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THE FACE THAT SWUM slowly into her vision seemed vaguely familiar to Hannah, but as she fought to clear her brain, the name of its owner remained frustratingly just out of her grasp. One thing she did realise immediately, however, was that she was in deep trouble, for she was naked, laying on a cold flat surface and her wrists, arms, thighs and ankles all appeared to be secured by thick leather straps.

'Welcome back to the world of the living, Miss Levy.' The tall blonde was standing over her, peering down at Hannah's prone body, her expression smug. 'Remember me?'

Hannah blinked, tried once more to focus her brain on 'memory' and decided it was safer to play dumb, at least for the moment. 'I - I don't think so.' Her voice sounded harsh, dry inside her skull, and speaking made the backs of her eyes hurt. Whatever they had given her, it was powerful stuff, she decided. 'Who are you?' She coughed, painfully, trying to clear her throat. 'More to the point, what the fuck's going on here?'

'My name is Kristin,' the woman replied evenly, 'but you will address me as mistress, on those rare occasions when you are able to, that is. As to what's going on - and please don't struggle you stupid little whore, those restraints would hold a bull elephant - as to what's going on, I'm only too pleased to explain.

'You may not remember me immediately - our acquaintance was, after all, only a fleeting one - but I work for Master Rafe. Better known to you as Ralph Hancock, I believe?'

Hannah's expression remained fixed, but inwardly she cursed. Ralph Hancock. Dennison Hall. Yes, she remembered and now she remembered this bitch, too. Hancock was possibly the worst sadist she had ever encountered, but Kristin was not far behind him.

'You seem to be still having some difficulty, Hannah dear,' Kristin said. 'However, don't think it will do you any good to play dumb. We know all about you and your little band of female mercenaries, believe me, and we also know that you led them in an outrageous attack on Dennison Hall, causing Master Rafe a certain amount of inconvenience.'

'More than just inconvenience, I hope,' Hannah retorted. It hardly seemed worth trying to make any pretence and she had no intention of letting this bitch frighten her. 'So now,' she added, pursing her lips, 'I guess he wants his revenge on me, is that it?'

'Yes, indeed,' Kristin purred. 'On you and on as many of your band of Zionist whores as we can track down - track down with your help, of course.'

'In your dreams,' Hannah snorted.

'In your nightmares, more likely,' Kristin said. She leaned over Hannah, her face close. 'And we're in no great rush, either,' she whispered. 'I don't mind if it takes a year, though I doubt it will be anything like that.' She half straightened and now Hannah saw the gleaming studs in her sleeveless leather bodice, saw that they had been sharpened to wicked points.

'No doubt your Israeli army training prepared you to resist torture?' Kristin said. 'However, I doubt even your teachers could imagine some of the methods I can dream up.'

'Me too,' Hannah said. 'However, some of us are tougher than others.'

'Oh, I know all about your toughness, Major Levy,' Kristin snapped. 'And I also know all about your various preferences, including the fact that you are a confirmed lesbian. Quite a few of your unit share the same tastes, I believe? Yes, including at least two girls you've enjoyed affairs with.

'Amazing what a combination of love and loyalty will make some people do. We already know where both your former paramours are, you see, and we could have brought them in at any time,' Kristin continued, apparently savouring every word she was saying. 'However, we wanted you first and you fell straight into quite a simple trap.

'Now we have you, we can use your two whores to help us round up the rest of your little band and then we can put their fitness training to a far more suitable use than breaking into people's private premises.' She turned away and Hannah heard her picking something up. When she turned back again, she was holding a small syringe in her right hand.

'This is just the start,' Kristin smiled, her blue eyes diamond hard, pupils dilated. 'This is a recently manufactured compound that drains much of your ability to control your body. There are drugs that actually affect the muscles directly, but they are self-defeating for our purposes. This compound is much more efficient; you retain most of your bodily strength, but you cannot co-ordinate it properly. Simple tasks like walking and running can be mastered with sufficient practice and you'll be able to eat and drink, if a little messily, but beyond that—' She laughed and jabbed the needle into Hannah's upper arm.

'Beyond that, Hannah dear,' she sneered, depressing the plunger fully, 'you'll be little more use than an animal, except that unlike an animal, you'll still retain your intelligence and awareness, so you'll appreciate everything that little bit better!'

Concentration.

Isolation.

Subjugation.

Crazy nation.

'Teddy,' Alison mused, shaking out the rubber dress on its hanger, 'has it ever occurred to you that we're probably both quite mad?'

'What's that, darling?' Lord Edward Blank lowered his copy of the Financial Times and peered over the rim of his reading glasses.

'Mad, sweetie,' Alison said. She hooked the hanger onto the picture rail and turned to face him. 'Mad,' she repeated. 'Bonkers, crackers, touched - call it what you will. I mean, just look at me!'

'Gladly,' Edward said, grinning. 'Don't need asking twice, you know that.'

Alison sighed. She turned away from the dress and stalked elegantly across the room, her five-inch heels making no sound on the thick-piled carpet. Planting her booted feet apart, the wall lights glinting on the tight fitting rubber leggings and polished leather corset, she folded her arms beneath her barely concealed breasts and frowned.

'I'm being serious here,' she said. 'I mean, I spend all my time in this house walking around like some sort of fetishistic Barbie doll, something I wouldn't have considered even six months ago, and then get strung out when we have guests who don't share our particular tastes in fashion.'

'Well,' Edward said, folding the paper carefully and laying it aside, 'I suppose I could do something about the guest list, but these things do take time. Can't just cut off decades of family connections at a stroke.

'People would talk, old gel - not that I give a tuppenny ha'penny for gossip, you understand, but some of the connections are useful and the old family business relies on goodwill.'

'No, Teddy.' Alison's sigh was laden with exasperation. 'You're missing my point. They're not the problem, we are.'

'We are?' Lord Edward frowned. 'How'd you make that out?'

'Well,' Alison replied, deliberately, 'how many other households do you know where the lord and lady spend most of their free time the way we do?' She looked pointedly at him, in particular at the pink latex jump-suit that had lately become his favourite evening wear when they were alone. Edward inclined his head.

'Well, seeing as you ask,' he said, 'I can think of a few - and those are only among the people I know well enough, if you know what I mean?'

'Teddy, please be serious,' Alison said. 'We both know you have some very unusual friends, but what about the rest of the world, eh? Do you really think that this is the "norm" for British households?'

'Ah,' Teddy replied, 'but just what is normal, eh? For a start, living in a forty room mansion, complete with servants, seventeen acres of grounds, five cars, two orchards and a cellar converted into a medieval dungeon certainly wouldn't be normal for your average English couple. Too bloody expensive, for a start!'

'Well, yes - obviously,' Alison said. 'And maybe that's part of my point.'

Edward shook his head, smiling up at her. 'Lost me now, I'm afraid,' he said. 'Getting too damned pissed to get too obtuse.' As if to emphasise his words, he reached out to the occasional table alongside his armchair and scooped up his brandy glass. 'Not too pissed to know that something's troubling you, though,' he added, before swallowing a generous mouthful of the glass's contents.

'What's troubling me, Teddy,' Alison riposted, 'is the fact that since I met you, I haven't done a decent day's work, nor earned a brass bloody farthing I can call my own.'

Edward raised his eyebrows in genuine astonishment. 'Work?' he echoed. 'But you don't need to, not any more. I told you, I'm stinking bloody rich - not that I can take any credit for that - so why bother killing ourselves?'

'I'm not talking about killing myself,' Alison insisted, 'but I would like to regain some sort of purpose to my life. At least when I was with the paper I had a reason to get up and go for something every day.'

'But you've got me now,' Edward protested. 'Aren't I purpose enough?'

Alison closed her eyes and began to laugh, softly. 'Teddy, darling,' she said at last, 'much as you know I love you, simply attending to your particularly unusual needs is hardly what I'm talking about. I can play "nanny" to you as often as you like, you know that, but I need something more. And no,' she added hastily, seeing the look of doubt rushing across his features, 'I'm not talking about another man, you know that.

'I need a purpose, something that I can take pride in, something I can say I've achieved. Fine, you've got enough money to keep the pair of us in utter decadence for ten lifetimes, but if I just goof around here and accept that, a little voice deep inside keeps asking me if I'm not just being some sort of glorified prostitute.'

'Oh, never!' Edward stared at her, aghast. 'Oh no, my darling, you're never that!'

'Aren't I?' Alison made a face and turned away from him. 'It feels like that sometimes,' she said. 'Not that I don't enjoy what we do together, but I keep thinking that I should be using my brain more. If I don't, I'll end up as some sort of latex covered vegetable.'

'And a prettier vegetable I couldn't imagine,' Edward said.

Alison rounded on him, her eyes flashing. 'That's exactly it!' she stormed. 'You won't take me seriously, will you? As long as I play "nanny", as long as I cane your bloody arse now and then, as long as I do everything else you like, you'd willingly give me every last bloody penny you have!'

'I'd give you every last penny anyway,' Edward said, soberly. 'Surely you know that? I'd give you anything, whatever.'

'Then give me a bit of support and understanding,' Alison cried. 'I'm going to go mad otherwise.'

––––––––
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SPEECH WAS STILL POSSIBLE, or at least the ability to form individual basic words, but the concentration and effort required to achieve even that was no less than what was needed even to stand up and walk, and Hannah was determined not to give her captor any more satisfaction than she was plainly already deriving from the situation.

The drug had taken effect rapidly and its effect was startling, worse than Hannah had anticipated, for true to Kristin's promise, her mind remained fully alert, her vision crystal clear, her thoughts sharply defined, but when it came to translating her will into actions, it was like trying to send a radio message through fierce interference.

Unbuckling the restraints, Kristin had hauled her to her feet and stood her upright against the bench on which she had first awakened. Hannah had expected to fall when she was released, but her ability to retain her balance evidently remained unimpaired. Walking, however, was another matter and it took several seconds before she was able to place one foot in front of another.

'Like a baby,' Kristin mocked. Hannah planted both feet firmly and glared at her, but when she opened her mouth to utter something suitably defiant, all that came out was garbled nonsense. Kristin laughed at her efforts.

'You'll have to try harder than that,' she said. 'We don't have slaves using big words around here, slut.'

'B-b-bitch!' Hannah finally managed. The crop in Kristin's hand blurred through the air, scything against Hannah's unprotected flank and drawing a wail of pain from her lips before she could prevent it.

'Well!' Kristin exclaimed, her eyes shining with pleasure. 'The tough soldier girl can't take pain the way she thought she could, eh?' She flicked the crop in a backhanded swing, cutting across Hannah's other hip and again the agonised howl rang out, seemingly of its own volition. Kristin's eyes narrowed and her lips curled into a sadistic snarl.

'The drug not only dampens certain mental functions,' she said, 'it sharpens others, such as your body's reaction to outside stimuli. You'll find your pain threshold is now considerably lowered, but there are compensations.' She reached out with the crop, probing between Hannah's thighs, the stiff leather braid pressing up between the lips of her sex. Instantly, Hannah felt something akin to an electric shock surging up through her spine and took an involuntary step forward, trying to bring her hands around to ward off this intimate invasion.

Instantly the crop came out and up, swishing twice and delivering searing cuts across both Hannah's forearms.

'Rule number one, whore,' Kristin sneered. 'Your cunt is now my property, or the property of anyone I decide. Not that I want it particularly, but there are plenty who will pay well for the dubious privilege.' She stepped close, seizing Hannah's jaw between forefinger and thumb of her free hand.

'And don't think we don't know all about your personal preferences, bitch,' she hissed. 'I know you'd rather have a nice soft pair of female lips between your legs. But take it from me, that isn't going to happen, at least, not as often as you're going to find yourself wriggling on the end of some nice, fat, juicy male cock.

'And where you're going it won't be all paying customers, my dear, not by any means. Mistress Rose has recruited several very lusty grooms at the new farm stables. Most of them aren't very bright, it's true, but they know how to follow orders and they know how to fuck a feisty filly, believe me.' She released her grip on Hannah's jaw and stepped back again, focusing her attention on Hannah's naked breasts. She flicked at one nipple disdainfully, ignoring Hannah's gasp of pain.

'Small tits,' she said dismissively, 'despite the big nipples. I suppose that was an advantage to you as an action girl, eh? Well, you'll be training for a different kind of action from now on, and these pitiful things just won't do.'

She laughed and this time her touch on the stinging teat was far more subtle, generating a lower-voltage version of the first spinal shock.

'Very sensitive now, aren't they?' she said. 'And they'll stay that way, I promise you. Once upon a time breast implants reduced nipple sensitivity by up to eighty-five percent, but some of the new laser techniques are quite astonishing. A week from now it won't even be possible to tell your new tits aren't completely natural, apart from a couple of tiny scars that won't be visible - most of the time, anyway.'

'Wha-what... you... m-mean?' It required every ounce of concentration to voice the three small words, but Kristin was still not satisfied. The crop hissed and a thin red weal appeared across Hannah's stomach as she staggered backwards, screaming once more.

'I told you, bitch!' she grated. 'You address me as mistress.'

Blinking away tears of frustration and agony, Hannah stared back at her, still defiant. 'F-fuck... you...' she groaned, steeling herself for the next assault. Kristin, however, remained where she was, the weapon dropping to her side.

'You'll never have that pleasure, you lesbian whore,' she smirked. 'However, I can see that you need a proper induction before you go down to have your nice new tits fitted.' She turned away and moved towards the door.

'I'll send for you when I've attended to a few other things,' she said, 'and when you've been more suitably prepared for your new role. Someone will be along for you shortly.'

And with a grating laugh she was gone, the heavy door slamming behind her.
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'HOW LONG HAVE YOU BEEN with your Teddy now, Alison?' Marcia Davenport extended one elegantly manicured hand and helped herself to another scone. The little café by the river was in mid-afternoon spate, but Marcia was the sort of female who would have stood out anywhere. Tall, with raven black hair, dark piercing eyes and wearing clothes that would have cost any ordinary working girl a month's wages, Alison still did not know her exact age, only that she had been at university with her former editor, Mike Hallet, and that he was approaching fifty now, whereas Marcia looked at least ten years younger than that.

Alison stirred her coffee pointlessly, staring past her older companion and out towards where the quiet waters of the River Arun meandered slowly down towards the English Channel, the occasional hired motor-boat chugging back and forth carrying tourists eager to reaffirm their English ancestral ties with the water.

'I said,' Marcia repeated, more deliberately, 'how long have you and Teddy been together now?'

Alison jerked herself back to awareness and stared across the table. 'You know exactly how long,' she replied. 'Ever since we were at that bloody nightmare mansion of your ex-husband's.'

'Precisely,' Marcia said, evenly, 'and that is now more than a year, isn't it? During which time,' she added, 'I haven't had the pleasure of seeing you properly, have I?'

'You have!' Alison exclaimed. 'You've spent two weekends at Teddy's with us and we've been to dinner at your place at least four times. Then we all went to Mike and Honey's for Sunday lunch and spent another weekend out on that yacht of Honey's friend.'

'All of which was most enjoyable,' Marcia agreed. She paused, spreading a thin layer of butter across the scone, which she had meanwhile cut open without apparently looking at it. 'But that's not what I'm talking about,' she said.

'Tell me, how much do you see of Honey and Mike?'

'Well, now and then,' Alison replied. She wrinkled her nose, concentrating. 'We see them about once a month, on average,' she calculated. 'Of course, since I stopped working for the paper full-time I don't see as much of Mike as I used to.'

'And you regret giving up your career?'

'Well... yes and no,' Alison said. 'I mean, yes, I was always so sure of what I was going to be and I was getting to be a bloody good journalist, but then Teddy happened and, well, you know how it is. That ancestral pile of his is miles from anywhere and the London flat is just as bad.'

'How about Fleet Street?' Marcia suggested. 'I know Mike would give you an excellent reference.'

Alison shook her head. 'No,' she said. 'It's still too much of a male thing there. You'd never think we were nearly into the nineteen-seventies, would you? If you haven't got anything dangling between your legs, then you're only good for the women's pages, fashion articles, or little interesting snippets about old dears who've qualified for the telegram from Buck House.

'In any case,' she said, peering down at the now unappetising brown syrup in her cup, 'I still want to write my novel. I have done quite a bit of research work,' she added, defensively. Marcia reached across and patted her forearm.

'I'm sure you have, dear,' she said, soothingly, 'but there's just that little something missing, isn't there?'

Alison regarded her suspiciously. 'Like what?'

Marcia's ruby-red lips curved into a delicate smile. 'I don't think you need me to tell you, do you?' she said softly. 'And you're not unique, you know. That's why I asked how much you saw of Honey. I'm willing to bet you didn't know that she still comes to my place every few weeks or so.'

'Well, of course - oh!'

Marcia's smile grew slightly wider. 'Yes,' she said, 'oh! Honey and Mike are as happy with one another as you and Teddy are and, I don't think I'm betraying any state secrets when I tell you that they much enjoy playing the sort of games we all enjoy so much.

'However,' she said pointedly, 'even Honey needs that little extra something occasionally, and she's got herself a basically dominant partner.' Marcia leaned back, the scone now apparently forgotten. 'You, on the other hand,' she said, 'have dear Teddy, who is very much a submissive.'

'He has his moments,' Alison tried to smile and lighten this particular moment, but she knew Marcia had struck straight to the nucleus. The elegant dominatrix nodded.

'I'm sure he does,' she conceded, 'but have you ever again experienced that feeling you felt when you first came to me? No, I thought not. Nor that feeling when that bastard Rafe... well, there's no need to go on with that,' she muttered. 'That was something different again.'

'Yes, it was horrible,' Alison said, lowering her eyes. 'But, at the same time...'

'I know,' Marcia said, patting her arm again. 'I do know.'

––––––––
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A WOMAN WITH LESS SELF-control than Hannah would have burst into tears at the sight of the figure they showed her in the mirror, but then, she reflected, the vast majority of women would probably not have been so badly shaken, for the transition would surely not have been so total.

Yet, even though the image was so horrendous, it was a long time before she could tear her gaze from it, turning her head with some difficulty, to where Kristin stood waiting just to one side of her.

The blonde was grinning widely, though her pale eyes, above the sharply defined cheekbones, remained as humourless as ever.

'Much better, Tits, don't you think?' she mocked. 'Even your own mother wouldn't recognise you now, would she?'

Hannah's mother was long dead, killed in the Israeli War of Independence two decades before, but the statement was nonetheless accurate had she still survived.

The breast implants were, as promised, realistic and undetectable, only the fact that the skin was still stretching to accommodate them giving a slight clue. And the injections they'd been giving her three times every day since her abduction had already begun to take effect, so that her formerly rakish hips and buttocks were beginning to fill out.

In addition, they had shaved off her short dark hair, replacing it with a long wig of blonde curls and then tattooing a permanent makeup into her face, highlighting her eyes and the lips that they had also somehow contrived to make fuller and more inviting.

'Quite the little bimbo now, aren't we?' Kristin hissed. 'No more action girl stuff for you, Tits.' Kristin ran one hand down Hannah's right flank. 'No, you're now quality merchandise, and no mistake.'

Hannah's breasts felt heavy, cumbersome and painful, though not from the tiny scars that were already well on the way to healing, concealed as they were beneath each of the impressive globes. She lowered her eyes, trying to control her breathing, take command of herself, not show any weakness.

'Do your... worst!' In the days since her capture, she had slowly begun to come to terms with the incapacitating drug they kept pumping into her. She would never be able to exert full control, either over her body's movements or over her speech, but she was at least able to put together basic sentences and could manage to walk without feeling as though she must overbalance at every step.

'I'd rather prefer to think that we'll do our best,' Kristin retorted. 'After all, we don't want to waste all the doctor's marvellous efforts, do we?' She stepped forward and began buckling a studded collar about Hannah's throat and Hannah made no attempt to try to stop her.

'No, Tits,' Kristin concluded, clipping the chain leash into place, 'we'll definitely do our best work with you. By the time I'm through you'll be a very obedient little whore, eager to serve and please and do just about everything your kind mistress tells you.'

––––––––
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MIKE HALLET LEANED against the rail that ran around the sun decking and smiled down at the kidney shaped pool, some fifteen feet below the level of his feet. The sleek female shape, sleeker still in the all-enveloping white rubber skin, slid through the blue water like a pale eel, wriggling and curving, almost as if she were boneless, a thin stream of bubbles flowing out behind her and mingling with the mane of blonde hair, the only part of her not encased within the latex.

Every so often the figure would rise to the surface and the mouth would open to suck in a fresh lungful of air, before the featureless head would once again duck beneath the water and she would be off again at her aquatic gymnastics.

Honey.

The colour of her hair had given her that name, for she had been born Sally Anne - Sally Anne Crichton-Thomas, with the proverbial silver spoon in the mouth that now so often preferred a gag. Mike's grin grew broader as he watched her; he could still scarcely believe he had only known her a year. Nor could he believe his luck in that they were still together, for she was, with the possible exception of Alison Katt, the most lovely female he had ever encountered. And the Alley Katt did not really count, anyway.

Or maybe she did, he reflected, reaching into his pocket for the ever-present cigarette packet. Twelve months had wrought a lot of changes in Alley's demeanour, especially those few days she had spent in the clutches of Ralph Hancock and his twisted cohorts. Where she had once been something of a tomboy - if it was possible to describe a grown woman in her mid-twenties as such - she now seemed far more inclined to concede her femininity.

Of course, there was also Teddy's influence to consider and the fact that Alison had, for reasons none of them seemed quite able to fathom, fallen very much in love with the young aristocrat. So far, from what Mike had been able to glean during their infrequent socialising, she had resisted his pleas to marry, but Honey, at least, seemed convinced that it was only a matter of time before the former reporter did agree to become Lady Folchester.

Down at the far side of the pool Honey was finally pulling herself out of the water, the early afternoon sunlight dazzling as it reflected off the glistening white rubber. She shook herself, still on all fours like a dog, and then slowly rose to her full slender height, turned and peered up at Mike through the mirrored lenses that covered her eyes.

'Hi, darling!' Even her voice was honeyed and Mike felt the familiar shivers as he watched her beautifully sculpted body rippling inside the artificial skin that somehow made it appear more available than if she had been completely naked. 'I hoped you might come in and join me,' she called, 'but I can see you prefer to stay unhealthy.'

Mike waved away the wreaths of smoke that encircled his head.

'Maybe this evening,' he replied, 'though I prefer to take my dips in the buff.'

'Except when you're dipping me?' Honey's laugh was like velvet and Mike knew he would need all his willpower as he felt himself beginning to harden within the temporary sanctuary of his trousers and underpants. Lenses or no lenses, those blue eyes could give a hawk a run for its money and he knew that Honey was only too well aware of the effect she had on him, even when she was apparently making little or no effort.

'You had a phone call,' he said, changing the subject.

She raised her head towards him, the damp ponytail and red lips the only really human features in an otherwise humanoid appearance. 'Oh?'

Mike nodded. 'Alison,' he said. 'Said she needed to talk to you urgently. Wanted to know when you were going up to Marcia's for one of your weekends again.'

'Did you tell her?' Honey was reaching behind her neck, rubber covered fingers feeling for the zip that held the all-encompassing helmet in place.

'Well, I said I thought you were intending to go up this Friday,' Mike said. 'You are still going, aren't you?' There was a blur of struggling activity and suddenly the mask came free, revealing a rather flushed face and a head that was furiously shaking itself, causing the sodden tresses to whip back and forth across her shoulders. Honey took a deep breath, tossed the limp rubber onto the grass, and grinned.

'That's better,' she sighed. 'Do you know, Michael, I've had that thing on since last night?'

'And the rest of the suit,' Mike laughed.

Honey began fumbling for the zip at the rear of the suit proper. 'I thought about stripping off first, but you know how I love swimming like this.'

'I told Alison you'd call her back,' Mike said, 'but there's no hurry. Apparently she's in the middle of disciplining her naughty little boy and he has to stay in isolation for a couple of hours.'

'Which means she's probably bored,' Honey retorted, beginning to wriggle her shoulders free of the cloying bodysuit. 'Not to worry, I'll just have a quick dip and ring her back. I spoke to Marcia last night, so I think I know what it's all about.'

––––––––
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WHEREVER THEY HAD TAKEN her, Hannah was certain it was not the same estate that she and her all-girl commando group had raided a year earlier, for she recognised nothing outside the house. Her brain was still having great difficulty in linking with her body, but her memory was as sharp as ever and nothing about the woods, the rough pasture and the nearby hillsides was familiar.

Seen from the outside, the main building was Victorian, as had the original house been, but there all similarities ended, for where Ralph Hancock's first mansion had been exactly that, this structure was far less pretentious, probably built initially as a farmhouse, plain and functional and devoid of any decorative additions.

The outer door led straight into a rectangular courtyard, which was enclosed on two sides by a barn and a much lower outbuilding, linked by a high brick wall which then extended to run along the final side of the space, broken only by a gateway that was protected by a pair of heavy timber gates. Underfoot, the ground had been levelled, the mud covered by a layer of gravel that had evidently been rolled into it over a period of years and worn down by a combination of weather and traffic, for there were few sharp edges to cut into Hannah's bare feet as she was led across to the lower building.

'This is going to be your new home, Tits,' Kristin said, bringing her to a halt outside the open door. She indicated the interior, which looked dark and gloomy. 'It doesn't look too comfortable, does it?' she sneered. 'But don't worry, because it isn't meant to be. This is the stables, first built around a hundred and twenty years ago and, as you can see, not much modified since.'

She tugged on the leash again and led the way inside. After the harsh sunlight the gloom was at first almost impenetrable, and Hannah peered into it for several seconds without being able to make out very much. However, as her eyes grew accustomed, she saw that they were standing in a long passageway that ran the length of the front of the structure, off which were set a series of split level doors. Some of these stood completely open, others completely closed, with two more with just the lower section of door closed, the top half latched back against the adjoining wall. Kristin drew Hannah towards the nearest open doorway.

As they stepped into the enclosed area, Hannah's nostrils were filled with a mixture of heavy aromas; leather, rubber, straw, and she quickly saw the sources of them all. Most of the floor had been strewn with the straw, in places to a depth of nearly two feet, whilst along one wall a wooden rack was covered with dozens of items made from the first two materials, some of which Hannah recognised from the short period she had spent in Hancock's first premises after he and his cohorts had fled. Her eyes grew wide as she realised the implications of this, and Kristin was not slow to notice her reaction.

'Yes, Tits,' she hissed, 'this little lot is all for you, and there's even more where this came from.' She turned and jabbed a finger hard into Hannah's cheek. 'I've even fixed for a very special vet to take care of your teeth,' she said. 'He's going to remove two teeth, top and bottom from the back, just so your bit will fit better and you won't have to take it out to eat. Isn't that just too kind of me?'

Hannah opened her mouth to make some sort of reply, but quickly closed it again, recognising the futility of saying anything. This woman, and presumably her mentor, Hancock, held all the trump cards at present and any show of defiance or rebellion would, Hannah was certain, bring her nothing but further grief. Kristin, however, was enjoying herself, deriving as much sadistic pleasure from the promise of what she had planned for her captive as from the forthcoming actuality of it all.

'You see, Tits,' she explained, pushing Hannah towards the far end wall, 'you're going to be a pony girl here. I expect you saw our pony girls the last time, but we've somewhat refined the procedure since then and Master Rafe has invested quite a lot in some of the very latest technology.' She patted Hannah's bulging breasts to emphasise her words.

'These are just the start of it, too,' she assured Hannah. 'Once your skin has stretched and grown to accommodate these implants, they'll be enlarged even further. Eventually you won't be able to see your own feet - or should I say, hooves?' She cackled hideously at her own joke and then suddenly pulled hard on the chain leash, dragging Hannah towards her until their faces were only an inch apart.

'And by that time,' she leered, 'your cunt will have become so big that it would take a cock the size of a real stallion's to fill it properly. You'll be just a caricature by then, you meddling whore, and not much real use to anyone with any taste. But you'll still have to work for your keep, believe me.

'This is a very big place, Tits, much bigger than Master Rafe's old estate, and there are dozens of different cottages for the guests and plenty of baggage to be hauled back and forth. You'll become our own little dray horse in time, trotting between the shafts from dawn till dusk, and later. Everyone will look at you and see nothing but a beast of burden.

'But long before then,' she said, her eyes narrowing into two slits of pure venom, 'you'll be wishing you could just die. You'll even beg for it, I guarantee.' She relaxed her grip on the chain and withdrew a pace, letting out a deeply satisfied sigh.

'The problem is,' she concluded, 'that you won't die. Not now and not for a good many years. You'll keep on working, trotting, cantering, dragging your loads, until finally your bones and muscles can't take it any more. And then, because we're not after killing you, you'll spend the rest of your days tethered in a pasture, with nothing but the birds and the hares for company.'
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Chapter 1.3
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ALISON HAD ALWAYS BEEN fascinated by Marcia's maid, Melanie, and even now found it hard to believe that the diminutive creature was in fact a male beneath her exaggeratedly female appearance. And not just a male, but an extraordinarily well endowed one at that. Usually clad in either a rubber or PVC parody of a French maid's outfit, today Alison was surprised to see the demure blonde walking across the lawn dressed in an extremely smart, tailored skirt and jacket, even her heels somewhat less extreme than usual.

'Hello, Mel,' she called, easing herself out of the lounger and standing up to wave. 'Come on round and have a drink. Long time no see.' The maid picked her way carefully around the poolside, avoiding the other sun loungers and tables and stepping over Alison's discarded towel that had slipped half into the water. Alison reached for the jug of chilled lemon juice and a glass and began to pour.

'Didn't expect to see you until tomorrow,' she said, holding out the drink. Melanie took it and sipped, gratefully. 'Nothing wrong, I hope, only I'd made arrangements with Marcia...'

'No, nothing's wrong, miss,' Melanie replied, lowering the glass. 'Just a small change to the original arrangements.' She placed the glass down on the table, opened her small handbag and withdrew a folded sheet of paper, which she passed over. Alison opened it, turned it up the right way and read the few typed lines it contained.

'I see,' she said, refolding it once more. 'And when is this supposed to start from?'

Melanie smiled, took another sip of the cold juice and held out her hand for the note. 'From now, I'm afraid,' she said, but her smile was far from apologetic. 'Lord Edward has already left for the day - mistress phoned him last night to explain - and Douglas is waiting in the house with the necessary things.'

Alison returned the smile and shrugged. 'I see,' she said. 'Well, the note was very clear, so I shan't ask any questions, just one small favour.'

'Yes?'

Alison reached out and scooped up the packet of cigarettes that lay next to the jug. 'Five minutes,' she grinned. 'Just five minutes before we go in, seeing as I shan't get a chance for another fag until after the weekend.'

––––––––
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THE LEATHER WAS STIFF and unforgiving, encircling Hannah from just below her breasts to a line just below her navel, the corset-come-girth designed to be laced cruelly tight, and the woman who now had charge of those laces determined to ensure that it was employed to its savage limit.

Rose - Mistress Rose, Head Groom as Kristin had introduced her - was not as tall as Kristin herself, but was much more solidly built, with arm and shoulder muscles that would have been equally at home on the body of a middleweight boxer. Dark haired and square featured, her strength easily matched her determination and, whilst under normal circumstances Hannah would have backed her own training and speed against her, these circumstances were far from normal and any fight would have had but one inevitable outcome.

'My ponies all have tiny waists,' she grunted, hauling another fraction of an inch off the corset's circumference. 'A month from now yours will be no more than eighteen inches, and before we've finished I'll have that down to sixteen.'

'Impossible!' Hannah gasped. Her normal waist measurement was twenty-three and the idea that anyone could reduce that by twenty-five percent seemed ludicrous. Rose, however, was adamant.

'Sixteen inch waist, forty inch tits and thirty-eight hips,' she insisted. 'And your tits will be at least a double D, once your medication and stuff kicks in properly.' She hauled on the laces again, drawing a breathless squeal from Hannah, and let out a grunt of evident satisfaction.

'Not bad for the first time,' she announced. 'This is a nineteen inch girth and that's it fully closed.' She began knotting off the laces and, when she had finished, produced a small knife and cut off the trailing ends.

'Can't... can't - breathe!' Hannah managed, her head beginning to spin. She reached out one hand and Rose took it, grasping her upper-arm to steady her.

'Easy, girl,' the groom cautioned. 'Just don't panic. Take smaller breaths, from the top of your lungs. I've got you, so just concentrate. You ain't gonna suffocate, believe me.'

To Hannah's surprise and relief this proved to be so and, as she followed the big woman's instructions, slowly the buzzing in her ears faded and her vision returned to normal, though her ribs still felt as though they were being crushed between two very large rocks.

'Takes practice,' Rose told her, releasing her grip and stepping back. 'Takes practice, but it comes easier than you'd think. I'll soon have you trotting between the shafts as if you'd been born to it.'

'You're... mad,' Hannah wheezed.

Rose's eyes darkened. 'Just you watch your lip,' she warned. 'There's more than the bit to still a pony's tongue, I can tell you. And Mistress Kristin is as like as not to order yours cut out, if you gets too sassy. You're a pony girl now, Tits, and you'd best not forget it.

'Mind you,' she added, her sun-tanned features splitting into a deceptively friendly grin, 'by the time I'm done with you there ain't too much likelihood of that.'

––––––––
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DOUGLAS WAS WAITING for them in the library, standing at ease before the window that looked out towards the orchard on the east side of the house. Alison had not met him before and her first impression was of a giant of a man, with a bulk that seemed to block out most of the light from outside.

He was easily six and a half feet tall, with features that were so harshly defined they might almost have been taken from the pages of a comic book, and eyes that were startlingly blue. His short black hair matched the tight leather trousers and loose fitting silk shirt he wore; his age, Alison guessed, was anywhere between mid-twenties and mid-thirties, and she did not feel disposed to pursue the matter any further.

'Good afternoon, Douglas,' she said, extending a tentative hand as she approached him. He made no move to reciprocate the gesture, simply appraising her with a swift up and down glance before speaking.

'No talking unless given permission,' he said curtly. 'Just get out of that swimsuit and present yourself for inspection. I assume you are already correctly shaved?' Alison gulped and nodded automatically, her fingers already scrabbling for the shoulder straps of the one piece. Quickly she wriggled out of it, kicked the still damp material to one side and stood before him naked, her arms limply at her sides, making no effort to cover her modesty, knowing only too well the response this would elicit.

'I see you've removed your nipple rings,' he said, pursing his lips. He reached into a pocket and withdrew two heavy gold circles, which he passed to Melanie. 'See to her teats, cock-sucker,' he snapped. Alison cast a sideways look at the maid, but Melanie showed no sign of reacting to the insult. Instead she simply opened the first ring, took Alison's left nipple gently in her free hand, and deftly threaded the first ornament through the pierced flesh, closing it again with a faint click.

'In future,' Douglas said, as Melanie attended to the other nipple, 'you will not remove your rings without the mistress's express permission, do you understand, slut?'

Alison swallowed. Already she could feel the heat beginning to build within her and her knees felt shaky. 'Y-yes, sir,' she stammered.

Douglas nodded. 'Good,' he said. He stepped over to one of the heavy fireside armchairs and pulled it into the centre of the room with no more effort than had it been made of papier-mache. 'Now,' he said, pointing to the leather upholstered back, 'get yourself over there, and be quick about it. I like to make sure my instructions are remembered.'

He turned away, stooped down and, when he turned back, he was holding a slender bamboo cane in his right hand.

'I mean now!' he growled, and Alison stumbled to obey, throwing herself over the chair back, the cold leather pressing into her stomach. 'You, bitch,' she heard him say, presumably to Melanie, 'get round in front and hold her wrists. I want her fully stretched, and if she's not you'll take her place when I've finished.'
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