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Chapter 1: The Watchman
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The girl stood alone figure by the wide river. She wore a short summer dress, creased and stained after many nights of being slept in. She was a picture of young beauty, her neck slim and graceful and her face, with its slightly pouting mouth and pert nose, was framed by brown tresses of hair that hung to below her shoulders. But it was her eyes that men always noticed first. Brown and almond shaped, they had a wide innocence about them that made her seem supremely vulnerable, the long curling lashes fluttering in a manner that made her seem at the same time alluring and guileless.

She surveyed the scene before her. The banks of the river were steep and precarious, and she realised she would not be able to reach its waters from where she was. She began to search for somewhere that would give her safe access.

She followed its edge for some distance, occasionally having to take detours inland to avoid the dense vegetation that grew alongside it. At last she found a spot where the bank had crumbled and she was able to climb down to the water. She placed her bundle carefully beneath a bush, kicked off her dusty shoes and scrambled down to the water's edge. It was shallow at the edges and she stepped in, the delicious cool of the water like balm on her tired feet.

She remained there for some time, splashing with her hands and feet and wetting her face with the refreshing water. She scooped handfuls up and drank it gratefully. She strode in deeper until she had to lift the hem of her dress to avoid wetting it.

What she really desired though, was to immerse herself completely. Did she dare do it here? She looked around. The spot she was in was quite secluded, surrounded by trees and bushes. Besides, she doubted that anyone would be about in such a place.

In a moment she had decided. Reaching behind her she took hold of the zipper on her dress and slid it down to her waist. She wriggled out of the garment, and stood in only her bra and briefs. Taking a further surreptitious glance about her she unclipped the bra, sliding it down her arms and tossing it aside. Her young breasts were firm and beautifully formed, the brown nipples upturned.

She hooked her thumbs into her pants and slipped them down with a single graceful movement. She tossed them aside and stood for a moment, magnificent in her nakedness, her sex prominent in its triangle of dark pubic hair, her curvaceous rear now fully revealed. She ran her hands over her skin, enjoying its silky feel beneath her fingers.

She hesitated for a moment, then in a sudden concession to modesty she pulled a small cloth from the bundle, wrapping it round her so that it just barely concealed her below the waist. Then she stepped down the bank again and slid into the cold water, allowing it to cover her legs and lap about her thighs.

A movement in the grass beside her caught her eye and she gave a sudden scream, the sound stifled almost as soon as it left her lips. She stared at the spot on the river bank. Surely it couldn't have been a rat? A water rat? Of all things there was nothing she feared more than rats, ever since the dreadful beast she had encountered in the woodshed when she was very young.

The grass moved again, then to her relief a blackbird hopped out, gazing inquisitively about. But the fright had been enough to take her thoughts back to who she was, and why she was here.

The girl's name was Lia, and she was running away. Although she knew what she was running from, she was unsure where she was running to. She just knew that she had to escape, to leave her former existence behind her and search for a new life.

She had been brought up in the City. Abandoned at birth by her unknown parents she had drifted from orphanage to orphanage in an unhappy childhood. At sixteen she had been given the opportunity to leave the dreary institutions of her youth in order to work in a clothing factory, long hours of sewing during the day, evenings spent in a depressing hostel watching TV or just sitting alone in her room, gazing at the wall.

As with many of the manufacturing companies in those days of homelessness, she lived in a works-owned hostel, obeying its rules and curfews in order to hold on to her job.

Jobs and homes had been at a premium for many years now, and it was this factor that had been the main cause of the breakdown in law and order that had finally occurred. The cities had become fortresses, high walls and fences surrounding them, entry strictly controlled. Inside the boundaries they were places of fear, the gangs that roamed the streets barely under the control of the Police Forces who patrolled high above in their helicopters, cars and foot patrols having long since become unsafe. The inhabitants of the cities now led a troglodyte existence, travelling the short distance to work via subways, purchasing what they could get from the small stores within their places of work.

It was from this that Lia had escaped. The colourlessness, the darkness of the buildings and subways, the drudgery of the days followed by the tedium of the nights.

The final straw had been the watchman.

Each hostel had its watchman, waiting in blue uniform and peaked cap in the small office near the entrance, checking identity cards before admitting anyone, locking the heavy steel doors at nine o'clock every night, supervising the extinguishing of lights at ten thirty, carrying out the everyday tasks in the building such as repairing leaks or changing lightbulbs.

The watchman in Lia's hostel was called Mick. In his middle thirties, his head shaved, his arms heavily tattooed, he was obsessed with bodybuilding and his every spare moment was spent lifting weights or exercising on the equipment that filled his room.

It was some time before Lia had noticed that he was taking a particular interest in her. He would spend ages examining her pass., studying the photo and then looking her up and down, his eyes so penetrating that she found herself unable to meet them. When they encountered one another in the narrow corridors of the hostel he would make no attempt to let her by, so she would have to press against him in order to pass. In the evening, if she was in the television room he would come and sit beside her, his leg rubbing against hers, laughing loudly at the antics on the screen.

He began prowling about outside her room at night, so that she feared to go out, and sometimes, when she returned from work, she was sure he had been in her room, searching through her drawers, examining her underwear.

But it was the incident with the rat that brought matters to a head.

She returned to her room late one evening, after the lights had been extinguished. She was used to groping her way down those long narrow hallways in the dark and found the door easily. She slipped inside, closing the door behind her, then stripped off all her clothes, dropping them in the laundry basket. Rummaging in a bottom drawer she pulled out an old T-shirt and dragged it over her head. It was large, stretched with continuous washings so that the neck hung wide, exposing her left shoulder, its hem barely reaching her thighs, so she had to pull it down to preserve her modesty.

She had climbed wearily into bed and lain in the darkness, letting her mind wander before dropping off to sleep.

Lia would never know precisely what woke her, but the more she thought about it the more she wondered if it was the sound of the door to her room clicking shut.

She lay on the bed, her eyes open, suddenly wide awake. It was then that she heard it; a faint scratching sound coming from the end of the bed. She slipped gently from between the sheets, then stood for a second, holding her breath. There it was again! Reaching for her bedside table she slid open a drawer and withdrew the small flashlight, kept there for emergencies. She approached the bed apprehensively, afraid of what she might see. She hesitated for a moment, steeling her nerves, then switched it on.

The rat was enormous, its body at least ten inches long, its wiry tail stretching out behind. Its fur was grey, with brown blotches caused by some sort of mange. Its eyes were dark and evil, and it crouched on the bed baring its teeth.

Lia screamed and dropped the flashlight. It clattered to the floor and went out, plunging the room into darkness once again. She backed towards the door, a primeval panic overtaking her as she groped for the handle. Her fingers scrabbled with it, unable to make it turn. At last she regained control of her shaking hands enough to release it. She twisted the handle and then she was out, slamming the door behind her, fighting down the feelings of fear and nausea that threatened to engulf her.

She stood for some time, leaning against the door, waiting until her breathing became more controlled. Her hands shook violently and her legs felt weak. It was the most horrible thing she had ever seen. She had to get rid of it. She began to think what she could do, where she could go for help. The hostel was quiet, the doors all locked. She couldn't rouse anyone at this time of night. There seemed no alternative; she would have to find the watchman.

She groped her way back down the corridors towards the entrance to the building, descending the dark staircase to the lobby. The watchman's room was just off the main hallway and she could see a light shining beneath the door. She hesitated for a moment at the threshold, then knocked.

"Who is it?"

"Number seventeen." She was reluctant to use her name with him.

There was a short silence, then the handle turned and the door swung open. He stood in the doorway, in shorts and an open shirt. Beads of sweat showed on his forehead and she guessed he had been exercising. He smiled when he saw it was her, baring his uneven teeth. "Come in," he said.

Lia stepped past him into the room. She had glimpsed its interior through the doorway before but had never been inside. As she glanced around she began to feel uncomfortable. Everywhere the room betrayed its occupant's maleness. A sturdy rifle cabinet stood by the door, the weapons inside gleaming, whilst all about the floor were weights and exercise equipment. A bed stood unmade in the corner with magazines strewn on and around, a mixture of hardcore pornography, guns and body building titles. On the walls were photos of women, all naked and in all kinds of poses, some of them bound or chained, many of them being penetrated by the stiff penises of muscular men, nothing at all left to the imagination. As she gazed about she heard the watchman close the door behind her, followed by the unmistakeable sound of a bolt being shot across. She began to wish she had not come.

She turned to face him. He was smiling slightly, his eyes roaming up and down her body. She shivered, realising for the first time the inadequacy of the T-shirt in conserving her modesty. She tugged at the hem, causing her left breast to be exposed almost to the nipple. She released the hem quickly and the material rode up her thigh again. He grinned, enjoying her embarrassment.

"What's the problem?" he said at last.

"A rat. There's a rat in my room."

"Number seventeen?" he asked unnecessarily.

"Yes."

"What sort of rat?"

"I don't know. A grey one. All I know is it's in my room."

"Need the exterminators. They deal with rats. Not my job, rats. Call the exterminators in the morning."

"In the morning?" she cried in dismay. "But what can I do until then?"

He shrugged.

She stood for a moment, thoroughly ill at ease, her hands still tugging at the hem of the T-shirt, wishing she had put on some underwear. "Isn't there somewhere else I can sleep for tonight?" she asked at last.

The man glanced pointedly across at the bed in the corner, then back at her. She blushed. "Another room I meant," she muttered.

"All the rooms are full, you know that."

She had an inspiration. "Can I sleep in the TV room?"

He shook his head. "Against the rules. TV room's locked up for the night."

"But the rat! Can't you do something about it?"

"Not my job," he repeated. "Not worth my while, chasing rats."

She stood silent again, trying to think. She knew that nothing on earth would persuade her to re-enter the room as long as the creature was in there. But she also knew there was nowhere else to go. She looked at him. She had a little money saved, perhaps that would help.

"What if I made it worth your while?"

He smiled slightly. "Maybe we could talk about that." He turned and crossed the room to where an ancient fridge was rattling quietly, opened it and took out two cans.

"Beer?" he asked, and without waiting for a reply tossed one of the cans to her. The throw was deliberately high and, without thinking, she reached both hands above her head to catch it. As she did so the T-shirt rode up, momentarily exposing the dark triangle of her pubic hair to him. He watched as she dragged the hem back down, glowing with embarrassment.

"Sit down," he said, indicating a small hard-backed chair in the centre of the room. She hesitated, glancing back at the bolted door behind her. There seemed nothing else for it. She sat gingerly down, trying to pull the hem of the T-shirt over her bottom. She pressed her legs tightly together, tucking the front of the shirt into the gap at the top of her legs. She felt the material pull downwards, exposing a generous expanse of cleavage. She opened the beer and began sipping it.

"You like to work out?" he asked. She shook her head.

"You should, it's good for you." She smiled bleakly.

"You like to try some of my equipment? I could put you through a proper workout. Ten minutes on the rowing machine, ten on the bike and then maybe some weightlifting."

"Maybe some other time."

"I thought maybe now."

"I, er, not at the moment," she replied, feeling more uncomfortable than ever.

"I thought maybe you could go through a routine, then I could go kill that rat."

"Some other time."

He shrugged. "Suit yourself. Maybe I'll kill the rat some other time." He stood up suddenly, his mood changed. "Meanwhile you have to go back to your room." His voice had become remote and officious. "It's the rules."

"But you said..."

"I said we'd talk about it. Well, we've talked, and we don't seem to have agreed."

She stared at him, her mind reeling. So that was it. It wasn't money he wanted after all. What he wanted was to feast his eyes on her barely dressed body while she performed for him. To watch her work out on his machines. But she was so inadequately dressed. How could she possibly hope to retain her modesty on any of them in a T-shirt that even now was threatening to expose her most private parts? And even if she did, the question was, would it stop at that? And what if it didn't? So far her experience of sex had involved little more than surreptitious fumbling at the back of the cinema, and a brief and unsuccessful encounter with a boy from work who had taken her virginity in the men's toilet, and left her frustrated and ashamed.

The trouble was, there was no alternative. She knew she couldn't return to her room with the rat still in there. The thought of the rodent crouching on her bed made her feel physically sick. She glanced at the photos on the wall again. Perhaps he just liked to watch. Perhaps she would be OK.

She eyed him over the top of the beer can. "Just a workout?" she said. "And then you'll kill the rat?"

He grinned. "Promise," he said.

"Have... have you got some shorts I could wear?"

"What, in my size?"

"Perhaps I should go and get some."

"From your room? Be careful of that rat."

She could see he was enjoying himself. It was the T-shirt or nothing. Lia took a long swig at the beer, then placed it on the floor and stood up. "Where do I start?"

"The rowing machine. Ten minutes on that."

She eyed the contraption. It consisted of a square leather seat which slid back and forth on rails. At one end were footrests, and the two 'oars' projected on either side. She stepped between the rails and lowered herself onto the seat, still straining to keep the hem of the shirt down. Once in position she placed her feet on the footrests and grasped the oars.

"Right," he said. He had produced an electronic timer from somewhere and set it on the chair. He fiddled with it briefly, then turned to her. "Ten minutes," he said, pressing a button. The numbers on the dial began to flash in a reducing sequence.

Lia pulled on the oars. They pivoted backwards and the seat slid forward, forcing her to bend her knees. Then she pushed and the seat returned to its original position. She pulled again and the motion was repeated. She found that, with some difficulty, she was able to keep her knees together, though she knew that as she came to a momentary halt at the end of each stroke she was affording him a brief glimpse of her sex, so she rowed harder, trying to stay on the move and continuing to hold her legs tightly together.

She rowed on, finding a rhythm and timing her breathing with the strokes. The effort was beginning to tire her and she felt herself starting to sweat. Her breasts pressed against the fabric of the shirt as she stretched, and she saw he was watching them with some enjoyment. The time on the clock ticked away as she rowed, back and forth, back and forth, her eyes closed now, her forehead beginning to glisten with the effort.

At last there was a buzz from the timer and she knew the ten minutes were up. She sat for a short time, regaining her breath, slumped forward on the seat. She had come through the first part of the ordeal reasonably well, she thought. She looked up at him.

"What next?"

"The exercise bike I think."

She climbed to her feet, breathing heavily. The shirt was beginning to stick to her body with the sweat, emphasising the shape of her breasts.

The bike stood in one corner, all gleaming chrome with a large crank and a thin leather saddle. He climbed on, showing her how to sit and how to set the tension on the crank. "Just a smooth ride first," he said, slackening it off. Then he stood back, watching her expectantly.

Gingerly she stepped over the centre of the machine and hoisted herself up onto the thin saddle. It was set high for his own convenience and she felt exposed sitting astride it. She tried to pull the shirt down over her bottom again and to tuck it between her legs.

"OK," he said, "away you go."

Lia put her feet up on the pedals and began to turn them.

It was harder than she had expected, and she found herself leaning forward and pushing hard. As she did so the T-shirt sprang out from under her bottom and rode up her thighs so that her bum was half exposed and a little of her pubic hair peeped out from beneath. The man grinned happily.

"That's better," he said. "You seem to be getting the hang of it now."

Lia reddened with embarrassment, aware of her predicament, and equally aware that she was helpless to do anything about it.

She rode on, developing a rhythm. Her feet pedalled hard and she began to work up a sweat once again. Her breasts trembled as she pedalled, clearly outlined beneath the T-shirt. The shirt rode higher, revealing her nether lips astride the thin saddle. As she strained, the leather ridge of the seat as it rubbed against her naked sex began to stir unexpected emotions. She felt a wetness as the constant motion teased her clitoris into life. She found herself bearing down hard on the saddle, and moving her hips back and forth in a new rhythm not entirely connected with the cycling.

She tried hard to constrain the feeling that was welling up inside her. She concentrated on the clock. Two minutes to go. She forced herself to think of other things; of her work, the TV show she had watched that night, but all the time her body was thrusting down on that thin ridge of leather. She looked up and saw he was watching her closely. She wondered if he was aware of her stimulation. Then she looked down and realised the saddle was glistening with moisture, and she knew he could see it too. She checked the clock. One more minute. She must hold out for one more minute. She mustn't let herself be overcome while he watched.

On she pedalled. The seat was becoming slippery as her wetness increased. Once again she felt her passion threatening to overwhelm her as the hard leather stimulated her between her legs. She could feel her sex lips and clitoris swelling with her ardour and her nipples had come erect beneath the T-shirt so that they projected proudly, clearly visible through the increasingly damp garment. The shirt was riding up almost to her waist, revealing the delicious pink globes of her arse to her lone audience.

The clock continued to tick the time away and she pedalled on, breathing heavily, her eyes closed, trying desperately to fight down her desire. The seconds seemed like minutes. Would she never be able to stop? Then the buzz sounded and she ceased pedalling gratefully, though she found herself momentarily unable to control her hips, which were still moving her sex back and forth over the ridge of leather.

With an enormous effort of will she lifted herself from the saddle and climbed from the bike. She stood beside it, panting with the exertion and with the vestiges of lust.

He came across and examined the machine. He ran his finger over the saddle. It came off wet. He held it up to her and grinned.

"Enjoy that, did you?"

Lia reddened, and realising the shirt was still around her waist she yanked it down clumsily. "What now?" she asked.

"The weights." He indicated the machine; a padded bench with a device at one end made up of wires and pulleys attached to a series of weights. Hanging above the bench was a chrome bar with rubber handgrips. Lia sat on the edge of the bench, then swung her legs up and lay back.

"Just one thing," he said. "You need the wristbands."

She looked at him, puzzled. "What wristbands?"

"These." He showed her two leather bands, with chrome rings attached. The rings came apart with some sort of catch. "Hold out your arms."

She obeyed, still slightly puzzled, and he snapped on the bands, first one wrist then the other, fastening them tight around her wrists with a click.

"Now grasp the bar."

She reached up, taking hold of the handgrips. Snap! Snap! Before she realised what he was doing he had clipped the rings around the bar, on the outside of the grips. Too late she saw she'd been tricked. Even before she could cry out he had hold of her right ankle, pulling it down to the floor. She began trying to kick free, but he was too strong for her. From his pocket he produced a reel of sticky tape and bound her leg to the chrome support of the bench. Then he took hold of her other leg, gripped it hard and yanked it over the edge of the seat, where he secured it in a similar way. Then he stood back to admire his handiwork.

The girl was trapped and helpless, her arms stretched wide apart above her head, her body pulled tight by the bonds on her ankles. The T-shirt was once again riding up, exposing her open sex. She stared at him fearfully. What a fool she'd been to fall for the trick with the wristbands. Now she was really in trouble.

He crossed the room to a small chest of drawers. He rummaged in a drawer, then pulled out a knife. It was a large hunting knife with a long curved blade serrated towards the tip. The handle was made of some kind of animal horn, about nine inches long and itself curved. It was the most wicked looking weapon she had ever seen. He weighed the instrument in his hand, as if handling it for the first time. Then holding it in front of him, the blade pointing upward, he approached her.

She shrank back in fear at the sight of the blade so close to her. He brought it down and let its cold steel touch her thigh. She shivered as he grinned at her discomfort. Then he grabbed the hem of the shirt and began slicing through the material. The knife was sharp and made easy work of the thin garment, sliding up to the neck which he cut with a single jerk, so that the two halves sprang apart, revealing Lia's breasts. Then just as easily he sliced from sleeve to neck on both sides. He pulled the ragged remains from under her and tossed them aside, then returned and stood at the foot of the bench admiring his captive.

Lia presented a delightful sight, her hands held high, emphasising her vulnerability. Her breasts, firm and young, were parted slightly, making a narrow valley between them, the dark nipples forming prominent peaks. Her belly was flat, her pubic hair neatly trimmed to a dark triangle. Her slim legs were forced brutally apart, revealing her open sex to him, as if in invitation.

He moved to her side, placing his hand flat on her stomach. She wriggled slightly, staring fearfully up at him. His hand moved up to her breast.

"Don't!" she pleaded.

He grinned. His hand cupped the underside of her breast, enjoying its smooth softness. He worked it round, feeling the nipple, rubbing it between his coarse fingers.

Almost at once the nipple began to harden as the girl responded to his touch. She closed her eyes, wishing her body would obey her. His other hand was on the other breast now and she felt that respond to him as well. Despite herself she found her body reacting to his caresses.

He continued the stimulation, squeezing and kneading her pliant breasts while his captive writhed beneath him. He leant over and began sucking one of her nipples, which stood hard and proud, inviting his lips. She groaned aloud as she felt his mouth close over it, sucking hard, his tongue flicking at the tip while his fingers continued to work on the other.

He lifted his head from her and looked her in the eye. "Like that, don't you?" Lia closed her eyes, ashamed.

His mouth returned to her nipple, but she felt his hand leave her other breast and begin sliding down across her ribcage, over her stomach and down towards her sex.

"No!" she said, struggling hopelessly.

But the hand continued its journey, pausing slightly to stroke her pubic hair, and then down between her legs, sliding between the outer lips of her vagina and finding her swollen love bud almost at once.

She let out a gasp of passion as she felt him take it between his fingers. A warm wetness rose within her as he toyed with her, teasing her clitoris. His fingers stroked round it with a circular motion, barely touching, making her cry out in frustration.

"No," she said again, but her aroused body was saying the opposite. She flung her head from side to side as he continued to suck and tease. She felt her juices running freely. She knew she would soon be unable to contain them and she blushed with shame at the thought of him seeing this blatant betrayal of her arousal.

He moved down the bench so he was sitting between her open thighs, studying her wet pink cleft, pulling apart the lips and increasing her exposure still further. He reached for the knife, which he had left lying on the bench, and she watched with apprehension as he stroked its handle suggestively, still studying her naked body.

He ran the hilt of the knife up the inside of her thighs, its coldness against her skin making her shiver. He pressed it harder to her flesh, sliding it ever further up towards the top of her legs. She groaned with the feel of it, wondering what he would do next.

The handle of the knife was thick and gnarled, about an inch in diameter, curving to a rough knob on its end. He held it by the blade in his right hand whilst easing apart the lips of her sex with the other. Then, slowly, he began pushing the handle against them, twisting as he pushed.

With a gasp of uncontrolled lust she felt it enter her vagina, its coldness causing the muscles to contract, almost pushing it out again. But he held hard to the instrument and began gently pressing it further in, continuing to twist it as he did so, so that the friction stimulated her deliciously.

Further and further he pushed. Lia, now completely out of control, strained to widen her legs still further to accommodate the makeshift dildo that was working her up to such a frenzy, pressing on the floor with her feet to raise her backside from the bench, offering her sex to him in the most lewd and wanton manner, caring only for the roughness of the knife handle.

He had forced it in to the hilt now, and he twisted it again, bringing a hoarse cry from her lips. He reached up and ran his hands over her stiff nipples. Her entire body was in a state of delicious tension as she strained upward. A film of sweat had broken out on her body, making her breasts glisten in the harsh light of the room.

Her mind was a whirl. She knew he shouldn't be doing this to her. She knew too that she should be fighting it, that he had no right to strip her and abuse her in this way. But the sheer eroticism of the situation overwhelmed her. She was stark naked, bound and helpless, her breasts and sex bare and unprotected, being subjected to the most intimate assault imaginable, and she was responding with a lustful passion she had not known herself capable of.

He began moving the knife handle in and out, twisting it gently as he did so, allowing the rough surface to stimulate her clitoris so that she whimpered with pleasure. It was moving easily, lubricated by her juices, sliding inside her until the cold metal of the hilt came in contact with her love bud, giving her a shock of delight then slipping back again until only the knob at its end remained inside her. Then it would begin its journey inside again, making a wet sound as it did. She was like a pagan sacrifice on an altar in some obscure religious rite, about to be run through with a sacred dagger, only she was being stabbed with the blunt end of the knife, and in the most private part of her body.

His movements became faster. An urgency seemed to have gripped him and he rammed the knife handle hard into her. She responded, thrusting her hips up at him, stretching her legs still wider so that her clitoris stood proud from her sex lips. He reached for her breasts, which were dancing deliciously to the rhythm of his thrusts. His hand closed around her firm soft globes, rubbing the nipples, damp with his saliva and her sweat.

He could see she was close to her climax. She too realised that she was about to humiliate herself by submitting to him in such an obvious and degrading manner. But her lust was too great. She was crying out with every stroke, her arse slapping up and down on the bench as she thrust her sex at the object of assault. Her body stiffened, she arched herself, her bottom clear of the bench.

He slowed his movements, trying to control her, to delay and then prolong the climax that he knew was close. He played her like some delicate instrument, bringing her to the brink with his careful manipulation, sensing her reaching her peak and then stopping so that she remained suspended on the edge, her body still arched upward in delightful tension, her breath coming in harsh bursts, her eyes shut tight.

Then, at last, she could hold it no longer and with a cry from deep in her throat she finally succumbed to her passion, the sheer animal pleasure of her orgasm washing over her as her juices flowed. Her hips thrust hard at the knife handle as she released her lust, abandoning herself completely with no thought for modesty or decorum, naked and red-faced in the watchman's seedy apartment.

He continued his thrusts, slowing them as he felt the ebbing of her fervour. The stiffness began to leave her limbs and her body sank back onto the bench, into the pool of wetness that had flowed from her. His movements became less and less, until finally he stopped, leaving the weapon embedded in its victim.

She lay back, exhausted and ashamed at her lasciviousness, her exquisite breasts rising and falling as she fought to regain her breath. She couldn't believe what had happened; that her body had betrayed her so in giving the depraved swine his pleasure. She closed her eyes, wishing the ordeal would end, that he would free her, allow her to cover herself, to hide from his gaze. But when she opened them again he was still there, and she was still harshly exposed to his gaze.

He spoke at last. "That was fun, wasn't it?"

She turned away. "Will you let me go now?" she whispered.

He grinned. "What already? But we've only just begun. I've got something much better to put in that wet little love-hole of yours."

She was suddenly angry. "You said just a workout. Well I worked out."

"You certainly did. And very entertaining it was too."

She blushed. "Listen," she said, "if you don't free me I'll scream this place down until someone comes."

"What if they do? Who's in the more compromised position? You, coming to my room in the middle of the night stark naked and having to be restrained, or me, the innocent watchman?"

"Nobody would believe that. Besides, I was wearing..."

"What? That old floor cloth over there? And even if you were, wandering into my room in the middle of the night with your arse and cunt bare is going to look pretty provocative. At best you'd lose your job, and your bed. Then where would you be?"

She was silent for a while, her mind racing. What he said was true. She had compromised herself by entering his room at night in a state of undress, and she knew she'd have difficulty proving herself entirely innocent. They'd never keep her on after such a scandal. Then an idea began to form in her mind. "What about the rat?" she asked.

"What rat?" he said.

"The one in my room. At least that will prove my story."

He considered this for a while. She could see she had shaken his confidence. She prayed he would take the bait.

"You may be right," he said at last. "I guess I'd better get rid of the rat. Meantime we'll do something to stop you making any unnecessary noises."

She watched apprehensively as he picked up a rubber ball from the table. It was about an inch and a half in diameter, the type bodybuilders squeeze to strengthen their grip. He tossed it in the air a couple of times, then leant over her.

"Open your mouth."

She shook her head, terrified.

He held his fist close to her face. "Open up, I said. That's if you want to keep your teeth."

She opened her mouth. He forced the ball between her teeth so that her mouth was jammed open. The ball was hard and tasted of rubber, and she bit down on it, trying not to panic. He produced the tape from his pocket again and holding her hair from her face, wrapped it round her mouth and behind her head, making a number of turns so that the ball was held securely in place.

"So much for screaming," he said when he had finished. "Still, better kill that rat, be on the safe side, eh?"

He winked at her, running his hands roughly over her breasts, down her body to her sex, where the knife was still embedded. He twisted it back and forth and was amused to see her writhe and moan slightly. "Plenty of time for that." He grinned. Then he picked up a large Indian club and was gone.
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