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KISS OF DEATH


The impulse overtook him suddenly. She had her back to him, nestling into him and breathing quick and hard as he smoothed hot hands over her flesh: tracing the curves of arm, waist, thigh, and up to pert breasts. Bolder now, he began to undo the buttons on her blouse and slid one hand inside.


The delicious contact of the cool flesh was like a spark igniting the furnace within him. It came upon him as it had never done before: the sudden sense of power invading him and empowering him to do anything.


He flung her forward, took hold of her blouse and skirt and just ripped them off – tore at the fabric until it gave way. Then the bra, the flimsy lace panties. The seamed stockings and high-heeled shoes he spared: he loved to have a woman in black stockings and suspenders . . .




1: Winterbourne


It was happening at last.


The Master was awakening: his immortal soul was rising through seas of consciousness, thoughts unfreezing, clarifying, memories melting the icy prison of enforced forgetfulness.


His spirit hovered, like a formless black shadow of unspeakable evil, above his motionless body, trapped and impotent within the unforgiving crystal; looked down upon the heavy lid of the sarcophagus and was filled with rage, grief and the longing for sweet revenge.


But his powers were still at a low ebb. There was a dim flickering where before there had raged a sulphurous furnace of chaotic energies, the servants of his perverse and terrifying desires.


He was going to need time, imagination, cunning. But he was patient. He could wait. The world would know his power once again, and this time there would be no mistake.


There had been long years of imprisonment, betrayal, defeat. But he was back now. The arrogant fools had thought they could kill him: that in trying to kill his body they could annihilate his spirit. Soon they would know that there are some things in this world that are beyond understanding: some things that never, ever die.


He wondered what had provided the stimulus to his reawakening, what had struck the spark of consciousness into his frozen heart. In his weakened state, he was still blind. He could not even see his own face, fixed in an expression of unbearable agony beneath the heavy stone coffin-lid. He did not even know where he was. His memories were muddled, clouded by pain and long slumber. A dark cellar, somewhere beneath a great stately home. That was all he could recall. A silent and deserted place, walled up and forgotten for – how many years? He could not tell.


But he could feel. And already he sensed the power-source, as yet just a trickle of feeble electricity, but soon, soon he knew, to burst forth into a great surge of life-giving energy.


The sexual energy on which he fed. The power-surge generated out of the chaos of frenzied coupling. Someone, somewhere very close at hand, was preparing an orgy and, although they did not realise it, the Master was to be their honoured guest.


The girl wore nothing but a thin white shift made of the thinnest, most diaphanous cotton lawn. Her body was pale, firm, perfect: the body of a young and beautiful girl. She could not have been more than eighteen years old at most.


‘Beautiful,’ breathed Delgado, reaching out a bronzed hand and running an incautious finger down the girl’s cool, white arm. She shivered slightly, as though she were cold, but she did not flinch. The girl seemed unusually docile, and her eyes stared almost sightlessly before her. ‘You have drugged her?’


‘Of course,’ replied Madame LeCoeur. ‘A little injection to calm her down, a shot of something to make her more . . . receptive. Our lovely little child will enjoy her initiation, never fear. It was so good of Herr Königsberg to volunteer his daughter’s . . . services . . . for our opening night. Such beauty should not be wasted. Among us, she will learn to be a skilled whore. One day, she will thank her father for what he has done to her tonight . . .’


Delgado surveyed the girl and took in her charms. Tall, slim-waisted and full-hipped, her body was enough to delight any man. The bright blonde triangle of her pubis showed clearly through her thin dress and proved that she was a natural blonde. Her pert breasts were cherry-tipped and hard, bearing witness to the efficacy of Madame LeCoeur’s aphrodisiacs. Her eyes were a brilliant blue: clear and deep as an August sky. He was pleased with her. He turned to Madame LeCoeur:


‘You are quite certain that she is a virgin?’


‘You would like to see, perhaps?’


Delgado nodded. He was not easily moved by feminine beauty. A lifetime spent masterminding white slavery and the brothels of Marrakesh had left his palate jaded, and it took something exceptional to whet his appetite these days. He noted with approval and some surprise that he was salivating, and his hardened penis was bulging appreciatively inside his Savile Row trousers.


‘Lie down on the bed, child.’


Slowly, mechanically, like a sleepwalker, the girl obeyed. Her pale golden hair flowed over the pillow as she lay down on the blue silk bedspread.


‘Pull up your shift.’


She did so, wriggling to free the flimsy material from underneath her ivory-pale buttocks. Madame LeCoeur stepped forward and took hold of the girl’s knees, pulling them apart to expose the treasures within. The girl offered no resistance: in fact, Delgado thought he heard her breathing quicken.


The girl’s cunt was appetising and rosy-pink as Madame LeCoeur parted her nether lips and revealed the gleaming pearl of her clitoris. Delgado felt a surge of unstoppable desire, and it was all that he could do to prevent himself taking the child there and then on the bed – but of course he couldn’t. He couldn’t rob Winterbourne Hall of this costly virginity – and on its opening night at that. There would be some very important and exclusive guests at the Hall tonight: guests who would pay dearly for the pleasure of deflowering and debasing such a delectable virgin. Each maison de passage must offer its own specialities, and this fresh young girl was Winterbourne’s very own spécialité de la maison.


‘You wish to check her for yourself?’


Delgado did not need asking twice. He burrowed an exploratory finger into the young girl’s tight cunt, finding to his surprise that it was both hot and wet. She did not even wince as his finger came up against the leathery hymen. The child was excited, her young woman’s body crying out for the first thrust of a hard, insistent prick.


Instinctively, without thinking what he was doing, Delgado began to move his finger in and out of the girl’s fast-moistening cunt. Her lips parted and she began to moan quietly.


‘Be careful, Delgado,’ warned Madame LeCoeur.


‘Don’t worry, I won’t damage the merchandise,’ he replied with grim humour. ‘Just a little induction course for our new trainee . . .’


The girl was writhing about now, and her cunt was glistening with moisture. Smiling at the power he was exerting over her, Delgado climbed on to the bed and knelt between her thighs. Still frigging her, he stretched out his other hand and thrust it up underneath the shift until he made contact with her hard-tipped breast. She groaned with pleasure as he pinched a nipple between his knowing fingers.


Delgado could resist her no longer. Even if he could not fuck her, he knew he must come inside her. Those pretty lips: sweet and gentle and innocent, and ripe for defilement . . .


He unbuttoned his flies and exposed his prick. It was fine and hard, throbbing with unrestrained delight. He turned around on the bed so that he was lying over her, his head between her thighs and his prick poised over her mouth. Greedily, just as he had hoped, she took it between her lips, and in turn he began to lick her clitoris.


Madame LeCoeur’s aphrodisiac had worked its spell on the girl. Totally inexperienced and yet so, so knowing, she gave him such pleasure that he felt his head swim, his senses reel. And he could feel her own pleasure mounting as her clitoris swelled and throbbed beneath his tongue. Then she moved her hands up towards his balls and began to caress them gently, firmly, almost lovingly.


It was the strangest sensation: at that moment, Delgado felt as though he were no longer in control of his own body, as though some other, much more powerful presence had entered him and was sharing and magnifying his sensations, spurring him on, making him lick the girl faster, more and more obscenely.


He was floating, spinning, reeling, falling: a wheel within a wheel, a cloud within a cloud. There was a voice within him – he could not make out the words, but it was calling to him, urging him on, amplifying his desire, taking hold of his very soul. For a second, he thought he glimpsed a face: a strange, dark face containing all the evil of the world and yet so handsome, so seductive, so irresistible that he felt drawn into the flame-red, furnace-hot eyes. And then the fleeting vision was gone, and only the sensations remained: the aching desire in his loins, the velvet caress of the girl’s moist tongue, the feel of her fingers on his balls, the scent of her untried womanhood in his nostrils. He felt as though he were losing his mind.


It was all too much for him. He exploded into her mouth and she swallowed his semen like a practised whore, eagerly, as though she relished the newness of its taste in her virgin mouth. Seconds later, Delgado felt the girl’s own orgasm tearing through her, setting up great waves of pleasure that racked her whole body and left her exhausted and panting on the bed beneath him.


‘She is ready,’ decreed Delgado, buttoning his flies. ‘Have her prepared for tonight.’


Far below, in the forgotten and bricked-up cellars of Winterbourne Hall, the Master’s spirit feasted on this gift of raw sexual energy, and slowly began to understand. Tonight he would grow in strength, and one day, very soon, he would be free.


At last, his deliverance was at hand.


Winterbourne Hall was playing host to guests for the first time in almost half a century. And they were very important guests. Guests who relished Winterbourne’s isolation, deep in the English countryside, because it gave them the secrecy they demanded. Guests who could not afford to be seen frequenting this type of establishment.


In the dark days of World War II, Winterbourne Hall had been commandeered by the authorities and used for billeting officers and training agents for SOE. When the time came for it to be returned to civilian control, there was no-one left to hand it back to. The last Earl had died, his son had been killed at Dunkirk, and the family fortunes had taken a tumble. In any case, there were some funny stories about odd goings-on at the Hall in the latter days of the war, and the place had earned itself a dark and mysterious reputation.


No-one wanted to know about Winterbourne Hall. Better to retreat to a nice compact villa in the South of France, and leave Winterbourne to rot, conveniently forgotten by the world.


No-one seemed interested in buying a huge ancestral pile requiring millions of pounds of investment. A few property developers considered acquiring it for the land, but nothing came of it. Like Sleeping Beauty’s castle, Winterbourne Hall stood lonely and forgotten, hemmed in by the encroaching greenery of neglected hedgerows and untended gardens, for over forty years.


Until Delgado found it and realised its true potential.


He had been holidaying in England one hot August, and stumbled quite by chance upon the old house. Still gracious after all those years, it nestled in forlorn gentility among ancient woodland and was virtually inacessible. Even the locals had almost forgotten its existence. It was perfect for a high-class house of entertainment for a really exclusive clientele. Delgado began discreet negotiations (‘We’re turning it into an institute for sociological research’), and within a few weeks his organisation had gained possession of yet another house.


Months of renovation work and millions of pounds of money from shadowy international sources had completed the transformation of Winterbourne Hall, from decaying ruin to palace of pleasure.


There were dozens of bedrooms, each one decorated according to a theme: Ancient Rome, Dynastic Egypt, the French Revolution, Nursery Rhymes, and even Outer Space. There was something for even the most discerning of tastes. And the Great Hall had been completely refurbished to accommodate wonderful all-night ‘parties’ which everyone knew would really be orgies on the grand Classical scale.


Choosing the girls had been the most difficult and the most skilful task, and this had been the joint responsibility of Delgado and his assistant, Madame LeCoeur, who had come to him from another of the organisation’s houses, in a select district of Paris. Madame LeCoeur was herself an accomplished whore: a voluptuous woman of forty-five who had lost none of her allure and whose great delight it was to cater for the most perverted of tastes. She could awaken the most jaded of palates and titillate men who had been impotent for years. Delgado himself could vouch for her talents. ‘A fellatrice of distinction,’ was how he described her after a night spent sampling her unique charms. He trusted her judgement implicitly in matters sexual.


The girls they had picked were all remarkable whores: dedicated and ready for anything. Best of all, they loved their work. Each was a beauty, and each a specialist in her own way. There was rosy-cheeked Madelon, the French whore, who looked more like an angel but had all the works of Satan in her luscious arse. Rosie, the Philippino who had spent ten years in the girlie-bars of Manila and could enslave a man with one sinuous movement of her tawny thigh. Consuela, the devout Spaniard whose novel way of taking confessions had intoxicated penitents from Cadiz to Cairo and beyond. Birgitte, the towering Danish farmgirl with bright blonde plaits and breasts as massive and as comforting as feather pillows.


In all, there were forty girls, all at the peak of their perfection and as gifted as fine musicians, skilled in playing perfect concertos on the bodies of tired and jaded clients. Perfect, as indeed they must be to cater for their exclusive clientele. And drawn from dozens of different countries.


It really was a United Nations of sex, mused Delgado, lighting an expensive Cuban cigar and admiring himself in the full-length mirror in his bedroom. He looked good. Tall, swarthy-skinned, hair still dark and slicked back; only the walking-stick he carried a reminder of the backstreet brawl in Algiers, twenty years ago, which had left him with a knife-wound a hair’s breadth from his heart, and a badly broken leg. Now only the slight limp remained to take his mind back to those days of poverty and dangerous living in the North African slave towns.


He glanced at his watch. Almost eight o’clock. The guests would be arriving shortly. He took up his silver-handled cane and went downstairs to the Great Hall.


He had been saving himself for this moment for a very, very long time.


The Hall looked magnificent, softly yet clearly lit by dozens of massive candelabra and huge wrought-iron chandeliers blazing with hundreds of candles. For a moment, Delgado looked into the flickering shadows and thought he glimpsed the silent revels of gathering ghosts: the forgotten souls of earlier inhabitants, awakened from their slumbers and brought here by the memory of what it was to be young, alive; to fuck.


The decorations followed a Classical Roman theme, with a wonderful erotic mosaic floor which had been especially commissioned. Many of the paintings around the walls were copies of obscene murals found at Pompeii: pictures of naked men and women coupling with frenzied passion, enjoying every obscenity. In the very centre of the hall was a sunken bath, big enough for twenty or thirty revellers and filled with a constant supply of rose-scented warm water. Low benches were arranged around the pool, and in the darker recesses of the hall were soft couches and cushions.


All of Winterbourne’s exquisite whores were gathered in the Hall: reclining on cushions, talking and drinking wine, or swimming naked in the scented bath. The costume was Roman too: semi-diaphanous togas and no underwear. Some of the girls had been cast in the role of slaves: wearing nothing but jewelled belts and tiny decorative aprons, these girls had been chosen for the exceptional beauty of their breasts, which stood out proud and stiff-nippled in the evening air. Stiff, not with cold but with excitement, mused Delgado with satisfaction, feeling his own prick begin to twitch with delicious anticipation.


The guests were arriving: distinguished, greying men with unspeakable lusts in their tired eyes. As each one arrived, he was introduced to Delgado, and taken away to be robed by Madame LeCoeur. The introductions sounded like the guest list for a Royal garden party or a charity gala night . . . Sir Roger Linford (the Queen’s press secretary), Harold Winterson, Edmund O’Rourke and Sir Jeremy Hunter (cabinet ministers), and David Roehampton, the TV journalist . . . Men in whose hands lay the future of the country; men who could not afford the merest breath of a scandal; exactly the sort of men for whom Winterbourne had been created.


‘Let the revels begin!’ Delgado nodded to Madame LeCoeur, and the procession of guests filed into the Great Hall, almost unrecognisable in their togas and sandals.


He clapped his hands, and at once there were two whores beside each man, taking them by the arms and leading them to the benches beside the scented bath. They sat down on the stone benches, and the ‘slave-girls’ brought in silver trays laden with food and wine.


They ate greedily, fed and waited on by their whores, and watching two naked girls frolicking in the pool. They were twins; exotic coffee-coloured girls with a hint of the Dark Continent; long glossy-black hair streaming out behind them in the water as they swam, weaving about their shoulders and breasts like some strange chimerical seawrack.


At first, their play seemed innocent enough. The girls were excellent swimmers, and moved sinuously like tawny eels through the pink-tinged water. This was deeply erotic in itself. As they glided through the water, it ran like a loving caress across their gleaming buttocks, moulding the ever-moving, ever-glistening curves and awakening long-suppressed desires in the watchers. And the watchers themselves were being caressed, gently, subtly, knowingly: doubly caressed, a beautiful semi-naked girl on either side, twin goddesses of love for every man.


And then the water-games became more adventurous. The girls swam towards each other and began to lavish caresses upon each other. One picked up a cake of soap from the side of the bath and began to rub it lasciviously over her sister’s skin: so bronzed, so perfect, that she might have been one of the statues standing in the candlelit shadows of the Great Hall. The tormentor laughed merrily as she ran the soap vigorously over her sister’s nipples, delighting in the way they leapt to attention, darker brown mounds at the ends of her firm young breasts.


Nor was the first sister indifferent to the charms of the situation. Her own breasts were hardening, trembling deliriously as she worked away vigorously at her twin’s body, the mirror-image of her own vibrant sexuality. Her twin moaned and moved her legs apart, bracing herself on the tiled floor of the bath as her sister slid the soap downwards and inexorably towards her juicy cunt. A well-soaped finger slid inside, and the girl began to writhe about, groaning and flinging her head from side to side.


On the benches, the men wanted to lift up the hems of their togas and masturbate. Some longed to dive into the scented water and take the girls there and then. But their knowing, skilful companions shook their heads and smiled, and whispered secret words into their ears: ‘This is just a beginning, an apéritif’; ‘Save yourself for later’; ‘The best is yet to come . . .’ And they soothed and aroused them with knowing kisses, caresses so skilful that they awakened and prolonged desire, eternally retarding the moment of orgasm until desire became so acute that it was almost pain, and arousal became sheer torment . . .


The girls were now climbing the steps that led up out of the pool. Dripping wet, glistening and with rivulets of water coursing down their impassive faces, their breasts, their bellies, their thighs, their brown bodies seemed even more as though they were cast in bronze: ancient statues discovered by exultant archaeologists and drawn up from the far fathoms where they had lain lost and forgotten for centuries, their perfection unimpaired by time.


‘On the floor, Calypso,’ commanded the first twin.


‘I obey, Sappho.’


And Calypso lay down upon the mosaic, her bronzed flesh framed by the lewd brightness of prancing satyrs and wanton naked nymphs. And Sappho began, with the utmost lasciviousness, to lap up the droplets of rose-tinted water from her sister’s taut-muscled body. She began by licking the water from Calypso’s closed eyelids, where little rose-scented pools had gathered like tears of ecstasy. The girl trembled, not with cold but with desire: trembled as bronze vibrates when it is struck into sudden and unexpected harmonies.


Sappho’s tongue ventured downwards, lapping greedily at her twin sister’s long, slender throat and plunging ever-downwards to the foothills of her glorious tawny breasts. Her own breasts were hardened with desire and she was breathing heavily as her lips fastened on Calypso’s nipples: first the right, then the left, until each was taut and hard with pleasure and the girl began to thrust her pelvis slowly and seductively upwards, as though seeking an invisible lover who would thrust his massive penis into her cunt and end the delicious misery of her frustration.


But the lover had no need of any penis, Her tongue – long and muscular and lively – was all she needed to satisfy her sister’s cravings. Slowly and tantalisingly, she moved inexorably downwards over Calypso’s flat belly, lingering a little while to send her tongue wriggling playfully into her navel and delighting in the little spasms of pleasure which contorted the young woman’s body.


Calypso was moaning loudly now, and her cries contrasted markedly with the tense silence among the watchers: men of power rendered powerless by the sight of these two lovers who had no need of them. So powerless that they could not even reach for their straining pricks and masturbate themselves to release, for their hands were restrained by their strong-willed companions, and in their heart of hearts they knew that they must hold back their desires for there was better – much, much better – to come . . .


Sappho had rested her slender hands upon her twin sister’s strong-muscled thighs and was now insinuating sly fingers into the hot, moist place where those thighs met, tormenting and persuading the girl to give in to lust: to open her legs and display her treasures. It was a pretty game, for it was obvious for all to see that Calypso’s saintly self-restraint was entirely for the benefit of the important guests watching her twist and turn and cry out in her fury of lust.


The coup de grâce came after an eternity of playful licking and half-hearted resistance. Sappho began to lick her sister’s pubic hair, wriggling into the jet-black frizzy mass and twisting the curly strands around her tongue, tugging lasciviously at that most sensitive part of Calypso’s body. With a cry – half despair, half pain – the poor victim surrendered herself body and soul, and flung her thighs so wide apart that none of the watchers could have been in any doubt about her excitement. Her cunt glistened, pink and wet. And that wetness owed little to the rose-scented waters of the bath. Her own juices were flowing freely, welling up out of her secret spring like healing waters, redolent with mystery and power.


Sappho began to play with these rosy treasures, running her index finger luxuriously down the sopping crack, scooping up the juices and using them to lubricate her sister’s mound of desire. Calypso gasped as her sister’s finger reached, and applied skilful pressure to her yearning clitoris.


‘No, please, no . . .!’ she cried.


But Sappho was pitiless. With a wicked smile she began to rub harder at her sister’s clitty with her left hand, whilst plunging her right index finger into Calypso’s tight but amply lubricated hole. The girl’s eyes flew open in ecstasy, and she thrust her pelvis forward to take in her sister’s finger up to the knuckle.


Struggling to sit up, Calypso grabbed hold of her sister’s shoulders and pulled her head down, down, down until it was between her thighs. Sappho made great play of struggling, resisting, but the outcome was a foregone conclusion: Calypso would have her own victory. The punters mustn’t be disappointed, as Delgado mused to himself, gently and surreptitiously stroking his penis as he looked on from the shadows.


He was far too preoccupied to notice another, less formless shadow that seemed to grow darker and more substantial as each second passed, as the excitement mounted and the sexual energies in the room grew ever stronger.


Sappho’s face was now pressed hard against her sister’s cunt, her lascivious serpent of a tongue darting in and out of the fragrant depths and her finger still rubbing ever harder on Calypso’s erect clitoris.


Calypso came to her climax, crying out and writhing on the mosaic floor; and Sappho fell upon her, panting. They lay there for a long time, long coffee-coloured limbs entwined like tired young animals curled up together for warmth.


The room grew darker as the concealed electric lights were dimmed. Now the only light came from the hundreds of flickering, dancing candles warming the gloom and bringing the lewd figures in the wall-paintings strangely to life.


A blood-red velvet curtain at the back of the hall twitched and swished back, revealing a dreamlike procession. Two tall negresses in long white robes led the way, their ebony skin gleaming eerie and blue-black in the light from the flaming torches they carried. They wore long white robes which clung to the swell of breast and hip and revealed a sinuous ripple of muscular strength.


Behind them came four young blond men, naked save for tiny loincloths which bulged with the promise of their manhood. They carried an ornate curtained litter with gauzy curtains, behind which could be glimpsed the vague form of a woman. At the rear of the procession came Madame LeCoeur, plump and appetising in her guise of Roman procuress.


The whores were chivvying their guests to their feet, and leading them over to join the procession. They seemed slightly dazed, slightly drunk, though they had consumed little. They were not to know that the sweet wine they had drunk had been laced with a little concoction of Madame LeCoeur’s own devising, guaranteed to sweep away all inhibitions and convey whoever drank it into a realm where dream met reality and fused seamlessly with it.


The guests would enjoy the spectacle, rise to new heights of ecstasy, experienced undreamed-of orgasms tonight. And their pleasant memories would be bound to ensure their swift return. No man who had once stepped into the world of Winterbourne Hall would ever quite escape its special charm, its seductive lure.


The curious procession wound its way slowly around the Great Hall six times, accompanied by sensual music whose beat grew gradually more insistent and its rhythms more and more lewd. The guests processed behind the litter, flanked by their whores who continued to caress and excite them, always withdrawing their subtle fingers before their victims could reach orgasm. The atmosphere was heavy with sex and anticipation.


At last the tall negresses led the way to a softly carpeted corner of the Hall, strewn with rugs, floor-cushions and rich wall-hangings. In the middle was a low bed with a soft mattress. At a sign from Madame LeCoeur, the blond youths set down the litter and stepped away into the shadows, almost regretfully, as though they were loth to miss what was going to happen next.


This was what the men had been waiting for: the highlight of their evening’s entertainment; the special, piquant pleasure which they could buy nowhere else. A young girl’s flesh, unsullied and fresh as a dew-kissed fruit still clinging to the bough, just begging to be plucked and defiled. Men licked their lips, forgot the seductive delights of their companionable whores, and all their eyes turned to feast on these new wonders, these delights chosen especially to revive their flagging tastes, their much-abused libido. For these men had the power and the money to afford any perversion, any baseness, any indecency they craved . . . and they craved this young flesh which they had not yet even seen, craved it because they delighted in the perversion of innocence, the sight of fear darkening cloudless eyes, the power of doing wrong.


Delgado stepped forward out of the shadows and addressed the throng. In his immaculate black tuxedo, leaning on his silver-topped cane, he looked strangely out of place in this satyric mise-en-scène. Out of place but superior, he knew that. He was the ringmaster, and these guests, however rich, however powerful, were merely the beasts in his circus. He enjoyed that kind of power. A sardonic smile played about his lips as he began to speak:


‘Gentlemen, you are gathered here tonight to witness and take part in an erotic pageant – the greatest the world has to offer. Already you have witnessed a little spectacle, which I believe we all found enjoyable.’


There were nods of agreement.


‘Well, gentlemen, now we come to the highlight of the evening: an auction which I know will interest and excite your passions. Within this litter sits a girl of rare beauty, innocence, docility. Innocence most especially. I personally have verified her virginity, and I can tell you she has been with no man in her young life. A mere child, a slip of a girl, inexperienced, filled with fear.’


One of the watchers had found his voice:


‘How do we know she’s a virgin?’


More nods. Drugged or not, these men had lost none of their business instincts.


‘Yeah, let us check out the merchandise before we part with our money.’ It was Gavin de Lacy, the well-known City broker with an equally well-known penchant for young men and women – sometimes both at once.


‘All in good time,’ replied Delgado. ‘You shall have ample opportunity to . . . examine . . . the girl before you place your bids.’


This seemed to placate the guests, so Delgado continued:


‘Gentlemen, whichever of you is the highest bidder shall have the great joy of taking this girl here, on this bed, in front of us all. He shall have the singular pleasure of being the very first to thrust his manhood into her cunt, to tear into her and destroy her innocence. And he shall have his will with her until he is sated. After which,’ he added, with a conspiratorial glance around the room, ‘anyone else who desires her may have her. And of course any others of our magnificent whores who take your fancy. And the orgy shall continue until dawn.’


He signed to Madame LeCoeur, and she drew aside the curtain. Inside, Joanna Königsberg sat unmoving, pale, trembling slightly. She seemed not to know quite where she was or indeed who she was. Aided by Madame LeCoeur, she climbed out of the litter and stood obediently in front of her would-be purchasers.


She was dressed in full Roman costume, with her breathtaking blonde hair piled up in an ornate style, perfect ringlets framing her ivory cheeks. Her firm breasts thrust against the diaphanous material of her robe and the nipples were hard as iron.


‘Delicious.’


‘Good enough to eat.’


‘Like a little white dove just before the eagle swoops down and devours it . . .’


Appreciative murmurs came from all sides. Like the slave master at a slave auction, the French madame led the girl around the circle of men, letting them see, touch, handle. Joanna submitted silently to every indignity, standing docile as the gazelle waiting for the lion to strike.


Lewd hands clawed at her dress, tugging it from her shoulders. The fabric gave way and the bodice dropped down, leaving her naked to the waist. Fingers plucked at her perfect pink nipples and for the first time it was obvious that Joanna was feeling not only fear but the beginnings of pleasure through her drug-induced trance. Her breathing became halting and her eyes half closed. More hands, and the rest of the dress fell to the ground.


She was entirely naked underneath. The broad perfect sweep of her hips and the blonde curly triangle of her pubis were breathtaking. A bold hand ran down her taut belly and toyed with the blonde curls. Instinctively the girl began to open her legs almost imperceptibly, until at last her feet were several inches apart and the man’s finger was teasing the gateway to her maidenhead.


‘Lie down on the bed,’ Madame LeCoeur commanded her, leading her across and sitting her down on the satin sheets. She took the pins from the girl’s hair and it tumbled in a blonde wave over her ivory shoulders.


The girl obeyed and stretched out full-length on the bed.


‘Spread your legs.’


She did so, and Madame LeCoeur beckoned Gavin de Lacy.


‘Feel for yourself that she is a virgin.’


He needed no second bidding. Roughly, quite without gentleness, he thrust two fingers into the girl’s damp crack. Joanna gave a little cry, perhaps of pain, perhaps of anticipation, and she began to tremble. De Lacy gave a self-satisfied grunt and withdrew his fingers reluctantly. His rock-hard penis was clearly visible, beating an insistent tattoo beneath the fabric of his toga.


He looked around the gathering and nodded.


‘She’s a virgin all right. And tight as a sparrow’s arse,’ he laughed. And his laughter was as cold and unfeeling as the night wind shrieking cruelly through the woods enshrouding the Hall.


The girl lay, oblivious and unmoving, on the bed: legs splayed wide and her virgin wetness glistening in the candleglow. She seemed younger than her eighteen years: a protected, sheltered child with a body as precious and fragile as Dresden porcelain. Her extreme youth and innocence had delighted Delgado the very first moment that he set eyes upon her: not because those qualities appealed especially to his own tastes, but because he knew that they would appeal to those of his guests. Herr Königsberg had provided a precious commodity in offering his daughter as a sacrifice to the prosperity of Winterbourne Hall: her virginity would fetch an excellent price.


‘Then may I start the bidding?’ Delgado continued. ‘What am I bid for this luscious fruit, this fresh rosebud? Who will start me off at two thousand?’


‘Two,’ came the prompt reply.


‘Two thousand five hundred.’


‘Three thousand.’


The bids came thick and fast. These were men for whom money was no object, and who would stop at nothing in their quest for new frissons of pleasure. Delgado knew that the atmosphere of the auction itself was exciting them: men who thrived on competition and got a hard-on whenever they ruined a decent man or starved out a widow and her family.


‘Eight thousand.’


‘Eight thousand five hundred.’


There were only two bidders left now: de Lacy and a fat old man called Harry Blomfeld – ironically, a business associate of Joanna’s father. Delgado knew he had lusted after the girl for years, had even offered her father cash to fuck her. Obviously not enough cash. But Blomfeld was a wealthy man – far wealthier than de Lacy – and it looked as if he was finally willing to pay whatever it took to get his kicks. The outcome was a foregone conclusion.


‘Ten thousand.’


De Lacy shook his head, regretfully.


‘I guess I’ll just have to have her later,’ he concluded.


‘Can I have her somewhere private? I’ve paid good money for the slut: I’d like to enjoy her a little, play with her maybe . . .’


Delgado shook his head. He knew that Blomfeld was a noted pervert with a reputed taste for sadism. He might not stop at ‘playing’ with his prey. They didn’t want any scandals at Winterbourne, not on the first night. ‘The rule is that you must take her here, in front of all the guests. Of course, if you’re unwilling, I’m sure Mr de Lacy . . .’


But the victor was already taking off his toga, to reveal a flabby, sixty-year-old body and a surprisingly lively-looking prick: long and hard and glistening at its tip with the long anticipation of this moment.


Blomfeld stared glassy-eyed at the girl and licked his lips. He really was a repellent man. He reminded Delgado of some disgusting flesh-eating reptile: a Komodo dragon, perhaps, or a carrion-feeding dinosaur. He leant over the girl and began kneading her breasts, tweaking the nipples so roughly that Delgado could not believe she was not feeling pain. And yet the girl was smiling strangely in her drug-induced trance, and began to writhe about under her tormentor’s touch.


Somewhere close at hand, a dark shadow was drawing ever nearer, now with a purposeful intent.


As his hand slid gradually downwards, Blomfeld felt the strangest sensation taking him over. It was as though he was no longer within himself, or that he was sharing his inner identity with another, and much stronger, personality.


The sense of power took his breath away. Always a little, insignificant man, he had compensated with ever-greater cruelties and perversions of the weak and defenceless. But never, never in all his life had he felt such power. It soaked into him like a dark mist, filling every crevice of his being with an unspeakable evil. He welcomed it in, like oxygen to a suffocating man. It was everything he had ever wanted to be: evil, dark, strong, cruel, merciless.


The Master’s spirit entered Blomfeld’s body and laughed to see his soul so feeble. He brushed it aside like a tiny fly, and rejoiced in this temporary gift of sight and sensation. Blomfeld’s body was flabby, old, inadequate and decaying: ordinarily it would have disgusted him. He would have scorned it. But in his weakness and need the Master seized it gratefully, drank at the fountain of life and rejoiced at what he saw before him.


The girl was beautiful, perfect, innocent, untouched. Her frail purity excited him so much that he could control himself no longer. He used the body he had ‘borrowed’ to slake his terrible, terrible thirst.


The other guests looked on in surprise as they saw the sudden transformation in Blomfeld, the glint of pure evil in his eyes, the ferocity of his assault upon the girl. He wrenched her legs wide apart, and – without the least preliminaries – thrust his thick, hard penis into her tiny virgin cunt. She cried out, but there was an inexplicable ecstasy in her cry of pain. He thrust into her a second time, and broke through her hymen, sending a deluge of bright red blood coursing down her thighs.


With a cry of triumph and monstrous delight, the Master wielded Blomfeld’s body once again and the old man found himself biting into the girl’s neck, drawing forth another trickle of blood. He lapped at it greedily, continuing to paw at the girl’s defiled body and thrust frantically in and out of her.


His cry of ecstasy was also the Master’s cry of victory. As his semen mingled with the girl’s blood, a massive orgasm tore through Blomfeld and through the girl, and the power of that orgasm flowed abundantly into the Master’s enfeebled soul, bringing for just a moment the revelation of what his powers had once been, and what they would soon be once again.


When at last the waves of pleasure and life-giving energy ebbed away, and the Master’s soul lost possession of the body it had taken over, it remained stronger – almost imperceptibly stronger – than it had been before. Now he knew that Winterbourne Hall would be the scene of his resurrection. No-one who stepped within its walls would be safe from his ever-growing power.


‘What’s wrong with them?’ demanded Madame LeCoeur, panic-stricken.


Blomfeld and the girl lay in a tangled heap on the bed, a slow trickle of blood still flowing from neck and cunt. Delgado hauled Blomfeld’s inert body off the girl and saw that they were both smiling. It was a strange, chilling smile – self-contained and surprisingly macabre. They were unconscious but breathing normally. To all intents and purposes, sound asleep.


‘Take them upstairs and put them in the Rose Room,’ ordered Delgado. ‘They’ll soon come round. Now: let the revels begin!’


Winterbourne Hall lay still and silent as dawn’s grey light touched the tops of the trees. In the Great Hall, bodies lay entwined and sleeping in the aftermath of a night of sexual excess.


In the Rose Room, Joanna slept on, the effects of the drugs still strong in her body and consciousness of her defilement mercifully yet hours away. And when she awoke, there would be an inexplicable tiredness: a weariness of the soul which could not be attributed to physical causes. A long-lasting weariness which no doctor would be able to fathom . . .


And when Blomfeld awoke, it was with the sense of having been changed, possessed, altered so radically that he would never be the same. It was as though there was another, darker presence with him, a presence which would never leave him.


He had the strangest sensation that he would never be alone again. And a sudden dark shadow of fear clutched at his coward’s heart.




2: Cheviot


Sir Anthony Cheviot could not believe his good fortune. An invitation to Winterbourne and a lunch-date with a beautiful young debutante, all in the same week.


It was many years since Lady Cheviot had given him any sex. A lot longer than that since she had given him any good sex. A succession of anonymous call-girls had seemed the safest solution in his delicate position. One had to be so careful. Kiss-and-tell memoirs in the News of the World didn’t do you any good at all when you were supposed to be a right-wing, God-fearing MP with a strong line on sex, violence and immorality.


And then he heard rumours about Winterbourne. A discreet haven for distinguished men with needs to satisfy and reputations to protect. Perfect. But how to go about getting an invitation? Luckily enough, in one of his visits to a ‘private party’ in Sussex, he had met a man called Delgado. Delgado had understood perfectly. It was almost as if Delgado could read his mind.


Within a fortnight, he had found himself at the gates to Winterbourne Hall, as excited as a schoolboy out on a first illicit assignation.


It was hard to choose a girl. There were so many to choose from. He liked Madelon, the plump-buttocked French whore – but buggery wasn’t his style. He wanted a girl with lips like a vacuum cleaner, who would suck him dry and then coax him into hardness again and let him screw her till she begged for mercy. On the advice of Delgado, he chose Lim Pei, a breath of the mysterious Orient with fire in her jewel-dark eyes. Lim Pei, otherwise known as Nemesis.


He had paid his money and the girl was his. She led him up the carved sixteenth-century staircase, and down a long carpeted corridor. He marvelled at the names on the doors as he passed: ‘Dark Angel’, ‘Winged Hope’, ‘Juno’, ‘Eden’, ‘Paradise Found’, ‘Serpent of Nile’.


At last they stopped outside her room. There it was – the plaque on the door read: ‘Nemesis’. For a moment, he felt just a twinge of unease. The word was not a particularly erotic one. It wasn’t even one he was comfortable with. Let’s face it, he’d done enough iffy things in his life to wonder if one day he might really get his just deserts . . . But no. It was just a word. Just the sort of thing an advertising agency might come up with to add a little frisson to their latest marketing campaign.


‘Try Nemesis today: and really get what’s coming to you . . .’


He laughed, licked his lips and followed the girl into the room. It was very dark, and he blinked as his eyes accustomed themselves to the dim candleglow. Half-blinded, he felt Lim Pei’s tiny, butterfly hands fluttering over his body, awakening his desires, teasing him and – when he reached out to catch her and pull her to him – flying away just out of reach. He could hear her breathing, soft and urgent. And something else. He could have sworn there were other shapes, moving, gliding in the shadows.


But no. He was mistaken. He’d paid for one girl, and one girl was what he’d got. He was going to enjoy her. He wondered if Delgado had recommended her for a reason. It seemed unlikely. For if the mysterious dark-haired brothel-keeper had done his research properly he would have known that Sir Anthony liked to be dominated. He liked to be overwhelmed. He liked to be submerged and punished and left begging for mercy. Begging for more.


No, Delgado had got it wrong. This so-called Nemesis was so frail she couldn’t harm a fly. Couldn’t defend herself against a midget, let alone his not-insubstantial bulk.


‘Come here, my lovely,’ he breathed, still straining his eyes to make out shapes in the half-darkness.


She came towards him and smiled. His cock reared in his pants, thrusting its head painfully against the inside of his zip. He readjusted himself and felt the dampness already soaking through his trousers. She was luscious.


Her lips glistened in the flickering candle-light, and she ran her tongue over them hungrily. She had taken off her long robe and was wearing nothing but a sort of jewelled bikini: all blues and brilliant greens and gold, with suggestive tassels where he knew her nipples were hiding.


He wanted to bite those nipples. Sink his teeth into them until she cried out in pain.


Heart thumping, he reached out and took hold of her right shoulder-strap. She made no attempt to move away, and with a gasp of triumph Cheviot tore at it roughly. It gave way and the cup fell away, exposing her right breast. He fell upon her, licking and biting. He was surprised to feel her stand her ground. She winced slightly as the tips of his teeth dug into her flesh, but still she withstood his assault. He felt slightly disappointed: he hadn’t planned on spending the night with a submissive little geisha. He might even ask Delgado for his money back.


But then he felt her hands searching for him, finding the bulge in his trousers and rubbing at it with obvious pleasure and considerable skill. He could not suppress a low moan of satisfaction as her fingers ran lightly over his testicles and fastened on his shaft, gripping it purposefully. Then she unzipped him, and that was heaven. The unbelievable coolness of those tiny fingers on his immense hardness, holding him just hard enough to drive him wild, just lightly enough to stop him coming all over her hand.


He thrust his penis against her, ground it against her belly suggestively. Maddened with lust, he tore at the other bra strap and in seconds she was naked to the waist: two perfect globes, soon glistening with his saliva; firm-fleshed and erect.


The panties. He must get her panties off her. Got to get into her juicy cunt. Got to fuck her, fuck her, fuck her. His brain was reeling. Had that Frenchwoman slipped something into his drink? He felt so randy he knew he couldn’t control himself much longer. He lunged for her panties but, to his amazement, the girl drew away from him with a wicked smile.


‘What . . .?’


Something was moving towards him out of the shadows. Not something. Some things. There were shapes in the margins of the room, and now they were moving in on him. He began to sweat, panic, turn around and look for the door. No good. They were all around him. There must have been . . . eight of them at least.


Closer and closer . . . and hands reached out from behind him and began to run all over his body. Hands, hands – how many hands? Four? Six? More? It felt as though he was floating in an ocean of hands, fluttering fingers taking the place of the treacherous currents. He tried to turn around, but the shadowy figures were in front of him, too.


Now he could see them. Women. Tall women clad in black leather. Black leather and studs. Leather-girls with cruel whips. They were all smiling; smiles without warmth; smiles full of malice and desire. They were going to punish him. He didn’t know whether to cry out with fear or desire.


Strong hands. Hands that picked him up and carried him, struggling, towards the futon bed at the far end of the room, haloed in candles. There was a heady scent of incense that made his head spin even more. His prick felt as though it were on fire.


Hands. Hands that tore at his clothing and wrenched it from his body. The Jermyn Street handmade shirt and the Savile Row suit, torn from him without a thought of how much they had cost. Hands that squeezed his hardness lasciviously through his underpants, then tugged roughly at them. He was naked and struggling.


He found his voice: ‘Let me go!’


But only mocking laughter greeted him. Strong hands held on to his wrists. And all the time he was gazing up at Lim Pei, who had straddled his face and was masturbating herself obscenely and unashamedly only inches above him. He longed for her tight cunt on his prick, but all he could feel were hands, hands gripping his ankles, forcing his thighs apart, splaying his helpless body across the bed, kneading his flesh so eagerly, so violently that he winced with pain.


He gazed up at Lim Pei, marvelling at the olive skin of her inner thighs, the hot and steaming furrow that ran between them, the halo of dark bristles guarding the entrance to her love-palace. The desire to fuck her overwhelmed him, and still the cruel hands refused to wank him off, refused to release him from this torment. His poor tormented prick twitched and ached to burst inside some hot, wet slit, or to explode on to the surface of some knowing tongue.


Lim Pei knew how to make a man suffer. First, she ran the edge of her hand though her hot crack. It sank into the flesh like a hot knife into butter, and when she took away her hand it was wet and fragrant. She wiped it on Cheviot’s face, and he groaned at the sweet muskiness of her powerful smell.


Then she moved both hands down her pubis and began to toy with her belly, her genitals, teasing not only Cheviot but herself, running fingertips gently and deliciously over the hypersensitive flesh of her inner thighs. The flickering candlelight gave a dreamlike quality to the sight of this lovely woman playing with herself, pleasuring herself and her audience in the semi-darkness of a bordello where nothing was forbidden, everything permissible and indeed encouraged.


Her playful hands moved upwards towards her cunt, and Sir Anthony heard her give a little sigh of pleasure as their very fingertips reached her pubic bristles and began to twist them around, tugging at them, clearly enjoying this sensation of mingled pleasure and pain. Then, delicately, as though parting the petals of a fragile lotus-blossom, Lim Pei pulled apart her cunt lips and displayed the glories within to her transfixed victim.


Glistening, running with rivulets of shining love-juice, Lim Pei’s dark-fringed cunt swayed inches above Cheviot’s face and mesmerised him, like the golden pendulum of some diabolical hypnotist. Swaying, glistening, fragrant and heady like summer wine and bee-harvested lavender honey. Instinctively he stuck out his tongue, and with a laugh of glee Lim Pei lowered herself on to his face. He felt his tongue go straight to its target, and as he licked at the girl he could taste her juicy abundance as it flowed freely down his face.


Groaning, she came and the fragrant corolla of her cunt opened and closed on his enchanted tongue. His brain reeled, he felt himself floating, submerged in the blue-green light of submarine grottoes, drowning, drowning.


When she climbed off him, he was only dimly aware of what was happening to him. Until the hands began to torment him again, tormenting him in earnest, pinching and stroking, kneading and scratching with their long, merciless fingernails. The pain was excruciating: a nail raked up his inner thigh and he could feel a warm trickle – of blood? or was it sweat? – coursing down the flesh.


He gazed up at the women: tall leather-girls in spiked boots. Masked and identical, like the multiple images cast in some horrific kaleidoscope. Strong bodies moulded in black leather catsuits, slashed open at the crotch and with holes through which their identical breasts protruded. Breasts whose brown, stiffened nipples were cruelly pierced and ornamented with silver chains, forming a weird, fantastic bridge between right breast and left. Breasts that glistened palely in the half-light.


They raised their whips and – before he could cry out in fear – began to lash him, at first gently but then with greater insistence, infinite and Mephistophelian skill. The thongs were of the softest, most flexible, leather, and the torture was exquisite; exactly calculated to arouse a stinging pain which turned swiftly to an agonisingly, deliciously pernicious warmth in his loins. Their whips studiously avoided his penis and testicles, yet with every measured stroke he held his breath in terror, expecting to feel the bite of the lash on those tender parts.


His prick was bursting with desire. His balls were tense and hot and hard. He writhed and moaned, and tried desperately to wrest his arms free from his torturers’ grasp, but the strong, leather-gloved hands held him fast and in his heart of hearts he didn’t want them to let go. Not ever.
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