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This story begins with the novel…
The Taking of Cheryl, Book One: Cheryl Captured 


Part Seven 

AT HOME WITH THE TURK

The Turk’s estate lay on a ten-acre island in the northwestern corner of Lake Winnipie. It was accessible only by boat and the only dock on the lake was served by the only road that led there. Large barbed wire topped fences along the shore of the island discouraged intruders, as did the seventy four year old man who served as Turk’s groundskeeper. The old man and his wife lived there year-round. They protected and maintained his domain. There was electrical service to the island through an underwater cable, but no telephone. Visitors were directed to a gated entrance and an intercom/bell. No one without a warrant and a gun would ever be admitted without the Turk’s consent.

It was here that the Turk brought his new capture, Denise. She had traveled there in the minute prison of one of Turk’s special boxes. He had strapped her in, just as he had Cheryl, rolled her down to his van and driven her the 250 miles to his island. After he had strapped her down in the box, and was as he was preparing to apply the facemask and gag, she had pleaded desperately not to be imprisoned. It took some effort to jam the mask’s gag into her mouth. She had abandoned her resistance when he twisted her nipple harshly. With tears in her eyes, she meekly opened her mouth and granted admission. He had not sedated her before placing her in the box as he had Cheryl because of the length of the trip. It was about the same distance as to Baltimore, but a much longer drive due to the lack of principal roads in that area of the state. Once the mask had gone on and she was silenced, he administered the hypodermic that would leave her sedated for many hours before he shut the box. He would administer a second, oral dose of the drug later while on the road through the tube that led through her gag to her stomach.

When Denise finally awoke from her drug-induced slumber, she was already out of the box and lying on a soft pallet in a cell deep in the basement of the Turk’s mansion. It was a large, stone dwelling, built many years before by an eccentric millionaire who, during the depression, leapt from a tall building with a single bound. The property languished for many years until taken over and refurbished by the Turk.

Denise had no idea where she was. The room was lit by a small bulb mounted behind a steel mesh screen. She was gagged with a thick leather mask that covered the lower portion of her face. Her hands were locked behind her back with leather bracelets and a chain was locked to a thin steel collar around her neck. The chain gave Denise just enough leeway to crawl to the middle of the room. A large, foreboding steel door barred her exit. The room was damp and cold and Denise shivered as she fought back tears. 

After about an hour, she heard the rattling of keys outside the door and the turning of the lock. She was surprised to see a short, rotund, elderly lady, dressed in an ankle length, black shirtwaist dress. Her gray hair was tied in a knot behind her head. She had sharp, but not unkind, features and her skin was dark toned. She wore a pair of heavy black shoes with low heels. She carried a small tray in one hand. On the tray was a glass of milk and a steaming bowl. A long, thin riding crop hung from her waist.

The old lady smiled when she saw that Denise was awake. She put down the tray and retrieved a stool from outside the cell. She placed the stool near to Denise, picked up the tray and, returning to the stool, sat down. Placing the tray back down on the floor, she placed her hands on her knees and spoke gleefully to Denise.

Denise did not understand a single word she said. Her harsh syllables made Denise wonder if she was speaking some Slavic language. She continued to speak to Denise in singsong tones as she loosened the mask and removed the gag from Denise’s mouth. Denise started to beg and plea for the woman to help her.

The woman tapped Denise lightly on the side of her face and murmured, “No talk, no talk.”

This did not quell Denise. She had been silent long enough. Her pleas became more piteous.

Shaking her head, the woman stood and drew the thin riding crop from her belt and gave Denise three sharp blows with it across her back. Denise cringed from the blows and squealed with pain. She drew back from the woman, cowering, terrified that she was to receive a beating for her disobedience. But the woman merely replaced the cane and sat back down on the stool. She smiled at Denise again. “No talk,” she said. “Come, come, eat!”

Denise crawled back to the old lady cautiously. She knelt near her and the old lady picked up the tray, took a spoonful of the hot stew and proffered it to Denise. Denise opened her mouth and allowed the woman to feed her. She was ravenous, and the stew tasted delicious. She was grateful to the old lady for this small act of mercy. After she had consumed the stew, the old lady held up the glass of milk and helped her drink it all down. 

“Good, good,” the old lady said. She put aside the bowl and glass and motioned for Denise to rise. She was confined by the chain that led from the collar around her neck to an eyebolt lodged near the floor in the wall opposite the door. If she remained near the pallet, Denise could just stand up. She was unsteady when she rose and the old lady grabbed her arm and helped her. She took out a key and unlocked the chain from the wall. “Come, come,” she instructed Denise as she led the way from the cell, pulling Denise along as on a leash.

The cell led into a large carpeted room. It was luxurious compared to Denise’s cell. The woman led Denise to the other side of the room where they entered a large bathroom. In the middle of the floor was a sunken tub, lined with sand colored tiles. Standing next to the tub, the woman turned on the water and began to fill it. She motioned for Denise to get into the tub. Afraid to disobey the woman, Denise got in and sat down on a step. The tub was filling fast and she could feel the warm water as it crept up her legs. The old lady had affixed Denise’s chain to a bolt in the floor near the tub. To Denise’s surprise, she raised her dress, tied it into a knot at her hip, removed her shoes and thick, beige support stockings and joined Denise in the tub.

She proceeded to wash Denise from her head to her toes. The woman used a large, soft sponge to soap up Denise’s body. She washed her breasts, her legs and the fulcrum of her thighs. Denise’s hands were still bound behind her and the woman lifted her arms so that she could wash under them, causing Denise to utter a soft cry of pain. “Shhhhhh,” the woman hissed. Denise did not want another lesson in obedience from the woman and so she held her tongue.

The old lady rinsed Denise’s body with a hose attached to the faucet and then sat on the edge of the tub motioning Denise to squat down. Denise crouched before her and the woman carefully washed Denise’s long, blond hair.

“Who is this old lady?” Denise thought, as she felt her scalp carefully and thoroughly massaged. It actually was calming to have the woman bathe her and attend to her so gently. The strong fingers worked their way across her skull releasing some of Denise’s tension. It was strange to be comforted by the soft murmurings of the old lady and her practiced hands while all the while she was chained and bound, a prisoner in some strange dungeon.

When the bath was over, the woman led Denise over to a stool in front of a vanity. There she carefully dried and combed Denise’s hair. All of the time she was caring for Denise she kept up a melodious chatter in her native language. Intermittently, she would begin to sing a few verses of a song. Denise felt that she was being treated as a young daughter, or rather, more accurately, as a pet. Apparently, she had been entrusted into this woman’s care as some form of household animal. Just as you would groom a prized dog, she had been bathed and her hair combed and brushed. She wasn’t expected to talk back, because pets don’t talk.

As if to emphasize this, after the woman had carefully brushed Denise’s teeth and assisted her in rinsing her mouth, she pulled the mask and gag that Denise had been wearing in her cell from the pocket of her bulky dress. Seeing the gag, Denise felt her heart sink. She had been lulled by the woman’s gentle and kindly ministrations and had momentarily forgotten that she was a prisoner. Denise hesitated in opening her mouth. The woman looked at her sympathetically and patted her head uttering soft, unintelligible phrases. Denise knew that she had no ability to resist the return of the mask and gag to her body. She feared another application of the whip. With a small tear running down from the corner of her eye, she forlornly opened her mouth. The woman reinserted the gag, affixed the attached mask to the lower portion of Denise’s face and locked it behind her head.

Denise expected to be taken back to her cell when the woman had finished caring for her, but she was mistaken. When they left the bathroom, they ascended a long set of stone stairs. It led to a small landing and another steel door. The old lady pressed a button on the side of the door. After a few moments, a small barred window in the door was opened and a man’s grizzled, old face showed itself. He looked at the woman, who issued a sharp complaint. Mumbling something, he unlocked the door from the outside and opened it.

The man looked to Denise to be about eighty years old. But he was tall and strongly built. He had a broad, gray mustache and short, but shaggy hair that peered out from under a small brimmed cloth hat. His face had broad, meandering wrinkles. He was wearing rough work clothes, a thick plaid cotton shirt and faded blue jeans. He had heavy workman’s boots on his feet.

Denise felt the old man’s eyes on her naked form as she was led into a large, wood paneled room. A long oak table stood in its center and the walls were lined with a sideboard and a china closet. Eight shiny, polished oak chairs surrounded the table, which had a bowl of fruit at its center. The normalcy of the room stunned Denise. She did not know what she had expected to see, but a middle class dining room had not been within her imagination. It was a sharp contrast to the harshness of the cellar below. 

The old lady pushed the old man aside with an acerbic comment and led Denise through the dining room and into a central hallway. A wide, semi-circular set of wooden stairs led to the upper portion of the house and Denise found herself being led up them. They were heavily carpeted and comfortable on her feet after the harsh stone stairs that led up from the basement. At the top of the stairs was a landing. To the right was another set of narrower stairs leading to the third floor. To the left was a large finely crafted door. The old woman unlocked the door and led Denise in.

It was a large bedroom, with a large bed dominating it. The walls were painted off-white and a red and black oriental carpet lined the floor. There was a dresser and an armchair to the left side of the bed. 

There was no doubt in Denise’s mind that this bedroom belonged to her abductor. The room had a manly, austere feel to it. A large bay window to the right of the bed admitted a soft late afternoon light. Denise could see trees outside the window, their leaves having turned bright yellows and reds. She could see a large lake and the glimmer of the sun reflected in its choppy waters.

The woman, whose name Denise was to learn was Tamara, pulled Denise to the center of the room and forced her to her knees. Tamara went to a closet and returned with a two foot long bar with leather bracelets on both ends. She attached the leather cuffs to Denise’s ankles. She affixed a short chain between the bar and the leather bracelets that held Denise’s hands in confinement behind her back. The chain from Denise’s collar she affixed to a ring in the center of the footboard of the bed.

Denise looked up forlornly at the gray haired woman. She knew why she had been chained there and knew that the old woman knew it too. Was she expecting pity? She didn’t know. The woman, seeing Denise’s unhappy eyes, gently stroked her face and cooed soft words to her. To Denise’s surprise, she began to caress one of her breasts, tenderly pressing it against Denise’s body and then teasing the nipple to hardness. She smiled and, after patting Denise on the head, turned and left the room.

The stillness of the room was oppressive as Denise commenced the wait for her owner. She had no doubt now that this man was acting for himself, that he had also taken her sister, Cheryl, and that the purpose of his ownership of her was to make her his sexual slave. She feared what he would do when he finally arrived. Would he beat her like he did in the apartment? Would he be happy just to force himself on her, to make her take his manhood in her mouth?

Her hands were sweaty with fear. She twisted them behind her back, testing her bonds. Her legs were splayed wide, forced apart by the iron bar between her ankles. Her mouth was dry and her jaws ached from the constant presence of her gag. To be deprived of a voice was to be deprived of humanity. Was she now less than a person?

Denise’s only consolation was that she was one step closer, or so she thought, to finding her sister. Was she locked away in a cell in this very house? Would she see her soon? It would almost be worth her captivity and torture if she could only know for sure that Cheryl was alive and well.

These thoughts ran through Denise’s mind as she endured the long wait for her master’s presence.

As the light outside was turning to darkness, Denise heard a heavy tread on the stairs outside of the room. Other than her own breathing, it was the first sound that she had heard since the old lady had left her there. The footsteps came closer and closer, the leisurely step of a man in his own element. The lock turned in the door and it opened.

The Turk stepped into the room and looked briefly at his prisoner. She was an engaging sight. He could see her breasts quivering with fear. Her nipples were hard and her eyes were glued to him, wide with apprehension. He strode past her and went into the bathroom. Denise’s back was to him but she could hear him washing himself, relieving himself in the toilet. Her stomach was tense as she anticipated his use of her. She heard him leave the bathroom and then the unmistakable sound of the removal of clothes. She felt hands on her ankles, freeing them from their bonds. The Turk crossed in front of her and, taking her arm in his hand, lifted her to her feet. She saw that he was erect, and gave out a feint whine of unhappiness at her fate.

The Turk led Denise to the broad, brocade covered bed. He pulled the covers down to the foot of the bed and then sat her down on the mattress. He unlocked her hands from behind her back and pulled her to the head of the bed where he reaffixed them to a ring in the center of the headboard. Denise had no will to resist. She was as if entranced by the silent determination of this man. He handled her gently, almost tenderly as he spread her body across the bed.

Denise had expected many things, but not what followed. The Turk took her head in his hands and began to kiss her face. Then, burying his head in the crux of her neck, he ran his hands along her shoulders, down her sides and to her breasts. His body was hot against hers and Denise felt the beginnings of passion stirring in her loins. This man was going to take her, against her will, without her consent, but he was intent on making her complicit in her own violation. His mouth sucked on the nipple of her right breast as a hand descended down her left hip. It ran across her stomach, hesitated briefly at her furry bush, and then seized her sex.

The confused and dazed woman could not prevent a moan from escaping from her throat. Turk forced her legs apart and delved his fingers into her moistening cunt. He grabbed the nub of pleasure between finger and thumb and pulled on it lightly, delicately. Denise could no longer restrain her passion as she spread her legs wide, yearning for the strong, dark man to possess her. She felt him lift first one and then the other leg over hers. He now knelt between her legs, his cock pressing up against the entrance to her womb. She sighed deeply as she felt the lips spreading, his hard rod pressing its way inside her.

When the Turk began to stroke his cock slowly back and forth, penetrating her deeply, Denise began to rock back. They were fucking now, both of them. She wrapped her legs around the back of his thighs, pulling him deeper and deeper inside her. Her hands pulled futilely at her bindings as she yearned to circle her arms around his muscled flesh. She started to cry out in short, staccato bursts as her orgasm neared. Suddenly she felt the gag being loosened from behind her head. The thick leather plug that had stifled her fell out and was replaced by the Turk’s hot tongue and his hungry lips. At this, Denise’s crises came. She had never been fucked like this. She had never given herself over to a lover as she was doing to this cruel man who had stolen her very persona away. She felt the Turk come, his hips jamming hard against hers, a deep, rumbling groan accompanying the discharge of his hot fluids. Her orgasm started again, the pulses of pleasure almost too much to bear. 

The couple lay enraptured for several minutes. The Turk stirred first, raising his torso off of hers, slowly drawing his flaccid, but still engorged cock from her. She looked up at him with wonder. “What type of man is this?” she thought. How could such tenderness and such cruelty reside in one man? She opened her mouth to speak but his fingers stilled her lips. As he presented the gag once more to her mouth, her eyes began to tear. She wanted to speak, to learn his name, who he was and what was he going to do with her. She dutifully opened her mouth, however, and accepted the intrusion of the thick leather plug. It filled her mouth, widened her lips, as her teeth were forced apart. It pressed down her tongue as it reached to the very back of her oral cavity. And then the half mask was reapplied and she was again reduced to a status less than human.

The Turk sat on the edge of the bed savoring the sight of his property. He caressed her skin softly. He wanted to feel every inch of her, to enjoy the tactile sensation of her flesh. As his hands swept across her stomach, down her thighs and legs and back again, Denise closed her eyes and drifted into an exquisite languor. Her world became his hands as he kneaded her breasts, rubbed her thighs, her arms, her face, her neck, and her belly. She felt herself being turned and she rolled over, passively accepting this man’s desires. 

Denise’s back and hindquarters presented a whole new field of exploration for the Turk. He drew his hands down her back and over the rounded cheeks of her ass. He spread her legs and entered her pussy with his hand from underneath her. As he stroked the still distended lips and pressed against her clitoris, Denise raised her hips to ease the Turk’s access to her. Her breath became labored as her lust arose again. The Turk pulled Denise to her knees and spread her legs. He entered her from behind, plunging easily into her moist sheath. Denise was awash with pleasure as with each stroke, The Turk’s cock pressed and rubbed against her sensitive, engorged clit.

As the woman moaned and pressed herself back against the Turk, he pressed a finger against the tight ring of her anus. Slowly he insinuated into her ass, spreading and teasing the puckered ring. He had assaulted her there before, but this time he was determined to gain her cooperation. 

Denise felt the Turk’s finger exploring her rear entrance. She discovered that the sensitive nerves around her tight ring sent tingles down into her vagina as the Turk manipulated one and then another finger inside. The strange and exciting feelings triggered her third orgasm of the evening. She came for what seemed an eternity as the fingers in her ass continued their pressure against the tender flesh of the entrance. She felt the Turk withdraw his hardness from her pussy. She knew what was coming and this time, she arched her back and presented her ass for penetration.

The Turk’s cock was well lubricated from Denise’s fluids and the bulbous head glided easily in. At first, Denise felt pain as her tissues were stretched to accommodate the thick, wide member. But as the Turk drew his hard rod back and forth over the entrance to her bowels, Denise’s passion overrode any sensation of pain. It was if he possessed her to her very inner core. The tingles of pleasure ran all over her body. The Turk began to stroke at the rear entrance in earnest as he determined to reach his own climax. His pulsing spear of hardened flesh sent tremor after tremor of pleasure through him. He emptied himself deep inside of Denise, flooding her most secret and private place.

Denise lay still as the Turk rose and dressed. Her face buried into the mattress, she heard, but did not see him leave. The light in the room was dim and she drifted off into a trance-like state. She was shaken from her torpid state when the door to the bedroom opened again and the old lady entered. The woman freed her hands only to affix them again behind her back. She was pulled from the bed and led into the bathroom. In an oversized shower stall, the old lady carefully and thoroughly washed Denise’s vagina and rear. Her fingers carefully spread Denise’s lower lips to permit the warm, pleasant flow from a shower hose to enter and wash out the remains of the Turk’s discharge.

After being washed, Denise was dried with a soft white towel, the old lady humming softly as she tenderly patted Denise’s sex and rear. Denise leaned against the woman as she squatted, her legs spread wide. The woman’s warmth and almost jolly demeanor was comforting.

After bathing her and fixing her hair, the woman reaffixed the chain to Denise’s collar and led her back downstairs. Denise could smell the aroma of cooking meat. She was led into the dining room where the old man was already sitting at the table. Three settings had been laid out and a large pitcher of red wine sat in the middle. Tamara motioned for Denise to kneel by the chair at the head of the table and when she did so, the chain was attached to a ring set at the top of the table leg at the corner. 

Denise was kneeling within arms reach of the old man. He was drinking a glass of wine. She was embarrassed to be so naked and confined before this old man. He turned his head towards her and then reached out to caress her breast. His hands were rough and strong. He pinched the nipple delicately and uttered soothing words to her, smiling. 

Tamara returned carrying a large platter of carved meat. Denise recognized the smell of lamb. Her stomach growled as she yearned for food. The old woman left and returned again quickly, this time with a bowl of yellow rice and a platter of roasted peppers and onions. She sat at the table, poured herself a glass of wine and waited. A few moments later the Turk entered the room and took his seat at the head of the table.

The trio ate in relative quiet. From time to time, the Turk glanced over at his naked, kneeling prisoner. Denise pleaded with her eyes to be allowed to eat. He ignored her and returned his attentions to his meal. After the sounds of the meal slowed and then stopped, Cheryl heard the voice of the old woman. She was apparently referring to Denise as the old man and Turk both looked at her at the same time. The old man answered the woman, chuckling. The Turk spoke a short, staccato sentence in the foreign tongue and then, after sliding his chair back from the table, got up and left the room. The old man followed him.

After Tamara cleared the table, she unleashed Denise from the table and led her into the kitchen. It was a large, stone tiled room, with a large oven and an old, black, gas fired oven and stove. A large butcher block island stood in the middle of the room. The ceiling was high and a row of hanging lights brightened the room.

Denise saw a large bowl of food sitting on the floor in the corner of the room. Tamara led her to it and, pressing on her shoulders, made her kneel in front of it. She removed the mask and gag and motioned for Denise to eat.

A wave of self pity overcame Denise. If she needed definitive proof of her lowly status, this was it. She would eat from the floor like an animal. The dispirited woman began to sob silently. She was hungry. She needed to eat. She knew that she would ultimately debase herself and bury her face in the bowl. But she couldn’t take that first movement to do so. She looked up at the old woman piteously, stifling the urge to plead and beg for humane treatment. 

Recognizing Denise’s forlorn state, the woman knelt by her side. She stroked Denise’s hair and face, speaking softly to her. She picked up a piece of lamb from the bowl and introduced it into Denise’s mouth. Denise accepted it meekly. The well-seasoned, tender meat gave Denise comfort as she chewed it slowly. “Eat, eat,” the woman said kindly. Denise looked down at her proffered meal and swallowed. Spreading her legs wide, she leaned over and pressed her mouth into the bowl.

      When Denise was finished eating, she waited patiently for the old woman to finish with the dishes. When she had finished, she came over and wiped Denise’s mouth and face clean. She gave her a tall glass of milk to drink and then took her to a small bathroom off of the kitchen to let her urinate. She then led Denise by her chain from the kitchen, across the expansive hallway at the foot of the main stairs and to a set of sliding doors. She slid them open and Denise saw the Turk and the old man seated in easy chairs. The old man was smoking a pipe. Turk was reading a book. The room was dim with only floor lamps near the chairs to spread light. Denise was led to the Turk’s chair where she was affixed to a ring. She was again forced to her knees.

The Turk and the old man paid no heed to Denise’s entrance. The old man seemed to be lost in some reverie. Turk did not look up from his book. The old lady went over to a stereo player located on top of a long bookcase along one wall and placed a CD in the player. The melodic strains of a classical piano sonata filled the room. Choosing an easy chair near the old man, Tamara sat and closed her eyes, smiling contentedly as she listened to the music.

The music was soothing to Denise. She did not know if it was Mozart, Schubert, Liszt or whomever, but the flowing sonorous notes took her away from her abject state. Thinking about the day’s events made her wonder whether this would be her daily routine. Would she be condemned to be silent and bound for however long she might be kept here? What would she be like after a few days of this or weeks, or even months? Could she maintain her sanity?

The Turk glanced over at his beautiful slave. He had never tolerated speech from any of the unfortunate young women who had found their way here. There would be no exception for this one. He was lucky, he knew, to have Tamara to care for her and to be so willing to keep to his rules. He knew that the woman was crazy, maybe psychotic. But she was strong and had a will of iron. She had her whip and she was not reluctant to use it.

Tamara was actually related to the Turk. She was Turk’s mother’s second cousin. They had come to America from the same village in Turkey many years ago. The old man, whose name was Agfa, also came from that village. While he had learned English and worked in a factory, she had remained home with their sole child, a beautiful and sweet girl named Fatima.

At that time, Turk had been a youth, ambitious, smart and wholly dedicated to making it in America. He had fallen in love with Tamara’s daughter. She was sixteen and he was 22, an appropriate age difference under their customs. He would have to wait until she finished school, for Tamara wanted her daughter educated before she married. The Turk often contemplated the anticipated idyll of married life with Fatima.

But one day, walking home from school in the dirty Northeast city in which they lived, she had been followed by some of the white boys from school. Fatima was lovely but her dark skin and slightly oriental appearance set her apart from the other girls. She did not go to their dances and did not hang out at the soda shops. She studied hard, got good grades and was resented by many.

The boys may not have initially intended what happened. Their original purpose was probably to waylay Fatima and humiliate and tease her. They pulled her into an alley, tugging at her skirt, calling her names. Fatima fought back, scratching one of the boys in the face. He got angry and punched her, knocking her to the ground. As she fell, her skirt rode up on her thighs, revealing her simple cotton panties. The boy who hit her noticed the door to a cellar in the alley open and he grabbed the girl and dragged her down the stairs. There all the boys raped her, one after the other, five of them in all.

Fatima limped home. The boys were prosecuted. Three were sent to the juvenile jail and two placed on probation. Although the boys had been punished, Fatima could not live with her shame and was found by her mother one morning hanging from the transom to her bedroom.

The mother was never the same. The father cursed the boys, America and God. The Turk swore revenge.

It took him five years, but one by one he had slain all five of the boys. During that time he became a denizen of the underworld, a hired killer and enforcer. He had also sworn vengeance on the society that had produced these five callous young men. He would wage war on the women of that society. At first he contented himself with cruel, violent rapes. But then he had come into contact with the world of female slavery and he knew that he had found his true engine of revenge. The women he kidnapped and delivered to lustful masters would be raped a hundred, two hundred times, more than he could ever do. He profited by it too by learning to select the most becoming and winsome women he could find and delivering them to wealthy men and women rich enough to maintain women in abject slavery without fear of legal interference.

But now, he had become a prisoner of his own emotions. He had felt the humanity of one of his victims, Cheryl, and now was cursed day and night with the memory of her. He looked at the naked prisoner at his feet and felt nothing but anger. He detested the feelings that Cheryl had awakened in him. Denise had become both the fulcrum of his anger and his means of assuaging it. He could make love to her with all the tenderness and passion that his memory of Cheryl evoked. Or he could ravage her with all of the cruelty and spite that he was capable of.

He watched Denise, her eyes closed as she let the soothing sounds of the delicate music wash over her. His blood began to boil.

Standing, he interrupted Denise’s reverie by pulling on her chain. He unlocked it from the chair and pulled her to her feet. Tamara and Agfa watched silently and knowingly as the Turk pulled the startled woman from the room. When Denise saw that she was being led to the cellar door, she believed that the man, whose name she still did not know, had decided to lock her into her cell for the night. She followed him docilely as he took her down the cold, hard stairs. She was surprised when they bypassed the door to her cell. Instead, he led her to another heavy steel encased door on the other side of the carpeted corridor.

The Turk unlocked the door and swung it open. He dragged Denise in by her chain, causing her to stumble as she crossed the threshold. When she looked up, her stomach sank. Before her was an array of fiendish devices that she knew could only serve a single purpose, the administration of cruel tortures.

The Turk had no taste tonight for the slow and painful tortures that the various racks, stocks and enclosures could provide. His fever could only be cooled by the immediate and direct application of pain to this woman who symbolized all that he hated, both in the world and in himself.

Denise started to whimper and tried to communicate a plea for pity. But her gag stifled all words. She went limp and sank to her knees. Her fear had no effect on the Turk other than to serve his pleasure. He would take pleasure in beating this woman, transferring his pain to her.

A long chain descended from the ceiling in the center of the room looped through an eyelet embedded there. Turk dragged Denise over to it and pushed her to the floor. Forcing her to her stomach, he released her arms from behind her back. He took one wrist and clipped it to one end of the chain. He pulled on the other end of the chain, forcing Denise first to her knees and then to her feet.

The frantic woman dug her heels into the cement floor and tried to waive her other arm out of the Turk’s reach. Her efforts were futile as the Turk easily captured it and joined it to its mate. He then pulled the chain tight until Denise’s toes barely touched the floor. Stepping over to the wall, he locked the chain into place.

Denise’s body writhed as she dangled at the end of the chain. She was sobbing, terrified at the prospect of her imminent torture. The Turk savored her fear. Her delectable body was now covered with a sheen of sweat that her fear had wrung out of her. He stepped towards her and ran his hands over the breasts and belly that he owned. He peered deeply into her blue eyes relishing the panic that was reflected in them. He could hear her murmurs of hysterical pleading from behind her mask. It steeled him in his purpose.

It was difficult for Denise’s mind to comprehend what was happening to her. What had she ever done, she thought, to deserve such cruel treatment? How would she be able to stand the pain of whatever torture this dark, hard man had in store for her?

The Turk stepped back and took a long, narrow hickory switch from the wall. He swished it in the air in satisfaction. It would do nicely.

When Denise saw the switch, she realized that she was to be whipped. She remembered the sharp, painful lashes she had received from the Turk in the apartment. She realized that this was not to be several quick, sharp blows meant as a punishment. This was something else. This beating was to be for its own sake. It purpose was for nothing more than the satisfaction of her master’s sadistic pleasure.

Before commencing Denise’s torment, the Turk used small, thick leather belts to fasten Denise’s legs together at the ankles and just below her knees. He connected the ankle belt to a hook recessed in the floor. He then pulled the chain tighter, stretching Denise so that her body presented an unmovable, taut target. 

The first blow of the switch fell on the twin globes of Denise’s ass. It produced an immediate red line of damaged flesh. Denise howled at the pain. It stung fiercely and reverberated throughout her body. The Turk’s second target was the back of her thighs. The poor girl’s body convulsed as she absorbed the terrible pain from the slicing of her skin. Blood trickled down from the wounds. The Turk landed three strokes in rapid succession across her back. At each blow, Denise emitted a high pitched screech. 

Turk paused to contemplate the results of his cruel treatment of the trussed up woman. He could see her chest heaving as she sobbed uncontrollably. He slowly walked around the object of his anger and lust. When she saw him cross before her, Denise knew that her breasts would soon suffer the vicious bite of the lash. She moaned and shook her body causing the mounds of soft flesh to sway and tremble. Suddenly, the lash bit into the tender orbs. The lash made a loud snapping sound as it bit hard into her taut skin. Methodically, the Turk worked his way down her torso, striking at her belly and her thighs. He then worked his way up again, finishing with a well-aimed blow directly across her tender nipples.

Denise’s body was now crisscrossed with the evidence of the Turk’s cruelty. She hung there limply, her face awash with tears. The Turk’s anger was abated, but his lust was enflamed. He stripped off his clothes and then lowered Denise to her knees. She looked up at him abjectly, begging with her eyes for pity. He unleashed her mask and removed her gag. He spoke to her for the first time since she had awoken on his island prison.

“You are going to suck my cock, cunt. And I want it slow and pleasurable. Suck it like you mean it or I’ll have you back on your feet in a second.”

Fearful and trembling, Denise nodded her understanding of the Turk’s threat. She eyed the Turk’s thick, hard cock and opened her mouth. She would pleasure him well, anything to avoid being beaten.

The Turk guided Denise’s head forward until his cock passed over her trembling lips. She seized it with her mouth, wrapping her tongue over its meaty end. Slowly she pulled her head back and forth, caressing the length of the hard flesh. She judged the success of her efforts by the moans of pleasure that she heard. The Turk groaned as the hot mouth enflamed his swollen prick. He grabbed the chains from which Denise hung to steady himself as pleasure coursed through him. He began to rock his hips to meet the rhythm of Denise’s efforts. 

The room, which moments before had echoed with Denise’s moans of pain, now resounded with the Turk’s moans of pleasure. He could feel his juices rising, but held them back to enjoy the exquisite feeling of teetering on the edge of climax. When he could hold back no more, he thrust his cock deep into Denise’s mouth and spewed his discharge inside.

