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Prologue
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Sarah Morgan closed the door of her car and looked up at Dr Casswell's country house. Moonlight picked its way between skeletal trees, reflecting in the windows of the mansion, giving them the appearance of cold, unseeing eyes. On the lake below the terrace, a chill autumn wind stirred the oily black water into life. She shivered and pulled her coat up around her shoulders, wondering if coming here had been a mistake...

Accepting Dr Rigel Casswell's offer to help him translate the erotic diaries of a medieval servant girl, Beatrice de Fleur, leads Sarah Morgan into an intriguing secret world. After being broken in by the doctor and his manservant, Chang, Sarah rapidly discovers the delights of pleasure, pain and submission.

As academic interest in the diaries mounts, Dr Casswell takes Sarah to the house of his godfather and mentor, Oliver Turner, where the old man is hosting a conference of interested parties. But this is no dry academic get together, rather a meeting of masters, sexual connoisseurs and their compliant slaves.

Dr Casswell's Plaything follows Sarah's continuing adventures in search of the secrets and passions of Beatrice's life, while also undergoing her own erotic education.
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Chapter 1
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In the garden room of his mansion, Oliver Turner refilled his and Rigel Casswell's champagne glasses. Both men glanced around the shadowy interior. Oliver had wanted to make sure everything was ready for the arrival of his guests. He had settled on a medieval theme to echo the history of the diary before they heard the delegates' findings that perhaps the book was a mere brilliant forgery.

The room was divided by a row of ornate columns that supported the glass roof and had been hung with great garlands of ivy and lanterns. Set with a row of trestle tables and benches, the whole room resembled a medieval banqueting hall. Rigel Casswell took a long sip of the champagne. Already a couple of the other delegates were at the bar. The atmosphere all afternoon had been a little subdued and Egon had not arrived yet from Florence with his 'very important news' - damned man.

Oliver lifted a hand of greeting to his guests. Crouched beside the delegates were their two body slaves, naked, chained and masked. One was a tall thin boy with a shock of white-golden hair, sporting a flurry of strange ritual tattoos over his arms and legs that gave him an almost serpentine quality. The second was a girl of mixed race whose skin had been oiled so that it looked as if she was carved from some glorious exotic golden wood. As Rigel looked at her she glanced and smiled, revealing neat white teeth. Her eyes were dark and leonine, as black and untamed as the forest night. As she stretched and eased the heavy chain that joined her to her master, Rigel could see that her body was scarified, her face, arms and breasts covered in complex swirling spirals of white scars that were at once both fascinating and deeply disturbing.

Close by the band began to play.

'Lonely?' whispered a familiar voice from behind them. Both men turned to look into the masked eyes of a slim blonde creature dressed in an exquisite peacock-blue silk corset. Amelia, Oliver's spirited slave girl, smiled at them. Her corset was laced tight, emphasising her slim waist and full hips, delicate wisps of lace barely covering her nipples, while below she wore black silk stockings tied with lace garters, and high-heeled lace-up ankle boots.

A matching peacock-coloured mask was framed by intricate ringlets twisted into her tumble of blonde hair, and despite all the odds, there was something about the way she looked that evoked the middle ages. Oliver Turner smiled, and leaning forward pressed a kiss to Amelia's cheek while at the same time sliding his fingers up over her thighs.

Amelia smiled and then wriggled closer, long slim legs opening a little to give the old man greater access.

'Missed you too,' she purred, licking her lips like some sleek, well-fed feline. She began to rub against him, her body rippling in waves in time to the music. Amused by her delicious performance, Rigel shook his head and looked away.

Chang told him that he would prepare Sarah Morgan for the party, and all he had to do was wait and watch the comings and goings of his fellow guests - and there was much to observe. Around them the garden room was rapidly filling up. Although the air amongst the guests was still subdued, the arrival of the delegates' slaves was gradually altering the atmosphere. Each was part of their master's fantasy, and reflected a stunning array of tastes; they were exotic, outrageous, bizarre - and utterly compelling.

The music drew a handful of dancers out onto the floor. Some naked, some dressed, and every shade in between. By the bar stood Dr Ford, who had brought twins back from the Far East on his last trip - the two delicate oriental sisters, naked except for their masks, collars and silver patent high-heeled shoes, waited like puppies at the end of their leash for their master to command them. Across the room, Leonra Stevenson, one of the few female guests, was dancing to the strains of the band, accompanied by her boy, who was dressed as a medieval minstrel, complete with bulging codpiece.

Rigel glanced down at his watch and when he looked up again, saw Sarah Morgan framed in the open doorway. Led by Chang, who was dressed in a simple black silk Mao jacket, the girl looked stunning. On the end of a fine silver chain, Sarah was wearing a sleek, close-fitting bodysuit that appeared to be covered in black feathers, and combined with the mask it made her look like some wonderful exotic bird. The bodice had long sleeves and she was wearing black stockings, but the fabric thinned over her exquisite breasts so that her nipples peaked through the finer, silken fabric. It was a heady invitation to linger and explore further. Rigel smiled; the pale creamy swell of her hairless sex was framed in a tumble of black silk and curling feathers that reflected inky shades of green and blue in amongst the coal-black fronds.

From behind her mask Sarah stared around the room. It was if she had been led to the darkest shores of passion. Rigel Casswell extended a hand and took her lead from Chang. 'Good evening, my dear. You're looking very beautiful, I must say.'

She nodded, almost afraid to speak. Her silent acknowledgement appeared to please him. Oliver Turner looked at her too; she could sense that he also was delighted with what he saw.

In those few seconds, Sarah glanced around the party. The other slaves were all stunning and exuded an intimidating sexuality, dressed in fantasy costumes, all beautifully made up - they reminded her for all the world of a selection of tasty morsels as enticing and inviting as the sumptuous buffet that lined one wall.

Other delegates looked up upon her arrival - they must know she was new and although their glances were covert, they did not disguise the fact that many appraised her body with the eyes of potential purchasers.

Outside, beyond the huge glass windows, the night sky was a cloudless band of stars, while inside there was a sense of electric desire bubbling to the surface - not overtly seductive as yet but with an intense erotic promise of things to come. Sarah shivered, trying hard to get a grip of the wild fluttering in her stomach.

Amelia uncurled from Oliver and ran a finger over Sarah's arm. 'You and I have a little assignation,' she purred. 'Come with me.'

Sarah stiffened and glanced up at Dr Casswell for some kind of confirmation. He inclined his head towards her, eyes bright and hawkish.

'Do as Amelia says.'

Sarah's senses were reeling and without a word she followed Amelia across the now crowded room. She noticed that Chang, a figure that hovered in the shadows, had slipped away. She wondered what his departure signified, but before reaching a conclusion, Amelia grabbed her hand and guided her towards a slightly raised platform.

Sarah gasped. 'What are you going to do?'

Amelia laughed. 'Trust me; you and I are the cabaret tonight, precious. Just relax and play along - you will love it.'

The conversation in the room faded to a low hum and Rigel settled against one of the pillars that overlooked the stage. A spotlight picked out Amelia, clad in her leather corset. The wisps of lace circled her shapely breasts, framing their heavy contours. And the costume framed her sex, emphasising her ripe pallor.

The music rose again and Amelia thrust her pelvis forward dramatically, while with one finger she teased at the open lips of her naked pussy. With the other hand she picked up a whip from the stage, and as her finger found the tight bud of her clitoris she cracked it, threw back her head and howled like a wolf.

Casswell allowed himself a wry smile; Amelia was a natural exhibitionist. Sarah was watching her performance, completely stunned, open-mouthed as the woman prowled around the small stage. Under the spotlight's glare, unseen hands had arranged a wooden café chair, over which were draped a pair of handcuffs.

As Casswell watched, Amelia suddenly leapt off the stage and grabbed Sarah. Instinctively the girl protested and writhed, fighting the lithe blonde woman, who relentlessly dragged her onto the stage. As they struggled their way into the spotlight, Amelia seized the top of Sarah's feather-trimmed body and with a single violent movement ripped it down, revealing the milky-white curves of her breasts.

There was a wild cry of approval from the audience as her tormentor cupped one firm breast in her gloved hand and squeezed it speculatively, tweaking the ripe pink nipple. Sarah sobbed and squirmed miserably but Amelia had no intention of stopping. She guided the girl towards the chair, all the time her fingers working at the girl's body, ripping away the remainder of her exquisite costume. Sarah mewled unhappily, naked now except for her stockings, the feathery mask and a pair of high heels.

Casswell sipped his champagne, impressed by their performance; he could sense the growing excitement, not just of Amelia but Sarah too. The slim blonde threw her new slave onto the floor and then thrust her hips forward, a single finger teasing at her quim, holding the lips open.

Sarah cried out, whimpering a protest while Casswell stared on with pleasure, feeling the heat and excitement rising deep inside him. 'No, no, please,' she sobbed, her voice echoing around the enrapt audience in the garden room, but Amelia was without mercy. She caught hold of Sarah's hair and pressed her face into her groin.

The girl let out a stifled sob of fear, trying to push away, and then surrendered, her tongue working up and down the flushed lips of Amelia's sex.

From his vantage point, Rigel Casswell could hear the wet sounds of Sarah working at the blonde girl's quim, and see the way Amelia's breasts flushed and swelled, nipples hardening as the hapless Sarah circled and nibbled at her clitoris. He could see that Sarah was overwhelmed.

It was almost as if he could feel the tendrils of pleasure creeping up through Amelia, who was moving under the magic of Sarah's increasingly competent caresses. The blonde threw back her head and began to move in earnest, rhythmically, thrusting her hips forward in time with the girl's tongue.

Casswell could sense Amelia's orgasm approaching, like the tense heady promise of a summer storm. At the very final second, just as Casswell felt certain that Amelia was falling helplessly into the void, she tore herself away from Sarah and dragged her to her feet. With a single smooth movement she turned the dark-haired girl around, and without a whimper Sarah straddled the chair. An instant later Amelia snapped her into the handcuffs, securing her tight to the bentwood frame.

To Casswell's delight, Sarah could no longer sustain the pretence of real fear; her eyes glittered with anticipation, her flesh glowed with an inner fire. Behind her, the corset-clad Amelia flexed the whip speculatively and let the tip cut through the air.

Sarah shivered, eyes widening, pupils dilated. The second swing was closer, a crueller stroke slicing through the air with an icy hiss. Casswell could feel the goose bumps lifting on his skin. He glanced around; every pair of eyes in the room was fixed on the stage.

He could see Sarah tense for a split second before the next stroke hit her squarely across the shoulders. Then she screamed - a cry that came from the pit of her soul, a wild desperate mewl of pain. Her whole body seemed to leap forward, her breasts thrusting forward, nipples darkening.

Casswell could see, framed by the wooden arc of the chair's curved back, the open lips of Sarah's naked sex. Its interior the flushed inviting colour and texture of ripe pomegranates, it glistened like treasure under the spotlight's single eye.

The hue of Sarah's flesh was changing, a strange unnerving flush that seemed to seep through her, as behind her Amelia twisted to apply the next stroke.

The blow was lower this time, making Sarah's legs and pelvis surge forward, pressing fiercely against the chair. Her face was contorted into an ecstatic grimace, while her hips thrust forward again, offering her sex to the audience like a ripe fruit. Mesmerised by the spectacle, Casswell's mouth was watering from the sheer erotic charge the two females created.

Sarah was breathing hard, trying to retain some control, and then the whip fell again and her head jerked back. Amelia smiled from under the mask - her teeth pearly-white and feline - and then she planted a kiss on her victim's gasping mouth.

Around him Casswell could feel the erotic temperatures rising, the guests and their slaves willing their way towards release as a single body.

Four, five - the whip cracked again and again. By now Sarah had surrendered entirely to the compulsive beat of the erotic pain. Casswell shivered as he imagined the raw kiss of the leather cutting into his back.

Six and seven - Sarah was pressing herself forward, straining and desperate, trying to rub her glowing, wet sex against the smooth wooden frame of the chair.

Eight and then nine - Casswell wondered how much longer Sarah's beating could continue. The atmosphere in the garden room was strung as tight as a piano wire.

Ten - and a final decisive blow cracked around the crowded room and reverberated through Sarah's flushed, perspiring flesh. As if she knew it was the last stroke, she fell forward, sobbing hard, struggling to catch a breath.

Behind her Amelia threw the whip onto the stage and undid her victim's handcuffs, then dropping onto her hands and knees she crawled across the stage. The submissive pose was completely at odds with the erotic scenario that preceded it.

Casswell wondered if the entertainment was over and looked away just as a man in a long dressing gown stepped onto the stage beside Sarah and Amelia. He looked back, and realised with a shock that the man was Oliver Turner. Amelia slithered across the floor and rubbed against her master's legs, a feline dripping with sexual promise.

Amongst the crowd was a low murmur of recognition and approval. Their host smiled with all the warmth of a basking shark and stroked Amelia's pale blonde locks. She purred with delight, and still nosing and rubbing against his thighs, undid his red brocade robe. It fell open to reveal that Oliver was naked beneath, his great cock arched and angry. Under the spotlight he looked better endowed than Casswell remembered.

Amelia cradled his phallus in her fingers and began to suckle at the end where a single teardrop of excitement glistened. She sucked greedily, hungry to pleasure him, with one hand lifting to cradle and caress his heavy scrotum.

The old man's expression was impassive as the lithe blonde stroked herself into a frenzy, long fingers dipping into the wet ripe confines of her sex, then using her juices to smear over Oliver's cock and balls. Moans of intense pleasure hummed out from the junction of her lips where they closed around his throbbing phallus.

Sarah Morgan sat in the shadows, and only her eyes betrayed her passion, as bright as a flare in the intense darkness. Until she met him, she could have had no idea that things like this ever went on.

Amelia started to pull away from Oliver, breathless now, but before she could her master grabbed tight hold of her hair and pulled her closer. She snorted and wriggled as if fighting to be free of him, saliva trickling down her chin as he forced her to bring him to release. Between her legs, her fingers still worked their own particular magic, meaning that she too was on the great spiral of orgasm.

Casswell could sense their growing pleasure despite Oliver's apparently unfeeling expression. Suddenly the man let out a throaty sigh and jerked his cock from between Amelia's lips; a great arc of semen flooding out over her body, splashing across her face and breasts.

At almost the same instant Amelia began to twitch and shudder, drowning in a great well of orgasm as her fingers worked in the sopping pit between her legs. Beyond the heady images of the couple on stage, the room was draped with a strange stillness and quiet.

Amelia collapsed at Oliver's feet, his cock, wet from her kisses, still jutted above her like a sword. To Casswell's delight, Sarah climbed off the chair and crawled across the stage towards the couple - her action as erotic and glorious as it was unexpected. Dropping onto all fours beside the prone body of the exquisite blonde she began to lick the glistening semen off her breasts. Crouched over Amelia, open and excited, her richly fragrant sex was an invitation Casswell was tempted to take up. But as the thought formed in his head, one of Turner's other guests climbed up onto the stage. The man was in evening dress, but it took him no more than a few seconds to undress, kneel and place his erect penis into Sarah's sex. Casswell looked away; he knew it would not be long before the party disintegrated into an orgy, and his tastes were more discriminating and he had no great desire to participate.

Then almost as if some benign but debauched god had heard his prayer, Chang appeared at his shoulder.

'Egon has just arrived from the airport, sir,' he whispered. 'He is waiting for Mr Turner and yourself in the drawing room.'

Casswell smiled; on stage his protégée, Sarah Morgan, was on the very brink of orgasm, while above her, still naked except for his dressing gown, Oliver Turner was looking on with the greatest of delight. Casswell indicated the elderly gentleman with a discreet nod of his head. 'Give our host a few minutes to compose himself and then tell him where we are, Chang. I'll go and entertain Mr Egon.'

Minutes later, Sarah, her body flushed with the aftermath of orgasm, gasped for breath and rolled over onto her back, her male companion already back amongst the crowd. She could hardly believe the way she had behaved, but also knew that there were no excuses - watching Oliver Turner and Amelia provoked some dark side of her soul that wanted nothing more than to be part of their passion, part of their desire.

Now, as her breathing slowed, Amelia looked across at her, her face arranged in a sly smile. 'See, I said you'd like it, didn't I?'

Sarah laughed and then glanced around the darkened function room, out over the sea of faces. Most of the couples and threesomes were already engaged in passions of their own - but to her consternation, Rigel Casswell was nowhere in sight. She picked up a thick white towel that had been left on the edge of the stage and wiped her face; sweat had appeared like raindrops as she fought her way out to the very edges of desire.

A few feet away, Chang clambered onto the stage and whispered something to Oliver Turner, who nodded, pulled his robe shut and tied the belt tight. Indicating that Chang should lead, Oliver fell into step behind him while Amelia followed her master, leaving Sarah alone on the stage. Part of her wanted to stay, but instead she picked up the towel, wrapped it around her shoulders and headed after Chang and the others.

At the door to the drawing room the little oriental turned, opened the door for Oliver Turner and Amelia, and then waved Sarah away. 'They're talking business,' he said gently. 'Go upstairs and wait. I'll tell him where you are.'

Sarah looked at Chang and swallowed down the anger, but amongst the many other things she felt about him, she trusted him to take care of Casswell. 'It's about the diary?'

Chang nodded and the sense of elation she felt on stage with Oliver and Amelia trickled away like iced water. Without another word she hurried upstairs. What would happen next? Would this mean she would have to leave Casswell Hall, leave her master and the diaries? The thought horrified her. Staring at the familiar outline of the transcript on the table in her room, she closed her eyes, willing the outcome to be a good one.

––––––––
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SARAH PERCHED ON THE end of her bed for what seemed like an eternity, until finally she contemplated going back downstairs. Perhaps amongst other people the time would pass more quickly. But to her relief, almost as the thought formed in her mind, Casswell opened the door and strode into the room.

Part of her wanted nothing more than to run into his arms, prostrate herself at his feet, whatever it took for things to be right. In an odd way she felt as if they had both lived through Beatrice's worst fears. For an instant she held back, wondering if she dare speak to him, but she could not contain herself.

'The diary,' she began, aware that she had his undivided attention. 'I finished reading it this afternoon. Chang has told me about the things Gilim said...' Her voice faded as she struggled to find the right words. Would Casswell be angry with her for speaking out of turn, for knowing so much? 'Was that the expert you were expecting? Is the diary genuine? I have to know...'

Dr Casswell allowed himself a narrow smile. He looked her up and down, eyes as dark as crystal.

'So you have to know, do you, Miss Morgan?' he said, taking a glass from the tray on the side table and settling in the chair Sarah had so recently vacated. 'How very interesting. One day, my dear, you will learn to be silent. Now take off that towel and let me look at you.' His voice was barely above a whisper.

Sarah did as she was told, letting it drift to the floor. Already her pulse had quickened. She dropped her gaze in an act of submission.

'Good,' Casswell said, beckoning her closer, and without thinking Sarah dropped onto all fours and crept to him, delighted and relieved and lifted by his presence, although unable to explain why. He stroked her hair, pushing it back off her face. Her breasts, still naked, trimmed by the torn remnants of the feathered costume, brushed against his thighs.

'You are a precious creature,' he said, cupping her breasts, toying with the erect nipples as he spoke. 'The bad news is that the diary you and I have been working on is a forgery.'

Sarah felt her heart contract sharply. As she struggled to find something to say, Casswell continued in a low voice. 'The expert who flew in this afternoon has seen the authentic article in a museum in Turkey. Our volume and at least one of the other diaries that follow it are stored there.

'The manuscript we have been working on is a clever and apparently very accurate copy, by a master forger at the beginning of this century when an inventory was taken of the books at Father Orme's old abbey.' Casswell paused and looked down into Sarah's eyes. 'I have to admit; I'd already suspected it wasn't the original, but it is important you understand, Sarah, that the diary is not a fake. All the stories about Beatrice are true; those are her words, her thoughts, her passions and pains, just transcribed by another at a later date - much as you and I are doing.'

He lifted her chin and wiped away the single tear that meandered onto her cheek.

'Oliver Turner has already asked me if I would like to go to Turkey to examine the original book, and its companion volumes if I can track them down. He's agreed to finance the whole expedition.' Casswell paused for a few more seconds to let the words sink in. 'I've told him to arrange for Chang and my personal assistant to travel with me.' Sarah stared at him, sorting through what he had said. 'I'll need someone I can trust to type up the transcripts. I plan to leave at the end of the month, and will make arrangements for you to come with me.'

Sarah, tearful with relief and gratitude, dropped her head into his lap and nuzzled there like a faithful dog. She could feel his cock hardening as he pulled her closer, so slowly she unfastened his fly and began to lick and suck his thickening shaft; a slave to her master. She moaned softly as she tasted the nectar of his excitement, and like Beatrice, she savoured a sense of coming home.
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Chapter 2
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'My dear Casswell, it seems so long since we have seen you, my friend.' As he spoke, Uri Weissman poured iced tea for Sarah and Dr Casswell from an elegant glass pitcher. 'I am delighted that at last you and your companion are here in Turkey, in my home. Delighted too that I can finally repay your hospitality after all these years. I trust your journey went well?'

The first floor room into which they had been shown, was furnished with an eclectic and exotic mix of European and Middle Eastern artefacts. Along the cream washed walls, long sofas and low tables were set amongst ferns and ornaments and complex panels made from brass and carved hardwoods. The late morning air was heavy with the scent of incense, sandalwood and ylang-ylang burning in a thurible, its perfumed smoke rising effortlessly in an idle twisting plume to the ceiling.

In an ornate cage hanging from a beam sat a handsome red and yellow macaw, watching the proceedings with a tired, world-weary expression.

Although the room was relatively cool compared to the streets below, Sarah felt beads of sweat on her face and in the valley between her breasts.

Their host, an eminent Austrian businessman, had a home in one of the coastal towns on the Aegean, a short drive from Marmaris and just a few minutes by car from a small museum where Casswell had been told at least one of Beatrice's original diaries were now housed.

Sarah thought Uri Weissman looked like a concert pianist. A tall man, he had great wings of golden hair shot through with grey, which swept back off his high forehead, framing sharp aristocratic features. From time to time his icy-blue eyes would move effortlessly from the conversation to appraise Casswell's latest companion.

'Indeed, we're delighted to be here,' said Rigel Casswell, his tone suggesting he was bored with the social pleasantries. 'When can we see the manuscript?'

Uri Weissman laughed, revealing perfect white teeth. 'You never change, do you, Casswell? You're always the same - always so very eager when it comes to your precious antiquities. Have no fear; we shall begin our quest tomorrow. I have arranged for the curator of the museum to give us a guided tour, and then for an extra little consideration to have uninterrupted access to the manuscripts. The trustees are remarkably proud of their archives, so despite my best efforts, I am afraid you will have to translate in situ, at least for the present.'

While the two men spoke, Sarah sat quietly on one of the huge cane sofas that gave a view into the narrow streets below. Above her an ancient ceiling fan cut through the hot air like a sword blade, but worked to only disturb the heat rather than cool the room.

Despite Casswell's convivial comments it had been a long day of travelling - the early journey from Casswell Hall, the flight from London, the drive out along the coast road from the airport. Tired and heavy-eyed, Sarah's attention wandered away from the two men, her eyes drawn again and again into the alleyway below which gave a glimpse of the main street beyond. It was like a carnival, noise and dust and unfamiliar smells and colours, merchants and tourists mixing with women out to do their marketing, here a donkey, there a man carrying a pile of baskets on his head; the Moorish and Ottoman influence obvious on the buildings and on the faces of the local population.

Weissman's grand white Moorish house was tucked away in a back street and seemed a million miles from the bleak beauty of Casswell's isolated country estate.

'And I assume this is your latest acquisition, eh?'

Aware that both men were now looking at her, Sarah's attention snapped back to the discussion in the room.

Casswell nodded. 'Indeed, this is my companion, Miss Morgan.'

Sarah glanced briefly towards her host, eyes lowered, expression demure and guarded.

Uri Weissman nodded with appreciation; there was no doubting her role. 'You always did have excellent taste. I shall look forward to acquainting myself with your latest pupil when time permits.'

Casswell smiled. 'I'll send her up to you this afternoon during siesta, if you wish.'

Weissman smiled. 'How kind, I'd be delighted to accept.'

Sarah reddened, part of her still unsettled by the casual trading and use of slaves. It seemed that her body was little more than a delicacy to be tried and tasted, a token to be traded or exchanged with whomever Casswell decided deserving.

Uri Weissman eyed her again with interest and as he did, Casswell indicated that she should stand so he could inspect her more closely. Sarah knew better than to refuse, and turned slowly.

For her trip to Turkey, Casswell's manservant, Chang, had dressed her in a white cotton blouse with breast pockets, a slim-fitting cream linen skirt, broad brown leather belt and high-heeled sandals. Despite looking like an English Rose abroad, beneath the clothes Sarah Morgan was totally naked, her quim shaved and oiled, her body always available to Casswell or whomever he might choose to pass her to.

Weissman beckoned her closer and indicated the blouse. Without a word Sarah undid the buttons, eyes lowered, colour rising, as she slipped it back off her narrow shoulders to reveal pert breasts with large dark nipples. She still found it hard to overcome her natural modesty and blushed as the blouse dropped to the floor. She could smell her own body, crystals of perspiration rising in the pit of her throat and along her collarbones. The slight breeze from the fan contracted her nipples into stiff peaks and filled the room with the delicate perfume of perspiration mingled with the heady scent Casswell liked her to wear.

She felt like a prize filly, sweated up and on show. Despite her natural reticence, there was something about being at the beck and call of the two men that excited and frightened her at the same time.

Glancing down into the street below Sarah wondered how many passers-by might look up and see her, framed by the doors of the balcony. She knew too that if Casswell asked her she would beckon any peeping Tom to join them, whoever he might be. She would take him into the room, suck his cock, and let him fuck or whip her, and the prospect induced a ripple of pleasure in her belly. She was his to command and however disturbing it might be, it excited her beyond all reason and measure.

Weissman grunted his approval at her unquestioning obedience, and then indicated that she should come and kneel closer so he could handle her.

'Personally I would have her pierced,' he said conversationally, weighing first one breast and then the other in his large hands. He nipped thoughtfully at the puckered nipples, rubbing them between thumb and forefinger. 'I know an excellent man locally who would do it for you while you're here. He does a good job. He would do her sex, too. It looks good and marks her as your own.'

Casswell laughed. 'If you look at her you'll see I've already marked her as my own.'

As he spoke, Weissman lifted her skirt and turning her a little, saw the brand mark on Sarah's buttock, and nodded his approval. 'Very good, but I would still consider a piercing. I find it helps with training and improves the appearance greatly.' The Austrian slipped his hand up between Sarah's legs. He was far from gentle. It felt to Sarah as if he really was handling horseflesh, firmly and without compassion, so she understood this was business, not tenderness or affection or even genuine interest. A single finger roughly breached the outer lips of her quim and without prelude drove deep inside her. She winced as her body resisted his invasion.

'A little dry,' he said, and withdrawing, spat into his palm and having rubbed it unceremoniously into the folds of her quim, tried again. This time he had no trouble, pressing deep into her, his thumb sliding back to brush her clitoris. Sarah gasped as she felt a little ripple of pleasure and instinctively flexed her buttocks, her body drawing his finger deeper still.

Uri Weissman laughed and nodded approvingly. 'Tight, good breasts, and keen too - I'm very impressed, Casswell. You always did know how to pick them. Not bad at all. I shall look forward to this afternoon—'

There was a knock at the door. Sarah froze, uncertain whether to cover herself or stay as she was.

'Come in,' barked Uri Weissman, making no effort to move.

Sarah felt her colour deepen and looked down at the floor.

'Rigel darling, how wonderful to see you again,' gushed a female voice that, like Weissman's, had a heavy Teutonic accent. 'How are you? I see you have brought another one of your pets along with you, and of course my brother would need to try it out. He is so boring, so predictable.'

Reluctantly, Weissman drew his hand from between Sarah's legs and turned to greet the new arrival. 'Casswell, you must remember my sister, Anna?' He turned his attention to the striking young woman. 'If I had my way I would hand you over to Casswell so he could train you, you little vixen, and then perhaps you would have some manners and understand what it is that women are truly designed for.'

Sarah glanced up into ice-blue eyes of a statuesque blonde who bore an uncanny resemblance to their host.

'Oh, I know exactly what they're for, Uri. And I like them for all the same reasons you do, darling. Here, I brought you this, Rigel; a little something to whet your appetite.' She handed Casswell a neatly folded sheet of white paper.

He opened it, and after a few seconds smiled. 'My God, is this it? This is what I'm here to translate. It's wonderful. How did you get hold of this?'

Anna laughed. 'Oh please, how do you think? I've been working on the Head of Antiquities, Mustafa Aziz, for weeks. He is a perverse little bastard, but he adores women too, particularly women who adore other women. I have therefore promised him something very special to get us access into the vaults of his precious museum.'

Seeing Casswell's expression, Anna laughed. 'Did Uri not tell you? The items you want to see are considered to be highly sensitive. Certainly not available to the general public.'

Anna glanced back at Sarah, those diamond-hard eyes crawling slowly over her.

Casswell followed her gaze and smiled wryly. 'Whatever it takes.'

Anna poured herself a glass of iced tea. 'Funnily enough, Rigel, I guessed you would say that. Now tell us, what does it say? I'm very curious.' She indicated the sheet of paper Casswell cradled in his fingers. On it was a facsimile of two tiny pages covered in close script. Even from the fleeting glance Sarah had she recognised it as similar to the pages of the diary that she and Casswell had already translated and transcribed back in England.

After a few seconds Dr Casswell began to read. For Sarah, stripped to the waist, waiting in front of Uri Weissman, her sex wet from his invasion, it was like hearing the voice of an old friend - an old friend whose life and circumstances uncannily echoed her own.

––––––––
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...BOUND HAND AND FOOT I was carried from my master's bedchamber to the feet of my master's most honoured houseguest, strung on a pole like a prize doe, fresh from the hunt, naked save for the studded collar my master had given me. To be gifted to a stranger thus both terrified me and yet at the same time lit a dark light low in my belly. His highness the king, who has graced the castle with his presence, is an old man, and his sumptuous robe does little to disguise his fragility. Flanked by his entourage he drank in the details of my nakedness, my long slim legs, ripe breasts, full hips, oiled and perfumed and all tied and ready for his pleasure. As I caught a glimpse of him my first thought was that surely such an old man was too feeble to have much use for me. I could feel the eyes of the great hall on me and began to tremble, wondering what would become of me if the guest of honour indeed had no use for me. Would my master's gift be seen as an insult?

Slowly the old man stood up and gestured to those servants who carried me to bring me closer. My feet were cut free and the pole lifted so my arms were above my head. Now it seemed I was his to explore and use as he wished. He beckoned them to carry me closer still so he could inspect me. In his hand I caught a glimpse of a riding crop and guessed at once where his tastes lay.

Behind him stood two young men - noble men or thanes by their rich dress and arrogant bearing, I knew not which - watched the king, their eyes alight with desire as the old man ran a thin and wrinkled hand over my trembling flesh. I knew better than to meet his gaze and looked down demurely at the rush-covered floor. His hands lingered on my breasts, cupping them thoughtfully in his pitifully gnarled fingers.
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