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Chapter One


She held his balls tightly in one hand and used the other to circle the hard, veiny throbbing cock. Dipping her head, she slipped his phallus into her mouth, pursing her lips around the distinct ridge at the base of his glans. She sucked on it so hard it made him moan. Then she squeezed him with both hands, making his cock surge against her tongue.

‘Does that feel good?’ she asked, pulling her head back and looking up at him. Her dark red lipstick was painted on thickly. It had left a ring around his flesh.

‘Very good.’

She was kneeling at his feet wearing a black satin girdle; the bra of the all-embracing garment was stitched in a concentric pattern, the material cupping her large, firm breasts. Her gauzy French knickers were also black as were her stockings, their opaque welts held in place by thick, strong suspenders, a V-shape of elastic ending in a large metal hoop. In this position her creamy thighs looked plump and strong.

She had extracted his cock from his trousers but he was still fully dressed.

‘It’s been a long time since I had a man. A real man. A man like you,’ she said. ‘Berlin has only old men and boys. I hope you’re not going to disappoint me.’

‘Do I look as if I am?’ he said.

He pulled her to her feet and kissed her hard on the mouth, wrapping his arms around her, letting his hands caress the smooth satin, inhaling her sweet, musky perfume, feeling her big breasts crushing against his chest. It was a long time since he’d felt anything so intoxicatingly feminine.

Outside, the noise of falling shells was ceaseless but distant. They both knew that could change at any moment.

She had short brown hair permed into loose waves. He stroked it gently then ran his hand down her back and under the waistband of the French knickers. The tight corset gave way to soft flesh. He inserted his fingers between her buttocks until he felt the coarse, thick hair of her pubic bush.

She had found him sheltering in the doorway of her house. She had given him schnapps and ersatz coffee but they had said little. There was nothing much to say. At any minute they might be dead. Though he had walked into the suburbs to the south of the city and the shelling was concentrated on the centre around the Wilhelmsplatz, shells and bombs fell short all the time. The street outside was littered with craters and the bombardment continued although the war was all but over. Hitler was dead. The Russians were closing in on Berlin.

He pushed two fingers into her labia. Her sex was already moist. Unsubtly he forced his fingers into her, so hard it almost lifted her off her feet. She gasped. He felt her sex clench around him.

‘I’m so wet I can feel it running down inside me,’ she whispered into his ear.

He pulled away and began tearing off his clothes. He unbuttoned his trousers and pulled them down to his knees but before he could take them off she caught his hand and pulled him down on to the bed.

‘No time,’ she said.

A shell exploded two streets away. The noise was deafening. The building shook, plaster dust raining down on them, the windows rattling.

He tried to wrestle her knickers down, but she pushed his hand away and rolled on top of him, straddling his hips. In the light from the single candle on the bedside table he saw her fingers pulling the crotch of the silk knickers to one side. Her other hand guided his cock into the forest of pubic hair that covered her pussy. The coarse hair scratched his cock. Then, by contrast, he felt the smooth, oiled softness of her labia.

Immediately, she thrust her body down on him and his phallus sank into the depths of her cunt. It was so wet he heard a loud squelch. But under the silky wetness was hard, supple muscle which gripped him as firmly as her hand had minutes ago.

‘Now you’re mine,’ she said. As if to confirm it he felt her vagina flex, squeezing him even more tightly. She grabbed his wrists, pinioning them above his head, her arms stretched straight out in front of her. She had dark brown eyes and he could see them flaring with excitement. He realised he didn’t even know her name.

She raised herself on her haunches so his cock almost slid out of her sex, then thrust down on him again. ‘That’s good,’ she said.

And it was. Her body was voluptuous, its lush curves tightly constrained by the girdle, the black satin panels of the garment shimmering in the light.

She began to ride up and down on him much faster, letting go of his wrists and sitting upright, dropping her whole weight on him.

‘This is what I need,’ she said, almost to herself. Her hands clutched at her own breasts, digging into the material of the girdle to pinch her nipples. The hair of her pussy had become so wet it was plastered back against her flesh and he could see her labia now, stretched apart by the breadth of his cock.

He felt her shudder, her whole body trembling. Suddenly she flattened the palms of her hands against her breasts with all her strength, squashing them flat against the black satin and squirmed down on him, grinding her clitoris against the base of his shaft. She screamed, one long continuous sound that only died away when she slumped forward, wrapping her arms around his neck and kissing him on the mouth, her tongue plunging between his lips.

‘More,’ she said at once, her voice husky with passion. ‘I want more.’

‘Take it, then,’ he said.

She sat up. He watched as she pulled herself up off him. His cock slipped out of her sex. Even in the dim light of the candle he could see it was glistening with the copious juices from her body. She reached behind her back and gripped it tightly with her right hand. He saw a glint of passion in her eyes as he felt her pushing his glans between the plump cheeks of her buttocks until it was held firmly against her anus. Satisfied it would not slip away, she released her grip and used both hands to stretch her buttocks apart as she eased her body down on him again. He felt the little ring of her sphincter resist momentarily, then suddenly give way, opening out for him. She did not hesitate, driving herself down so that his phallus reared up into her, filling the tight passage completely. She screamed for the second time, a cry of pain and passion. He saw her eyes roll up and felt her whole body quiver, the muscles of her anus clutching him as tightly as her cunt had done moments before.

He was sure she had come for the second time but again she did not rest. This time she slid her hand down over her tightly corseted body to her mons. Her middle finger slipped into her labia. It found her clitoris instantly, judging by the moan of pure pleasure she gave, and the way her body clenched around him again.

He could see her moving her clit from side to side, faster and faster, until the movement of her hand was a blur. Then, quite suddenly, she stopped and pushed her hand back further. To his amazement he felt her finger delving into her own sex. In seconds, one then two fingers were up inside her own body, separated from his cock by the thin membranes of her inner flesh.

‘I can feel you,’ she said. As if to demonstrate, she pressed her fingers into him then began stroking the length of his shaft, the wetness of her sex making the movement frictionless. ‘So hard.’

‘You’ll make me come,’ he said.

‘That’s what I want.’

He felt his cock swell, expanding even further as the tip of her finger rubbed against his glans. No one had ever done this to him before.

She forced her thighs further apart, pushing herself down on him to get every last inch of penetration. Her anus was hot and incredibly tight, enclosing him completely. His cock spasmed once, fighting the constriction. As he felt his spunk pumping up into his shaft, her left fingers stroked the whole length of it. He passed the point of no return, unable to hold back any longer, and his spunk began spurting out of his cock as her fingers drove up inside her sex with one final effort. As he felt his orgasm stretching his muscles, reaching every nerve, he knew she was coming too, the two passages of her body quivering in ecstasy. In the impossibly tight confines of her rear passage there was so little room he could actually feel his spunk, hot and viscous, running over his glans, squeezed between her flesh and his.

She did not move, waiting for his cock to soften and slip from her body of its own accord. Only when it had did she climb off him.

In the stillness they were aware again of the gentle popping of shells in the distance. She snuggled into his body, kissing him lightly on the cheek.

‘Will you stay till morning?’ she asked.

‘No. I have to travel at night. I only sheltered in your doorway for a rest.’

‘Where are you going?’

‘To the west. They say that’s where the Americans are, and the British. I don’t want to fall in with the Russians.’

A shell landed nearby again. Both cringed instinctively. More dust floated to the ground.

‘Are you a soldier?’

‘No, I worked in the tank factory in Pichelsdorf. Reserved occupation. They insisted we kept working. Last night it was overrun. I only just managed to get out. And you?’

‘I was a lady of leisure.’

‘I didn’t think there were any left. What will you do?’ ‘Hope that I find a protector. I had a protector.’

‘A protector?’

‘A certain General …’

‘And what will you do now?’

‘Hope I find another protector. I’m sure the Russians have Generals who could be persuaded to be generous to me in return for what I have to offer.’ She looked down at the tight black satin that moulded itself to her ample curves.

‘Is it worth taking the risk?’

‘I’m not leaving my house. Would you like another schnapps before you go?’

‘If you can spare it.’

‘After what you’ve just done I think you deserve it.’ She ran her fingers down his body and touched his flaccid cock. ‘There’s a lot of things I’d like to do with you.’

‘Ships that pass in the night,’ he said.

‘You’re right.’ She got to her feet. ‘Wait here. I’ll bring you your schnapps,’ she said. There was a wistful look in her eye as she walked out of the room.

Julius Klaber got to his feet. He was a handsome man, tall with a broad chest and muscles honed by the physical effort he had put in every day at the factory. He had curly blond hair, piercing blue eyes and a rugged face with a straight nose, rather hollow cheeks and a square chin. He was not surprised at the woman’s wanton appetites. With the remnants of the Third Reich literally crumbling around their feet and the possibility of sudden death a question of pure chance, normal standards of behaviour were suspended. He thought about staying but dismissed the idea immediately. A Russian officer might be persuaded to take a beautiful woman under his wing, in return for sexual favours, but he would hardly be likely to feel the same about her lover. There were wild stories of what the Russians were doing to their prisoners of war and Julius believed every one of them. His best chance was to get down to the Harz Mountains, to the Brocken where he had been brought up and seek out his sister, his only remaining relative. The war, by all accounts, had passed that area by.

Julius buttoned up his trousers and adjusted his shirt. The woman had been in such a hurry he hadn’t even had time to take off his jacket, though his thick overcoat was downstairs in the hall. He’d have liked to have a wash but, though there was a large bathroom en suite, he knew there would be no water. Running water was a luxury that Berlin could no longer provide.

As the woman had not re-appeared he decided to go downstairs. He walked to the bedroom door and was puzzled when it seemed to be stuck. The door handle turned but the door refused to budge. His reactions were slow. It wasn’t for a good minute that he realised the door was locked.

‘Hey!’ he shouted, banging on the door. ‘Hey! Let me out!’

He heard footsteps climbing the stairs.

‘What’s the matter?’ the woman’s voice said, from the other side of the door.

‘The door’s locked.’

‘I know,’ the woman said. ‘I locked it.’

‘What for?’

‘To keep you in, of course. Until I need you again.’

‘Don’t be ridiculous …’

‘I’m not. I told you, real men are as scarce as butter. Now I’ve found one I’m not going to let you go. Not until the Russians come at least.’

‘You bitch.’

‘Mind your language. Now do as I say, and back away from the door.’

Julius heard the key turn in the lock and prepared to rush forward and overpower the woman. But as the door swung open he found himself staring into the barrel of a Luger.

‘As you see, I have a gun,’ she said. ‘And I know how to use it. My General taught me. So be a good boy. Go and sit on the bed. If you try to escape I’ll shoot you. Don’t think I won’t.’

Julius saw no alternative. He went back to the bed and sat on the edge of it.

‘Very good,’ the woman said. A black lace peignoir covered the satin corset. She had the Luger in one hand and a pair of handcuffs and a bottle of schnapps in the other. ‘You’re being sensible.’

‘Please let me go.’

‘In a day or two, maybe. When you’ve completely satisfied me. Put out your right hand. And no sudden movements. If I shoot you there’s no hospitals and no ambulances. Even if it’s only a flesh wound you’ll probably die of it.’

Julius knew that was true. He put out his right hand and watched her snap one loop of the handcuffs around it. She knelt at the side of the bed and closed the other loop around the iron frame that supported the mattress.

‘There,’ she said. She walked over to a mahogany chest of drawers and put the gun down, well out of his reach. She took a swig from the schnapps bottle then put that down too. ‘You can have a drink later. First it’s time for more fun and games, I think. And I’m sure I don’t have to remind you that if anything happened to me you’d be trapped up here. No one would hear your calls for help. So don’t be tempted to do anything silly. Understood?’

She was right, of course. He could easily overpower her but what good would it do? He couldn’t get out of the bedroom with the iron bedstead handcuffed to his arm.

‘Yes,’ he said. ‘You bitch.’

‘Be careful,’ she said. ‘Or I may have to teach you some manners. In fact I might enjoy that. I’ve never had a man at my mercy before. I find it quite exciting.’

She pulled the peignoir off her shoulders and dropped it over the gun. She had taken her knickers off and Julius could see the thick patch of pubic hair between her legs.

‘Lie back on the bed,’ she said.

He had no alternative but to obey.

She climbed up on to the bed beside him and immediately straddled his shoulders, her labia inches away from his chin. ‘You know what to do,’ she said as she eased her sex towards his mouth.

Just as he felt her wiry brown hair pressing against his lips, there was a deafening explosion. The whole house rocked and the ceiling above them collapsed. Plaster and dust rained down so thickly the room was filled with a fine, choking mist. The woman fell to one side, unconscious, her thigh lying across his face.

Julius struggled to sit up. As the dust cleared he saw a huge hole had appeared in the outer wall of the room, and the cold night air was blowing in. A rafter from the ceiling had been dislodged and had hit the woman squarely on the head.

What on earth was he going to do now? He was trapped, just as she’d said he’d be if anything happened to her. She was still alive but, as he shook her vigorously, she showed no signs of coming around. Rolling her on to her back he got to his feet, though he could not straighten up with his hand cuffed to the bed. His only hope was to find the key to the cuffs. He searched the drawer of the bedside table but found nothing. The key was probably downstairs and there was no way he could get out of the room with the metal frame of the bed attached to his wrist.

He examined the woman more carefully. There was a large bruise on her forehead and a trickle of blood from a cut, but her breathing was strong. And that’s when he saw it. A little metal chain, tucked into the valley between her breasts. It was the time-honoured hiding place after all. He pulled the thread and saw a key emerge from her cleavage. It was the key to the handcuffs.

He had never moved so fast. He unlocked the cuffs, grabbed the Luger from the chest of drawers and ran out of the bedroom. The shell had not damaged the stairs. He snatched his overcoat from the newel post and scurried out of the front door. It was the first and last time he would ever feel gratitude to the Russians for their artillery bombardment.

He travelled at night, holing up during the day in whatever shelter he could find, afraid he would be spotted in daylight and shot with no questions asked. He’d grubbed up some root vegetables and eaten those but he was hungrier than he’d ever been. He kept an eye out for rabbits, pigeons or a chicken which he could shoot with the Luger, but the rest of the civilian population had probably had the same idea and he saw nothing.

It was difficult to find his way, too. A lot of the road signs had been destroyed as soon as the Allies had crossed German borders, and others had been deliberately changed around to point in the wrong direction. He didn’t know enough about the stars to navigate at night and just had to rely on the sun coming up in the morning and setting at night to guess which direction he should take.

He had, at least, got clear of Berlin. He saw squadrons of planes, all Allied, heading towards the city, night after night, with no German fighters to oppose them, but after the second night the flashes of the bombs they dropped were no longer visible.

It was five nights after escaping from the clutches of the nameless woman that he realised he had made a mistake. The night was cloudy and dark but, as he walked, it was clear that he was heading towards military action, not away from it as he’d hoped. The rumble of heavy tanks and occasional bursts of gunfire were getting louder and louder. Flashes of light exploded on the horizon too.

Sheltering in a ditch, he decided it didn’t matter. It would take him too long to walk around the problem so it was better to walk towards it. An old woman he met grubbing for roots said she’d heard that the Americans and the British were advancing from the west. He had no fear of them. They would inter him for a while no doubt and then he would be sent home. Which was the object of the exercise anyway. Clearly what he must do was find his way around whatever German troops were putting up a resistance and surrender to the first Allied troops he came across.

With this in mind, he began walking towards the noise. The main gunfire and flashes of light seemed to be concentrated to his left, whereas the noise of tanks and lorries were on his right. He headed in that direction therefore, assuming that was where the Allies were re-grouping their heavy equipment.

After three or four hours he was sure he had made the right decision. He could hear tanks being manoeuvred and trucks coming and going in what appeared to be the outskirts of a small village but with no sign of hostilities.

Julius walked faster. His war, he hoped, would soon be over. As he approached the town he began to fantasise about having something to eat. It was rumoured that the Americans had limitless rations, bacon and beans and bread and even chocolate. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d had a proper meal. Food at the factory had once been good but in recent months, sleeping by the machines, he had been fed with beetle-infested oats mixed with warm water.

As he approached the village the noise became louder. He could even hear voices shouting orders. Then he saw the two slits of light from the blacked-out headlights of a truck coming down the road behind him. He was about to step out into the road and wave his arms to attract the driver’s attention when some instinct stopped him. Instead he dropped into the ditch and watched the truck go by. To his absolute horror he saw the markings clearly on the truck door. A large red star. The truck was Russian.

It didn’t take him long to realise that meant the rest of the activity up ahead was Russian too. Somehow he had walked right into the middle of the Russian advance.

There was only one thing he could do. He turned and started walking back the way he had come, leaving the road this time and cutting across the fields. After a few minutes he began to run, desperate to put as much distance between him and the Red Devils – as the Russians were called in Berlin – as possible.

He ran until he was completely exhausted and finally stumbled to a halt, gasping for breath. He listened. The noise of military traffic seemed to have disappeared. On the horizon he could see the first glimmering light of dawn and looked around for somewhere to hide. About half a mile ahead of him was a tall stone wall. If he could scale it and hide on the inside that should provide him shelter against any marauding troops. As he approached the wall he saw it was overhung by a large oak tree.

With the sun coming up rapidly now he stood under the tree. It was a relatively easy matter to climb into the branch that ran over the wall. From this vantage point he could see that the wall protected what looked like a fourteenth-century castle, its crenellated stone walls and turrets untouched by the ravages of war. The garden of the castle included a huge vegetable plot and an orchard of apple and pear trees, all well tended. Just inside the wall to his left was a small stone hut which would make an ideal hiding place for the day. Some distance to his right was a large sycamore which he could climb up to escape once night fell again.

He edged out along the branch until his weight made it dip towards the ground, then dropped off it. Pleased with his new hiding place, he walked across the long grass and tall nettles towards the hut.

Suddenly he heard a twig crack loudly. There was a swish of air and he felt something circling his ankle. Before he knew what was happening he was hauled into the air, suspended by a rope around his right ankle, swinging from the branch of a young sapling, its branch used in the most primitive of mantraps. He was completely helpless. He couldn’t reach his ankle to free the rope and he was hanging at least four feet from the ground. His leg ached painfully and his hip felt as if it had been dislocated.

He thought he heard footsteps but the sound came from behind him and he couldn’t turn himself to see who was approaching.

‘Well, well,’ a gruff voice said.

He felt a hand turning his body, then saw the leather tunic and rough wool trousers of a stout, squat man. He had no neck and a bullet-shaped and completely shaven head, with a tiny nose and mouth and little piggy eyes. His legs and arms were as thick as the trunk of the tree from which Julius hung.

‘What have we got here?’ the man said, grinning. His teeth were irregular, with large gaps in the upper set.

‘Can you help me?’ Julius didn’t know what to say.

The man took a length of rope from the pocket of his tunic. He caught hold of Julius’s wrist and knotted the rope around it.

‘What are you doing?’

Catching Julius’s other wrist, he pulled it behind Julius’s back, and tied them together, the efforts his captive made to prevent him making no impression on his considerable strength.

‘You are trespassing,’ he said.

‘Let me go,’ Julius said.

The man reached up to Julius’s leg, pulled the branch of the tree down by it, and unknotted the rope around his ankle. Julius dropped to the ground. Before he could squirm away, the man sat on top of him and quickly bound another rope around Julius’s ankles. He took what looked like a black canvas bag out of his pocket and pulled it over Julius’s head. The bag was fitted with a drawstring and Julius felt the string being pulled tight around his neck. Then, without any apparent effort, the man picked Julius up, threw him over his shoulder and began marching across the garden.

‘Where are you taking me?’ Julius shouted, hoping the man was merely going to deposit him outside the wall again.

The man said nothing, his loping stride apparently unaffected by the extra weight he was carrying.

In the darkness Julius found it difficult to estimate how far and in what direction he had been carried, but he suddenly became aware of a different noise from the soles of the man’s feet. They had entered a building, presumably the castle.

Almost immediately the man began to descend what seemed like a spiral staircase. Then Julius heard a door creak open and felt himself being lowered to the ground.

‘What are you doing?’ he demanded as he was rolled on to his stomach. He felt the man’s hands searching his pockets. The Luger was removed before the rope around his wrists was untied.

As he struggled to sit up he heard the door slam and a grinding of metal as a key was turned in a lock. Heavy footsteps receded up the stairs.

Julius tore the black bag from his head and looked around. He was in a small cell, with stone walls, a stone-flagged floor and a heavy oak door. In one corner of the room was a square, low wooden table. On this a lighted candle stuck in the top of a bottle illuminated the room. Next to it was a pottery jug. On the wall, driven into the stone, were four metal spikes, attached to each of which were metal rings. They were about four feet apart, two just above the floor and two just below the ceiling. But it was not their position that really frightened Julius, or the fact that hanging from each ring was a short thick chain attached to a metal manacle, but that the rings, chains and manacles all appeared to be oiled and rustless. He was in the dungeon of a medieval castle and it was quite clear to him that the means of spread-eagling a prisoner to the stone wall were well used.

He untied the rope from his ankles and stood up. He pushed against the wooden door but it would not budge. He listened. Though he couldn’t hear voices he was sure he was not alone. If this was a medieval dungeon there would be more than one cell. How many other men had been trapped in the grounds and brought down here?

He examined the jug by the candle. It appeared to be of water mixed with something sweet and sticky. The smell of it made him feel hungry. He sipped the water tentatively. It tasted of honey. He drank about half of it, then sat on the floor with his back against the wall.

He had jumped, proverbially, from the frying pan into the fire. Why the man should have brought him down here he didn’t know. Perhaps it was just to teach him a lesson, to scare him into making sure he never climbed the wall again. He suddenly felt a wave of drowsiness overcome him. It was only as he fought to keep his eyes open that he realised the honey water must have been drugged.

‘Good evening.’ The voice was female and crystal clear, the accent distinctly upper class.

Julius shook his head, trying to clear away the cobwebs of his drug-induced sleep. It was only then that he became aware of the fact that he was now standing against the stone wall, his wrists and ankles held firmly in the metal manacles he had seen earlier. He had also been stripped naked and his clothes were nowhere in sight.

It took him a moment to focus on the woman who stood in the doorway of the cell, an oil lamp in one hand. He could smell her scent, a heady mixture of musk and flowers that seemed to intoxicate him as surely as any wine.

She was, quite simply, the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. She had long shiny black hair that cascaded down her back, dark brown eyes, hollow cheekbones and a firm straight nose. Her eyelashes were long and her mouth wide and fleshy. Her figure was no less spectacular. She was slender with a full bosom, an incredibly narrow waist, full, flared hips and long, lithe legs. She was wearing a peach-coloured chiffon negligee trimmed in white satin ribbon which hid few of her magnificent curves. Oddly he could see no pubic hair at the apex of her thighs, though he could see the outline of her firm round breasts and the dark saucers of her areolae that surrounded the large, tight buds of her erect nipples.

She walked across the cell and set the oil lamp down on the wooden table. The movement wafted her perfume into his nostrils once more.

‘What am I doing here?’ he asked.

She laughed. It was a lovely tinkling sound, like someone playing the notes at the top end of the piano. ‘I would have thought that was perfectly obvious.’

‘I’m sorry I trespassed on your land. But there’s no need for this.’ He rattled the chains attached to his wrists. He had no idea how long he had been suspended like this, but cramp was already beginning to attack his shoulders. He had never been naked in front of a totally strange woman before but his embarrassment was overcome by his anger at he way he had been treated.

‘There’s every need,’ she said. She walked up to him, standing directly in front of him, so close their eyes were only inches apart. He stared into them, finding their gaze almost hypnotic. Unbidden, he felt his cock twitch. ‘What is your name?’

‘Julius Klaber.’

‘I am the Countess von Descheelpine. This is my castle. It has been in my family for four hundred years. And you are what? A deserter?’

‘No. I worked in a tank factory in Berlin. The Russians have taken it.’

She smiled, her lips parting to reveal very white, very regular teeth. She used the tip of her tongue to lick her upper lip. ‘That would explain the muscles. You are a very good specimen.’

‘Look, I’m just trying to get home. I’ve said I’m sorry. Couldn’t you just let me go?’

‘Indeed. That’s exactly what I will do. The Russians have taken this whole area. I have already been interviewed by their commander. It is evening now. In the morning I will release you into their custody.’

‘No!’ he shouted.

‘No? No? This idea frightens you. But we are under military law now, as I understand it. My Russian friend informs me that all able-bodied men must be turned over to the Russian authorities. The war is lost.’

‘Please, just let me go.’

‘That would put me in an unenviable position, wouldn’t it? If you were captured and told the Russians that I had allowed you to leave, I would immediately be arrested too.’

‘I would say nothing.’

‘But what if they tortured you?’

She had very long fingernails. They were varnished a deep red. She pressed the nail of her index finger into the flesh of his neck then ran it all the way down his hairless chest. Suddenly she grasped his cock in her hand and pulled it away from his body, making him moan.

‘Please …’ There wasn’t a single thing he could do to stop her abusing him in any way she chose.

‘Do you think you could resist torture?’

‘I wouldn’t say anything, I promise.’

She slackened her grip slightly, running her thumb over the ridge at the bottom of his glans. Despite himself he felt his cock swell.

‘Does that excite you?’

‘Yes. Please let me go.’

‘I suppose there could be an alternative.’

‘Anything?’

‘You could stay here. The whole town is swarming with Russian troops. They plan to set up a base there, I’m told. You wouldn’t get far even if I agree to release you. But if you stayed here … Maybe after a few weeks they will move away.’ She was rubbing his glans harder. His cock was engorging rapidly despite his situation. ‘Of course, you would have to earn your keep.’

Julius didn’t hesitate. If the Russians were just beyond the thick walls of the castle, anything was better than falling into their hands.

‘I’ll do anything.’

‘No,’ she said, teasingly. ‘It’s probably too much of a risk. If they found you here there’s no telling what they might do to me.’ Her hand tightened around his now fully erect penis.

‘Please …’ he said.

‘Please what? Let you go or let you stay? You’re not very decisive, are you.’

‘Let me stay,’ he said.

She looked down at his cock, turning it this way and that in her hand, as if appraising a piece of meat. ‘Not bad, not bad,’ she said. ‘A good size. Do you think I’m attractive, Julius?’

‘I think you’re beautiful,’ he said, with feeling.

‘How very sweet.’

‘What do you want from me?’

‘I thought that was perfectly obvious. All the men have been sent away, Julius. And I need strong, healthy men.’

It was the same sentiment the woman in Berlin had expressed. ‘I’ll do whatever you want.’

‘All right,’ she said decisively. ‘I’ll send one of my girls for you. If you manage to please me, if you manage to do just what I say without a hint of disobedience, I shall let you stay here with me. But if you do not I will deliver you to the Russians personally. Is that understood?’ She released his cock.

‘Yes.’

She smiled. A light glinted in her eye. ‘I can be very cruel,’ she said. Suddenly she pressed herself against his body. He felt her soft, full breasts ballooning against his chest. She scissored her legs apart and trapped his erection between her thighs as it pushed against the peach-coloured chiffon. He could feel the intense heat of her sex. ‘I can also be very kind,’ she said, pulling away again.

Somehow he was inclined to doubt it.


Chapter Two


The countess had left the oil lamp in the corner. It hissed gently as it flickered.

Julius’s muscles ached, his arms and his shoulders cramped by his bondage. But the extraordinary thing was that the pain had done nothing to dull his excitement. His cock was as erect now as it had been half an hour ago when she’d left him. He didn’t think it had ever felt so hard. It throbbed. He could still feel the hard circle of her fingers that had wrapped tightly around it and the way her breasts had squashed into his chest. He could feel every inch of the route her fingernail had taken down his chest, as though it had scarred him. Her heady perfume and the sound the chiffon had made as she walked across the room also haunted him. He could not get the picture of her body out of his mind either, the way the shadowy curves of her figure, veiled by the peignoir, suggested a knowing sensuality.

All this conspired to create a state of excitement that was astonishing, considering the predicament he found himself in. There was clearly no way out. He had seen the Russians for himself. Somehow he had managed to walk right into the middle of the Soviet advance.

Despite being chained up and helpless he supposed he should think himself lucky. It was quite clear what the countess intended for him. He knew he was an attractive man. Before the war he had never had any trouble talking women into bed with him. Sleeping beside his machine in the tank factory for the last six months there had been no time or place in his life for sex, but the woman in Berlin had revived all the old feelings and here in the castle, behind four-foot-thick stone walls, he was as safe from the last days of the war as he would be anywhere else in Germany. This was not the time for modesty or moral qualms. If the countess wanted a man, if she was desperate for sex, he would be very happy to oblige. He would soon show her what a real man could do for her. In a few days she would be eating out of his hand. Judging from her appearance there was no shortage of food, and he imagined the cellars of the castle had wine as well as dungeons. Stumbling into the mantrap could turn out to be the best move he could have made.

He tried to shift his position to ease the cramp in his muscles, but there was little play in the chains and any relief was minimal. He looked down at his cock. It stuck out from his body like a pole. A tear of fluid had formed in the eye and another had dripped on to the floor. He imagined lifting the veil of chiffon from the countess’s body and sinking his face into those plump tits. He pushed his hips forward as he thought of how his swollen phallus would plunge into her silky wet sex.
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