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The basque felt cold against her skin. It made her shiver. She felt the laces being drawn tight, cinching her waist until it was narrowed and pinched, the bones of the corset biting into her and making her breathless. It was not a modern garment, made from silky pliant materials, but old-fashioned, its black and red satin lined with cambric and as stiff as a board. It was also much longer than modern versions and though it was strapless, its unyielding grip extended right down over her hips.

With one final effort the girl used every last ounce of her strength to pull the laces even tighter, making Andrea gasp as the basque closed around her. Apparently satisfied it could be cinched no tighter, the girl tied the laces off.

The bra of the basque was low cut and edged with frills of lace and Andrea's firm breasts swelled out of it, the upper hemisphere of the dark band of areola just visible. She had been made to wear this particular garment before and knew that the tightness of the laces was not its only torment. A metal clip had been sewn into the middle of each bra cup, the cold metal digging into her soft flesh. The girl reached into the bra, pushing Andrea's breast aside, then opened the clip and centred it on Andrea's nipple, letting its wickedly serrated jaws close around the poor bud.

Andrea gasped again. However accustomed she had become to the way her nipples and breasts had been tortured over the past weeks, she was sure she'd never become inured to the pain, nor to the extraordinary wave of pleasure - vivid pleasure - that inevitably followed. The second clip produced an identical response.

Sophia smoothed the bra cups back into place. She was a redhead, her hair wavy and thick. She was dressed in a tight white rubber catsuit that fitted her like a second skin, and white patent leather ankle boots with a spiky high heel. The catsuit had a circular cut-out around her navel that displayed her flat abdomen and the undersides of her small but firm breasts.

'Now the stockings,' she said.

Andrea picked up the stockings Sophia had left on the seat of a plain wooden chair, then sat on it to put them on. The material was black and silky, and as she pulled the stockings up her long slender legs it was as if she were coating them with glossy wet paint. Above the jet-black welt, the flesh of her thigh, by contrast, appeared creamy and soft. She clipped the stockings into the ruched satin suspenders of the basque.

'Stand,' Sophia said with her usual imperious tone. She indicated a pair of red high heels that she had placed on the floor. Andrea climbed into them. Even after two weeks of daily wear she hadn't got used to the height of the heels she had been required to wear, and found herself swaying to try and keep her balance.

Steadying herself she put her wrists together behind her back by rote, knowing Sophia would want to bind them there. She had never been allowed to leave what she'd come to think of as her cell without being in some form of bondage.

Sophia picked up a pair of leather padded cuffs and buckled them tightly around Andrea's wrists. She then took a length of white nylon rope and wound it around Andrea's upper arms, pulling it so tight her elbows were almost touching, the corded rope cutting deeply into her flesh.

'Comfortable?' Sophia asked. She enjoyed her work. She had never lost an opportunity to taunt, tease and torment Andrea above and beyond her instructions. She had pinched, prodded and probed Andrea's body on every possible occasion, taking pleasure from her discomfort, exactly as she was doing now, pulling Andrea around to face her and hugging her tightly. This was not a gesture of affection. She knew the clips built into the basque would be pressed back by her own bosom to cause a sharp twinge of pain. She smiled.

'Kiss me,' she purred.

But before Andrea could obey the redhead caught hold of her lower lip and nipped it between her teeth. She moved one hand up behind Andrea's back and held her neck so she could not pull away as she plunged her tongue into her mouth. However much Andrea detested the idea of kissing her tormentor she knew better than to refuse. Sophia needed only the slightest excuse to report her to Marie-Claire, so she closed her eyes and returned the kiss passionately, sucking on the tongue and letting it dance against her own. In the darkness she imagined she was kissing Charles Hawksworth, her master. But the illusion was difficult to sustain. Before she had met Charles, before she had been drawn into the extraordinary web of submission and domination in which he was involved, she'd never had sex with another woman and it was still a new enough experience for her to be overwhelmed by it. The image of Charles Hawksworth faded as she felt Sophia's voluptuous body moulding to her.

Without breaking the heady kiss the redhead pushed her leg up between Andrea's thighs, rubbing it against the nylon stockings, then moving it higher, until the white rubber was hard against Andrea's labia. She felt Sophia flex the muscles of her thigh, and knew the rubber would be smeared with the juices that were already leaking from her sex.

'Pity we don't have more time,' Sophia said huskily, stepping away. 'But madam is waiting.'

She had spent a long time on Andrea's make-up, but the kiss had smudged the dark red lipstick she'd applied so meticulously. Carefully she redrew it with a brush, then took Andrea by the arm and led her out.

The 'cells' were in fact small windowless rooms constructed of concrete breeze-block in part of a vast cellar in the eighteenth century chateau from which Marie-Claire Vuittenez ran her curious establishment. As far as Andrea had been able to discover Marie-Claire was hired by the various masters in what she had heard called The System, to train the women they brought to her to become their slaves. The training was not designed to ensure absolute obedience - which was taken for granted as a requisite of all her charges - but to enable them to perform the sexual tasks that would be required of them more adroitly. In her youth Marie-Claire had been a highly paid prostitute at one of the most famous of all Parisian brothels, or so she had told Andrea one night. She had married one of her clients, a count, who had been only too happy to allow his chateau to be used as a basis for her activities, bearing in mind the large number of nubile and beautiful young women who would pass through his new wife's hands would all be taught to practice their techniques on him.

There were four cells in all; a corner section of the brick vaulted cellar sealed off from the rest of the space. A staircase had been installed that led directly to a large addition to the original sixteenth century chateau which was specifically used for training.

At the top of the stairs there was a long corridor with a polished wooden floor. The two women's spiked heels clacked on the wood. Sophia took her right down to the far end and opened a door on the right.

'In,' she said, pushing Andrea forward with unnecessary force.

The room beyond was decorated to resemble a fin-de-siècle boudoir, no doubt a replica of the sort of rooms Marie-Claire Vuittenez had inhabited in her youth. It had a large elaborately carved four-poster bed, an equally ornate sofa upholstered in rich damask red, and a huge gilt mirror that took up most of one wall. Marie-Claire herself was sitting in a low Louis XV gilt-wood marquise armchair with her feet up on a matching footstool. There was a small table beside her, standing upon which was a silver wine cooler containing a bottle of champagne bathed in ice. She held a tall crystal champagne flute in heavily jewelled fingers.

'Good evening, my dear,' she said.

'Good evening, madam,' Andrea responded at once. She caught a glimpse of herself in the big mirror. Her long blonde hair had been brushed out over her bare shoulders, the incredibly tight corset forcing her figure into an hourglass shape, the voluptuous camber of her breasts spilling out at the top matched by the flaring curves of her hips. The high heels made her long legs seem even longer, their contours firmed by the muscles it was necessary to flex to keep her legs in that position.

'Tell Simone we're ready, would you, Sophia?'

'Certainly madam,' Sophia said, turning on her heels and closing the door behind her.

'Come closer, child,' Marie-Claire said, beckoning elegantly with her free hand.

Andrea moved closer. She felt her pulse beginning to pound. Being in Marie-Claire's presence inspired a peculiar set of emotions. In the time she had been in training the woman had caused her great pain; but it was always a pain that had been swiftly followed by almost unbelievable sexual pleasure. She had come to associate the one with the other. So while Andrea feared her mistress she could not rid herself of an overwhelming sexual anticipation too.

Marie-Claire had the lightest blonde hair she had ever seen, so fair it seemed to radiate light. She was fairly short and slender, and always wore very heavy make-up. Though Andrea had no idea how old she was, she sensed her shapely body belied her age. This evening she was wearing a lush black chiffon peignoir edged with red lace, under which Andrea could see a black satin teddy.

'I have news for you,' she said, moving her hand to stroke Andrea's leg just above the knee. 'I have reported to your master that your training is almost complete. He has made arrangements for you to be sent back to London.'

Andrea felt her heart leap. The thought of seeing Charles again gave her an instant jolt of arousal. 'Thank you, madam,' she said.

Marie-Claire rose gracefully. She always wore the same expensive perfume, a musky aroma that was wafted on the air by the movement of her peignoir. She moved behind Andrea and cupped the splendid curves of her buttocks, caressing them softly. Andrea gasped. Yesterday she had been caned twice, morning and evening. As far as she was concerned the cane was a hundred times worse than any whip and it left far worse marks; weals that actually puckered her skin. As Marie-Claire's hand deliberately stroked against them they tingled. The sensation was not altogether unpleasant.

'So sensitive,' Marie-Claire whispered. She moved her hands up the front of the basque. 'I used to wear a corset just like this,' she said, her hands moulding into Andrea's waist. 'Without the clips, of course.' Her hands reached Andrea's breasts and squeezed them back against her chest so her nipples and the clips that bit into them were crushed. 'They were my idea. Do they hurt?'

'Yes, madam.'

'But that is not all they do, is it, my sweet?'

'No madam.'

'Tell me.'

'They make me...' It was hard to describe. The serrated jaws cut deeply into the tender flesh. After a while the nerves became numb but if they were provoked again, as Marie-Claire was doing now, they seemed to react with double the pain. It was not only pain, however. It was not as simple as that. There was a mechanism in Andrea's body that could translate pain into something quite different; a pleasure that was entirely rooted in her sexual being, as deep and profound as anything she had felt before. It was a mechanism that had been well exercised during her time at the chateau.

'Hot?' Marie-Claire suggested.

'Yes, madam.' It was exactly the right word. The pain and the pleasure it created heated her blood. She felt her vagina clench, the sticky sap of her body running down the tight silky tube.

'That is because you are a masochist. I, on the other hand, derive sexual pleasure from delivering pain, as I'm sure you have come to realise.' She smiled. She had thin lips that gave her smile a menacing quality. 'We have both been fortunate to find out from which side of the cup we like to drink.' She moved around in front of Andrea again, examining her body critically. 'I have spent an inordinate amount of time torturing and tormenting both men and women.' A little smile flickered over her lips.

There was a gentle knock on the door.

'Entree.'

The door opened and a man walked in. He was naked apart from a bizarre pair of black leather briefs. The front of the briefs was split and a series of eyelets had been inserted on either side of the opening. His genitals had been forced through the opening, which was then laced up tightly with leather thongs threaded through the eyelets. His cock stuck out from this arrangement, erect and glistening as if it had been oiled, every vein standing out prominently. The man's hands were held behind his back in metal handcuffs and a chain ran down from them to another set of metal cuffs that manacled his ankles together, making it impossible for him to take more than shuffling steps.

Andrea had come a long way in the short period since she'd first met Charles Darrington Hawksworth. There was a time when the sight of a man bound and so obscenely displayed would have shocked her to the core. Now it was simply commonplace. The man was a complete stranger but in a few moments, she knew, she would be asked to perform the most intimate sexual acts with him and would do so willingly. Though everything she did in the chateau was at the command of Marie-Claire, in reality she was only acting as an agent for Charles, her master. Everything Andrea did she did for him. She was his slave.

It had been hard to come to terms with that at first because she'd been so totally unaware of her needs. For some reason she did not properly understand Charles Hawksworth had known her better than she'd known herself. He had reached deep into her psyche and revealed emotions and desires that affected her in a way nothing else ever had. She discovered what she was capable of, and had come to realise that submission and bondage and absolute obedience gave her a satisfaction so deep-rooted and profound that she found it hard to believe she could have lived so long without it. She had come to see that what Charles offered her, the chance to be his slave, was an opportunity she could not turn her back on.

But being his slave, devoted and obedient to him, was very different from acknowledging that her obedience must include serving whomever he saw fit to give her to. The hardest thing had been to accept that not only was it necessary for her to obey his friends and his guests as obediently as she would obey Charles himself, but that he was prepared to send her away from him altogether. In fact, when he had taken her to the chateau she nearly refused to let him leave her there. Nearly, but not quite. She realised that if she were truly his slave she must obey without question whatever he ordered her to do however much she might dislike it. Her wishes were no longer important.

That had been a turning point, she knew. Agreeing to stay at the chateau meant she would be away from him for the first time. What's more, at the end of her period of training she would have to agree to be assigned to a new master for a period of six months before being returned to Charles. If she refused to agree to these conditions she would be sent home at once and would never have been allowed to see Charles again, under any circumstances. It was that prospect, the idea that she would not only be cut off from her master, but from the complex and arcane world that surrounded him, that had finally convinced her to stay. It was an irrevocable step as far as she was concerned, but despite the punishments and the pain she had received at Marie-Claire's hands over the last two months, she did not regret it. She had faced the truth. She was a slave. She needed to be a slave and she wanted to be a slave. It was as simple as that. Everything she did, everything she was asked to do, she did because she could see Charles Darrington Hawksworth's deep steel-blue eyes watching her.

'Bring him over here, Simone,' Marie-Claire said.

A tall olive-skinned woman with dark brown eyes had walked into the room behind the man. She had dark brown hair that looked as if it had been cropped and was only just starting to grow back, and was wearing a pair of skin-tight hot pants, made from a material that looked like liquid silver, and a pair of black ankle strap high heels. A bra-shaped network of thin black leather straps, which pinched the firm round flesh slightly but did not cover it, surrounded her breasts.

Simone took hold of the large ring in the front of a thick collar that was buckled around the man's neck, and pulled him forward, the chain around his ankles rattling. As he shuffled past her, Andrea saw the leather briefs had another rather unusual feature. At the back, instead of covering his buttocks, the gusset divided into three thin strips between his legs, one following the cleft of his arse while the other two wrapped around the outside of each buttock before rejoining the waistband, leaving his bottom completely exposed. The white and muscular flesh was marked, each buttock bearing a scarlet cross of weals, as neat as if they had been drawn on with a red pencil.

'Kneel,' Marie Claire said.

The man thumped to his knees in front of her immediately.

'I see Simone has been entertaining you.' Marie-Claire raised her left foot. She was wearing open-toed red satin high-heeled slippers. She touched her toes against his rampant cock.

'Yes, madam,' he said. He did not look up at her, his eyes firmly rooted to the floor.

'What is this on your cock, Patrick? This wetness?'

'Her juices, madam.'

'Really? Andrea, get down here. Clean this mess up.'

Andrea knew better than to hesitate. Orders had to be obeyed immediately. Her training had instilled that into her.

With her arms bound so tightly behind her back it was difficult to get to her knees softly and, like the man, she slumped to the floor. Quickly she bent right forward until her face was resting against his knees. Pushing herself up his legs she reached his cock and began to lick it. She tasted the unmistakable sweetness of a female's spending as she lapped at his hard shaft. It was only when she got this close to him that she saw the strange arrangement that surrounded the top of his cock. A circle of extremely thin black rubber tubing looped around underneath the ridge at the bottom of his glans. Stretched across the middle of this and fitting into the natural cleft in his glans and over the opening of his urethra was another strip of the same material. It was so tight it cut into the glans, deeply dividing into two hemispheres and, as she licked right up over it, she could see that this upper tubing was designed to hold another, much thicker piece of rubber tubing in the hole of the urethra itself.

'My own design,' Marie-Claire said, as if reading Andrea's mind. 'You would be astonished at how effective it is at delaying orgasm. Isn't that so, Patrick?'

'Oh yes, madam,' he croaked.

'All the men hate it. Which is an added bonus. Of course, it cannot prevent ejaculation totally, but it certainly spoils their fun.' She smiled cruelly. 'Have you licked him clean?'

'I think so, madam,' Andrea said. Simone's juices had been replaced by the gleaming wetness of her own saliva.

'Good. Then we can proceed. Simone.'

Simone took hold of Andrea's arm and pulled her to her feet, her fingers deliberately pinching into her flesh. Like Sophia, she took evident pleasure in making sure the slaves were not given an easy time. She walked her to the middle of the room, then reached up above her head and pulled down a nylon rope hanging from a pulley attached to a wooden beam that traversed the ceiling. She attached the rope to the central link of the padded leather cuffs around Andrea's wrists. Andrea felt a familiar pulse of sensation deep inside her sex. Since she had first met Charles she had been bound in numerous positions, but the more tightly she was restrained the more her body seemed to respond with overwhelming floods of feeling.

Simone had taken a long tubular metal bar from an ornate walnut chest of drawers. Andrea knew what it was for. A leather cuff was attached to each end of the metal. Simone knelt at her feet and buckled one of the cuffs around Andrea's left ankle.

'Spread your legs,' she ordered.

Andrea obeyed. But she didn't spread them far enough apart to accommodate the length of the bar and the girl slapped the inside of her thigh painfully.

'Wider,' she chided.

With Andrea's legs splayed wide she strapped the other cuff in place, making it impossible for Andrea to close them again.

Was it her imagination or could she feel the lips of her sex, already sticky with the sweet sap of her excitement, parting too? The feeling of being bound and spread like this, completely vulnerable, exposed and helpless, made every nerve in her body hum.

Marie-Claire walked over to the wall where the other end of the rope was tied off to a brass cleat. She unwound the rope and pulled it through the pulley. As the rope was raised Andrea's wrists were hauled up too, forcing her to bend forward. When her torso was at right angles to her legs and her arms were pulled up behind her almost vertically, Marie-Claire tied the rope off to the cleat again.

The pain in her arms and shoulders was acute. Andrea groaned, trying to twist into a more comfortable position, but the bondage was too tight to allow anything but the most minuscule of movements. She was intensely aware of her sex, her labia and the mouth of her vagina laid open. She could feel a trickle of juices escaping the silky wet flesh.

She tried to raise her head but the cramp in her neck made the effort too painful. Marie-Claire walked up behind her. One hand smoothed over the lush curves of Andrea's buttocks, then slid between her legs. Andrea felt the fingers spreading her labia further apart. Two entered her vagina so forcefully that she tried to rear up in protest, though her bondage did not allow her to get far. She could feel Marie-Claire's rings, cold and sharp, against her melting flesh. The French woman drove her fingers forward and twisted them, while a third finger butted against the perfectly circular hole of Andrea's anus. Not a day had passed at the chateau without some special attention being paid to this part of her anatomy. Every single night she had been made to sleep with a large dildo strapped into it. She had been trained to hold items there, each day the objects getting progressively heavier. And Pierre, Marie-Claire's husband, had used her exclusively in the rear, his cock larger than any of the dildos they'd applied. When his phallus swelled as he ejaculated she'd thought it would split her in two. This treatment had left the little orifice sore, and it tingled as Marie-Claire wriggled her fingernail against it.

'Not so tight now, I think,' she said pensively. She withdrew her fingers from Andrea's vagina and thrust them into her anus. Fortunately the copious juices from Andrea's sex lubricated their passage, but nevertheless she winced at this sudden intrusion. Just as they had in her vagina, the fingers twisted and turned, exploring intimately. And just like her vagina, her anus responded with a whole flood of feeling.

Suddenly the fingers were withdrawn. 'Over here, Patrick, at once,' Marie-Claire commanded.

Patrick shuffled over to her on his knees, knowing better than to get to his feet without being ordered to.

'I want you to use your tongue on her, Patrick. We have been training her all week to make sure she has control of her desires, and I need to test how far she has come.'

'Yes, madam.'

Patrick crawled between Andrea's legs. She could feel his hot breath playing over her labia.

Marie-Claire caught hold of his hair and forced his face into Andrea's sex. His nose slid into the mouth of her labia.

'Does that feel good?'

'Mmmm...' His reply was muffled by Andrea's sex. She felt his tongue moving up to her clit.

The training she had received during the last two months had comprised of two distinct strands. The first had been endless schooling to improve her physical capabilities. As with the exercises she had been given for her anus, her labia and her vagina had been developed in the same way, the interior muscles of her sex made to contract as she was penetrated over and over again. She had been made to exercise her tongue, enabling her to extend it further and use it for longer periods, and be more limber by performing yoga-like movements, designed no doubt to increase her ability to spread herself open and offer herself to her masters. Any infractions, even the slightest hesitation or delay, had been punished with the whip or the cane.

But the arduous repetitions that were enforced on her in this daily grind were nothing compared to what she had been subjected to at night. The second strand of her education was designed to put the exercises to good use. After being showered, elaborately made-up and dressed in some outre garment, like the one she was wearing now, she had been taken upstairs. Either in the training block or in the main house every night without exception she'd been bound so tightly so could not move, and instructed that under no circumstances was she allowed to come. Then either Marie-Claire or her husband, or one or both of the girls - and sometimes all four of them - had used every means in their power to accomplish that very goal. Standing spread-eagled across a vertical frame two nights ago, for instance, she had been buggered by Pierre while his wife penetrated her vagina with a large and powerful vibrator and Sophia and Simone plied her nipples, using their fingers and their mouths to tease and torment them. The bondage alone, her ankles and wrists bound by leather cuffs attached to short chains at each corner of the frame, had been enough to set Andrea's body alight, and the desire to orgasm as she had felt Pierre's rigid cock thrusting slowly into her bottom, had been irresistible. But she knew she had to resist. Her orgasm was in the gift of her master. Only when a master gave permission was a slave allowed to come, and she had to learn control. Absolute control. Marie-Claire had made it very clear that exceptions would not be tolerated. If Andrea wanted to be a slave and serve her master she would have to learn the hard way.

Patrick's tongue nudged against her clitoris. Andrea moaned softly. Tied like this, the pain of the acute bondage already turning into that most peculiar but keenest of pleasures, her sexual nerves had been set on edge. If she wriggled her bottom from side to side ever so slightly, rubbing her clit against Patrick's tongue, it would be more than enough to bring her off. But that was the reverse of what she must do. She had no idea what Marie-Claire intended for her in this latest test, but she was sure that this was only the beginning.

'Come on, I want to see some action,' demanded Marie-Claire.

Andrea heard the unique sound of a whip thwacking against flesh. She guessed Marie-Claire was using it to encourage Patrick's endeavours.

Immediately his tongue dragged across Andrea's clitoris. The corded nerves bunched in the little button of flesh reacted sharply. He repeated the same manoeuvre several times then used the very tip of his tongue to burrow up under her clitoris. This again produced a huge wave of delight. It was as if he'd found the most sensitive spot on her entire body.

'He's good at it, no?' Marie Claire said.

'Y-yes,' Andrea gasped.

'This is little Patrick's speciality. He is not a slave. He comes to me to be treated like one, and in return he tests my girls for me. Sophia and Simone adore him.'

The tongue seemed to be boring into her like a drill. Her whole body began to tremble.

'You must not come,' Marie-Claire reminded her. 'Simone, why don't you come over here and join in. You know how sensitive Andrea's tits are. Why don't you work on them for her?'

'No...' Andrea protested weakly.

'Bien sure,' Simone said.

Andrea saw her legs appear at her side. Her hands wrapped around her back and cupped her breasts, then pressed them back against her chest, making the nipple clips bite again, the numbness instantly forgotten.

Andrea was consumed with a pain so laced with intense pleasure that it was impossible to distinguish the two. She could feel her orgasm gathering, like a huge wave held back by a flimsy dam. She knew she must not allow the dam to be breached, but that in itself only made matters worse. It was a vicious circle. The more her body was tortured by the need to hold back the more that torture contributed to her growing need to come. Marie-Claire was right. She was a masochist.

'Enough,' Marie-Claire said suddenly.

Patrick stopped. With huge relief Andrea felt his face moving away.

Her relief was short-lived. 'Blindfold her, and a gag.'

'No!'

That was the worst. Being deprived of the ability to see focussed everything inward. In the blackness there was nothing to do but concentrate on what she was feeling. The gag too, being forcibly silenced, only heightened her excitement.

'Yes,' Marie-Claire insisted.

Simone took a silk blindfold and a gag from the chest of drawers. She came back to Andrea and bent over, carefully placing the padded silk over her eyes, then stretching the elasticated straps around the back of her head. Andrea was plunged into darkness.

She felt something being pressed against her lips. It smelt strongly of rubber. She opened her mouth and felt a long wedge-shaped object penetrating it, the thinner end pressing right back to her throat, the wider stretching her lips apart. The wedge was attached to a leather strap that Simone secured around the back of her neck.

A finger smeared something cold and creamy down between her buttocks, massaging it in.

'Bon. Maintenait, Patrick l'enculer.'

'Oui, madam.'

Andrea heard him getting to his feet. As he did the knob of his cock nudged against her leg just above the welt of the black stocking. His belly rested against her bottom, making the weals sting as his cock slid into the cleft of her buttocks, nosing down to the little crater of her anus.

In her mind's eye she could see the dark red rubber-bound glans pulsing as it pressed into the puckered hole. She tried to open for him as she'd been so vigorously trained to do. He stabbed forward. There was no resistance, the cream lubricating his passage. Andrea felt a rush of sensation as his erection thrust deeply into her most private place.

There was no doubt that Marie-Claire's training had been effective. When her master had buggered her for the first time the pain had overwhelmed her. And so had the intensity of the pleasure that kicked in seconds later. Now things were different. There was pain, but it was much less pronounced. And the pleasure was different too. Her anus seemed to have become sensitised, able to deliver pleasure not only by virtue of translated pain, but in its own right and almost as keenly as her vagina.

She found herself sucking on the gag, using it as if it were a cock, wanting to feel two phalluses inside her. But she stopped herself at once as both her mouth and her bottom delivered a double hit of concentrated pleasure, an arc of electricity connecting the two and lighting up everything along its path. Desperately she tried to claw herself back to some semblance of control, but in the darkness, unable to see anything but the images of sex that flickered in her mind, it was incredibly difficult.

She groaned into the gag. Simone's hands were back. This time they were fishing inside the basque. Andrea knew at once what they were doing. She felt persistent fingers on the nipple clips. The reaction of the poor buds, trapped and numbed for so long, to being released was much greater than the initial pain. If she wasn't very careful that alone would take her over the edge.

She tried to think of something to hold herself back. She tried to think of Charles Darrington Hawksworth, looking at her sternly, his cold blue eyes unblinking and unemotional. Simone's fingers opened the left-hand clip and a huge jolt of sensation ratcheted through Andrea's body. It seemed to be routed directly to her clit, which pulsed wildly. Her anus too clenched around the rock hard phallus that was sliding slowly in and out.

But she managed to hang on. The second clip was released and a second wave ran through her. But somehow, she would never know quite how, she managed to hold herself back. The training, the hours of torment, had had their effect.

'Could you feel that?' Marie-Claire asked Patrick.

'God yes,' Patrick said, forgetting himself for a moment. Then he quickly used the proper form of address, 'Yes, madam.'

'Ready for more?' This question was addressed to Andrea.

Andrea shook her head as vigorously as she could. She was trembling, every nerve stretched and strained. She had never wanted to orgasm more in her life.

'Oh yes, you are,' Marie-Claire said.

Andrea felt Simone's hands move away from her breasts. That was a little relief, but only temporary. Almost immediately she felt something cold and greasy being nosed into the top of her labia. It butted against her clitoris, causing a jolt of sensation, then pushed down to the mouth of her vagina. Her soft lips were already wide open and the object sunk between them, pushing into her cunt.

She screamed, though only a muffled sound escaped the gag.

The feeling of having two large phalluses alongside each other in her body was indescribable. Patrick's cock, hot, wet and animate, throbbed violently as it too reacted to the new intruder, causing it to swell to even greater proportions inside her bottom. Now every region of her body was being stimulated, every erogenous zone except her breasts, being assailed by the most wonderful sensations. And Marie-Claire did not leave her breasts for long. Seconds after the dildo had been thrust into her vagina Andrea felt a hand folding back the bra of the basque and a mouth reaching up to suck at her tenderised nipples. It pinched the left between its teeth while long fingernails bit into the right.

Andrea shuddered. How could she possibly resist the feelings that affected every part of her? She tried to twist away but the cruel bondage held her firm, only reminding her of her position. She could see herself as clearly as if she had been looking in a mirror, swathed in black and red satin, her legs sheathed in glossy black nylon, her arms held vertical and her legs spread open by the metal bar. It was an image that reached deep into her psyche, stirring all the long buried desires that had so recently been unearthed.

'Now make him come,' Marie-Claire ordered, firmly but quietly.

'No please...' Patrick said. 'Please madam, not with the preventer on. I've been good; I've done everything you've said.'

His plea must have worked. Had he been a slave of course such behaviour would have resulted in a severe punishment, but Andrea felt him being pulled out of her bottom and heard a snap of rubber as the little helmet that had restrained him so effectively was pulled off.
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er sexual fantasies continue...
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