Japs and Digby. They expected to see two English nurses, so that's what they would give them. “No one's to move until Roger gives the signal,” Susan said, trying to hide her nervousness. The guns on the boat were a vital part of the plan. Without cover fire, especially of the twin Oerlikons, the exposed party on the beach would be massacred by the Japs.
 

***

 
The last of the boxes had been unloaded, and under the pretext of unpacking supplies for the refugees, Helen supervised the distribution of the weapons and ammunition behind the open lids and sides of the crates. She looked up, and as planned Roger had strolled back towards the shoreline to rejoin the landing party and to discreetly recover his Thompson, but she frowned when his face twisted in alarm. She realised that he was staring over her shoulder and she spun around. “Damn!” To her horror, a small boat had managed to row up to the Golden Hind and even as she watched she saw men in Japanese uniforms climbing up and over the stern of the Hind. Realising what was about to happen, she grabbed Roger's weapon and threw it to him with both hands. “Everybody down!” she shouted as she threw herself onto the sand behind the meagre cover of a packing case, bringing the stock of her Mauser to her shoulder.
Roger caught the sub-machine gun and fell to the ground. Twisting around he shouted, “Get down! Get down now!” and then hurriedly crawled towards Helen and his men.
 

***

 
“They've reached the enemy boat. Prepare to fire!” Captain Fukushima snapped, putting down the binoculars and raising his own rifle, bracing it against the side of a coconut tree. The slope of the beach partially hid the landing party but with the loss of their boat the supposed rescuers were trapped out in the open. “Baka yarou!” he swore when the hostages suddenly fell on their faces. He fired a snapped shot and grunted in satisfaction when one of the women cried out and clutched her shoulder as she fell.
Taking this as a command, the rest of the Japanese soldiers opened fire a moment later, shattering the idyllic quiet of the beach with a staccato explosion of rifle shots.
 

***

 
Susan covered her mouth with her hand in shock as the flashes of Japanese gun-fire and then the distant firecracker pops of the same shots reached her.
“What the hell!” Peggy exclaimed.
“I'm afraid your new friends have fallen into a trap.”
Susan spun towards the stern. “Digby!” she cried, her tone making his name into a curse.
“In person, my dear,” Digby said smugly, pointing his Japanese issue Nambu pistol at her. Behind him three more Jap soldiers had also silently climbed over the stern. Two of them held the stern gunners at rifle point while the third stood just behind and to the side of Digby with his rifle pointing down the length of the boat. “You've led me on a merry chase, you bitch, but your run is over. I'm going to take great pleasure in putting a bullet in your belly. Both your bellies,” he said, nodding at Peggy.
Just then the Bosun, who had been working at the bow, stepped into view. He snarled at the sight of Digby's Japanese uniform and snatched for the Colt automatic at his side. But before he could draw and raise it, a rifle bullet slammed into his body and he fired a shot into the deck in front of him before falling backwards in a spray of blood.
The deafening crack of the Japanese soldier's rifle made Digby's ear ring and he winced. “Watch what you're doing you yellow fool,” he snapped and stepped forward towards Susan. The sudden movement saved his life when a hail of bullets whipped past his back and tore into the Japanese soldier beside him accompanied by a shower of glass shards. Digby raised an arm the shield his face from the flying glass and spun around to face the new threat in the bridge.
Peering through the shattered window, Andrea saw Digby's pistol and the rifles of the remaining two Japanese soldiers all turning in her direction and very wisely threw herself to the floor and started crawling towards the door at the rear of the bridge, pushing the Sten gun in front of her.
Seeing movement in the corner of his eye, Digby turned his head and his eyes widened in shock when he saw both Susan and Peggy raise Sten guns and point them in his direction. He threw himself against the outer side of the bridge and slid to the floor, just as the sub-machine guns opened fire.
Digby's sudden movement left Susan facing the two Japanese soldiers, who, unfortunately for them, were focused on the threat in the bridge. Susan pressed the wire stock to her shoulder, spread her feet to compensate for the slight rolling of the boat, and took aim over the crude iron sights of the sub-machine gun, the unusual sideways mounted magazine extending to the left of her field of vision. Remembering Roger's lessons, she exhaled half-way and squeezed the trigger, aiming slightly low. A four-round burst exploded from the muzzle, the recoil sending the gun slamming back into her shoulder like a steam hammer and lifting the muzzle several inches into the air before she could pull it down again. She was gratified to hear Peggy's gun go off at almost the same moment.
The two pirate stern gunners, freed of the threats of the Japanese soldiers' rifles, had dropped into squats as soon as Andrea's weapon had fired, leaving the Japs completely exposed. One of Susan's bullets struck the deck beside a cringing gunner, two of them hit the soldier in the chest and in the neck, and the fourth went soaring into the sky.
Peggy's burst was less controlled and she fired nine rounds before releasing the trigger, most of which went harmlessly over the side of the boat. Most that is, except for the three that hit the other soldier, two high on his shoulder and one through his right eye.
Susan shook herself, and then remembered the situation on the beach. “Man the guns! Open fire now!” she shouted.
The Oerlikon gunner, who had been crawling along the deck in hopes of getting a shot at the enemy boarders jumped up as if stung and ripped the painted tarpaulin off of the big double auto-cannon and swivelled it towards the beach. Although he couldn't see the enemy clearly, the smoke and gun flashes were sufficient to give him a target and the cannons opened fire with a deafening roar.
At the stern the machine-gunner pulled the camouflage from his gun and joined in, firing short controlled bursts towards the tree line.
Digby looked up to see three Sten gun muzzles pointed at his head. He let his pistol fall to the deck, sat up, and gingerly raised his hands. “I don't suppose you'd believe that this was all just a terrible mistake?” 
 

***

 
Another pirate cried out, hit in the buttock by a Japanese bullet. Another round struck the sand a foot from Roger's head, blasting his face with fast moving sand. He shouted in pain when some of it went into his eye and he had to lower his Thompson as he tried to blink it out.
“Roger! Are you all right?” Helen cried, seeing his distress. With a scream of rage she emptied the magazine of her Mauser at the murky shape of a Japanese shooter and then rolled on her side to extract a fresh clip of bullets. So far the automatic fire of the Tommy-guns carried by the pirates had prevented the Japanese from advancing or picking them off through sheer fire-power. But more and more men were getting hit and they would eventually run out of ammunition or get outflanked. She sighed in relief when Roger resumed firing, his Thompson blasting out controlled three round bursts at the enemy.
“I'm all right, but we can't hold them here,” Roger shouted over the roar of the gunfire. Just then one of the refugees was hit and screamed in agony, crying pitifully for help. He slammed his hand into the sand in anger.
“Roger, the boat isn't shooting at us,” Helen shouted back before snapping off another shot.
“You're right,” he cried, feeling a surge of hope. If the Japs had taken the boat they would have been using the boat's guns on their unprotected backs by now. If any of his crew were still alive they would get to the Oerlikons. They just had to hold on.
 

***

 
Captain Fukushima ducked as a fusillade of .45 calibre bullets smashed into the trees and foliage all around him. Fortunately the weapons the enemy were using did not seem to be very accurate, at this range at least. Still, the storm of automatic fire had come as a nasty shock to him and had prevented his men from charging and overwhelming the smaller enemy force. He was not inclined to order a suicidal assault since time was on his side. With the taking of their vessel the enemy force was trapped on the beach. Even if they managed to escape in their rubber boats they would not get far and they would be forced to abandon the refugees. He slapped his NCO on the shoulder. “Take five men and crawl across the beach using the hostages as cover,” he said, pointing at the desired route.
The NCO grinned and nodded. “Hai, Captain. It shall be done.” He duck-walked away to gather the men for the attack. From the middle of the beach they could pick off the enemy with near impunity with the bodies of the hostages shielding them from the inaccurate automatic fire. When he had gathered and briefed the assault group, the NCO glanced towards his commander for permission to proceed.
But before Captain Fukushima could give the order to advance, the base of the trunk of the coconut tree nearest to the hostages seemed to explode, throwing splinters in all directions and toppling the tree back towards the jungle. Japanese soldiers scrambled to get out of the way of the tall falling column of resilient timber. More crashing impacts followed, lopping the tops off of trees and slamming into the ground in front of the Japanese line. A soldier screamed in agony when a jagged rock splinter struck his forehead, ripping his flesh and sending a torrent of blood running down his face. Captain Fukushima's eyes searched for the source of this new threat and grunted in shock when he saw the large alternating flashes coming from the front of the enemy boat. He had allowed for the possibility that the boat might be armed with one or more machine guns, but he was being hit by something significantly larger. He ground his teeth in rage when heavy machine-gun fire stitched a sand spouting line across the beach in front of the tree line. It was clear that fool Digby and his team had failed to take the enemy boat. However, he did not panic. The enemy didn't have artillery or mortars, and as long as his men remained within the cover of the rocks, bushes, and trees, even the cannon fire was not a deadly threat. On the other hand, it did mean that any advance across the beach towards the enemy would be suicide. “Remain in cover and employ aimed fire at the enemy. Fire and move. Fire and move,” he shouted. “Pick them off one by one.” His men's rifles still had the advantage of range and accuracy over the enemy. He would win this battle yet.
 

***

 
The roar of the twin Oerlikon cannon was like a heavenly choir in Roger's ears. So long as the cannon and the .50 calibre machine-gun were manned and supplied with ammunition, they were relatively safe from any Japanese assault. The boat's guns did not however shield them from carefully aimed rifle fire, as the zip of a Jap bullet screaming past his ear reminded him. But with the Hind back in action, he could activate the next part of the plan. “Watch the Japs while I get to the wireless,” he said to Helen.
“No problem,” Helen replied. Her broomhandle Mauser barked and she grinned when she heard a yelp of pain from the trees.
Roger crawled backwards down towards the water-line. The portable wireless set and operator had remained near the boats to protect the vital equipment. With his boots almost in reach of the waves, he nodded to the wireless operator.
The man grinned, opened the lid of the carrying case and attached the tall antenna which had been left off in order not to draw enemy attention. With the Bakelite headphones clamped to his ears he waited for the set to warm up, twiddled with the dials, and finally spoke into the horn shaped microphone mouthpiece. After a few words and more twiddling, he nodded to Roger. “I have Hunter on the air.”
“Tell him that he has the green light to make the attack run.” As the wireless operator passed on the message Roger chuckled to himself. “This ought to be interesting.”
 

***

 
On the other side of the island, the pirate motor launch pulled away from its mother ship and headed towards the cove sheltering the Jap patrol boat. As soon as it cleared the concealing headland the boat accelerated, its motor producing a huge roar and throwing up a rooster tail of water behind it. The men in the boat laughed when they saw an alarmed Japanese sentry on the Japanese patrol boat shouting and pointing at them. The launch was armed with a single .50 calibre Browning heavy machine gun and the gunner took aim as they continued to hurtle towards the enemy patrol boat. He opened fire when he saw a man in an army uniform run towards the twin Vickers machine guns. Due to the mad bouncing and juddering of the launch, there was little chance that he would hit the soldier or anywhere near him, but the wild burst of heavy bullets served its purpose by making the soldier dive to the deck. The gunner continued to spray the vessel with bullets as the launch curved in and then away and back out to sea, and they were well out of effective range by the time any return fire from the patrol boat's Vickers lashed out towards them, their mission successfully completed.
 

***

 
“Captain, an urgent message from the boat!” the Japanese wireless operator cried over the bangs and cracks of the continuing fire-fight.
Captain Fukushima frowned at this unexpected development. “What is it?”
The operator's eyes widened. “They say that they are under attack by an enemy boat.” He listened again, and then continued, “The attack has been beaten off, but the enemy was undamaged and might return at any minute.”
The soldiers nearby who caught his words looked uneasy. If the patrol boat was sunk or captured by the enemy they would be marooned on this small island without supplies while faced with an enemy who had superior fire-power and unknown resources.
Although Captain Fukushima forced himself to appear calm, the same alarming thoughts passed through his mind. It was likely he had already lost the valuable British traitor. If he lost the patrol boat and most of his command as well he would be demoted or even executed. On the other hand if he pulled back to the patrol boat he might still track down his unidentified enemy, discover if Digby was still alive, and perhaps rescue him. Once that was done he could request more men and heavier weapons and return to finish off whoever was shooting at him from across the beach, but only if he had the long range wireless aboard the boat. He slammed his fist against the tree trunk in front of him and his eyes narrowed in rage. “Sergeant! We're pulling back to the boat. Form up the men for a fighting retreat in case those scum try to follow us.”
Secretly relieved, the NCO bowed and saluted, then spun away to carry out his orders.
 

***

 
When the Japanese fire began to die down Roger knew he had won his gamble. Turning onto his side he shouted to the wireless operator. “Tell the Hind to cease fire unless they actually see any Japanese on the beach.” Then he shouted “Cease fire! Cease fire!” with Helen echoing his command. A moment later the beach was silent once more except for the sound of the waves and the forlorn call of a distant seagull.
A pair of pirates dashed across the sand in alternate spurts, providing cover for each other as they moved towards the former Japanese position. They disappeared into the trees and then reappeared a moment later waving their arms. The Japanese were gone.
Roger stood up and held out his hand to Helen.
“Your plan worked,” she said, slapping him playfully on the chest with her Mauser tilted cockily back against her shoulder.
Roger sniffed. “Did you doubt it?”
Helen raised an eyebrow. “Well … for a moment there, when it looked as if I was going to get a 20mm canon shell up my arse.”
Reminded of the situation on the Golden Hind, Roger called to the wireless operator. “What's the situation on the boat? Anyone hurt?”
A moment later the operator grinned and said, “The bosun has taken a bullet, but he's still alive. Everyone else is all right, and they report that they have captured the traitor Digby.”
Richard slung his Thompson on his shoulder, threw his arms around Helen and kissed her soundly. “All right. Everyone back to the Hind.” His face darkened as he looked around. “Everyone including our dead. This isn't finished yet.”



Chapter Sixteen
 

Celebes Sea, Off the coast of Borneo, 5rd March 1942

 
Retracing their trail back to the other side of the island, Captain Fukushima and his men made good time through the jungle and were soon ferrying the men back to the boat, which seemed to be whole except for some scattered bullet holes. As he had guessed, the enemy had not pursued them, opting instead to rescue the refugees, or what was left of them. Once they were all back on the patrol boat he would head around the island to see if he could discover the fate of the traitor Digby. If necessary he would hang back and follow the enemy vessel back to their lair. With all his men on board and on alert he did not fear another attack from that small motor boat, and the larger enemy vessel would not be likely to attack him, not with all the refugees on board and not knowing what heavier arms he might have available to him. But he still had another weapon to use against these do-gooders, and it could get Digby back for him, provided the fool was still lived.
 

***

 
Roger leaned closer to the big wireless set in the boat's bridge and made a small adjustment.
There was a loud crackle, and then the voice from the wireless said, “Hind this is Eagle. The Jap boat has lifted anchor and they are heading out to sea. Will give you their heading when they are out of the cove. Over.”
“Eagle this is Hind. Roger. Awaiting information. Out.”
Five minutes went by in tense silence, and then the wireless speaker crackled again. “Hind this is Eagle. The Jap boat is moving slowly in your direction, but there appears to be two … ah, two bare-arsed women standing amidships just forward of the bridge with their hands tied behind them. One is European, the other might be European or Eurasian. Over.”
Helen stared thoughtfully through the forward windows of the bridge as if she could see all the way through the bulk of the island and at the Japanese vessel. “So, they still have hostages.”
Digby, who was in the bridge with them, also with his hands tied securely behind his back, chuckled. “Captain Fukushima will gut them right in front of you unless you release me.”
“Who are they?” Roger asked.
Digby shrugged. “Just some playthings we brought along from Palembang. A Dutch bitch for the Captain and a rather tasty Eurasian filly for me.”
Susan looked at Digby with loathing and then at Roger. “What are you going to do?”
Roger nodded at the men guarding Digby. “Take him below deck and lock him up. Don't untie him. He's a tricky one.” He waited until the laughing traitor was out of earshot and then said, “We'll try for an exchange.”
“You know the Jap will have called for reinforcements, don't you?” Helen said.
He nodded. “That will make him confident. Hopefully confident enough to agree to an exchange. If he keeps enough distance between our boats we can't easily sink him with our cannon, and if it turns into a chase, he'll bet that Jap aircraft will arrive before we can do him in.”
“He knows about us. We can't let him go,” Helen said grimly.
“I know. If we can't get the women back, then we'll attack the Jap boat and they'll have to take their chances,” Roger said heavily.
“You'd kill those two innocent women?” Peggy asked in horror.
Susan took her friend's arm. “He's right. It's them or everyone on the island. The crew comes first. Think of Rinda and all the islanders. Besides, they still might have a chance unless the Japs kill them out of hand.”
For a moment Peggy looked rebellious, then she sighed and nodded. “I suppose you're right.”
“Cheer up Peggy. The game's not over yet,” Roger said firmly.
 

***

 
“Captain! The enemy is hailing us over the wireless.” The wireless operator looked surprised to hear an English voice over a Japanese military frequency.
“Digby must have given them the frequency,” Captain Fukushima said with a smile. He had guessed correctly that his enemy had placed an observer on the island to watch him, which was why he had displayed the naked women on the front of the patrol boat. “Give me the microphone.”
 

***

 
“He's a clever one, this Captain Fukushima,” Roger said grudgingly. The Jap had refused an exchange, but instead demanded that Digby be released. Wary of the Golden Hind's greater fire-power, he had specified that the Hind remain where it was in relation to the island, except that they were to turn the boat around to a south-west direction, allowing the Jap boat to approach their stern as they came around the island, rendering the Oerlikons temporarily useless.
Digby laughed mockingly as they led him to the stern and the waiting zodiac. He waved at the distant figure of Captain Fukushima, who was standing with his sword resting on Elke's shoulder, the razor edge touching her throat. He smiled at Susan. “I'll be seeing you again, pretty Susan. You can count on it. I look forward to sampling your friend as well.” Then he glared at Andrea. “And I'll do a better job on you the next time we meet.” With that he saluted Roger mockingly and climbed over the edge of the stern and down into the bobbing inflatable boat. The outboard motor started with a spluttering roar, and a moment later the zodiac was skimming across the waves towards the Japanese patrol boat.
“Those women were dead even before we knew about them,” Helen said. “This way they still might have a chance of surviving.”
Roger nodded. “I know. I just wish …” He didn't complete his sentence, and instead lifted his binoculars to watch the retreating shape of the zodiac and Digby's back. The sunlight reflected in a bright flash off of the polished surface of Captain Fukushima's curved blade, and he could make out the frightened faces of the two naked women, were joined at the wrist by rope. They stood just beside the ladder hanging off the side that awaited Digby. The Japanese captain had threatened to behead the women if he saw any movement of the Hind or its crew, so he just stood and watched as the zodiac slowed and bumped against the hull of the patrol boat.
“Should we attack now?” Helen asked, eager for her revenge.
“Not yet. Let's hope the women will be taken below deck again once they are underway, which will give them the best chance of surviving.” Roger's hands shook with anger, making his view through the binoculars momentarily wobble. Digby was climbing up the rope ladder and Roger could see him looking up at the naked women and he seemed to be saying something.
 

***

 
“Captain! Thank you for waiting for me,” Digby called brightly up as he climbed the swaying ladder. “Delightful Anna! I bet you thought you were rid of me, eh? Well no such luck. I'm back and what fun we're going to have, just as soon as I get you back into my cabin.”
Gritting his teeth at the Englishman's cocksure and superior attitude, Captain Fukushima simply nodded and then removed his sword from Elke's shoulder, making a note to clean and polish the blade before her sweat could corrode the fine finish of the blade. He drew the back edge of the katana along the mouth of the scabbard and then sheathed the sword in a single smooth movement. Looking over his shoulder he shouted, “Prepare to make way!”
Digby sprang over the gunwale. “Permission to come aboard, and all that naval rubbish,” he called out, his superior tone undimmed in the slightest by his recent failure and humiliating capture. He mock saluted Captain Fukushima, and on the down stroke of the salute he deliberately allowed his fingertips to slap across Anna's nipple.
Something seemed to snap in Anna's mind, and blind rage totally overcame all rational thought. Screaming in fury, the petite Eurasian girl threw herself at Digby, her legs coming off the deck and wrapping around his thighs as she clawed madly at his face.
Normally, Digby would have subdued her without terrible effort, but he was off balance, having just stepped onto the rocking deck. In addition, Anna had totally forgotten that she was jointed to Elke, who was dragged along by her berserker charge. The Dutch girl stumbled and fell against Anna's back, overbalancing the interlocked trio and pushing them back over the side of the boat.
Digby uttered a shocked scream as he fell backwards towards the dark water with the crazed Anna still beating and clawing at him even as they splashed into the sea, missing the zodiac and disappeared under the waves.
 

***

 
“By god!” Roger cried in surprise, still staring through the binoculars. However it only took him a second to recover. “All boats to the attack! Hoist the Jolly Roger! Man the guns!”
The wireless operator grinned widely as he transmitted the commands to the pirate fleet.
Susan staggered as in the bridge the bandaged bosun threw open the throttles and spun the wheel. The boat shot forward, moving in a tight arc through the water, slowly coming around to face the Japanese patrol boat.
Two pairs of fast Oerlikon-armed attack boats of the pirate fleet shot out from either side of the island, forming a pincer that was aimed at the Japanese patrol boat and the treasure that they were told it held. Two banners fluttered from each their sterns, one the traditional pirate emblem of white skull and cross bones on a black background, and the other a plain bright red banner trimmed with gold triangles along its edges like saw-teeth, the ensign of the most famous and powerful pirate fleet in the history of the world, the Red Flag fleet of the great female pirate Ching Shih.
“My grandfather sailed with Ching Shih when she defeated the British, Portuguese, and Chinese navies. Her fleet was never defeated,” Helen shouted proudly to Susan, pointing to the fluttering red banner. “That was her flag.” She drew her Mauser from its hollow wooden holster cum stock and waved it in the air to the wild cheers of the crew. “Now we'll show these Japs who owns these waters!”
 

***

 
Captain Fukushima had reacted the moment Digby and the hostages had fallen overboard. He knew immediately what his enemy's response would be, and the patrol boat shot forward at full throttle. He had lost Digby again, but so long as he stayed sufficiently ahead of the enemy boat they still had a chance of escaping. Going at full speed, the enemy's cannon would have a hard time hitting his boat and doing enough damage to sink or stop him. In the meantime Japanese aircraft were on their way and would be arriving in less than an hour, and then the tables would be turned.
“Captain! Look!” shouted the NCO, pointing off the port side of the bouncing, shuddering, patrol boat.
The Captain swivelled his head around, alarmed by his normally stolid NCO's tone. When he saw the fast approaching attack boats he slammed his fist on the gunwale. His British education allowed him to recognise the flamboyant skull and crossbones ensigns flying from the large, very fast boats and he felt his heart sink when he realised his mistake. He had imagined that he was dealing with some group of patriotic do-gooders trying to rescue refugees from the invading Imperial Japanese forces, but now he knew the truth. These people were not Samaritans or some kind of auxiliary militia, but bloody handed pirates. He had thought that the hostages were their primary concern, but he guessed that they had somehow learned about the treasure that his boat carried and were determined to capture it for themselves. He had seen that there were many Chinese members in the pirate crew, and he knew that they would show their ancient enemy no mercy, especially after what the Imperial forces had done in China and more recently in Singapore and Hong Kong. Another shout revealed the second pair of gunboats approaching from the opposite direction and he knew that they were doomed. His only consolation was that he had lived to see that annoying traitor Digby perish before meeting his own doom. But the blood of his samurai ancestors ran in his veins and he refused to go down like a sheep. “All hands on deck with their weapons. Prepare for battle!” he shouted.
“Battle? But …” Then the NCO understood, and he saluted his commanding officer respectfully. “Hai Captain. We fight to the end.”
 

***

 
Roger watched his boats close in on the Japanese vessel like a pack of sea wolves, and he had no doubt at all about the eventual outcome. Each of his gunboats darted in with all guns blazing and then just as quickly peeled away before the Japanese could inflict any serious damage of their own. Unlike a naval attack, they were not trying to sink the enemy boat but merely to force it to surrender or to incapacitate its defenders or the vessel itself. Although the Japanese soldiers fought bravely, they were defenceless against the storm of 20mm cannon rounds and .50 calibre machine-gun fire that repeatedly raked the patrol boat from stem to stern and were literally ripped apart or thrown into the sea. The gunner manning the twin Vickers fired back, but with attacks coming for both sides, he was soon hit by a burst of .50 calibre fire and flung to the deck like a broken doll. Finally the patrol boat slowed to a standstill, either because whoever was steering the patrol boat was dead or a cannon shell had disabled its engines. “Prepare to board!” he shouted over the noise of the engines.
The Golden Hind steered straight for the becalmed enemy vessel even though there were still shots coming from it. The patrol boat presented a gory sight as they approached, with blood splattered everywhere and corpses lying all around the deck. Roger and the rest of the crew remained under as much cover as possible until the Hind bumped against the enemy vessel. Grappling hooks flew and the two boats were locked together.
“Up and at 'em!” Roger roared and sprang over the gunwale and down onto the deck of the other boat, his Thompson hammering out quick bursts of fire, followed closely by the rest of the pirate crew.
Helen screamed a war cry in Chinese and leapt over the railings. In addition to the Mauser she carried a Chinese sabre in her other hand, a strip of red cloth fluttering from the pommel. She landed feet first upon a kneeling Japanese soldier whom she practically beheaded with a stroke of her blade. Still standing on the corpse she fired the Mauser and another soldier screamed and clapped his hands to his face as he fell backwards into the space between the linked vessels only to be crushed when the boats came together again.
A Japanese soldier appeared on the roof of the bridge and aimed his rifle down at Helen's back. But before he could fire he was doubled over by a loud burst of sub-machine gun fire from the deck of the Hind.
Helen spun around and then waved her sabre at Susan and Peggy who had fired their Sten guns almost simultaneously.
At the other end of the boat Roger shot down a soldier and came face to face with Captain Fukushima, who was bleeding from several wounds but was not seriously hurt.
The Japanese officer's rifle had run out of ammunition and he now held his pistol in one hand and his katana in the other. “Are you the leader of these pirates?” he asked, looking into the gaping muzzle of the Thompson sub-machine gun which he recognised from the Hollywood gangster films he had watched during his time in England. He wondered if his opponent had any bullets left in his thirty round magazine.
Surprised by the man's cultured English accent Roger nodded without taking his eyes off of the man and his weapons. “I am. So you recognise the Jolly Roger?”
“I do, and I wish I had seen it earlier. I might have used different tactics and strategies against you,” Captain Fukushima replied, slowly shifting his feet in preparation for a lunge. “Do you still have any ammunition? I saw you firing many times as you crossed the deck,” he said, hoping to sow doubt in the pirate or at least to distract him.
Truthfully, Roger wasn't sure how many rounds he had left, if any. The fact that the gun's bolt was still open only meant he hadn't pulled the trigger again after the last round had been fired. “Enough I think. Why don't you surrender? From the sounds of things, you're the only one left.”
Instead of replying, Captain Fukushima made his move. His sword darted out in an attempt to knock Roger's muzzle aside and slash his hand while he simultaneously fired the final round in his pistol from the hip.
Roger spotted the movement and pulled his trigger just as the sword struck his muzzle and a hammer blow struck his side a couple of inches above his hip bone. Despite the shock and pain, he felt amused relief when the Thompson actually fired two rounds before falling silent. The Jap's gambit almost worked, with the katana stroke driving the muzzle of the Thompson down so far that the first bullet passed harmlessly between the officer's legs, tugging at the baggy leg of his trousers. However the recoil lifted the muzzle just enough for the second bullet to smash directly into Captain Fukushima's groin and upwards through his lower abdomen.
Although not immediately fatal, the large .45 calibre bullet struck the Japanese officer like a sledgehammer and both sword and pistol fell from his hands as he slowly doubled over and fell face first onto the deck with a sickening thud.
Roger released his empty Thompson, letting it hang from its sling, and drew his pistol. Moving carefully, he thumbed the Colt 1911's safety off and pushed the Jap onto his side with the toe of his boot after kicking both the Jap's pistol and sword aside.
Captain Fukushima's face was pale and drawn from agony, but he still managed to speak clearly. “Kill me. Please.”
Roger stared into his enemy's face, nodded, and then the Colt boomed once, and then again.
 

***

 
“This way, tuan,” the pirates’ crewman said, pointing to the shattered cabin door which led to the deceased Captain Fukushima's room.
Roger entered, accompanied by Helen and the three girls. The metal bound chest sat in the middle of the floor, having been dragged out from under the bed by the searching pirates. He noted with satisfaction that the padlock was still intact and locked.
He stated to call for a crowbar when Andrea stepped forward. “Here, let me do it.” She knelt in front of the chest and pulled a pin from her hair. Less than a minute later there was a click and she removed the padlock, stood up and handed it to Roger. “All yours.”
Almost reverently, Roger went down on one knee and lifted the lid with both hands. A soft sigh escaped his lips as he stared down at the warmly glowing bars of gold, the sparkling pieces jewellery, and pouches of unmounted gems. As if by some film maker's magic, a beam of sunlight plunged through a hole made by a cannon shell and landed directly on the chest, creating a rippling golden light that danced around the crowded cabin. A grin slowly spread over his face as he stood up and in a reverent tone he said, “Pieces of eight.”
Helen leaned against his side, careful to avoid the bandages that went around his waist like a girdle. She chuckled and echoed his words. “Pieces of eight.” She turned her head to grin at the crewmen outside the cabin who were peering over each other's shoulders. Louder, she repeated, “Pieces of eight” followed by a string of words in Chinese, and then reached down to triumphantly lift up one of the slim gold bars.
The crewmen's eyes widened at the sight of the gold and then they began laugh and slap each other on the back. Some of the Chinese men translated Helen's words into Malay and Iban for their companions, who also laughed and passed the message down the hall. The news spread like wildfire and soon the boat was rocking with cheers and cries of “Pieces of eight!” as well as Roger and Helen's names.
Helen placed the bar back into the chest and slammed the lid down. “We have to get moving before the Jap aeroplanes and reinforcements get here. Andrea, relock the chest, then I'll have the men carry it to the Hind.”
 

***

 
Back on the Golden Hind, Susan stood by the railing with her hands over her ears and watched as the gunner blasted holes in the hull of the Japanese boat along the waterline. All the Japanese bodies had been dumped below deck and the hatches closed and locked. The boat quickly began to list and then gradually sank out of sight. With no damage to the fuel tanks and no floating bodies, the patrol boat and the Japanese crew disappeared with hardly a trace. The slight oil slick would soon be dispersed by the waves and there would be nothing for the Japanese air patrols to find.
To everyone's surprise, the crew of one of the gunboats had fished the two women and Digby out of the sea very much alive, and transferred them to the Hind.
On Roger's command, the boats of the pirate fleet dispersed, covered once more by camouflage painted tarpaulins. After a quick dash to get away from the island, they all moved slowly so as not to leave a huge noticeable wake behind them to draw the attention of any searching aircraft to see. Each boat except for the Hind had a different island dispersal point where fuel and ammunition had been stored so that the short ranged boats could top up for the voyage back to base, each via different circuitous routes.
 

***

 
“I was so angry that I just wanted him dead, even if it meant losing my life in the process,” Anna explained.
“I wish you had consulted me first. I certainly didn't want to die,” Elke said, scowling angrily.
“When we hit the water I remembered that Elke's wrist was tied to mine, and I realised that it wouldn't be fair to drown her too, so I let go of Digby and we just tried to stay afloat until one of your boats picked us up,” Anna said smiling apologetically at Elke, who continued to scowl.
“And what about the sharks? We could have been torn to shreds before anyone could rescue us. Even the comfort camp back in Palembang would have been better than that,” Elke snapped.
“I think you should take into account the fact you most likely would have been killed if you had remained aboard the Japanese boat,” Roger said.
“And whose fault is that? I didn't ask you to shoot at the boat,” Elke retorted angrily.
Roger and Helen looked at each other and Helen nodded.
Signalling to one of the men Roger said, “Tie her hands, blindfold her and take her below.”
“What? You can't do that! You bastard, you're no better than the Japs. I'll …” Her tirade ended abruptly when a crewman pressed the edge of a large knife to her throat with a yellow toothed grin.
Anna apprehensively watched the blindfolded Elke being led away. “And what's going to happen to me?”
Helen smiled. “What would you like to happen?”
Anna bit her lip. She looked down at her clasped fingers. “I'd like this whole war never to have happened and my father to be still alive, but that's just dreaming.” Her head lifted suddenly and her eyes were filled with anger and determination. “But I'm not going back to that Japanese camp! Digby will tell you that I seemed to enjoy the things I was made to do for the Japs and for him.” She bit her lip again. “Perhaps I did. I learned some strange things about myself in the prison camp. But I also learned that I never want to be a helpless prisoner again. I'd rather die. I'm not going to be sold off to some brothel or to a harem in the Middle East.” She stared at them pleadingly. “Just drop me off on the next island. I promise I won't tell anyone about you. I'll just say my ship was sunk and I managed to make it to the island. I swear.”
“Perhaps there's a third way open to you,” Roger said.
“What can you do, Anna? Do you have any skills?” Helen asked.
Surprised by this change in tack, Anna frowned prettily as she considered her reply. “I used to help my father in his work. I know a lot about pumps, generators and engines, both about sourcing parts and assembling and fixing them. I've always been a bit of a tomboy and I like playing with mechanical things.”
Roger nodded. “Why don't you have a chat with the other ladies and exchange stories, and then we can talk again. Until then I promise no one will force you to do anything. Agreed?”
Anna looked at Susan and the others and nodded. “That sounds fair.” She looked around at the Hind and its crew. “You people are pirates, aren't you? Real live pirates?”
Helen nodded, looking amused. “Yes we are. Does that bother you?”
“I always liked pirate stories at bedtime,” Anna said, grinning.
“Now that that's settled, we have another problem,” Roger said.
“Digby,” Helen said in a tone that boded badly for the traitor.
“Yes. We need to decide what to do with him. We don't have the facilities to keep him a prisoner on the island and I'm not inclined to do so anyway. He's not a member of the crew, so he's not entitled to a crew trial.” Roger turned to the other women. “You three are the ones most directly aggrieved by this traitor. What would you like to do with him?”
“You're giving us the final say regarding his fate?” Susan asked.
“Provided your decision doesn't endanger the island or the crew, yes,” Roger said with Helen nodding in agreement.
The three girls went aside and formed a huddle. They all knew each other's stories and what Digby had done so it didn't take long for them to come to an agreement.
Roger watched them come back and had to hide his amusement at their solemn demeanour. “Well?”
Susan, who seemed to have been elected as their spokeswoman, said, “We're all pirates now, so our decision is that he should walk the plank.”
Helen laughed in delight at this whimsical sentence and slapped the wooden holster of her Mauser. “Ha! I like it.” Coming from a long line of pirates as she did, the thought of an execution did not bother her in the least.
Roger nodded. “So decided. Make the necessary preparations,” he said to the waiting crewmen.
 

***

 
The boat's carpenter managed to find a plank of suitable length and nailed it to the deck projecting from the gangway. When it was done, Roger ordered the prisoner brought up to the deck bound and blindfolded.
None of the crew had ever seen someone walk the plank and everyone who could crowded around to watch the unusual spectacle.
Two men dragged the blindfolded Digby in front of Roger and the others who were arrayed behind him. Roger pointed at the beginning of the plank. When Digby was in position he said, “You are a traitor to your country, a murder, and no doubt guilty of numerous other crimes. However, we do not judge you for them. That is not our duty or our right. However, you have offended against the Crew. Five of our men are dead and eleven injured. If your schemes had succeeded, many more would have died. Do you have anything to say to this?”
“Who the hell do you think you are? I have allies more powerful than you can imagine. I'm an important man, both in London and in Tokyo. Harm me and they will crush you like the pests that you are,” Digby shouted, spittle flying from his mouth in his anger.
Roger glanced over the side of the boat. The ominous dark shapes moving just under the water indicated that the bloody chum that cook had tossed into the water minutes ago had done its job. “So your only response is threats. Very well. Let all here witness the fate of our enemies.” He nodded to the waiting trio of women, each of whom was carrying a Chinese sabre, borrowed from the crew. When they had formed a line shoulder to shoulder behind Digby, he turned to the men holding the traitor. “Remove his blindfold!”
The blindfold was snatched from Digby's eyes and rough arms shoved him a step forward. He blinked, blinded by the sudden change in lighting. Then his vision cleared and he realised where he was. His shoulders hunched as he struggled with the ropes holding his arms behind his back. “What kind of joke is this? Stop playing around, I warn you.” He started to turn around on the narrow plank, and a motion of the boat made him stagger and sway. He looked down and his face went pale with fright when a saw a triangular fin cut through the water just below him. With a whimper of fear he tried to step back onto the boat, only to be brought up short by a hedge of sharp steep points. When he saw who was holding the blades he realised that he was doomed. All his arrogance and confidence evaporated to be replaced by stark raving terror. “No! You can't do this!”
The three stone faced women took a half-step forwards, forcing Digby to edge backwards inch by inch. The plank beneath his feet began to flex from his weight and the slow rolling of the boat. He began to sway and wobble, his every attempt to balance himself only making the plank bend even more. “Please! Don't do this!” he shouted, pushing against the steel points and creating three spots of blood that slowly spread across the front of his Kempetai tunic. The points were unyielding and the pain forced him back. His heel slipped on the smooth wood and he screamed in panic. The plank flexed like a diving board and he completely lost his balance. With a horrified shriek he toppled sideways and fell into the water.
Peggy turned away from the rail, her eyes closed, but Susan and Andrea continued to watch his struggles until a huge grey shape slammed into Digby's body and pulled him under.
For a moment the boat was silent. Then Roger made the girls jump when he shouted, “All right, the show's over. Get that bloody plank off of my deck and get us underway. Let's go home!”



Chapter Seventeen
 

Pirate Base, East of Borneo, 7rd March 1942

 
The previous night Anna had been brought onto the island blindfolded and had been shown to a room and given food and drink. While she ate, Susan, Peggy, and Andrea had talked to her, telling their own stories about life on the island and answering her questions. When they were done, they had left and allowed her to think and sleep.
Now it was morning and everyone was gathered in the hall. Roger stood when Anna was brought into the great underground room by her guard. “Good morning Anna. I hope you slept well?”
“It was hard at first, after all that has happened, but I fell asleep in the end,” she said looking around at all of them nervously.
Helen, demonstrating surprising kindness, led Anna to an armchair and then perched herself on the scrolled arm. “Have you come to any decision as to what you would like to do?” She patted the girl's shoulder gently and stroked her hair. “We don't want to force you into any kind of decision you understand, but we really can't allow anyone who is not committed to our little family, what we call the Crew, to become too familiar with our home and our operations.”
Roger came to stand before her. “We won't just maroon you on some desert island if you choose to leave. We have many friends and we will try our best to put you safely in the hands of the British or Dutch forces, or hide you with the natives if that proves impossible.”
“What about Elke?” Anna asked, looking Roger straight in the eye.
“Elke has confirmed that she would rather be in a Japanese camp rather than be with us. She says she just wants to be safe, and in her eyes the Japs are looking like the winners.” He held up his hand to forestall Anna's objections. “I know what you're going to say, that she's only trying to survive, that her mind has been affected by the horrors she has experienced, and so forth. I spent several hours talking to her last night and she made it clear that she blames us of spoiling her chance at becoming Captain Fukushima's pet.” He sighed. “This being the case, I cannot let her fall into the hands of the Japs. She doesn't know where we are, but she can tell them what happened to Digby, the Captain, and his men. The Jap high command cannot afford to tolerate such an affront to their dignity and their appearance of control once it is brought to their attention.”
Anna shrunk back from him, drawing her legs up onto the armchair and wrapping her arms around her knees. “Are you going to … kill her?”
Roger laughed. “Kill her? Goodness no. All we need to do is to keep her out of the hands of the Japs until their invasion forces have their attention focused elsewhere – the Philippines, Burma, perhaps even Australia and India. The occupation forces left behind will have their hands full pacifying the territories that they've captured and will have no time to follow up on the wild tales of some European woman who wandered out of the jungle. No, she will be taken by friends of ours and moved from place to place, island to island. She'll be well treated but kept a prisoner in various remote villages until it is safe for us. Who knows, they might even be able to hand her over to the Allies in Australia or put her on a tramp steamer to India, or even China. After all, the Chinese army scored a major victory against the Japs just two months ago at Changsha. We still have no idea how this war is going to end, so we'll have to take it one day at a time, and so will Elke.”
Helen prodded Anna playfully. “See, we're not monsters. We just take care of our own, first and foremost.”
Anna glanced at Susan and the other two girls who were seated at a discreet distance, and smiled when they waved cheerily at her. She remembered their stories, especially Andrea, who had as much reason to be fearful as anyone. They had chosen to stay, and there was the other thing ….  Looking up at Roger, she started to blush. “I realised something during my time with Digby. Although I hated him for treating me like … like a domestic animal, I …” She broke off, biting her lip as she gathered the nerve to speak the truth. She took a deep breath, exhaled and shook herself. “Thinking back, I realise that I actually enjoyed the things he made me do … even when … when it hurt terribly. I know it sounds awful, and I know my friends or family would never understand, but …. “
Roger smiled gently and knelt down so as not to loom over her. “But we do. All of us. We are all misfits here, whatever our race, nationality, our past, or our desires, and here you can try all the things you never could on the outside.”
“Just remember, once you join us, there is no going back. That's one of our primary rules,” Helen said. “You showed great strength in surviving what the Japs and Digby did to you, you proved your courage by trying to kill him, and you demonstrated your honour by giving up your revenge to save Elke. You would be welcome here.”
The stiffness seemed to seep out of Anna's body and she smiled. “I'd like that. I want to belong. My father was born in the Netherlands, but was a British citizen. Even if I got to England, I'd always be a half-breed with no money or family. I want to stay.” With a sly grin, she slid her feet apart on the seat of the armchair and pulled the hem of her skirt up over her knees.
Helen laughed in delight when she saw that Anna wasn't wearing any underpants and gestured for the other girls to come over.
Anna stared boldly at Roger as she let her knees move apart. “Susan told me that everyone here likes to play with girls' … privates, and that each of them has to put on a … a show each morning before breakfast. Well I'm ready to give you my first show, or anything else you might like.” Her fingers reached around her thighs, and though her face flamed pink, she spread her cunt lips wide apart to reveal the gleam of her wetness.
“Yo ho ho,” Roger chanted with a grin as his finger reached out towards Anna's proffered treasure.

 

The End.

 

Fifteen men on the dead man's chest--
… Yo-ho-ho, and a bottle of rum!
 Drink and the devil had done for the rest--
 ...Yo-ho-ho, and a bottle of rum!”

 

- by Robert Louis Stevenson
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