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The masked man was close now and she could hear his laboured breathing, the air hissing in and out of the narrow apertures in his tight fitting leather hood, but in the near total darkness Nadia could see nothing. He, on the other hand, she knew, would know exactly where she was, for her white latex bodysuit would appear almost luminous, while the black leather which covered him from head to toe gave him an unfair advantage.

She stopped, turning slowly, facing the approaching sound, crouching ready for the expected onslaught.

'Okay, clever fucker,' she growled. 'Come get me if you're man enough.'

Her only answer was an ear-splitting crack, as the bullwhip coiled itself around her right ankle, the sudden jerk overbalancing her so that she fell backwards, cracking her head against the unforgiving stone floor and momentarily losing consciousness. It was all her opponent needed and, by the time her head had even halfway cleared, he was on Nadia, grasping her wrists and twisting them cruelly behind her, snapping steel cuffs around them and rendering further resistance all but impossible.

She heard the faint clicking sound of switches being thrown and then, as the dim overhead tubes flickered into life, got her first glimpse of the creature who had been stalking her through these catacombs for the past half hour. Nadia's heartbeat moved up yet another notch as she saw the huge leather pouch hanging down from his groin and the quick release buckles that held it attached to the rest of the suit. Unless some of that was padding...

They were in a long chamber, one wall of which was lined with heavy wooden chests, the other wall beset with racks, from which dripped a lifetime's collection of whips, crops, straps, chains, gags and masks. The bastard had let her lead him here, she realised now, awaiting his moment until they were in the one place he had prepared for her. Her darting eyes took in the cramped cages, the stocks, pillory, whipping post and X-shaped timber cross-bolted into the centre of the floor. How she had managed to move through this minefield without falling over something, she had no idea. Nor had she smelled the heavy aromas of leather and latex that now assailed her nostrils.

'Damn you, Marlon,' she muttered, under her breath. 'That's bloody well cheating.' She slowed her breathing and stared defiantly as her captor walked nonchalantly back towards her.

'Very nice,' he sneered, his pupils bright through the eye slits. His gloved right hand dropped to the pouch and he massaged it, the message obvious. 'The bitch mistress herself,' he went on, standing over her, savouring his triumph. 'The bitch mistress who is about to become the grovelling slave girl.'

'Never!' Nadia cried and spat at him, but the saliva sprayed harmlessly wide of her target as the brute side-stepped with an agile grace his huge build denied. The leather sheathed frame rocked with laughter.

'Never say never,' he gloated, and kicked idly at her high heeled booted foot. 'From where I'm standing, I'd say it was going to be very soon and, quite possibly, forever. Now, let's have you up, bitch queen!' He reached down and hauled her effortlessly to her feet, proof of his strength if proof were needed, for Nadia was not a small woman. However, even in her steepling heels she felt dwarfed by him.

Resistance was futile, but she still struggled as he dragged her across to the pillory. With her hands cuffed at her back only the neck stock was required and, seizing her hair, he bent her forward and slammed the heavy timber board into place. In a trice he had returned, having selected a wicked looking multi-thonged whip, heavy knots at the end of each of its strands. Nadia swallowed hard, for she knew what sort of havoc such an implement could wreak.

'Please,' she wailed, 'not with that. Please.'

He laughed and ran the stock of the whip along her rubber-covered spine. 'You'd rather I used the bullwhip, would you?'

Nadia gasped. 'No - no, that's not what I meant!'

'Then it's this, my arrogant bitch,' he snapped. 'What makes you think a slave has the right to select her punishment anyway?'

'But I'm not...' Nadia began, but stopped, realising the futility of further argument. Of course she wasn't a slave, not out there, not in the real world... but here? Here she was in the role of escapee slave girl, caught and about to be punished by her master, a creature whose face she had never seen. The man chuckled, a deep, throaty sound without real humour.

'Not what?' he said. 'Not a cock-sucking little whore who deserves a sound thrashing for her arrogance? Not a hungry-cunted slut who should beg for a man's meat?' He reversed his grip on the whip and brought the handle up between Nadia's thighs. The butt slid easily into her wet quim and he allowed seven or eight inches to penetrate her before stopping. 'Hah!' he exclaimed triumphantly, pushing his face close to hers. 'Even the anticipation of the whip's kiss is betrayed. Well, I'll not keep you waiting.'

The handle slipped from her and Nadia tensed. The wide neck stock prevented her from seeing anything to the side or behind her, but she heard the sound of his boots shuffling on the stone and knew he was carefully adjusting his stance and position for the maximum efficiency. She barely heard the whistling of the braided thongs before the lashes exploded across the middle of her back, but she screamed, unashamedly, as the agonising fire seared through her every fibre.

'Count, bitch!' he roared. Nadia knew the rules.

'One!' she managed to gasp, between sobs. The whip whistled again, and again her shriek echoed around the unsympathetic walls.

'T-t-twooo!'

Whistle.

Crack!

'Dreeeeeeeeee!'

Nadia's world started to turn a deep purple...

––––––––
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JAMES NAYLOR SCREWED up his hawk-like features in concentration, as his eyes scanned the crowded VDU screen in front of him. His right hand moved automatically on the mouse, zooming in on different segments of the pages as he browsed them for the second time.

'There!' he said at last, finger jabbing at the relevant menu. 'That's the bitch, even though the site address is different. I'd know her turn of phrase anywhere.' Behind and slightly to one side of him, Christina Fredrickson stirred her powerful body inside its black leather shell and leaned forward for a closer view.

'Virtual reality,' she murmured. 'I wonder exactly how far they've got with it?' Her voice was slightly accented, betraying her Danish origins, but her English was otherwise flawless.

'A lot further than we suspected, judging by this,' Naylor rasped. 'Marlon Vincent may be slightly crazy, but he's an absolute genius. That's why I tried to get the bastard to work for me in the first place.'

'Perhaps you should have offered him more money,' Christina mused. 'He did say that the figures you were talking about wouldn't be enough to fund his research at the level he needed.'

'Bollocks!' Naylor snapped. 'The little bastard was just being plain greedy. I even offered him a percentage deal once we went on the market.'

'Which was no damned good to him if he didn't have the up-front cash to fund the project,' Christina persisted. Of all Naylor's employees, she was the only one, male or female, who would ever dare to disagree with him, but then Christina was an unusual person in more ways than one. At nearly six and a half feet tall and weighing in at a fraction under seventeen stone of fabulously sculpted muscle, she would have been quite capable of flooring Naylor with a single blow. In addition, Naylor knew only too well, the amazonian blonde possessed a cruel streak that exceeded even his own.

She was also extremely inventive and was constantly developing new refinements to practise on their almost willing volunteers, and not-so-willing and steadily growing collection of slaves, most of whom they had tricked into servitude with a mixture of extortion, blackmail and bribery. Christina rose from her seat and walked slowly across to the open window of Naylor's study, her cropped head narrowly missing the light fitting, due to the towering heels she invariably wore. There was only the slightest hint of a limp now, but the broken leg and the way in which it had been inflicted on her would never be forgotten.

That little bitch Lianne and her sissy boyfriend had a lot to answer for in Christina's book, and she was determined that both accounts would be settled before too much longer. She already had plans for the pair of them and frequently lay awake at nights conjuring up ever more evil schemes and scenarios. Her private cellar, deep beneath Naylor's house, already contained the 'trophy pole', upon which Christina planned to mount Lianne Connolly, impaled by the monstrous dildo fixed into the centre of the narrow, curved saddle bar.

As for Paul Dean, Christina had not yet made up her mind, but she did know one thing for sure. When she dressed the little bastard in a rubber maid's uniform this time, there would be no need to strap his male organs out of the way. With the help of a particular doctor of her acquaintance whose gambling habits ensured he was forever in need of large sums of cash, Paul Dean would not just play the part of a woman, she would make sure he became one.

'If Muirhead gets anything like a start on us, we might as well give up altogether,' Christina said, speaking over her shoulder. 'Jurgen Koenig seems to be spending his days with his thumb stuck up his arse. Hasn't he made any sort of progress this last month?'

'Some,' Naylor said, 'but not enough. He's having trouble capturing the visual images in a way that can be regenerated realistically.'

'He's not a patch on Vincent,' Christina said, 'but then we knew that before he even started. I told you that you should have let me deal with little Marlon. A couple of days downstairs with me and the girls and he would have been begging to work for nothing. Then he'd have had plenty of spare funds for the research side.'

'Maybe you're right,' Naylor conceded, grudgingly, 'but it's too fucking late to cry over spilt milk at this stage.'

'Perhaps,' Christina mused. 'And then again, perhaps not.'

'What are you getting at?' Naylor demanded. 'It's certainly too late to get at Marlon now. My sources tell me he hasn't set a foot outside Nadia's place in over three months, except when he's had to go to London and then she sends at least three minders with him. And she won't risk losing him at this late stage, you can be sure.

'She'll know I approached him originally and she'll also have a good idea how fucking useless the Kraut is, so she won't have to be a genius to know that my only hope is in getting Marlon from her. It'd be like trying to kidnap the President of the United fucking States.'

'Not necessarily,' Christina said, turning back to face into the room. The sunlight behind her glinted off the black leather catsuit and created a halo effect around her stubbly blonde skull. 'Marlon Vincent may be safe inside Muirhead's personal Fort Knox, but the rest of the world most certainly isn't.'

'What are you driving at?'

'Well, I always thought you were trying to handle Marlon the wrong way,' Christina began, leaning back against the window frame. 'Money was never going to convince him, except that he needed large sums to fund the development work itself. People like Marlon don't care about money for themselves, which was why I tried to tell you that you should have agreed to his terms originally.

'Marlon Vincent is a borderline fruitcake, like most geniuses. He'd work for nothing, just so long as he could keep on with his compulsion to achieve perfection...'

'Okay, okay!' Naylor interrupted, his features clouding angrily. 'So you were right and I was wrong; there's no need to keep ramming it down my throat. Tell me something I don't already know!'

A slow smile spread across Christina's square features. 'I intend to,' she said, quietly. 'I've made it my business to investigate friend Marlon's background and I've found an Achilles heel, I think.'

'You think?' Naylor echoed, testily. 'Well, madam, for your information, I had Marlon checked out pretty thoroughly myself and all the usual avenues are useless. He was orphaned at the age of five, raised in a home, has never had a girlfriend and has no living relatives we can use as leverage.'

'Except his half sister,' Christina replied, smoothly. Naylor opened his mouth, but no words came out. Christina's mouth twitched crookedly. 'Surprised?' she challenged. At last, Naylor found his tongue.

'I don't believe you,' he growled. 'I had the orphanage records checked out thoroughly and there was no sister mentioned anywhere. If there had been, she would have been taken into care along with him, because there were no uncles or aunts on either side of the family.'

'I said half sister,' Christina pointed out. 'Marlon's father left his first wife while she was expecting their first child and took up with Marlon's mother, whom he'd obviously been screwing on the side for some time, seeing as Marlon was actually born a month before the girl. When Marlon's parents were killed, the first wife refused to have anything to do with what she called the "little bastard". She had already remarried an Australian businessman and moved to Melbourne and she refused to even consider adoption.'

'So why would a half sister, who Marlon has never seen, be a lever?' Naylor demanded.

'I never said he hadn't seen her,' Christina retorted. 'Actually, when he was eighteen, Marlon started tracing his family tree, or what little there was of it, and he made contact with the girl through some agency. His parents had left him well provided for, financially at least, so he took off down under to meet the sister he never had. By all accounts, they hit it off really well.

'The slightly mad genius streak must come from the father's side, because the sister is about as crazy as Marlon. She's made quite a name for herself as a sculptor, though it's not what I'd call art. She welds just about anything and everything together and gives her pieces titles like "Fall of Woman" and "Checkpoint Infinity". Idiots with more money than taste pay hundreds of thousands for her work.' Naylor's jaw dropped even lower than it had upon learning of the existence of a relative in the first place.

'You're talking about Clarissa Beaumont!' he exclaimed, a note of awe tingeing his voice. 'She's the cookie Aussie bird...'

'With the bloody great exhibition in Birmingham at the moment,' Christina finished the sentence for him. 'Which is where she's staying at present. I have the hotel and the room number.'

'But we can't kidnap someone as famous as Clarissa Beaumont,' Naylor almost shouted. 'There'd be a fucking uproar they'd hear all the way back to Australia!' Christina was shaking her head.

'I doubt it,' she said. 'And so would you, if you knew as much about dear Clarissa as I've found out. She has a history of just taking off into the blue and then resurfacing in places like Nepal or Peru weeks, sometimes months later.'

'But not in the middle of an exhibition,' Naylor persisted.

'No? She disappeared for three months halfway through an exhibition in Los Angeles only last year, and halfway through a reception being given in her honour by her home town, she just upped and walked out. Everyone assumed she'd gone to the ladies, but the next they heard of her was when she appeared in New York with a load of scrap iron she called "The Feast of the Vampire King". She said she'd been inspired halfway through the main course and just had to follow her muse.'

'I seem to remember reading something along those lines,' Naylor admitted, thoughtfully. 'The press call her the Iron Butterfly.'

'Something to do with bats would be more appropriate,' Christina snapped back. 'But at least it would work to our advantage. If Miss Scrap Iron melted away overnight, everyone would assume she was off communing with her arc welding kit and just sit back and wait for her to show up again in Outer Mongolia.'

'I reckon you could be right,' Naylor said. He was smiling broadly now. 'Perhaps it might be an idea if you had a couple of the team scout around Clarissa's hotel and see what can be worked out.'

'Already done,' Christina smirked. 'The hotel's not such a hot idea, but I've already set another plan in motion. We'll have ourselves a sculptress-in-residence in about forty-eight hours from now, unless I'm much mistaken.'

––––––––
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'THAT WAS UNBELIEVABLE!' Nadia gasped, opening her eyes and struggling to focus on the figure leaning over her. Marlon Vincent grinned, his balding pate reddening with pleasure as he began carefully detaching the tiny electrodes from the depths of Nadia's luxuriant mane of hair. The headband that ran around her forehead felt heavy when she tried to move her head and Marlon tut-tutted his disapproval.

'Don't be so impatient,' he said. 'These little filaments are extremely delicate and it takes forever to solder them back if they break. I'm working on an improved model, but it isn't finished yet.

'Just lie back and relax. Apart from anything else, you'll feel a bit weak and dizzy for the next five minutes.' Nadia willed her muscles to go limp and lay, staring up at the ceiling, while Marlon fussed over her. Finally, he seemed satisfied and lifted the electronic coronet clear of her.

'You can sit up now,' he said, placing the web of gadgetry carefully on the wheeled trolley beside the narrow bed upon which Nadia was lying. 'But do it slowly, and don't panic if you suddenly feel nauseous.'

Gingerly, Nadia eased herself up onto her elbows and immediately retched. Her ears buzzed and the room wobbled before her eyes, but she refused to give in to it. She screwed her eyes shut again and shook her head, immediately regretting the action, for her stomach lurched violently and, for several seconds, she was certain she was going to be sick.

'Steady now.' She felt Marlon's hands under her shoulders, supporting her and lifting her into a proper sitting position. Slowly, the nausea subsided and Nadia risked opening her eyes again. In front of her, the banks of myriad little lights danced their crazy patterns across the various screens and panels.

'Bloody amazing!' she breathed. 'Absolutely bloody amazing! I didn't think it would be at all like that. It was so realistic, it was just as though I was really there and it was really happening to me.'

'In a way, you were - and it was,' Marlon said, the pride in his voice impossible to mistake. 'After all, in the real world your body sends the impulses and the data your brain translates to enable you to experience the physical reality of your situation. VESTIBULE merely replaces the real world stimuli with the equivalent that she generates to order.

'Therefore, my dear Nadia, you experience events in VESTIBULE's world exactly as you would experience events in your - and dare I use the word - normal world.' Nadia took in a deep breath, held it for a few seconds and then exhaled in a long sigh.

'But I still can't quite believe how I felt,' she said. 'I mean, not only was he so real, but so were the cuffs and chains, the rubber catsuit, and as for the whip...' She did not complete the sentence, simply shaking her head slowly. Marlon chuckled.

'I know,' he said. 'And I'll bet you can't wait to check in the mirror to make sure you aren't marked. Well, I can assure you you're not. You can't even feel the pain any more, can you?'

'No, you're right,' Nadia said. The fact had not occurred to her, but it was true. One minute she had been there, bound and pilloried, her whole being a mass of pain, the hooded man's lashes cutting her back to ribbons and then - wham! Apart from the initial dizziness and sickness, nothing.

Tentatively, she swung her long legs over the side of the bed and lowered her stiletto heeled feet to the carpeted floor. She half expected her knees to buckle when she transferred her weight onto them, but surprisingly they held firm and she stood upright with no difficulty. She turned and looked back at the machine.

'Why do you call this box of tricks VESTIBULE?' she asked. 'Today is the first time I've heard you use that name.' Marlon looked slightly abashed.

'Well, I only just thought it up,' he admitted. 'It stands for Virtual Experience of Sexuality Targeted into Bondage Unusual Longings and Erotica. It's not that good, I know, but it was the best I could come up with.' He grinned. 'Actually, I usually just call her VESTA for short.'

'VESTA?' Nadia pursed her lips. 'And why her? Why is she female?'

Marlon let out a little snort and turned to place a fatherly hand on his invention's gleaming stainless superstructure. 'You don't think a male mind could handle all the things VESTA does, do you?' he chuckled. Nadia laughed herself. Marlon, she had to admit, probably had a good point there. But now came the serious part.

'How many people did you say could use VESTA at the same time?' she asked.

Marlon turned back to face her and gave a shrug. 'How long's a piece of string?' he countered. 'She's got four passive terminals and two active ones at the moment, but that's just limited through financial pressures. As far as I know, theoretically there's no limit, although the physical factor of available space for the terminals themselves would come into it. But, if you had a large enough place, you could have a couple of dozen of both types of terminal.'

Nadia looked thoughtful. 'Tell me again,' she said, slowly, 'what's the difference between active and passive terminals?' She settled herself back to perch on the edge of the bed as Marlon explained.

'Well, you were hooked up to a passive terminal, which means you have no control over the scenarios you experience, other than to react how you would in real life. Those scenarios are largely created and controlled by VESTA herself, but, if someone wants to hook into an active terminal, they can introduce elements at will. They can either participate in the events actively, or else they can just view everything, as though through a monitor.

'As you know, my tests so far have been confined to the two young ladies you so generously assigned to me, plus my own semi-active participation. I daren't experience the passive side personally, at least not yet, just in case something were to go wrong and I couldn't retrieve myself, but it's safe enough on the active terminals. There's a failsafe password I can use and it shuts everything down immediately.'

'Interesting.' Lydia stroked her chin with one elegantly manicured fingernail. 'So, on a passive port you're at the mercy of the machine or someone on an active port, but on an active port you either just observe and tinker with things, or actually take part, but with the ability to change any developments which don't immediately take your fancy?'

Marlon nodded enthusiastically. 'That about sums it up,' he agreed. 'So, what do you think?'

Lydia wrinkled her nose. 'I'll tell you what I think,' she said. 'I think you're a genius.' Marlon's face and head were turning an even deeper hue now.

'Thank you, fair lady,' he said. Lydia slowly stood up again and walked over to stand in front of VESTA.

'Very Exciting Set of Toys for All,' she whispered, stroking the gleaming metal. 'That's what you are, VESTA.' She looked over her shoulder at Marlon, and smiled.

'Tell me,' she asked, 'how long before you could have VESTA kitted out with a dozen of each terminal?'

'It depends on how much money is available,' Marlon said.

'How much would twelve of each cost?' Marlon thought for a few seconds and gave her a figure. Nadia nodded. 'So, how long?'

Marlon grinned. 'Six weeks?'

'Four.'

'Okay, you got it.'

––––––––
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CLARISSA BEAUMONT MAY have inherited her genius and streak of occasional near insanity from the late father she shared in common with Marlon Vincent, but her looks had come, most definitely, from her maternal side.

Of above average height, she was slim, but with a sensational figure that would have ensured her a career in a completely different walk of life had she not been such a success in her chosen field. A wild mane of deep red hair framed her soft oval features, and her large green eyes and wide mouth had featured in the dreams of thousands of men the world over. Not that Clarissa had even considered the possibility of this, for, although she had lost her virginity in her teens and had not exactly starved herself of sexual activity, sex to her was just something to be enjoyed when the mood took her, in much the same way as she might enjoy a game of tennis when she fancied some fresh air and exercise. Had anyone intimated that Clarissa Beaumont might be the object of carnal desire, she would have stared at them wide-eyed and then giggled with disbelief.

Clarissa was an incurable giggler, though her laughter had a sort of musical beauty about it that ensured no one ever found her habit at all grating. In fact, everything about her endeared her to everybody she met, apart, that was, from her propensity to drop off the planet for weeks at a time, which caused her agent, George Mallory, to consider whether his best course might not be to chain her down somewhere and keep her on a leash whenever she ventured outdoors. He had ventured such an opinion to Clarissa herself, who had found the idea most amusing. In fact, her next piece featured a giant pair of handcuffs and a scold's bridle and was entitled "Fixed Point in a Changing World".

Quite what the significance was of the three bicycle wheels, the two pram handles and the supermarket trolley cut in half along its length, no one was ever quite sure, but the Austrian merchant banker who handed over a cheque for ninety thousand pounds to George kept assuring everyone that he had acquired an absolute bargain.

He did not mention that he would have paid ten times that amount to possess the sculptress herself, possibly aware of her reputation for mixing bar-room language with bar-room physicality if she took exception to certain people and circumstances.

The Asian girl now sitting across the restaurant table from Clarissa was a little overdressed for the Australian girl's taste, preferring herself to spend most of her days in baggy jeans and ex-navy work-shirt, and usually wearing more formal blouses and pleated skirts only when she had to, or when good manners and a certain degree of lip service to convention dictated the polite alternative.

Her dusky dinner companion looked as if she had been poured into the tight satin sheath dress, and as if certain parts of her were trying to pour themselves back out again. About her throat she wore a wide choker of glittering rubies, and her fingers were laden with expensive rings. When she had first entered the room Clarissa found it hard to believe that anyone could stand, let alone walk, in the steepling, needle sharp heels she wore, but the woman had moved with an effortless grace, every male eye in the place riveted to the expanse of nylon clad thigh that the brief hem of her dress left on display.

'I don't usually do commissions,' Clarissa said, her antipodean twang now muted by a few years of globe-trotting, 'but your offer definitely intrigues me. Tell me more about it.'

'There's not much I can tell you at this stage,' the other woman said. 'It's my husband's idea really, and all I am is the messenger. He felt you might be more sympathetic to a fellow female.' Her accent was impeccable, every word betraying an expensive education and Clarissa, although pecuniary considerations had never yet swayed her decisions, imagined that the husband in question would be a very wealthy man indeed.

'All I know is that Stanley has purchased this island in the Caribbean, a remote and very barren little place, which comprises one mountain, one very small village and a landing stage,' the woman continued. 'Stanley seems to think that his mountain would be the ideal place for one of your works, and he sent me to sound you out.'

'And exactly just what does Stanley envisage this work being?' Clarissa probed. The dark girl smiled, revealing a perfect set of small, brilliantly white teeth.

'I don't think Stanley has the faintest idea,' she confessed. 'Stanley is, shall we say, somewhat different from most men in his position. His grandfather and father made all the money and Stanley became something of a rebel. He had artistic leanings himself, but they were stifled by his family and, although I would never dream of suggesting so to him, he was not quite as talented as he might have liked to believe.' She spread her hands in an effusive gesture.

'I hope you don't think I'm being disloyal in saying that,' she smiled. 'I love Stanley very dearly and would never dream of doing anything to hurt him, but I think you're entitled to know the truth. Stanley is and always has been, a dreamer, a man of visions and ambitions, who seeks to better the lot of his fellow man. He has given millions of dollars to poor countries and invested three art galleries on three different continents, although always anonymously.'

'He sounds like a thoroughly decent guy,' Clarissa murmured. The dark head bobbed enthusiastically.

'Oh, he is,' the woman agreed, readily. 'An absolutely darling man. You really must meet him and see for yourself.' Now it was Clarissa who was nodding.

'I reckon you're right,' she said. She reached for the wine list, noting the bottle between them was nearly empty. 'I'm sorry,' she said, peering over the leather-bound card, 'you'll have to excuse me, but I can't remember your first name, Mrs Brooke-Read.' The woman inclined her head slightly to one side, her smile as brilliant as ever.

'So like Stanley,' she sighed. 'But please, I take no offence. It's Marika, and I'm so glad you agreed to see me.'

––––––––
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LIANNE CONNOLLY STOOD in front of the tall mirror and preened herself, revelling in the dull sheen of her rubber covered body, the neck-to-toe catsuit and the stiff over-corset, laced until her already attractive figure had taken on the sexy hourglass shape that so many of their readers and surfers found impossible to resist.

She breathed deeply - as deeply as the corset would allow, anyway - savouring the heady aroma of warm latex, and smiled at her reflected self. If anyone had told her, only a few months earlier, that she would find the mere act of dressing herself into one of these exotic costumes a sexually stimulating experience, she would have laughed them out of the room, but that was then and this was now.

Now she could assume the role of Mary Lou, inept rubber-clad sidekick of the slightly scatty private detective, Della de Linkwent, on a daily basis, get paid a handsome salary for her exertions and enjoy some of the best sex she never imagined could exist. Her hand dropped slyly to her crotch, her gloved fingers stroking the velcro-sealed opening, closed to cover the slight bulge made by the flanged base of the vibrator that lay embedded deep inside her, silent and motionless at the moment, but ready to burst into tempestuous life at the touch of its button.

'Stop playing with yourself and help me lace up this bloody suit, will you?' Ellen Sanderson's brunette head bobbed into view behind Lianne's left shoulder, her brightly carmined lips parted in a broad smile. Ellen had been the one to introduce Lianne to Nadia Muirhead's operation, when another model had been taken unexpectedly ill. Nadia was head of the Darius Publishing Company, owned the estate and huge old house that served as the base for all their creative activities and was, according to Ellen, fabulously wealthy.

'Anything you say, Miss Della,' Lianne said, adopting the Southern Belle accent she had taken up when the animated version of their cartoon strip adventures had been launched into cyberspace. A natural mimic, Lianne dubbed on the voices for several of the series' other female characters, though Ellen, with her chirpy cockneyesque accent, provided her own voice for Della de Linkwent. Ellen grinned and turned her back to her friend.

'Sometimes I wish they'd find a way to make this catsuit easier to get into,' she said. 'I mean, your rubber outfits simply zip up the back and, at a push, you can get into it by yourself.'

'I don't know what you're moaning about,' Lianne laughed. 'It's me that has to fart around with all the laces.' Ellen's catsuit was fashioned from gleaming white leather, the legs ending in boots, the arms in gloves and a high collar enclosing her throat when it was finally in place. However, because the leggings/boots had to be laced the full length of their backs, the sleeves the full length of the outside of each arm and the back laced from the top of Ellen's buttocks to the neck, it did indeed require a lot of patience to fit and could not be managed without assistance.

For a real life private eye, the suit's design would have been impractical in the extreme, for once all the laces had been fully closed it restricted Ellen's movements and reduced her to little more than a stiff-legged marionette, but then the readers and viewers had no way of knowing that. All they saw was a beautiful leather queen, an obvious dominant, except that Della usually found herself trapped into the submissive role by a series of nasty and increasingly more inventive villains and villainesses.

And that worried Ellen about as much as it worried Lianne, who regularly found herself sharing her 'boss's' plights and, more often than not, was on the receiving end of even worse treatments.

'You know,' Lianne murmured, stooping awkwardly to begin at the bottom of Ellen's left leg, 'if this gizmo of Marlon's works the way it seems to so far and if Nadia brings off this idea of coupling it to the internet, all this will be a thing of the past.'

'How d'you mean?'

'Well, there'll be no need for us to go through all this rigmarole, will there?' Lianne pointed out. 'The whole thing will be done electronically, or by silicon chips, or whatever.'

'You sound disappointed,' Ellen replied. Lianne sighed.

'Well, yes, I suppose I am,' she admitted. 'I've just about got into really enjoying all this, and then...'

'Along comes Marlon and deprives you of your favourite fetish,' Ellen said. 'Yeah, I know what you mean, but then there'll still be the ordinary cartoon strip to pose for.'

'I doubt it. From what Marlon said, his precious VESTA can produce hard copy from the various sessions, and even better than either Sonia or Naylor.' Sonia Hughes was the dark haired artist who had taken over the job of producing the finished artwork from Nadia's original artist, the treacherous and vicious James Naylor. She was also a born masochist and passionate bondage freak, often joining in and playing one of the roles she would eventually depict on paper.

'That's as maybe,' Ellen said, 'but no machine can reproduce what a true artist can convey. Even Jimmy bloody Naylor had the right feel, arsehole or no arsehole, and Sonia's a mile better.'

'We'll see,' Lianne said, turning her attention to Ellen's other leg. 'All I know is that if Marlon's machine can convince me I'm really being strung up and having my lights screwed, it shouldn't have much trouble turning out a cartoon strip.'

––––––––
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'VERY NICE INDEED,' James Naylor whistled appreciatively, staring down at the naked form on the bed. 'I've only ever seen her in magazine photographs before, and she always struck me as a scruffy little sort.'

'She wasn't exactly an advert for Harpers and Queen,' Christina grunted. 'The bloody dress she was wearing when Marika brought her in looked as though she'd bought it from the local Oxfam shop, and I doubt whether she even owns a makeup kit.'

'The basic material's pretty good, though,' Naylor asserted. Clarissa Beaumont's deep red mane was spread out about her head, the matching red bush between her thighs seemingly glowing against her pale skin. 'I think I might enjoy keeping her from getting bored during her little stay with us.' His lips, visible beneath the leather mask that now covered the top half of his head, twisted into a salacious leer, but Christina ignored this.

'First we need to get her ready for her little screen test,' she said, levelly. 'I've put a little something together which will show her off to the best advantage, so, if you wouldn't mind excusing me, I've got work to do.'

Reluctantly, Naylor retreated towards the door, fingers loosening the laces at the back of his mask. It seemed unlikely that Clarissa would regain consciousness for some while yet, but he believed in being cautious. Unfortunately, more especially so since he'd seen the sculptress in the flesh literally, she would have to be released ultimately, though he consoled himself with the thought that, by then, they would at least have access to a virtual Clarissa.

Left alone with her prisoner, Christina lost no time in getting down to her task. She began with a small pair of sharp scissors, clipping away the little bush of pubic hair and slipping it into a plain white envelope. Then, with practised fingers, she used a small spatula to coat the shorn area with a depilatory cream. Ten minutes later the recumbent girl's mound was as smooth as a billiard ball. Christina grunted and fingered the tangle of head hair.

'I'll have that off you, too, before you leave here,' she promised her unhearing victim. 'By the time I'm through with you, the world really will think you're mad; you'll be babbling like a lunatic and incapable of stringing two coherent sentences together. After that, who knows, we might even get you back again. No one will miss just one more crackpot arty-farty.'

She reached down and fingered the narrow cleft beneath the freshly shaven area. The labia seemed thin and tightly pressed together, but Christina persisted, prising the lips apart to reveal the dark pink mouth behind them.

'We'll find plenty to keep this full,' she whispered. 'Give me a month and you'll be able to accommodate a gorilla up there - or my biggest dildo. I reckon you'll look perfect, squirming on the end of Christina's largest cock, sweetie.' With an effort, Christina dragged herself back to the task in hand.

She unfastened the heavy trunk in the corner of the room and lifted the lid back, standing stooped over for several seconds examining the contents, before deciding upon her first move. When she straightened up again, in her hands she held something that resembled a narrow-waisted corset, from the top of the back of which extended a wide, curved plate. However, unlike the leather and rubber garments that were the norm in this place, this creation had been moulded from a thick, rigid perspex, and was completely transparent.

'Perfect,' she whispered to herself. 'Just perfect.' She stooped again and detached the strange key tool from where it had been taped to the underside of the lid, and then turned to study her intended victim. 'Just about the ideal size.' She smiled down at the unconscious Clarissa.

Christina rapidly released the five catches that ran down either side, separating the two halves of the corset. Then, discarding the front piece temporarily, she eased the other beneath the limp Clarissa, adjusting its position until she was satisfied it was exactly right. The curve of the design, added to the curve of the extension plate, lifted Clarissa's lower back several inches clear of the hard mattress and left her upper back and head lying at a downward angle, supported by the perspex extension, which ended at the nape of her neck.

Now, taking the front section, Christina lowered it down, mating it with the first and drawing Clarissa's ample breasts through the two rigid cut-outs, settling them against the near half cup sections that would hold up the helpless girl's bust when she finally returned to an upright position. It then required simple strength, of which Christina had plenty, to force the two halves tightly together and compress Clarissa's waist into the hourglass shape into which the perspex had been sculpted. A few seconds additional work with the key and the corset was locked in place, immovable by its wearer, or anyone else, as Christina held the only key.

Returning to the trunk, the powerful Dane selected the next pieces to the intricate jigsaw, laying them out on the bed alongside the still motionless Clarissa. She took the hinged collar first, wrapping it around the artist's neck and clicking it into the locking mechanism at the top of the extension plate. Now, when Clarissa finally did come around and get to her feet, she would be forced to walk with her spine bent cruelly backwards, the sharp raised point at the front of the collar ensuring that she had to keep her chin well elevated as well.

Two more hinged sections formed rigid gloves, encasing the arms from fingertips to armpit, six more tiny locks holding them to the arms and two larger catches snapping into retaining locks on either side of the back half of the corset. The effect was to hold the arms slightly bent, the elbows pulled back, the strain on the shoulders serving as an ever present reminder to Clarissa, once she regained her senses, that Christina had made her into her helpless slave.

The boots were truly superb, Christina decided, holding the feet as would a normal - if seven inch heels could be described as normal - pair of high heeled boots. But their bases had been shaped so that sole and heel were as one and shaped to the contours of a horse's hoof. There was another pair with the outfit, which could be substituted for these at Christina's discretion, but their rapier thin heels would require practice before Clarissa would be able to balance in them, though at least their rigid construction would prevent any broken ankles. Not that Christina had any great problems with slaves suffering fractures, but only when they were inflicted at her own instigation.

Next, Christina turned to the makeup box on the small dressing table in the window, applying long false eyelashes over Christina's own and thickening them with black mascara. Black eyeliner and dark blue eye-shadow followed, as she turned the normally fresh-faced beauty into a parody of a showgirl.

Deep blusher and vivid carmine lip-gloss emphasised the effect dramatically and, as Christina worked skilfully, the showgirl image became that of an extremely over-the-top whore. When she finally stepped back and scrutinised her efforts, the powerful dominatrix permitted herself a slow smile of satisfaction.

'Your own mother would disown you, looking like that,' she addressed the uncaring form. 'Always supposing she even recognised you.' She leaned forward again and deftly removed the single gold stud from each of Clarissa's earlobes, tossing them into the makeup box with disdain.

The skullcap, which Christina took out next, was moulded to fit perfectly over the upper half of the head, with a locking chinstrap to prevent the wearer from dislodging it. At the crown, a clear tube about nine inches long projected straight up. Taking up a brush, Christina propped her subject up in the bedside chair, legs splayed stiffly before her, and began brushing her wild hair up into a high ponytail.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





