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THE GIRLFLESH INSTITUTE

The food arrived: a plate for Zara and a bowl for Vanessa.

‘Eat up like a good pet,’ Zara commanded.

Vanessa buried her face in it, trying not to think about the strange unsettling people around her.

After a few minutes she felt Zara’s hand slide over her upraised haunches. Her fingers circled the crinkles of her anus and then dipped into the soft cleft-pouch beneath.

Nearly choking, Vanessa glanced up. Zara was not even looking at her. She was casually eating with a fork in one hand while idly fondling her with the other. And nobody else appeared to be taking the slightest bit of notice. And why should they, Vanessa thought wretchedly? Here such behaviour was normal. She was the one with her instincts and sensibilities out of place.

She tried to ignore Zara’s touch and focus on eating, but it was no good. Before a restaurant full of people she was being fingered and responding by getting wet. It was insane. What had they done to her?



One

The young woman struggled wildly as the two security guards stripped the clothes off her. But her outraged shrieks echoed unanswered round the cell-like room, while the guards grinned approvingly at what was revealed.

The intruder’s wide fearful eyes were of a clear hazel. A mass of dark fluffy hair, released from the pins that had secured it under her cap, spilled over bare shoulders. Her straining, well-toned muscles stood out tautly. Freed of their confining bra, her milk-pale breasts, with their contrasting sharply defined nipple-crowns, heaved as she squirmed. The soft swell of her stomach rose and fell tremulously as the thick matt of pubic hair framing her deep in-rolling cleft was finally exposed.

When she was totally naked, one of the guards pinned her arms behind her back, while the other produced a phone-sized device fitted with a loop antenna, which he ran across their prisoner’s discarded clothing and then every curve and hollow of her squirming body. The loop was even thrust between her pink vulval lips, causing the girl’s eyes to roll and bringing a scarlet flush of shame to her cheeks.

‘No bugs or tracers, Director,’ the guard reported at last.

‘The Director’ was a slender, mature woman, perhaps in her mid-fifties, with a strong straight nose and smooth unlined face. With her short, well-groomed hair and immaculate dark-blue business suit, she seemed somehow apart from the strange scene being played out before her. But her bright-blue eyes missed nothing and intense interest shaped her narrow, intelligent face. When she spoke, her words shaded by a slight but unidentifiable accent, her calm self-assurance contrasted starkly with the younger woman’s high emotion.

‘My name is F. G. Shiller. I apologise for inflicting this minor indignity on you, but I would like to know why you broke into my building.’

Trying to steady her ragged breathing, the captive gasped: ‘Right . . . you’ve had your fun . . . now give me back my clothes! If . . . if you’re accusing me of burglary then call the police!’

‘Don’t insult my intelligence, young woman,’ Shiller said. ‘You are no common burglar and you know I will not call the police.’

The girl writhed in the grasp of the strong hands that held her, clenching her thighs together in an unconscious effort to preserve one slight scrap of dignity. ‘Then let me go!’

‘Perhaps, once you tell me your name and who sent you.’ She motioned to the intruder’s possessions, which had been laid out on a bench in one corner. ‘A sophisticated electronic toolkit, a hidden camera, a set of keys, some cash, a cell phone with an empty memory, but no form of identification. Nothing to give you away if any item was lost. I’m sure we can trace their origins, given time, but it would be quicker if you co-operate.’

The girl chewed her lip for a moment in evident indecision, then took a deep breath and said: ‘My name’s Vanessa Buckingham . . . I’m a reporter for the Daily Globe. My paper knows I’m here . . . so if you don’t let me go right now all hell’ll break loose!’

The Director had stiffened slightly as Vanessa spoke, and there was a new edge to her voice as she asked: ‘Exactly who at the Globe sent you and how did you get into my building?’

‘What does that matter?’ Vanessa retorted, anger briefly overcoming her fear and embarrassment. ‘It’s over! You’re finished, the whole putrid lot of you!’

‘Will you answer my question?’ the Director persisted. ‘I understand you might be confused, but I can assure you that everything you’ve seen here is entirely consensual.’

‘You expect me to believe that?’ Vanessa spat back.

‘At least let me explain the facts.’

‘I won’t listen to any of your lies,’ Vanessa retorted contemptuously. ‘You’re a bunch of filthy sex-traffickers!’

‘I see you have closed your mind,’ Shiller said. ‘And as we cannot spare more time to convince you by reason, we must use other means . . .’ She considered Vanessa intently for a moment, then turned to a figure who had so far played no active role in the proceedings. ‘Well, Miss Kyle? Do you think she’s a suitable subject for . . . special handling?’

Miss Kyle was a dark-eyed brunette, perhaps a little older than Vanessa’s twenty-two years, and coolly beautiful. Her sensuous lips were very red and her flawless skin pale. She wore, as though it were an outrageous uniform, thigh-length black leather boots and a dark body stocking. Her full breasts strained at the translucent fabric that covered them like a shadow, her nipples forming swelling points of darker flesh. The gauze moulded itself into the deep cleft of her shaven pubic lips. From a broad belt encircling her narrow waist hung a bamboo cane and a coiled whip.

She walked round Vanessa’s trembling body, looking her up and down with unashamed approval. She trailed her fingers across Vanessa’s breasts, toying with her nipples and watching the expression of dismay spread across her face. Suddenly she cupped Vanessa’s deep-cleft pubic delta in one hand, caught a fistful of her hair in the other and looked her square in the eye.

‘Tell me, girl,’ she asked. ‘Has anything you’ve seen down here excited you?’

‘What?’ Vanessa sounded genuinely aghast. ‘You . . . you twisted bitch! How could I possibly be excited by anything in this perverted place? I saw what you did to that girl next door, you sadist!’

Miss Kyle released her grasp and turned to the Director with a smile of satisfaction.

‘She’s suitable, Director. Full of righteous anger and fear, of course, but the state of her nipples and pussy says she’s lying about not being aroused . . .’ She lifted the hand that had cupped Vanessa’s pubes to her nose and inhaled. ‘And she smells as good as she looks.’

‘It’s agreed, then.’ The Director motioned to the guards: ‘Put her on the rack . . .’

Vanessa struggled frantically, her slender, shapely legs flailing about as the guards dragged her across to a device that stood in one corner of the cell-like room.

It was an ‘X’-shaped rack mounted at an angle on a pivoting stand. Jointed tubular metal arms extended from the corners of a padded rectangular centre section, while various other attachments were folded underneath. A short bracket with a shallow metal cup on the end rose up to form a headrest. Vanessa’s arms were pulled over her head and parted until solid clamps of rubber and metal could be closed around her wrists. Her legs were wrenched wide and similar clamps locked about her ankles. Vanessa fluttered feebly like a pale, pinned butterfly. Her buttocks clenched as she jerked her hips and arched her back in a vain attempt to pull free.

Miss Kyle drew out a broad leather belt from under the rack and buckled it across Vanessa’s stomach, causing the flesh to swell on either side as she tightened it. A second shorter strap went around Vanessa’s neck, forcing her head back into its rest. Miss Kyle bent over the foot of the rack and there came a clicking of ratchets. The lower struts of the cross hinged both where they joined the central block and beneath Vanessa’s knees. As her hip joints were bent upwards and apart, her knees were bent downwards, splaying her legs and opening her wide as though for a gynaecological examination. Miss Kyle tightened straps just above Vanessa’s knees, holding her limbs firmly against the struts.

This enforced posture revealed the soft inner flesh of Vanessa’s thighs and the strong tendons of her groin. Her pubic mound was starkly exposed, its pink lips pouting from amid the thick forest of surrounding hair. Even that most secret dark pucker of her anus was tautly displayed for all to see.

The fight drained out of Vanessa and a cold sweat beaded her body as her stomach knotted. Chest heaving and eyes wide, she hung trembling and silent in her bonds. She was absolutely helpless and frighteningly vulnerable.

A brief smile played about the Director’s pursed lips. ‘Thank you,’ she said to the guards. ‘Please return to your duties. Miss Kyle, attend to our guest as necessary . . .’

As the security guards filed out, closing the heavy door behind them, Miss Kyle took up position beside Vanessa’s stretched and helpless body and smiled masterfully down at her. Vanessa gave a little shudder.

The Director drew over a chair from the corner of the room and seated herself in front of the rack, almost between Vanessa’s doubled back and splayed legs. Her eyes travelled over the body so blatantly exhibited before her.

Vanessa’s thighs twitched as she tried instinctively to close them, but it was quite futile. In desperation she gasped: ‘If you don’t let me go right now the shit’ll hit the fan and — aghh!’

Miss Kyle’s cane had hissed across Vanessa’s exposed buttocks and the pouting pubic mound between them. A livid red line blossomed on her pale flesh.

‘Don’t be coarse when you speak to the Director!’ she warned.

Vanessa gulped, shocked at the suddenness of the blow, but somehow maintained her defiance. ‘It’s over, understand? You . . . you can do what you like with me but you’re finished! I’ve seen what you are! You and the rest of your sick friends can go to hell, you fucking bastard — awww!’

This time Miss Kyle had brought her cane downwards across the upper slopes of Vanessa’s breasts, causing them to bounce and shiver. The unexpected location and sharpness of the blow made Vanessa’s face contort in pain even as tears misted her eyes.

Shiller wagged an admonishing finger.

‘You may defy me,Vanessa , but you will refrain from employing further mindless expletives and crudities. Do you think withholding the information gives you some sort of bargaining counter, or is it just out of stubbornness? I simply want to know who put you up to this and how you got in here. You must realise we’ll get the information one way or another. It’s no hardship to induce an attractive girl in your position to co-operate . . .’ Shiller paused, looking Vanessa’s naked, bound and helpless body up and down once more, then added with a smile: ‘In fact some people might think it a privilege and a pleasure . . .’

Vanessa gulped at the words, feeling her courage ebbing away. ‘You . . . you can’t treat me like this!’

Shiller sighed. ‘Quite evidently, we can treat you exactly like this. Considering the low opinion you have already formed of us, why should you be surprised? Now, for the very last time, will you answer my question?’

Biting her lip, Vanessa gave no reply.

‘Very well,’ Shiller said gravely. ‘You’ve had your chance, now we are done with reason. Miss Kyle, I want you to break Vanessa’s will to resist. Use whatever means you think best . . .’

Miss Kyle’s eyes flashed in delight. She reached behind the bracket supporting Vanessa’s head and drew out a red ball-gag threaded through with a loop of thick rubber cord. Even as Vanessa gasped in dismay, Miss Kyle forced the ball into her mouth. The cords cut into her cheeks, pulling her lips back and leaving her exposed white teeth clamping on the ball itself.

From under each side of the padded board Miss Kyle drew out what looked like two halves of a front-fastening bra. The cups were metal bands capped by open-topped domes of springy wire and the straps black elastic cords. She slid the cups over Vanessa’s breasts, ignoring her gurgles and groans of protest as her nipples squeezed out of the open tops. A turnscrew tightened the base bands until soft flesh bulged out through the wire lattice. Miss Kyle clipped the two cups together and Vanessa’s breasts were transformed into twin pale mushrooms of flesh topped by dark inflamed nipples. To Vanessa they felt both caged and horribly exposed.

From the wall behind the rack, which bore an array of strange devices on hooks and shelves, Miss Kyle collected something resembling a garden-hose spray gun. A transparent plastic cup was fitted about the barrel, which extended into a long flexible rubber nozzle; behind it trailed a bundle of three coloured hoses connected to a tap in the wall.

Briskly Miss Kyle inserted the tube into Vanessa’s anus, slid it up to its full length so that the cup pressed firmly against her skin, and pressed the trigger.

Vanessa gasped as warm water flooded through her rectal passage. She was being given an enema, but why? No, surely not . . .

She moaned and shook her head desperately. Yet perversely she felt a tingle of anticipation in her loins and the first sensation of warm wetness flow through the fleshy folds of her vulva. Her body was preparing for what her mind still fought against.

Air hissed, sucking the waste water out of the plastic cup as it spurted out of Vanessa’s bottom. When she was clean, Miss Kyle pumped a plunger with her thumb and Vanessa felt lubricating jelly spurt into her and begin to melt away.

Miss Kyle pulled the enema gun free and inspected Vanessa’s vagina with an experienced finger, smiling when it came away already glistening with natural lubrication. She hooked the gun on to the side of the rack and unfolded another device from the centre section, which she locked into place between Vanessa’s thighs. Fighting the pressure of her neck strap and the springs that held her bit in place, Vanessa looked down between her distorted breasts and gave a choking gasp.

Twin dildos projected from a metal box, mounted one above the other so that they were only a few centimetres apart. The upper dildo was longer and thicker, and had a spray of rubber prongs bristling from its base. Miss Kyle positioned the device so that the tip of the upper phallus nuzzled between the lips of Vanessa’s trembling cleft in line with her vaginal passage, while the lower centred on her anus.

From the shelves Miss Kyle now selected a short-handled device on which was mounted a small metal wheel, like a rider’s spur, bearing a dozen glittering spikes. Holding the spur-wheel in one hand, Miss Kyle smiled down at Vanessa as she threw a switch under the rack.

The motor driving the twin dildos hummed into life and began inexorably propelling them forward and back, at the same time setting them vibrating fiercely. Vanessa’s clenched vaginal muscles were forced to open as the larger dildo plunged its full length deep into her secret passage. As it withdrew, its smaller twin drove into her tight bottom hole, spreading its reluctant guardian sphincter and sinking deep into the hot, greased sheath of her rectum.

Vanessa strained and squirmed in her bonds, venting muffled shrieks and groans as her front and back passages were alternately penetrated in a remorseless rhythm. What was even worse, the vibration of the larger dildo set the bristling prongs about its base trembling fiercely as they rode up her moist cleft, parting the folds of flesh and exposing Vanessa’s clitoris to their pulsating touch.

Vanessa shuddered helplessly. No man or sex toy inside her had ever previously felt like this.

A pinpoint ring of fire burned into life on the bulging dome of her right breast, forcing a muffled yelp past her gag. Miss Kyle had rolled the spur-wheel across her flesh in a circle about the edge of its areola. The spikes were too short to do any real harm, not penetrating beyond the fatty tissue that sheathed Vanessa’s breasts and gave them their graceful contours, but they stung unbearably.

Before she could recover, Miss Kyle drew another circle in the pliant mound of Vanessa’s left breast.

Vanessa yelped again, drooling round her gag, even as she felt the blood pulsing through her caged breasts to her nipples, swelling them into erection. And all the while the dildos pumped away inside her. She was being totally humiliated and abused, yet incredibly she was also becoming deeply aroused. Her whole body was coming alive. She was aware of every exposed square centimetre of her flesh. Crudely applied pain alone she could have fought, but this was something else and she felt her will crumbling.

Soon a dozen pinprick trails crossed Vanessa’s breasts. Helplessly she responded to the stinging pain and pulses of raw pleasure that coursed through her body in the only way left to her.

Through misted eyes, Vanessa saw the Director leaning forwards slightly in her chair as the dildos reamed into her, watching her clitoris rise into hard erection and her bottom bulge as it was filled. The sight sent a fresh thrill of shameful excitement coursing through Vanessa. She was being tortured and masturbated in front of a sadistic pervert. From her pincushion breasts to her dripping vagina, Shiller could see every intimate detail of her ordeal as it led to its inevitable climax.

And Vanessa was going to come, more quickly than she could have imagined. The pressure was building inside her. She couldn’t fight it any longer . . .

She screamed behind her gag as her body went into orgasm, straining with wonderful futility against the straps and clamps that held her so securely. The muscles of her vagina clamped on to the plunging upper phallus and for a moment its driving motor growled in protest. Discharge sprayed from her tightly plugged orifice and trickled down the impaling shafts. Then she went limp as she descended into the warm dark pit of release . . .

Vanessa was dimly aware of the dildos being extracted. Her gag was removed and a beaker of water was pressed against her lips. Automatically she drank. Her groin ached with its exertions and her breasts burned. Sweat was drying on her body. Blinking her eyes open, she saw Miss Kyle and the Director examining her with obvious satisfaction, and knew with despairing certainty that they had made their point. They controlled whatever pain or pleasure she experienced. Her pinpricked breasts throbbed in their wire cages. The stinging had diminished to a tolerable level, but it was a continuing reminder of what could be done again.

‘Now,’ Shiller said briskly, ‘perhaps you will tell us what we want to know?’

Too shocked to resist any further, Vanessa choked out: ‘All right . . . just . . . please . . . don’t do that again . . .’

‘Address the Director properly,’ Miss Kyle said, giving a warning pinch and twist to Vanessa’s engorged left nipple.

To her intense shame, Vanessa found the humble, subservient words bubbling from her lips. ‘I’ll tell you everything . . . Director. About a month ago, Mr Enwright . . . my editor . . . said he wanted to speak to me . . .’



Two

Enwright was alone in the boardroom when Vanessa entered, but displayed on the big video-conference screen was the head and shoulders of a thickset man in his late fifties. He had grizzled hair and a heavy jaw, and in one hand held a cigar that he was jabbing at Enwright.

Vanessa gave a start at the sight of the famous features. It was Sir Harvey J. Rochester, owner of the Globe, half a dozen regional newspapers and numerous other international business interests.

Enwright motioned for Vanessa to take a seat. Sir Harvey’s eyes flickered as he looked her up and down through the camera mounted over the screen.

‘So you’re Buckingham,’ the magnate said in his familiar gravelly tones. ‘Enwright tells me you show a lot of promise. Bright, enthusiastic, go-getting.’ Sir Harvey took a puff on his cigar and waved it at Vanessa with a chuckle. ‘Reminds me a little of myself when I started out.’

‘That’s very kind of him . . . and you, Sir Harvey,’ Vanessa said meekly.

‘Enwright wasn’t being kind and neither am I,’ Sir Harvey replied bluntly. ‘I can recognise talent when I see it. This may be your chance to show us what you’re really made of. Think you’re up to handling a big story, Vanessa, one that’ll put your name on the front page?’

‘I’d like the chance, of course, Sir Harvey. But if it’s as big as you say, wouldn’t it be better to use someone more experienced?’

Sir Harvey shook his head. ‘I have a hunch this’ll need a different approach, a fresh angle. Maybe by somebody who doesn’t look like a reporter. It might mean undercover work and may be risky. Well?’

Thrilled and excited, Vanessa took a deep breath. ‘I’ll do my best, Sir Harvey.’

Sir Harvey favoured her with a craggy smile. ‘Good for you. Now, tell me what you know about the F. G. Shiller Company?’

‘Uh . . . well, Shiller Co. is based in London. It’s a successful medium-sized general management company with a range of service, technical and medical subsidiaries. That’s about it.’

‘That’ll do for a start,’ Sir Harvey said. ‘Your job is to find out all about them. I mean everything. Find out how they earn their last penny! I have my suspicions about what’s going at Shillers, something so shocking you’d hardly believe it possible . . .’ He frowned. ‘But I won’t say any more. You must go in absolutely unprejudiced, find out the truth for yourself and get cast-iron evidence to prove it! Start with their London office. You can have any resources you need to get the job done. Report directly to Enwright. Nobody else must know what you’re working on. Understand?’

‘Yes, Sir Harvey.’

‘Then get started, Vanessa. And good luck.’

The conference screen went blank.

The next week was spent on intensive research. Vanessa obtained copies of Shillers’ financial statements, business reports, corporate structure and even architectural plans of its London offices.

The company appeared perfectly legitimate. Service sector interests were its most profitable division, and obviously provided the capital for additional investment in its other areas. It was efficiently run and was well thought of in the City, who regarded it as a safe investment. However, her enquiries did unearth a couple of curious facts.

First, Shillers was very selective about hiring its staff, never using temping agencies or advertising in the usual papers. In fact it had an unusually low turnover of personnel for a company of its size. What induced such loyalty?

Then there was the matter of the construction of its London offices, which occupied a modern tower block overlooking the Thames. Vanessa noticed that the entrance foyer, reception rooms and a few general office spaces on the landward side were separated from the bulk of the building by a comprehensive system of security doors, with key-card locks specified on the plans. It was well beyond what Vanessa would have considered normal for such a building. That section also had separate lift access to the tower’s two levels of underground car parking. Entry to the lowest of these levels was further restricted by a set of internal security gates.

It was curious, but to find out more would mean somehow penetrating Shillers’ apparently loyal and close-knit structure from the outside. That would be risky, and such questioning might only alert the company. Winning an employee’s confidence by contriving an acquaintance could also take months.

The next option was to get a job at Shillers and work from the inside. Considering its highly selective employment policy, that might come to nothing, but it was worth trying. With her paper’s help Vanessa created a glowing if semi-fictitious CV, and sent it off. While she was waiting for the response she surreptitiously reconnoitred Shiller Tower.

For two weeks she photographed the building and anyone entering or leaving from every angle. Her attention was soon drawn to the traffic using the car-park entrance at the side of the building. Some vehicles were obviously employees’ cars while others were from office supply and service companies, which appeared about as often as might be expected. But there were also cars with tinted windows, small unmarked vans, 7.5 tonne lorries, even a horse transporter.

Vanessa rented an empty office in a building almost opposite the Tower and extended her watch late into the night and the early hours. She recorded the types of these anomalous vehicles, their usual routes and the times they came and went. It soon became evident that there was far too much traffic for a typical building of that size. Something strange was going on, but what?

Then Shillers returned her CV with a polite letter saying they were not hiring staff at present. That left only one option. Somehow she would have to risk entering the building covertly. After careful thought and calling on some of the Globe’s more specialised contacts, Vanessa made her plans . . .

Braydon Road was a narrow, featureless street formed by the backs of small industrial units and high service-yard walls, often used as a rat-run by goods vehicles. Before six in the morning, with the grey light of dawn flushing the sky, there was normally little private traffic. But as the box-sided lorry turned into the street, a car was revealed angled across the road with its bonnet raised. The driver, bent over the engine, signalled that he would only be a moment longer.

The lorry pulled up while the motorist fiddled with the engine, got back into his car, started it successfully, jumped out again to close the bonnet, returned to his seat with a quick wave of thanks and drove off. The lorry continued on its way and turned towards Shiller Tower. In a couple of minutes it halted at the security gate guarding the entrance to the car park.

Clinging on tightly to the lorry’s underframe, secured by snaplink cords attached to a climbing harness, Vanessa’s heart thudded. She heard a few casual words exchanged between the driver and the gate guard, then the barrier lifted and the lorry moved forwards into a world of echoing concrete and the harsh light of fluorescent tubes. The vehicle slowed again and there came the rattle of a mesh gate rolling aside to let it through. That was the inner gate dividing the car park. Her gamble had paid off. She was entering the Tower’s mysterious high-security zone. The lorry swung down a ramp to the lower level, came to a brief halt, backed a little way, then stopped.

The engine cut and Vanessa heard the driver jump down from his cab. Footsteps sounded on the concrete, the rear doors of the lorry opened and a ramp was lowered.

‘All OK?’ the driver asked.

‘No problem,’ came a woman’s voice from within. ‘They slept most of the way.’

‘What was that hold-up about?’ a second male voice asked.

Vanessa’s heart skipped a beat. Two people had been travelling in the back of the lorry.

‘Just a stalled car,’ the driver explained.

Vanessa breathed again. It was sheer luck that they hadn’t heard her stowing away beneath them.

‘Right, let’s get them down below,’ the woman said.

‘Down below?’ Vanessa wondered. But they were already on the lowest level.

‘Want them to take the gear down with them?’ her companion asked.

‘No,’ the woman said. ‘Send up another chain for it later. This lot deserve a rest. They’ve had a busy night.’

‘Another chain?’ Again Vanessa wondered at the odd phrase.

The other man chuckled. ‘Fair enough.’

Vanessa heard a soft scuffing whisper of movement from within the lorry, accompanied by a metallic clinking. This odd procession of sound passed slowly down the ramp and off across the concrete floor. Then came the swish and whirr of lift doors opening.

‘I’ll go up and have a bite to eat,’ said the driver. ‘See you later . . .’

As the echo of his footsteps receded, the shuffling and rattling sounds inside the lorry ceased. There was a soft clunk of closing doors, then the fading sound of the lift in motion.

For the moment at least, Vanessa was alone.

Taking a deep breath, she unclipped her securing lines and dropped into a crouch under the lorry. Still doubled over, she stripped off her harness and packed it away into the toolbox slung beside her, removing from it a blue peaked cap bearing the Shiller logo. This matched the overalls she was wearing, based upon photos she had previously taken of Shiller maintenance staff at work.

Vanessa slipped out from under the lorry and cautiously peered round its bulk.

Except for half a dozen cars and two plain vans, the level was empty.

She glanced into the still open rear of the lorry. Down each side ran tall mesh frames, which she took to be tool racks. There were also several large chests on wheels, of the sort stage crews used to transport concert props and equipment. She would like to have investigated their contents but she had no time to waste.

Opposite the open back of the lorry were the recessed doors of a large lift with a stairwell door to one side. Mounted on the wall beside the call buttons, just as the building plans had shown, was a keycard reader. A similar device was incorporated in the lock of the stairwell door.

Vanessa crossed quickly to the lift. Opening her toolkit, she took out a slim wafer of metal and plastic and slid it into the jaws of the reader, with which it merged almost invisibly. Then she pressed a miniature camera, concealed within a grey cornice-like shell, into the shadowy inner angle of the lift-door recess, to which it adhered. Finally she went round to the back of the stairwell block and waited.

A few minutes later she heard the lift ascend. So there was another level below this one. The doors opened. The voice of the man who had ridden in the back of the lorry said: ‘Right, get that lot unloaded

Again came the odd shuffling and clinking, followed by what she took to be the sounds of the wheeled crates being rolled down the ramp and across to the lift. After a minute or so the doors shut again and the lift departed.

Vanessa let out her breath. They had not noticed her spying devices, but she needed somebody to open the doors from the outside.

An agonising half-hour passed before a car came down the ramp into the park. Vanessa heard a couple of chattering women get out and make for the lift. They keyed their way in and set off upwards.

As soon as the doors closed, Vanessa darted round to the door recess, recovered her pirate reader and camera and returned to the back of the stairs.

The reader plugged into a specialised gadget in her toolkit. When this flashed a green light she withdrew from its slot a new keycard. If everything had functioned correctly, this was a clone of the one last used to access the lift.

The camera downloaded on to a small screen where it showed the lift-door keypad. She magnified the image and played it over until she could read the pass-code number the last user had entered.

Vanessa closed her toolkit and walked round to the door side. Heart pounding, she swiped her pirated card through the reader and punched in the code. The lift door opened smoothly.

She stepped inside the roomy car and studied the controls. Level B2 was illuminated and the panel did not show anything lower. But there had to be something. What was the trick to get down to the secret level? She noticed the B2 button looked far more worn than the Bl. Just how much traffic could there be from a half-empty car park? Perhaps . . . she pressed the B2 three times.

The doors closed and the lift started downwards.

Vanessa opened her toolbox and switched on the video camera concealed within it. On impulse she also took out a torch, then contrived to put a slightly bored expression on her face. I’m just one of maintenance crew checking for burnt-out light bulbs, she thought.

The lift halted, the doors opened, and Vanessa took a step forwards . . .

Only the reassuring solidity of the torch in her hand and the mental preparation she had already made enabled her to continue putting one foot in front of the other. She moved unhurriedly to one side and played its beam over an electrical conduit that fed the ceiling light above the lift doors. The expression of virtuous concentration on her face gave no hint that she had just seen anything out of the ordinary. Inwardly, however, her mind whirled in disbelief.

Waiting to enter the lift were a dozen naked women, chained by the neck in four rows of three across. Their hands were cuffed behind their backs, their mouths were filled with bright-red ball-gags and their ankles were confined by hobble chains. A large blond man dressed in black singlet, shorts and trainers stood behind the huddled group. As Vanessa stepped clear of the doorway he gave her the briefest of nods, then said: ‘Forward!’ and the girls obeyed.

As the captives filed into the lift they made the same curious shuffling clink Vanessa had heard twice before on the level above, both leaving and then unloading the lorry. Out of her tumbling thoughts came the realisation that they had the same cause. The ‘chains’ the lorry crew had spoken of were literally chains of girls.

Then the lift door closed leaving her alone and Vanessa sagged weakly against the wall.

What had she got herself into? Girls being treated like slaves under an office block in the middle of London. Not just singly but dozens at a time. They had even been in the lorry she had hidden under. The true scale of the thing suddenly struck her. This was what Sir Harvey had suspected: Shillers were slavers . . . people traffickers . . . sex traders.

She took a deep breath, trying to keep her nerve. First, she must get her bearings . . .

Level B3 seemed to be at least as large as the car park above, but it was far less utilitarian.

The sky-blue painted ceiling, formed from a series of arching vaults rather than flat slabs, was illuminated not by fluorescent tubes but by artfully placed uplighters, making it seem loftier than it was. Long broad corridors stretched away from the lift block to the left, right and straight ahead, bounded by rectangular structures with concrete-block walls painted in different colours. They were lower than the vaulted roof and might have been open-topped. Large potted shrubs lined the corridors, each bathed in light from racks of mini-spots, adding their scents to the warm fresh air. Around the lift the floor was woodblocked, but the corridors were carpeted with thick, dark-blue rubber matting. A distant murmur hinted at activity, but for the moment nobody was in sight.

Cautiously, Vanessa circled the stairwell. In a row on each side of it – quite incongruously – were three compact single-storey wooden chalets, complete with small verandas and roofs almost brushing the painted ceiling. All the windows Vanessa could see were curtained.

At the back of the chalets behind the lifts, a shorter and very worn and wheel-marked woodblock corridor ran between more colourfully painted partition walls to a junction at the far end of the chamber, where it was crossed by a strip of green. Halfway down on the left-hand side, a large double doorway stood wide open. Indistinct sounds were coming from within.

Steeling herself for whatever she might find, Vanessa walked towards the doorway, torch and toolbox at the ready.

Through the door was a stable yard, open to the false blue sky. There was a row of wooden stalls, polished harness hanging on the walls and a pile of hay bales in one corner. But peering over the low stall doors were beasts with the torsos of naked women and the heads of horses.

Suddenly Vanessa realised that they were actually women, their heads enclosed in elaborate equine masks moulded out of translucent plastic. Collars reaching from chin to sternum, with rings embedded in the plastic, confined the women’s necks. Horse-like snouts complete with flared nostrils extended the line of their jaws, while long fluted ears, facing forwards, rose from the sides of their heads.

Bridles encased their masked heads, and bits, extending back up their false snouts, filled their mouths. Blinkers drawn together and fastened by pop-studs hid their eyes. Their hair had been pulled out through slots in the top and back of the masks, so that it hung down over their shoulders like a long mane.

Pairs of tethers clipped to their collar rings were hooked to the doorposts, keeping the women in place and on display. Their arms were obviously bound tightly behind them. Although they could not see, their attention seemed to be focused on the centre of the small yard. Here a large black man, dressed in black leather knee-high boots and matching thong, was harnessing four more horse-girls to a small two-wheeled carriage.

The man glanced round as Vanessa appeared, and she immediately feigned a deep interest in the soundness of the conduit that supplied the light above the stable door. The man returned to his task and she continued to watch him out of the corner of her eye. She felt a sense of sick fascination as he meticulously checked each helpless woman’s harness, stroking and patting the bare flesh under his hands as he did so.

These four naked human ponies were bound tightly shoulder to shoulder, arranged not in pairs but in a single row. Their wrists were confined in front by cuffs fastened to broad belts buckled about their slender waists. A tapering strap ran from each belt down over their lower bellies, to be swallowed by the glistening clefts of their naked pudenda, emerging once more from between their full, firm buttocks. Ponytails matching the colour of their own manes jutted from the small of their backs.

Their crooked arms were drawn sharply backwards, thrusting out their pert bare breasts, and were held in place by a horizontal pole which had been threaded through the gap between the small of their backs and the inner angle of their elbows. Straps bound about the pole and their elbows prevented them slipping free of its constraint. From a pivoting mount in the centre of this cross-pole, a single curving shaft ran back to connect with the carriage.

Through the slightly misty plastic of their masks, Vanessa could see their white teeth clamped about black rubber bits. Streaks of saliva dribbled from the corners of their wide-stretched mouths. Clipped to the snaffle-rings on their cheeks, reins passed over their shoulders. Their blinkers were open, extending well forwards and allowing them to see only what was directly ahead of them.

Completing his check, their master climbed into the low seat of the carriage and gathered up the reins in one hand. In the other he picked up a carriage whip, which he flicked over the backs of his ponies.

‘Walk on!’ he commanded, and the wretched girls obeyed.

He hardly glanced at Vanessa as he wheeled his team out through the stable doors, turning them left and down the corridor.

Vanessa saw the jiggle and bounce of their glossy breasts and the bob of their tails across firmly rounded buttocks. Then they were past her, leaving a whiff of feminine perfume in their wake. As the carriage reached the T-junction with the green-floored corridor, the driver turned left again, cracking his whip across the row of rolling buttocks before him to urge them into a trot. Then they were gone.

Numbly, Vanessa walked along to the junction and peered after the carriage. A strip of green-painted board flooring extended in each direction until it banked and curved away out of sight, like an indoor running track without marked lanes. Presumably it encircled the whole level.

She stood there so long in a daze, struggling to accept what she had seen, that she was only roused by the sound of the carriage once more. Suddenly it bowled into view, coming from the other direction, having made a complete circuit.

The girls were leaning forwards now, their legs pumping desperately as they hauled their load at the equivalent of a gallop. Vanessa heard the driver’s whip crack across their backs and saw that their straining bodies were already beaded in sweat, their chests heaving and breasts bouncing. He was treating them like animals. She felt inclined to throw her toolbox at him rather than covertly recording his cruelty. Instead she forced herself to give a casual wave as the cart sped past and received a flashing grin in response. The girls’ glossy, straining buttocks beneath their flying tails were already mottled with scarlet whip marks.

When the carriage had disappeared again round the curve of the track, Vanessa turned back the way she had come. The whole thing was so incredible, so blatant . . .

Muffled snorts and throaty whinnies were emerging from the open door of the stable, not unlike the sounds made by real horses. Curious, Vanessa peered inside.

The remaining half-dozen pony-girls were tossing their manes and turning their heads and long false ears to one another as they exchanged their odd medley of sounds. Vanessa imagined she could hear slurred words under the animal whines and snuffles. A language of their own forced upon them by their bits and masks, perhaps?

Despite her pity and disgust, Vanessa knew what she had to do. Stepping quietly into the stable, she played her toolbox camera over the pony-girls, recording their blind and helpless condition.

After a minute, one of the women gave what sounded disturbingly like an apologetic neigh, and backed away from the stall door, evidently fighting the resistance of the taut twin tethers clipped to her collar. Vanessa moved closer and peered over the low door. The tethers ran through pulleys to weights suspended on either side of the stall door.

The woman had squatted down over a small, lidless toilet bowl built into the corner of the stall. With her legs splayed wide to brace against the pull of her tethers, she voided her bladder, the stream of urine hissing from between bare pink depilated pubic lips.

When she was done, a jet of water spouted from the bowl in the manner of a bidet, washing her groin clean. She stood up, wiggling her hips to shake the droplets from her pubes, then allowed the tethers to pull her back to her former position, announcing her return to her companions’ strange conversation with a snort.

Vanessa hastily stepped back, lowering her camera, feeling guilty at the intimate scene she had recorded. A vague idea of rescuing the women, or at least reassuring them that help was close at hand, passed through her mind. No, she could not risk giving herself away. Yet it was so hard to do nothing.

Suddenly she felt she could not breathe. She stumbled out of the stable and back towards the lift block. It was too much to take in. She had to get out of here.

Then she took hold of herself. No, she had to explore a little further, to get as much damning evidence as she could about the people exploiting these helpless women. Taking a deep breath, she continued on.

In front of the lift once more, she wondered where to go next.

The long, wide central corridor seemed somehow too daunting, so she took the right-hand path past the chalets. Who lived in them, she wondered? The carriage driver, perhaps, and the blond man she had seen herding the girl chain into the lift? And how many others like them? Whoever they were they would surely be made to suffer.

The green track also crossed the end of this corridor. As she heard the carriage approaching again she turned quickly left into a slightly narrower path.

It looked disconcertingly like a quiet mews fronted by a double row of small shops, each having identical large low windows, sheltered by a striped awning, with a single recessed door set beside it. Most of the windows were dark, a few had internal curtains drawn across and three further along were illuminated. Each window, she now saw, had a pair of loudspeakers mounted in its upper corners, with a switch mounted on the lintel between them. Presumably this was so that onlookers could both see andhear what went on inside the rooms if they chose. She could make out nothing inside the darkened ‘shops’, as the glass seemed slightly misty. Cautiously she made her way along to the nearest illuminated window and peered inside.

The room was bare except for a single low bed, its foot almost touching the inside of the window. A naked blonde woman was lying spread-eagled upon it, her outstretched arms and legs bound with ropes, so that Vanessa found herself looking up between her parted legs into the open wet gash of her vulva. The woman’s head was raised on a pillow, so that Vanessa saw her pretty face almost full-on. A gag strap covered her mouth, but she was not blindfolded and her bright eyes were wide and expectant as she looked down the valley of her proud breasts, which were capped by bright-red nipples, seemingly gazing directly at Vanessa.

Vanessa flinched back guiltily, ashamed to be caught staring at somebody in such a wretched and humiliating position, and gave an apologetic shrug. But the girl showed no sign she had seen her, and after a moment turned her head to one side and stared at the wall.

Suddenly Vanessa understood the purpose of the bright lights and shading awnings. The poor girl couldn’t see her because the window was made of one-way glass. From the other side it probably looked like a mirror. All she could see was herself, spread out, exposed, waiting helplessly for anybody to come in and make use of her as they wished . . .

Vanessa shuddered. Who could possibly contrive such degradation?

In the window of the next illuminated room, Vanessa was presented with a well-rounded pair of blushing-red buttocks, criss-crossed with purple weals and strap marks. A woman had been bent over a sturdy trestle and her wrists and ankles tied to the base of its frame. Her spread legs exposed plump dark-haired pudenda which swelled ripely beneath the deep cleft of her abused bottom. To add to her misery, a plumb-line weight had been clipped to her inner labia, stretching them into thin taut pink tongues as it hung between her thighs. Beside her was a rack of hooks on which was suspended a selection of crops, whips and tawses.

Even as Vanessa’s stomach churned at the thought of the suffering she must have undergone, she glimpsed out of the corner of her eye a figure approaching from the other end of the alley. Immediately she began examining the stanchion that supported the window awning, taking out an adjustable spanner from her toolkit and checking the tightness of its mounting bolts. Risking a sideways glance, she saw a voluptuous woman, dressed in black thigh boots and a body stocking, carrying an oddly shaped rod or stick. As Vanessa watched, she entered the last illuminated room in the row.

Continuing her show of checking the awnings, Vanessa edged along as quickly as she dared to the window of the room and looked in. A girl with coffee-dark skin was doubled up and suspended from a heavy bar, which dangled from a large ring set in the middle of the ceiling.

From hooks set close to each end of the bar hung chains which connected to heavy rubber and metal cuffs locked about the captive’s ankles, splaying her legs painfully wide so that the tendons behind her slightly bent knees stood out sharply. Her wrists were cuffed to the bar directly above her shoulders, drawing her arms straight upwards either side of her head. Another of the red ball-gags plugged her mouth. The weight of her upper body tipped her bottom up and forwards until she was in balance, as though offering up her exposed private parts. Her plump pudenda pouted through a crown of tight, glossy black curls. Under the tension of her spread legs her lips gaped wide, exposing the intimate folds of her inner labia and the mouth of her vagina. Below the fleshy fullness of her vulva was the sooty wellhead of her anus.

The body-stockinged woman was walking round her, stroking and petting her captive, talking as she did so. The girl’s large, soft brown eyes rolled appealingly in their sockets as she strove to follow her. Vanessa pressed the button and the speakers came to life: ‘ . . . so I think we’ll work on making your anus a little more accommodating,’ the woman was saying. ‘You don’t want to disappoint the clients, do you?’

The girl shook her head.

The woman unhooked the chains suspending the girl’s ankles, letting out some slack and allowing her to lower her legs until they were level with the ground. Then she hooked the chains back over hooks at the very ends of the bar. This drew the girl’s legs straight out sideways along the line of the bar, leaving her suspended as though she was performing the splits in mid-air. The big tendons of her groin stood out like cables.

The woman then knelt down and placed the rod-like device she had been carrying beneath the captive girl’s open groin. Vanessa now saw the device had a dinner-plate-sized rubber pad on its base. A glistening black dildo with silver studs running down its sides was mounted on its upper end, while a black box with control buttons and an LED display clamped to its middle section.

The dildo slid up into the girl’s distended anus, driving a squeak of pain from behind her gag. The pad was settled firmly on the floor so that the device was upright and the girl could not possibly dislodge it. The woman worked the buttons on the control box, saying: ‘One jolt every ten seconds should be right . . .’

A red light flashed on the control box. At the same moment the girl’s eyes bulged, she gave a tiny gasp of pain, her arms tightened and she briefly lifted herself so that a few centimetres of the electric dildo slid out of her anus, before her strength failed and she sank back on to the shaft that was so cruelly impaling her. After a few seconds the light flashed again and she repeated her helpless response.

The woman got to her feet smiling and stroking the girl’s gaping vulva which, Vanessa was horrified to see, was now glistening wetly. ‘Good girl. I expect to see you’ve come at least once by the time I get back . . .’

Dizzy and confused, overwhelmed by all she had seen, Vanessa suddenly felt her nerve going.

She dared not intervene, yet she could not stay and watch any more. She had enough for her story, enough to show the police and get the place raided. She had to get out now.

Turning away from the degrading spectacle, she made her way back to the lift. She would take no further risks. Her phone wouldn’t work down here, but as soon as she was back above ground she would call Enwright and tell him what she’d found. She would wait here until the police came. She wanted to see the look on those perverts’ faces when they realised it was all over.

Vanessa was actually reaching for the lift call button when its door unexpectedly opened and two large security guards stepped out.

Their automatic smiles and nods turned to mild frowns as they saw a strange face. Vanessa lowered her eyes and tried to slide past them, but one grabbed her shoulder. She swung her toolbox at his head but he blocked the blow and twisted her arm behind her back.

Vanessa kicked and screamed: ‘Let go of me, you bastard!’ But he was too strong for her.

His companion lifted his radio mike to his lips and said urgently: ‘We’ve caught an intruder in level B3. You’d better tell the Director
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