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Chapter 1
The telephone rang at six-thirty.

 

“Yvonne?” the receiver demanded while she was still raising it to her ear.

 

“Oui, Maitre.”

 

“English! You will speak only English until you are told differently, and only when you are given permission.”

 

The voice held a note of urgency and sounded strained through the crackling on the line. “Yes, Master.” Her English was as good as her French.

 

“Are you dressed?” The telephone whined and hissed.

 

“Yes, Master.”

 

“Remove your clothes and unlock the door to your apartment. Go to the window facing the alley and kneel before it with your thighs spread wide. And take the telephone with you.”

 

“The line is bad, Master. Did you say the window facing the alley?”

 

“Yes. Now hurry.”

 

Yvonne stripped quickly, leaving her dress and satin brassiere and pantalettes lying where they fell to skip hastily to the door and unlatch it. Retrieving the telephone, she went to the window and knelt as she had been told. Three metres across the alley was a photographer’s shop. He used the upper floor as a studio because of its big windows. In the one facing her was a naked young woman with long, black hair flowing over her right shoulder as far as her breasts. Seeing Yvonne, she too knelt with her thighs spread, her back very straight and her full, pink-tipped teats thrust out.

 

“Are your knees apart?” the telephone demanded.

 

“Yes, Master.” The windowsill was very low. The girl could see her bare sex easily, just as she could see the girl’s.

 

“Spread them more. Keep the telephone to your ear and put your other hand behind your back. You are not to touch yourself.”

 

“Yes, Master.” Yvonne strained her bent legs as wide as she could, rested her buttocks on her heels and placed her right hand in the small of her back, feeling very exposed. Someone appeared next to the girl, obviously male, obviously aroused. The light reflecting on the glass, along with the telephone receiver he was holding, obscured his face but it must be her Master. The black-haired girl turned her head towards his rearing erection, raised herself to take it between her lips and began to move her head back and forth.

 

“Do you see?”

 

Yvonne’s throat felt tight. “Yes, Master.”

 

“Continue watching.”

 

Her heart felt heavy with a mixture of sadness and regret as she saw the girl’s head bobbing rhythmically and her lips sliding along Marcel’s shaft. Yvonne wanted to be furious and madly jealous. Instead, she felt only a little envy and a wistful yearning for something that, try as she might to hold onto it, was slipping away. In so short a time everything had changed. Tears prickled her eyes. Her devotion was waning and she could do nothing to prevent it.

 

Yvonne had never expected fidelity from the man she had been glad to call Master. Someone in her profession had no right to that. She had known from the start that he would have other women, and she had willingly accepted the fact as long as she had never had to see him with any of them. Yet, there was more to her relationship with Marcel than the sex and the money, or even the pleasure and the pain, at least as far as she was concerned. And only a few weeks earlier she had seen him with another woman, when she had passed the Café de Flore on the Boulevard Saint Germain one evening, and had felt that jealous rage that this time was sadly lacking.

 

But it was not entirely gone. Yvonne’s anger swelled as she saw the girl’s hands grip Marcel’s jerking buttocks and her mouth moving faster until he abruptly stiffened and then thrust his hips forwards. They remained like that for long seconds while Yvonne resisted the urge to slip her fingers into the warm dampness that suddenly prickled between the tingling lips of her sex.

 

The girl faced her through the window as Yvonne watched. Only half aware she was doing it Yvonne ran her tongue over her lips, remembering her Master’s taste, his strength and dominating power, and the way he thrust hard into her, demanding, taking. That was how it was between them; she gave and he took. Her hand tightened on the telephone and the one behind her closed into a fist as her pussy quivered.

 

“Keep those hands where they are,” the voice at the other end of the line ordered and made her start. He knew her too well.

 

The girl was looking at her again, a wide smile on her face. It could have been one of pleasure but Yvonne interpreted it as smug satisfaction and felt another twinge of anger, followed once more by regret when it quickly passed.

 

“Yvonne!” The telephone buzzed and crackled.

 

“Yes, Master.” He was no longer visible through the window and the girl too had disappeared.

 

“Remain where you are. Keep your eyes on the floor in front of you and do not look up. Fold your arms behind you. Soon, a man will arrive. You are not to speak to him, even if he asks you a direct question. Not one word. You understand?”

 

“Yes, Master. A man? But-.”

 

“Do not question. Obey!”

 

“Yes, Ma-.” The line cut off before she finished. At a loss to understand, Yvonne hung up the receiver and folded her arms at her back. It was not unusual for her Master to give her orders over the ‘phone, sometimes to tell her to come to him, or simply what she must wear, or to have her undress and play with herself while he listened. Never before had she received instructions like those he had just given her, nor ones so imprecise. What did he mean for her to do when the man arrived? Who was he and what would he expect from her? And why must she not speak to him?

 

Surprised, puzzled and a little alarmed, Yvonne waited with a nervous flutter in her belly while the minutes dragged by. She heard the doorbell of the photographer’s shop but did not look up. That had been forbidden. The silence lengthened, disturbed only by the muted sounds of footsteps in the street below or an occasional car passing by and the ticking of the clock on the mantel. Obedient to her Master’s orders, she did not look round to see the time. The click as the door opened set her stomach turning somersaults.

 

“Bonjour, Mademoiselle.”

 

What was she to do? Had her Master meant that she should obey the man as she would him? Why was she being made to face him naked? Oh, why had his instructions been so vague? Yvonne stiffened at the sound of footfalls approaching and sensed the man stop close behind her.

 

“Stand up.”

 

The voice was unknown to her but spoke English with a French accent. A little breathlessly she got to her feet. At once a hand pressed hard against her firm buttocks, first rubbing and then grasping. Yvonne pulled away, careful to keep her arms in place but shocked and very unwilling to put up with so personal a touch from a stranger whose face she could not even see. Whatever she had expected, it was not that she would be groped like some Pigalle street-tart.

 

“Face me.” The hand left her bottom.

 

She turned, self-conscious in spite of herself. He would not be the first stranger to see her nude. It came with her profession, and Marcel had occasionally shown her off to his closest friends, though thank heaven he had never given any of them the use of her. Fortunately, while she did not ask for fidelity from him, he demanded it absolutely from her. Yvonne did not recognise the man. Though very tall, he looked rather nondescript in his inexpensive suit and plain tie, and his face was not handsome, though she would not have described it as ugly either. It was frowning down at her.

 

“You are the whore?”

 

“Courtesan,” Yvonne corrected. The distinction was important to her. Making it out loud was a mistake. The man’s right hand smacked hard on her right breast. “Ow!” She clutched her stinging teat with both hands, stunned not only by the suddenness of the unexpected blow but also because the man had actually hit her. Only her Master had the right to do that. Only he had ever done it before.

 

“The disobedient whore,” the man said. “What were you told? Why have you moved your arms?”

 

If she put them back he would hit her again, but her Master had ordered it, just as he had ordered her silence. The moment Yvonne folded her arms behind her he stung her left breast with a fiery slap. She hissed her pain and wriggled her shoulders in an effort to relieve it, then realised she was jiggling her teats temptingly before the man, and stopped. The bulge in his trousers told her she was too late.

 

A big hand grabbed the back of her neck and marched her from the living room to the kitchen. The fronts of Yvonne’s thighs met the table there and the pressure on her neck folded her forwards and down onto its surface. The hand moved to between her shoulder blades, pressing her breasts hard onto the wood beneath them.

 

“Do you know who I am?”

 

Yvonne did not reply. A hard smack stung her bottom.

 

“Answer.”

 

Obedient to her Master’s order she said nothing. Her right buttock bounced as the man slapped its lower curve.

 

“Do you know why I am here?”

 

When she said nothing her left buttock stung. “Ooh, please!” Another smack landed on both rear cheeks and she wriggled and sucked in a noisy breath.

 

“You were told to keep quiet, whore. Why did you speak?” The hand came down hard and kept coming, slapping alternately on each of Yvonne’s out-thrust buttocks. It was hardly the first time she had been spanked, but always before the blows had been those of her Master and she had been excited and aroused by his presence, and by her knowledge of what would soon follow her chastisement. This man was a total stranger, and his palm was broad and the stinging smacks he was dealing her were extremely firm.

 

On every other occasion she had been punished she had had to visit her Master at various houses he seemed to have in and around Paris. She knew the addresses of the ones she had had to find herself. The ones she had been delivered to bound hand and foot and blindfolded, remained a mystery, but they had all contained special rooms equipped solely for the purpose of restraining a woman so she could be punished and used. Yvonne turned her head, laid her cheek to the tabletop and saw the familiar cupboards, the bench, the sink and the dishes beside it, left unwashed when her Master’s note telling her to await his call had arrived. Never had she imagined she would one day be bent over her own table in her own mundane and workaday kitchen being soundly spanked by a man she had never seen before.

 

And he was spanking her soundly; very soundly indeed. The sharp sting of his first smacks had changed to a hot buzzing that in turn was rapidly becoming a very uncomfortable fiery sensation, and not just spreading across her skin but also sinking deeper into the firm flesh beneath. Yvonne’s bottom seemed to vibrate, the swift, relentless blows making it jiggle continuously and forcing her thighs repeatedly against the table’s edge. She was not only humiliated; she was hurting.

 

It grew harder to resist the urge to beg him to stop, but she compressed her lips into a thin line and no sound escaped her but her increasingly noisy breaths and the grunts and groans she could not quite manage to suppress. The man did not seem to be tiring but Yvonne certainly was as his loud smacks continued and the burning of her bottom flared to a wicked flame. Her squirming under the hand pressing her to the table increased along with her pain, and her inarticulate sounds became louder until she could hold back no longer.

 

“Ooh, no! Please stop! No more!”

 

At once the speed and fury of the blows intensified until Yvonne was jerking her hips frantically in a futile effort to evade the blistering attack. But she did not beg again, and suddenly the spanking stopped. The pressure on her back vanished and she began to rise. Another wicked slap scorched her fiercely smarting bottom.

 

“Stay!” the man barked.

 

She sank down again, dismayed to discover the nipples she pressed against the tabletop were stiffly erect. As she blinked away the tears brimming her eyelids she heard movement behind her but dared not look around. Hands on her inner thighs made Yvonne jump. Her heart leapt and her stomach turned over as she yielded to the pressure and spread her feet further apart. A protest rose up but she could not voice it and obey her Master’s order to be silent. This was all wrong. This could not be what Marcel had intended. Her pussy was for him alone. He had told her that many times. Was this man disobeying his instructions, as she had by speaking? Or was he following them? Surely that could not be. She should tell him to stop, fight him if need be. But that might go against her Master’s wishes. Or it might be in accordance with them. How was she to know? What was she to do?

 

The thoughts were still a raging jumble in Yvonne’s mind when something hard and warm pushed into her. Surprised and alarmed, she found she was aroused and a pulse of excitement was running through her in spite of her pain. When had she become so aroused, and how could she possibly not have noticed?

 

The man’s big hands grasped her hips and Yvonne caught her breath. He lunged forward, at the same time pulling her back to meet his thrust. A sparkle of excitement thrilled through her sensitive inner membranes and ended in a blaze of pain as the man’s belly slammed against her buttocks. Their flaring fire made her groan aloud as he took her roughly and with no regard for the discomfort he was causing. He was broader than Marcel and thrusting hard, and to Yvonne’s shame was heightening her desire. Her arousal quickly began to outstrip her discomfort.

 

It was not right. Her body was her Master’s. It was for him alone to decide when she should receive pleasure or pain. She should not be feeling either one at the hands of some nameless stranger. This could not be what Marcel had meant to happen. Yvonne desperately wanted to cry her protest aloud, but it was too late. She was helpless under the man’s thrusts. All she could do was endure the assault and fight the quivering tremors it created. She groaned again, more from mental anguish than from pleasure or even pain, and tried to concentrate on the scorch of her spanked bottom as the man’s abuse filled her with wriggling delight.

 

His hands tightened on her waist and it was almost a relief to feel him lunging harder and faster, and then to hear his long, breathy sigh of satisfaction. Yvonne had the awful feeling that if he had carried on much longer she would have climaxed too. The knowledge made her cringe inwardly as the man allowed her to stand up, but it was only to make her kneel at his feet to clean him before he tucked his shrinking erection inside his trousers. All she could think was that it was not Marcel she was tasting. The man’s soft laughter provoked both her shame and anger. He had made her betray her Master.

 

“Now to the tart’s boudoir,” he announced, pulling her ungently to her feet. Yvonne’s bottom smarted horribly as he made her lead the way and so did her humiliation. The man opened her wardrobe and took down the smallest of the suitcases that rested on top of it. She watched in bewilderment as he went through her clothes, selected a filmy white, silk and rayon dress and tossed it on the bed. White, open-toed high heels joined it.

 

“You will wear stockings, garter belt and those. Nothing else. Put some other things in the case. And be quick. You haven’t much time. Stand up.”

 

She got to her feet, her head once more filled with questions she was not permitted to ask. Where was he taking her and why? What sort of clothes should she pack, and for how long an absence? What exactly were the orders her Master had given him? His fingers closed on one of her nipples, still standing erect at the tips of her breasts. Yvonne looked up into his eyes. His other hand slid down the sweat-run skin on her belly and into the neatly trimmed little triangle of damp, dark-blonde curls that crowned her sex. He gave them a sharp tug and laughed when she winced.

 

“You were adequate, whore, but nothing special. You hold too much of yourself back.”

 

Yvonne’s anger at the slight to her professional pride was immediately replaced by surprise when he took a white envelope from his pocket and slipped it up between her legs.

 

“Close.”

 

She pressed her thighs together, trapping the envelope. The man turned and left the apartment without a backward glance. It seemed he was not taking her anywhere. Completely bemused but intensely curious, Yvonne removed the smeary envelope, tore it open and removed its contents. A small sheet of paper bore the numbers ‘20.15’, and beneath them a single word. But the word was ‘Marcel’, written, Yvonne was sure, with his own hand. Her belly fluttered nervously when she examined the other item from the envelope. It was a train ticket to Marseille. At once the number’s meaning became clear and Yvonne immediately looked at the bedside clock. She had barely an hour.

 

There was no time to soothe her sore bottom. She douched her sex, had a hasty shower and telephoned for a taxi while fastening the garter belt around her waist. Wearing nothing else, she packed the small case and wished she had some idea how long she would be gone. At least now she knew she was following her Master’s orders, though she still very much doubted that he had intended her to allow herself to be used. She must tell him about it when they met in Marseille, regardless of the consequences.

 

Yvonne had to force herself to take her time over her hair and makeup. She was not allowed to leave home without both being perfect. Her hair refused to lay the way it should. Shoulder-length or shorter was the fashion, but Yvonne had grown her dark-blonde locks much longer because that was the way her Master wanted it. Glancing at the clock for the twentieth time in as many minutes, she gave up and held the unruly waves in place with a mother-of-pearl comb. Her nervousness mounting, she put on stockings, dress and shoes, and eyed her reflection critically in the mirror. It would not do. Even indoors the flimsy dress was semi-transparent. Outside in the evening sunshine it would reveal even the pinkness of her skin, let alone the dark-red of her nipples, especially as they remained stubbornly erect. Their colour as well as their outlines showed clearly through the material of the dress’s bodice.

 

Some might call her a whore, but she did not have to dress like one. She was also an intelligent, well-educated, elegant and sophisticated young woman who took pride in her appearance. But what could she do? Another glance at the clock told her time was running out. Did she dare? Who could possibly ever know? She stripped, took a thin silk chemise that just reached to the upper curves of her burning bottom cheeks, put it on, replaced the dress and checked her reflection again. It helped somewhat, though Yvonne was still dissatisfied. She looked wistfully at the matching silk panties. Having gone without panties outdoors before she knew very well how it affected her, but dared not add to her disobedience.

 

The sound of the taxi’s horn told her there was no more time to worry. Grabbing her handbag and suitcase, she slammed the apartment’s door and flew downstairs with her loose skirts billowing and the air cool on her bare sex. She gasped in pain as her burning bottom met the taxi’s back seat, and suddenly remembered she had intended to bring some cream with her to ease its sting. There was no time to go back.

 

“Gare de Lyon,” she told the driver, and the next second, with her stomach fluttering wildly and a shiver teasing its way up her spine, she was on her way.

 

 

 



 



















Chapter Two
The Paris traffic was not as heavy as usual. It was summer and the school holidays. For the same reasons the Gare de Lyon was crowded with people travelling south to the beaches of the Riviera. To Yvonne’s dismay, when she had paid the taxi driver she had discovered she had only enough coins for the fare and a ten franc note in her purse, and that her cheque book was not in her handbag. Thank heaven she would not have to pay for anything on the train and Marcel would be there to meet her when she got off.

 

Clutching her suitcase in one hand and her ticket in the other, she pushed through the crowd to an open patch of floor lit by the evening sunlight streaming through one of the railway station’s large windows. Her watch showed it was almost quarter past eight. Yvonne looked around anxiously. The last time she had travelled by train had been when she had returned from her Swiss finishing school more than three years earlier. The station’s information boards held no more meaning for her now than they had then.

 

She heard giggling behind her and turned. Two metres away a pair of young women stood staring at her with superior smiles on their faces. Yvonne looked down and felt her cheeks grown warm. The sun was shining through the thin stuff of her dress, revealing every line and curve of her long legs all the way to the hip and probably the scarlet blush on her spanked bottom too. The girls were pretty but could not rival her own classic beauty. Not for the first time Yvonne used it as a weapon, illuminating the lovely planes and angles of her face with a dazzling smile and giving a short, aristocratic inclination of her head that quashed the girls’ amusement in an instant. Only when they turned their colouring faces away did Yvonne step from the patch of sunshine and feel again the rapid beating of her heart. The train! Mon dieu, where was the train?

 

“Mademoiselle?” A porter was smiling politely and touching his cap. His enquiring gaze left her face and centred on the thrusting fullness of her breasts and their stiff nipples straining against her filmy bodice.

 

“Oh, thank -.” Yvonne closed her mouth. She must not speak. Yet she must find the train. If she did risk addressing the porter it could only be in English. Would he understand? Suddenly aware she was being foolish she thrust her ticket at him.

 

“Ah,
Train Bleu.” He checked his watch, took her suitcase from her hand and set off through the crowd. “Allez, Mademoiselle. Vite!”

 

High-heels tapping, Yvonne hurried after him. What was she doing? Little more than an hour ago she had acknowledged her devotion to Marcel was far less strong than it had been in the beginning. Now, here she was with her pulse racing in an excitement bordering on panic at the thought she might miss the train that would take her to him. Like so much else about her affair with her Master, it defied her attempts to make sense of it. And like so much else it provoked a stab of conscience.

 

Nevertheless, a minute later she felt a flood of relief as she saw the train standing at the platform, its locomotive chuffing out a cloud of steam. A man in an expensive-looking, cream linen suit stepped aside for them as the porter led Yvonne on board, handed her suitcase to a steward, showed him her ticket and returned it to her. The man in the linen suit followed them aboard, so close he pressed against Yvonne’s smarting bottom and made her hiss. The porter gave her a questioning look. She shook her head, searched her purse for a coin for him and found only a ten franc note. Yvonne held it up, gave him a look of regret and put it back with a smile and a shrug.

 

He looked down at the dark smudges of her erect nipples, grinned and bowed his head. “De rien, Mademoiselle. Mon plaisir.” He showed her into an empty compartment and with a last, lingering look at her breasts, departed.

 

Yvonne chose a window seat and slowly and carefully lowered herself onto it. The hurt in her bottom flamed and she rose with a gasp. The door opened and the man in the linen suit entered and closed it behind him. He took off his hat to her, went to the seat opposite and watched Yvonne expectantly. He was being gentlemanly, waiting for her to sit before doing so himself. She gulped and gingerly sank down, wincing as her buttocks made contact with the seat. It was instantly clear that her journey was not going to be a comfortable one.

 

Moments later, another man came in and took the seat next-but-one to Yvonne. He was in his forties and had the look of a banker or some such in his dark business suit and homburg hat. He opened a newspaper as doors slammed and the locomotive gave a shrill whistle. With an abrupt jerk the train began to move. Confused, anxious and hurting though she was, Yvonne could not help but feel the little thrill of excitement and anticipation that always seemed to accompany the start of a journey, especially one by train. Her Master would be waiting for her at its end and she could only wonder about what else might also be waiting. Her belly wriggled.

 

The train crossed the bridge over the Seine and gathered speed as they passed through the Paris suburbs and into open country. Yvonne looked out of the window, trying to ignore the discomfort in her bottom and casting surreptitious glances at the man sitting opposite. She assessed him quickly, noticing his expensively cut suit, that there was silk mixed with its linen and diamond chips in the cufflinks in his white, knitted silk shirt. Her practised eyes recognised wealth and success. She quickly lowered them as the man leaned forward in his seat but it was not to her that he spoke.

 

“Pardon, Monsieur, parlez-vous anglais?”

 

The banker turned from his newspaper long enough to look irked by the interruption and shake his head.

 

“Good. Then I and the whore can have a little talk.”

 

Yvonne looked at him sharply. Two hard, dark, assessing eyes stared unwaveringly into her bright-blue ones.

 

“I was told you are a disobedient whore. I see it’s true. No one told you to wear a comb in your hair or to put on underwear.” His gaze flickered to her breasts and her belly flipped. “And why did you speak to the taxi driver?”

 

How could he possibly know about that? Warily, Yvonne watched him and held her tongue, heart beating fast. She had been thoughtless dealing with the driver and presumptive in wearing the chemise, and much too confident that no one would ever find out. Painfully conscious that she had disobeyed her Master, she looked away from the man’s penetrating gaze.

 

“Come, you need to go to the toilet.” He stood up and held out his hand. Reluctantly she let him help her to her feet and steer her from the compartment and down the corridor. The man pushed her into the toilet cubicle and to her complete shock entered after her and locked the door.

 

“Wha - ?” Just in time she remembered and cut off her startled question.

 

“Dress,” he snapped harshly. His chest was pressing against hers in the cramped confines of the room and heightening her awareness of her hard nipples. Yvonne moved away but the backs of her knees immediately met the toilet bowl. Embarrassed and a little afraid, she freed her buttons with trembling fingers and slipped the dress over her head. The man held out his hand. With her breath catching in her throat Yvonne took off her chemise and gave it to him. He folded it and put it into a pocket of his jacket. His right forefinger flicked each of her nipples in turn.

 

“You seem excited.”

 

She looked back at him and shook her head, but her nipples had been erect for most of the day.

 

He laughed. “Little liar. Little whore. You need a piss.” Heavy hands on her shoulders made her sink down onto the toilet seat. Her bottom flared. “Well?”

 

Cringing inwardly, Yvonne relaxed her bladder. The moment her flow began the man lifted her chin.

 

“Look at me.” His eyes held her gaze while she fought to keep her expression neutral and listened to the humiliating spray and splash of her urine into the toilet bowl. It was something else she had had no time to do before leaving home, and it seemed an age before she finally finished and reached for the paper to wipe herself.

 

“No, leave it. Fold your arms behind you.” He loosened his trouser buttons as he spoke.

 

Yvonne shivered. There was no mistaking what she was expected to do but she could not believe that it was right. Her Master’s intentions, whatever they may be, could not possibly include this. He beat her wickedly when it pleased him and his lovemaking was always rough, sometimes almost brutal, but at all other times he was considerate and courteous, and generous too, of course. He would never subject her to the degradation of sexually serving a complete stranger in a public toilet, not even one on the renowned ‘Train Bleu’.

 

A disturbing tickle ran through Yvonne’s sex. She shied from her arousal. More than half convinced that something had gone seriously awry with whatever Marcel’s plan might be, she debated whether to risk the linen-suited man’s anger and voice her doubts. Then again, if she was wrong she was bound to provoke her Master’s anger as well as the stranger’s. The decision remained unreached as he pressed against her full-lipped mouth and removed any chance to weigh it further. Yvonne took the easier alternative and parted her lips.

 

Very quickly, her practised skills with mouth and tongue had the expected effect. It was always satisfying to see and feel the effect she could have on a man, even in circumstances such as these. Any notion that she had any real influence over the situation was soon dispelled however, as the man gripped the back of her head with one hand and began thrusting forcefully. It was the way her Master often used her, but this man was not her Master and she should not be feeling the tingling little thrills. As Yvonne breathed hard through her nostrils, the stabbing of the hard length into the back of her throat brought tears to her eyes and made her gag so much she thought she would vomit.

 

She began to anticipate the outcome and to dread it. It arrived suddenly, as it always did, heralded by a grunt and a long, shuddering breath from the man. She shivered. As she had feared and known he would, the man tasted like her Master. Yet it was not her Master, so why did she savour it as if it were? And why, when she knew that her affection and the fascination that had first drawn her to Marcel were waning, was Yvonne’s heart aching while she wished it was his face she was looking up at and not that of the coldly smiling stranger?

 

He made her stand and pushed two fingers into her. She sucked in a shuddering breath as they sank deep. Her sensitive tissues tingled, and Yvonne failed to stifle a little mew of alarmed surprise when the stranger found her most sensitive place and she discovered how resilient it felt under the pinch he gave it. A thrill ran through her.

 

The man laughed as he held his fingers under her nose. “Not excited, eh, whore?”

 

What seemed right and proper performed before her Master felt horribly wrong when she did it with the stranger. She shuddered. He rinsed his hand under the washbasin tap and consulted a gold pocket watch.

 

“Dress, wash your hands and return to your seat. You have two minutes. Don’t rinse out your mouth.” He left her alone with the jumble of her thoughts but no time to try to disentangle them. Worryingly, the warm prickle of her arousal did not subside. The mirror in the toilet showed Yvonne that without the chemise her nipples were as horribly obvious as she had feared and that even the curves of her rounded breasts were visible through the dress’s fine material. Then she had to hurry back to the compartment, her cheeks hot with her blush as she passed the steward and saw his eyes widen. The banker’s reaction was similar when he glanced up as she entered. His stare followed her as she returned to her place, and the seat’s contact with her bottom again reminded her most uncomfortably of the humiliating spanking she had suffered not two hours previously.

 

The man in the linen suit pulled down the blinds on the door and on the windows at either side of it. “Elle est une putain,” he told the other man as if that was explanation enough, looked at Yvonne and switched to English. “Though she prefers the term ‘courtesan’.” He bared his teeth in a mirthless smile. “Regardez, Monsieur. Come here, whore. Kneel on the seat.”

 

Whatever he meant to do, Yvonne wanted no part of it. She shook her head emphatically. He grabbed her arm and jerked her across the compartment to the seat facing the banker. A swat to her buzzing backside got her kneeling on it with her back to him.

 

“Qu’est-ce que…?” The banker’s question turned to an inarticulate exclamation of astonishment as Yvonne felt the hem of her dress lifted high over her back and her reddened rear cheeks and everything else below her waist was revealed. She gave her own exasperated cry of shock and outrage, and turned her wide, indignant gaze up to her tormentor as she tried to hide herself with her hands. A fiery slap to her buttocks warned her of the consequences if she failed to be compliant.

 

“Lean forward and arch you back,” the linen suited man told her. “Reach behind and open yourself.”

 

Yvonne’s stomach lurched. In cowering embarrassment, knowing that arching her back would lift her bottom and reveal her pussy, she obeyed. Her hands shook as she reached back, closed her fingers on her thighs where they joined her buttocks and pulled them apart. A little distressed whimper escaped her. She exposed herself to both men and revealed her arousal. It tingled. Her shame deepened.

 

Linen Suit, as she had begun thinking of him, laughed. “As I said, Monsieur, a whore,” he said in French and slapped her bottom again. “And a rebellious one. But you see she can be made to obey with the proper persuasion. Feel free to explore her. I guarantee she will not object.”

 

His words sounded as much like a threat to her as an assurance to the banker. Yvonne had thought the man staid and reserved but he proved himself to be a true Frenchman. His hand smoothed between her legs, hesitantly at first but with greater confidence when she made no protest at the indignity of having to endure his touch. To her intense embarrassment, Yvonne moaned when his fingers penetrated her and made the teasing tremors there increase. Guiltily, she began to pant as he proved quite skilful, especially when he found her sensitive places and rubbed and tickled until she was pulsating with excitement. Mortified by her response, she leaned her forehead against the wall and forced herself to submit. She tried to concentrate on the vibration of the speeding train and the thrum of its wheels on the rails, but there was no escaping the knowledge that her arousal was growing as the man’s fingers thrust. They ended abruptly as Linen Suit pulled her from the seat and pushed her to her knees before the banker.

 

“Eh bien, Monsieur,” he said, taking out a gold cigarette case and going to the compartment’s door, “she also sucks.” His smile was almost a sneer as Yvonne looked up at him with her heart leaping and a desperate plea on her face. “Do it,” he said flatly, going into the corridor and closing the door. Yvonne shivered as she saw the banker’s eyes watching her and bright with anticipation. She had the awful feeling he thought she wanted to do it. Her pussy quivered. Once more she followed orders.

 

It was natural for her to employ all her talents to the full. The man was bigger than she had expected and very upright. As she performed the techniques she had developed into a fine art, Yvonne’s need for release grew stronger. The banker was focused on his own pleasure. As she bobbed her head, she slid a hand between her legs. He did not last long enough for her to reach fulfilment. Sighing her frustration, she was suddenly once more filled with guilt and shame. Not only did she relish his flavour, but also she had been entirely willing to humiliate herself even further by bringing herself to a climax in front of this anonymous stranger. She met his eye and felt a fierce blush heat her cheeks. Disgusted with herself, Yvonne returned to her seat and stared fixedly out of the window, wishing the man in her apartment had not hit so hard. She heard the door open but did not look around.

 

“Lift your dress to your waist,” Linen Suit told her, “and keep it there unless someone comes in.”

 

She opened her mouth to protest, closed it again and pulled her skirts up as he had instructed.

 

“Open your legs.”

 

Yvonne parted them a little and then further when he arched an eyebrow in displeasure.

 

“You’ve been playing with yourself, little whore.”

 

She looked at the blinds but saw no gap. Had he been able to see or was he just guessing? It made no difference to her embarrassment. She glanced at the banker but he had returned to his newspaper as if nothing had ever happened. Yvonne looked down. She could feel the tickle of excitement growing again as she exposed her most intimate place. Was she to be humiliated all the way to Marseille?

 

The banker left the train at Sens. He turned in the doorway and pointed his newspaper at Yvonne. “Certainment elle est une putain, Monsieur,” he told Linen Suit. “Mais une putain superbe.”

 

Yvonne cringed. She had always taken pride in being a courtesan, and one following in the finest French tradition, far above even those in the most expensive and exclusive brothels. For the first time in her almost three years in the profession she felt soiled and dirty. Yet her arousal did not diminish. When the ticket inspector came in she hurriedly flicked her skirts down to hide her nudity. He spent more time inspecting her breasts than her ticket, and Yvonne blushed and stared resentfully at the man seated opposite. He merely smiled and looked cool and relaxed, while her bottom continued its awful smarting and her pussy increased its demands for relief.

 

Shortly afterwards, feeling as if she was back at school again, Yvonne asked for permission to go to the toilet. To her dismay, Linen Suit accompanied her once more. This time, he made her face the wall behind the toilet, bend her knees and piss without sitting down. When only a trickle splashed into the bowl, he laughed and slid a finger up between her legs from behind. She gave an indignant grunt as it waggled inside her and sent a shiver through her sex.

 

“You’re ready for it, aren’t you? You want me to give it to you.”

 

Yvonne shook her head. She was not going to admit she was willing to be fucked in a toilet by a total stranger. The man laughed again, added a second finger and pushed both deeper.

 

“You’re going to have to beg, little whore. You have my permission to do that.”

 

Breathing hard, Yvonne fought the delicious sensations and said nothing. With a throaty chuckle he pulled his fingers out and rubbed both palms briskly on her buzzing bottom.

 

“A new order, whore. No masturbation while you’re on the train.” Once more he forbade her to wipe herself and this time sent her back to the compartment first. Angry and frustrated, she sat down with the skin of her bottom stinging worse than before and her need simmering even more urgently between her legs. Yvonne stared into the twilight gathering beyond the window and folded her arms over her breasts. Linen Suit slapped them away as soon as he returned but at least he did not make her lift her dress again. The lights came on and the steward ringing the little gong that announced the first sitting for dinner passed down the carriage.

 

“Go and eat,” her tormentor said, “and no stopping at your sleeping compartment on the way.”

 

Her hopes of washing and cooling the heat in her bottom dashed, Yvonne was still glad to escape the man, even if it was only temporarily. Acutely conscious of her almost bare breasts and dark-red, upright nipples, and that her woman-scent was wafting from beneath her skirts with every step she took, she made her way to the restaurant car. Yvonne accepted without false modesty that fate had given her a beauty that was exceptional and that attracted attention from both sexes, but the looks she got were usually admiring or envious. Those the few people she passed gave her were mostly lustful or of a surprise bordering on shock. She stopped at the door of the restaurant car and took a deep breath. She was chic, svelte and sophisticated, a young woman of des affaires. She need only be embarrassed if she chose to be. Let the rest of the diners be self-conscious. She would not.

 

A wide-eyed steward led her to her table, giving her frequent backward glances. Sitting by the window and suddenly very hungry, Yvonne ignored the steward’s stare and several other people who were looking in her direction, and quickly made her choice from the menu. She ate heartily and was grateful for the wine that accompanied the meal. She had had nothing to drink since her lunch, which now seemed an awfully long time ago.

 

“Yvonne! Quelle surprise!”

 

 

 



 

























Chapter Three
“Lysette!” Yvonne’s relief at seeing not just a familiar face but a friendly one lasted only until she realised she had spoken, but her surprise continued as the girl slid into the seat opposite, smiling her pleasure.

 

“I haven’t seen you in a month. I hope you are well? And what a coincidence that we should both be travelling on the same train and end up in the dining car at the same time. You’re going all the way to Nice, I suppose, or to Marseille? I get off at Lyon, worse luck. Oh, it’s wonderful to see you. Are you -?” Lysette shut up and Yvonne saw her staring at the thrust of her breasts against her thin bodice. The girl recovered quickly. “Oh, my dear! Whatever are you doing?” She raised a perfect eyebrow. “Are you travelling with Marcel?”

 

Yvonne shook her head. Lysette had known him longer than she had.

 

“Whatever is going on?” the girl demanded. “You can’t go around like that. One complaint and you could find yourself arrested.”

 

Yvonne could not sit in silence with her best friend so obviously worried about her, and the need to tell someone of the strange and bewildering events of the day was too strong to resist. Looking around warily, she leaned across the table and spoke softly. “I’m not supposed to speak to anyone without permission, and even then only in English.”

 

“That must be very inconvenient for you.” Lysette switched to her unaccented English, speaking with the calm and restraint they had both learned at the same Swiss finishing school, but to Yvonne her sympathy and concern were obvious. They had been best friends since their first day together, and more than just friends. The memory gave her an odd feeling in the pit of her stomach that she had not experienced for several years. In Yvonne’s eyes the girl’s beauty was unequalled, even by her own, and there was no one, not even her Master, who she trusted more. After all, it was Lysette she had to thank for launching her on her career as a courtesan, as well as for introducing her to Marcel. She quickly gave a somewhat abridged account of what had happened to her since that afternoon.

 

Lysette’s thick, dark-brown hair flowed back and forth across her shoulders as she shook her head. “That seems quite out of character for the man I know. Are you sure it was done on Marcel’s instructions?”

 

“No, I’m not, and that’s the trouble,” Yvonne said anxiously. “Oh, if I could only be certain I really was doing what he wants me to it wouldn’t be half so difficult.”

 

“Are you sure about that? When we last talked you said your attachment for him was growing less strong. And what about his? You said he sometimes only sees you once a week.”

 

A pang of regret stabbed at Yvonne’s heart. “Well, that’s to give me time to… to recover.” Her cheeks warmed as she spoke. Lysette had always had difficulty understanding her unusual relationship with Marcel, and where it led her.

 

This time there was nothing but sympathy in her expression. “You’re not sure about that either, are you?”

 

A tear prickled the corner of Yvonne’s eye. She shook her head. Lysette reached across the table and laid a hand on hers.

 

“My dear, last time we met you were less certain that Marcel was satisfying this… this need you have. It seems to me you are even more doubtful now, and you obviously suspect his interest in you is also waning. Is it wise to continue if you feel that way?”

 

It was true, but Yvonne would not admit it aloud. In the beginning it had seemed exciting and fulfilling to ignore the strictures of her upbringing and education and plunge into the exhilarating adventure that being under Marcel’s control had seemed to represent. Yes, she had known restless days and sleepless nights as guilt and doubt about her unusual desires had troubled her conscience, but the man and what he gave her had proved irresistible. She had felt the same odd mixture of excitement and shame when she had persuaded Lysette to introduce her to the world of the courtesan. It had been stimulating to be paid to submit herself to the strangers who had vied with one another to be her most popular client, and to surrender without affection or any feeling save sexual desire, knowing it was taken in the same way. For a while it had answered the strange and often frightening longing that she had been aware of since she had begun outgrowing her girlhood. Though she had tried hard, especially at the start, Yvonne did not understand it any more than she understood why her nipples became erect when she was aroused. Now, she accepted that, like those things, it was a part of who and what she was, but a part whose demands could not be so easily satisfied or fulfilled. Neither selling her body for sex nor giving herself to Marcel had proved to be enough for long.

 

“Perhaps you should leave the train at Lyon with me,” Lysette suggested. “One of my most trusted clients recommended me to a gentleman there who has offered me an attractive remuneration for visiting him, but I will gladly forego it. We can return to Paris together.”

 

“Oh, no, I couldn’t do that.” It would be no minor infraction of her Master’s rules. She would be breaking all her ties with him at once, for he would never forgive such a gross act of rebelliousness. And she was not ready for that. Not yet, at least.

 

Lysette looked disappointed. “Then I wish I could do something else to help you. I begin to wish I had never taken you to that party.”

 

“But I’m glad you did, and that Marcel was there,” Yvonne assured her. “I always will be, however things turn out in the end. And just seeing you like this has helped. You don’t know what a relief it’s been to be able to talk to someone.”

 

“Something you were specifically ordered not to do.”

 

Yvonne jumped as Linen Suit slid into the chair next to hers. Sunk too deeply in conversation she had forgotten to look out for him.

 

“Good evening, Miss Sudrenne,” he said to Lysette. “Forgive me if I do not introduce myself, but it would be inconvenient if this young woman were to know my identity.”

 

Lysette showed her perfect white teeth in a smile. “Then it seems you have us both at a disadvantage, sir.”

 

“But you less so than Miss Valmy, for unlike her you will not shortly be punished for disobedience.”

 

Lysette’s smile vanished. “Punished? Surely you are not serious?”

 

“I am,” he assured her. “It is an unfortunate coincidence that the two of you have met, as your friend will learn to her cost. Of course, if she had remained silent as she was told she would not now be facing the prospect of further pain.”

 

Yvonne shuddered. A steward appeared. Linen Suit ordered and Yvonne declined dessert. Her belly was fluttering too much. The man took out a cigarette.

 

“Do you mind, Miss Sudrenne?” He ignored Yvonne.

 

“May I have one?” Lysette asked, and after he had lit it for her, “Are you acquainted with Monsieur Marcel Hanriot?”

 

“Perhaps. Perhaps not.”

 

“You clearly recognise Miss Valmy and myself, yet I do not think we have met?”

 

“Perhaps. Perhaps not.” He gave a short laugh. “But I know about you. From that expensive outfit you have on I’d guess it pays well to be a whore.”

 

Lysette was unruffled. “A courtesan, sir. There is a world of difference, I assure you.”

 

“Not when you’re on your back with your legs open, I think,” he sneered.

 

It was Lysette’s turn to laugh. “Oh, especially then, sir! Especially then!”

 

He smiled thinly then turned to Yvonne. “Pull your skirts up.”

 

Her stomach turned over but she managed to hold back the protest that rose to her lips.

 

Though only the merest widening of her eyes betrayed her shock, Lysette was not so restrained. “Monsieur, this place is far too public,” she said, her reversion to French revealing her agitation. “You really cannot mean -.”

 

“Mademoiselle,” he interrupted, “your presence here was not invited and I find it most annoying. If you have concerns they should be focused on your own situation, not that of your friend. You presume too much in involving yourself in a Master’s business with his whore.”

 

Lysette’s outraged expression vanished and her eyes narrowed. “Then this is Marcel’s doing. Mon dieu, whatever is he thinking?”

 

“I am her Master for the present. You would do well to remember what is good for you and refrain from interfering.” He looked hard at her and then Yvonne. “I am waiting for you to obey me.”

 

She had not often seen Lysette abashed but Linen Suit achieved it. He had the same effect on her. She reached under the table and drew the thin stuff of her dress up to the tops of her thighs.

 

“Higher.”

 

Yvonne raised them until nothing but the tablecloth covered her sex. The man slid his hand beneath the table and over the damp warmth of her inner thighs before moving it to tickle her and come to rest on the light covering of hair on her love-mound. His big forefinger delved, and she gasped. A moment later she heard Lysette do the same.

 

“Yvonne, I’m sorry,” the girl said, “but I cannot stay and watch you being degraded like this.” She stubbed out her cigarette and began rising to her feet.

 

“I think you should, Miss Sudrenne,” Linen Suit said with a gesture at the crowd in the dining car. “Your presence would help conceal her from… over-inquisitiveness on the part of her fellow passengers.”

 

Her mouth tightening, Lysette sank down again.

 

“You will not move or make a sound,” the man told Yvonne. She trembled. She was already aroused beneath his fingertip, and tremors were thrilling through her. Her belly was tight and her heart racing from the fear of discovery. She could feel the closeness of the man sitting at the table behind her and the people at the one in front were barely a metre away. They could not fail to see what was happening. The fingertip flicked at her. Yvonne gave a horrified squeak and clamped her lips hard together, holding herself stiffly upright in her chair.

 

Linen Suit rubbed roughly and swiftly. Shivers of pleasure ran through her and the pulsing warmth that had been filling her for hours flared into fiery heat. She stared fixedly at Lysette’s worried features, struggling to keep all expression from her face and to resist her growing need to thrust herself against the teasing fingers that were creating such wonderful sensations. It felt lovely, but it was torture too. Breathing hard through her nose, Yvonne pressed her right forearm hard onto the table and shut her eyes as her sex wriggled madly.

 

Lysette’s hands pressed her clenched fist. “No, don’t close your eyes. You won’t have any control like that. Open them and look at me.”

 

Yvonne stared into her friend’s wide brown eyes as the urge to moan, to squirm her buzzing bottom on the seat and heighten her pleasure by thrusting her hips became unbearable. For a moment, the memory of the last time Lysette had seen her so aroused filled her thoughts, swamped by a sudden trembling. She was close. Yvonne strained every ounce of will, every muscle and sinew to stop herself moving and to stifle the moans rising in her throat.

 

The man’s touch vanished. Relief, resentment and a deep, devastating disappointment filled Yvonne all at the same time. Her sex raged, demanding fulfilment. She would have slumped forwards had not Lysette’s hand on her shoulder held her. Linen Suit gave her a minute to get her breath back, and then held his glistening finger to her lips.

 

She saw Lysette watching her with a worried frown as she ran her tongue up its length. He withdrew it and held it before the other girl.

 

“You too.”

 

Lysette gave him an affronted look, her mouth twisting in distaste. “I’ll be damned before I do.”

 

“You may feel my hand across your backside before you do, Mademoiselle, and I guarantee your friend’s punishment will be doubled if you don’t. Come now, I know it won’t be the first time you’ve tasted her.”

 

The skin over Lysette’s aristocratic cheekbones showed a tinge of colour as she gave him a narrow look. She looked nervously around, and then pushed out her pink tongue and flicked it quickly over his upheld finger. He laughed softly and her blush spread further as she glared at him.

 

“Yvonne, don’t you think you should come back to Paris with me?” she asked.

 

With a glance at Linen Suit, Yvonne shook her head.

 

“You were told not to interfere,” he said to Lysette. “What she should do is get undressed and go straight to bed. And no, you will not accompany her.”

 

The beautiful brunette closed her mouth, the suggestion unmade. Aching to thank her properly for her comfort and concern, Yvonne could only close her hand over the girl’s and smile. Lysette smiled wanly back.

 

“Good luck, Yvonne.” Her expression said she thought she would need it.

 

“Go,” the man said. “Do not lock your door.”

 

She looked back as she left the dining car. They were both watching her, the man stony-faced and Lysette looking agitated.

 

Yvonne’s watch told her it was not yet ten o’clock when she entered the small sleeping compartment her first-class ticket entitled her to. She stripped, but disobeyed the order to go straight to bed to wash the sweat from her skin and the stickiness from between her thighs. Two minutes gently holding a cold, wet towel to her bottom helped relieve its soreness a little but she dared not linger. Confirming she had left the door unlatched, she got naked into the narrow cot and lay on her side to keep her weight off her buttocks.

 

Fear wriggled in her belly. At any moment the door might open and Linen Suit appear to punish her. Her dread of being spanked again did not stop her body’s prickling demands but, achingly tempting though it was to satisfy them, Yvonne obeyed the order not to touch herself. The arm she reached out to switch off the light shook slightly. She withdrew it quickly and clasped the sheet to her chin with both hands, well aware its protection was completely illusory.

 

The summer night was warm and she was tired after so many hours of nervous tension. Her head sank deeper into the pillow and she let her eyes close and listened to the rapid, regular rumble of the wheels over the tracks and the rhythmic clack-clack as they passed over each joint in the rails. The day’s events still seemed only half real, yet here she was on the ‘Train Bleu’, lying in bed in one of its famous ‘wagon lits’ and awaiting retribution for her disobedience. Her stomach’s fluttering increased when she remembered her fear and humiliation and arousal as she had been manipulated in the dining car. It seemed incredible that they had not been caught, perhaps only because no one, least of all herself, could ever have imagined such a thing happening.

 

Yvonne groaned as her sex continued its insistent prickling and the buzzing of the skin on her bottom was joined by a dull ache in the muscles beneath. It would be showing traces of bruising by morning. The beastly man had ensured most of his smacks had landed right where she had to sit on it, damn him. She groaned again and resigned herself to a sleepless night. It would not be the first she had experienced because of her Master. If it really was thanks to him, but that problem was too complicated to cope with just then.

 

Instead, Yvonne thought of Lysette. She was grateful to her for trying to help, and even though she had refused her friend’s offer she felt glad and reassured that it had been made. It was comforting to know that amidst the harshness and indifference to her feelings that her tormentors had shown there was someone who cared about her very much.

 

They had been friends for nearly five years, ever since they had met as eighteen-year-olds, gauche and nervous on their first day at finishing school, far from home and feeling very lonely. Yvonne had been horrified when she had learned almost the first thing that was to happen to her was to receive a tetanus vaccination, for she had a dreadful fear of needles. Seeing her anxiety Lysette had stayed with her, holding her hand and distracting and encouraging her to help her face the ordeal. They had become virtually inseparable after that, even bribing one of the school staff to arrange for them to share a room, which soon, thanks to their growing affection and a mixture of youthful high spirits and natural feminine curiosity, had turned into sharing a bed. That had continued for the year they had spent at school, until they had emerged as elegant, sophisticated and socially adept young ladies.

 

Yvonne sighed. She had been wrong to think of those times with Lysette. It had been a phase that many young girls went through and they had both outgrown it long ago, but the memory had only heightened the tingling warmth in her sex. She slipped one hand to a hard, conical nipple and began to rub, but quickly stopped, knowing that she was only one step away from reaching between her thighs. And then they would punish her even more. With her gut churning she stared into the darkness, rocking to and fro with the motion of the train, desperately wishing it was morning and she was at Marseille with Marcel smiling a welcome and this nerve-racking journey safely behind her.

 

She dozed restlessly, waking often to feel her belly’s fluttering begin again and a rush of nervousness that made her shiver. The night stretched endlessly on. So much time seemed to have passed that she began to hope the promise of punishment had been only that. After all, her little cubicle was so cramped that there was hardly enough room for her to be bent over and spanked, let alone for anyone to ply a cane or whip or riding crop.

 

The door opened. Yvonne’s heart leapt. For a second she saw a tall, broad-shouldered silhouette against the light from the corridor, and then the door closed. Stomach lurching, she stared into complete darkness. The light snapped on.

 

“Ah, you must be the whore.”

 

Yvonne blinked and gasped. The man was a total stranger.

 

 

 



 































Chapter Four
Yvonne drew her knees up as the stranger stepped towards her, a sandy-haired man, balding slightly, his ruddy face creased by a thin smile of amusement. He had spoken English as if it was his native tongue and the obviously English cut of his grey flannel suit reinforced the impression that that was his nationality. He snatched the sheet from her clenched fists and pulled it down to expose her nudity.

 

“On your back,” he said, and laughed when she hissed her discomfort as her bottom met the mattress. Wide-eyed with fear, Yvonne watched his gaze travel down her body and back up. “I was told you were a beauty. They didn’t exaggerate. I was told you’re disobedient too. Is that so?”

 

Yvonne desperately wanted to explain the reason for her uncooperative behaviour. If he would only dispel her uncertainty and tell her the things she was being made to do, so different from the way she was used to being treated, were what her Master wanted. Her belly flipped. But what if they were not? The man did not appear to have the harshness about him that Linen Suit did, but he was clearly there to punish her. She dared not speak to him. Yvonne nodded.

 

He smiled without warmth. “A naughty girl, eh? Well, let’s have a good look at you.” He stooped and rubbed his palms over her up-thrust breasts. Her nipples tingled and all Yvonne’s doubts resurfaced. Should she be letting him touch her or should she be fighting him with all of her strength? Oh, why had her Master been so vague? What did he want her to do? What did he expect her to do? The hands slid down her ribcage, over her belly and out to the roundness of her hips. Her bottom ached but her sex tickled warmly between her closed thighs.

 

“Legs open,” the Englishman said. She spread them a little. His hand shot out and tugged hard on her pubic fleece. Yvonne hissed at the sting. “Wider,” he snapped, and she stretched her legs apart as far as the narrow bed would allow. “I thought all you French tarts shaved yourselves completely.” He bent low to look closely between her thighs. Yvonne suppressed her indignation and kept silent. “Spread yourself. Two fingers either side.”

 

It was not entirely embarrassment that brought a moan to her lips as she obeyed. The Englishman took off his jacket and began rolling up his shirtsleeves. Yvonne watched him with mounting fear and confusion. Was he a friend of Marcel’s? She was sure she had never seen him before. And if he were, why when her Master had always denied his friends the use of her in the past, would he suddenly decide to allow it now? And even if he had, would he not have arranged for it to happen at one of his Paris properties rather than in the bizarre setting of the train? Lysette too had thought it quite out of character for him. Once again Yvonne had the feeling that something had gone very wrong.

 

The man peered between her legs at her exposed pussy. Her cheeks flushed hot at the knowledge of what he was looking at. He leaned closer and inhaled deeply through his nostrils. His finger abruptly thrusting into her took her by surprise. She squirmed and panted, unable to stop her hips lifting to push it deeper.

 

He chuckled throatily. “Oh, you like that, eh? You’re a dirty little whore, aren’t you?” She lowered her eyes and his finger wriggled inside her. “I said, aren’t you?”

 

Shame filled her. Once more that which should have been her Master’s alone was hotly pulsing and quivering under a stranger’s touch. She could not find the strength to stop thrusting against his penetration. Blushing furiously Yvonne looked up and nodded.

 

Laughing, the Englishman pulled his finger free. “Get up.”

 

With her pussy protesting at suddenly being deprived of its pleasure, Yvonne got to her feet, swaying with the motion of the carriage.

 

“Fold your arms behind you.”

 

It was the method her Master often used to deny her the use of her hands. Only once in his presence, during a blisteringly hard whipping, had she ever moved them. After the punishment that had followed she had never dared do it again. The man took something from his trouser pocket and held it up in both hands. It was the chemise Linen Suit had made her remove in the toilet. Her breath caught in her throat as the Englishman tore the garment into two pieces and balled one of them in his hand. He raised it to her lips. Yvonne turned her head aside and stepped back, only to feel the bed behind pressing into her calves.

 

“Oh, you are a bad one, aren’t you?” the man laughed. “You really do need a lesson. You’ve never had any formal training, have you?”

 

Yvonne was not sure she understood, but he clearly expected a response. She shook her head.

 

He grinned. “A pity I can’t do something about that in the short time we have. I’d soon whip you into shape.”

 

She swallowed hard at his use of the word. He seized her right breast, forcing his fingers deep into its firm flesh until she opened her mouth and gasped. At once he pushed the torn silk of the chemise into it, stuffing it inside until her cheeks bulged. Yvonne coughed, drew a deep breath through her nostrils and resisted the need to unfold her arms.

 

“We can’t have you waking the neighbours,” the Englishman said as he made a strip of the other half of the garment, forced it between her teeth and tied it at the back of her neck. He took two cords from a pocket, turned her, and tied each of her wrists to the opposite upper arm. Her stomach lurched. She was utterly helpless.

 

“Sit. Right leg.”

 

Yvonne sat on the bed, leaning back with her head and shoulders against the wall and held out her leg. He bound more cord around her ankle, pulled it high and out to the side and tied it to the rail of the luggage rack above her. Breathing hard through her nose she anxiously watched him bind her left ankle in the same way. Her legs were lifted and stretched uncomfortably wide, exposing the swell of her sex and making her buttocks jut over the edge of the bed. It was an unusual position in which to receive a spanking, but he did not appear to have brought any punishment implements with him. Or perhaps her bottom was to be spared. Yvonne gulped. Then which other part of her would suffer instead?

 

The Englishman took a watch from his waistcoat pocket, loosened the button that held its chain looped across his stomach and pulled the gold links through the buttonhole. The chain was slender, no thicker than a piece of string she might use to tie a parcel, though it seemed longer than necessary for its function, as much as sixty centimetres. The man knelt in front of her and slowly lowered the dangling chain onto her belly just above the little crest of her pubic curls. Yvonne shuddered and looked up from the spiral of metal links and into his hard, grey eyes.

 

“You’ve been a bad girl, haven’t you?”

 

Yvonne nodded, wary and watchful, sure her punishment was coming, but with no idea what it would be. All she knew was that it would hurt.

 

“Bad girls have to be punished, don’t they?”

 

She nodded again.

 

“Do you know why?”

 

Why can’t you just get on with it, Yvonne wanted to cry, and was almost glad the gag was filling her mouth. She shook her head.

 

“So they can regret their naughtiness and so they can learn to be good girls in future. And it’s time for your lesson.” The Englishman ran his hand over the smooth-skinned insides of Yvonne’s thighs, rubbed her pussy long enough to intensify its maddening tremors, and moved back, remaining on his knees. He raised his hand to his shoulder with the watch chain hanging down his back. Yvonne’s puzzlement turned to sudden alarm.

 

His arm shot forward, and with a flick of his wrist the Englishman whipped the chain onto the soft, sensitive skin on her right inner thigh. Yvonne writhed, ankles jerking against the binding cords, shoulders wriggling against the wall behind her and her agonised cry disappearing into the wadded silk crammed into her mouth. Sharp, biting pain seared in a thin, vicious line across her tender skin. The man struck again, and once more she cried into the gag and twisted and tugged uselessly against her restraints. Six more equally painful strokes slashed into her delicate flesh, each one feeling like a knife cutting into her and each one, to her absolute terror, landing a little closer to the pout of her helplessly bared sex.

 

The Englishman switched to her left inner thigh. He seemed to put little effort into the short, swift lashes, yet they hurt horribly. Yvonne squirmed ever more frantically with tears streaming down her cheeks and her tormented cries smothered by the gag. When the whipping of the thin chain ended, she slumped onto the bed, sweating and with her breath snorting down her nostrils. The punishment had stopped but the knifing pain continued. She opened her eyes. The man’s face was hazy through her tears but she could see his white teeth bared in a grin.

 

“No, little whore, we’re not quite done yet.”

 

Yvonne’s despairing cry into the gag turned to a shrill shriek as the chain whipped vertically down onto her bare pussy. She thought her strength was all used up but found enough to writhe once more as he dealt four more scorching flicks of the chain to her defenceless sex. Her throat felt raw when she finally stopped screaming, and by then the man was halfway through untying her ankles. He pulled her roughly to her feet and made her stand with her sex and the insides of her thighs throbbing and biting while he replaced his watch, rolled down his shirtsleeves and put on his jacket.

 

“Are you sorry now that you disobeyed?”

 

Hopelessly weeping, Yvonne nodded emphatically.

 

“Then you’ll do exactly as you were told from now on, won’t you?”

 

She nodded again.

 

Laughing, he freed her arms. “Be sure you do, or I may come back.”

 

He left her with the gag still in her mouth. Only after she had soaked a towel in cold water and pressed it between her thighs did Yvonne pull the wadded silk free and drink to soothe her sore, dry throat. Unable to stop her tears, she kept the towel in place and lay down. Pain, fear, despair and an awful, desolate loneliness made her heart ache. Surprise soon followed. Incredibly, in spite of what she had been through her arousal was still simmering between her smarting thighs. Hurting too much to even raise an arm to switch the light off she lay very still, weeping softly until eventually fatigue overcame her pain and she fell into a fitful sleep.

 

Daylight was filtering around the window blind when Yvonne awoke. She reached out and raised it, and every muscle in her body seemed to cry out in complaint. Groaning, she sank back to the mattress, but not before she had glimpsed white buildings with low-pitched, red-tiled roofs. The train was well south of its starting point and Marseille was coming ever nearer. Relief that her nightmarish journey was approaching its end mingled with a little thrill at the thought of seeing her Master and apprehension at how he would react when she told him what had happened. They were all immediately forgotten as Yvonne moved in an effort to ease her body’s stiffness, and the smart and throb of her sex, thighs and bottom returned in full force. Wincing, she carefully turned onto her front.

 

Yvonne could not be entirely sure, but she thought she did not like being hurt or humiliated any more than any other woman. She blushed when she was embarrassed. She cried when she was in pain. When she was aroused, as she usually was when these things happened, her sexual excitement seemed to make them more bearable, but she never took pleasure from having them inflicted upon her. Neither pain nor humiliation aroused her. That came from knowing she was in thrall; that every morning when she awoke alone in her bed it was because her Master had decreed it would be so, that when she went shopping, visited her hairdresser or modiste, or even simply sat drinking wine or coffee at a boulevard café it was only with her Master’s permission. And everything could change at any moment. There might be a ’phone call or letter or hand-delivered note summoning her, giving instructions, demanding her instant obedience. That was what made her excitement bubble inside her and set the quivers thrilling through her sex. She had delivered herself into the hands of another. Whether she was in her Master’s presence or apart from him, he ruled her every waking moment, dictating, commanding, controlling every aspect of her life to the smallest detail.

 

It was Marcel who had first told her about it, interested her in it, introduced her to others who found fulfilment in it, and had ultimately persuaded her to experience it for herself. Yvonne had been fascinated, for it had seemed to perfectly answer that need within her which she had long been aware of but which had remained elusively unidentified and unsatisfied until then. She had been fascinated by the man too, intrigued and absorbed by him, so much so that she had given him the right to rule her, not just willingly but eagerly. It had been wonderful. So why was that fascination now relinquishing its hold, and the pleasure and fulfilment she had originally felt from her submission no longer enough to satisfy her craving?

 

A sharp stab of discomfort between her legs distracted her from the difficulty of finding an answer to the troubling question. Gingerly, Yvonne slid an exploring hand beneath her belly and down to her sex. Very gently she smoothed one fingertip between her legs, clenching her teeth as she traced it down a thin, raised little ridge that stung under her touch. She quickly found two more and then another, all with the same uncomfortable result. The last one had bitten diagonally across. Tentatively pushing her finger between them to reassure herself there was no injury within, she was surprised when a tremor of arousal tickled through her. She withdrew at once, felt another stab of pain and then another tremor. Her finger met the fleshy little bump at the apex of her pussy. Thank heaven that had not been struck. The firm swelling gave a swift, exciting ripple.

 

Yvonne looked towards the door, half-expecting it to open as the maddening frustration she had felt for most of the previous day forcefully returned. Did she dare? It was madness to disobey. But it was early. Most of the passengers would still be asleep. Even her tormentors needed to do that. And the journey would soon be over. Who would ever know?

 

In the three years or so that Yvonne had been having sexual experiences with men, she had never come across one, not even Marcel, who could make her climax with the power and intensity she felt when she made it happen herself. Her Master had come closest, and that was another reason she was not yet ready to end their affair, but even the thrill of his touch did not quite compare to that of masturbation. Only one other person had ever achieved that – Lysette, during the few months of their girlish affair, though Yvonne had never revealed the fact to her or anyone else. The thought of it increased the urgent prickling between her legs.

 

Still she hesitated. The door remained closed. The only sound was that of the wheels on the tracks. The swaying of the train was moving her fingers. Yvonne sucked in a long breath and rubbed. It hurt, but it felt so good. So deep was her need it could have been no more than a minute before a wild rush of pleasure wriggled through her. Shuddering with the intensity of her climax, she sank sighing and panting into the mattress.

 

The moment the feelings began to subside her discomfort returned. Forcing her protesting muscles to get her to her feet, Yvonne wet the towel again and held it to the thin red ridges marking the pale, soft skin between her legs and then to the ache in her buttocks. It helped a little.

 

The need for coffee suddenly outweighed all else. She took fresh stockings from her suitcase – those she had worn the day before were holed from kneeling to serve the banker – cautiously put them on along with her garter-belt, and selected a light-blue cotton blouse and beige skirt. Dressing helped loosen her stiff muscles but she discovered she had to be careful not to let her thighs rub together as she walked to the restaurant car.

 

It was not yet six-thirty. Only the stewards were there, laying the tables for breakfast. She was too early for that but she never usually ate it anyway. Very conscious she must not speak Yvonne had a sudden idea. When a steward looked enquiringly at her she pointed to her throat and gave a little cough, then made a motion of raising a cup to her lips.

 

“Café, Mademoiselle?” he asked, looking sympathetic and smiling when she nodded eagerly.

 

It felt so good to just sit there drinking it in the same way anyone else might that Yvonne had two cups. The sun had long since cleared the horizon and was climbing into the cloudless blue sky when she returned to her sleeping compartment. She had no idea what time the train was due to arrive in Marseille but was sure it could not be much longer. Then she would learn why her Master had made her make this terrible journey and if the ordeal she had gone through had really been at his orders. The thought that he might have sanctioned everything she had suffered was rather frightening. After all, she was a courtesan of the most exclusive sort and not used to being treated like a common whore, and most of the time Marcel had seemed to respect that. What had happened to make him change? One of the questions she had been avoiding arose again. Was it Marcel, or was she being tricked?

 

Thoroughly disturbed, Yvonne opened the door to her sleeping compartment. A hand grabbed the back of her neck and thrust her inside with her heart leaping and a startled cry on her lips.

 

 

 



 





































Chapter Five
Yvonne’s stomach gave an awful lurch as she saw the Englishman standing beside her bed. The hand at her neck pushed her across the little room and bent her forward over the mattress.

 

“What’s this?” It was Linen Suit’s voice.

 

Shaking, she stared at the patch of dampness on the sheet. He forced her face downwards and rubbed her nose on it. Yvonne smelled her own woman-scent.

 

The men ripped off her blouse, shredding it in the process.

 

“You stupid whore,” Linen Suit said from behind her, gripping her arms in his meaty fists. “Did you really think we wouldn’t know?”

 

The Englishman stood before her, shaking his head. “I warned you I might come back.” His hand yanking at the waistband of her dress tore the garment away. He looked her naked body up and down and shrugged. “Eh bien, petite putain, c’est bien fait.”

 

Yvonne’s lower lip quivered. It did serve her right. Even as the lovely thrills of her climax had shivered through her she had known there could be consequences. But her disobedience had been inevitable after all the excitement. Stunned by the enormity of her sudden revelation she was given no time to dwell on its significance.

 

“Fold your arms behind you,” the Englishman said softly, but the menace in his words was clear. “You would be very foolish if you were not to keep them there.” He rubbed a finger and thumb on his watch chain. Breathing fast, she quailed under his stare and nodded understanding. “Did you have a good come, whore? Was it nice?”

 

Cringing inwardly, Yvonne nodded again.

 

“Then perhaps you’ll think it was worth the price you’re going to pay for your disobedience.” He reached out his right hand.

 

Flinching from it brought Yvonne’s sore bottom into contact with Linen Suit. His arm snaked around her waist. “Don’t move a muscle,” he hissed into her ear and, to her complete outrage and astonishment, pushed a finger between her aching buttocks and forced it in. She wriggled frantically until he increased the upward pressure and forced her onto her toes. The Englishman slipped two fingers into her sex, and she whimpered as the cruel little welts he had inflicted the night before stung and throbbed.

 

“She’s still aroused,” he announced, and rubbed with his thumb. Yvonne gasped at the thrill that ran through her. The fingers in her pussy moved rapidly, heightening her pleasure in spite of her efforts to suppress it. Even the insult and discomfort of Linen Suit’s finger in her backside, the ache and cramping in her legs as she strained up on her toes, and all the other hurts and humiliations she was suffering could not stop her giving in to her desire. Panting hard, she felt her quivering excitement mounting.

 

“She’d be dancing around my fingers if you didn’t have yours up her arse,” the Englishman told Linen Suit. “Yet you’re still holding back, girl. Don’t you know any better than that?”

 

He had taken her to the edge as he spoke. Yvonne felt her climax very close. Her mind was almost a blank, all her capacity for thought swamped beneath her feelings. It was wrong, a tiny voice said inside her head. She should never give herself completely, not to anyone, and least of all to these two brutes. The Englishman’s touch vanished and the finger withdrew almost as painfully as it had entered. She was left hanging breathlessly on the precipice, a hairsbreadth from fulfilment. Yvonne groaned.

 

Linen Suit gripped her upper arms once more. She opened her eyes and saw the Englishman wiping his hands on a white handkerchief. He waited until her breathing steadied.

 

“We won’t warm your bottom again,” he said, “so that just leaves one alternative.” He rubbed his palms together and looked at Yvonne’s breasts. Linen Suit pulled on her arms, arching her back to push the round swells of her breasts forward.

 

“Oh, no,” Yvonne groaned, forgetting the order to keep silent.

 

The Englishman made a tutting sound. “Will you never learn? Perhaps a spanking will help. And not a sound or I’ll gag you and slap your thighs as well.” He used the full length of the fingers of both hands, smacking firmly from several different directions and making her breasts bounce and sting. Yvonne struggled against the grip on her arms but her strength was puny compared to that of a man. She could not avoid the blows. She managed to stifle her cries but she wept again when the men changed places and Linen Suit’s harder slaps followed the ten the Englishman had dealt her. Her breasts felt as if they were on fire by the time they stopped bouncing beneath the blows.

 

Linen Suit pushed her towards the bed. “Hands on the mattress.”

 

As Yvonne leaned forward, he encircled her waist with his right arm and held her bent over. The pressure of the Englishman’s hand on the weals his watch chain had scored into her inner thighs forced her legs apart. Head hanging down over the bed she looked between them and saw him unfastening his trousers. Her sex wriggled wildly and horrifyingly as his erection pushed against her and then thrust hard into her. Yvonne’s body sparkled and rippled. With a long, gasping moan, she climaxed.

 

“The little bitch just came,” the Englishman said thickly, bouncing his belly against her sore buttocks as he continued plunging deep and fast. Her sex responded with more tingling spasms of delight and her body by squirming in Linen Suit’s grasp as it sought to thrust back and heighten the pleasure flowing through her. Yvonne had not the strength or will to prevent it. Soon her mind was also betraying her, so overwhelmed with desire that it too surrendered to the pleasure. When the man’s vigorous thrusting increased she teetered on the brink once more, only denied her release by the sudden eruption of his own.

 

Her disappointment lasted only until the Englishman and Linen Suit swapped places. More painful pressure on her was instantly replaced by fresh ripples of delight as her tormentor’s shaft sank to the hilt. He proved as skilful as his companion and just as demanding. In minutes Yvonne was whimpering and mewling under his relentless thrusts and rapidly building towards another surging orgasm. He must have sensed it, for he stopped suddenly and withdrew enough to sink his strong fingers into the aching flesh of her buttocks. At once her discomfort stilled the spasms rising in her, and she groaned her pain and frustration, only to moan with renewed passion as he filled her once more. He did the same twice more before the Englishman spoke.

 

“Time is passing.”

 

“A minute more,” the linen-suited man said, and pulled free of Yvonne’s eagerly wriggling sex. “Get her on her knees.”

 

The Englishman lifted her as if she weighed nothing at all, deposited her on the floor and held her there with his hands on her shoulders. Linen Suit grabbed a handful of her hair and forced her head back. She cringed from him in disgust as she closed her eyes. The hand in her hair tightened.

 

“Keep them open, whore,” the man snarled and his tone caused a curl of fear in her belly that made her obey as his hand pumped his erection. A second later, it was over and for a second time Linen Suit slapped the still-hard length of his shaft on her cheek. “Look at me.”

 

“You started off promisingly enough,” he told her, “but if you belonged to me and gave a performance like that I’d whip you for it.”

 

“And I’d flog your backside raw,” the Englishman added.

 

Shamed and with her dignity in shreds, when Linen Suit let go of her hair Yvonne bowed her head, hiding her tear-streaked face behind her long hair. The men brushed against her as they moved around the little room but did not speak to her again. For several minutes after they had gone she remained on the floor, sobbing quietly, and only when she was sure they would not return did she rise despondently to her feet. She washed her face and once more used a wet towel to cool her fiercely stinging flesh, but even after ten minutes the skin of her breasts remained bright scarlet and she could feel their heat radiating against her palms when she rubbed them. She only did it once.

 

Yvonne turned to pick up her expensive blouse and skirt, now no doubt ruined. They were not there. She looked for her suitcase and her stomach turned over. It was not there either. Her handbag lay on the bed, its contents strewn around it, and beside them were her shoes and the light, near-transparent dress she had been made to wear the day before. They had left her no other clothing. In sudden anxiety she hurriedly searched through the items on the bed. Her purse was not among them.

 

“Mon dieu!” she said aloud and saw her watch and mother-of-pearl comb were gone from the bedside cabinet. She had virtually nothing – no money, no valuables, nor any means of proving who she was, for that too had been in her purse. A dreadful thought made her belly flip. What if Marcel…? No, she refused to even consider the possibility!

 

Nevertheless, when the train rolled slowly into the Gare de Saint Charles a few minutes later, Yvonne pressed her cheek to the window with her mouth dry and her heart pounding, trying to see as far up the platform as she possibly could. She hurried off the train the moment it stopped, desperately searching the faces of the crowd and in her anxiety forgetting her revealing dress and that her buzzing and redly glowing breasts were flagrantly on display through its thin bodice. Her fear turned to anger while she stood on the platform with people jostling her as they passed. The emotion did not last as the crowd thinned and she saw beyond doubt that her Master was not there to meet her.

 

Perhaps the station entrance? With renewed hope, Yvonne hurried towards it. A porter approached her. Could he not see she had no baggage? He was looking at her scarlet breasts with an expression of amazement. Horribly self-conscious Yvonne ignored her pain, folded her arms over them and strode past the man. He followed her.

 

“Mademoiselle!”

 

She stopped and felt heat in her cheeks as well as her breasts as she turned. Her throat went tight. He was holding out a white envelope. Yvonne almost snatched it from his hand, nodded her thanks and continued to the station’s entrance. Marcel was not there. He was not outside either, or at the top of the wide, long flight of ornate, pale-grey stone steps that led down to the street. Tears welled up in Yvonne’s eyes. She brushed them away, opened the envelope and took out the small piece of paper it contained. ‘Rue Moite, 44’, it read in typewritten characters. There was no signature, no word of welcome or praise or encouragement from her Master; no word of any kind. Bitterly despondent, Yvonne read the paper again. It had to be a joke, and in poor taste. The address translated into English as ‘Sweaty Street’, or perhaps ‘Sticky Street’.

 

Feeling even more downcast, she saw a man coming up the steps and ogling the very obvious red hue of her breasts through her filmy bodice. Yvonne turned away and saw a policeman by the entrance. Perhaps she could ask him if there really was a ‘Sticky Street’ and, if so, how to find it. But she was not allowed to speak, she remembered, and dressed as she was she might find herself arrested instead of assisted. A taxi then, but she had no money. She looked around, anxious and self-conscious, well aware she was attracting far too many unwelcome stares, the policeman’s among them. Folding her arms again, Yvonne set off down the long flight of steps with no idea in her head but to find somewhere less public.

 

One of three young men leaning against one of the statues that decorated the staircase gave her a broad smile as she passed. Yvonne ignored it and trudged downwards to the street, clutching the torn envelope and scrap of paper in her fist. She reached the bottom and looked uncertainly right and left. Which way? Either one could lead towards or away from her destination. Oh god, why was Marcel putting her through this torture? Her belly shrank. If it was Marcel who was doing it. She had not actually seen that it was him in the window across from her apartment. With the light reflecting on the glass and the telephone receiver obscuring his face it could have been almost anyone. She had just assumed, and the telephone line had been bad and the voice on the other end had not sounded quite like her Master’s, and his signature…. Yvonne stopped her train of thought and took a firm grip on her emotions. She would not panic. She had not spent years developing her air of relaxed and urbane sophistication to lose control now. Summoning her composure she turned left for no other reason than she could not remain where she was, and began walking.

 

Soon she came to a wide thoroughfare lined with palm trees. A sign called it the Canabiere and another pointed to the port. Somewhere as oddly named as ‘Sticky Street’ might be there, she supposed. Though it was early morning there were plenty of people about to ask for directions, but none of them were strolling. They all hurried past with purposeful strides. Yvonne looked back the way she had come and saw the three young men from the station steps a few metres behind her. Quickly she turned left, away from the port, walking several hundred metres and checking the nameplate of every street she passed, hoping ever more desperately that luck might favour her and she would stumble across the one she was seeking. Her hand-made shoes were comfortable but their high heels had not been made for long distances. When yet another nameplate had let her down, Yvonne stood at the street corner to rest her aching calves.

 

“You seem a little upset, Mademoiselle, and rather lost. Can I be of service?” a voice said in French from close behind.

 

Yvonne turned and found herself confronted by the three young men. The one in the middle, darker-skinned than the others, gave her a friendly smile and inclined his head politely. “Mademoiselle?”

 

They all wore wide-legged trousers held up by broad leather belts and were dressed in sports jackets. And they all looked very young, certainly less than twenty. Yvonne had a sense from their casual clothes and rather long hair that they might be students from the university. As she had on the train, she pointed to her throat and coughed.

 

“You have difficulty speaking? A sore throat, perhaps?”

 

She nodded and held out the paper. The youth, for he seemed no more to her, peered at it.

 

“You are going here? I know it well. Would you like us to show you the way?”

 

Yvonne had only expected directions, but he seemed genuine in his offer and neither he nor his companions looked threatening. And they were very young. Faced with the choice of shaking her head and remaining utterly lost or nodding and finding her destination, Yvonne chose the latter.

 

After what seemed a long time but which may not have been, for she no longer had a watch, Yvonne began to regret her decision. Hot, tired and with her legs aching, she had difficulty keeping up with her escorts, but they chivvied her along, encouraging her with promises that it was not much further. She grew suspicious and chary when they led her down a deserted alley but it was only a shortcut between one street of respectable-looking houses and another.

 

The youth who had first spoken to her spread both arms wide. “Et voila!”

 

Yvonne was grateful but, after what had befallen her when she had followed the directions in previous envelopes, far from certain she should be relieved to have arrived. With a smile and nod of thanks she turned to search for forty-four. She sensed the three youths still watching her.

 

“No, it’s this way,” the young man said. He led, with his two companions flanking Yvonne. She looked around, squinting in the bright sunshine. Most of the houses had high walls or hedges that hid all but their upper floors and roofs from the street. She could not see any numbers. Suddenly, even more nervous about what might be awaiting her, her steps faltered. The young men at either side slowed to keep pace.

 

“Here we are.” The leading youth opened a tall gate and pointed. To Yvonne’s surprise all three followed her up the path. The house did not look like the sort of place her Master would choose for a meeting. It was plain and its garden was overgrown, and the paint on the door was flaking badly. There was a number on the wall next to it – forty-three. With a gasp, Yvonne turned to the young man, pointing at the number and then at the forty-four written on her paper.

 

“The wrong house?” He smiled when she nodded vigorously. “No, Mademoiselle. It’s the right one. It’s our house!”

 

A hand clamped over Yvonne’s mouth at the same moment an arm closed around her body. Others grabbed her around the thighs and calves and swept her off her feet. The youth who had done most of the talking opened the door and, kicking and wriggling in the young men’s grasp, she heard it slam shut as she was carried along a passage, through a kitchen and down a flight of stairs to a brightly lit cellar. Terror as well as the hand over her mouth made it difficult to breathe and muffled her frantic cries.

 

Gut twisting, Yvonne found herself back on her feet but still firmly in the grip of one of the youths. Another dug his fingers into the neckline of her dress and jerked hard. Stunned as well as afraid, Yvonne heard it tear and saw its buttons scatter across the floor as he dragged it down from her shoulders to expose her breasts. A second hard tug tore the rest of the dress away and left her naked.

 

This, she was certain, was not part of her Master’s plan. She abandoned her silence and ignored the order to speak English. “No! Please, you mustn’t!”

 

“Ah, so you’ve lost your knickers but found your voice,” the darker-skinned young man said. “You didn’t fool us with your dumb act, you know. And it’s plain to see that you’re a whore. Been turning tricks in the station all night, have you?”

 

Yvonne shook her head vigorously. “No, you don’t understand. I’m not… Ow!”

 

The youth closing his hands over her smarting breasts cut her off. “We understand perfectly. You’re a whore. You look like a whore and you smell like a whore, and that’s fine. We like whores. But we don’t like paying.”

 

“Please,” Yvonne gasped as he squeezed her tender teats, “my Master told me -.”

 

“Your pimp, you mean. But he isn’t here, is he? Only us. Go ahead, boys.”

 

The other two swept Yvonne up between them, laughing at her struggles and frantic protests as they carried her to an old, wooden sawhorse and laid her face down along its length with her head hanging over one end and her buttocks jutting out at the other. While they held her in place the third youth tied her wrists and ankles to its legs with short pieces of rope. With her panic swelling, Yvonne tried again.

 

“Please listen. If you’ll let me explain... Ooh!”

 

His hand cracked hard on her bottom. He appeared in front of her, sank down on his haunches and lifted her chin. Shivering, she looked into his eyes.

 

“You can make all the noise you want down here. No one will hear you. But I think I preferred you when you were silent. So no more talking. There’s a good little whore.”

 

He might be young but his gaze was as hard as Linen Suit’s or the Englishman’s, and now that she knew Marcel’s plan had gone completely and horribly awry, he frightened her even more. He used another piece of rope to tie her long blonde hair into a ponytail, stepped back and took off his jacket. The other two joined him and Yvonne lowered her eyes as they began undressing. Her heart was racing and her belly leaping. Her chest and stomach and mound were all pressing uncomfortably down onto the hard wood of the sawhorse. She strained against the ropes binding her and knew that she was trapped, helpless.

 

“Lift your head,” the talkative youth said. “We want you to see what you’re getting.”

 

She tilted it up and gasped. Three young, hard-muscled and very athletic-looking bodies stood before her, each with a large, up-curving erection rising from its groin. Yvonne had known as soon as they had seized her what the youths were going to do, but suddenly being confronted by the stark evidence of their intentions made her head swim. No, she had really known from the moment the youths had first approached her, yet still she had accepted their help, and neither had it been solely her desperation that had made her do it. And what did that say about her? To her alarm but not entirely her surprise, her sex gave a tickle of anticipation as the young men came closer.

 

Why? a voice demanded in her head. She was a sophisticated young woman of impeccable background. Her clients had always been aware of that, had appreciated it as part of her attraction and treated her accordingly. However wantonly they had required her to perform sexually, in all other ways they had shown her the same courtesy and respect they would have given any other young lady from a family of such good standing as hers. Even when she had become Marcel’s alone he had maintained the distinction between Yvonne the courtesan and Yvonne the cultured young socialite who rubbed shoulders with all the best people. Even with her Master, Yvonne had always believed there were boundaries, both external and internal, which should never be crossed. Now the external one was not so much being crossed as bludgeoned aside by these three young men. Mon dieu! If she could only make them understand. She looked at their hard, swollen cocks and knew they would not listen.

 

The darker-skinned youth stood at her head. The other two disappeared behind her. Belly writhing in fear, Yvonne felt the weals the watch chain had raised on her sex sting and pulse painfully as something pressed against them. It was not a hand. There was no touch of a finger, no preliminary exploration to see if she was ready. A ripple of excitement ran through her as the hard, thick flesh sank deep with its first thrust.

 

“Ooh, no, it hurts!”

 

The youth at her head grasped the ponytail in her hair and pulled her head up. “Didn’t I tell you to be quiet? There’s only one reason for you to open your mouth and you know what it is, don’t you?” Yvonne’s eyes went wide and he laughed. “Let’s see if that sore throat will benefit from a little lubrication.” He grasped his shaft low down and angled it towards her lips. Yvonne’s sex continued stinging and tingling under the slow thrusts of the young man behind her. She gulped. She did not even know which one of them it was. Never in her life had she performed sexually with more than one man at the same time. Never had she imagined that she ever would, and neither did she want to. But she could not prevent it any more than she could snap the ropes that held her fast. Reluctant but resigned, Yvonne opened her mouth.

 

The young men began slowly, each taking a turn, two of them using her at the same time in a relaxed, almost lazy way; not hard or violent. Yvonne took it as a warning that this was to be no swift violation which would soon be over. They meant it to last. Her belly churned. Already the hard wood beneath her was digging into her flesh, her arms and legs were aching and her hands and feet beginning to turn numb. Each sway of her downward-pointing breasts reminded her of the punishment they had taken and each long, slow thrust between the soreness of her sex pressed a hard-muscled belly to her aching buttocks. Inevitably it also created a friction that made the tremors teasing it quicken. Yvonne could not suppress her arousal or disguise the obvious signs of what was happening.

 

“Hey, she’s really aroused!” one of the youths said as he ceded his place between her legs to another. Fingers rubbed and pinched her. Panting, Yvonne failed to stop a moan escaping, or several more when another broad shaft slid into her damp, tickling warmth. The young men laughed as she squirmed over the sawhorse. Despite the discomfort, her hips were moving of their own volition to meet the lunges that increased in speed and vigour. Cringing in embarrassment though she was, her blood was pulsing ever more rapidly in her veins and it was no longer fear alone that caused the wriggling in her belly and the rapid thumping of her heart. The hard flesh in her mouth began moving faster too, and pushing deeper. The grip on her hair tightened. Humiliated, half-choked, her discomfort increasing with every thrust that rocked her back and forth on the sawhorse, it was still the quivers of arousal rapidly overcoming her efforts to control them that she felt most intensely.

 

The hands on her hips gripping tighter and a frenzied bout of thrusting that made Yvonne’s sheath sparkle and head spin was accompanied by a series of grunts from the young man, and then a long, breathy sigh. When he withdrew, there was instantly the pressure of another shaft followed by the tickling thrill of its penetration and the rapid energetic motion as the youth began working his hips. He climaxed quickly, and at the same moment the one thrusting between Yvonne’s lips stiffened suddenly and gave a long sigh. The youth pulled away and slapped his length across Yvonne’s face, just missing her eye.

 

“Bad whore!” He turned away and slipped the leather belt from the loops at the waist of his discarded trousers. Yvonne immediately forgot her surprise at having her face slapped that way for only the third time in her life.

 

“I’ll do as you say,” she said quickly. “You don’t have to punish me.”

 

He gave a grin that set her belly leaping. “But of course we do.”

 

 

 



 











































Chapter Six
The youth gripped the buckle end of the belt in his right hand and the other in his left, pulled it taut between them and released the tension. The belt’s tongue landed with a loud smack on one of the wooden posts that supported the ceiling.

 

Yvonne flinched. “Oh, please don’t! I… I haven’t got over the last beatings yet.”

 

“We could see that from the pretty red blush on your tits. And there’s a nice blue and yellow tint on your bum as well. But we don’t mind adding to them, do we boys?” They all laughed, and one of them gave her upturned bottom a hard squeeze.

 

“Ow! Ooh! Oh, no!” She might as well have begged them to beat her for all the good Yvonne’s pleading did.

 

Just as they had when using her mouth and sex, they took turns to crack their belts across Yvonne’s defenceless buttocks, each youth giving her three or four sharp, biting flicks before stepping aside to let one of the others take his place. She had taken harder from her Master’s hand but her bottom was still suffering the effects of the spanking it had received the day before. Soon the fiery licking of the belt’s tongues had her twisting and squirming over the sawhorse as the sting in her bottom flared and flamed into anguished torment. Her movements increased her distress and all of her discomforts until it seemed there was no part of her body that was not hurting. Yvonne cried and pleaded and wept, and they laughed and kept hitting her.

 

When at last they stopped, it was only to use her again, but harder and more forcefully than before. She continued weeping and crying out, especially when an especially ardent thrust bounced a hard-muscled belly against her burning buttocks and made them throb even more wickedly. Yet her sex responded to them in exactly the same way it did to her Master after she had endured one of his punishments. With each penetration Yvonne’s arousal increased, her gasps of pain interspersed with breathy sighs of excitement and the tremors tickling her growing ever stronger.

 

It was not right. It was not how she should be reacting at all. She was bound helplessly in a grubby cellar on an unknown street in a strange city, being cruelly assaulted by three men she had never seen before. This was nothing like the times with her Master in the ritualised settings of his punishment rooms, with his presence reassuring her as well as firing her passion. It made no difference. Yvonne was close to her own climax when the third young man spent himself inside her. Not pain, nor guilt, nor anger at herself could quench her maddening frustration as it slipped tantalizingly away from her once more.

 

Untied and hauled stiff and hurting to her feet, she dared hope the youths were sated, and dared hope too that they would now let her go. She was sorely disappointed. They buckled thick leather cuffs joined by a short chain around her wrists. While one youth lifted her up with a tight grip on her waist another raised Yvonne’s arms and hung the chain on a big iron hook fixed to a wooden beam above her head. She was left dangling with her toes a good five centimetres from the floor and all her weight straining her already aching arms and shoulders.

 

The dark-skinned youth reached between her legs and tweaked her flesh. “Don’t go away. We’ll be back.” They laughed as they went upstairs. The lights went out. Yvonne hung in complete darkness listening to the sound of her ragged breathing and agonizing at the painfully pulsing weals on her inner thighs.

 

A long time seemed to pass before logical thought surfaced through her pain and distress. She was hurting, hot, streaming with sweat, exhausted, thirsty and, as the pressure on her bladder became ever more demanding, sincerely wishing she had not drunk that second cup of coffee on the train. It had been on the train that she had first had the startling realisation, forgotten amid the nerve-racking tension that had followed without let-up ever since. Shocked by it then, she was equally astounded when she remembered it again. The Englishman had said it served her right just before she had been punished for masturbating, and her reaction had been to think she could not help herself after all the excitement she had experienced. Excitement! She had not thought of her confusion and doubt, her fear and humiliation and pain. She had thought of how arousing they had all been!

 

A light came on, a single bright bulb directly overhead. The young men returned, still naked, their cocks once more arrogantly upright. Yvonne’s belly gave an enormous flip and her pussy wriggled eagerly. No, it must not! It was her Master’s and for him alone. The dark-skinned youth held two bottles. He raised one to her lips and she drank the water greedily, washing the dryness and the taste from her mouth. He stood the bottles on the floor and picked up his belt.

 

“Oh, no more, please! Please let me down. It hurts so much!”

 

He smiled coldly. “We’ve been talking about you, sweetheart. We agree you’re not a bad fuck. You shake your little arse and work your pussy the way you ought to, and you suck very prettily. But you’re holding something back.” He gripped the belt with both hands and stretched it between them. “Think you’re something special, do you? Think you’re a cut above the average tart? Too good for the likes of us?”

 

Yvonne shook her head, horribly afraid that at any moment he would lash out with the belt. She was not wrong. His arm blurred and the broad tongue of leather smacked onto her abdomen. She cried out, squirming as much as her awkward, dangling position allowed and jerking her painfully stretched arms. A second lash scorched the plump swell of her love-mound and made her cry louder.

 

“You know what we think?” the young man demanded. “We think you’ve got too much pride for a dirty, slutty little whore. You’re a haughty, conceited little cow.” They all laughed. “You’re a tart, for god’s sake. You’ve no reason to be a stuck-up little snob. And it won’t do, sweetheart. We want everything, and you’ll give it to us. We’ll make sure you do.” The belt flicked out again, searing the fronts of Yvonne’s thighs a half-dozen times, the blows hard enough to set her suspended body swinging and intensify the strain on her shoulders. Her cries grew more frantic with each fiery crack of leather on flesh and turned to shrieks when another of the youths took over and began whipping her already smarting breasts. The third chose her buttocks as his target, stoking the fires already burning there to new heights of torment with a dozen wickedly biting strokes.

 

Yvonne hung helplessly from the chain, her head lolling, her sweat-run skin ablaze, breasts and buttocks and thighs throbbing ferociously. Close to exhaustion, she hoped desperately that her torture was over. They could not possibly expect her to bear any more. Her only consolation, small and insignificant, was that somehow she had managed to escape the added humiliation of releasing her bladder in front of them. She sensed someone close and cracked open her weary eyelids. The dark-skinned youth was tilting the second bottle he had brought, pouring a trickle of oil into his cupped hand.

 

Yvonne’s breath caught in her throat as she watched him rub the hand along his straining shaft.

 

The young man grinned. “Yes, it’s going where you think it is, you tart. And this time there’ll be no holding back. One way or another we’ll see you behave like a proper whore.”

 

“Oh, don’t, please,” she rasped hoarsely in horror and fear, and then cried her pain as two hands parted her blazing buttocks and the broad, oily head of the young man’s cock pushed in hard. Yvonne had enough sense not to resist. The big shaft stretched her and surged inwards, stabbing deep into her. Unable to fight the urgency any longer she let loose a broad stream of piss that splashed and spattered in a spreading puddle on the floor. It was the signal for more laughter and ribald comments from her tormentors but she was sunk too deep in pain and anguish to care.

 

She had never liked sex that way. What seemed natural and proper when it was done to her pussy, and even her mouth felt very unnatural. It was totally improper when it involved her rear entrance. She had never encouraged it with her select clients and had only ever submitted to it reluctantly, though always feigning the enthusiasm she had known would be expected. Fortunately, her Master had shown no great interest in using her there during their eight-month relationship and had done it rarely. This time, very distressingly and uncomfortably, she had been given no choice.

 

The youth remained unmoving, sunk inside her rear with his belly pressing hard enough on her cruelly smarting bottom to thrust her hips and sex forwards. “Now, little whore, the boys are going to give you a good come, and I had better feel this tight little opening I’m in back here really grip my cock or I’ll give your tits another drubbing.”

 

To Yvonne’s cringing embarrassment, for all her suffering and the detested penetration, the manipulating fingers of the two young men managed not only to provoke a resurgence of her arousal but also make it even more powerful than she had felt earlier. Even the friction of a hand on her wealed inner thighs seemed unimportant when its fingers were sending thrills shivering through her. The second youth, with a skill surprising for one so young, quickly took her arousal to new heights while the third rubbed and pinched her aching nipples. It was a new experience to feel so many hands touching her at the same time, all tickling and teasing and tantalizing her while her body wriggled around the thickness of the erection jammed inside it. It all felt very strange and alien, and horribly frightening. Yet it was incredibly exciting too.

 

Much sooner than she could ever have imagined, Yvonne’s body responded with a fervour she had seldom known before. More astonishing was the fact that her mind responded too. At one moment the pain of her many hurts was bombarding her senses, only to be forced into the background in the next by her raging desire that was almost instantly overtaken by her pain again and then once more by passion. Her head whirled from the contradictory sensations as she gasped and groaned and whimpered and whined, and even she could not distinguish which noises were pain and which were pleasure.

 

And then she climaxed. Though she had felt it building, its suddenness still astounded her, but nowhere near as much as its intensity. Spasms rippled madly through her with a strength that almost equalled those she felt from her own hand. For long seconds she was devastated. These three unknown youths had conspired to give her more pleasure than Marcel himself had ever done, and she had welcomed it.

 

While her body still quivered ecstatically and wriggled on the hard cock, one of them pulled her thighs up and apart and sank himself into her. Her sex shimmered and sparked as he began to thrust. Abruptly, the broad shaft in her rear began sliding back and forth. Pain scorched Yvonne’s buttocks as more delicious, spasming delight surged within her. She climaxed again. It was unbelievable. It was wonderful. And it hurt horribly.

 

Even as she came Yvonne wept. The fire in her shoulders now equalled that in her whipped breasts and ravaged bottom. Her thighs smarted wickedly, her sex stung and throbbed, and every muscle and sinew felt stretched to breaking point. And still her pleasure continued unabated. She wriggled fiercely as the young man using her came with a series of avid thrusts and yielded his position to another who immediately penetrated her and began a zealous thrusting of his own. And all the while the youth behind her tormented her throbbing buttocks with his hard lunges into her rear.

 

Nevertheless, Yvonne was on the brink of another climax when the youth in front, growling with satisfaction, announced he had achieved his own. A moment later she heard a long throaty growl at her back. At last the awful bouncing of the belly against her tortured bottom stopped. A long shiver ran through her as he pulled free and the youth moved to stand in front of her with his hands on his hips.

 

“Better, but you still weren’t really trying.” He picked up his belt. “Don’t say I didn’t warn you.”

 

Her breathing ragged, her vision blurred, mind spinning and throat bone dry, Yvonne’s cry of horror emerged as nothing but a strangled squeak when her two other tormentors seized her legs and pulled them wide. The dark-skinned youth lashed out underarm. The belt whipped forwards and upwards, and it landed with a sickening crack. Agony exploded between her legs. Mercifully, it only lasted a split-second before blackness overwhelmed her.

 

 

 

    *

 

 

 

Yvonne finally accepted that no one was going to answer. She turned from the door of number forty-four and tottered slowly down the path, wincing with every step. It might not even be the right house. She only had the youths’ word that she was in the right street, and she had had ample proof of how much she could trust them.

 

Waking on the cellar floor with every muscle stiff and aching and every nerve ending raw, Yvonne had struggled simply to get to her feet. When she had finally managed to painfully climb to the ground floor, there had been no trace of her tormentors. She had found the scrap of paper that had brought her there lying on the mat by the open front door. The first thought that had penetrated her jarring pain was that it was not long after dawn. She had been a prisoner for most of a day and a night. The second had been to follow the instructions her Master had given her. With the tattered remains of her dress clutched around her she had made her way to the house next door, but if anyone had ever been there waiting for her they must have left when she failed to arrive the day before.

 

With a last despairing glance back, Yvonne stepped onto the footpath. What would Marcel expect her to do now? She had no choice but to go to the police and hope to avoid any awkward questions. They might at least be able to return her to Paris. With no more idea of which direction to take than she had had the day before, she set off dispiritedly down the street.

 

Within seconds, a big red and black car drew up at the kerb just ahead. Yvonne saw the ‘Delage’ badge on its rear and felt a surge of hope. It looked like Marcel’s car. Gritting her teeth she hurried towards it. Her heart sank as instead of her Master a woman in riding breeches and high, black boots stepped from a rear door.

 

“Mademoiselle, you are clearly much distressed. How can I help you?”

 

“Oh, Madame, I was kidnapped and… and cruelly assaulted. I am trying to get to a police station.” Tears sprang into Yvonne’s eyes.

 

“Come along with me, cherie. You need to be properly cared for.” The woman took her hand and drew her to the car’s open door. She smiled sympathetically and Yvonne felt a flood of relief and gratitude. Two girls in the front seat turned as she climbed into the back of the car, one with long, wavy blonde hair and the other with her brunette locks cut almost boyishly short. Yvonne groaned as her bottom met the seat. The woman eyed the purpling marks left on her breasts by the belts.

 

“You must be very sore. Come, lie on your side along the seat. You can rest your head in my lap.”

 

Tired and hurting, Yvonne lay with her head on the woman’s thighs and felt a hand rest gently on her hip. “Thank you for your kindness, Madame,” she whispered, her fatigue already overcoming her once more.

 

The hand stroked slowly. “Think nothing of it, cherie. Nothing at all.”

 

 

 

    *

 

 

 

It felt good to be clean and free from the smell of sweat and sex. Yvonne stood naked, looking out of the bedroom window. Somewhat disconcertingly she had found no robe in the bathroom after her long soak in the tub, nor discovered any clothing of any kind in the bedroom’s wardrobe or drawers. Her tattered dress had vanished, leaving her the choice of wearing a wet towel that pressed on her sore breasts or nothing at all.

 

She had expected to wake up outside a police station, not an impressively large country house. Her rescuer was a wealthy woman, if what little she remembered of the building she had seen when they had arrived was anything to judge by. Refreshed by several hours of sleep in a proper bed, and with her aches and stiffness feeling a little easier after her bath, Yvonne could think more clearly than when she had been helped from the car and virtually carried upstairs by Madame’s two assistants.

 

She could see one of those assistants now, swimming powerfully up and down a large pool surrounded by a broad, green lawn edged by poplar trees at what must be the back of the big house. Beyond, were fields whose grass was wilting to yellowish-green in the heat of the Mediterranean summer, and in the distance was what looked like the glint of the sun on the sea. She was no longer in Marseille but somewhere in the country. Yvonne had no idea how long the journey there had taken. She must try to contact her Master, and she must do it soon. He must be wondering what had happened and would be worried about her safety. She had a Paris telephone number for him, but what if he was not there?

 

The door opening made her turn. Yvonne could have covered her nudity with her hands but decided it would be more dignified to ignore it as the woman who had come to her aid entered and glanced at the empty plates and cup on the table by the bed.

 

“You have eaten well. I hope it’s a sign you’re recovering from your distressing experience.” She smiled, and her dark-brown eyes wrinkled at their corners as her gaze travelled over Yvonne’s naked body.

 

“I... I hope so too, Madame.” The previous day she had had nothing in her belly but water. “Madame, you have just spoken in English. Why was that?”

 

“Why, because you spoke it to me when we met, cherie.”

 

Yvonne could not remember which language she had used. In sudden surprise she did remember something else – the last words the youth had spoken to her before lashing his belt onto her sex had also been in English. The nervous fluttering in her belly increased.

 

“If you’re feeling better you should come downstairs. There’s something I’d like to show you,” the woman said, again in English.

 

“I…. Madame, I have nothing to wear.”

 

“Oh, don’t let that concern you. You’ll find we’re very relaxed about that sort of thing here. We can sort something out later.”

 

“But Madame, I don’t even know your name.” Refusing to feel self-conscious under the woman’s scrutiny, Yvonne looked into her rescuer’s eyes. She was a very attractive woman, slightly taller than Yvonne was, perhaps in her mid-thirties, and rather athletic looking, as if she exercised regularly, probably horse-riding if her white blouse, tight, light-grey breeches and high boots were anything to go by. Her shoulder-length brown hair had a hint of chestnut to it and was streaked by the sun, and her forearms were tanned light brown. She was obviously an outdoor type.

 

The woman smiled disarmingly. “You must call me Madame Destrier, Yvonne. Now, come along. The others are waiting.”

 

The bewilderment Yvonne had been feeling ever since she had received her Master’s ’phone call was joined by a renewal of her anxiety as she followed Madame Destrier out of the room and down the stairs. Had she told the woman her name when they had first met? She did not think so. She hesitated, very aware of her nudity as Madame led the way across a large, expensively furnished lounge to a pair of open French doors that looked onto the lawn and swimming pool.

 

“Madame, are there any men here?” Yvonne asked.

 

Madame Destrier laughed. “Heaven forbid, cherie! There are only us girls. We find that a much more convivial state of affairs.” She took Yvonne’s hand and drew her outside onto a paved terrace. A round table and several chairs stood there, and another larger chair set slightly apart from the rest. Two metres in front of it stood a young woman in a white, floral-printed sundress. Yvonne swallowed. The girl’s round blue eyes were staring at Madame Destrier with obvious nervousness. The older woman sat in the chair and transferred her grip to Yvonne’s wrist.

 

“This is Agathe,” she said. “She was in the car when we came across you this morning.”

 

“Madame?” Yvonne did not recall the girl being present.

 

“She was in the boot, cherie, bound and gagged. The appropriate way for a slave girl to travel.”

 

 

 



 

















































Chapter Seven
Yvonne felt a sudden urge to empty her bowels. The grip on her wrist tightened.

 

“Kneel beside me,” Madame Destrier said. “You may keep your weight off your buttocks.”

 

“Mon dieu! Madame, you are -.”

 

“Giving you an order,” the woman snapped, pulling her to her knees. A cold glint of menace filled her dark-brown eyes as they met Yvonne’s. “One I expect to be obeyed, cherie.”

 

Yvonne’s heart gave a leap. “Marcel! Is this Marcel’s doing?”

 

“Claudine,” Madame Destrier called, and the girl with the boyishly-cut hair approached, lifting a thick cane she had been concealing behind her and flexing it between her hands. “If this girl speaks another word without first being spoken to, you will lay a very hard half-dozen across her buttocks.”

 

The girl grinned down at Yvonne. “Oui, Madame.”

 

“Watch and listen,” the older woman told Yvonne. “Agathe, remove your dress.”

 

As Agathe pulled the garment over her head without the least hesitation, the other girl who had been in the car climbed from the swimming pool and, with water streaming from her blonde hair and down her lithe, naked body, came over to watch.

 

“How old are you, Agathe?” Madame asked.

 

“Nineteen, Madame.”

 

“And you, Yvonne?”

 

“Twenty-two,” Yvonne said with her belly tight.

 

“Come closer, Agathe.”

 

Again the girl did not hesitate. Neither did she flinch when Madame Destrier reached a hand to her plump sex mound.

 

“What a pretty pout you have there,” Madame said. For a second, Agathe’s face showed the merest hint of what might have been distaste as the woman pushed a finger into her sex and moved it briefly back and forth. “And you’re trying to get excited, cherie. Good for you, but don’t worry about that. We will see to it in due time.” She rose to her feet and explored the girl while Agathe stood as impassively as she could. She was very attractive, dark-haired, slender, but with large, pointed breasts ending in big, pink, conical nipples which Madame rubbed with the balls of her thumbs. “Good girl.” She laughed softly as the twin points began to stiffen. “Your Master says you try very hard to please.”

 

“Oh, I do, Madame!” Agathe agreed.

 

“But you are somewhat reticent in certain respects, I understand. Eh bien, we will overcome that soon enough.” As she spoke, she bent the unresisting girl forwards and used a finger and thumb to spread her buttocks.

 

Yvonne’s belly gave a wriggle. This girl had a Master too, and Madame Destrier had called her a slave girl. The words made her shiver. It was plain the two had never met before, yet Agathe had willingly obeyed every command the woman had given her without question or complaint. If, as Yvonne now strongly suspected, Marcel had planned all along that she should meet Madame Destrier, did he expect her to do the same? She took a deep breath. This was going to be very hard, for another strong suspicion had just entered her head.

 

Madame raised the girl upright. “Come, cherie. You too, Yvonne.” With the short haired Claudine and the naked blonde bringing up the rear, Yvonne followed the older woman down the steps and across the lawn. Near its edge, just before it met the trees, was a flowerbed – except it was not flowers that it contained. What she saw growing there brought a gasp to Yvonne’s lips and made Agathe’s footsteps falter as they approached it.

 

Madame Destrier pointed to an upright wooden post on a small platform at the far side of the flowerbed. “Place your hands behind your head and walk directly to the whipping post, Agathe, then turn and come back.”

 

The girl licked her lips and looked down at her nude body. “Directly, Madame?”

 

The woman’s eyebrows arched. “You don’t want to disappoint me, cherie, I assure you.”

 

“Oui, Madame.” Agathe walked straight through the waist-high bed of stinging nettles between her and the whipping post, turned, and with her teeth sunk deep into her lower lip, waded back through them again. Yvonne winced. When the girl stood once more before Madame she was shivering and every centimetre of skin below her waist was red and blistered.

 

“Bon,” Madame Destrier said with a smile. “Now you, Yvonne.”

 

“Madame, you cannot mean it,” Yvonne cried, heart racing. “After what I have been through, surely -.”

 

“What you have been through is nothing compared to what you will experience if you fail to obey me,” the woman snapped. At the same moment, Yvonne felt the cane in Claudine’s hand press hard onto her bruised bottom. Her protests died on her lips. Once more she felt confusion and the hollowness of fear in her gut. She had really believed Madame Destrier had come to her rescue. What a fool she had been.

 

Instinctively aware that Madame would be displeased if she followed Agathe’s track through the nettles Yvonne chose a different path and, taking a deep, shuddering breath, walked as quickly as she could through the waist-high weeds. By the time she reached the wooden post she was panting from the effects of thousands of fiery stings that pricked and burned her from the soles of her feet to her hips. As she had known they would be, the worst were those where the nettles had raked across her sensitive inner thighs and stung fiercely on her tender sex. Equally bad was the cruel, smarting itch they caused her, and the wicked burning where the long stalks had brushed along the cleft in her buttocks. Somehow she managed to steel herself sufficiently to make the return trip, and stood shuddering before Madame with the whole of her lower body blotched red and covered in countless little blisters.

 

The older woman eyed both girls impassively. “Bon, willing and unquestioning obedience is the only kind I accept from my slaves, something you would do well to remember.”

 

“Oh, Mad - !” Yvonne cut off her words as the woman’s eyes flashed angrily. I am not a slave, she wanted to protest. I am a courtesan.

 

“Agathe, you are regularly punished, I am told,” Madame continued. “I am pleased to see your Master refrained from marking you prior to your arrival, as I requested. You have felt the cane and the whip frequently?”

 

“Yes, Madame, many different kinds.”

 

“But not the birch, I think.” Her smile made Yvonne shiver from more than just the awful nettle stings. “That is something you will encounter while you are in my care. It will be my pleasure to ensure you are thoroughly marked at all times while you are here.”

 

“Yes, Madame,” Agathe said. “Thank you.”

 

Yvonne could not tell from her tone or expression whether she really meant it.

 

“We will begin now,” Madame said, pointing to a barrel resting on chocks not far from the nettle bed. “Lay your belly over that. Annette will give you a dozen with the cane, and mind, I expect you to take them quietly and without fuss. I won’t restrain you. I gather you enjoy that a little too much, but you are not to move until you’re told or I will be very annoyed.”

 

“Of course not, Madame.” Agathe seemed genuinely surprised, perhaps even offended, by the suggestion. Without any show of reluctance, she laid her naked body over the barrel, feet on the ground at one side, hands at the other and her bottom turned up for the cane.

 

Shocked by the girl’s meek acceptance of the pain to come, Yvonne eyed her reddened buttocks as the naked blonde approached them, cane in hand. They must be smarting as fiercely as were her own, yet Agathe had not even shown any reluctance to obey in her expression, let alone her actions. Yvonne’s belly wriggled. She could be next.

 

Agathe obeyed her orders implicitly as Annette laid on six strokes hard and fast enough to set her bottom bouncing and keep it that way until they were complete. Only a few huffs and puffs and a slight rocking of the girl’s hips betrayed her pain. Even when the blonde enthusiastically delivered a second half-dozen with the same meaty crack of cane biting flesh across the tender backs of her thighs, she showed no surprise at the unexpected change of target or made any sound that revealed how much they hurt her. And they must really be hurting. Even through the blotched red of the nettle rash, the thick, scarlet lines carved into Agathe’s skin were clearly visible.

 

“You understand, cherie, you were not punished for any transgression,” Madame said after she had made the girl rise and stand once more before her. “It was only so I could judge how well you took the blows, and, of course, for my pleasure at watching you hurt.”

 

Yvonne swallowed hard.

 

“Now,” the older woman continued, “you must go to Annette, kneel to her, and kiss her pussy to thank her for caning you.”

 

Agathe’s mouth turned down at its corners. “Madame, I… I am not… attracted to girls.”

 

Madame Destrier arched an eyebrow. “Do you imagine that matters in the least?”

 

The girl grimaced. “No, Madame.” She turned without another word, knelt before the nude blonde and pressed a kiss to the hairless lips of her sex.

 

Annette raised her up with a hand under her chin until they were face to face, planted a light kiss on her mouth, and laughed. “Bon, petite. We will do much more than kiss very soon.”

 

“You will be accessible to Annette, Claudine and myself for the whole of your stay,” Madame Destrier said, confirming Yvonne’s worrying suspicion about the sexual preferences of the woman and her assistants. “You have not pleased your Master with your reluctance to perform with his other slave girls, Agathe. Neither do you show a satisfactory level of enthusiasm for being used anally. Those are the reasons you have been given over into my keeping. But we both know they are merely indications of something deeper, don’t we?”

 

“On no, Madame! I have never refused my Master anything. That would be unforgivable.”

 

“True, but there have been times when you wanted to. I know. I sense such things. That is one reason I am so good at my job. Another is that I have experienced the same things that you do.” She smiled with surprising warmth. “You see, I was a slave girl once. I know there is a world of difference between giving yourself and giving yourself wholeheartedly. Your Master thinks that in some things you withhold yourself, and I think so too. That is what we are going to overcome.”

 

Yvonne remembered the same accusation being levelled at her by her tormentors. Surely it was natural. No one would or could give herself entirely to another person, holding nothing back. They would be sacrificing that part of them that made them who and what they were. Only with Lysette, when they were both very young, had Yvonne ever felt the freedom to come close to doing that, to reserve nothing of body, heart and mind in the same way she could only otherwise do with herself. For, of course, who else could she trust completely?

 

Madame caressed the jutting firmness of Agathe’s left breast. “Don’t worry, cherie. It will be overcome and you will be happier for it. Go along with Annette. She will attend to your preparation. Yvonne, you come with me.”

 

Very relieved that she had not been caned, Yvonne walked alongside Madame Destrier past the trees that surrounded the lawn and down a path leading to two buildings of mellow stone that stood about fifty metres from the house. Claudine joined them, equipped with a cane identical to the one Annette had used on Agathe, and also a thin, tapering whip of braided leather, stiff but flexible, as Madame proved by bending it between her hands when the shorthaired girl passed it to her. Conscious of her skin still burning and the buzzing and nagging ache in breasts and buttocks, Yvonne watched her warily. She had felt the sharp, vicious bite of such an implement before.

 

“There is something you need to see but which Agathe should not for now. You listened to what I said to her?”

 

“Yes, Madame,” she answered suspiciously but the woman did not elaborate on that subject.

 

“And aside from your experience yesterday you have been punished before, as Agathe was? In a professional capacity, I am told, as a courtesan?

 

Yvonne’s stomach wriggled. Surely her Master had fully informed Madame Destrier about her, yet plainly the woman still expected her to answer. She glanced back self-consciously at Claudine who was watching the sway of her bare bottom with undisguised interest.

 

“Yes, Madam, but by my Master only.” She would not include the youths or the men on the train, or the spanking in her apartment.

 

“Ah, that is important to you. Like Agathe, you make your submission a personal affair. That is interesting.”

 

“Madame, may I speak freely?” Yvonne asked, suddenly determined to clear up her confusion once and for all. The woman stopped and faced her, and she felt her heartbeat quicken and her fists clench involuntarily.

 

“This once I will allow it.”

 

“I asked earlier if my being here was my Master’s doing but you did not reply. Please tell me now. I know that I did not tell you my name when we met and I cannot believe it was coincidence that you were passing by just as I left that house. It is clear that you know who I am and some very personal things about me. You don’t have to tell me why, but can you at least confirm that I am here because Marcel wants me to be. Oh, please, if I’m here because he wishes it, it would be so much easier to bear!”

 

Madame Destrier’s smile was not reassuring. “Why do you imagine we wish to make things easier for you to bear, cherie? Perhaps, as you say, all is not coincidence. But why do you assume my knowledge was provided by your Master?”

 

“No one else could have told you what you know about me.”

 

“No one? Are you sure?” The older woman began walking again. A tap of Claudine’s cane to her bottom made Yvonne hurry to catch up.

 

“Please, Madame, won’t you -?”

 

“No!” The woman smacked her tightly braided whip on the leg of her boot. “No more talking. Speak only if you are spoken to.”

 

Despite the threat, it was still very hard not to make an exclamation when they entered the first building, and Yvonne stared in astonishment at what confronted her.

 

The girl stood with her back to the wall, facing the door through which they had entered. She was naked, her arms fastened somehow behind her, knees held slightly bent by two leather straps buckled around her thighs and attached to chains fixed to the floor. Her feet rested at either side of an oval hole. She was trembling and beaded with sweat, and to Yvonne’s utter shock appeared from the bulge of her taut-skinned belly to be in the advanced stages of pregnancy.

 

Madame Destrier flicked the whip sharply across the girl’s swollen abdomen. With a cry, she raised her drooping head, revealing a face that equalled Yvonne’s in its beauty and also that she wore a metal collar about five centimetres wide around her slender neck. Her deep-brown eyes were wide and pleading when she spoke.

 

“Oh, Madame, the pain!”

 

“Silence, slave.” Madame brought the whip down firmly on the rounded fullness of the girl’s right teat, making her cry out again and shudder all the more. Both of her breasts were criss-crossed with dark-red lines that indicated they had felt the whip already that day. “Do you believe in love at first sight, Yvonne?” Madame Destrier asked. “Martine does, don’t you, cherie? Her Mistress had to have her from the moment she first set eyes on her.” She laughed and traced a finger over the weals on the girl’s teats. “Unfortunately Martine did not feel the same way. She is neither lesbian nor at all submissive, you see. At least, not yet. But that will change, eh, Martine?”

 

“I have changed, Madame,” the girl said earnestly. “I’ll prove it to you. Just please stop hurting me.”

 

The older woman laughed again and glanced at Yvonne, still bewildered, still stinging from the nettle rash, and now growing increasingly anxious as she watched the suffering girl. Her eyes widened as Madame slipped a hand between Martine’s parted thighs.

 

“I can prove it for myself,” Madame Destrier said, delving her middle finger into the girl’s sex. “No, cherie, I don’t think you have changed. You’re barely aroused.” She withdrew her finger and rubbed the small, pink-skinned bump. “And there is no sign at all of your little clitoride. I don’t think you’re being honest, Martine. I think you want to stop hurting and that you’ll say anything to make it happen. But by now you know that’s not the way it works.” She reached to the handle of a tap attached to a narrow pipe that ran down the wall at one side of the chained girl.

 

Martine gave a despairing wail. “Oh no! Please, I can’t take any more!”

 

“Nonsense. You could take another litre easily, cherie. But I won’t make it that much.” She turned the tap, held it for a second or two, and then turned it back as Martine gave another wretched cry. A loud, gurgling rumble came from her distended belly.

 

“Oh!” Yvonne could not stop the sound escaping at her sudden, awestruck realisation. Martine was not pregnant at all. Her bowels were filled with water. Madame chuckled as she saw Yvonne lean sideways in an effort to see behind the helpless girl.

 

“Yes, there is a pipe there and its spigot is firmly seated in Martine’s petit cul.” She pressed a palm to the girl’s grotesquely swollen stomach and Martine gave a pained groan. “She doesn’t like her enemas, as you can see, but she’s going to take them morning and afternoon until she has a genuine change of heart.” As she spoke, Madame snaked a bare forearm around Yvonne’s waist and turned her away from the tormented Martine.

 

Once again she was shocked, so much so that she even forgot to shy from the contact with the other woman. With all of her attention focused on the chained girl she had not noticed the four tiny cells that lined the right side of the large white-painted room. Madame drew her across its stone-paved floor towards them. Yvonne balked. She could see through their steel-barred doors that two of the cells were occupied, each by a naked girl, but the doors of the other two stood open.

 

“Don’t worry. You will not be locked away here,” the older woman assured her. “These are only for the most reluctant of my guests, those stolen away from their lives for a future of sexual slavery and servitude. But you aren’t that kind, Yvonne. You have chosen to begin your journey. These slaves must be driven to it, their unwillingness overcome and their rebelliousness eradicated. I hear you may have a little rebelliousness in you too, cherie.”

 

“Oh, no, Madame!” Yvonne said emphatically.

 

With a glint in her eye, the older woman smiled and rubbed a forefinger over the rosy cone of the girl’s right nipple. “Your breasts are superb,” she said.

 

“Th… thank you, Madame.”

 

The woman’s arm tightened about her waist. She leaned forward and, to Yvonne’s intense horror, kissed her.

 

 

 



 























































Chapter Eight
Startled, Yvonne pulled back. With one arm still clasped around her waist and her mouth moving insistently on Yvonne’s, Madame Destrier flicked her slim whip onto the girl’s bottom hard enough to sting.

 

“Come now, I know this isn’t your first time.” The woman’s breath was warm against Yvonne’s lips as she broke their contact with her own long enough to say the words, then seized them once more. Yvonne knew better than to resist. With her stomach twitching uneasily she kissed Madame Destrier back.

 

At last Madame let her go and laughed. “Oh, you’re making me wet, cherie. I will see you improve upon that effort shortly. Look at these slave girls.” She gestured at the nude captives in their cramped cells. Each knelt sideways on a narrow bunk, her head covered as far as the tip of her nose by a black silk hood, and visible beneath it a cylindrical, black rubber gag jammed between her teeth and strapped in place. Like Martine they wore collars at their necks and around their waists were stiff, wide leather belts to which leather cuffs on their wrists and ankles were fastened by short chains. They were virtually immobile – blinded, silenced and totally defenceless. Disturbingly, Yvonne’s shudder reached all the way to her sex.

 

“It’s easy to enforce their obedience,” Madame continued, pointing to a rack of punishment implements on the wall. “The whip, the cane or a little uncomfortable bondage is mostly all that is required.”

 

Yvonne understood that very well.

 

“Of greater concern to us here are the emotional aspects of a girl’s submission.” Placing her hands on Yvonne’s hips, she turned her and walked her back to stand before Martine. “Tell me, have you ever been in love?”

 

She immediately thought of Marcel and then hesitated. “I… I’m not sure, Madame.”

 

“Then I think that you have not.” There was amusement in her tone. “I was in love once, when I was no older than Agathe. It’s hard to believe now but in those days I had my own wonderful Maitresse, a beautiful, marvellous woman, and I still carry the scars that prove how much I loved her. I would have given my life for her but, alas, it was she who died, from loving opium more than she loved me, and so my life took a very different path. But I learned much under her tutelage.” She jabbed her whip into Martine’s distended abdomen and the girl groaned and raised her head.

 

“Do you remember how you begged and struggled when we first put you on the spigot, cherie?” She turned to Yvonne. “But now it is not so many days later and already she is starting to accept it as inevitable. In a day or two she will be mounting it herself.” Madame laughed at the defiant expression that appeared on the girl’s face. “You see how she hates me? Yet, much sooner than she could ever imagine her hatred will turn to love. Oh, yes, Martine, I mean that! You don’t believe it, but you will love me, and Claudine and Annette too, and not in spite of what we have done to you but because of it. And, most importantly, you will also love your Mistress, and that, after all, is what she is paying me for.” She gave Yvonne an unsettling smile. “You may think I am forewarning her by telling her this, but what I have said will happen. That Martine knows it is going to makes no difference, for when it does she will not be able to prevent it and will not even want to prevent it. She will welcome it. How long has it been, Martine?”

 

Yvonne saw the girl look at a clock fixed above the door.

 

“One hour and thirteen minutes, Madame.”

 

“Bon, you can have another half-hour then.” She led the way outside and the slam of the door cut off the girl’s impassioned pleas to be released. “I’ll give her ten minutes more. She’ll be so grateful it isn’t thirty she’ll be only too glad to lick my pussy. Do you understand what you have just seen?”

 

The sting of the nettles might be starting to fade but Yvonne’s bewilderment was greater than ever. “Not really, Madame,” she confessed and was relieved when the older woman merely chuckled.

 

“Never mind. You will soon. Now go with Claudine and she’ll see you’re fully prepared.” Madame Destrier reached out and pinched one of Yvonne’s nipples. “You naughty girl. You’ve got me so worked up you’re lucky I don’t ravish you here and now. But I don’t think I’m going to make Martine wait after all.” She went back into the building, leaving Yvonne to accompany Claudine back to the house and wonder anxiously what being fully prepared might mean.

 

To her intense discomfort and embarrassment, in a white-tiled room off a passage that led from the kitchen she found out. For the first time in her life she had to submit to having an enema, though one of less drastic proportions than that which had tormented Martine. She was made to squat over a Turkish toilet – little more than a hole in the floor – and empty her bowels and urinate, and afterwards douche her sex while Claudine and Annette looked on. Yvonne felt even more self-conscious being controlled by girls little older than herself than she had with the more mature Madame Destrier. However, her hesitancy at obeying them was quickly quashed when Claudine gave her an unnerving, predatory smile.

 

“Oh yes, petite, defy me! I’d love to decorate your pretty backside with fifty from the cane.”

 

The threat was obviously real and quite enough to make Yvonne put up with the discomfort of the girls waxing her love-mound and sex, and even her anal cleft, to remove all traces of hair. Losing her fleecy little triangle somehow made her feel even more naked and defenceless. Yvonne’s humiliation increased when she was made to shower, and Claudine demanded she turn this way and that to show off her body, culminating in having to bend over and part her buttocks to give the two lesbian girls a good rear view of her pussy and anal pucker. The knowledge they were looking at her with the same desire that a man would feel made Yvonne shudder.

 

She was reunited with Agathe in the room next door. The girl was kneeling on the floor with her hands raised to the back of her neck, and she rose at once to obey Annette’s order to stand beside Yvonne. Claudine and Annette went to a cupboard behind them and Yvonne heard its door open. She held her arms across her back when Claudine told her to, and kept still while the girl fastened leather cuffs joined by short chains around her wrists and then to each opposite upper arm. Her belly gave a wriggle of fear. She was entirely at the mercy of the two unknown young women. As if to prove the fact, Claudine ran a hand down the furrow between Yvonne’s buttocks and rubbed her firmly between the thighs, reawakening the hurt of the weals the watch chain had left there.

 

“Remember what Madame said, petite? You are to be accessible to us all of the time you are here. Fully accessible!” She pushed her fingers into Yvonne’s sex as she spoke. Though anxiety was making her pulse race, her pussy tingled under the girl’s touch. It lasted until she glanced at Agathe and saw Annette fastening a shiny metal collar around the girl’s neck. Claudine’s hand withdrew, and a second later Yvonne’s gut twisted as fingers that smelled of her woman-scent clasped a collar around her own neck. She too was being made to wear the symbol of slavery. She heard Claudine laugh.

 

“Trembling, petite? Are you afraid?” She stood in front of Yvonne and caressed the out-thrust mounds of the girl’s breasts. “You should be. Annette and I will be very hard on you. You see, we are very hard on all our naughty little slave girls. Is it true that you’re a whore?”

 

Yvonne’s wrists tugged nervously at their restraints as the girl’s grip on her vulnerable and unprotected nipples tightened. “A… a courtesan,” she said breathlessly. The two girls laughed, and Claudine pinched harder on the conical points.

 

“Call me ‘Mistress’,” the short haired girl said. “You fuck for money, yes?”

 

Yvonne could not deny it, even if she had wanted to, but she was no common prostitute. Neither was she a slave. “Yes, Mistress.” Addressing the young girl that way seemed strange and inappropriate.

 

“Then you’re a whore, petite.” She grinned. “Don’t expect to get paid while you’re with us.” She released Yvonne’s breasts, reached into a pocket of her riding breeches and took out something shiny. “Feet further apart.”

 

Yvonne gulped as Claudine knelt in front of her. She hissed as the girl’s fingers pinched between her legs and winced when the sprung clip Claudine was holding bit tightly into her sensitive flesh. Agathe did the same as Annette fixed an identical clip to her sex. The discomfort of the second clip, joined to the first by a short length of thin chain, did not come. Instead, Claudine backed Yvonne against one of the white-tiled walls of the room and went to the cupboard, returning with a wooden baton about sixty centimetres long and triangular in section, which she slid between the girl’s thighs and pushed upwards.

 

“Ow!” Yvonne automatically rose on tiptoe as one edge of the wooden length pressed against her sex. The baton slid into a slot in the wall behind her with a soft clunk and Claudine once more reached between her legs and fastened the second tight clip onto the other of her outer lips with the short chain wrapping around the baton’s underside. The metal’s grip was firm and very uncomfortable, stretching Yvonne’s delicate flesh. She lowered herself to ease the strain, felt the sharp edge of the wood press hard on the tender area between her thighs and immediately raised herself onto the balls of her feet.

 

Claudine laughed softly. “Perfect, petite. You have a choice – stretch that pretty pussy or rest on the wood. I think you’ll choose to stretch them for now, but when your legs start to ache and cramp you might change your mind.”

 

Annette had just finished fastening Agathe in the same position next to Yvonne. The two captives exchanged nervous glances. A moment later their tormentors produced two black silk hoods and slipped them over the girls’ heads. Suddenly in total darkness, Yvonne felt a sharp pinch to her most delicate flesh.

 

“We’ll come back later,” Claudine’s voice promised. “I’ll leave you to worry about how soon. And you’re not to make a sound.”

 

Yvonne heard the door open and close. At least she had not been gagged. She could speak to Agathe, but what was there to say? And besides, she could not be certain the girls had really left the room. They might still be there and just waiting for them to open their mouths.

 

Partly in an effort to take her mind off her discomfort she thought about what she had seen and heard. What had Madame Destrier meant when she had said she had chosen to begin her journey? Had she not already submitted herself entirely to her Master’s will? Her surrender did not come as easily as Agathe’s seemed to, but neither was she so obviously unwilling as Martine. What had been Madame’s purpose in showing her the girls? Was it only to see the one so unquestioningly obedient and clearly utterly devoted to her Master, and the other determinedly rebellious and hating the Mistress who had enslaved her? Yvonne’s belly felt hollow. Why was she being treated in the same way as the slave girls when she was nothing like either one of them? Why was she here at all? Was it really her Master’s doing? Had it really been he who had signed the note that had told her to expect the ’phone call and the one that had come with the train ticket? Did she know his handwriting well enough to recognise it from the single word ‘Marcel’? Was she complying with his wishes or was she being duped?

 

Yvonne’s feet were aching and her legs shaking. Carefully, she eased herself down onto the sharp-edged baton and endured its pressure against the groove between her sex to ease her muscles and the uncomfortable stretching. She thought of what Madame had told Martine. She had known people whose love had turned to hatred when a love affair had ended badly, but never anyone whose hatred had turned to love. Yet Madame Destrier seemed confident that it would happen. Like Martine, Yvonne did not believe it was possible, especially not in such an extreme situation as the kidnapped girl was experiencing. But then, she would not have believed what had befallen her in the last few days was possible either, and still she was bound and hooded and utterly helpless in the hands of strangers. She did not even know where she was, let alone what they had planned for her. And she desperately wished she knew who it was who had decreed she should be there.

 

Her sex aching from the bite of the wood, Yvonne raised herself, groaning as she was stretched and her legs immediately began to ache once more. Soon she could think of nothing but her increasing discomfort, and all she wished for was someone to come and release her from her torment.

 

 

 

    *

 

 

 

“You didn’t like your ride on the bar, cherie?” As Madame Destrier asked the question she slipped her middle finger between Yvonne’s legs.

 

“No, Madame.” Reflexively she tried to close her legs, and felt the cuffs holding them apart tighten on her ankles. She squirmed at the woman’s probing, tugging on the chains holding her arms up and out to the upper corners of the rectangular metal frame to which she was secured.

 

The older woman held up a wet, shiny finger. “Then how do you explain this?”

 

“Mistress Claudine and Mistress Annette,” Yvonne said a little breathlessly. They… they made Agathe….”

 

“Oh, and did you like that, cherie?”

 

“I… couldn’t help it, Madame.”

 

“No need for excuses. It’s a good beginning.”

 

Yvonne shivered. Less than a half-hour after she had been freed from the wooden bar, the licking and lapping and wiggling of Agathe’s tongue had overcome the soreness of her pussy and brought her reluctantly to the edge of climaxing. Her response had not been a complete surprise but the speed at which it had happened certainly had, especially when she felt so tired and uncomfortable. Once again it had taken place in the mundane domestic setting of a kitchen, where Claudine and Annette had taken her and Agathe to be given a meal. The moment it had ended the teasing and touching by the two lesbian girls had begun, and had quickly led to Yvonne finding herself held firmly with her bottom perched on the edge of a bench and her shoulders resting on the kitchen table while an unwilling but compliant Agathe had plied her tongue between her well-spread thighs.

 

Afterwards, Claudine had taken Yvonne, with her need still simmering, to the room where Madame waited, and the two dominant women had fastened her in place within the steel rectangle mounted on the floor, her arms outstretched and her legs shackled apart.

 

“Please, Madame, I am very tired,” Yvonne said.

 

“And of how much importance is that?” Madame Destrier flexed her slim whip. She had changed into a pair of black slacks and a man’s white shirt, but she looked no less intimidating for having shed her riding clothes.

 

Yvonne quailed under her hard stare. “None, Madame.”

 

“Exactly. You’ll find you have far more strength than you imagine, cherie, and it’s quite surprising how quickly the sharp application of a whip or cane can bring a weary slave girl back to her duty.”

 

A flutter of fear ran through Yvonne’s belly. The woman had used those words again. She looked beyond her to the bare buttocks of a girl who knelt on the floor with her upper body resting on a coffee table. Yvonne shivered. The girl must also be a slave. Her knees were spread wide and very blatantly the end of a thick dildo protruded from between her legs. Her wrists were handcuffed behind her back and her ankles bore steel shackles joined by a chain that must make walking very difficult for her. A black silk hood covered her head. The tip of Madame’s whip brought Yvonne’s attention back to the older woman.

 

“Tell me your story, Yvonne.”

 

“Madame?” She had expected a whipping, not questions.

 

“I want to know about you. Your family is quite well off, I believe.”

 

“I… I suppose so. My father owns property and my mother has her own money.”

 

“And gave some of it to you.”

 

Yvonne eyed her with increasing suspicion and the disquieting feeling that Madame Destrier already knew far more than she would have wished about her. “A small sum, Madame.”

 

“Enough to mean you have no need to prostitute yourself, cherie, yet you do. Why is that?”

 

She swallowed hard under the woman’s searching gaze and tugged at the manacles on her wrists. “I… I don’t know.”

 

Madame Destrier dealt a stinging bite from her whip across the fronts of Yvonne’s thighs. “I punish liars. Come now, you have had a privileged upbringing, the best education, the best of everything in fact. So why have you become a whore?”

 

“I am a courtesan,” Yvonne insisted. “Very exclusive, and sophisticated enough to hold my own in the best company in the most select salons and social gatherings anywhere.”

 

“And ridiculously proud of the fact. You seem to think it a great achievement, cherie.” Madame laughed, and slashed the whip across Yvonne’s thighs again. “Answer the question.”

 

“Ooh, please!” Yvonne wriggled at the fiery sting. “Madame, I really don’t know. It just… just seemed right for me.”

 

“Because it was right for Lysette Sudrenne?”

 

“No! Lysette had no choice. Her father died bankrupt. Her mother and sister would be penniless if it was not for her.”

 

“And you wouldn’t be whoring if it was not for her. She brought you to it.” The tip of the whip tickled up and down Yvonne’s inner thighs. She squirmed, and then gasped as Madame stepped close and rubbed its length between her legs.

 

“No, it wasn’t like that. I found out about Lysette by accident. It was I who asked her to introduce me to it. It… it seemed attractive, ex… exciting.” Yvonne gulped. She had never admitted that to anyone but Lysette. She quivered under the touch of the leather.

 

“How odd when you were always such an obedient, well-behaved girl. You never did anything against your parents’ wishes, and they indulged every one of yours. They spoiled you, didn’t they? They gave you anything you wanted?”

 

Anything but their time and their affection. They had always been too busy with their own lives to trouble themselves about that. Yvonne doubted they knew what she had been doing or even cared enough to try to find out. The whip rubbed faster and she rocked her hips to increase its friction on her tender tissues.

 

Madame chuckled. “Good, keep that up. Maybe they did not give you quite everything, eh? Is that why you developed your little rebellious streak? Is that why you took to prostitution? They packed you off to school when you were seven and you barely saw them after that, even in the holidays. And the moment you came back from Switzerland they gave you an allowance and your own apartment in Paris, and ignored you.” She lowered the whip and went behind the chained girl.

 

The rubbing might have stopped but Yvonne continued tingling. She panted as she felt Madame Destrier’s big breasts press against her back and a hand slide over her ribcage and caress the firm rounds of her own aching teats.

 

“They never took time to love you, did they, cherie? Is that why you find it so hard to love?” The woman’s lips were almost touching her ear. “Things aren’t like that here, Yvonne. We have lots of time for you, and we want to love you and for you to love us. You can give us everything that your parents never wanted from you.”

 

As one hand stroked the soft-skinned fullness of Yvonne’s breasts, Madame smoothed the other over the young woman’s bottom to the damp warmth between her thighs, and pushed two fingers into her sex. She hissed at the tickle of pleasure and thrust back against the pressure.

 

“You don’t need to be reserved here, darling. You can let go of yourself. Give me everything. I promise I will gladly accept.”

 

With the tantalizing caresses continuing, Yvonne was having difficulty thinking clearly. There was an element of truth in what the woman had said about her father and mother, but she had never believed their lack of interest in her had influenced her choice of profession. It was her strange and at times overwhelming longing that had attracted her to prostitution, and it had brought her to her present predicament too. But how or why the longing had arisen had always been a mystery. It still was. And did there have to be a reason? Could it not simply be her nature, as it seemed to be also Agathe’s, which continually drove her to seek to live on a knife-edge of anticipation? Mostly, it was anticipation that remained unfulfilled, but on those occasions when it did not…. Her pussy shivered excitedly around Madame Destrier’s probing fingers. She mewed her disappointment when they withdrew.

 

“Come here, slave girl,” Madame called. “Follow the sound of my voice.”

 

The girl lying over the coffee table lifted her hooded head. With her hands cuffed at her back and her movements limited by the chain joining her shackled ankles she was slow and ungainly as she shuffled blindly across the carpet on her knees. Madame grew impatient. She went to the girl and slashed the whip across her buttocks.

 

“Ow! What are you -?”

 

“Silence,” the older woman snapped. “Remember why you are here. Yvonne’s pussy is growing impatient, and so is mine.” The pressure of the whip against the crease in the girl’s buttocks speeded up her shuffles and steered her to Yvonne. Her hooded head turned this way and that as she tried to identify the noises of Madame Destrier removing her shirt and letting it fall. Yvonne licked her lips nervously as she stared at the woman’s heavy breasts and the hard, deep-red nipples on their crests and then at the naked girl. Her head was centimetres from Yvonne’s belly. She knew what was coming.

 

“Please, Madame.”

 

“Hush, cherie. This won’t be your first time.” Madame stood at one side of the frame, rubbing Yvonne’s left breast.

 

“But… but that was years ago when I was very young. And the girl was very special to me.”

 

“And this will be very special too, I promise.” Madame Destrier tapped the whip on the upper curve of the slave girl’s bottom. “Begin.”

 

“Oh, no!” Smooth silk caressed Yvonne’s belly and two glossy, rouged lips brushed the bare skin of her love-mound with gentle kisses that swiftly sank lower. Her sex wriggled and she gasped as the girl’s lips met the little swell of flesh at the apex of her slit and drew on it firmly. “Oh, mon dieu! Non, c’est -. Ow!”

 

Madame’s whip stung Yvonne where thighs and buttocks joined, making her jerk forwards and crush her pussy against the mouth that was teasing it. “In English, as you were told.”

 

Her belly fluttered, half fear, half excitement. Eager tremors tickled Yvonne as a tongue lapped repeatedly, and as her arousal increased she almost forgot the uncomfortable pulsing weals the Englishman had created there. She gasped as the tongue thrust deep into her velvety dampness, pausing only for the girl’s lips to nibble and tease and heighten the urgency of her need.

 

The girl was skilful. Yvonne moaned breathlessly as the wet tongue returned to wriggle and the warm, moist lips sucked on her. Guilt rose up inside her but her arousal rose higher, rippling through her until the sudden wild rush of her climax overtook her. Shackled limbs jerking and her hips thrusting, she sighed and panted her way through the surging spasms then sagged in her chains.

 

Madame lashed the whip across Yvonne’s buttocks. “Lazy girl! You can do better than that. I expected you to hold back, but you put no effort at all into that.” She cracked the leather harder on Yvonne’s stinging bottom.

 

“Oh, please don’t! I’m so tired and I hurt so -. Ooh!” A third fiery stroke silenced her.

 

“Unimportant, cherie, as you should have learned by now.” The tip of Madame’s whip flicked across the hooded girl’s right breast, and she responded with a growl that sounded more angry than pained. “Do it again.”

 

“Oh, no,” Yvonne wailed.

 

Madame Destrier made an impatient noise and closed her fingers over the bruised flesh of Yvonne’s left teat. “You naughty girl! You must always give your best. Nothing else is acceptable.”

 

“I tried, Madame. Really I did.”

 

“Nonsense! Would you have been so reticent if it was your lover from your school days? Would you have given such a half-hearted performance for her?”

 

Yvonne tugged anxiously on her chains. “But… but that was different.”

 

Madame Destrier grinned triumphantly. “Non, cherie, it was exactly the same.” She jerked the silken hood from the head of the girl kneeling at Yvonne’s feet. Thick, rich brown hair spilled onto the girl’s shoulders and over her face. She shook it clear and looked up.

 

Yvonne stared in awestruck horror.

 

 

 



 





























































Chapter Nine
“Lysette! Oh heaven, no!”

 

“Be silent!” Madame Destrier barked. “Not a word from either of you.” She emphasised the order with a tap of her whip to Lysette’s breasts and a stinging flick of the leather across Yvonne’s.

 

“But you should be in Lyon,” Yvonne said, still staring wide-eyed at her friend. “Please, Madame, she is not -. Ooh!”

 

A fierce lash of the braided leather to the lower curve of her right teat cut her off and was followed at once by another to her left.

 

“Insolent, disobedient girl!” The older woman’s cheeks flushed with anger as Yvonne writhed under the whip’s vicious scorch. “When I say silent I mean silent!”

 

Yvonne lowered her head and saw Lysette looking at Madame with an expression of mixed anger and resentment. The girl was not in the least submissive. In fact, she had always been one of the more dominant ones in their class at finishing school. She would hate the degradation of being forced to obey and the pain and humiliation of the punishments she received when she did not. How had she ended up there when she was meant to be with her client in Lyon? Yvonne felt an awful sinking feeling in her stomach as the certainty that this too was far from being a coincidence rang alarm bells in her brain.

 

Madame began unclipping the chains holding her to the metal frame. “Your chere amie was in Lyon,” she said more calmly, “with a dear friend of my own, though she didn’t know it. He was kind enough to drive her here so that you and she could be reunited. Step down, cherie.”

 

Feeling sick as she remembered what the woman had said about the way slave girls should travel, Yvonne stepped from the small platform at the bottom of the frame. Madame unlocked Lysette’s handcuffs and ankle shackles. As the girl began to rise, the older woman flicked the whip smartly across her bottom.

 

“Ow! You….” Lysette’s eyes flashed angrily.

 

“Stay down, or I’ll really give you something to complain about,” Madame snapped. “Yvonne, down beside her.”

 

Sinking to her knees, Yvonne swapped an anxious look with Lysette but did not dare speak. Ignoring her fallen shirt, Madame Destrier strode to one of the two leather upholstered sofas in the room and sat down. Her bare breasts swung heavily back and forth as she leaned forward and tapped her whip’s end on the fur rug near her feet.

 

“Come here, both of you, and crawl.”

 

Lysette gave a soft growl as they both set off on hands and knees towards their tormentor. The centre of the room was furnished like a lounge, with matching leather armchairs as well as the sofas, and two large, sturdy coffee tables. One wall was mostly windows that let in plenty of light even with the dusk gathering. The opposite wall was bare, white painted plaster with three of the rectangular steel fames standing in front of it, while the other two each held a rack of assorted canes and whips. Yvonne had no difficulty imagining Madame and her assistants reclining at their ease while they enjoyed watching the suffering of their victims. It was what the woman was doing at that moment. The knowledge did not stop a thrill of excitement running through Yvonne’s belly at the thought of what might happen next.

 

“We will see if you can find some enthusiasm in the arms of your first love, Yvonne,” Madame said when both girls were kneeling before her. “Perhaps you will put your heart into making love to your petite amie.”

 

Yvonne’s belly flipped and she looked at Lysette. The girl’s lovely face was set and impassive. Was that the reason Lysette had been kidnapped and brought there? Was she merely an instrument to persuade Yvonne to surrender herself? But that meant it was her fault the girl was being humiliated and treated like – Yvonne gulped – like a slave girl. “But, Madame, we are no longer -.”

 

Madame Destrier leapt to her feet. “Such impertinence! Did I not tell you to be silent? Bend over, you bad girl. Get your cheek to the carpet this instant!”

 

Too frightened by the woman’s overpowering wrath to even beg forgiveness, Yvonne obeyed.

 

“Lysette, take hold of her buttocks and separate them.”

 

“No, I won’t help you hurt her,” the girl said defiantly.

 

“Must I remind you again why you are here?” Madame Destrier demanded, and a moment later Yvonne felt the warm clasp of hands on the outer halves of her buttocks and trembled as they were drawn apart to expose the furrow between. Beads of sweat on her breasts formed little runnels that trickled down her skin to her nipples while she held her breath and waited. She jumped at the swish of tightly braided leather cutting the air and the blaze of pain along the soft-skinned cleft in her backside that followed. The whip struck squarely between her buttocks, still tender after the youths’ rough treatment, and forced a cry from her tight throat. Three more blows slashed down on the same spot until it throbbed even more than it had after the young men’s assaults. Yvonne was sobbing tearfully when she resumed her kneeling position. She kept her watering eyes fixed firmly on Madame Destrier.

 

The woman smiled wickedly at Lysette. “Eh bien, we don’t want Yvonne to think I’m letting you off lightly after what she has had to take. Put your hands behind your head and stick your tits out.”

 

The girl took a sharply indrawn breath. “But -.”

 

“You also spoke,” Madame cut her off. “You disobeyed just as Yvonne did. She got four strokes for it and so will you.”

 

There was a pause, and all Yvonne heard was Lysette’s rapid breathing and the thump of her own heart. To her amazement, the girl did not leap up and fly at her tormentor. Though her anger was plain on her face, Lysette bowed her head.

 

“Yes, Madame,” she said finally.

 

“Head up.”

 

She lifted it and, though her eyes were glowing with rage, arched her back and thrust the pointed mounds of her breasts forwards. The whip swished four times more, each ending with the sharp smack of leather on yielding flesh and Lysette giving a strangled grunt of pain.

 

“Now, my darlings, you may begin.” Madame Destrier resumed her seat and smiled, her eyes bright.

 

The two girls eyed one another nervously. Again surprising Yvonne with her meek acceptance, Lysette slid an arm over her shoulder and drew the trembling girl closer.

 

“Forgive me,” she whispered in the second before her full-lipped mouth closed over Yvonne’s.

 

“There’s nothing to forgive,” Yvonne said softly as their mouths briefly separated and hot, fiery excitement flowed through her at the feel of Lysette’s warm, firm breasts crushing against her own. The two girls sank to the soft, sensual fur of the rug. Memories of their first self-conscious, schoolgirl fumblings together and how quickly they had turned to something much more skilful and intensely stimulating filled Yvonne’s mind as she kissed Lysette as avidly as the girl was kissing her.

 

Very soon they were doing much more than just kissing. As her arousal increased with every rapid beat of her heart, Yvonne forgot her weariness and the discomfort of her many hurts. She even almost managed to forget Madame Destrier’s presence, though the woman must be watching every movement of their thrusting fingers, sucking lips and greedily lapping tongues. She felt as if she had been transported back to the time when her life had been simpler and carefree, and when she had not been dogged by doubt and guilt about her strange cravings. In those days she could achieve fulfilment without the need for hours of nervous anticipation, strict instructions and the scorch of whip or cane. Then, it had been only a few steps away across the room she had shared with Lysette.

 

Yvonne climaxed with the soft curls on Lysette’s love-mound tickling her chin as her lips sucked and Lysette’s tongue wriggled in her. It felt wonderful, as thrilling and powerful as she could create with her own hand, and even more incredible than when the three youths had abused her. The disturbing memory slowed the writhing of her hips and quivering spasms but did not quench them, or make her cease the movements of her mouth and tongue until Lysette too had surrendered to her passion.

 

“Bon.” Madame Destrier’s casually cruel whip scored Yvonne’s left buttock. “That will do. Come in, girls.”

 

Yvonne cringed in embarrassment as Annette and Claudine led Agathe into the room by a chain on her collar. She had not heard the door open but it was plain all three had been there long enough to see her and Lysette in the throes of their passion. Her belly flipped as she saw the big, black rubber, strap-on phallus thrusting out in front of the naked blonde.

 

Madame tapped the whip on her buttocks. “Up, Yvonne.” Its tip pressed into Lysette’s breast. She looked daggers at the older woman. “Stay there. Claudine will take you to your room shortly.”

 

Vivid red lines that had not been there when Yvonne had last seen Agathe criss-crossed the girl’s jutting teats, and as she was made to kneel on one of the low coffee tables she revealed fresh welts overlaying those Annette had raised on her buttocks earlier. Claudine pulled Agathe’s head down lower than her bottom and wrapped the chain on the girl’s collar around a hook at one end of the table. Annette stood behind her, grinning as she gripped the thick phallus rising from her crotch and pressed its head between the girl’s upturned buttocks.

 

“Since Agathe has an aversion to being used en le cul, naturally that is where Annette is going to use her,” Madame Destrier said. “Come along, Yvonne.”

 

Suddenly very conscious of the weight of the collar around her own neck, Yvonne gave Lysette a last, regretful glance and followed the older woman from the room just as Annette pushed her hips forward. Agathe’s despairing wail as her rear entrance was forced to yield to the thick phallus was cut off by the closing of the door. Yvonne was returned to the room she had slept in earlier. Drained and tired, she ignored her aches and hurts and flopped face down on the bed, her eyes closing at once. A cruel lash of the whip across her bottom made her yelp and open them again.

 

“On your back.” Madame’s breasts swayed above Yvonne’s face as the woman leaned over her. With a rattle of steel she drew out a long thin chain that was bolted to the wall near the head of the bed, slipped a small padlock at its end through one of the rings on Yvonne’s collar, locked it and pocketed the key. Feeling trapped, Yvonne gave a nervous shiver that changed to one of horror as Madame Destrier stripped naked.

 

“Oh, please, Madame. I tried to tell you before. Really, I am not -. Ooh!”

 

Once more the woman slashed her whip across Yvonne’s thighs before laying it aside and settling her warm, hard-muscled body on the bed beside her. Her fingertip trailed over the burning line she had just scored into Yvonne’s skin.

 

“You are whatever I want you to be, cherie. Anything I say.” Her hand slid upwards. “My little whore, my little slave girl.” Yvonne gasped and spread her thighs wider as long, searching fingers set her sex tingling. “My little lover,” Madame said softly in her ear and seized Yvonne’s lips with her own.

 

She tried very hard to please the woman, partly from fear of the consequences if she failed, but also because of her professional pride and, perhaps more than she cared to admit, because the touch of Madame Destrier’s fingers, mouth and tongue provoked her arousal nearly as much as Lysette’s had. It was a startling discovery which Yvonne had no time to dwell on as, with mounting excitement, she responded to the woman’s teasing explorations by carrying out some of her own.

 

Yvonne was both surprised and disturbed to find that even when Madame strapped a big rubber phallus to her loins, mounted her the way a man would and began vigorously thrusting, her ardour did not diminish. In fact, the friction the dildo caused and the contact of Madame’s thighs and belly and swaying breasts with her skin as the woman panted above her was driving her closer and closer to another climax. When it came, Madame Destrier did not slow her short, hard thrusts and Yvonne discovered her arms had somehow wrapped themselves tightly around the woman and were hugging her against her hard-nippled breasts as she squirmed and spasmed.

 

To her shock and alarm, her passion increased when Madame’s hips began jerking wildly and a sudden intensifying of her gasps and moans announced she too was experiencing her release. Incredibly, Yvonne teetered on the edge, her pussy writhing within a hairsbreadth of another climax that only the sudden cessation of the woman’s thrusts stopped her from achieving. Bathed in sweat and utterly exhausted, she sagged onto the mattress as Madame rolled onto her back beside her, breasts heaving.

 

“Better, cherie,” she said when she had got her breath back. “But still you did not give your all.” She stroked a finger between the girl’s breasts and down to her belly. “Don’t you want to love me? Don’t you want me to love you?”

 

Yvonne barely knew the woman, and what she did know of her made her wary and afraid. Why would she love her or want her love? But it was yet another surprise to realise that she did want to earn the woman’s approval, and how important that had suddenly become.

 

“Well then, tomorrow you will feel the birch. We will see what emotions that can stir in you, petite courtesan.”

 

Yvonne kept her head turned away when Madame Destrier got up and left the room. She was struggling just to keep her eyes open as reaction set in and her weariness overcame her, but she could not surrender to it without trying to think about what she had done. She had never made love to any woman except Lysette. That had always been special to her, unique, yet she had succumbed to Madame’s touch and pleasured the woman with a willingness almost equal to that she had felt with her best friend.

 

Once again it was the excitement that stood out amongst her memories when she recalled the men on the train and the youths at the house, all of whom had abused her as wickedly as Madame Destrier had. Why had she obeyed Linen Suit and the Englishman? She had had several chances to escape them on the train if she had put her mind to it, and could have been safely back in Paris with Lysette by now. Why had she gone with the three youths in spite of her knowledge of the risk she was taking? The answer was so awe-inspiring it made Yvonne’s breath catch in her throat and her heart race in her breast. She had done it because she had wanted to.

 

Marcel would be angry if he knew. She was meant to keep herself for him alone. She should not be giving in to the pleasure of the things she was being made to do. She should not even be feeling pleasure at the things she was being made to do. Her doubts and uncertainties resurfaced, but she was too tired to try and make sense of them. Was she being tested in some way? If so, she had the awful feeling she had failed miserably. And tomorrow she would be birched for the first time. Her fear vanished, swamped by her overpowering weariness.

 

 

 

    *

 

 

 

A fiery streak of pain across her buttocks woke Yvonne next morning. She rolled gasping from her belly to her side and caught her breath at the sight of Claudine looming over her. The girl was naked. Her small, conical breasts were too firm to shake from her laughter as she waved the cane in her hand.

 

“It was just too tempting a target, petite.” Though she was half a head shorter than Yvonne the girl insisted on calling her ‘little one’. Yvonne’s pussy gave a quiver. Perhaps she was right. To her intense embarrassment, after removing the chain from her collar Claudine took her to the bathroom and made her accept another enema, then watched as she squatted over the toilet to noisily expel it. The girl made no effort to conceal the movements of her hand between her slim thighs as she supervised Yvonne taking a bath before removing a small bottle from the bathroom cabinet and leading her back into the bedroom. Claudine turned and stepped close, the stiff nipples on her pointed little breasts pressing into the bigger mounds of Yvonne’s teats just below their rosy crests. Yvonne wanted to back away but that was bound to get her punished. Her nervousness grew as she caught the tang of Claudine’s girl-musk in her nostrils.

 

“M… Mistress, I….” It still seemed wrong to address the young girl with the respectful title.

 

“No, you’re not to speak without permission.” Claudine leaned forward and pressed her lips to Yvonne’s. Anxiety fluttering in her belly, she tried to feign a response even when the girl’s warm, wet tongue slid into her mouth in a long lingering exploration. At the same time, a hand on her sore bottom pulled her belly against Claudine’s and then stroked its way around the back of one thigh. A tickling finger pushed between Yvonne’s legs from behind and made her gasp as it stroked inside her. After what seemed an agonisingly long time the girl released her and stepped back. She looked down, grinning at Yvonne’s arousal.

 

“You mustn’t blush, petite. See, I am doing exactly the same.”

 

A glance proved the truth of Claudine’s words but was no comfort to Yvonne. It was not just her shame that made her cower inwardly but also her worrying failure to suppress her rapid response to the girl’s touch. She had even begun to enjoy the kiss! The heat in her cheeks grew stronger when Claudine had her kneel on the bed and she felt the girl’s thumb and forefinger between her buttocks. Flinching earned her a sharp slap to her left buttock, which ensured she stayed still and relaxed her rear while the girl opened it and dribbled some cool, oily liquid inside.

 

“Madame says you don’t like bumming any more than Agathe does,” her young mistress said, “so, like her, she has ordered you will wear a plug.” She held it before Yvonne’s face, fifteen centimetres of rubber with a narrow neck close to one of its rounded ends. Yvonne swallowed hard. “Just keep that sweet little bum-hole loose, petite, and we’ll have no trouble,” Claudine told her and forced the hard plug all the way in with a single firm push. Yvonne took it reluctantly and with a long gasp and a groan of discomfort. The intruder’s presence made her feel horribly full back there and very aware of her sphincter clinging tightly around the neck of the plug as Claudine took her down to the kitchen. As she sat to eat her breakfast the rubber sinking deeper into her made Yvonne shiver.

 

Agathe was there but not Lysette. Refreshed by her night’s sleep Yvonne finally realised what she should have the night before. The things Madame Destrier knew about her could just as easily have come from Lysette as from her Master. Maybe he had not had anything to do with her meeting Madame Destrier. Maybe Madame was not part of a plan to eventually take her to Marcel but to take her away from him.

 

Yvonne’s appetite vanished, and with it the hope that she would soon see her Master again. How had she been so blind? Tired and hurting though she had been, she should have understood. Lysette’s skin had revealed no marks of flogging, but with her deep-seated distaste for such things the threat alone had probably been enough for Madame Destrier to extract from her everything that she wanted to know. Poor Lysette, to have suffered kidnapping and intimidation because of her. And what would become of her friend now that Madame had what she wanted? Was she too doomed to life as a slave girl, like Martine and Agathe?

 

To her great relief, when Claudine took Yvonne to the room containing the metal frames Lysette was not there. Madame was, however, naked and in the act of securing Martine into one of them. Claudine did the same with Yvonne, clipping the chains to the cuffs she had worn all night on her ankles and wrists, stretching her arms up and out and spreading her legs above a steel post that had not been there the day before. Annette entered with Agathe and fastened her into the frame at Yvonne’s right. Yvonne could not resist the urge to pull against her bonds even though there was no possibility of them yielding.

 

Quivering with tension and very conscious of her knot tightening on the hard invader in her rear, she waited, once more convinced that nothing Madame had done or was going to do to her had been sanctioned by her Master. Her heart ached. She was betraying him. Yet there was nothing whatever she could do to escape it. A door opened and three girls entered, naked but for little pleated semi-circles of cloth hanging from cords around their waists. Each carried an object that was blatantly phallic in shape. Madame Destrier came closer and faced Yvonne, for once her sharp-tongued whip absent from her hand.

 

“My esclaves de maison, cherie,” she explained. “My own personal property, and trained by me to perfection. There are none better anywhere.”

 

Yvonne watched the slave who stood in front of her, a beautiful girl whose full, soft-skinned breasts were marked with the fading lines left by a whip. But it was the object she was holding that was of more to concern to the chained girl. Madame gave a nod and Yvonne’s belly flipped as the girl slid two fingers between her legs while the other two slaves did the same to Agathe and Martine. Clearly judging she was sufficiently aroused, the girl placed the tip of the phallus against Yvonne’s sex and gently pushed. Yvonne gasped at the thrill that sent shivers through her. The phallus was fixed to a small, square box that the slave somehow attached to the post rising up between Yvonne’s parted thighs so that the dildo remained inside her after the girl let go of it. She uncoiled a long electrical flex from the box and plugged it into a wall socket. Yvonne’s heart leapt as the box began a muted buzzing, and wriggling tremors over which she had no control shivered through her. It was a vibrator.

 

Within minutes, all three of the helplessly chained girls were sighing and mewing with a pleasure Yvonne quickly learned was impossible to resist. She had never experienced anything quite like the sensations the oscillating rubber phallus created. Always before it had taken the touch of her own fingers or contact with someone else to provoke such a response. Now it was only this humming, wriggling device that was making her quiver and tremble. As the aroma of woman-scent grew thicker in the air around her, the marvellous, tickling pleasure between her legs intensified until she could no longer fight the need to thrust herself down onto the penetrating length and further feed her desire.

 

“Bon.” Madame Destrier snapped her fingers. Each of the slave girls sank to their knees, and Yvonne immediately felt soft, feminine lips on her. She gave a guttural moan as they sucked hard. Madame’s hands reached out, her palms chafing the hard nipples standing out on the peaks of Yvonne’s breasts. She climaxed, noisily tugging at her chains as her whole lower belly writhed and spasms of rippling delight clamped her muscles around the rubber that filled her front and back. It felt wonderful. As her head spun she vaguely sensed Martine wriggling beside her and heard the girl’s ecstatic cry, and moments later the sounds of Agathe also reaching fulfilment.

 

Breathing fast, Yvonne waited for her body to relax and her muscles to cease their wild clenching. But the vibrator did not stop and neither did the madly tickling tremors it was creating. In panting, unbelievable excitement she was being driven immediately towards another peak.

 

“Give in to it, cherie,” Madame Destrier urged from beside to her. “Don’t try to resist the feelings, embrace them. Give yourself to them.”

 

If she had any alternative, Yvonne was not aware of it. She was scarcely aware of anything but the wriggling rubber. Her physical responses were beyond her control and so overwhelming they banished all coherent thought. Time after time the vibrator took her to the edge, and the slave girl’s mouth and tongue, and the caresses of Madame or Claudine or Annette on breasts and belly and buttocks, tipped her over into incredible, rippling delight.

 

Her chained limbs ached and she felt drained by her relentless arousal when the slave finally withdrew and left the room. She returned immediately, carrying a bucket that she placed on the floor close to Madame Destrier. Still squirming on the pulsating dildo Yvonne watched the woman through passion-clouded eyes as she took three small, tied bundles of thin green twigs from the bucket and handed one each to Claudine and Annette.

 

“You have all felt the cane and the whip, my dears,” Madame said, “but today’s experience will be quite different, though you may be sure no less painful.” She shook her little bundle of twigs over the bucket.

 

As Yvonne watched water dripping from the small green buds at their tips she remembered Madame Destrier’s promise of the previous day. A sudden shiver of fear joined those of pleasure that were wriggling in her belly.

 

 

 



 



































































Chapter Ten
A fine, misty spray of water caressed Yvonne’s skin as Madame flicked the birch towards her breast. Instantly a score of fiery pinpricks stung the outer curve of her right teat and made her breath catch in her throat. Seconds later more fire seared her left breast. There was little weight behind the blows but their effect was far worse than the torment the bed of nettles had caused as Madame slapped the birch twigs onto the inner curves of the girl’s breasts and then immediately downwards onto both up-thrust mounds.

 

“Ooh! Aah!” Soft skin and stiff nipples scorched under the impacts and Yvonne squirmed, wriggling on the phallus as Madame went behind her. There was no whoosh of displaced air and meaty crack of wood on flesh such as the cane made, no swish and smack of leather that accompanied the lash of the whip. The birch was virtually silent in its work, but the pain that lanced like a hundred needles into the backs of Yvonne’s thighs and kept her wrists jerking frantically at her chains told her emphatically that Madame was working it. A half dozen strokes were more than enough to have Yvonne crying out with tears streaming down her cheeks.

 

Another delivered upwards from behind between her legs made Yvonne shriek as it bit into the skin on the inner curves low on her buttocks, the insides of her thighs and the delicate little area between her sex and anus, viciously stinging both in the process. Similar cries from Agathe and Martine told her they had each received a similar stroke. The torment made Yvonne heave upwards until her ankle chains dragged her back and she sank down again onto the vibrator buzzing ever more maddeningly within her. Despite her pain the tingling thrills of her arousal had not deserted her.

 

Madame Destrier’s wickedly smiling face appeared, and a second later she flicked the birch across the fronts of Yvonne’s thighs. Once more the little green buds bit like so many needles, sending stinging heat flaring across her skin and, weak though she was from her struggles and climaxes, she found the strength to writhe. Four strokes scorched her before she sensed Madame alter her aim. Yvonne tried desperately to jerk back but her chains and the phallus held her fast. The birch buds flickered in the older woman’s hand and Yvonne screamed as they scored the bare, tender flesh of her mound. Lights flashed before her staring eyes as her head snapped back and her spine arched, but it only pushed her belly forwards to meet a second stroke to the same spot. Yvonne screamed again.

 

“Oh, it hurts doesn’t it, cherie?” Laughing, Madame Destrier rubbed her fingers over Yvonne’s sex.

 

“Ooh! Thank you, Madame.” Even the touch of her tormentor was welcome if it soothed the awful pain a little. To Yvonne’s amazement, it also provoked a thrilling tingle that abruptly combined with the sparkling tremors and set her squirming with the spasms of another climax. It rippled on and on and even the tightening on the anal plug felt good. As she surfaced afterwards she heard Madame laughing softly.

 

“Well done, Yvonne. It took you by surprise, didn’t it? You almost gave in completely to that one.” She dropped her hand from the girl’s sex. “Bon, petite esclaves. Now purely for the pleasure we take from seeing you suffer you will receive six harder strokes to your bottoms and learn how bad we could have made it if we had chosen to.”

 

If the first cruel kiss of the birch had been like a score of pinpricks the last six felt like a hundred bee stings plunging all at the same time into Yvonne’s madly jerking buttocks. They burned excruciatingly with a fierce blush by the time Madame replaced the birch in its bucket. It felt strange, for there was no deep throbbing in Yvonne’s flesh such as a caning or all but the lightest whips would cause. Her breasts and thighs and smarting mound were bright scarlet and covered with a tracery of deeper-red lines and dozens of dark little flecks where the green buds had bitten. No doubt her bottom looked even worse.

 

Yvonne was first to be unchained. Her relief was short lived. Madame Destrier had her crawl to one of the sofas. Placing her naked buttocks on the edge of its seat the woman leaned back and spread her legs. There was no need for any order. Hurting and weary though she was Yvonne put her head between Madame’s thighs until Agathe was freed and took her place.

 

“Go to Claudine,” Madame said. “Show her your gratitude.”

 

It was not the word Yvonne would have chosen for what she was feeling. She had been dreading the moment she would have to serve the young girl. It was almost a relief and certainly a surprise when the task proved far less of a trial than she expected. Claudine was very ripe, but her aroma and flavour were so similar to Lysette’s that it was easy for Yvonne to close her eyes and pretend it was her dear friend she was pleasuring instead of the young lesbian. She even felt pleased by the girl’s avid response and the speed with which she brought on her climax. When Claudine praised her efforts a little glow of satisfaction, and professional pride filled Yvonne’s breast.

 

Martine scampered quickly across the floor to Madame Destrier the moment she was released. Instead of putting her head to the woman’s crotch she pressed it to the carpet at her feet as if in worship of some pagan deity, then looked up with her features glowing with happiness.

 

“Madame, I love you!”

 

“Oh, I’m glad, cherie!” Madame clasped her hands together with obvious delight. “You see, I told you it was only a matter of time.”

 

“I love you,” Martine repeated. “I… I want to please you so much.”

 

“You already have, Martine.” The older woman smiled down at her earnest face. “But I would like you to pleasure me too.”

 

Even Madame seemed surprised by the eagerness with which the girl set about her task. Yvonne did not see most of it, her own lips and tongue being too busy satisfying Annette, but she heard the impassioned noises Madame Destrier made when she climaxed and heard them again a short while later as Martine brought her to a second enthusiastic release.

 

“Splendid, Martine,” the woman said breathlessly. “Yes indeed. What a difference a little love can make, eh, cherie?”

 

If Martine replied Yvonne did not hear, for Annette chose that moment to reach her own wriggling release, grinding her pussy hard onto her mouth and nose and chin.

 

“I think you can forego this afternoon’s enema,” Yvonne heard Madame say when Annette stopped squirming. “But in the morning I expect you to mount yourself on the spigot, and if you do it satisfactorily, well, then we shall see. Perhaps it will be the last time it is necessary.”

 

“Yes, Madame. Thank you.” Martine rubbed her cheek on the older woman’s thigh.

 

Madame Destrier pushed her away and stood up. “Eh bien, you may rest a while, girls. On the floor, not the furniture. And no touching or talking, or I’ll flog you all.”

 

Despite her warning, Martine spoke the moment the three women had left. “I love her,” she said hoarsely, her tone and expression showing mingled amazement and disbelief. “I love them all.” She lowered her head to the carpet with tears dripping from her eyes. Yvonne and Agathe exchanged glances and looked the other way.

 

When their tormentors returned, Madame and Claudine were dressed in their riding clothes but Annette, who seemed to prefer being naked, wore only a strap-on dildo. They fastened the girls’ hands behind their backs with the wrist and arm cuffs and Madame Destrier took Yvonne outdoors, leaving Annette to give Agathe what she termed a ‘firm bumming’, while Martine may have escaped her enema but found herself the object of Claudine’s less than tender attentions.

 

With a short leather leash clipped to her collar, Yvonne was led towards the building where she had first seen Martine the day before. She felt the chafe of the rubber plug that was still firmly seated, and thought nervously of the water spigot and the fact that Martine was not occupying it just then.

 

“Do you believe it is right for you to impose conditions on your submission?” Madame Destrier asked suddenly.

 

“I… I don’t understand, Madame.”

 

“You do, cherie.” She jerked the leash. “And I will whip you if you lie to me again. We have talked of this before. We both know you are excited by the idea of having to submit. That is good, but it should not have limitations. Your surrender should be total and sublime, giving everything and seeking nothing in return. And that way you too will receive everything.”

 

“I’m afraid I really don’t understand that,” Yvonne said with a nervous curl in her belly.

 

“No, you don’t. Not yet. I’m telling you so that you will understand it when it happens, as it happened to Martine just a short time ago. She was terrified by the enemas. She had never known anything like them, or even that such a thing could be done to her.” Madame tapped her whip against Yvonne’s abdomen. “Each time it happened she was convinced her belly was going to burst, though she was never in any real danger. You saw how defiant she was yesterday, but it was only to hide her fear. A little rebelliousness is useful for that, eh?” She turned and looked into Yvonne’s eyes. “You understand that. Do you also understand what I’m saying, cherie?”

 

“You wore her down.” Yvonne’s belly shrank.

 

“I broke her,” Madame Destrier said emphatically. “Then I gave her the chance to remould herself without her fears and doubts and inhibitions. I helped her see what she had refused to recognise before and to understand her desires for what they were. And I showed her how to give herself up to them. To completely give herself. And I will show you the same, cherie.”

 

Feeling slightly sick, Yvonne looked at the rapidly approaching door to the enema room.

 

Madame Destrier laughed and led her past it. “No, the spigot is not for you, Yvonne. Martine was entirely uninitiated, not at all submissive, and she only liked men, or so she thought. There was much to overcome. With you, I hope there will be no need for the more extreme measures.”

 

Her smile was unnerving. The measures Yvonne had already experienced had been more than enough as far as she was concerned. They reached a second building a little way beyond the first. Much larger, it was built around a paved yard. It was obviously a stable. Large doors in its central section stood open to let in light and air but Madame stopped at a smaller door in one of the buildings wings. Before entering she unbuttoned her blouse and drew it back from the heavy rounds of her breasts, revealing that her nipples were hard and upright. She eyed Yvonne’s nudity and stroked a hand over the stinging, bright-pink skin of her right breast. Yvonne hissed as the touch increased the uncomfortable buzzing her teat’s encounter with the birch had created.

 

“Your skin is wonderfully smooth, cherie,” Madame Destrier said, “and totally unblemished, and it takes the marks so beautifully.” She rubbed the ball of a thumb on Yvonne’s nipple. Though it was sore, to her confusion it began to stiffen. The older woman laughed. “Good, but I want to see them erect all the time. No talking unless I say so.” Her tug on the leash drew Yvonne into the stable. They made their way through what was obviously a tack room, passed two unusual little cart-like vehicles mounted on bicycle wheels and turned the corner into the main block.

 

Madame gestured to a row of stalls lining the building’s back wall. “My fillies, Yvonne.”

 

The stalls were smaller and narrower than Yvonne had expected and she could see neither horses nor ponies within them. The smell of straw filled her nostrils but without the pungent aroma of horseflesh and manure that usually accompanied it in such a place. Instead, it mingled with a more familiar scent. Yvonne’s stomach gave a flutter of nervous excitement. It was the smell of female arousal. Rustling noises came from the stalls.

 

Yvonne only just managed to stifle an exclamation of astonishment. In each stall it was not a horse that was rising to its feet in response to the sound of Madame Destrier’s voice. It was a girl!

 

The older woman went to the low gate of the first one, pulling Yvonne with her, and gestured for the naked young woman who occupied it to come closer. “My latest acquisition. Are you getting used to your new home, cherie?”

 

The girl, tall, blonde and well muscled, nodded. “Yes, thank you, Madame.”

 

Madame’s hand shot out and smacked down on the girl’s left breast. She gave a startled cry and drew back, tugging at the cuffs that held her arms behind her in the same way that Yvonne’s were secured.

 

“Here!” Madame barked and when the girl was again within range smacked her other breast. “You forgot what you were told about not speaking didn’t you, Claire?

 

This time the girl nodded but held her tongue.

 

“But you’ll remember in future, won’t you?” The woman’s sternly furrowed brow relaxed as Claire nodded a third time. “Good. I won’t whip you, little pony girl, since all of this is still new to you. But if you do it again I will.” She took a sugar lump from her pocket, placed it on her palm and held it out. With the use of her hands denied her, the girl took it with her lips. “Now, show me how you swish your tail.”

 

There was only one place the long horsehair tail could have been inserted for it to hang down behind in such a fashion. Yvonne gulped and felt an abrupt clenching of her sphincter as Claire turned and flicked her hips from side to side to swing it back and forth, at the same time revealing the fresh, red welts that streaked her buttocks.

 

“She is eager, but as yet untrained,” Madame explained and called the girl back. “A day or two more to settle you in and then we will begin your preparation, ma petite. You’re going to be a pony to make me proud, aren’t you?”

 

Yvonne saw the glisten of tears as Claire smiled and nodded enthusiastically. From the strong scent of girl-musk that clung around her it was clear that she was not only moved by what she was going through but also very aroused. Staring in wonderment at the girl who wanted to be a pony, Yvonne felt a sharp jerk on her collar and followed Madame Destrier past the high partition that separated the first stall from the next. A brown-skinned girl whose long, dark hair and big, black doe-eyes revealed her Arab origins stood at the gate, which reached to just below her large, jutting breasts.

 

Madame tweaked one of the Arab girl’s chocolate-coloured nipples. “This is one of my best,” she said with an obvious pride and pleasure that were reflected in the girl’s broad smile.

 

“Mon dieu!” This time Yvonne could not suppress her shock. She quickly bowed an apology to Madame Destrier then shivered as she looked at the Arab girl again. In each of the happily smiling girl’s erect nipples was a thick gold ring about three centimetres across. Yvonne could think of only one way they could have got there and the image that entered her mind made her cringe as it evoked her deep fear of needles. Madame saw where she was looking, stepped forward and took one of the rings between her finger and thumb, pulling on it until the stiff point and then the firm-fleshed fullness of the breast both looked uncomfortably stretched. The Arab girl gave a deep sigh, her expression apparently one of enjoyment rather than discomfort. Yvonne looked away with her belly wriggling.

 

“Pretty, aren’t they?” Madame released the ring, fished out a sugar lump and gave it to the girl, then chuckled as Yvonne shook her head. “She has more. Come and see.” She shortened Yvonne’s leash to bring her to the stall’s gate and waved the girl back a few steps.

 

“Oh!” Yvonne’s belly wriggled more forcefully. High in each of the girl’s outer sex-lips, was another gold ring, and two more gleamed a little lower down, between her parted thighs. An even greater shock, and one that made Yvonne’s own pussy go suddenly tight, was the sight of the smaller ring. There was no doubt about the girl’s arousal, and she too smelled disconcertingly of sex.

 

“A bit in the mouth is all very well,” Madame said, “but I find attaching the reins to the rings gets a much more immediate response when I’m out in the chariot or sulky.”

 

They were draught animals, used for pulling the light, bicycle-wheeled carts Yvonne had seen earlier. Her cheeks grew hot. She had likened the girls to animals.

 

“Fetch me one of those dildos, Yvonne.” Madame Destrier pointed to a shelf on the wall facing the stalls.

 

With her hands cuffed behind her she had to take the rounded, rubber head of one of the phalluses into her mouth to carry it back. The Arab girl stamped her feet and gave a fair imitation of a pony whinnying excitedly as Madame took the big dildo into the stall.

 

“I don’t let them have much sexual release,” she said as she fitted it into an angled slot in the side of the stall and clamped it in place. “Their strength is for my use, not to be wasted in their own gratification, though sometimes I allow them a dildo when I’m running them, or occasionally one in their stalls.” She nodded to the girl, who was watching her intently and breathing hard. “Go on then.”

 

The girl backed up to the dildo, rose on her toes and with a skilful flick of her hips twitched her long tail aside and sank herself onto the thick rubber. She gave a long, breathy moan and began thrusting up and down. Smiling, Madame Destrier watched her briefly before moving on to another almost identical Arab girl. The other half of her matched pair, Madame told Yvonne, and had her fetch another dildo so that the second girl could also pleasure herself.

 

The sight of the next pony girl was even more disturbing, for she was as white-skinned as Yvonne and yet also wore a tail, and rings in her rose-pink nipples and sex, which as before was distended in arousal. Were they all permanently excited by their strange captivity? Yvonne felt an unsettling wriggle. Blonde and blue-eyed, the girl was very similar in height and build to the new arrival. Madame did not permit her any sexual pleasure but gave her a sugar lump and then moved to the adjacent stall where another beautiful blonde stood waiting eagerly. Her ringed nipples strained stiffly out from the peaks of her breasts in flagrant sexual excitement. She bowed her head to rub her cheek with obvious affection on the palm that Madame stretched out to her. Much to Yvonne’s confusion, all the pony girls seemed very fond of their mistress.

 

“Isn’t she beautiful?” Madame Destrier said, clearly as pleased as the girl was. “She was my first and the one who got me interested. I only dabble, of course, but I find it a stimulating hobby, and someone was sufficiently impressed by my efforts to ask me to do some training for them, which is rather flattering. I’m also planning to experiment with three in harness, hence my new acquisition. It should prove interesting.” She stroked the blonde’s big breasts, pinched her erect nipples and tugged on their rings. The girl licked her lips, plainly listening to the gasps and groans of the pony girls who had been permitted the phalluses. Madame shook her head. “Non, cherie, no pleasure for you this time, but we’ll have a little run out tomorrow. Perhaps I’ll let you have a dildo while we do it.” Leaving the girl wearing an odd expression of mingled love and disappointment, Madame Destrier pulled on Yvonne’s collar once more.

 

The next stall was empty but in the one beside it a tall brunette stood awkwardly in the centre of the straw-covered floor, her feet wide apart and her knees bent. Yvonne stared. The girl’s breasts and belly and thighs were heavily wealed by angry-looking whip marks and a cylindrical rubber gag was fastened by a strap between her teeth. There were rings in the tips of her breasts. Yvonne looked at the girl’s sex and her gut twisted.

 

 

 



 









































































Chapter Eleven
Attached to the lower pair of rings piercing the girl was a thin steel chain fixed to a ringbolt in the floor beneath her. It was not long enough to permit her to stand upright, or even to attain the position she was in without stretching her skin grotesquely. She stared at Madame with the same hatred and defiance that Martine had shown before her sudden transformation.

 

“One of those I was asked to train,” the older woman said. “Overly proud, rebellious and reluctant for now. That will be familiar to you, cherie. It will change, of course, and sooner than she thinks.” She moved to the next stall where another tall brunette, also much scored by the whip, stood in the same uncomfortable posture. The look she gave Madame Destrier was fearful rather than defiant.

 

“Yesterday, when they were only chained by their collars, they refused to stand up. That has changed,” Madame said with a cold smile at the girl. “I think I will have to introduce the other one to the spigot shortly, but it will be enough for this little pony to witness it. It’s fortunate Martine no longer needs that kind of persuasion.” She led Yvonne past several empty stalls to the one at the end and her pull on the leash drew the girl down in the straw beside her. “I always get so excited when I come here. See, my nipples are as hard as buttons. I usually have one of my ponies pleasure me but today I want you to do it.”

 

Yvonne looked a plea.

 

“Speak then,” Madame said.

 

“My… my breasts and bottom are very sore, Madame. And my pussy really hurts.”

 

“None of which is important, cherie. Do you know what is?”

 

Yvonne swallowed. “Your pleasure, Madame.”

 

The woman ravished her thoroughly, paying no heed to the stinging marks of the birch. Despite the pain of her bottom pressing into the straw and that caused by Madame’s exploring fingers and mouth, especially where the cruel buds had bitten her, Yvonne quickly became aroused. She responded to the older woman’s demands with a worrying eagerness that kept a wriggle of fear in her belly even when the deeply delving fingers found her pleasure spot and forced her into a long, shuddering climax. Like the others that had thrilled through her since she had embarked upon her journey, it was almost as powerful and prolonged as those given by her own hand. Yvonne was glad to ignore her hurts to bring Madame Destrier her own release, then lay panting with the woman’s arm around her shoulders and her cheek cradled on the damp swell of one of her breasts. With no idea where the urge came from, she closed her lips on its big nipple and sucked gently.

 

Madame laughed softly. “You’re improving. Your body surrendered more fully, but not your heart, I think. You gave me pleasure but little affection, and no love at all.”

 

“I don’t understand. We are virtual strangers. How can you expect me to love you after so short a time?”

 

Fingers smoothed over Yvonne’s burning thighs and tickled the tender skin at either side of her slit. “But I love you, cherie, in spite of our brief acquaintance. Don’t worry, I will show you soon. Meanwhile continue to be obedient.”

 

Yvonne was worried. She was far from certain she wanted to learn to love Madame Destrier. What was she supposed to gain from it? She remembered Martine’s sudden slavish devotion, a startling contrast to her attitude of only the previous day. Slavish! The word made Yvonne shiver. She was a courtesan, not a slave. And she had no wish to be ‘broken’ as Madame called it, but neither had Martine and still it had happened to her.

 

Madame did not return Yvonne to the house but took her into the building next door. One glimpse of the big, upright, pear-shaped spigot at the end of the pipe jutting from the wall was enough to make her look away with her muscles tightening around the rubber plug. She saw Agathe in one of the narrow cells but there was no sign of Martine, or of Lysette. Yvonne had not seen her friend all day. Was she somewhere nearby suffering the same sort of torments that she had had to go through?

 

“What did you think of my pony girls?” Madame asked.

 

“I’m not sure, Madame,” Yvonne answered honestly. “I could never have imagined anything like them, though I think I understand why some girls might want to be treated that way. But I would never wish it for myself.” She shuddered at the recollection of the piercings.

 

Madame Destrier laughed and gave her a knowing look. “No, I don’t suppose you would.” She removed the leash from Yvonne’s collar and freed her aching arms from their confinement, and then put her in the cell next to Agathe’s. It seemed to grow smaller when she closed and locked the steel-barred door.

 

“You can have an hour or two’s rest before we resume,” Madame told both girls. “Since my house slaves have tired out their tongues pleasuring you this morning it seems only fair that you should do the same for them this evening. You may masturbate if you wish but mind you keep those plugs in your cheeky bottoms or I’ll take the skin off them with my whip.” She smiled with obvious satisfaction at the idea. “And no talking if you know what’s good for you. A bientot.”

 

Tired and hurting, Yvonne lay down gingerly on her side on the bunk that was all the cell contained. She had been that way from the moment she had begun her journey and had never been given a proper chance to recover. Her eyes closed and then opened again. From the rapid breathing and slippery noises coming from next door it was plain Agathe was taking advantage of Madame’s unusually liberal attitude to them pleasuring themselves. Yvonne’s buttocks were burning. Her breasts and thighs buzzed uncomfortably and the gentlest touch to her sex was enough to hurt. She closed her eyes once more and her awareness of the hard rubber filling her rear immediately intensified. Agathe whimpered and gasped. A warm prickle ran through Yvonne. A minute later she rolled onto her front, ignored the painful pressure on breasts and thighs, slid her right hand between her legs and began to rub.

 

 

 

    *

 

 

 

Madame Destrier gave Yvonne to Claudine for the night. The shorthaired beauty was rough and demanding, using her with no consideration for the ache and scorch the weals of cane and birch caused. Yvonne was not greatly surprised that she still quickly became aroused. The treatment was not much different from that she had often received from her Master. Only the hand that meted out the pain and pleasure was different. Though in the past it had always been so important to Yvonne that Marcel alone should be the one to have such power over her, it seemed much less so now.

 

What did surprise her was the intensity of the climax that set her wriggling frantically after Claudine made her kneel on the bed and took her vigorously from behind with the strap-on. Only days previously the only girl she had ever made love to had been Lysette. Now she succumbed with the same eagerness to anyone who chose to have her. But she did not love them. Nor, in spite of Madame Destrier’s promises that always sounded more like threats, had she any intention of doing so, and not because of the rebelliousness the woman claimed she saw in her. It was simply common sense. How else could she protect herself?

 

Claudine stayed with her all night, and next morning used her again in the same harsh and exacting way. She finally took out the anal plug so Yvonne could receive and expel her enema and then, much to the girl’s dissatisfaction and humiliation, immediately replaced it. After breakfast she was once more chained in one of the steel frames and the vibrator began rapidly driving her towards another surging climax. Madame Destrier again called on the house slaves’ skilful lips and tongues, and that day it was slender hazel wands that she and her assistants used to torment Yvonne, Agathe and Martine as they wriggled and squirmed helplessly in the throes of one orgasm after another.

 

After lunch, they were moved to the garden, where, with their arms bound behind them, they had to repay in kind the house slaves who had given them their morning’s pleasure, while Madame, Annette and Claudine joined in whenever the fancy took them. As usual, Yvonne was tired and hurting as she did her best to meet the demands made upon her, but she was also glad that she had not been made to pay another visit to the stables.

 

She shared her bed with Madame Destrier that night and, worn out though she was, Yvonne could not help but respond to her skilful manipulations. Once more she felt the strange need to gain Madame’s approval, to hear her praise and know that she had pleased the woman who dominated her not only physically but emotionally too, for Madame Destrier was now constantly in her thoughts. How could she not be?

 

When at last the older woman sank down satisfied beside her, Yvonne’s mind was spinning. She should be sated with sex. She had never experienced anything like the last few days, when every waking moment seemed to have been constantly spent in a state of fear or arousal. No, that was not true. What she felt was fear and arousal at the same time, both emotions mingling to create an excitement more intense and compelling than she had ever known before. And it was incredible. The thought alone was enough to make her belly wriggle with fear and her pussy quiver with arousal. Anxiously Yvonne pressed her sweat-run body more firmly against the older woman’s, and was grateful for the comfort of the arm that slid around her.

 

Madame did not re-insert Yvonne’s anal plug after her enema next morning. Remembering how her sphincter had spasmed ecstatically around it the night before, Yvonne was more disappointed than relieved by its absence when she was chained beside Martine and Agathe for a third morning of pleasure and torment.

 

When she saw her three mistresses strip and put on big, well-oiled strap-on dildos she swallowed hard. Clearly her rear entrance was not to remain unfilled for long. With the buzzing vibrator sending tingling thrills through her sex and the lips of one of the house slaves sucking firmly it was less difficult than Yvonne expected to accept the hard rubber of Madame’s false penis deep into her. Soon the woman’s energetic thrusts were heightening the rippling tremors of her next climax.

 

Only Agathe seemed more distressed than enthusiastic while their lesbian captors took turns to use each of the girls. For Yvonne, and from her reaction, Martine also, it was much more pleasurable than the hornet-sting of the thin, twin-tailed cord whips that shortly afterwards seared the skin of their buttocks, breasts and thighs. Madame Destrier made it clear she was dissatisfied with Agathe’s behaviour by lashing her big, pointed teats until they were fiery red and the girl was sobbing wretchedly.

 

Unnerved by the display of ruthless cruelty, Yvonne thought of Lysette and how much the girl would hate to be treated in that way. By now it seemed inevitable that she must also have felt the cane and whip and been forced to submit to her captors’ sexual demands. Yvonne could only hope it was not so. There was nothing else she could do for her friend.

 

“Do you remember straddling the wooden bar, Agathe?” Madame Destrier asked and when the weeping girl nodded, “You didn’t like it, did you? You weren’t even astride it half an hour. Do you want to spend the afternoon riding it with a hood over your head?”

 

The girl shook her head vigorously.

 

“No, of course you don’t.” The older woman stepped closer and stroked the backs of her fingers down Agathe’s sweat-sheened belly. “I know you want to please me, cherie, but you just can’t bring yourself to give me your love yet, can you?”

 

“I am trying, Madame. Really I am,” the girl sobbed.

 

“I know, darling,” Madame crooned, still stroking. “You stay here and have a good think while the rest of us have lunch. You can decide whether you want to spend the afternoon serving Annette the way you know you should be, or whether you’d rather ride the bar.”

 

Yvonne felt her sphincter tighten and her sex quiver. She had no doubt which she would prefer. Would Agathe see sense and make the same choice? She knew she was being simplistic. If it was only a matter of sense she would have begun loving Madame Destrier from the start and saved herself a lot of pain, but love could not be summoned whenever it was wanted, or even needed. It might come or it might not as time passed, but Yvonne did not believe anyone could make another person love them, especially not with the methods Madame employed. Then she remembered Martine.

 

After they had eaten, Madame cuffed both Martine and Yvonne and took them to the enema room. The older woman smiled at the wary look Martine gave her when they entered.

 

“No, cherie, you will not have to mount the spigot again,” she said.

 

“I… I will if you wish it, Madame,” Martine said, though she was clearly very afraid.

 

Madame kissed her and locked her in one of the cells, which were otherwise unoccupied. Where was Lysette? Was she still there, shut up somewhere in the house perhaps, or had she been sent elsewhere? Yvonne’s stomach turned over as an awful thought filled her head. Had she been put in the stable? Was she destined to become one of Madame Destrier’s pony girls? Yvonne’s concern for her friend was replaced by a more immediate fear for herself when Madame Destrier drew her by her leash in the direction of the building she had just been thinking about. She had no wish to see the pierced and ringed girls again, especially the two who had been chained and flogged. Were they still restrained in that cruel way?

 

After the heat outdoors, the room in the stable to which Madame brought Yvonne was cold enough to raise gooseflesh on the girl’s skin and pucker her nipples. With its floor and walls and ceiling all covered in white tiles it had a sinister, clinical atmosphere that nothing could have emphasised more frighteningly than the presence of the naked girl strapped to the shiny metal table at its centre. Yvonne’s belly gave a mad flutter. Instinct told her to run, and only Madame Destrier’s tight grip on her leash and the sudden heart-stopping slam of the door behind her prevented her from following it.

 

“Ah, Claire, all ready and waiting, I see,” Madame said, and though Yvonne had no idea what was about to happen it seemed incredible that the girl Madame Destrier had described as her ‘latest acquisition’ should smile and nod in reply. Her arms were fastened behind her in the same way that Yvonne’s were. With her head on a leather pad at the upper end of the table she was held in place by broad leather straps buckled above and below her full breasts. The lower part of her buttocks overhung a semicircular cut-out in the other end of the short table to which two articulated steel bars were attached. Claire’s legs were strapped to the bars at thigh and knee and ankle, held spread well apart with her knees bent and her thighs angled upwards. The table was not flat but bent near its middle, raising her torso at an angle and also lifting her hips and belly as if to present her bare sex to the man who sat on a stool placed between her open legs.

 

“Everything is prepared, Monsieur Bienveillant?” Madame asked.

 

The man replied with a hoarse sounding “oui”. His name meant ‘kindly’ but Yvonne had an awful suspicion it would shortly prove to be a misnomer. Mouth dry and her heart racing, she watched a naked girl of obviously Arab descent, wheel a small trolley covered by a white cloth towards him. For no reason she could understand, Yvonne had the feeling the man was familiar, though she could not recall ever seeing him before. He wore a cheap suit and a cream, broad-brimmed sunhat with a black band around it, which any real gentleman would have removed indoors. From beneath it straggling grey hair hung around his ears, combining with the hat to conceal much of his face. His large nose had an odd, almost rubbery look about it and he seemed to be wearing powder on his face, for a trickle of sweat down one cheek was creating a track through it.

 

Yvonne’s scrutiny ended abruptly when the brown-skinned Arab girl stepped from behind the man and it suddenly became clear to Yvonne what she was about to witness.

 

“Oh, Madame!” Yvonne gasped.

 

The woman laughed. “Don’t be so concerned. And don’t interrupt again. Come closer so you can see properly.”

 

With the hammering of her heart easing only a little, she obeyed the tug on her leash and stood next to Madame Destrier, looking down at the helpless girl whose smile was not quite as bright as it had been.

 

“You’re going to be a brave girl, aren’t you, cherie? You’re going to make me proud of you?” Madame asked and Claire nodded and took a deep breath. “Bon. We begin.”

 

Monsieur Bienveillant flipped the cloth on the little trolley aside. Yvonne saw the gold rings lying on it, but it was the needles beside them that brought a strangled squeak of horror to her lips. They were bright, shiny steel, longer than her middle finger and thicker than any she had ever seen. The thought of having to watch them pierce Claire’s flesh was enough on its own to make Yvonne light-headed and her gut churn with fear. She turned her eyes away.

 

Madame Destrier gave a hard tug on her leash. “No, cherie! You have to see this. You will watch it all closely or you will get three dozen with the cane to your bottom the instant it is over.”

 

For a second, Yvonne was ready to accept the alternative, so deep-seated was her irrational but very real fear of needles. Reluctantly she turned back as the Arab girl swabbed Claire’s right breast with alcohol. The girl shivered and sighed. Both of her nipples were stiffly erect. Unbelievably, she was aroused. Monsieur Bienveillant rose to his feet, carefully selected one of the terrible needles, leaned forward between Claire’s spread legs and reached for her right breast.

 

Yvonne was aware that Madame was watching her with narrowed eyes. She ached to turn away from the sharp, shining steel. Instead, a horrified fascination kept her eyes riveted to the sight.

 

“Ooh!” It was Yvonne who cried out. Claire kept her lips clamped tight, nostrils flaring and a look of dogged determination on her lovely face. Stomach heaving, Yvonne saw the man take one of the gold rings, withdraw the slim steel shaft and push the opened ring to the piercing he had made. Claire gave a shudder and a soft grunt as Monsieur Bienveillant forced the blunt metal through the hole and clasped the two halves of the hinged ring together.

 

“Good girl,” Madame Destrier said while the Arab girl dabbed alcohol on Claire’s left breast. Breathing harder than the helpless girl was, Yvonne lowered her gaze but a sharp jerk on her collar made her look up as the man repeated the awful operation to Claire’s other nipple. Again the girl remained silent as the needle penetrated the stiff nub of flesh, though beads of sweat had formed on her skin and were slowly trickling down the up-thrust swells of her breasts.

 

“They look so pretty, cherie,” Madame Destrier told her. “I’m so looking forward to getting you into harness for the first time. Now, the next ones will be a little more uncomfortable, but you can bear it, can’t you?”

 

The girl nodded gamely, but anxiety had replaced much of the determination in her expression by the time the Arab slave had completed the swabbing. Madame Destrier pulled Yvonne even closer. Horror-stricken but chillingly fixated upon what was happening, she could not drag her gaze away as Claire stiffened and stared wide-eyed at the thick needle nearing her delicate flesh. The straps around her belly and thighs bit deeper into her skin as the steel pricked her. Madame pressed a hand to her shoulder. Claire gave a series of long, breathy gasps and Yvonne’s stomach turned over as the girl’s flesh bulged for a second from the needle’s pressure then abruptly yielded and the point thrust from her skin.

 

Panting, Claire sagged in her straps and moaned softly when the man pushed a ring as large as the ones in her nipples through the piercing and closed it tight. A minute later he had done the same to the opposite side and then added another ring lower down on each side. Yvonne was not relieved when all four rings were in place. There was still one more to go. A chill of dread ran through her.

 

The Arab girl bent her head to Claire’s sex, licking and sucking. Breathing deeply, perhaps as much with arousal as anxiety, the girl tensed as Monsieur Bienveillant picked up a tiny gold band with a pair of fine-pointed tweezers. Her own nerves strung tight, as Claire’s buttocks clenched visibly so did Yvonne’s as the sharp steel thrust through. Claire gave a low-pitched grunt as the man forced a thin ring less than a centimetre across through the piercing he had made, and then Claire was freed from the straps and helped to dismount the table. Her smile returned to her face now that the worst was over.

 

Madame Destrier praised her courage. “Only a few days for you to heal and we can begin your training,” she promised. “Now, go and kneel in the corner there, facing the wall.”

 

As the girl knelt where she had been told, the door opened and Claudine entered leading a collared girl at the end of a leash. Yvonne caught her breath. It was Lysette. Powerful emotions welled up inside her – affection for her best friend, relief that she was not bruised and wealed by the whip and cane, and sudden, gut-wrenching fear that Lysette too was about to suffer the awful torment of the piercing.

 

Yvonne stared wide-eyed at Madame Destrier. “Oh, no! Please, not her.”

 

Lysette was shaking her head and looking at Yvonne with tears in her eyes. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry!”

 

Madame’s smile bared sharp, pointed eyeteeth. “No, cherie, not her.”

 

 

 



 















































































Chapter Twelve
Dreadful, horrifying understanding struck Yvonne like a fist in her belly.

 

Even with her arms pinioned uselessly behind her, it took Madame Destrier, Claudine and the Arab girl several minutes to wrestle her onto the metal table and fasten the straps around her writhing body. No threat Madame made could prevent Yvonne fighting with all her strength to escape the horror they meant to inflict on her. She kicked and wriggled frantically in an extremity of fear and panic. Only when she was completely spent did her struggles subside to weakly jerking her legs as they were strapped to the bars at the lower end of the table. Close to hysteria, she could not even find her voice to beg. She rolled her head from side to side, making inarticulate noises. Nothing terrified her more than the thought of a needle piercing her skin. Lysette knew that. And so did Madame Destrier!

 

The woman stroked Yvonne’s cheek and she jerked her head away as if the fingers were red hot. “I know you’re very afraid, cherie. Far more afraid than you need to be. But that’s the nature of an unreasoning fear. When it rises up inside us it defies all our attempts to treat it rationally and logically. In that respect it is very like love, for that too so often seems irrational and without logic.”

 

“Please,” Yvonne managed to croak.

 

Madame shook her head. “It has to be, cherie. Your pride is greater than I anticipated. Your conceit is holding you back, and we need to overcome it. So, you see, we have to use more drastic methods after all. But it will be over soon, and then you will feel so much happier, I promise. You know it’s only your fear that makes it seem so bad. We’ll help you get rid of it, and when you do you’ll find you have plenty of room for love. Ready, Monsieur?”

 

Monsieur Bienveillant stepped between Yvonne’s parted thighs, and then leapt quickly back just in time to avoid the glittering, golden arc of piss that spurted from her as she lost all control.

 

“Oh, such a fuss you’re making,” Madame said, “and after Claire showed you how easy it is. But see, your friend is going to help you, just as she did once before.”

 

Lysette bent her head to Yvonne’s. “I’m here, darling,” she said softly, brushing Yvonne’s dark-blonde hair from her sweating brow. “Remember how it was when we were at school? You laughed about it afterwards. It wasn’t as bad as you expected then, was it?”

 

Yvonne’s attention was more for the Arab girl and how the cold, astringent feel of the alcohol she was rubbing on her nipple was making it stiffen in spite of her terror. Monsieur Bienveillant stooped between her upraised thighs and reached out his hands. All she could see was the long, shiny needle in his hand that was coming closer. A strangled wail of utter despair forced its way from her constricted throat a second before her head spun and darkness overwhelmed her.

 

She came around with the touch of a cool, damp cloth mopping her forehead and a single moment of lucid thought that deserted her the moment she opened her eyes. The man still hovered over her, one hand squeezing her breast, the other still gripping the needle, which was a hairsbreadth from her. She screamed. Lysette pressed closer, crushing Yvonne’s rolling head against her breasts as the awful steel stabbed. She had felt worse pain, but that made no difference to her unreasoning terror. It was not the hurt but the knowledge of how it was being caused that made it so unbearable. By the time Monsieur Bienveillant had forced the gold rings through both of her nipples she was exhausted by panic and horror and more futile struggles.

 

Lysette continued to croon gentle words of comfort and encouragement, still holding Yvonne’s head to her breasts with her own tears dripping down to mingle with the ones flowing over the tormented girl’s cheeks. Yvonne longed for unconsciousness when the man turned his attention to her sex. The long, slow stabbing of the needle’s wicked point made her cry out weakly – the strength to scream had deserted her by then.

 

The Arab girl had difficulty when it came to preparing her for insertion of the tiny gold ring, and for Yvonne it was utter torture but somehow it was managed. It was what hurt Yvonne the most, and not just physically. The moment she felt the ring close and Monsieur Bienveillant’s grip relax, she sank into blackness once more.

 

 

 

    *

 

 

 

Yvonne woke in her bed in the house. Beyond the window the light was the pale of early morning. Her sex and nipples were throbbing and buzzing. It was not intolerable pain, but enough to stop her going back to sleep. She was lying on her back with her whole body aching and stiff. They had pierced her. Surprisingly, her horror did not rise up, nor despair or loathing or anger.

 

The chain fixed to the wall was on her collar but her hands were not confined. Gingerly, she touched the gold loops at the tips of her breasts and hissed at their sting. There were only two rings in the sides of her sex, set high in her flesh. Very carefully Yvonne explored between them. It hurt but it also tingled. She risked a second touch and was astonished to feel that the very small ring was making her partially aroused. She seemed to be pulsing with a strange sensation, half pain and half pleasure. Was this what the rings would do to her? All the time?

 

Her heart sank. It could only be an illusion, but the rings felt heavy in her flesh, dragging at it, a constant reminder of what had been done to her. They were a symbol of what she had been reduced to – no longer the proud, elegant and sophisticated courtesan but a lowly and degraded slave girl. A tremble of excitement ran through her. Yvonne swallowed nervously and thought of the wicked woman who had done this to her. A wonderful warmth swelled inside her. Astonished, she felt her heart fill with affection and gratitude as an image of Madame Destrier smiling and nodding her approval came into her mind. A shiver ran down her spine, only to be swamped by a far more powerful shiver in her pussy.

 

All her ideas about love had been wrong. All her notions about how it developed over time as two people got to know one another and a bond grew between them were mistaken. What she had never understood before, what she had never believed but could now see was perfectly true, was that it was possible to be flogged and tormented and pierced and pleasured into loving someone. No, not someone! For it was not someone she loved. It was everyone.

 

Madame Destrier herself came to Yvonne that morning, gave her her enema, supervised her shower and inserted her plug into her rear. Yvonne accepted them all with a warmth of gladness and gratitude that far exceeded anything she had known before. Madame’s smile of pleasure as she admired the rings piercing her flesh caused a glow in her heart.

 

“It has happened, hasn’t it, cherie?”

 

Yvonne nodded. “You were right, Madame.”

 

“I am rarely wrong in the matter of young and beautiful women such as you,” she said. “Did I not promise that you would love me?”

 

“Oh, yes, Madame! I do love you.” Tears of happiness overflowed Yvonne’s eyelids.

 

The older woman took her in her arms, kissed her, stroked her rounded buttocks, and Yvonne welcomed the pain as the woman’s big breasts crushed against her own.

 

“Good girl.” Madame released her and smiled. “At first I thought it was your parents’ neglect and lack of love for you that was at the root of your stubbornness. You never rebelled as a child, but I thought your choice of profession was a way of doing so later. Then I realised that while your unconscious desire to be loved might have created your need to submit, it was your conceit that was obstructing your total surrender.” She stroked a fingertip on one of Yvonne’s throbbing nipples. “You were proud about being so exclusive, about the powerful men you attracted and the importance of your chosen Master. You were proud that you had chosen him, eh? It all made you feel important too, didn’t it, and fed your pride? That’s why you always described yourself as a courtesan. But what are you really, Yvonne?”

 

“A whore, Madame. Just a whore.” Yvonne felt a surge of pleasure as Madame kissed her again.

 

“But a good whore. And now a good slave girl too.” She quickly stripped off her riding clothes. “Show me your love, cherie.”

 

Yvonne’s head spun. She was utterly unprepared for the incomparable joy that swelled in her breast as she ardently served her Mistress, or the rapturous rush of pleasure, both sexual and emotional, that she felt when Madame Destrier wriggled ecstatically in her climax. Nothing she had experienced before even approached the feelings that seemed to be trying to burst out from inside her. While Madame dressed, all Yvonne could do was kneel on the floor and weep from happiness. The older woman stroked her cheek and drew her to her feet. Smiling, she looked into Yvonne’s tear-filled eyes.

 

“Bon, cherie. That is how it should always be, how it will always be for you from now on. It feels good, doesn’t it?”

 

“I love you, Madame,” Yvonne could only repeat, her voice hoarse with emotion.

 

“Of course.” Madame Destrier kissed her. “So, this morning you will rest, but this afternoon I want you to set an example to Agathe and take a bumming from Annette. The girl is proving less tractable then I expected.”

 

“Gladly, Madame,” Yvonne agreed, and that was what happened, and again the next day, because Madame Destrier wanted it that way. That same night she shared Yvonne’s bed and though her piercings had barely begun to heal she served her Mistress with an eagerness she could scarcely believe she was capable of, and the most wonderful and satisfying sense of achievement filled her when Madame praised her efforts.

 

If only she had known sooner how total surrender would make her feel and had known how to accomplish it. It had taken her journey, with its uncertainties and fears and suffering to bring her to such fulfilment. Yvonne thought of Marcel and discovered the doubts she had had about him had been swept away. The love that now encompassed Annette and Claudine as well as Madame Destrier also included her Master. It included anyone who chose to command her.

 

Had any of what had happened to her really been Marcel’s doing, or had it all been a trick to lure her into the clutches of Madame? Was the answer to that question any longer important? It would be nice if she could see her Master again, but if she now belonged to Madame Destrier Yvonne would happily accept it. Perhaps Madame would wish to make her a pony girl. A tremor ran through her. She would have to have two more rings if that was the case, but the thought made Yvonne only a little nervous. As her Mistress had promised, her terror of needles was a thing of the past, driven out by the depth of her new love. Yvonne did not wonder about the suddenness or the reason for the change in her. Why should she, when it felt so exhilarating?

 

On the late afternoon of the fourth day following her piercing, she was kneeling naked in the lounge at Madame Destrier’s feet. Madame sat on a sofa, absently stroking Yvonne’s hair as she watched Claudine and Annette, aided by two of the house slaves, chaining Agathe’s ankles to the upper rail of one of the steel frames. The girl still showed too much reluctance about accepting, so Madame had decreed that she should have a dozen strokes of the birch to her inner thighs and six more between her legs to see if that had the desired effect.

 

Yvonne could still find it ironic that the girl who had appeared to be the most submissive was the one to resist the longest. Martine had been returned to her Mistress, and it was plain Madame Destrier’s interest was now fixed on training her new pony girl. Yvonne was no longer chained in the frame each morning and had only been beaten once since being pierced, and then, as Claudine had explained before she did it, purely for the pleasure the shorthaired girl took in seeing and hearing the cane impact her buttocks. Though it had hurt horribly, Yvonne had taken the caning gladly and made love to Claudine avidly afterwards, giving herself completely as Madame Destrier had said she must. She had been rewarded with a climax that had left her awed by its breathtaking power and delight. Even the recollection was enough to create a fiery glow in her sex and the same heartfelt gratitude and devotion she had experienced at the time.

 

A knock at the door drew Claudine away from helping to secure Agathe. The girl hung upside-down, her shoulders resting on the floor and the cuffs on her upper arms chained to the frame’s lower corners. She was gasping and grunting as Annette forced a very broad rubber dildo deep between her buttocks. One of the house slaves stood ready with the water bucket containing the green birch twigs.

 

“Henri is here, Madame,” Claudine announced on her return.

 

“Tres bien.” Madame Destrier rose to her feet. “Stand up, Yvonne.”

 

Stomach suddenly fluttering, Yvonne obeyed. Madame patted her cheek.

 

“You are a good girl, cherie. A good slave girl. You know that is what we have made of you, don’t you?”

 

Yvonne nodded. Everything she had experienced had been to make her see exactly that, to realise fully and beyond any doubt what she was and would always be from now on.

 

The woman led her outside, not into the garden as she always had before but to the front of the house. A light truck stood there with its engine running. Painted along its side were the words ‘Mustafa Hassan, Compagnie d’Algerie’.

 

Yvonne turned in alarm. “Oh, Madame! Algeria?”

 

“Be calm, cherie.” Madame Destrier took the hands Yvonne held out to her and drew her closer. “Your adventure is going to continue. You must accept it. Do you love me?”

 

“Yes, Madame,” she replied at once. Amidst her sudden anxiety and confusion, that at least she was sure of.

 

“And I love you, cherie. And I want you to go. Trust me, and obey me.”

 

A sudden aching realisation struck Yvonne. “But I want Marcel,” she said, tears brimming her eyelids. “I want to see my Master.”

 

“What have you learned about what you want?” Madame Destrier asked sternly.

 

Yvonne swallowed. “That it is of no importance, Madame.”

 

The older woman smiled. “Good. Besides, you will see your Master when you arrive.” Her eyes twinkled. “But who is to say who that Master will be?”

 

“Oh, am I to be sold to the Arabs then, or… or the brothels?” She had heard such things happened.

 

“Anything is possible, Yvonne. But it is not something to concern you. Such decisions are no longer yours to make. Others will choose for you from now on. That’s what you really wanted, isn’t it, to be under the total control of another? Well, now it has happened.” Madame pulled her close and brushed her mouth over Yvonne’s lips. “This is not the little game you played in Paris, cherie, toying with your fantasies of submission. This is the real thing. And you cannot escape it.”

 

Thrills of excitement joined those of fear that were fluttering madly in Yvonne’s stomach. Madame was right. She could not escape. She was not even sure she wanted to escape. But still her heart ached to be leaving Marcel.

 

A big, broad-shouldered African in striped t-shirt and denims climbed down from the truck’s cab and unfastened the padlock on its rear doors.

 

“Kiss me, cherie. It’s time to go.”

 

As Yvonne kissed Madame Destrier on both cheeks and then her lips, the older woman closed her hands around the girl’s breasts and her fingers and thumbs tugged on her nipple rings.

 

“You will be superb, Yvonne. You are very beautiful, and I have enjoyed having you so much. I will miss you.”

 

“And I you, Madame,” she replied, her tears welling up. “I love you. Will I ever see you again?”

 

The woman smiled again. “As I said, cherie, anything is possible. Now go on. Obey without question, and you must not speak unless given permission or you will be whipped.” She released Yvonne’s breasts and gave her a push towards the waiting African.

 

Yvonne faltered. “Madame Destrier, please tell me, do you know Marcel Hanriot?”

 

Madame arched an eyebrow and looked deep into her eyes. “Do you, cherie?”

 

The black man blatantly appraised Yvonne’s nudity as he swung open the truck’s doors. She looked up, stopped dead in horror, and turned to Madame Destrier.

 

“Oh, Mad -!” The woman disappeared into the house without a backward glance. Yvonne cried out as the man’s big hands around her waist lifted her up to join the four other naked girls who stood one behind the other, facing out of the back of the vehicle. Their wrists were manacled to rails above their heads and their ankles to others on the floor.

 

The African shackled her too, hand and foot. Oh god, she really was a slave! Was that truly what her strange yearnings had been about? Was it really what she wanted? It had just been an exciting, exhilarating game in Paris, a guilty pleasure; as Madame Destrier had said, the fulfilment of a fantasy, and always afterwards a return to safe, comfortable, familiar normality until the next time. But now she was being taken to North Africa with little chance of ever returning. Horrifying thoughts went through her head. Her gut lurched and her bladder let go from the enormity of her terror. The African waited patiently for the golden arc of her piss to stop splattering the ground, grinned at her, and closed the doors.

 

Plunged into total darkness, Yvonne struggled to regain control. The vehicle began to move. Feeling desperately alone and with her sudden longing for Marcel a physical pain in her chest, she somehow quelled her rising panic. Her fears still swarmed in her mind, however, as she swayed with the bumping and rocking of the truck and the steel cuffs bit into her wrists and ankles. Whatever her fate, Madame had made it clear she would never again be allowed to exercise any will of her own. Oddly, the thought seemed to calm her. Had she not already sacrificed so much of that to her Master and even more to Madame Destrier? How often had Marcel dictated how she would spend her day, the places she could go and people she could see, and the clothes she could wear, even down to whether or not she was permitted panties? And how thrilling it had felt to obey him exactly and to know that even though he was not there she was still firmly under his control. Her journey from Paris could have been like that if it had not been for the intervention of the strangers and her own doubts and uncertainties.

 

Yvonne’s sex gave a quiver at the memory and another at her imaginings of what might lie ahead. Her journey, her adventure Madame had called it, was continuing. Her new master, whoever he might be, would certainly want to control her. The difference was that as a slave girl she would never have a single moment when she was not under that control. Never again would she have a choice about any aspect of her life. Her body would belong completely to her Master and, as Madame Destrier had helped her to learn, her mind, her heart and her soul too must also belong to him, to do with as he pleased. She must not impose restrictions on her submission but give herself entirely to it, to be used in any way that anyone she was told to serve might choose to use her. And she must love them for it.

 

With her sex feeling suddenly warm and her belly fluttering with fear as damply tingling tremors prickled through her, Yvonne remembered Madame Destrier’s question. Did she really know Marcel? He was handsome and strong, cultured and charismatic, and, of course, rich. She recalled once asking Lysette where his money came from, but somehow the question had never been answered. Beyond his charm and the fascination he held for her, Yvonne had never known very much about him. He had always treated her as an intellectual equal, but in all other respects he had behaved as if she was his inferior. It was how he treated all women and had been responsible for some of the nagging doubt she had chosen to ignore when she had embarked on her affair with him. It had also been part of what had attracted her. Now it no longer made any difference. Now she loved him with the same certainty with which she loved Madame Destrier and Claudine and Annette, and with a power that was even greater. Yvonne’s heartache deepened. She would never see him again. Yet she would love her new master too. Madame Destrier had given her the freedom to do that, and shown her the happiness and fulfilment that came with it. As the truck rattled its way along the road she heard her gold rings gently clinking together.

 

The truck stopped and its engine faded. Yvonne’s heart leaped when the doors opened. Squinting in a sudden flood of electric light she saw men with coiled leather whips in their hands. As she had been last in, she was first out of the vehicle. She waited anxiously under the lustful eyes of her captors while the other girls climbed down and then was herded along with them towards a stout, round-bellied man in a white suit. Was this Mustafa Hassan? She looked at his brown-skinned face and Arabic features and shuddered. Except for the African, only white men had looked upon her naked beauty before.

 

The Arab ran his eyes along the line of girls, pausing to smile wolfishly at Yvonne’s nipple rings and the gleam of gold in her sex. None of the other girls were pierced. He pointed with a short, rattan cane. “Allez!”

 

With Yvonne in the lead, the girls walked the length of the warehouse to which the truck had brought them, escorted by the men with whips and the Arab, while the African went ahead to a door in a far corner of the building. To reach it, they had to pass a steel-barred cage. Yvonne’s belly gave a wild wriggle. Five naked, brown-skinned girls sat on the straw within the cage, manacled hand and foot and with shiny steel collars identical to the one she wore herself around their necks. She quickly looked away from their wide-eyed stares. The African opened the door and went through it. Though it was obvious she was expected to follow, Yvonne hesitated. The Arab’s rattan smacked across her buttocks.

 

She stepped onto a covered walkway. At its end, silhouetted against the deepening purple of the evening sky, Yvonne saw the outline of a large boat. Her last faint and foolish hope that she would find Marcel waiting for her on the other side of the doorway died. Despair filled her. She had not entirely believed it was possible until that moment, but it really was happening. The same boat that had brought the helpless Arab slave girls to their cage in France was going to take her away to another cage in far-off Algeria – away from her home, her life and her love, and to a future that was utterly unknown and suddenly very, very frightening.

 

 

 



 





















































































Chapter Thirteen
Perched on her back on the rough wooden crate, Yvonne panted as her sex tickled and trembled with arousal. Her legs were bent up to her breasts and parted as much as the short chain between her ankle shackles permitted, held that way by the African’s grip on the backs of her knees. His cock was the biggest by far that she had ever seen and felt as if it was striking sparks in her. How she managed to accommodate its immense length and girth she did not know, but she was grateful that he had chosen to use her pussy this time and not force his way into her rear entrance as he had several times before.

 

She wriggled, thrusting back against his plunging length as much as her awkward position allowed, striving to give her all in the way Madame had taught her. For the woman’s words had proved to be true; by giving everything, Yvonne did also receive everything – that wonderful ecstatic release she had experienced for the first time at Madame Destrier’s hands, and the warm, satisfying, soporific glow, as heady as any narcotic, that came after it. She must love him, just as she loved Madame for showing her how freely it could be given and accepted. That he had never spoken a word to her since the voyage began was unimportant. She could still open her heart to the man as well as her body, open herself as she would if it was Marcel whose hard shaft was driving so violently into her and taking her to the brink. Remembering her Master was enough to tip her over the edge. Yvonne climaxed with wild, wrenching spasms of delight, gasping and sighing and whimpering and her hips jerking madly. Moments later, the marvellous contractions happened again as the black man thrust harder and faster and she felt his climax.

 

As soon as he had satisfied his lust, he picked Yvonne up under one arm, dumped her unceremoniously onto the straw in the cage in the boat’s hold and locked the door. She lay with her breasts heaving and quivers continuing to tease her sex, and eyed the four other girls in the cage. They had not looked away during her ravishment and they were watching her still, with an odd mixture of sympathy and envy on their faces that she understood very well. Yvonne had felt the same emotions when she had watched each of the girls taking her turn to serve the men who guarded them. It had happened frequently during the three or four days of the voyage – Yvonne was not sure which. In the constant electric light of the hold there was no day or night to help her judge.

 

She had not even discovered the girls’ names, for there was always a man with a whip present to ensure they remained silent as well as having no physical contact with each other. What Yvonne had discovered was that as her world had shrunk to the confines of the boat’s small hold, her level of sexual excitement had grown until it was now a constant simmering that needed only the appearance of one of her captors to bring to the boil. It was plain that the other girls felt the same. They ate, drank, slept, lounged in the straw, and risked the lash of the whip while surreptitiously masturbating and waiting impatiently for the next time someone would come and ignite their passion. There was nothing else to do. Yvonne had been only briefly disturbed when she had realised there was nothing else she wanted to do. Obey without question, Madame had told her, and when she did she was rewarded with feelings more intense than she had ever known before.

 

She felt the tiny gold band squeeze her tingling flesh and a shiver of excitement ran through her. She was always very conscious of the band’s presence and that of the ring that held it in place, never quite allowing her arousal to subside completely, just as the rings in her nipples seemed to keep them always semi-erect. As she had learned at Madame Destrier’s they were a constant reminder of her new status – no longer the proud courtesan but a humble, willing, selfless slave. But whose slave? Yvonne’s acceptance of her new status had not reached the point where she did not think about the question frequently or feel a flutter of apprehension in her belly whenever it arose.

 

For the first time since they had left France she heard the throb of the boat’s powerful engines slow. Soon they were doing no more than ticking over and then there was a gentle bump and the motors stopped. Yvonne heard footsteps on the deck above. Minutes later she and her companions were taken from the hold. The sun was warm on her bare skin, though still quite low in the sky to her left. It was morning then. Her shackles were removed along with those of the other girls, and their guards led them down the gangway and onto a stone jetty at one end of a small, sandy beach flanked by low cliffs.

 

With only her school geography lessons as a guide, Yvonne had naïvely expected to see camels and Bedouins wearing flowing robes and headdresses awaiting her. Instead, there was only a truck identical to the one that had collected her from Madame Destrier’s, and the only Arabs were the fat man from Marseille and those of that race among her guards. She saw two big, black cars driving off the jetty and onto a metalled road just before the African who had used her regularly during the voyage lifted her into the back of the truck and manacled her wrists and ankles to the rails within. This time, Yvonne found herself at the back of the line. Her gut was churning and her heart racing long before the other girls had been secured. The doors slammed, plunging them into darkness once more, and the truck set off. She was about to learn her fate. Despite what Madame had taught her, it was impossible not to feel afraid about what lay ahead. Yet, along with her fear, did she not also feel a shiver of excitement?

 

The journey was brief. With mounting trepidation Yvonne was lifted down to join the other girls in looking nervously at their surroundings. They were in a small, walled courtyard, facing the door to a white building. Through the courtyard’s arched entrance she did not see the desert she had expected but a wide, green lawn dotted with shade trees, and beyond it a big, three-storied, white house with a cloister-like terrace in front, iron-railed balconies on its second floor and a red-tiled roof above. It was far from being the seedy brothel or the Bedouin encampment Yvonne had been imagining.

 

The door before them opened. The round-bellied Arab led the way with the guards flanking the nude girls and the black man directly behind Yvonne. The room within seemed to have no windows. It was entirely in darkness except for a cone of light shining down from above to form a brightly illuminated two-metre circle on its stone-paved floor. Inside the circle was a brown-skinned man, stripped to the waist to reveal a hairy, muscular torso and bulging biceps. At one side of him was a tall iron framework sunk into the stone floor of the room. Beside it, to Yvonne’s instant and intense horror, stood a brazier of glowing coals.

 

The sight made her recoil, only to find her back pressing against the broad chest of the African. A thrust of his hips pushed her forwards again just as the girl at the head of the line obeyed the half-naked Arab’s gesture and stepped towards him. Yvonne was astonished. The girl could see what was going to be done to her, yet she was willingly giving herself up to it without a word of protest or complaint or the slightest show of a struggle. It was incredible. Yvonne looked around. They were surrounded by their guards and shut up inside a strange place in a foreign country. Perhaps it was not so incredible after all. She swallowed with difficulty. She would never be able to accept it so calmly when her turn came.

 

The clang of metal fixed her attention back on the girl as the Arab pulled a long handle on the thick iron shaft of the frame. Two sets of metal bars about a metre long were attached to the shaft, one high up and the other near the floor. When the handle was pulled each set of bars separated. At a nod from the Arab the girl stepped between the two lower bars. She had very dark hair but her skin was pale, especially in the glare of the electric light. Her arms trembled as she raised them. The Arab pulled the handle again and the bars closed, shaped sections enclosing the girl’s wrists and ankles, trapping them between the metal. A pull on a second handle raised the higher ones, stretching the girl’s body taut. She gave a little anxious gasp.

 

Yvonne’s view was limited by the girls ahead of her, all of whom also had good reason to be trying to see what was being done. One by one each took her place and a half-strangled noise deep within each one of them exploded into a cry of pain that lasted just seconds. For Yvonne, the sound reverberated in her head for much longer.

 

Finally, Yvonne was close enough to see the imprint on the girl before her, the capital letters ‘MH’ no more than three centimetres square with the ‘M’ slightly higher and its last leg intersecting the crossbar of the ‘H’. Mustafa Hassan. Yvonne glanced at the plump-bellied Arab. He had been much more interested in one of the other girls during their time on the boat.

 

Then Yvonne noticed that there was someone else present. Just beyond the light she could dimly make out a seated man in Arab robes and a headdress that covered the lower half of his face. She sensed as much as saw that there were others behind him. Something very like Yvonne’s old pride stirred within her. Her pain and how she bore it were as important as her pleasure. It had been her pride, her conceit, as Madame Destrier had called it, that had prevented her from giving herself wholly in the past. Now she would use it to find the strength and courage to do just that and bear what was to be done without wetting herself or crying out.

 

As if to prove it could be done, the girl ahead of her gave scarcely more than a soft grunt and, though she threw her head back and clenched her trapped fists, she remained silent and kept her back straight and her chin high as she walked away. Still very afraid, but thoroughly determined, Yvonne stepped into the light and raised her arms.

 

“Come here, girl.” The voice was gruff and muffled by the cloth over the man’s mouth, and to Yvonne’s surprise it spoke in English. With a fearful and confused glance at the waiting Arab and no loosening of the tightness in her belly, she went to the seated man. It seemed natural to kneel. She could not see him clearly, only the white of his Arab clothes and the light reflecting in his narrowed eyes.

 

“Why is this being done?” the same muffled voice asked.

 

“Because it pleases their Master,” Yvonne answered without hesitation.

 

“What do you think about it?”

 

“I think it will hurt horribly, Master,” she said truthfully. Yvonne had no idea who the man was but he was clearly a master.

 

“Yet you were ready to accept it without question or complaint. Why?”

 

“For the same reason as the others. It is my Master’s choice.”

 

“What if your Master decides you should be whipped instead? What have you to say about that?”

 

Yvonne looked at the pot-bellied Arab, who looked back indifferently. “Nothing, Master. That too is a decision for my Master to make.” Did the corners of his eyes wrinkle at her reply?

 

“And what if I decide you should suck me?”

 

“You?” She caught her breath. Was he her Master then? Was he Mustafa Hassan? At once Yvonne’s heart told her that he was. “I would suck you, of course, Master.”

 

He parted the lower half of his robe, revealing riding breeches and tall, black boots. “Do it then.”

 

Yvonne moved between his parted legs and loosened his breeches. His shaft was hot and already very upright. With hands and mouth she pleasured the stranger, conscious but uncaring that the other people she had vaguely seen in the background must be watching. She gave him everything, loving the feel of him between her lips, his arrogant, dominating length under her fingers, even the sounds of his rapid breathing and pleasured gasps as she bobbed her head. Whoever he was, she loved him. It felt wonderful.

 

She felt excited tremors and the damp heat of arousal spreading through her. When he climaxed, she revelled in the depth of the warm satisfaction that filled her at knowing she had held back nothing. A hand stroked gently through her hair and seemed to reassure her that it was true.

 

“That was good, Yvonne. The best you have ever given me.” The voice was no longer gruff. It was no longer muffled. It was very, very familiar!

 

Yvonne jerked her head up, her mouth falling open. The cloth no longer covered his face. He dragged off the headdress and leaned forward into the light. Her heart swelled with rapturous joy.

 

“Oh, Marcel. Je t’aime!” In her elation Yvonne lapsed into French and flung herself into his arms. “Ooh, j’ai jouir!” she cried as the rippling delight of her climax seized her and she wriggled in Marcel’s grasp. He laughed and held her tightly until the spasms faded, but her joyfulness remained. For one marvellous minute his strong arms encircled her while her breathing steadied and her vision came back into focus. “I love you, Master,” Yvonne said again, her voice cracking from the sheer delight of speaking the words, and her belly and sex fluttering with excitement.

 

“And I love you,” Marcel said, smiling into her upturned face.

 

Her joy increased. “It was all your doing, wasn’t it, Master? Everything that happened right from the beginning? Just the way you planned.”

 

“Of course it was, darling. But you were never out of sight of my people the whole time. I wouldn’t risk losing you. You’re much too important to me.”

 

Yvonne remembered the pain, the fear, humiliation and awful uncertainty he had made her suffer, but most of all she remembered the incredible excitement and arousal she had felt during her journey, and the discovery of her true self that each stage had helped lead her towards making. “I think I understand, Master,” she said.

 

His arms tightened around her. “Good. I could see what you desired the first time I met you, but I knew that you could not. You were groping your way in darkness, not even aware of what it was you were seeking. Prostituting yourself had not answered your need, and neither was the kind of submission you were giving to me. I knew I would lose you if I didn’t do something, so I arranged your little adventure to help you realise what you really wanted, and to ensure you achieved it. And I knew the measures needed would have to be quite extreme.”

 

Yvonne recalled her heart-stopping terror when the needles had thrust into her flesh, and the revelation that had followed. “The piercing was hardest, Master, but worth it. It finally made me understand.”

 

“I know.” He hugged her. “As I told Madame Destrier afterwards, you were a very brave girl considering how much you fear needles.”

 

She gave him a puzzled look. “You told Madame? But how?”

 

Marcel chuckled. “You didn’t recognise me in my disguise. I was there when it happened. I was Monsieur Bienveillant.”

 

“You! It was you who pierced me? With… with your own hand? Oh, thank you, Master! Thank you.”

 

He laughed again. “I was being quite selfish too, my love. As I said, I didn’t want to lose you. And it gave me great pleasure to give you your rings. They make you even more beautiful.”

 

“Thank you, Master,” Yvonne repeated with a glow of happiness. “You are very skilful.” Once more she felt the tingling of arousal. “Master, I know it is not for me to question your decision, but was it necessary for those poor girls to suffer the pain? I don’t understand why you had it done.”

 

“Why, simply so that you could see it. The girls all volunteered to come here on the boat with you, and to accept the kiss of the iron. They are my loyal slave girls and they love me. They were eager to bear my mark.”

 

‘MH’ – Marcel Hanriot, not Mustafa Hassan. She should have seen it sooner. Yvonne had always known she had to share Marcel with other women, but she had a feeling that there were many more than she had imagined. It did not matter. He had told her he loved her and she knew that she loved him. She knew what she must do. Swallowing hard, Yvonne slid from his arms to kneel humbly at his feet.

 

“I am loyal too, Master, and no one could love you more than I do. It is right that I should also bear your mark, if you will allow it.”

 

“Ah, if you knew how much I hoped you would say that,” Marcel said, smiling his delight.

 

She had known how he would respond before she had even spoken. Yvonne rose and placed herself in the implacable iron grip of the branding rack. Fear made her heart pound and her gut twist as she saw the Arab move behind her. True to the promise she had made herself, she did not empty her bladder or cry out. Hardly more than a hiss escaped through her clenched teeth. Fiery pain seared her high on her right buttock, just to the rear of and below her hip. Then her arms and legs were free but the blaze and scorch continued as she drew herself erect before her Master. A slave girl appeared holding out a wet cloth that was blessedly cold when Yvonne pressed it to her buttock.

 

“Beautifully done, and bravely too,” Marcel congratulated, rising from his throne-like chair and coming to her side. He moved her hand and the cloth and traced a fingertip over the raw, throbbing letters seared into her flesh. She whimpered in pain. “That is beautifully done too. You will look stunning made-up, jewelled and clad in revealing silks, with your rings and your mark of ownership. Your beauty will be incomparable.” He snapped his fingers and the rest of the lights in the room came on.

 

Yvonne blinked and stared. At once she knew who had been in the black cars she had seen at the landing stage. They were all there. And they were all looking at her naked, pierced and branded body: the man who had spanked her in her apartment, Linen Suit and the Englishman from the train, the three youths who had abused her so cruelly in the cellar, and, of course, Madame Destrier. And there was another. Yvonne turned to her, struggling with her surprise.

 

“Lysette? Oh, thank heaven! I thought you were a… a prisoner.” She glanced at Madame Destrier who was smiling coolly at them.

 

Lysette's eyes were glistening with unshed tears. “I… I never was a prisoner. I was part of the deception.” She clasped Yvonne’s hands in her own. “I won’t blame you if you never forgive me. I tried to persuade you to reject it all on the train but then I… I let Marcel persuade me it was best for you, that it was what you really wanted, even though you didn’t know it. I wasn’t convinced but I went along with it because… because….” She shook her head and a tear rolled down her cheek. “Despite what I’ve seen and heard, I still have doubts. If -.”

 

“But I do not, dear friend,” Yvonne interrupted. “Marcel is right. It’s not just what I want, it’s what I need. I have never felt so happy or so whole as I do now. My doubts and fears are all gone. I feel complete.”

 

“Happy!” Lysette looked disbelieving. “But how can you be happy when you are…?”

 

“Exactly what I want to be.” Yvonne smiled and squeezed her friend’s hands. “Believe me, Lysette, I am happy.” She did not add ‘and hurting’, though her brand throbbed wickedly. She continued smiling as Marcel appeared at her side. He took her hand in his and together they led everyone to the big, white house.

 

The others went their separate ways once they were inside, but Lysette followed as Marcel took Yvonne down a wide, white corridor to a beautifully furnished room that was obviously his study. He raised no objection when Lysette entered too, still looking anxious. Marcel sat on one end of the large desk. Behind him, Yvonne could see two almost naked girls standing at either side of an open pair of French doors that led to a terrace and a walled garden of lawns and fountains with a tall wooden post at its centre.

 

“Come stand before me,” Marcel told her.

 

She obeyed, squaring her shoulders to thrust out her breasts and keeping her belly taut as his gaze explored her.

 

“You’ll go to the infirmary shortly,” he said. “We have our own doctor who will see to your hurts. You’ll stay there for a few days to give you time to recover from the journey. Then I’ll see you’re moved to the top floor with the other girls.”

 

“The harem,” Lysette cut in. “Or would the bordello be a more accurate description?” There was no mistaking her acid tone.

 

“If you like,” he replied levelly. “What better accommodation for a former courtesan who is now my beautiful slave girl?” He smiled at Yvonne. “You mustn’t mind Lysette. She doesn’t understand as we do.”

 

“Or I understand too well,” Lysette said bitterly, “and it is Yvonne who is blind to what has been done to her.”

 

“May I, Master?” Yvonne asked and at his nod turned to her friend. “My Master is right. It’s you who don’t understand. I see very well that Marcel has used my desire for submission and domination to entrap me. I think perhaps I even hoped for it all along. I know that now it has been done there is nothing I want more than to submit to my Master’s will in all things. And it makes me glad to know that if a day ever comes when I should refuse my submission it will be forced upon me.”

 

Lysette stepped back and clasped her hands together before her breasts. “Mon dieu! There is no saving you, especially not from yourself.”

 

Yvonne laughed softly as a pleasure and excitement that was much more than just sexual bubbled within her. “No, my dear friend. For I do not want to be saved.” She turned to face her Master, brimming with happiness.

 

He was looking at her with a thin smile on his lips and his eyes narrowed thoughtfully. “You are very astute. I knew I was right to choose so clever and intelligent a girl. In a week’s time I have a guest arriving, an important man in this country. He has expressed a desire to meet a beautiful, elegant and sophisticated young Frenchwoman. I think you will be ideal.”

 

“Yes, Master. Anything you wish.”

 

“He will be here for several days. You must serve him as you would serve me, my love. You must meet any demands he makes upon you.”

 

“Of course I will, Master,” Yvonne said solemnly.

 

“Tres bon.” He nodded his satisfaction with her unquestioning obedience and rose to his feet, standing so close that she had to tilt her head back to look up at his face. “You will find I am a strict Master, much stricter than I have been with you in the past. You will not wear clothes except for the pleasure of others. The rest of the time you will make do with a simple loin covering. You will wear a collar at all times, though not always the same one.” He stroked a fingertip along the shiny steel locked around her neck. “At night you will be chained so you may not pleasure yourself. That too is only allowed for the satisfaction of others. You may also find yourself taken from your bed at night or from your daytime duties to be spanked or caned or whipped. There will be occasions when you know what you have done to deserve such treatment, and there will be others when you do not. In addition, you may be chained or bound or confined in a cell. That too is for the pleasure of others.” He laughed as he looked at Yvonne’s nipples, which had grown harder and more erect as he spoke. “I see my words excite you.”

 

“Oh, Master!” she breathed as his hand slipped between her legs and delved into the moist warmth of her sex. Yvonne mewed her disappointment when his finger almost immediately withdrew.

 

“Never mind,” Marcel said. “I will come to see you this evening, my dear. Perhaps I will permit you some pleasure then. In the meantime, be sure you do not try to touch yourself. You will be caught. But if you perform your duties well you may sometimes be permitted certain brief freedoms, and masturbating is one of them.”

 

“Yes, Master,” Yvonne said. The more he mentioned it the more she wanted to do it.

 

“Those are just a few of the rules,” he said. “There are many others and you must learn them quickly. I’ll assign one of the other girls to explain them.”

 

“Thank you, Master.” Yvonne paused before continuing. “May I ask a question? Are there many other girls?”

 

His smile bared his teeth, and then he bent and kissed her lips. “Yes, sweetheart, there are, but none are more important than you.”

 

And none any less important. She had not expected anything else. “Thank you, Master.”

 

“There is another matter,” Marcel said, and his expression grew stern. “Do you remember the instructions you were given the day you left Paris?”

 

Yvonne gulped. “Yes, Master. I’m afraid I didn’t follow them very well.”

 

“Not well at all. You disobeyed them. You spoke when you should have remained silent; you used French when you were told to speak only English. You even showed defiance. You were a very bad girl.”

 

“Yes, Master. I’m sorry. I should have had more trust in you.” Fingers that bore the scent of her arousal lifted her chin and she looked into Marcel’s eyes.

 

“You have to be punished, sweetheart.”

 

 

 



 



























































































Chapter Fourteen
The regret in Marcel’s tone was not reflected in the predatory expression on his face.

 

“Yes, Master,” Yvonne agreed humbly.

 

“Oh, no!” Lysette cried from somewhere behind her.

 

“Two dozen to your bottom with the rattan will suffice.” As Lysette gasped, he looked a challenge over Yvonne’s left shoulder and his icy stare quashed the girl’s objections. Marcel snapped his fingers and the two girls by the French doors came and stood at either side of Yvonne. One of them had gold rings in her nipples. “These girls will take you to the whipping post in the garden.” His hand caressed her left breast then slid down to her sex. “I care for you very much, Yvonne. That is why I had to deprive you of your freedom.”

 

“No, Master, you have given me my freedom. Thank you.” She badly wanted to fling herself into his arms but instinctively knew it was forbidden. Still, she could not resist rubbing against his stroking fingers. She was very excited. Her belly quivered. She was going to be that way often from now on. Marcel’s touch vanished but the tingling pleasure it had created continued.

 

“Eh bien,” he said with a smile, “I will see you later, my love.” He did not kiss her.

 

As she stepped from the terrace, Yvonne looked back and saw he had turned away. She had known he would not watch. Her swaying hips made the fierce burn of her brand flare brighter as she crossed the lawn to the whipping post. The man who had pressed the hot iron to her skin stood beside it, running one hand up and down a long rattan cane as he watched her approach. The grass felt soft and springy beneath Yvonne’s bare feet. The wood of the post was warm against her belly as she took her place and raised her arms towards the two iron rings at its top. The two girls, now her companions in slavery, took the cords that hung from the rings and began binding her wrists. Yvonne let them.

 

Fear and arousal made her belly writhe, her feelings coalescing into a passion and excitement far more powerful than anything either emotion alone could have stirred in her. An upsurge of elation thrilled through her. This was just the beginning. Her future now was to be governed every minute of every day by Marcel’s domination and control. It was going to be wonderful.

 

The first cruel, cutting stroke of the cane scored the yielding flesh of Yvonne’s buttocks. Pain tormented her body and mind, sharpening her thoughts to a clarity she had not known for many days. With it came sudden insight, a deeper, more penetrating understanding. She had not embraced her slavery for her Master’s sake. There was only one person for whom Yvonne was prepared to make such a sacrifice. She was not doing it because she loved Marcel. She was doing it for herself. Because she loved what he had made her become.

 

 

 

    *

 

 

 

At the first crack of the cane on Yvonne’s helpless flesh, Lysette turned from the open doors and strode across the room to face Marcel. “You can’t have her flogged after everything she’s already been through,” she protested. “She wasn’t even sure it was you who had given those orders.”

 

“That was part of the plan,” he replied. “She had to be off-balance and in unfamiliar places with unfamiliar people for it to work. Except for you, of course. There had to be one friendly face to comfort and encourage her. By the way, I’ll overlook the matter of you disobeying your instructions on the train and trying to persuade her to abandon me, but only this once and only because you did so well at Madame Destrier’s.”

 

Lysette winced at being reminded of her own part in her friend’s downfall. “But… but that awful hot iron. Surely you can show her some mercy after that?”

 

“It isn’t mercy she wants. She wants discipline and control, perhaps even oppression, and she wants it all of the time, day and night. If I show her leniency, she will start to doubt my love for her, and that will be the beginning of the end of her love for me. That’s what was happening in Paris. It was you who told me about it, remember?”

 

Her lips twisted. “Love,” she scoffed, and cringed as she heard the meaty smack of the cane and Yvonne crying out. Lysette pointed towards the open doors. “How can you call that love? I doubt you’ve ever felt it in your life.”

 

Marcel frowned at her. “I am as I am, my dear. But I do love her, as much as I have ever loved anyone. As much as I love all of my beautiful slaves.” He smiled thinly as she recoiled from the word. “I understand these things better than you, believe me. As I said, I knew what Yvonne desired long before she realised it herself. You must have recognised she’s a natural submissive. And you know she was dissatisfied with her life in Paris. Have you ever seen her happier than when she saw me again?”

 

“Thanks to you she was also worn out, hurting and confused. But she won’t always be that way. She’s far from being a fool. Sooner or later she’ll realise what has really been done to her.”

 

He shrugged. “You heard her; she already has. But it will make no difference, because she loves me and she lives only for me. And that is where her happiness comes from. Don’t belittle her achievement or what she has gained from the suffering I put her through. I did not do it lightly.”

 

“But you did do it. Do you really know what she went through on the train or with that monstrous Madame Destrier?”

 

“Of course I do. I planned it all and I was there to witness some of it. I had to take away her dignity and pride, her vanity and self-importance in order to make her face herself. Only then could she accept her true desires and stop holding back her private self. From now on she will give everything because she is no longer doing it for herself but for me.” He gave her a smug smile.

 

“But everyone has a private self,” Lysette argued. “Everyone has thoughts and desires they would never want to share with anyone else.”

 

“Maybe so, but that isn’t the way for a slave girl, especially one like Yvonne. Her desires are too powerful for her to be allowed to withhold them. And she could never have found happiness or love on her own. She would always have kept herself aloof and apart from everyone else. Even with you, who she obviously loves, she was never completely open.”

 

Again Lysette flinched from the reminder of how she had deceived her friend. As if to underscore the depth of her treachery, a shrill, agonised cry came from the garden.

 

“Ah, the last one,” Marcel observed casually. “Always much harder than the rest.” As he reached into his desk drawer she watched the slave girls untie Yvonne and help her limp away from the scene of her latest torment. Marcel took a small leather satchel from the drawer. It clinked as he placed it on the desktop.

 

Lysette did not believe a word he had said. Nor did she think he believed it. It was just some ridiculous pseudo-psychology to justify to her what he had done. She eyed the satchel and wished she could walk out and leave it where it was. “I betrayed her,” she said and tears stung her eyes.

 

“Now you’re being melodramatic,” Marcel told her and slid the money across the desk. “Go on, take it. It isn’t thirty pieces of silver. It’s gold coin and, as you said, it will pay off the last of your late father’s debts and give your mother and sister the comfortable life they deserve. Isn’t that what you want?”

 

“I believed what you said about Yvonne,” Lysette said accusingly. “I thought you were right about her.”

 

He made an impatient noise as he rose to his feet, picked up the satchel, opened Lysette’s clenched fist and placed the money in her hand. It was heavy for something so small.

 

“I was right. Now take it! For heaven’s sake, it’s not the first time you’ve helped me ensnare a girl I wanted.”

 

His choice of words was not lost on her. Lysette scowled and clutched the gold to her breast. “No, but it’s the last. You’ve gone too far and I’ve had enough. Yvonne was my best friend, not someone I barely knew. I don’t care what you say, you didn’t tell me the truth about her. And she wasn’t the only one who was hurt and humiliated. One of your cronies insulted me on the train, and in spite of your promises I was bound and beaten when I was at Madame Destrier’s. And I didn’t like any of it, Marcel! I want no more to do with your dirty business.”

 

He spread his hands. “As you wish. I can easily find someone to take your place. Go back to whoring then.”

 

She drew herself up, eyes flashing with anger as her chin lifted proudly and her full breasts thrust out in indignation. “I’m not a whore. I am a courtesan. Don’t concern yourself about returning me to Marseille, I’ll take the regular steamer. Until I do, I’ll stay in a hotel in Algiers. Now, will you have someone drive me or do I need to call for a taxi?”

 

“All right, I’ll arrange it.” Marcel sat down and lit a cigarette. “But I suggest you think very carefully about the consequences of your decision for our future friendship.”

 

“I’ve done enough thinking,” she replied. “I only wish I had started earlier. And as far as I’m concerned our friendship has no future.” With a last guilty glance towards the garden, Lysette left the room, clutching her gold tightly with both hands.

 

A minute later Madame Destrier entered and sat down facing Marcel. “I’ve been looking over your stock, cheri. You have some very fine girls here. I recognised several that I trained myself. I’ve just seen Yvonne on her way to the infirmary. How lovely she is, and her skin marks so beautifully. I can’t imagine you ever selling her.”

 

“Heavens, no!” Marcel said as he took a larger satchel than the one he had given Lysette from his desk drawer. “Although Lysette doesn’t believe it, Yvonne is very special to me, which is why I took such care over her. She is intelligent, educated, sophisticated and, as you say, a great beauty. She will be popular with the wealthier clients. I’ll soon recoup my expenses.”

 

“You have already arranged her first assignation, I understand,” Madame said with a knowing smile.

 

“The sheik is a business associate and an influential man, if a little uncultured. Where he comes from it is simple courtesy to provide a beautiful slave girl for the pleasure of a guest. Yvonne has to start somewhere. And the Arabs pay in gold.”

 

“He is also fond of buggery, I’ve heard. Though you need have no concerns on that score. The girl’s reluctance was easily overcome.”

 

“I don’t doubt it,” Marcel said, “though I intend to give her a few days to recover and find out for myself.” He slid the satchel of gold towards her as he spoke. She weighed it in both hands, gave a satisfied nod and began rising from her chair, but sat down again as he continued staring pensively in her direction.

 

“There is something else, cheri?”

 

“Yes, Madame. Tell me, what do you think of Lysette?”

 

Madame Destrier smiled wickedly. “Oh, she will be superb, Marcel! I guarantee it. Simply superb!”

 

 

 

The End
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