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The Punishing

of Pauline Peach






Heroine's Note




Oh dear! How embarrassing! Alison has written another book about me. And this time she's included the ghastly mishaps of my wedding night and honeymoon. How I wish I'd never mentioned that name to her! The name 'Slim Trelawny', I mean. I let it slip for the second time when I was telling her how I finally managed to earn my reprieve from George Franks.

Do you remember George Franks, by the way? And the way he kept blackmailing me out of my knickers for anyone and everyone he chose? Do you remember how he took such grave exception to the way I was weak with his friend, and archrival, Jim Browne? It was just rotten luck: the way he found me at work, bottoms up across that huge photocopying machine, being irredeemably weak with Jim. But there was no need for him to take those photographs of the two of us, was there? And there was certainly no need for him to threaten to show them to my husband Michael unless I let him do exactly the same. How awful of him to have insisted on me taking him in, there and then, almost immediately after Jim had vacated!

But worse was to follow. Next day the photographs were all round the office, and I was left with no choice but to oblige whoever decided to take advantage of them. First of all there was that rather hunky Mr Harris. Do you remember how he stripped me down to my undies whilst I was supposed to be helping him choose a replacement copying machine? And then how he laid me out on his table and used his mega-ginormous weapon to stretch my insides much further than they were meant to go? Much, much further, in fact. He was all of twelve inches long!

If you remember that much, then no doubt you'll remember that over the course of a hectic thirty-six hours I found myself having to accommodate every male colleague in the office. Every single one. From Kevin, the sixteen-year-old office boy, to the senior partner, Mr Fennell. All of them ran all of the way through me in such a very short space of time - as I expect you'll remember!

Well, that was where Alison finished the book. That was her first book about me. Embarrassing enough in itself, you might think. But worse is to come, as you'll see. I was telling her how it all finished. How I finally worked my way out of George Frank's clutches, I mean. (You'll be able to read about that in a minute). ‘He was every bit as big as that awful Slim Trelawny,’ I said to her, referring to the huge American (see later) who'd just finished taking me so massively from behind.

‘Slim Trelawny?’ she mused. ‘Haven't I heard that name before? I'm sure you've mentioned that name once before.’

‘Have I?’ I gulped nervously, wishing I'd kept my mouth firmly closed. ‘I don't think so.’

‘Yes, you have. I'd completely forgotten about it. I meant to ask you more about him, but then it totally slipped my mind.’

‘Oh . . .’

‘It was something to do with your wedding night.’

‘Was it?’

‘Come on, Pauline, you know it was! Tell me about it right now?’

Oh dear! I don't think I want to.’

‘Come on! You've got to. After all, you've told me everything else.’

‘But this is so embarrassing. So very disgraceful.’

‘All the more reason to tell me. It will make very good reading, I'm sure.’

‘Oh, crumbs!’

‘How did it start, Pauline? How did you come to disgrace yourself so? On your wedding night, no less?’

‘Oh, well, er, um, it was sort of like this, I suppose . . .’

And so I told Alison all about it. All about Slim Trelawny and the absolutely shocking events of my wedding night. And now I guess she's going to tell you.

Pauline Peach, 3rd August 1998.






PART I




ONE FINAL FAVOUR




Friday Reflections It was Friday evening in south-eastern England. Pauline Peach - tall, blonde, and as drop-dead gorgeous as the polar day is long - sat staring at her TV set, wrestling with her conscience. Michael, her husband of almost five weeks standing, had gone to the pub with his life-long friend, Clive Calver, leaving her alone with her far-from-happy thoughts. Thank heavens Michael hadn't noticed that anything was amiss! Three hours earlier, on his return from work, she meant. Three hours earlier, when he'd insisted on a good, stiff, husbandly bonk only seconds after Kevin - the office boy - had raced out of the back door, leaving her heavily implanted with his sixteen-year-old seed. Michael had given her no time at all to clean up. He'd chased her upstairs and into the bedroom. She'd barely had time to whip off her sticky knickers and kick them out of sight under the bed. Seconds later she'd been flat on her back, legs wide apart, mentally crossing her fingers as Michael plunged lustily into the soaking wet privacy of her person. The soaking wet privacy of her much abused, over-used person. ‘You're beautifully lubricated!’ he'd breathed appreciatively, wasting no time at all in starting to bounce her bottom up and down on the bed. She'd blushed and groaned inwardly with shame. ‘And you feel harder than ever,’ she'd whispered, closing her eyes so that he couldn't read what she'd known was written all over her face.

Poor Michael, she said to herself as she used the remote control to flick from one channel to the next. How could she have been so unfaithful to someone she loved so much? Well, she supposed she knew the answer only too well. It had all started last Monday evening - four nights ago - when she'd been so wretchedly weak with Jim Browne. Jim Browne from her place of work . . . 

He'd lured her back to his flat with a tissue of lies and, despite her protests, had proceeded to separate her from her clothing, and then her virtue, as if his life had depended on it. She'd never known anybody to show such a sense of purpose. He'd simply refused to take 'no' for an answer - both then and at the office on the two days that had followed. And it had been the second of those two days, Wednesday, the day before yesterday, that had been her downfall. The start of her meteoric fall from grace. Jim had found her in the copying room after hours and fallen on her from a considerable height. Before she'd known what was happening, she'd been bent right forward over the larger of the two photocopying machines, her skirt round her waist, her knickers round her ankles, and Jim's burning hot dick forcing its way into her not-entirely-unreceptive person. It was during the very extensive sorting-out that followed that George Franks had happened to peer inside the copying room and observe her - her pouting bare bottom high in the air and powerfully mounted by Jim.

George Franks was Jim's fellow junior partner and great rival in matters of the flesh. Neither she nor Jim had been aware of his presence, of course. They'd simply been too preoccupied with each other. As Jim had proceeded to slap his groin noisily into the soft, bouncy cheeks of her upturned rear end, George had stood there, seething with anger and frustration. He'd spent the previous three weeks trying unsuccessfully to persuade her to do the same, or similar, for him. But she'd stood firm and denied him, telling him she was determined to stay faithful to her husband. So, for an extremely insignificant offence on her part, George had decided to take revenge. Revenge for a totally imaginary sleight, since she'd had no intention whatsoever of hurting his feelings. Revenge that he'd then proceeded to wreak upon her, starting there and then that evening. Whilst she and Jim had still been at it like stoats, George had stolen away for his camera - an impressively hi-tech piece of equipment - and had then returned to take photographs. Really explicit photographs, depicting her and Jim Browne behaving in a most unseemly manner across the top of that photocopying machine. Photographs that left no doubt as to the identity of the bare-bottomed young lady, nor as to what she was about. Photographs that she could never have allowed Michael to see.

No sooner had Jim Browne departed than George Franks had confronted her - almost before she'd had time to pull up her knickers. He'd confronted her in the copying room, probably before Jim had even exited the building. Certainly less than two minutes after he'd exited her! George had told her about the photographs he'd just taken and had then threatened to show them to Michael unless she returned to the copying machine and bent over it for him. Unless she bent over it, head low and bottom high, just as she had for Jim, and let him have his way with her. And it had proved impossible to argue him out of it. He'd simply refused to listen. Either she played host to George, immediately after accommodating Jim, or he'd spill the beans to Michael.

She'd argued and pleaded, but all to no avail. Still dribbling the residue of Jim into the crotch of her tiny pink knickers, she'd been returned to her former pose across the photocopier. Then she'd been stripped from the waist down, and bonked into oblivion. Really bonked into oblivion. Bonked till she was bluer than blue. George had dicked her and dicked her until she'd thought she'd die. But eventually she'd been able to stagger into an upright position and catch her breath, heavily implanted yet again, the two junior partners at her place of work having both unburdened themselves inside her, one immediately after the other. She'd returned home to Michael, saddened, full of guilt, and very sticky, having promised herself faithfully that never again would she allow any third party to worm his unwelcome way into her favours. Never again would anyone other than her lovely Michael succeed in getting her out of her knickers, she'd told herself on the way home . . .

But how wrong she'd been! The deplorable events of Wednesday evening had paled into insignificance in comparison to what took place the next day! And then the day after that. Today, to be accurate. That despicable George Franks hadn't been satisfied with what he'd taken for himself. That hadn't been sufficient to repair his dented ego. Oh, no. He'd wanted revenge above and beyond the way he'd forced her to let him bonk her till she dropped. He'd wanted to humiliate her, as well. And all because he'd discovered her being weak with Jim when she hadn't been the same with him!

So he'd used the wretched photographs again, over the course of the following day at work. Over the course of yesterday. He'd obliged her to oblige five other men, one after another, in an endless stream of seminal ejaculations. During the course of that Thursday morning at the office she'd found herself compelled to grant access to another five of her colleagues. Five more dicks, one after the other, running all the way up her with consummate ease! Five more pairs of eyes that, in the future, would gape at the well filled seat of her mini-skirt and know that they'd been there. Five more men who would gawp and remind themselves that they'd been all the way inside her. Oh, how horribly embarrassing it was going to be! All those men, all of them staring at her and knowing how they and all the others had had her in the space of less than a day! Men talked about that sort of thing all the time, so all of them would know how all the others had made her writhe and wriggle and climax time after time. All of them would know exactly how she'd fucked and sucked and fucked again!

To begin with, it had been Mr Harris, first thing yesterday morning. Mr Harris, one Of the four senior partners. The one whom all the secretaries fancied like mad. ‘When he's around the typing pool there isn't a dry knicker-crotch in the place,’

that sexy Tracie Trix had once been known to say. Rather crudely, Pauline had thought at the time. But rather accurately, too . . .

Of course she'd had no idea what was in store when she'd answered the summons to his room. She'd had no suspicion that he'd been about to use George Franks' photographs to his own advantage. That had only begun to become apparent when he'd started to unzip her dress whilst they'd been studying all those brochures on his table. And even then she'd not been entirely sure. He'd just carried on talking perfectly naturally about choosing a new photocopier, whilst running the zipper all the way down her back. And he'd still been sounding perfectly normal as he'd slipped off her dress, leaving her standing there in nothing but her tiny little black knickers and matching half cup bra, plus a pair of high heeled shoes. And even after that he'd continued to discuss the relative virtues of the different brochures, just as if nothing untoward had happened. Just as if she'd still been fully clothed - as opposed to almost stripped. How embarrassing it had been! How embarrassing, leaning forward over his table to study those brochures, clad in nothing but tiny, semi-transparent knickers and bulging bra, and all the time having to pretend that nothing at all was amiss.

But eventually the charade had drawn to a close. Eventually Mr Harris had shown his true intent. Eventually he'd unzipped and revealed his intentions towards her in all his awesome glory. She'd never seen anyone as large. Not even that awful Slim Trelawny. A great thick horn of hot, iron-hard flesh had reared up at the ceiling in a truly frightening manner. So massive had he been that she'd genuinely doubted her ability to let him in even when she'd lain back on his table in the good old-fashioned missionary position, her legs spread as wide as possible.

Fortunately, he'd eased himself into her very slowly and gently, just a fraction of an inch at a time. It had taken ages, but eventually the whole of his colossal column had been wedged within her. Wedged so tightly and deeply within that she'd been certain she was about to burst. Wedged so tightly and deeply that she'd felt as if her own internal organs had been replaced with his bone-hard being. From her lower lips to those of her mouth, her body had seemed to be packed solid with nothing put penis . . .

She'd opened her mouth and managed to speak, amazed to discover that her vocal chords were still intact. ‘Don't start to move yet!’ she'd croaked nervously, needing time to readjust to his overwhelming invasion of her person. Needing time to get used to the fact that her insides were no longer her own. Suddenly she'd started to come. The most violent climax she'd ever experienced. Her poor, grossly overstrained pussy had started to spasm so fiercely that she'd all but fainted away. On and on it had lasted, wracking her painfully from head to toe. Wracking her so sharply that she'd felt too weak to utter a sound. She'd just lain there, open-mouthed, gasping for breath and goggling blindly up at the ceiling.

Eventually she'd returned to planet Earth, and then the most unbelievable bonk had begun. Each stroke had been so long! It had seemed as if her insides were being drawn right out of her each time he withdrew. And then stuffed back high into her chest when he returned. On and on he'd shafted, gradually increasing the pace, the grossly oversized organ causing a fresh spasm to erupt before the previous one had finished . . .

Of course, he'd absolutely flooded her. His enormous tackle had swamped her as she'd never been swamped before, instantly reviving her own orgasm.

Less than ten minutes later, having scarcely had time to lower her throbbing tail end very gingerly onto her chair, she'd been in demand yet again. Mr James, another of the senior partners, had requested to see her. ‘He probably wants you to help him out with his typing,’ her boss, that nice Mr Fennell, had said. ‘Just: tell him you're already behind with mine.’ That had been true, of course. Mr Fennell's work had certainly been in a bit of a state. Due, of course, to the diversions and distractions from which she'd been suffering - namely, the excessive demands on her pussy. She'd be firm with Mr James, she'd said to herself, as she'd made her way upstairs to his room. Poor Mr Fennell was ever so kind and understanding with her, but she simply couldn't let his work drift even further into arrears. She was far too fond of him to allow that to happen. So she'd be very polite but would tell Mr James that she was simply unable to help out.

She'd been in Mr James' room for less than a minute when it had become apparent that his intentions towards her were levelled at something other than her keyboard skills. It had been clear that it wasn't only Mr Fennell's work that was about to suffer. It had been clear that the little matter of George Franks' obscene photographs had been imparted to Mr James, as well as Mr Harris. And it had also been clear that Mr James was intending to put the information to a very similar use, despite the fact that his handsome young trainee, Harry Hotspur - or Young Harry, as Mr James always called him - had been sitting behind a desk in the corner of the room, staring in disbelief.

There had been a huge leather armchair in the middle of the carpet. An extremely expensive one that Mr James had acquired on approval. A demonstration model that he was hoping to buy for use in his office. He needed her help, he'd informed her. He needed to be sure that the chair was suitable and up to the job. He needed her assistance in putting it through its paces. In testing its efficiency under robust circumstances, he'd said.

Whilst Young Harry had sat and gaped in awe, Mr James had proceeded to put matters to the test, with the chair reclined and Pauline stretched out on top, wearing nothing but her high heels. And very thorough had he been. Very thorough indeed. Nothing had been spared in his quest to ensure that all the qualities of the expensive armchair should be rigorously examined. No effort had been too great . . .

And then, when it was over and he was finally spent, he'd still not been satisfied that the wretched chair had fully proved its worth. It was an item of great expense, he'd repeated once again. He had to be absolutely certain that it was suitable. Absolutely sure that it was right. Perhaps a second opinion should be sought, he'd mused. Perhaps Young Harry would be prepared to oblige?

Within a matter of seconds Harry had been obliging for all he was worth, even more vigorously than Mr James had done. He'd really been putting his back into the job, as well as his over-nourished weapon into her. All under Mr James' appreciative gaze, of course . . .

The testing of the swivel armchair had seemed to last forever. Neither Mr Harris nor Harry had been content to pump just one single cargo of their endeavour into her. By the time they were through, each had implanted her twice below the suspender belt, and each had shot profusely into her mouth and throat.

How lovely it had been, having Harry in her mouth! During the three weeks she'd been working at the office, it had been obvious how much he'd fancied her. And she'd felt ever so motherly towards him. Mind you, those feelings of hers had changed dramatically the second he'd mounted her on that swivel armchair . . .

But how guilty she'd felt when she'd suddenly thought about Michael, right at the moment she'd been sucking greedily at Harry whilst relishing the expert way in which Mr James was seeing to her between her legs! Not that it had been any of her seeking, of course. The multi-adultery, she meant. The mega, multi-adultery to which George Franks had forced her to submit by blackmailing her so wickedly. And it certainly wasn't her fault if her body reacted in certain ways when certain things were done to it. It was just the way she'd been put together. Not even the most respectably married young lady could help that!

Sex for its own sake was great fun, of course. But that's all it was, just fun. And when you were happily married, you just couldn't help feeling so bad about it. Even though you knew it wasn't entirely your fault. Nor could you help going red in the face whenever you bumped into someone who'd successfully de-knickered you just a few days earlier. You simply knew he was staring at your boobs or your bottom, and reliving how it had been. You just knew he was remembering how he'd made you squeal and squawk, or how you'd been so keen to revive him with your mouth in order that you could have another go . . .

Pauline stared out of the window and wriggled her hips involuntarily at the thought of how Young Harry and all the others at the office had made so free with her. Oh dear! How embarrassing it was going to be, having to wiggle and bounce her way around the building, knowing the stares that she was getting and the thoughts that were being thought! And, of course, all the girls would know what she'd been up to. They'd spend all Monday giggling about it like mad. And telling her how lucky she was. Telling her how they'd have loved to have been in her shoes. Or rather, out of her knickers.

And out of her knickers she'd certainly been. Hardly had she pulled them up than they'd been round her ankles once more, getting soggier and soggier as time wore on. Eventually Mr James and Harry had exhausted themselves on her. At long last they'd eventually had nothing left to provide. She'd crawled off the armchair and back into her clothes, then staggered wearily away, squelching as she'd gone, and dabbing her mouth with a hanky.

Tracie Trix had been waiting for her in her room. Tracie Trix, Mr Davis-Davies' sexy, raven-haired secretary. Mr Davis-Davies wanted to see her, Tracie had said. She hadn't known why. Pauline had been on the point of leaving, fearing the worst, when Tracie had stopped her. She'd been armed with one of George's photographs. A really, really obscene one. Pauline's face had been clearly identifiable, with her eyes closed and a look of ecstasy that nobody could have mistaken. Neither could anyone have mistaken what she was doing. The rest of the photo had consisted of a close-up of her big, bare, upturned bottom, with Jim Browne's gleaming Wet tool lodged solidly between the cheeks, halfway in and halfway out.

‘Why should the men have all the fun?’ Tracie had giggled, locking the door. ‘Mr Davis-Davies can wait for a while.’ Oh crumbs! Surely you don't mean . . .?’ But surely she had. With a few quick movements of her hands, Tracie had removed her wrap-around top and button-up mini-skirt and had stood there in front of Pauline, naked apart from high heels. ‘I came prepared!’ she'd said.

Tracie had kissed her tenderly, then set to work on her own clothes, quickly exposing boobs and pubes to the light of the working day, as well as to the expert touch of her hands. Her insides had simply melted away as Tracie's fingers had begun to glide in and out with practised skill.

‘My God!’ Tracie had gasped, glancing down at her right hand as it rested, palm upwards, between the tops of Pauline's thighs. ‘You're still full of lovely fresh spunk! What would poor hubby say?’

Pauline had closed her eyes and groaned with pleasure. Tracie's magical fingers had been on the point of making her come. Her fingers, coupled with her mouth round Pauline's boobs and her left hand all over her bottom. Being a woman, Tracie had been able to sense exactly what was needed to bring matters to a head. Then a finger had been pushed deep into Pauline's bottom, making her think she would die from an excess of pleasure . . .

She supposed she had to be truthful with herself. She supposed she had to admit how much she'd enjoyed being had by a girl. Tracie's hands and mouth had been so sweet and gentle, and had known just what they were about. And the girl herself just oozed sexual attraction, even for another girl.

After Tracie, she'd made her way to Mr Davis-Davies' room, trembling with fearful anticipation. Naturally, she'd assumed that it would be the same mixture as before. That there'd be some oblique reference by Mr Davis-Davies to photographs or photocopying machines, followed by the downward zoom of her knickers . . .

How she'd been dreading the prospect! Mr Davis-Davies inside her, she meant. He was such a very weird one. The Welsh Wizard, he was called. Or sometimes the Welsh Weirdo. None of the office girls liked him at all. But at that particular moment she'd not realised why. She'd been expecting nothing more than a straightforward assault on her poor, already over-poked pussy. She'd not had the slightest inkling of what was really lying in store when she'd knocked timidly on his door and awaited his response.

But ten minutes later his intentions had been more than clear. Ten minutes later she'd stared in horror at the huge plastic ruler he'd just picked up from beside his desk. ‘I think you can judge for yourself,’ he'd cried triumphantly, 'just how fresh that complexion will be!’

He'd been referring, of course, to the complexion he was intending to place upon the cheekiest part of her person. The cheekiest part of her person that had suddenly started to quiver in fear at the thought of that long, heavy ruler being laid across it with the sort of determination he clearly possessed. Earlier, when he'd been threatening to sack her, she'd begged him to put a fresh complexion on certain delicate matters. But those 'delicate matters' to which she'd been referring had definitely not been the plump, pouting cheeks of her unclothed bottom!

With the ruler held menacingly across both buttocks, she'd been marched across to the far side of his room. ‘Bend over, Mrs Peach!’ he'd said coldly, indicating a high-backed chair and a table beyond it. She'd had no alternative. Slowly and reluctantly she'd done as he'd bid, bending forward over the back of the chair and then placing her head and arms on the writing table, in such a way that her bottom was the highest part of her above the floor. The highest by several inches. Showing considerable skill, he'd used the tip of the ruler to lift her short summer dress up past her waist, thus exposing her tiny little black knickers to the glare of the light from the window. Tiny little black knickers that had born the rather saucy message 'Kiss-Kiss' right across the middle of their minuscule seat. A message that had so infuriated Mr Davis-Davies that he'd found himself compelled, twice, to bring the evil looking ruler down across it with all the force he could muster, making her howl in distress.

Having removed her knickers with the ruler, he'd been so smitten with the fiery red effect it had produced that he'd temporarily abandoned that weapon in favour of the much less flexible one he harboured inside his briefs. As she'd remained bent over the back of the chair, he'd stood directly behind her, and then drilled his nasty little Welsh weapon into her bottom as hard as he could. Try as she might, and she tried very hard indeed, she hadn't been able to prevent the orgasm that started to overwhelm her. Nor had she been able to prevent it returning when she'd felt his boiling hot seed burning its way into her poor little bott . . .

After that, he'd retrieved the wicked-looking ruler from the table top where he'd laid it, just inches to one side to her face. He'd then stood behind her for ages, holding the ruler and staring at the plump little bottom he'd just split open and flooded with seed. She'd been able to sense his eyes all over her. And she'd known exactly what was running through his mind. Exactly what he had in store for her poor, oh-so-vulnerable posterior as it quivered and quaked in fear. Slowly he'd run the flat of the ruler over both buttocks, telling her that they'd sinned. Telling her that he would purify them with fire. With a fire so intense, he'd said nastily, that they'd think twice before ever sinning again.

Then he laid the ruler right across them with all his strength, time after time after time. Right across the very fleshiest part of her bottom, making her shriek and weep buckets of tears. What he hadn't known, of course - and she was very grateful that he hadn't - was the effect that the spanking was having on her. Whilst her bottom was being burnt alive, her insides had been wracked with orgasm. Each time the ruler had seared itself across her bottom, her orgasm had seemed to grow in strength, leaving her yearning for a stiff penile presence inside her. Anyone's would have done, even Mr Davis-Davies'. Any presence at all, provided it impaled her and stayed for a while. And each scalding hot stroke from the ruler had intensified the yearning. Shriek and blubber with pain as she did, the need inside her had simply increased, until she'd thought she'd die of frustration.

Eventually the spanking had finished and Mr Davis-Davies replaced the ruler on the table beside her head. Her bottom had been absolutely ablaze. She'd never known such a furnace-like heat. She'd never been so sore or so raw. Had he wanted, she was sure that Mr Davis-Davies could have fried an egg on the middle of each blistered cheek.

But the heat in her loins had been even greater. She'd never felt sexier in her life. She knew it was shameful to have to admit it, but she'd never felt hornier than she'd felt right then. No-one's dick would have been unwelcome. Her whole being had ached for the comfort and relief of an erect male organ inside her. Which was rather surprising, bearing in mind all that had come and gone during the earlier course of that morning . . .

Mr Davis-Davies had spent a good five minutes standing behind her, doing and saying nothing, but presumably admiring the result of his handiwork. Then, to her utter dismay, he'd walked over to the phone on his desk and asked Trevor Daniels, the practice manager, to come to his room. Less than thirty seconds later there'd been a knock on the door behind her. She'd screwed up her eyes in embarrassment as Mr Davis-Davies bid Mr Daniels to enter.

‘As you can see, Mr Daniels,’ Mr Davis-Davies had said smoothly, 'Mrs Peach and I have been discussing the rather thorny matter of her continued employment with this firm.’

She'd been able to sense Mr Daniels gaping across the room at her. Gaping across the room at her vividly reddened rear end pointing painfully up at the window. ‘It was a rather heated discussion,’ Mr Davis-Davies had continued, picking up the ruler again. ‘Nevertheless I feel that, as practice manager, it would be right for you to discuss the subject with her some more.’ So saying, he handed the ruler to Mr Daniels and moved to one side.

More howling and yowling and weeping and gnashing of teeth had followed. Mr Daniels had applied himself to the task with just as much energy and enthusiasm as Mr Davis-Davies before him. The backs of her thighs had been painted bright red, and her poor, sore, raw little bottom had been made poorer and sorer and rawer. But at last it had ended and the men had unbuckled and unzipped. Front and back she'd been hooked, whilst still in her original pose over the back of the chair. To begin with Mr Daniels had taken her from behind, with Mr Davis-Davies inside her mouth. Then they'd changed positions. And then they'd changed back again. This had continued at irregular intervals until she'd quite lost track of who was where. Semen had started to spurt into her - both above and below the waist. On several occasions it had spurted. And once it had cascaded in a torrent all over the cheeks of her red hot bum.

On and on the two of them had raced, whilst she stood there, bent forward, completely passive, allowing them to have her however they pleased. She hadn't been giving head, they'd been taking it. She'd just stood there, open front and aft, happily accommodating both of them and waiting for the next rush of hot creamy seed . . .

After the beating, she'd been compelled to take half a day of her precious holiday. Mr Davis-Davies had flatly refused sick leave, even though it had been as impossible for her to type standing up as it had been for her to sit down to type. Then, when Michael had come home, she'd taken to the spare room and feigned flu, in order to hide her predicament from him. The predicament of her red hot bottom and thighs, of course. So there she'd been last night, on her own and bored in the spare room, face down on the bed, with ice packs strategically placed.

If only she could get her hands on that awful George Franks! She'd make him suffer for everything that had happened yesterday and today. She'd make him suffer in a very big way . . .

But, then again, he still had those dirty photographs. He was still in a position to use them against her, should he choose. Oh, crikey! She'd just been struck by a really terrible thought. She'd assumed that after yesterday and today, he'd be done with her. That he'd leave her alone, after all that she'd been through. And all that had been through her. But, of course, there was no guarantee of that. There was no guarantee that he wouldn't continue with his campaign against her. His campaign to separate her from her virtue on as many occasions as he could. Oh dear! What a truly terrifying prospect! It was far worse, even, than the thought of having to face all those men at the office on Monday.

Pauline switched off the television and sat back in her chair. Surely George had finished with her after today? After the second day in a row during which she'd found herself having to take in anyone he chose?

Yes, today had been another day like yesterday. Another day during which she'd been poked and prodded from pillow to post. That morning she'd woken in the spare room, having previously told Michael she had flu, when her real problem had been a soundly spanked bottom. She hated having to lie to him, but what other option had there been? How could she have explained herself to him? Husbands just don't expect their wives to return home from work with their plump little buttocks absolutely roasted alive.

But at least she'd been more or less okay when she'd woken that morning. Her rear end had been just a wee bit more coloured than usual, and more than a trifle tender across the very widest part. But it had been nothing that Michael could have noticed. So, bright and early that Friday morning, she'd slipped through to their own bedroom and announced a dramatic recovery from her virus. Then they'd spent a wild thirty minutes doing husbandly and wifely things to each other in bed. It had been her day off work, of course. Her day off work to catch up with the household chores. So the day had started very nicely. Michael had run through her twice and then gone to work, leaving her in bed, bonked and happy, and already having put the excesses of the previous day to the back of her mind. There she'd lain in bed, enjoying the feel of his juices inside her, and wishing he was still there to implant her with more. She'd tried to concentrate on Michael and to forget the unholy fact that between Wednesday evening and Thursday evening she'd committed adultery with seven different men!

She'd been lying there for some time, petting her pussy and thinking of Michael, when suddenly the doorbell had rung. It had been her boss from the office, dear old Mr Fennell. Well, not really that old, she supposed. About forty, she'd imagine.

No age at all, in fact. Anyway, it had been Mr Fennell disturbing her thoughts of her husband, and also the ministrations of her hand. Mr Fennell had heard about George Franks' wicked blackmail with the dirty photographs, and had called to offer his help. Not that they'd been able to think of anything. But he'd said that anything he could do for her, he would. And that he'd immediately sack George Franks the second she was eventually free from his evil hold . . .

She'd been so grateful that she'd thrown her arms round him and hugged him to her. Hugged him rather too passionately, she supposed she had to admit. She'd only had time to pull on a rather short housecoat before answering the door. One that had been scarcely long enough to conceal the fact that she was totally knickerless underneath. Knickerless, and dripping with Michael.

Of course it had been wrong, but she'd been so happy to have someone on her side that, before she'd known what was happening, she'd pushed Mr Fennell back onto her lounge armchair and sprawled herself on top of him. Then she'd stripped him from navel to kneecap and, without giving herself time to change her mind, she'd impaled herself on what she'd laid bare. Impaled herself rather too eagerly, she had to confess . . .

Mr Fennell hadn't noticed how wet she'd still been from Michael. Or at least, he hadn't given any sign that he'd noticed. Perhaps he'd just assumed that she was always so well oiled? Or perhaps he'd guessed how things were, and decided he hardly had grounds for complaint? After all, he'd been the one who was trespassing.

Mr Fennell had put up a really good show - for a highly respected legal beagle of indeterminate age bonking his secretary for the very first time. He hadn't gone off within seconds, or anything like that. And he'd been very acceptably sturdy and stiff. And much larger than she'd previously imagined he would be. Not that she'd often imagined that sort of thing about him, of course. Well, not very often, at least . . .

Oh, dear! How embarrassing it was going to be on Monday! How embarrassing, seeing Air Fennell. How embarrassing having to go back into his office on Monday morning, when the last time he'd seen her she'd been in her birthday suit, all hot and bonked and flushed, and dribbling a combination of his and her husband's seed . . .

Anyway, back to the morning. Mr Fennell had finally returned to the office, leaving her in her front hall, all soft and dreamy and wet. She'd wandered around the house in the nude, knowing she needed, a bath but savouring the feel of the fluid inside her. The cocktail of Michael's and Mr Fennell's. Her husband's and her employer's. The two men she loved the most. The two men she loved, but in entirely different ways, of course. She'd known it was wrong, but she'd been unable to prevent herself relishing the thick, creamy mixture that was dripping slowly down her legs. She'd felt rather special and spoilt, nicely implanted as she'd been by the two men she really liked. And, of course, it had been such a change from the two previous days. The two previous days, when she'd had little or no say as to who should be next to empty himself into her. Yes, it had been really lovely, standing there naked. Naked and full of her favourite substance from her two most favourite men.

Eventually she'd taken a bath. There'd been a slight misunderstanding with that cheeky monkey of a window cleaner, but she wouldn't dwell on that right now. After the bath, she'd been in the bathroom, wearing only a towel and a smile, when the doorbell had rung once again. Who now, she'd wondered as she headed downstairs to the hall. Was she destined to keep answering her front door dressed in such skimpy attire? Pauline turned and stared at the photograph of Michael in his wedding attire. How much she loved him! How greatly she'd meant every word of the wedding vows she'd given such a short while ago! And how greatly those vows had been breached in just a few short weeks of marriage!

And Mr Fennell and the window cleaner hadn't been the last with whom she'd breached those vows. She'd opened her front door, in her bath towel, and there had stood Harry and Kevin from the office. Young Harry, Mr James' trainee legal executive, and Kevin, the even younger office boy. They'd been armed with a sealed parcel that had looked as if it might well contain a set of photographs. Mr Franks had given it to them, they'd said. For them to hand to her husband. For them to hand to him personally, they'd explained. They couldn't leave it with her. They were very sorry, but Mr Franks had insisted that they must deliver the packet to Mr Peach in person, and strictly nobody else.

She'd felt sure there'd be a set of dirty photos inside. Dirty photos of her and Jim Browne copulating on the photocopying machine last Wednesday. She'd felt certain that was the case. Certain that, for some reason best known to himself, George Franks had decided to pull the plug on her and blow the whistle to Michael, to mix a metaphor or two.

Couldn't Harry and Kevin stretch a point and hand the packet to her, she'd asked in alarm. Couldn't they possibly stretch a point, just for her sake. Just for the sake of her marriage? Couldn't they please stretch a point . . .?

Unfortunately, it transpired that both of them had been only too able to stretch a point for her. Only too willing and able. One after another they'd been able to stretch it, time after torrid time. Her bath towel had slid to the floor within seconds and she'd been marched upstairs between them, each having taken a firm, one-handed hold on the nearest bouncy bare buttock. Very shortly thereafter, she'd been laid out in the middle of the matrimonial bed, and the stretching of one long, thick point after another had well and truly begun. Purely for the sake of her marriage.

It had taken hours to wear them out. Long before one had finished, the other had been ready for another go. Then the first one had been ready again. Ready and raring to go. And so on, until she'd begun to wonder whether she'd ever be allowed back into a vertical position. Right in the middle of a really stiff seeing-to from Harry or Kevin, she'd happen to glance to one side and see the other one rigid and eagerly awaiting his next turn. Then, by the time that other had been inside her a while, she'd happen to notice the same thing again. Then they'd discovered the joys of her bottom, and that had been plugged as well. Sometimes whilst one of them was plugging her elsewhere. On and on it had gone, the plugging of one poor little hole after another, or both at the same time. It was as if the boys' lives had depended upon one or both of them bonking her somewhere. It had taken absolutely ages before there'd been no-one capable of penetrating her. And by that time the thought had long since struck her that, with the coming of Kevin, the whole male population of the office had now been through her like a dose of salts. Over a period of less than forty-eight hours she'd been had by all nine men - from the most senior partner down to the sixteen-year-old office boy. She'd been had by them every which way but loose. Bonked hither and thither, and then all the way back again. Bonked in every conceivable manner by every available man . . .

But back to earlier that Friday. By no means had the unseemly events been over when she'd finally got up from the bed. Harry had shown her his Lambretta and offered her a ride. She supposed she shouldn't have accepted. But she'd once had a boyfriend interested in scooters and therefore was quite interested herself. So off they'd driven, her short tight skirt round her waist in order that she could sit down. Off they'd driven into the countryside, and bonked again. On the way home, there'd been those five bikers who'd waylaid her.

But she wouldn't let herself think about those, either. It was just too disgraceful. Then, when she'd got home, she'd been surprised to find that all the housework had been done. All her outstanding housework. By Kevin. He'd been waiting for her to return - desperate for another go. So desperate that she'd felt obliged to agree. Even though Michael had been due back at any moment. She'd offered him a quickie by the back door, so that he could leave that way if Michael came in the front. Just as he'd been about to enter her from behind, Michael's car had arrived outside. ‘I'm sorry, Kevin, it's too late,’ she'd said over her shoulder. ‘You'll have to wait until another time.’ But Kevin had thrust forward powerfully and been inside her as she spoke. She'd been about to protest when she'd realised he was already ejaculating fiercely. With his first and only stroke . . .

Kevin had hurtled out of the back door, just as Michael had opened the front. Before she'd even had time to pull up her knickers, Michael had shouted from the hall that he was after a slice of her 'fat little bum'. He'd been daydreaming about it all afternoon, he'd shouted. She was to take it upstairs at once!

Of course, there'd been no tissues or paper towels handy. So she'd hoisted up her knickers and yanked down her skirt. And then shot upstairs as he'd ordered leaving him standing at the foot. The packet of Kleenex that should have been in the bedroom had been missing. She'd groaned to herself in dismay. Supposing Michael was to notice her lamentable condition? If he did, she'd simply have to tell him the truth. Perhaps he'd understand if she explained that it was just a case of some very young lad from the office having been so desperate that she'd simply felt compelled to lend him the use of her pussy and buttocks for a mere twenty seconds or so? She needn't say anything about it having made her come too . . .

Fortunately Michael had been so keyed up that he hadn't noticed a thing. He'd bounced her around on the bed for a good twenty minutes, making her forget - eventually - how dreadfully unfaithful she'd been. How dreadfully, dreadfully unfaithful . . .

So that had been her day. That had been her Friday off work. That had been the day when she'd finally been had by every man at the office. Every single one. That had been the day when George Franks had finally made her pay in full for the way she'd tried to keep him out of her knickers. Well . . . she hoped she'd paid in full. She hoped there were no further payments to be made . . .
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Come Into My Parlour




Pauline was about to turn on the hi-fi when the telephone started to trill, making her jump. She got to her feet, still deep in her thoughts. ‘Hello,’ she said down the line.

‘Hello, Mrs Peach,’ said George Franks, with more than a hint of sardonic humour. ‘I hope you've had an incident-packed day?’

‘What do you want?’ she gasped in dismay.

‘That's not very nice,’ he laughed. ‘Not after I've gone to such trouble to enrich your sex life.’

‘What do you want?’ she repeated coldly.

‘One final favour.’

‘Final?’ she asked doubtfully, tugging at the hem of her skirt.

‘Yes, final. Final as in finality. As in the end of the road. As in one last request!’

‘Then you'll give me the photos? All of them? And the negatives, as well?’

‘Yes, that's right.’

‘How do I know I can trust you?’

‘You don't, of course. But I can't see that you have any alternative. Now then, listen to me very carefully. I shall be a most unhappy man unless everything goes exactly to plan.’




It was the following morning. Saturday. Pauline rocked gently from side to side as the suburban line train raced towards Victoria.

She was under orders, she sighed to herself. Under orders from that awful George Franks. She'd argued and pleaded with him, of course. But all to no avail - as she'd known would be the case. He was determined to make her pay the price. The price for refusing him her body whilst foolishly allowing herself to be caught with his arch rival, Jim Browne. Of course, it should never have happened with Jim in the first place. If she hadn't been so terribly weak with him last Monday, none of this ghastly business would ever have taken place . . .

If she hadn't been so terribly weak last Monday, she wouldn't , be here on this train now, under orders from George Franks, heading for the West End of London. Heading for the most expensive part of Mayfair, where, under orders from George, she was going to spend the day working in a massage parlour!

She could only hope that Sally had been right. Her friend, Sally, who knew a little about such things as massage parlours and escort agencies. She'd phoned Sally last night, after she'd been given her orders by George. And Sally had said that there was probably nothing to worry about. She'd said that, contrary to popular belief, most of these places were 'straight'. Most of these places, Sally had assured her, were just what they said they were: massage parlours, pure and simple. There were some rogue ones, Sally had said, but not as many as people thought.

The risk of prosecution was too great . . .

Pauline stared unhappily out of the window as street after street of grey, urban buildings flashed by. Surely Sally knew what she was talking about? Surely she did?




Pauline gazed round the smart reception area, noting the dozen or so diplomas and certificates of competence that hung, rather reassuringly, on the wall behind the desk. ‘I've heard such good things about you,’ enthused the attractive, dark-haired woman to whom Pauline had just introduced herself. ‘From my friend, George Franks, I mean. And it really is very kind of you to offer to help us out in our hour of need. Saturday is always such a busy day. And with three girls down with some sort of mystery ailment, we really were in a jam.’

Oh, er, that's all right, really, I suppose . . .’

‘Have you ever done anything like this before?’

‘Er, not exactly.’

‘Well, that's not a problem at all. Massage is a very simple art. I'll teach it to you in less than ten minutes. And you've certainly got all the other requirements. You're certainly more than sufficiently attractive.’

‘Thank you.’

‘That's very important. After they've had a sauna, our clients expect to be massaged by a pretty girl. And most of them expect a bit of a friendly chat, as well. I'm sure you can manage that.’

‘Yes, of course,’ Pauline replied with a sense of relief.

‘Let me show you where you'll be working. Then I'll explain the job in full. I'm Susan, the manager, by the way.’




It was rather like a luxurious room in a private hospital, Pauline thought to herself, as she closed the door behind her. It was large and very plush, and with an expensive-looking bed in the middle. There were piles of snowy white towels on a shelf to one side of a hand basin, and several cupboards and drawers on the other. Then there was a row of white plastic containers, probably for the used towels, thought Pauline. The bed was the type you could adjust for angle and height. It was covered by a thick white sheet, but there was no pillow in sight. Several jars of varying shapes and sizes stood on a shelf nearby, along with packet after packet of tissues and yet another pile of towels. She was slightly surprised to note that the wall alongside the bed was entirely mirrored.

‘You'll never believe how easy it is,’ Susan said brightly, picking up the largest jar. ‘Just use this one and forget about the others. This is the body oil. This is all you'll need today.’

‘Okay.’

‘You pour just enough into your hand to cover half your palm. That does the client's back from head to toe. Then you turn him over and use a similar helping on his front.’

‘You do his back first?’

‘Yes, always.’

‘. . . Er, does he get to keep his knickers on . . .?’

‘Of course not!’ Susan laughed, but not unkindly. ‘Now slip out of your clothes and lie on the bed and I'll show you how to massage. It's as easy as anything. Just remember you always work slowly down from the neck muscles all the way to the feet. About five minutes on each side . . .Yes, hang your clothes in that cupboard by the door. You won't need them until this evening. I'll show you your uniform when I've finished you off.’




‘How pretty you are here!’ murmured Susan, her long firm fingers working the oil into the plumpness of Pauline's bottom. ‘And how beautifully dimpled and shaped!’

‘Thank you.’

‘And what an incredible texture!’ she breathed, kneading and pulling at the two gleaming globes of Pauline's buttocks. ‘I hope your husband realises that he's an exceptionally lucky man?’

‘I don't know about that,’ giggled Pauline, wriggling her hips luxuriously. ‘But he does seem to appreciate my bum. Almost too much, at times.’

‘I bet he does!’ said Susan, working it over even more vigorously than before.

‘Men are like that,’ Pauline said wisely.

‘Women, too. I think most girls quite fancy the sight or the feel of a nice little female rump, however much they're into men. Don't you agree with me there?’

‘Yes, I think you're right.’

Susan gave a brisk, business-like slap across the centre of the well massaged cheeks. ‘Much as I'd love to linger here, I'll have to leave your bottom alone now. Time marches on. And there's much more of you to do as yet.’




*   *   *

Now Pauline was lying on her back, staring up at the ceiling, feeling remarkably relaxed as Susan finished with her ankles and feet. Then Susan took a step back and stared down at her temporary employee, naked and gleaming with oil. ‘Your clitoris is very swollen!’ she murmured, admiring the shaven pink pubis that was openly on display. ‘I think you rather enjoyed that massage, didn't you, Pauline?’

‘Oh, er, well . . .’

Susan leant forward over Pauline's groin. ‘In the trade, this is what we call an "extra",’ she informed her, running the tip of her tongue slowly round the proudly upthrust clit.

‘Ohhhhh!’ groaned Pauline, rolling her head from side to

side as the climax engulfed her.

‘Good grief!’ Susan gasped in surprise and admiration. ‘That was about as quick as it's possible to be! Just lie back for a minute longer and let me experiment a little more.’

‘Ohhhhhh!’ Pauline groaned again, wave after wave of delicious orgasm fanning out from her groin and racing up to her over-extended nipples.

Susan stood up at last, licking her lips appreciatively. ‘And talking about "extras",’ she smiled, 'there's some explaining that has to be done, before you see your first client.’

‘Extras?’ gulped Pauline, glancing at the clock on the wall.

‘Yes, extras,’ confirmed Susan. ‘Now this is how it works. And remember, half the money you keep for yourself, and half is for the house. That's very fair, don't you think?’

‘I suppose so,’ Pauline said weakly. ‘But couldn't I just work for nothing and not provide any extras?’

‘I'm afraid that's not possible. But don't worry, Pauline. Most of the customers are here for a straight massage and a chat. I'm sure you won't find yourself overburdened.’

‘I hope not,’ she gulped again, thinking of her lovely Michael waiting for her at home, and of the long hours that stretched in front of her before she'd be able to see him.

‘Now,’ Susan continued, holding up a white, short-sleeved coat that buttoned all the way down the front. It was made of a very light cotton material with a deep V-neck and it was long enough to reach no more than four inches down her thighs. ‘First the uniform,’ she said. ‘It's really what you wear under the gown that's of interest. I know you'll love it when I show you. Come over here and look. Then I'll explain all about the extras.’




‘Would you care for any extras?’ Pauline asked some thirty minutes later, as brightly as she could. Which wasn't very brightly at all.

‘I don't think so,’ replied the naked man on the bed. ‘No reflection on you, of course. But I don't have a lot of time. And I'm feeling pleasantly relaxed as it is.’

‘Oh, good! I mean, Fm glad you're feeling nice.’

‘As a matter of interest, just remind me what there is on offer. And the prices, too.’

Pauline blushed as she helped the man back into his dressing gown. ‘Well, there's hand relief, oral relief and, er, full relief, actually . . .’

‘And how much is the full relief?’ he asked, running a thoughtful eye over the superbly filled front of her tight, white gown.

‘One hundred pounds,’ she mumbled uncomfortably, dropping her gaze to the floor.

‘That covers everything, does it?’ he enquired, pleasantly enough. ‘I mean, I don't have to pay another twenty pounds, or whatever, to have your bra off, or to take you from behind, or anything like that?’

Pauline looked away, groaning inwardly and wishing she could press a button and disappear. ‘N-no,’ she stammered. ‘There are no other charges on top.’

‘The price seems very reasonable,’ he mused.

‘. . .Thank you . . .’

‘And I can see now that you're not even wearing a bra.’

‘Er, no . . .’

‘Your nipples have suddenly pushed into the front of your robe like organ stops. I suppose it's the thought of sex?’

‘Yes,’ she gulped truthfully.

‘You must have incredible breasts. I was watching them swing from side to side when you were massaging me, but it never occurred to me that they hadn't any support.’

‘Oh, really . . .’

The man stared thoughtfully at the clock on the wall, convincing Pauline that he was about to change his mind. ‘Will you be here on Monday, by any chance?’ he asked at last.

She reacted quickly. ‘Oh, yes, of course,’ she sang out sweetly, pleased with her speed of thought. ‘All day, as a matter of fact.’

‘Okay. I'll see you then,’ he said as he reached for the door handle. ‘I shall spend the weekend looking forward to it.’




‘The hand relief will be fine,’ her next client said cheerfully, glancing down at his already half-erect penis as it twitched at the happy thought. ‘Is it still twenty pounds?’

‘That's right,’ she mumbled, trying to avert her eyes from his groin. The wretched thing was expanding as they spoke, she thought to herself. Expanding very rapidly indeed, as it pushed its way past his navel and up towards his ribs.

He looked in the mirrored wall behind her, staring long and hard at the swell of her hips under her gown. ‘Of course I'd love to have all of you,’ he said regretfully. ‘But I'm afraid I simply can't afford it. I'm sorry.’

‘There's no need to apologise,’ she said, surprised. ‘No need

at all.’	

‘I suppose I ought to save up these twenty pounds and then spend them on you all at once. Buy myself just one big treat.’

‘I suppose so . . .’

Oh dear! How embarrassing! He was talking about her just as if she was a piece of livestock in a market with a price tag on her rump . . . But, in reality, she supposed that was precisely what she was. Just a piece of goods to be purchased by any of the clients who could afford it. How appalling! What a state of affairs! She'd have to try to get used to the way in which the men regarded her . . . But perhaps she could turn matters to her advantage? Perhaps she could deflect this particular client and keep her virtue intact.

‘You can always change your mind, if you want to. About the hand relief, I mean. Then you could start saving up.’

‘Good God, no! How could I do that?You can see for yourself that I'm absolutely bursting with life!’

‘Oh dear!’ she said under her breath, whilst having to acknowledge the truth of his words.

‘Same dress rules as before?’ he asked with a grin.

‘Pardon?’

‘Same dress rules as before? Do I still get you topless for my twenty quid?’

‘Oh, er, yes. Of course . . .’

‘How about another five pounds for your knickers?’

‘I'm sorry,’ she gulped, turning redder than ever. ‘But that's against the rules.’

‘I was only joking,’ he laughed. ‘I know the rules pretty well. Your knickers stay securely in place, and I keep my hands to myself. Am I right?’

Pauline nodded, brimming over with embarrassment as she started to unbutton the front of her white cotton gown. It was rather like a lady doctor's house coat, she thought to herself. Although shorter and much, much tighter in the two areas where it mattered the most. And she imagined that she had much less cover underneath than most lady doctors. In fact, she had none at all above the waist. And precious little below. Very slowly she undid the top buttons, allowing her firm proud breasts to jut out dramatically into view. ‘Hell's teeth!’ gasped the man, genuinely surprised and delighted. ‘Could I do things to those two little treasures!’

Pauline glanced quickly down. Her nipples were long and hard and pointed, just as she'd known they'd be. Undressing in front of a man always produced that result, even in these highly unfortunate circumstances. They were burning hot and over-stretched, and felt ready to fragment at the slightest touch.

She stood there, blushing wildly and hesitating over the rest of the buttons that ran all the way down to the hem. ‘You've got really beautiful breasts,’ he said slowly and with obvious sincerity. ‘Really incredibly beautiful. They put all those girlie magazines to shame.’

She smiled through her embarrassment. ‘Thank you,’ she whispered softly. ‘You're being very kind . . .’

‘I'm waiting to see the rest of you,’ he said eagerly. ‘I bet the quality is just the same.’

Trying hard to blank out her mind by thinking of something else, she undid the remaining buttons and slipped quickly out of the coat. The effect was stunning. Tiny white satin bikini knickers were stretched tightly across her pubes and the plumpest part of her hips, scarcely covering anything at all. So small were they that she felt more naked than she would have done without them. They just seemed to highlight the points of interest, she groaned miserably to herself. And she could see the client's eyes darting back and forth from the plumply filled crotch, that was right under his nose, to the tiny satin seat that was clearly reflected in the floor-to-ceiling mirror just behind her. Normally, they were exactly the sort of little extravagances she simply loved to wear. But this was definitely not normality, she said to herself with a sigh.

In addition to the minuscule knickers, Susan had instructed her to don a pair of lace-topped white silk stockings, held in place by frothy matching suspenders that were as wicked as any she'd ever worn. Three-inch white high heels toned every muscle in the lower half of her body and completed the spectacle to perfection. As Pauline glanced down at his lap, the client's erection seemed to bulge and darken in hue. Clearly he approved of all he saw. She looked into his face, but he didn't notice. He was mesmerised by the sheer naked carnality of the girl standing there in front of him, clad in the very skimpiest and sexiest set of snowy white undies it was possible for her to wear. Mesmerised by the way that those undies clung to and emphasised every dip and swell.

‘Do you take credit cards?’ the man just managed to croak, after a pause of at least another minute. ‘I don't have enough cash, but could I use my Barclaycard to pay for the full works?’

‘I think it's strictly cash,’ she stammered uncomfortably.

‘You wouldn't consider an IOU?’

‘I'm afraid not . . .’

‘I'll have to shut my eyes,’ he groaned painfully. ‘Otherwise I'll never be able to keep my hands off you. Never in a million years. Then I'd get banned from this place, and never see you again.’

She shifted awkwardly. ‘Look,’ she said softly, her gentle nature starting to get the better of her. ‘If you want to, you can put your hand on my bottom. If that would be any help. You can slip it under my knickers and cup it round my bottom. If that's what you'd like to do . . .’




Pauline was standing on the left-hand side of the bed, as instructed by Susan. This was to ensure that her rear view was readily available to the client in the mirror behind. ‘It helps to speed them on their way,’ Susan had said. ‘The sight of you bending over them in just these suspenders and tiny knickers.’ Pauline had gulped and said nothing, basically because there'd been nothing she could really say.

Now, forty-five minutes later, the moment of truth was upon her as she dithered and stared down at the naked young man on the bed, his penis rigid and rampant and eagerly awaiting her services. Her first time as a paid professional, she sighed to herself. How shameful it felt, to know that he believed she was only doing it for the money! But she'd better try to get rid of that thought. All the clients were going to be just the same. She'd better try to put it out of her mind and concentrate on what Susan had told her. If she was ever going to get through the day . . .

She took a deep breath and leant forward over the recumbent man, the tips of her sharply pointed nipples brushing briefly against his torso and making him twitch. ‘You're really big down there,’ she murmured, wrapping her right hand round the hot thick root of his erection, whilst at the same time sliding her left hand underneath his testicles and cradling them soothingly in fingers and palm. ‘I hope your girlfriend appreciates all this?’

‘I only have a wife,’ he replied slightly hoarsely. ‘But I suppose I don't get too many complaints from her . . .’

Pauline slid her hand all the way up to the swollen tip and squeezed firmly. ‘I should think not! Any girl would be more than happy with what you have here.’ Susan had told her that a couple of remarks such as these would halve the work she'd have to do.

Again she allowed her nipples to run lightly over his body, feeling his instant response in her hands. Still nursing his tightly packed scrotum, she began to work on him with her other hand, just running it gently up and down the long stiff shaft that pointed urgently up at his chin. Just stroking and petting and caressing, not yet starting to rub.

She remembered what Susan had suggested next, and flushed with a sense of shame. Partly because it wasn't a million miles from the truth. ‘This is making me feel quite sexy,’ she breathed, squeezing him gently with both hands. ‘I'm all hot and wet inside my knickers.’

‘What a lovely thought!’

‘Just keep on thinking about it,’ she urged, as she started to masturbate him in earnest, drawing him all the way up and down with long even strokes of her hand. Slowly and deliberately, to begin with. Bunching him up at the top of each stroke and squeezing. Then pulling him firmly down. He was now so hard that she was unable to move him more than a centimetre or so in any direction.

‘Christ, you've got a wonderful touch!’ he groaned painfully, feeling as if his penis was expanding with every rub. ‘And your bottom is so silky it just slides right out of my fingers . . .’

‘Don't grip it so hard, then,’ she giggled, working away with both hands.

She watched with satisfaction as he closed his eyes in a grimace. She could feel his hot, male vibrancy pulsating through both her hands. Pulsating ever more noticeably as his breathing grew quicker and more shallow and his limbs began to jerk. She maintained the same steady rhythm, sensing it would have more effect. Steadily all the way up, and then steadily all the way down. Steadily but tightly and firmly, making him twist from side to side as he started to puff and pant. Making him twist his head to the left as he squirmed his body to the right. And then the other way round - his very masculine grip tightening on the cheeks of her bottom as his breath began to rasp.

Well, at least she was giving him value for money. Surely she should be able to find some sort of consolation in that fact? He may be thinking of her as just a girl whose favours he'd purchased, but he was certainly lapping up the service she was providing in return. She'd ignore one thing Susan had told her, she decided. She'd let him carry on enjoying himself a while longer before bringing him to the boil. It was only proper and fair. She'd just ignore Susan's very crude instructions to 'fuck 'em, suck 'em or wank 'em as fast as you can.’ Perhaps, in that way, it would make her a little bit less of a tart . . ?

As Pauline stared down at her first paying customer, she tried but failed to prevent herself squeezing the tops of her thighs together, teasing her swollen clit. Slowly and with great control, she started a mini-climax. Just a soft, gentle twinge warming up her insides and making her wriggle and sigh. It was a disgraceful thing to do, she told herself sternly, although still continuing to squeeze and tease. But at least the young man was far too preoccupied to notice. She'd better stop doing it soon, because it was wrong. It was wrong because it was even more humiliating to realise that she was actually gaining pleasure from plying the oldest trade in the world. But then again, she couldn't help it if he felt really nice in her hands, paying customer or not. And after all, she most certainly hadn't asked anyone to put him there . . .

A few minutes later, there came a loud squawk of female panic as jet after jet of the young man's boiling-hot essence suddenly shot wildly into the air. Oh crumbs, I forgot the towel!’ she wailed, making futile attempts to catch the cascade with her spare hand.

‘It's my fault,’ he gurgled. ‘I was a bit too quick for you. I came in a bit of a rush. I should have shouted a warning. It will soon mop up with a towel.’

Pauline wiped her cheek with the back of her hand and started to giggle. ‘Perhaps you should have kept your eyes closed, after all? And your hands to yourself? You might have lasted a bit longer. Goodness, I've never seen such an eruption. Look, it's all over the place!’

A short while later he was about to leave when he paused at the door and turned back towards where she was standing in skimpy white knickers and lace stockings, a towel in each hand. ‘I've decided to give up smoking,’ he said unexpectedly.

‘Pardon?’

‘That way it will only take me a month to save up your hundred quid.’

She laughed pleasantly.

‘But could I have one last feel of that unbelievably silky-smooth bottom before I go? Just to give me the will power to stay off the fags?’

She giggled and turned her back on him. ‘They're bad for you anyway,’ she said over her shoulder.




The next massage was over and the client lay on his back, his hands tucked cockily underneath his head. He was glistening with oil and feeling rather pleased with the powerful erection he was already sporting. There was no way, he said to himself, that this beautiful blonde whore could fail to be impressed. ‘The extras are a bit expensive,’ he said slowly. ‘Fifty pounds is a lot of money.’

‘They're nothing to do with me. I just do what I'm told.’

‘I realise that. Do you get many people who pay for them?’

Pauline sighed to herself. How on earth was she supposed to answer that? She'd only been here for less than an hour. ‘Oh, well, one or two, you know . . .’

‘You'd do much better business if you brought the prices down. You'd make a lot more money.’

She fiddled with her hands. ‘I'll mention it to the manager,’ she murmured after a pause.

‘I'll tell you what,’ he offered, gazing at the breath-taking swell of boobs under tight cotton house coat. ‘I'll do you a deal.’

‘Oh? What's that?’

‘I'll pay for the hand relief, but you give me a blow job instead. And you take your knickers off as well.’

‘Certainly not!’ she said indignantly.

‘Why not? Don't you want the money? Surely twenty pounds is better than nothing?’

Oh dear! What could she tell him? She was supposed to be here for the money, after all. Not to struggle to keep the private parts of her person to herself. ‘It's against the rules,’ she said rather lamely.

‘Who the hell's going to know? And it can't make any difference to you how you do it. You must be used to using your mouth?’

‘Well, sort of . . .’

‘So why not do it that way to me, and take the cash? Instead of having nothing at all?’

Pauline had to think fast. ‘I'd lose my job,’ she said firmly. ‘I'd get the sack if anyone ever found out. It isn't worth my while taking the risk. Not for my share of twenty pounds.’

He looked at her steadily. ‘All right, I suppose you've got a point there,’ he conceded at last.

She moved away from the side of the bed. ‘I'll get your robe for you,’ she said with relief.

‘Hey! Not so fast! I didn't say I wasn't going to pay your prices. I was just trying to strike a deal, that's all. Everything's negotiable, after all.’

‘Oh, I see . . .’

‘Look, here's my final offer. And I'm sure your boss will agree it's reasonable. I'll pay the full price for the use of your mouth, but you do it bottomless as well as topless? That's fair. Ask the boss, if you like. She'll tell you to take the money and drop them.’

‘Okay,’ she sighed, knowing when she was beaten. ‘I'll do it like that if you want. But don't forget that you've got to keep your hands to yourself.’

Five minutes later, the customer left the room, whistling as he went. He'd remember that moment for years, he told himself happily. He'd remember the way he was lying back on the bed, staring at that lovely bare arse in the mirror whilst he shot spurt after spurt down her throat . . .

Now here was a fascinating thought, he mused, as he headed towards the changing room beyond the saunas and showers. It was still before ten o'clock in the morning. Just try to imagine the many different ways in which those same spectacular buttocks were going to be put through their paces before it was time for them to wiggle their way home! Undoubtedly there'd be a husband or boyfriend eagerly waiting to mount them. Would he have the slightest inkling as to how they'd spent their day?




After two 'straight' customers, there followed a huge Texan with a very definite glint in his eye and a ten-gallon hat on his head. ‘Hi there, little lady!’ he growled deeply, as he came into the room and raised a hand in salute.

‘Hi,’ she replied rather timidly, gesturing him out of his robe and hat and then onto the bed. Oh dear! She had rather a bad feeling about this one. Not only did he look a bit wild and abandoned, but she could now see that he was hung like the proverbial donkey. In fact, more like the proverbial donkey and a half! His dick dangled almost half way down to his knees! But at least it did dangle and droop. Perhaps it would stay that way . . ?

'Are you here on holiday?’ she asked politely, turning him on his back and then rubbing oil into the bulging muscles around the back and sides of his neck.

‘Yes, ma'am,’ he drawled in reply, turning his head appreciatively from side to side as she worked. ‘Three whole months I've been here in your lovely little country. And still three more to go.’

‘Where are you staying?’

‘The London Hilton at the moment. That sure is one fine hotel.’

‘But very expensive, I should imagine?’

‘Hell, money doesn't come into it! If I never sold another barrel of oil, I wouldn't be able to spend half of what I've got in the bank.’

‘That's nice,’ she murmured quietly, realising that this one would hardly be restrained by the prices - even the price of 'full relief.’

‘You're a really lovely-looking girl,’ he sighed, as he rolled over onto his front. ‘You remind me of my first wife.’

‘Thank you very much.’

‘The spitting image, in fact.’

‘Oh 'We had some wild and wonderful times together,’ he

reflected wistfully. ‘In bed, as well as at anything else we

did.’

‘I see . . .’

‘Till she ran off with that bum from Buffalo County!’ he added, much more sharply.

‘I'm sorry.’

‘I often fantasise about having her one more time.’

‘Oh, yes . . .?’

‘Just giving her one last ream-out, bottoms up over the foot of the bed. One heck of a real good ream-out, just one last time.’

‘Er, yes . . .’

‘Yes, Ma'am. If only I had the chance I'd fuck that bitch till her brains came out of her ears! Leaving me for that tramp from out of town!’

‘Oh, er . . .’

‘Yes, indeed!’ he hollered. ‘I'd ream her and ream her and ream her, till I'd worn the bitch to a frazzle!’

Pauline stepped back from the massage bed and picked up the Texan's dressing gown. ‘Well, that's you all seen to!’ she said, rather too quickly and brightly. ‘I hope you have a nice day.’

‘Hold on there a while, little missy. Isn't there something that you've forgotten?’

‘Oh, er, urn . . . I don't think so . . .’

‘Oh, er, urn, I certainly think there is!’ he roared at the top of his voice.

Hurriedly she turned away from him towards the door. ‘I think my next appointment's already overdue . . .’

It was a definite mistake. Thwack! The Texan's huge hand landed noisily across the plumpest part of her person, making her jump into the air with a shriek. Then he took a vice-like one-handed grip on her stinging bottom, drawing her back towards him with a huge grin.

‘This plump little ass is exactly what I've spent the last five years hunting down. I bet, when I get it bare, it will be the ass of my long-lost wife. Or as near as makes no difference.’

‘I'm really very behind,’ she squeaked nervously over her shoulder.

‘Yes, ma'am! Very!’ he growled throatily, maintaining his grip on her pouting rear end. ‘Very, very behind. Just as I've been saying. And I'm gonna have it, too. That fat little behind, as you English people call it. Personally I prefer to say "ass". But whatever you call it, it's sure as hell gonna be mine!’

He let go of her then, and reluctantly she turned to face him, knowing full well what to expect. Just knowing that his monstrous member would already have started to stiffen and stir. She didn't have to look down at him for confirmation, but for some reason she did . . .

Oh panic! Oh panic, panic, panic! That sort of a beast should be locked safely away in a zoo . . .

‘Full relief, I think that's what it's called here, isn't it, my little missy?’

‘That's right,’ she said weakly, and began to unbutton her short white coat. For the third time already that morning. She slipped out of it almost automatically and hung it carefully on the back of a chair.

‘Holy cow!’ he said, then whistled in admiration. ‘Just look at the state of you! My first wife to a tee. Or maybe even more so. I can't wait to climb on board!’

CI hope you'll try to be gentle? It's really me, you see, not her . . .’

He led her to the foot of the bed and encouraged her to bend forward, straight legged, until her head and elbows were resting on the sheets and her scarcely knickered bottom was thrust right up at the ceiling. ‘I'm not too sure I can give you any guarantees,’ he replied slowly, but not unkindly. ‘I'm really not too sure that I can.’

She felt the tiny white satin knickers being drawn down to her knees. Then she heard him step back and gasp in disbelief. For several long seconds he stood there, gazing at the perfect lines and contours of her bottom and the way that - in the absence of knickers - it was now framed on all four sides. Framed above and below by frothy white suspenders and lace-topped stockings. The stockings were extra long, so that the tops were no more than an inch below the first swell of her buttocks. The suspender belt above was shaped with a V in the middle, so that this part poked into the top of the cleft between them. The frame completed on each side by the lacy elasticised straps that ran at full stretch between suspender belt and stocking tops. A perfectly shaped pink bottom perfectly framed in virgin white. Framed and bared and bent over for him, just waiting to be put to use. But for the moment he was more than happy just to stand there and take it in. This was the most fascinating sight of his life. The most perfect and fascinating.

This was his lovely first wife. And this was exactly the way in which he used to scrutinise her, before entering her forcefully from behind.

She could sense him gaping and goggling. She could feel his gaze crawling all over the cheeks of her bottom, almost as if it were his hands. And she knew exactly what was in his mind.

‘You could try to start off slowly,’ she said nervously, sensing that he was about to begin. ‘You could at least try to do that.’

‘I'll try,’ he gasped breathlessly, clamping huge hands round her waist. ‘I'll try, but you're so gorgeous that I can't make any promises.’

Pauline closed her eyes and moaned as she felt the first massive penetration. Within seconds she was full to the brim. But still there was more coming in. And yet more after that. More iron-hard flesh pressing deeper and deeper, even though she was sure she'd long since run out of space. Where was he putting it all? In and in he continued to push, stretching her ever wider and deeper, stretching her to a seemingly impossible extent. Stuffing her until she felt like three sausages in a single undersized skin. And he was so blisteringly hot, she moaned pitifully to herself. So incredibly long and thick and hot! He was searing her insides, as well as stretching them way beyond their safety limit. He was almost as huge as Mr Harris, but possessed none of that gentleman's consideration and control. How in Heavens name would she cope when he started to thrust in and out?




Although the massage rooms were quite well insulated, the screams could still be heard in the office next door to Pauline. Susan got up from her desk and moved quickly to the interconnecting door, sliding back the peep-hole cover and applying her eye. It was nothing to worry about, she said to herself with relief. The giant American was just rogering the new girl over the foot of the bed, in exactly the same way as he'd rogered her, and all the other girls in the parlour, over the course of the last few months. After telling each one just how much she resembled his first wife. Would he never get sick of that stunt? Wouldn't he ever try anything different?

She stared at the scene more closely. Yes, the new girl was certainly earning her keep. He was certainly beaming her out real good, as the uncouth Yank always put it.

Susan looked at her watch. The Texan was already clocking up overtime, as he always did. And there were two more punters waiting for Pauline, both of whom might well want to purchase a nice fat slice of her 'full relief '. She couldn't let the schedules slip too much. The punters would be unhappy if they had to wait too long. She'd offer them another coffee and then, if necessary, she'd deal firmly with the Yank.




The pace was now fast and furious. To Pauline it felt as if her teeth were rattling in her jaws, as the mighty American lambasted her mercilessly from behind, occasionally lifting her right off her feet with the power of his stroke. Would she be bruised, she wondered. Internally and externally? He was gripping her tightly round the waist whilst ramming his groin into her bottom as hard as he possibly could - with the result that he was banging away inside her with all his might: opening her wider and stretching her much further than she'd comfortably go. And it had already been going on for ages . . .

Oh dear! He was making her come all over again! He was turning her insides to jelly. Melting them all away. She'd lost track of how often he'd brought her off. And now she was losing track of everything else. Oh, her poor little honeypot! It was being stretched much, much more roughly than it was ever meant to be . . .

There came a loud knock at the door. ‘Mr Samwise!’ Susan shouted from just beyond. ‘Mr Samwise, you know the rules!’

There was no reply, so she opened the door and stepped inside. ‘Mr Samwise!’ she said sternly. ‘How many times do I need to remind you of the strict time limits that we have to keep here?’

‘It's not my fault,’ grunted the wildly bucking Texan, parting pussy for all he was worth. ‘I just can't seem to get it off.’

‘You never do,’ Susan retorted sharply. ‘Never. This time you're already twenty minutes past the maximum!’

‘I'll pay, of course,’ he gasped. ‘Double or treble the fee . . .’

‘That's not the point,’ she said patiently, unable to prevent herself admiring the speed and stamina that he was still able to show. ‘I have other clients waiting their turn.’

‘They'll just darn well have to wait!’ he panted breathlessly. ‘Nothing in this goddamn world will get me out of here before I'm through!’ He emphasised his point by withdrawing completely and then thrusting back with all his strength, making Pauline squeal in shocked surprise. Then he repeated the process again and again.

Susan recognised the truth when she heard it. The man was over six feet six inches tall and weighed at least twenty stone. There was simply no way that anyone was going to be able to pull about a foot of rock-solid prick out of this poor young girl. Not before it was ready to yield.

‘Are you still all right, my dear?’ she enquired solicitously of Pauline.

‘Y-Y-Y-Y-Yes,’ she was able to stammer at last, the remorseless hammering continuing to shake every bone, muscle and organ that her body possessed.

‘Then I shall have to do what I did last time, Mr Samwise. I can't let this go on all day. For Pauline's sake, as well as her clients'.’

‘That would be fine, ma'am,’ he puffed. ‘Fine and dandy. Go right ahead and help yourself.’

Susan stood directly behind him, then moved her hands round either side to his front. Showing considerable expertise, she cupped his bouncing testicles in her hands and gently started to squeeze.

‘That's good!’ he croaked, still rutting for all he was worth. ‘That's going to do the trick. Stay with it. It will work, I'm sure.’

‘Sooner, I hope, rather than later,’ she muttered under her breath, still petting and pampering his oversized balls with all the skill and technique she'd learned during the past ten years. ‘Come on, baby!’ she cooed aloud. ‘Let's see how much you can shoot. Think of that first wife of yours, and her horny, fat little ass. Imagine you're mounting it right now. Imagine you're punishing her for all the wrong she's done . . .’

‘The bitch!’ he shouted loudly, starting to twitch and jerk. ‘I'll show her she can't mess with me!’

Susan squeezed and petted more firmly. ‘Show her, baby!’ she urged. ‘Don't let her get away with what she did to you. Sock it to her real good!’

‘He is!’ squeaked Pauline, holding onto the bed. ‘I don't know how much more of this I can take . . .’

Susan ignored her. ‘Go to it, Mr Samwise! Give her all the grief she deserves! Split her in two, if you can.’

‘Oh, Mother!’ groaned Pauline, closing her eyes and starting to pray.

‘Faster and harder, Mr Samwise! You can do it if you try. Think of all the hurt you've had!’

‘You bitch!’ snarled the cuckolded husband, redoubling his efforts until the veins stood out in his wildly flushed face. ‘I knew I'd get my revenge one day!’

‘That's it!’ cried Susan, feeling him start to react at last. ‘Punish that big bare ass! Punish that fat, sluttish ass! Really give it some jyp! Spunk her like she's never been spunked before! Blow her away with the power of your seed!’

‘I will! I will!’ he howled.

‘Help!’ squawked Pauline, genuinely alarmed at the pace and power of the coupling.

‘Go on, Mr Samwise! I want to see the spunk shoot right out of her mouth!’

‘Gotcha!!!’ bellowed the massive Texan, at long last able to

let fly.	life 'Oh, YES!’ gasped Pauline, as the first tidal wave of scalding-hot fluid flooded her in a trice. Instinctively she pushed back with her bottom, wanting him to implant her as thoroughly as possible. ‘Oh, Mother!’ she groaned again, wriggling her hips hard as the liquid fire he was pumping into her began to renew her own climax. And still stream after stream continued to jet into her with a ferocity that made her moan in delight. He was so hot, she gasped to herself. So incredibly hot! And there was no sign of him slowing down, even though she could now feel the surplus starting to trickle down the inside of each thigh.

‘How's that?’ grunted the American, still venting vast quantities of his avenging liquid. ‘How do you feel now about leaving me for that one-eyed son-of-a-bitch?’

But at length he was finally spent. Pauline collapsed forward onto the foot of the bed, face down, her feet still touching the floor. The American flopped heavily into a chair, groaning wearily as he stared at the cheeks of her pouting pink bottom and at the backs of her perfectly rounded thighs. ‘Oh, wow!’ he gurgled throatily. ‘Was that something else, or what . . . !’

‘Well done, Mr Samwise!’ murmured Susan, also staring at Pauline, and observing the thick, creamy-white seed that was spilling out of her so freely.




‘You'd better have a bit of a rest, dear,’ advised Susan, watching Pauline tottering from side to side as she tried to step back into her knickers. ‘I'll have a few words with the other girls and rearrange the appointments. Then I'll bring you a nice strong cup of tea.’

‘Thank you,’ she wheezed, gingerly easing herself down onto the edge of the bed. ‘I could certainly do with a break.’

‘Your bathroom is through that door, as you know. And there are plenty of fresh undies in the drawer over there.’

‘Yes, I've seen them already.’

‘I suppose I should have warned you about Mr Samwise?’

‘Not really,’ Pauline said shakily. ‘A warning wouldn't have done much good, after all. I guessed what to expect the second he came through the door.’

‘He's a very nice man, really. Very kind and courteous, in fact. Just a bit over-sexed, that's all. And rather hung up about the loss of his first wife.’

‘I noticed,’ Pauline said ruefully, closing her eyes and resting her head in her hands. Oh, goodness! I'm done for! But I'd better try to crawl as far as the loo . . .’

‘Yes, you might well need to stay there a while. You'll love the bidet, though. In a place like this, you simply have to pay for the best.’




‘Any extras?’ Pauline asked, three-quarters of an hour and one 'straight' client later.

‘How much do you charge for a little light spanking?’ the rather pleasant-looking young man enquired.

She blushed and looked at her feet. ‘Who's spanking who?’ she mumbled after a moment.

‘Oh, me spanking you, of course. Nothing kinky.’

‘I see. Well, I don't really know. Susan didn't say anything

about that.’ She blushed again. ‘How much do you normally

pay?’

‘I've never done it before. I must say I simply don't have a clue. I just fancied the idea - it came to me while I was lying here watching your lovely rear end swishing about in the mirror. Watching it wriggle this way and that as you massaged me. It's a really beautiful shape, you know. So inviting.’

‘Thank you,’ she giggled, colouring even more.

‘I just like the thought of having it over my knee and smacking it two or three times. Have you been spanked before? By your boyfriend, I mean?’

‘I don't think I'd better answer that one.’

‘I'm sure you have,’ he enthused. ‘With a sweet little bottom like that, I don't think many men could resist it. So then, how much are you willing to take?’

Again she reddened and looked away. She supposed, in a place like this, people assumed that everything had a price. As, indeed, she supposed it did. One hundred pounds to her for die way that Mr Samwise had just used and abused her. And another hundred for the management, on top.

‘How much?’ he urged her gently. ‘I'd really like to know.’

‘Oh, well, I suppose it's negotiable. I suppose it depends on the lightness of the spanking, really. Wouldn't you think?’

‘I guess you're right,’ he agreed. ‘Okay, let's say I put you over my knee and smack you six times, like this.’

He reached out and slapped the bed quite tamely. Really nothing more than a good, firm pat, she said to herself. Nothing for her to worry about, at least. Not after some of the things her poor posterior had been obliged to suffer in the past . . .

‘Oh, well, I'd have thought that ten pounds was about right,’ she murmured, trying hard to keep a straight face.

‘Done!’ he cried eagerly, pulling a chair out into the middle of the room and taking his ease. ‘That seems a very fair deal to me.’

She settled herself daintily over his lap, wriggling forward until her bottom formed the apex of her pose. She'd keep her gown on this time, she'd decided. After all, she was doing this for only half the price of hand relief. She'd keep her gown in place and just let him lift it up. That way she'd be semi-respectable at least. Her top half would still be under wraps, even though her bottom would be somewhat over-exposed. Not that she was a complete stranger to that sort of thing, she giggled silently, as she felt him starting to pull her white coat up to her waist. No, she wasn't exactly a novice at all . . .

He gasped at the sight of the tiny white knickers stretched so tautly across the very fullest part of her hips. ‘I've never seen anything so pretty!’ he enthused. ‘Your bottom's so perfect that it simply takes my breath away.’ He slid his right hand under the seat of the little knickers, savouring the creamy-smooth texture of the flesh beneath. Slowly he peeled the white satin garment a few inches down towards her knees, leaving it clinging across her upper thighs. Then he returned his hand to the luxury of her buttocks, stroking and caressing them tenderly in turn.

‘You'd better get a little bit of a move on,’ she told him, her forehead almost touching the floor. ‘The extras are only supposed to last ten minutes. The same as the massage. Fifteen at the most.’

He drew a deep breath and held it, at the same time raising his hand well above his head. He stared hard at the immaculate oval cheeks. At their pale pink plumpness and perfect shape. How he longed to imprint them! How he longed to make his mark! Their sauciness was just overwhelming. His head was starting to spin . . .

He slapped hard at one cheek and then the other. Far harder than he'd meant. Certainly far harder than he'd indicated to Pauline. As she wriggled and squealed, he struck twice more in very much the same way, slap-bang across the middle of each bouncing, upturned cheek. Ouch!’ she yelped as he struck again and then again. And then again after that. ‘What do you think you're doing? You said only six times. That was what you said.’

‘I meant six times on each side.’

‘No you didn't! Ouch! Ouch! Ouch! Hey! Ouch! That hurts!

Oh! Oww! Ouch!’

‘I'm sorry,’ he mumbled, suddenly realising he'd overdone it, and at last dropping his hand to his side. ‘I just got carried away. I didn't mean to be cruel.’

She closed her eyes and wriggled her hips, rubbing her groin firmly into the hard, hairy male thighs over which she was folded so snugly. The familiar feeling of vulnerability, coupled with intimate closeness, was making her insides glow even more warmly than the cheeks of her bottom. It was always this way, she sighed to herself. Always this way, the moment the initial shock had started to pass. She could tell that between the tops of her legs she was really wet and wide open. And now she was enjoying the smooth, gentle way in which he was making amends by stroking her bottom better. She'd just lie here a little bit longer and enjoy it some more . . .

‘I'm sorry,’ he whispered again.

She wriggled, again, by way of reply, feeling comfortable and close as his hand continued to soothe. It was so nice like this, snuggled sexily into his lap and sandwiched so sweetly between hard male hand and thigh.

Eventually she clambered up from his knee. ‘It could be worse,’ she giggled, rubbing a hand over the centre of each blushing cheek. ‘You just took me by surprise, that's all.’ Otherwise I'd have been ready for you.’

‘Your bottom looks beautiful like that!’ he breathed enthusiastically, gazing at the mirror reflection of her nicely coloured cheeks. ‘I'm really sorry I hurt you.’

‘It's okay,’ she giggled again. ‘It just stings a lot to begin with. But now I'm feeling all sexy and warm.’

He looked down at his long, stiff weapon. ‘I wish I had a bit more money,’ he muttered, shuffling his feet. ‘I could certainly do with a spot of full relief.’

She reached out and squeezed his aching erection. ‘So could I,’ she breathed softly. ‘What you've just done has exactly the same effect on me as it does on you. Let's do it really quickly. No-one will ever know. And if I lie on top of you and do all the work, then technically I'm the one who's having you.’

They lay across the bed at an angle with Pauline on top, her legs straddling his. She pressed her mid-section down against his rampant groin, and gasped with pleasure. ‘Perhaps we needn't be all that quick,’ she giggled naughtily, pressing again.

‘I can't believe I'm actually going to get inside you,’ he gurgled. ‘You're the most beautiful girl I've ever seen!’

‘Thank you,’ she whispered, arching her back as far as she could. ‘Let's watch in the mirror while I put you in.’ She reached down and took him in hand.

They twisted their heads to one side and looked at the image of her perfect bare bottom raised expectantly above his lower torso. As they gazed in fascination, she lowered her hips by degrees, cleverly snaring the bulbous tip of his plum-coloured member at the first attempt. ‘Doesn't that look nice!’ she breathed, both of them staring at the way he was slowly disappearing into her body. ‘Very,’ he was barely able to croak. Now he understood why she'd wanted them to lie diagonally across the bed in this position.

Slowly she eased her buttocks upwards. All the way up, until he was again in full view. ‘You've made me so beautifully juicy,’ she murmured happily.

‘I can see,’ he replied, staring at his proud reflection in the mirror. ‘And I can feel it, too . . .’

She sank down upon him again. ‘And now you're making me come!’ she said with a shudder of pleasure.

Pauline groaned aloud as she filled herself once more with the handsome young man's hot, throbbing maleness. The spanking had made her insides extra responsive. She gasped to herself, wriggling her buttocks luxuriously from side to side in order to stretch herself even more. So wet and so incredibly responsive. With the result that his bulky presence inside her was already making her climax in the most delightfully gentle way. And she scarcely had to move at all in order to prolong it. Just the merest slither inside her was enough to renew the pleasure. Why was it always this way after her poor bottom had been hotly assaulted?’

The man gazed intently at the oh-so-satisfying redness of her sweetly pouting posterior, and groaned with delight at the glorious wet warmth that surrounded his over-stretched organ. She was so hot, he moaned to himself. Her sweet little opening was so wet and hot that he'd never be able to hold back for more than another minute or so, at the most. Even though she was only moving him about inside her so slowly and gently -just an inch or less at a time. He could feel himself expanding by the second. There was no way he was going to last much longer. Her tight little channel was getting tighter and tighter around him all the time. Any moment now he'd have to burst forth and flood her with seed . . .

Pauline could sense how close he was. She stared into his eyes. ‘You feel so good inside me!’ she whispered softly, easing up with her bottom as she spoke. ‘I'm sorry, but I'm going to have to bring you to the boil. I can't wait any longer. I need your juices inside me right now.’

‘I love you!’ he gasped painfully, as she pushed down and enveloped him tightly, right up to the hilt, squeezing with her vaginal muscles as she did so.

‘That's so lovely!’ she sighed, savouring the first powerful spurt from his loins as she wriggled and writhed with delight. ‘You're making me come all over again!’

She kissed him with her tongue, hotly and deeply, and very passionately, whilst they lay there together - writhing with joy and coming as one.




At long last lunch time arrived - two 'straights', two uneventful 'fulls', and one 'hand' relief later. This time she'd remembered the towel. Well, she thought to herself, as she left the building, she'd just about remembered in time. She'd been so fascinated by the perfectly shaped genitals that it had nearly been too late.

Pauline wandered aimlessly towards Soho, keeping a check on the time. It was amazing how quickly it all came back to her, she told herself, as she turned a corner into Regent Street. After all, it was years since she'd last used her hands on a man. The loss of her virginity, coupled with the discovery of how nice it was in her mouth, had made the practice obsolete. But she'd had no trouble remembering the best way to do it. No trouble remembering how best to touch and tease and please. She'd done a pretty good job on those two clients that morning, even if she said so herself.

Lordy, how much that first one had squirted! All over the wretched place. But there were dozens of clean towels and sheets in the room. For that sort of reason, she supposed. And there were several pairs of clean white knickers. For fairly closely related reasons, of course.

What a brute that huge American had been! What strength and length of thrust! He was partly the reason why she was now wandering here and there around London, instead of resting her tail on a chair. It wasn't just that he'd been so big. He'd been so wild and reckless with it.

Well, at least the second episode of 'full relief' had been a totally different affair. The one with that young man who'd put her over his knee. An unpaid, totally different affair. Not that the money was of any interest to her, of course. She'd give it all to charity once she got home . . . unless, perhaps, she used it to buy Michael a present? That expensive tennis racket he was after, for instance? Or that long-awaited cricket bat? Or both? Would it really be too disgraceful if she kept her immoral earnings and used them in that way? If she used them to compensate her absolute angel of a husband for the way she'd been obliged to misbehave . . ?
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Come Back Into My Parlour




‘That was the best blow job I've ever had!’ enthused the second customer after lunch.

Oral relief, she corrected him, dabbing a towel to her mouth.

‘I'll pay full price again for another one, okay? As well as slip a tenner for you inside the seat of your pants.’

‘Okay,’ she said, stooping over his groin once again, and then swatting one wandering hand away from her pendulous boobs. ‘You're supposed to keep your hands to yourself,’ she mumbled indistinctly, her mouth full of half-hard dick. ‘You've got to remember the rules.’

‘Do I get to put the money in your knickers myself?’

She nodded her concurrence, finding it easier to do so than speak.




There was something different about afternoons in this business, she decided, nearly two hours later. These hours had brought her nothing but demands for oral sex - apart from two very quick 'fulls.’ Why was that, she wondered. There'd been very little call for it in the morning. Just that one cheeky so-and-so who'd negotiated her out of her knickers. Yet after lunch they couldn't wait to shell out their fifty-pound notes and squirt themselves into her mouth. It was just as well she hadn't eaten any lunch. Fond as she was of the creamy stuff, she was actually beginning to feel quite full. Not that she was really objecting. It was better than having to endure another session with someone like the enormous American. But even so, she had been working hard. Her back was really quite stiff.

‘Are there any extras that you'd like?’ she asked politely of the well-oiled client presently sprawled flat out on the bed.

‘Yes please,’ he replied quickly, staring hungrily at her cleavage yet again. ‘Full relief, if you please. I know the price only too well.’

‘One hundred pounds to pay at the desk,’ she murmured rather tiredly, stepping, almost robot-like, out of her gown and then her satin knickers.

‘Worth every penny!’ he growled happily, running his hands back and forth over her bottom and boobs. ‘God, you've got a really fantastic body!’

She dropped the little white knickers onto a nearby chair as he squeezed hard at her buttocks with both hands. ‘Thank you,’ she said with a smile that wasn't quite as wide as she'd been able to give before lunch. The spate of 'orals' had taken their toll on her jawbone, as well as her back.

She lay face up on the bed and he mounted her with evident enthusiasm. ‘Am I ready for this!’ he chortled, thrusting forward with his groin and entering her with ease. ‘You're such a gorgeous girl!’




‘You're far too pretty!’ the same man grumbled morosely, a bare sixty seconds later, his good mood gone in a flash.

Pauline stood up and reached for a new box of tissues from the shelf. ‘Pardon?’ she asked absent-mindedly. ‘I didn't catch what you said.’

‘You're far too pretty for this job,’ he complained bitterly. ‘Look how quickly you brought me off! A hundred pounds for just a few seconds inside you! It's an outrage! An absolute scandal! You should be ashamed of yourself, fleecing the public like that. I've a good mind to report this place to the proper authorities.’

She glanced down at his sexual organs, which were small and inoffensive. ‘Look, I've had rather a long day,’ she sighed wearily, plonking her still-bare bottom back down on the bed beside him. ‘Personally, I don't mind if you want to do it again. I just want to leave off at five.’

‘But I'll have to pay through the nose. It'll cost an arm and a leg.’

‘Not if we don't tell them. You've got another eight or nine minutes by that clock. Feel free to do it as often as you can in the time. I'm not after your money. I've made far more today than I ever wanted to earn. All I ask is that you let me lie down here and relax while you do what you like.’

‘You really mean it?’ he queried, having nevertheless started to clamber on top of her. ‘You won't hand me a huge bill when I leave?’

‘No. Just one hundred pounds,’ she replied, trying to stifle a yawn. ‘As you say, it's more than enough for just ten minutes. I don't know why you have to spend all that money in the first place. Why can't you just be happy with what you have at home?’

‘You'd know soon enough if you caught a glimpse of my wife!’ he panted, starting to bounce her up and down on the bed.




‘Come in,’ she called out to her last appointment but one. The door opened and closed, but she heard nothing more. She looked across the room from where she was standing in front of the hand basin. Crikey, this one was ever so young! Sixteen at the very most! How on earth had he got in here? There was no way he could pass for eighteen.

‘Hello,’ she said with a friendly smile. ‘Aren't you going to come further into the room? There's no need to be shy, you know.’

The lad shuffled forward a few steps and then stared down at the carpet. He was obviously very nervous, she thought to herself.

She smiled a really sweet smile of welcome. ‘Just take off your robe and lie down on the bed. I'll be with you in a sec. Isn't it a lovely day?’

The boy didn't move or speak. ‘Is anything wrong?’ she asked kindly. ‘Is there something I can do to help?’

‘Can't I keep this on?’ he whispered, again dropping his eyes to the floor.

‘Of course not!’ she giggled. ‘I have to rub oil into your muscles and then massage your body all over. You'll like that, I'm sure.’

‘You see, there's a bit of a problem,’ he mumbled indistinctly. ‘I'm too embarrassed to say any more . . .’

‘Whatever is it? Tell me what the trouble is and I might be able to help.’

‘I can't . . .’

‘Of course you can, silly! What on earth is this terrible problem of yours?’

‘I've got a stonking great hard-on!’ he muttered, so quietly that she almost didn't catch what he said.

‘Well, that's not exactly unnatural! she laughed gently. ‘I think I've seen one or two of those in my time!’

‘I'm still too embarrassed to undress and lie down in this state.’

‘I suppose you've already spent your pocket money?’ she asked with a sigh.

‘I've still got one pound twenty left. I think . . .’

‘Well, let's forget about that,’ she said brightly, picking up a fluffy white towel. ‘Come and stand over here next to me. I'll sort you out in less than half a mo.’




She'd spoken rather too hastily, she said to herself a little later, reposing on the bidet for what seemed like the hundredth time that day. No sooner had the young lad ejaculated into the towel than he'd grown long and hard in her hand once again. And then again after that. In all, four towels had been consigned to the bin before the massage had been able to start. And then, when she'd turned him onto his back he'd been fully erect once again! ‘I don't suppose I could put this one between your legs, could I?’ he'd asked hopefully. ‘I've never done it before.’ She guessed she'd never really understand why she'd agreed to such an incredibly saucy request. And now, strictly speaking, the young lad owed the parlour the incredible sum of six hundred and eighty pounds. Eighty pounds for the hand jobs, and six hundred pounds for the six lots of full relief he'd somehow managed to achieve in what must have been a world record time often minutes, or less. He'd simply lain on top of her on the bed, moving steadily up and down without pause, and gushing furiously into her vagina every sixty seconds or so. Despite the number of ejaculations, his dick had remained stiff throughout this time. And even then, even when he'd finished and got back into his robe, he'd again been upright and rigid by the time they'd got as far as the door.

‘Look I just can't keep helping you out,’ she'd said, not unkindly, after he'd shown her the same-as-before state of play. ‘Not only is it totally against the rules, but I've got to get myself ready for the next client. And change the sheets on the bed.’

Crumbs, what a transformation there'd been! In the very young lad, she meant. In the twenty minutes or so he'd been in her room. To begin with, he'd even been too shy to walk over to where she'd been standing by the basin. She'd been obliged to go over to him, towel in hand. Then she'd had to wrestle with him to get her other hand inside his dressing gown and round his erection. ‘I'll die of embarrassment!’ he'd moaned, when she'd finally managed to take him in hand and bring him out into the open.

‘I don't think so,’ she'd giggled, pointing the livid red tip at the middle of the towel and slowly starting to rub. ‘But I can tell you're in urgent need of relief.’

He'd inhaled sharply and rolled his eyes. ‘Jee-sus!’ he'd moaned.

‘What's your name?’ she'd asked softly, smiling into his face as he stared at hers.

‘Paul . . .’

‘Well, Paul, you've got nothing to be ashamed about. Your bonking bit is a really nice shape. Long and straight and beautifully proportioned.’

‘Is it big enough, do you think?’

‘Yes. Plenty big enough,’ she'd said truthfully, as he'd started to squirt like a high pressure hose. ‘And see how well it works!’

Well, he'd never looked back after that. He'd just climaxed time after time. Into towelling to begin with, and then into his very first woman - recovering and ready for the next one before he'd finished the last. And all the time his confidence had grown and grown. Particularly when he'd been on top of her and had realised that the near constant stream of semen was also making her come. That had really put the cap on it for him. He'd never expected to make her to do that. And the more he'd made her come, the more he'd come himself, and the more that had made her come . . .

Eventually she'd managed to get him out of her and back into his bathrobe. And then she'd led him to the door. ‘You were great!’ he'd grinned cheekily, pinging her suspender strap against her bare bottom and making her jump. ‘And what a fabulous little arse you've got on you!’ he'd added with glee, taking a two-handed grip and then sinking his fingertips deep into both cheeks. ‘Perhaps one day I'll get to shag you in there?’

And then he'd been gone. But not before he'd turned back in the doorway and given her dripping wet pussy a long, drawn-out squeeze of farewell.

Yes, as she'd already said to herself, what an incredible transformation! From shy nervous innocent, to mega-cheeky young devil, in less than half an hour! She guessed there were quite a number of young ladies out there in the world who'd now have to be very watchful indeed.




Paul was dressed and ready to leave whilst Pauline was still wallowing in the well-earned comfort of the luxury bathroom. His sister, the smartly trouser-suited girl from reception, several years his senior, walked past the row of saunas and through to the back of the building, searching for her baby brother in order to smuggle him out of the back door. Just as she'd earlier smuggled him in. The problem was that Susan had never been too keen on freebies, she said to herself. Not even for family. Even though she was well aware it went on . . .

She spotted Paul standing outside the boiler room. ‘How did you get on?’ she asked anxiously, full of sisterly concern.

‘Great!’ he enthused excitedly. ‘Absolutely fantastic! She even let me fuck her, Sis! Can you believe it?’

‘I thought she might,’ she giggled happily, ruffling his hair. ‘A lot of the girls here will help a young boy to get his. very first leg-over. On the quiet, for nothing, I mean. It makes them feel rather good. I thought she was probably the motherly sort who might.’

‘She didn't seem at all like Mother to me.’

She punched him playfully on the shoulder. ‘You know what I mean.’

‘God, she looked nice in just those white suspenders and stockings! All bum and boobs and fanny . . .’

‘Paul!’ she giggled again. ‘Don't be so crude! Whatever would your mother say?’

‘That's the best birthday present you've ever given me, Sis. Now I can show that Susie Davey what for!’

‘Eh?’

‘Susie Davey. She's always teasing me about being shy of her. And calling me "my little virgin". Tonight I'll take her out the back of the disco and give her a really big surprise.’

‘Good for you, our Paul! She's always struck me as the rather stuck-up sort who'd benefit from a few stiff lengths.’

‘She'll get more than a few from me, Sis! I've discovered I can do it as often as I like.’

‘How do you mean?’

‘Well, as soon as I stop coming, my cock just stays rock hard. Ready for the next one.’

‘Blimey, that sounds useful! I wish Ted was the same. But I mustn't be greedy. I get more than my fair share, working here. Not that he knows, of course.’

‘So you don't just work in reception?’

‘Of course not. That's just the cover-story all the girls tell their husbands or boyfriends. Plus the yarn that this place is strictly kosher and only employs qualified masseurs. No, everyone pitches in with the clients. Even Susan, from time to time. And she's married to a cabinet minister!’

‘I wondered how you could afford to buy that sports car.’

‘Ted is wondering the same. I've told him it's on HP.’ She locked the back door after him, beaming with delight at the thought of how well he'd done. And how well she'd done for him. Then she looked at her watch. It was time to take a shower, before getting into her 'uniform', she reminded herself. She was taking over from Janet at five. And on Saturday nights the place was always bursting at the seams. The men just came flooding in from the streets without an appointment. All of them loaded with cash and looking for extras, of course. Last week Susan had even had to get dressed and dash to that swanky hotel over the road to borrow three of their waitresses for a couple of hours. No-one had minded, of course. It had happened before. And there'd still been a handsome profit all round, even after bribing the hotel manager and promising his assistant free extras for the whole of the following week.

The hotel girls had only been allowed to keep a third of their takings, of course. The rest had been divided equally between the management and the regular girls. But even so, they'd been more than delighted. Their share had far exceeded the tips they'd normally collect in a month. And they'd had a lot more fun earning it, too. It was just a great shame that a customer of one of the girls had turned out to be her very own husband. Not only that, but he'd already booked and paid for a double session of full relief. What a racket there'd been when they'd come face to face with each other in the massage room! Each of them knowing exactly why the other was there! What on earth could they have said to each other when they'd got home that night? ‘How long have you been getting yourself screwed for money?’

‘How long have you been paying to get a quick screw?’ Hopefully they'd both seen each other's point of view and ended up making amends in bed . . .?

She clipped her suspender belt round her waist and started to ease up one stocking. Six hours of fornication ahead, she said to herself with a grin. If the demand was anything like last Saturday, she'd be taking home something in the region of five hundred pounds. Maybe more, if the punters were reasonably quick on the job. Nearly as much as she earned in a month in her Monday to Friday job at the building society. She'd have to hide it well out of the way until she could bank it on Monday. It would be disaster if her mother or boyfriend ever stumbled across it. It wouldn't take them long to guess the manner in which it had been acquired. Not after that bad business with the escort agency last year . . .

Both stockings were now clipped in place, so she stepped into her high heels and reached for the jar of very-special body oil, rubbing double rations into her bottom and boobs. Satin knickers and tight white house coat completed the preparations. Knickers which, she hoped, would need to be changed on a regular basis between now and eleven o'clock. The more often, the better. The more often, the more fun, the more money! And it would put her in just the right mood to spend the rest of the night with Ted. She always amazed him in bed on a Saturday night, keeping him packed tightly inside her hot little hole for hour after hour till dawn.




Pauline was now fully dressed in her crisp, all-white uniform. She looked at the clock. It was a quarter to five. Her last customer of the day was on his way. She could only hope he'd be a 'straight.’ She wasn't even sure she had the energy to administer one last massage, let alone anything else. But she supposed she'd find a way . . .

The door burst open and in walked a sight she'd have paid millions not to have seen. ‘Well, hi there again, little missy!’ cried Mr Samwise, the Texas Titan, resplendent once more in his dressing gown and ten gallon hat. ‘I bet you're surprised to see me!’

Pauline sat down heavily on the bed and just stared in disbelief. ‘As I was saying to Susan,’ he continued breezily, 'you really do remind me of my first wife. Really and truly you do. I know I say that to all the other girls, but in your case it's just plain true.’

‘But . . .’

‘So Susan has done us both a very great kindness. She's booked me in for your last appointment and kept the next three appointments clear. That way there won't be any hurry or hassle to finish. None at all. And quadruple fees all round. Say now, ain't that just real good news?’
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In The Arms Of The Law




Ninety minutes later, the scene at Westminster police station was as follows. Pauline, Susan, Paul's older sister, and two other girls stood in front of the desk, together with four plain-clothed officers from North Westminster CID. The duty inspector sat behind the desk, taking an official note of the complaint.

‘The raid commenced at five p.m.,’ Detective-Sergeant Sherman said to the inspector. ‘Acting on information received.’

‘Quite so,’ murmured the inspector.

‘All three massage rooms were visited simultaneously,’

continued DS Sherman. ‘Together with the showers beside the sauna.’

‘Start with the showers.’

‘The showers were inspected by DC Simpson. Two naked people were discovered in one of them, a man and the defendant Lucas, who admitted she was in charge of the premises. The defendant Lucas was kneeling on the floor, performing a sexual act with the man.’

‘Fellatio?’ asked the inspector. ‘The man's name was not recorded, Sir.’

‘No, no sergeant. What was she doing to the man?’

‘According to DC Simpson, the man's penis was in her mouth. Sorry, inspector.’

‘Thank you. Carry on.’

‘DC Greene and I visited massage room number one. The defendant Peach was lying face down on the bed, naked, with a pillow under her stomach. A male client was lying on her back. Or perhaps I should say, mounted on her back. The defendant Peach was shrieking something like, "Oh no! You're making me come all over again!" The man was moving up and down on top of her. They were engaged in sexual union.’

‘How do you know that, sergeant?’

‘We had to wait in the room until they finished. There were only two officers present - and I felt that it would have been injudicious to try to interfere with the male customer. Bearing in mind his size, and the fact that he'd threatened to "waste" us if we tried to stop him. This was despite the fact that we'd already shown him our warrant cards and informed him that the young lady lying underneath him was under arrest.’

‘I see. And for how long, then, did the two of you observe the defendant Peach in the act of sexual congress with this man?’

‘About fifty minutes, Sir.’

‘Fifty minutes!’ the inspector yelped in surprise. ‘Yes, sir. Fifty-two and a half minutes, to be precise. So we were left in no doubt at all as to what the couple were doing.’

‘Did the defendant Peach say anything when the man had finally finished?’

‘Yes, sir. To begin with it was totally incomprehensible. Then she muttered something along the lines that at least she wouldn't have to go through all that again. Then she asked permission to visit the toilet.’

‘Which was granted?’

‘Yes, inspector. We felt that in the circumstances we ought to agree. Bearing in mind that we'd been able to see for ourselves the sort of plight she'd have been in had we refused.’

‘Yes, quite. I've no complaint about the way you conducted, yourselves in that respect.’

‘The defendant was then allowed to dress in her ordinary clothes.’

‘Her ordinary clothes?’

‘As opposed to the uniform the girls wear at the parlour when they're working, inspector.’

‘Oh. I see.’

The detective sergeant dropped his gaze to the lovely long legs that stretched down from below the hem of Pauline's ultrashort skirt. ‘Although I believe she retained the white silk stockings and suspenders,’ he continued. ‘In her haste to get dressed, I mean. And also the undergarment that goes with them.’

‘The undergarment?’

‘The matching satin knickers, inspector.’

‘You're not suggesting a case of theft?’ asked the inspector, also staring intently at the lower half of Pauline's person.

‘Oh no, sir. Not at all. Just a charge of conspiracy to run a disorderly house.’

‘Very well. Take her to an interview room with Detective Constable Greene and a WPC.’

DS Sherman turned towards Pauline. ‘You're not obliged to say anything unless you wish to do so,’ he cautioned her. ‘But anything you do say will be taken down in writing and may be used in evidence at your trial.’

‘I feel a bit faint,’ she whispered.

Half an hour later Pauline signed her written confession of guilt. ‘Oh, grief!’ she groaned in despair. ‘Whatever am I going to say to my husband?’

‘Doesn't he know you're on the game?’ the sergeant asked, not unkindly.

‘I'm not on the game!’ she squawked indignantly. ‘I'm a respectably married young lady!’

The sergeant picked the signed statement up from the table. ‘You say in here that during the course of today you've had full sexual intercourse with eight or nine different men, and performed numerous other acts of oral sex and masturbation. In return, you've been paid a total of eight hundred and five pounds. If that's not common prostitution, then I'd like to know what is.’

Pauline hung her head and stared at the carpet. ‘But I've never done it before,’ she whispered at length. ‘For money, I mean. I was just helping out because they were short-staffed. Short of masseurs, I mean. I didn't know I'd be expected to do all those other things as well. I'd never been in a massage parlour. And I didn't expect to get paid anything. Not even for the massages. I just thought I was going to massage a few customers to help out.’

‘That doesn't really make any difference,’ said the rather pretty young woman police constable who was sitting in the corner of the interview room, note book and pen in hand. ‘What you've done is against the law.’

‘But do you have to charge me?’ pleaded Pauline. ‘Couldn't you just caution me instead?’

‘We could,’ replied Detective Constable Greene, the third police officer present. ‘But this is far too flagrant a breach for simply a caution. This is a case of a full-scale brothel operating blatantly right in the very centre of London. It will have to go to court, I'm afraid.’

‘But my husband!’ she whispered, tears rolling down both cheeks. ‘What about poor Michael? Whatever is he going to think? We've only just got married. Surely you could stretch a point? Especially as I didn't really set out to do what I did. Couldn't you just stretch a point and caution me instead? Please couldn't you do that for me . . .?

‘We could,’ the detective sergeant said slowly. ‘But the point is whether we should.’

‘I'll never do it again,’ she said earnestly. I'll never do it for money again. I promise I won't. I've definitely learnt my lesson.’

The two men looked at each other thoughtfully. Then the uniformed WPC spoke up. ‘Suppose she was cautioned in conjunction with some other punishment?’ she said carefully, feeling the crotch of her knickers tighten and dampen at the thought of what she was about to suggest. ‘Some form of corporal punishment, for instance?’

The men looked at each other again. ‘I suppose that's a possibility,’ Detective Sergeant Sherman replied, after a lengthy pause for thought.

‘It is,’ mused the detective constable, who sat at his side at the table. ‘It most certainly is.’

‘It is her first offence,’ urged the attractive WPC, wriggling her hips ever so slightly. ‘I do think that she deserves a helping hand.’ She blushed at the realisation that her words had been more appropriate than she'd intended.

Pauline was told to stand up and unbutton her mini-skirt. This she did, blushing wildly as she dropped it on the floor by her feet. For several long seconds all three officers stared appreciatively at the tiny white knickers, so splendidly filled, and the matching suspenders and stockings. Then she was ordered to bend forward over the table in the corner of the interview room.

No one could prevent themselves feasting their eyes on the sight of those spectacular upturned buttocks garnished so sparsely in flimsy white satin. The merest scrap of flimsy white satin, now stretched to the limit of its endurance across the pouting pink cheeks of her bottom. Pauline knew only too well that the tiny little garment only served as decoration. That it only served to emphasise how exposed and vulnerable she was in that juicy-ripe part of her person upon which the upholders of the law clearly intended to exact retribution. ‘Spank her, WPC Gilmore!’ the sergeant growled at last, swallowing hard as he spoke. ‘Through her knickers to start with. And then on her bare buttocks as hard as you like.’




Five minutes later the satin knickers were around Pauline's knees and her bottom was starting to glow as brightly as a beacon at night. But still the WPC's hard little hand continued to crack down on one vividly reddened cheek after the other. Noisily and remorselessly it cracked down, improving the hue with every slap. On and on she smacked. And the redder Pauline became, the harder and faster she struck. It was lucky the interview room was sound-proofed, Pauline gulped to herself, tears streaming down her face. Otherwise they'd be able to hear her ordeal all over the police station. And how embarrassing that would be! How embarrassing, having to walk out of the place knowing that everyone was aware of the fact that she'd just been extensively spanked!

The two male officers stared in fascination as one stinging

blow after another landed loudly on target. What a privilege it

was! Not only was this the prettiest, plumpest little bottom

they'd ever seen, but now it was the reddest, as well. And gaining

colour by the moment. First they'd watched it being mounted

by the huge American back at the massage parlour. And now

they were being treated to the sight of it being roasted alive by

this sexy little WPC.

Splat! Splat! Splat! Splat! Splat! Splat! the WPC's hand landed six times in a row on Pauline's bouncing left cheek. Then the process was repeated on the right. And then on the left once again. And then again on the right. The officer adjusted her stance and began to slap hard across the centre of both cheeks at the same time, turning the high points an even brighter shade of red. And causing Pauline to squawk even more loudly. Now the WPC was warming to her task. She was laying into Pauline with a strength that belied her slim build. On and on she spanked, relishing every loud smack, and every screech of outrage. The excitement was so great that her knickers were soaked through and she could feel her juices trickling down her thighs. This was the most fun she'd ever had, she said to herself, as she slapped and slapped and slapped. This was truly wondrous - punishing this big bare bum in the manner it so richly deserved. She just loved the way it bounced and reddened with each loud, stinging rebuke. And the more fiercely she punished it, the hornier she felt.

For years she'd secretly fantasised about doing this to another girl. Particularly a beautiful blonde girl with a really cheeky arse, such as this. A girl with full, fleshy cheeks as mouth-wateringly plump and inviting as these . . .

Using both hands, the WPC sank her fingertips as far into the hot burning flesh as she could, 'Yowwwww!’ Pauline wailed loudly at the unexpected flash of pain. ‘Yowwwwww!’ she howled again as the fingers squeezed even harder. The police officers gazed in delight at the five rapidly darkening fingerprints that now decorated the very centre of each pouting cheek. ‘If only I had a whip!’ the WPC sighed to herself, squeezing the tops of her thighs together and then gasping aloud at the sudden pang of orgasm that shot through her loins. Or a long, whippy cane!’ she thought, pressing her legs together even more firmly, and gasping again at the mental image of Pauline's beautiful bottom viciously striped with six thick, raised welts. But for the time being she'd have to make do with the use of her hand.

The WPC gritted her teeth and began - once again - to slap

with all her might. Half a dozen times on one side, then half a

dozen on the other, wanting to punish those big bare cheeks

just as extensively as she could. Those big saucy cheeks that

darkened with every crack of her hand across them. How

splendidly they now contrasted in colour with the snowy white

suspenders and stocking tops! ‘Take that!’ the WPC muttered

to herself with fierce determination. ‘And that! And that! And

that!’

‘Ouch!’ squawked Pauline, tears still running down her face.

Oh! Oww! Ouch!’

Splat! went the policewoman's hand. Splat! Splat! Splat!

How humiliating, Pauline gasped to herself, wriggling her hips from side to side in discomfort as the other girl resumed spanking each cheek in turn. How humiliating, having to bend over this rotten table right in front of all three of them! Right in front of their faces, whilst the lady PC welted her poor little bott! Welted it with such energy and enthusiasm that it was obvious she was thoroughly enjoying herself. But where on earth was the enjoyment? Where was the enjoyment for a girl in spanking another girl's bottom? For the life of her she couldn't see it. But on the other hand, she was aware that a lot of girls could. She knew it from previous experience. She knew it from . . . Ouch! That one really stung! It had landed across the top of her right thigh, where she hadn't been struck up till now . . . But all that was changing fast. The WPC was now smacking her hard across the back of each thigh, making her yip and yelp more than ever.

The male officers sat stock still, watching as the WPC's hand proceeded to paint the top of each thigh, gradually blending them in with the highly coloured cheeks just above. She was now perspiring from her exertions, but, if anything, the punishment was even more severe than before. She stepped back momentarily in order to admire her handiwork, and realised that her own vaginal juices had now started to wet the tops of her stockings. With great satisfaction, she gazed at the red-hot flesh that lay totally submissive before her. The sheer impudence of that big round bottom suddenly infuriated her further. So once again she began to slap furiously across the fattest part of each wildly bouncing cheek, applying all the strength she could muster. Ouch! yelled Pauline. The short respite her buttocks had received had only served to heighten the pain. But the tight-lipped WPC took no notice of her protests, laying into her with the same grim determination as before.

Slap! Bounce! Squeal! . . . Slap! Bounce! Squeal! . . . On and on and on, the big, shapely bottom framed so exquisitely with frothy white lace as it bounced and reddened and bounced - again and again and again.




‘I think that's enough,’ the detective sergeant said at long last. Much to Pauline's relief. ‘I think you've made your point felt.’

‘Are you sure?’ panted the woman police constable, very reluctant to stop. ‘I was just getting into the swing of things. I was about to ask if I could borrow your belt.’

The sergeant moved up behind her and wrapped his arms round her waist.'My trousers might fall down,’ he murmured, feeling her thrust her own buttocks back into his groin as he spoke.

‘That's not a bad idea,’ she breathed thickly.

‘It can soon be arranged,’ he croaked.

She wriggled her neatly uniformed hips against him as hard as she could. ‘What a strange place to keep your truncheon!’ she giggled sexily.

Detective Constable Greene was now standing right behind Pauline. ‘We've got a head start on them,’ he muttered, staring down at her naked nether regions as he wrestled with his zip. ‘Just stay exactly as you are, and we'll be the first to get underway.’

Pauline glanced back at him over her shoulder, feeling a sharp pang of anticipation as she saw his thick, overstretched member spring eagerly into view. The vivid reddening of her delightfully dimpled rear end had worked its usual spell.




	Now both girls were being vigorously taken from behind. Now both of them were bent forward over the table, side by side, Pauline's white stockings and fiery red bottom contrasting nicely with the WPC's regulation dark blue stockings and pale pink cheeks. Side by side stood the two male officers, shafting away with glee, each of them enjoying the spectacle of the bent-over bottom he was porking, and the one beside it. In and out flew the two rigid members, squelching noisily. Side by side wriggled the wet little pussies, as each was plundered and poked. Side by side writhed the smooth round bottoms, each playing host to a hard male organ. Slap went groin against bottom, squelch went each pole of flesh. Ohh! gasped accused and female accuser, with every violent thrust.

After a while the men swapped over, each pushing into his new partner with verve and enthusiasm. Then the chase was on as before, as if the men were in competition with each other.

On and on they raced, pumping themselves lustily into their partners as fast as they could, tearing in and out with gusto. Then the partners were swapped once again. And then again after that. It seemed to add an edge to their performance. So they began to swap every couple of minutes or so. At length the woman police constable was mightily implanted by the detective sergeant. She gasped as she felt his seed coating the inside of her womb, where only her good husband's should have been deposited. By the time the constable creamed Pauline, the sergeant was up and ready for more. So he took over inside Pauline, whilst his junior recovered briefly before re-entering the WPC. And then they were off as before. A fast, furious gallop for the post. Once again the girls were implanted, each now bearing a mixed load.




Both girls were stripped down to their stockings and suspenders. Pauline lay on her back on the table, her thighs wrapped tightly round the waist of the sergeant. As he moved smoothly in and out, the WPC was stooping over her, kissing her sweetly and fondling her beautiful breasts. To complete the tableau, the detective constable was once more behind the bent-forward policewoman, his hands gripping her tightly round the waist whilst he impaled her with long, steady strokes.

Pauline sighed with pleasure. It was like being made love to three times over. Not only did she have DS Sherman working away inside her, but, as she and the WPC kissed, she could almost feel the constable's penis working away in the other girl. Indeed, it was almost as if it was inside her, as well as the WPC. And the constable sensed the same. Every time he pushed forward it seemed that he was entering both women. Entering the WPC and, at the same time, pushing through her into Pauline. It was a unique experience, he thought to himself. This lovely blonde housewife, and the sexy little WPC whose ruttish rear end the whole of the CID had been hunting for the past six months. Hunting, but failing to entrap. Well, when it slipped back into bed with her husband this evening, it might well blush at the thought of how it had now been nailed twice in a night. But that paled into insignificance when it came to Blondie. What in God's name would her husband think if he knew of all that had passed through her in a single day! And which, of course, was still continuing to pass . . .

The lovemaking proceeded slowly and smoothly, the girls savouring each other's mouths and breasts and the stark contrast between those and the hard hot flesh that was probing them below the waist. The contrast became even greater as the men started to increase their pace. The girls clung to each other, kissing and stroking and petting each other reassuringly, whilst at the same time wriggling against the intruding organs. Now both girls could feel both men - one penetrating directly and one inside the other girl. With her mouth crammed full of the WPC's succulent little tongue, Pauline felt the sergeant slip his hands under her buttocks and push a fingertip into her bottom. The effect was electric, and her orgasm was instantly revived. Knowing that the police girl would wish to experience the same thrill, Pauline reached out for her smooth round rump. Immediately the WPC started to spasm as well. Now the girl's mouths were glued to each other, whilst their other two openings were both being probed. Tears of pleasure splashed down their cheeks as they hugged and kissed each other, and wriggled their plump little bottoms in delight.

The WPC lifted her face for a moment, her eyes bright and staring. ‘I love you!’ she groaned with feeling.

‘I love you, too!’ Pauline replied.

Then they were kissing once again, even more fervently than before, hands delicately cupping boobs and bottoms as they squirmed and came.

Inflamed by the sight of the lesbian love, the men gritted

their teeth and fucked as fast as they could. But this only served

to make the girls love each other even more. ‘Bugger this!’ muttered the sergeant, thrusting into Pauline with all his might. ‘I'm going to give her all she deserves, and a great deal more as

well . . !’

And indeed he did. Nevertheless, the men were eventually exhausted and spent. They flopped down into their chairs, leaving the girls still locked in each other's arms on the table, mouths together, hands and fingers exploring each other's two tight little openings, as well as boobs and nipples. Softly and gently they started to climax, sighing sweetly as they did so. A sort of slow, dream-like climax that only a girl can give to another girl. For several long minutes they shared it, the men staring in fascination as the girls squirmed tenderly in each other's loving embrace, fingers stroking and touching each other where they knew it would have maximum effect. Fingers stroking and touching in the manner that only a girl knew. In the manner that only a girl would understand - each of them instinctively knowing the needs of the other.

Pauline moved to the middle of the table and, without interrupting their kiss, the WPC climbed on top of her. Clitoris now rubbed against clitoris, nipples against nipples. And hands roved slowly over plump little female bottoms, enjoying the refreshingly different feel of soft smooth flesh. And still both girls continued to orgasm slowly and sweetly, each basking in the warmth and luxury of the other's oh-so-gentle love.

But finally it was over. With a sigh of regret they separated and regained their feet, each of them flushed in the face and short of breath. ‘That was lovely!’ murmured the WPC. ‘I'm sorry about your bottom. I just got carried away.’

‘I'm used to it,’ Pauline said simply, stooping as demurely as possible to collect her scattered garments from the floor. ‘There seems to be something about my poor posterior that just attracts major abuse!’

‘There certainly is!’ the detective sergeant agreed with feeling, his eyes riveted to the object in question, as were the eyes of the other two officers present. The WPC wondered, not for the first time in her life, exactly what it was that she found so appealing about another girl's soft shapely buttocks. Did all women feel the same way?

‘Can I go now?’ Pauline asked over her shoulder, her pouting bare bottom wriggling from side to side as she struggled to fasten her front-loading bra. ‘When I'm dressed, I mean,’ she added with a giggle.

The detective sergeant was sprawled back in a chair, naked, but slack below the waist. ‘Not quite yet,’ he wheezed, his gaze still glued to her rear end.

‘But I thought you were just going to caution me?’

‘I am. But it has to be ratified, you know.’

‘Ratified?’ she enquired with a frown.

‘Yes. Accepted by the others. The other officers involved in the case. They have to agree to the caution. It's only a formality, of course.’

‘Who are they?’

‘The two other plain-clothed officers who took part in the raid. The duty sergeant and the duty inspector. And, I suppose, the chief superintendent who's in charge of the station tonight.’

She turned to face him, dressed in only her bra, suspenders and stockings, and high heels, the rest of her clothes clutched in her hands. ‘What exactly does ratification entail?’ she asked tiredly, pressing her thighs together in an effort to stem the downward flow of her favourite substance.

‘Well, let's put it like this,’ he said slowly. ‘I wouldn't bother to put your knickers on yet, if I were you.
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Full Ratification




Pauline was in a police cell. But, unusually, the door was only secured from the inside. It was a pleasant, modern cell with a comfortable bed, toilet, wash basin and a rack of paper towels. All of which had been put to good use over the course of the preceding hours. Hours during which a constant stream of police officers had visited the cell for reasons of the flesh. Some on more occasions than one. Indeed, some on more occasions than two. Lying on her back with her eyes wearily closed, Pauline wasn't at all sure whether it was the duty sergeant or the chief superintendent who was mounting her at that particular moment in time. It might even be that red-haired detective constable, she said to herself. The one with the freckles and the really cheeky grin. No, it was DC Greene, she remembered. The one who'd been the first to sort her out in the interview room, all that time ago. He'd nipped back to see her again after the chief super had finished. He'd said that he knew he shouldn't, bearing in mind he'd already had his fair share. But he just couldn't get her out of his mind, he'd told her. Which was a bit of a compliment, really, she supposed . . .

The detective constable slid both hands underneath her and squeezed her buttocks affectionately. ‘You're still hot from the spanking,’ he murmured into her ear.

She pushed up with her groin to meet him. ‘I haven't had much chance to recover,’ she said ruefully.

‘At least it's more fun than going to court.’

‘There is that to it,’ she panted, as she felt her insides starting to spasm again.

‘Do you always come so often?’ the constable asked, intrigued.

‘Yes,’ she only just managed to gasp, wide-eyed and flushed in the face.

The coitus continued at a smooth, even pace, the officer moving steadily in and out of her as he returned his mouth to the bounty of her sharply pointed nipples. When was all this going to end, she wondered. She'd had more sex in one day than many lusty young wives would have in several weeks. She must have been on the job for a total of more than twelve hours. Actually on the job, she meant. Actually rutting away with one man or another, ignoring the breaks in between. Since she'd got up that morning, she must actually have been packed with penis for a total-of at least twelve hours. It was amazing that her poor pussy was still able to cope. But not only was she coping, the good little girl was still responding in the way she always did . . .

And who was to say how much more she'd have to take? The queue of plain-clothed peelers outside the door seemed endless. She'd already missed the last train home. But that didn't matter too much. She'd phoned Michael and made an excuse. And the duty inspector had assured her he'd arrange her a lift in a squad car. This had been when he'd been bonking her for the second time that night. So the train timetable really wasn't a problem . . .

‘Oh!’ she suddenly squealed, as the detective constable unexpectedly started to prod her with a new-found determination.




Meanwhile, in the corridor outside the cell, two young uniformed officers of the law were stooping with their eyes to the spy hole in the door. ‘Jesus Christ!’ breathed one, watching the DC poling Pauline on the bunk as if his life was at stake.

‘What a sight!’ his colleague groaned under his breath. ‘And what a lovely piece of pussy! Just imagine waking up beside that every morning!’

‘I'd never have gone to sleep in the first place. I'd have been stuck right up it all night. Just look at that face, and those boobs . . !’

‘And that lovely pink fanny! Doesn't it look a treat?’ For several minutes they stood silent and still, gaping in awe at the wondrous sight. At the wondrous spectacle that was unfolding less than six feet from where they stood. With each backward movement from the DC they were granted a clear view of shaven, wide-open quim, housing just the tip of a bulging erection. With every forward thrust they were treated to the sound of slithering male organ and Pauline's gasps and moans of welcome. They could see the look of pleasure on her face each time she was penetrated to the full. They could hear the squeals of feminine delight as one climax followed hard on the heels of the last.

‘She's certainly enjoying herself,’ whispered one of the voyeurs. ‘What an enthusiast!’

‘I hope the CID hurry up and finish,’ murmured the other. ‘Fred has slipped twenty quid into their Christmas fund to let the boys in blue have a turn as soon as they're through.’

‘They could be at it all night,’ objected the first. ‘They keep coming back for more.’

‘Well, it's worth waiting for, isn't it? When was the last time you had the chance to pork a prime piece of totty like that?’

‘Never,’ the first cop admitted at once. ‘You could pay hundreds of quid for a top-class call girl, and still not get one that's half as tasty. Christ, just look at her go! Just look at the way she's heaving her fanny up and down! She'll break the bloody bunk!’

‘Come on, miss!’ the first young man urged under his breath. ‘Polish off that sodding detective so the uniformed lads can make a start on that tight little twat!’

But it was not to be. Just as it seemed that the DC was about to be blown away, he suddenly withdrew and clambered to his feet beside the bed, his over-extended member waggling stiffly and wetly as it pointed up at the ceiling. Pauline was then turned over onto her front, much to the appreciation of the two officers outside. All three men were thus offered a splendid view of her incredibly sexy bare bottom, the hot, crimson cheeks surrounded by the snow-white lace of her suspenders and stocking tops. The cheeks themselves were rounded and saucily dimpled and the cleft between them was deep and ran almost all the way up to her spine. The twin peaks of her bottom pointed proudly up in the air, facing slightly away from each other.

‘I think I'm going to cream my boxers!’ groaned one of the uniformed men. ‘Just look at the bum on that . . . !’

‘Just imagine shooting your lot all over it!’ croaked the other. ‘Wouldn't that be something else?’

A thought that had not entirely escaped the detective constable as he stood beside the bunk, slowly running the palm of his hand over each pouting cheek in turn. He slid the tip of his finger down the valley that lay between them, making her shudder. ‘You have a really beautiful body!’ he breathed. ‘But I suppose you've heard that dozens of times before?’

She twisted her head and looked up at him. ‘Once or twice,’ she blushed.

Gently he squeezed the whole of her smooth left buttock in one hand, his fingers dipping deep into the cleft. ‘I just can't believe that anyone can be so pretty down here. No wonder you're always ending up over somebody's knee.’

‘You men!’ she blushed again.

He patted her lightly, making both cheeks curtsy and bob up and down. Her soundly spanked bottom was easily the most erotic sight he'd ever encountered. His penis ached uncomfortably with the way it was so incredibly rigid and swollen - so painfully stretched and strained. And he knew that his balls were huge. Huge and heavy with fluid. Even though they'd already produced prodigious quantities that evening. He stared hard at the honey-smooth cheeks that undulated gracefully with every pat of his hand. They'd been nicely decorated already, after been bent over the table in the interview room and flayed by the WPC. But now it was time to decorate them further. In a rather different way . . .

The DC climbed back onto the bed and knelt over Pauline's thighs, his legs on either side of hers. Then he eased himself forward so that the tip of his bursting erection nosed its way just inside the entrance to her vagina. He remained squatting over her, working the tip in and out of the hot, wet little opening, whilst continuing to gaze down at the sweetly upturned cheeks.

Every now and then he thrust much further inside her, marvelling at the heat he suddenly found all around. Faster and faster he frigged the end of his end, his eyes still glued hungrily to buttocks that bounced in time with each push.

Now he delved faster and deeper, concentrating all his attention on the area of fine firm flesh over which he intended to deposit the fruit of his loins. He could see that the texture was of the highest quality imaginable. Slippery-smooth and silky, and totally unblemished - apart from the aftermath of the spanking.

Smooth, silky cheeks lying in wait for him, so immaculately moulded and shaped that he felt a sharp stab of physical pain.

As his excitement reached a crescendo, he tried to visualise exactly how they would look once he'd spurted thickly and profusely all over them. That was enough. Holding the mental image of those plump little cheeks absolutely drenched and dripping with seed, he threw back his head and let fly.

‘Geronimo!’ he cried as he did so, jerking back his groin, just in the nick of time.

He looked down and was thrilled to see the first glutinous white stream splattering diagonally across the bare cheeks of her bottom, up to and beyond her suspender belt. Proudly it clung to her as the next jet spewed over the high point of her glossy left cheek, reaching as far as the first. Then the third sticky effusion cascaded down over the other cheek, and well past the small of her back. More followed at speed, coating her pert, perfect buttocks and dribbling down the gap in between. Pauline wriggled her hips enthusiastically, enjoying the heat of each fresh ejaculation as it splashed across her. She could feel one large globule teasing and tickling the hole of her bottom as it trickled steadily down. A final plume streaked out and landed exactly in the long, deep divide between the cheeks.

The detective constable stared at his handiwork. She was absolutely awash. He'd never dreamt that he'd have so much still to exude. Great thick gobs of his come stuck to the crest of each buttock, whilst more oozed slowly down the sides. He admired the way in which the pale creamy colour contrasted so nicely with the fiery red flesh of her flanks. Which was the hottest, he wondered. Which was actually the hottest, the come or the fat little bum?

Pauline took a long, deep breath and closed her eyes so that she could concentrate on the sensation. She supposed it was really quite pleasant to be done like that. Just every now and then. Just for a bit of a change. She liked the way she could feel his fluid seeping into her bottom. That had always been a very sensitive part of her body. And she also liked the feel of it dribbling down her in all directions. Danny Steed had been the first to want to finish her off in this way. He'd also been the first to want to do other things to her, as well. But she'd better not let herself dwell on that right now . . .

Oh! That was rather nice! The way that the warm, wet substance was now running slowly over both openings at once. The way that it was tickling her in both places and making her climax just ever so slightly. If she pressed her clit down into the mattress, she'd be able to come even more . . .

Spent but still very rigid, and still squatting over her thighs, the detective constable poked a fingertip gently into her bottom. ‘I don't suppose I could put it in here?’ he asked rather thickly, swallowing hard at the thought. ‘Just a couple of inches or so?’

Pauline turned her head to look back at him through a faceful of hair. ‘If you want to,’ she said softly. ‘I rather like it that way, as a matter of fact.’

'Look at that!’ exclaimed one of the watchers on the far side of the door. ‘Look at the way he's dicking her bum!’

‘The bugger!’ retorted his colleague.




Pauline opened her eyes and was surprised to find that the fair-haired boy had been replaced by the detective inspector. Try as she might, she couldn't recall the transition. Had she cleaned up between them? She really couldn't say. She couldn't remember a thing. But it was hardly surprising, she said to herself with a sigh. The men all seemed to run into one another, after a while. But despite all that had passed through her that day, her insides were still reacting in the only way they knew how. Each push and thrust was just as exciting as ever. Well . . . nearly as exciting, she supposed she really ought to say. After all, she was now very tired indeed. Almost robot-like, in fact. In between orgasms, she was just lying here, legs apart, moving her groin slowly up and down and letting them do as they would . . .

Now he was new! The young lad who was currently beavering away between her legs. She hadn't seen him before. He wasn't one of the officers in the raid, nor was he the duty sergeant, duty inspector, nor the chief superintendent in charge of the place. Perhaps he was the police driver who was going to take her home? Well, whoever he was, he was doing a very good job indeed. He was starting to bring her off all over again. And, as far as she could remember, she'd only just finished! Not that she could be sure whether she'd only just finished with him, or with the person before. It was all rather confusing. But whoever it had been with, this present one was really working her up and making her spasm and squirm. Perhaps it was because he was so young and enthusiastic? And very good looking, as well.

Or perhaps it was due to the length and girth of his weapon, and the way it was bludgeoning the neck of her womb? She couldn't wait for his fluid! She couldn't wait to feel it gushing into her womb. She just knew that it would be hot and plentiful. Scalding hot, and lovely and thick . . .

Pauline was far from disappointed. The first squirt was so powerful that it made her gasp with surprise. And it was followed by much more of the same. Strong, boiling hot bursts that sluiced into her, reactivating her own climax at once. It was like doing it with her own lovely Michael, she thought to herself, as she continued to wriggle. His dick felt so similar. And his fluid burnt her in almost exactly the same way.

He gazed down into her face. ‘God, you're beautiful!’ he croaked.

‘So are you,’ she whispered with a smile.

‘I've never come so much in my life! I don't seem to be able to stop.’

‘Don't stop, then,’ she giggled, squeezing his hard male haunches in her hands.

Pauline said good-bye to the nice young man with a sigh of regret. Then it was back to the semi-anonymous bonking of before. With her eyes closed, she lay back on the bed and simply took whatever came along. Her climaxes were fewer now, because she was dreadfully tired. She mustn't let herself fall asleep altogether, she warned herself sternly. That would seem terribly rude. But she could no longer motivate herself to slide off the bed between bouts. She'd already given in to exhaustion and was just lying here not bothering about the wash basin and loo. It didn't seem to worry the men, anyway. They seemed perfectly happy to poke her whatever her condition might be. And she was very fond of the stuff, after all. It was her most favourite substance . . . Who was doing it to her now? She really hadn't the faintest idea. Nor had she a clue how many there'd been before him . . .

Pauline peeped through her eyelids at the man who was working away lustily on top of her. She wasn't at all surprised that by the fact that she'd never seen him before. She giggled to herself. They must have sent out for reinforcements! She could vaguely remember him slipping into her about five minutes ago - less than ten seconds after his predecessor had vacated the cell. But she'd just felt too weary to be as polite as she should. She'd simply murmured 'hello' - without even opening her eyes. Mind you, she wasn't so far gone that she couldn't appreciate the way he was delving inside her. She'd just lie back here, gyrating her hips slowly but rhythmically, and wait for the super-stiffness of his tool to do the trick. She knew she ought to do more, but she couldn't. She'd just lie back here and enjoy the feel of him slithering in and out . . .




Thirty minutes or so later, she opened her eyes once again. There on top of her was a portly, red-faced man of about fifty, his blue workman's dungarees round his ankles. ‘Who are you?’ she asked drowsily, as he continued to pump. ‘You're not a policeman, are you?’

‘No,’ he admitted at once. ‘All the coppers are just lolling around in the canteen, looking shagged-out. I'm just the cleaner. I walked in here with my bucket and mop, and there you were, lying on the bed fast asleep, with your legs apart. You looked so nice I just couldn't resist it. I'm sorry. Do you want me to stop . . ?’

‘No,’ she sighed wearily. ‘That's okay. You might as well finish it off. After all, everyone else has . . .’

‘My mate's cleaning the next-door cell,’ he puffed. ‘I don't suppose you could manage another very quick go . . ?’

Pauline looked at her watch. ‘I'm afraid I'm getting a lift home in just over a quarter of an hour,’ she said doubtfully. ‘It'll have to be quick. And so will you, come to that . . .’

‘You needn't worry about me, miss!’ he panted, starting to splash and splatter her insides.

‘That feels nice!’ she whispered.

He twisted so that he could shout out through the door of the cell. ‘Tony! Nick! Tim!’ he bellowed over his shoulder. ‘Get in here quick if you want a slice of really sweet arse! And one of you go and get Keith and Andrew from upstairs.’

‘Hey!’ she protested in alarm.

‘Don't worry, love. With a right little cracker like you, they'll be through you almost before they've begun.’

And, sad though it is to relate, he was more or less speaking the truth. Spurred on by the lack of time and the quality of the flesh, all five of them ran through her in a matter of minutes, making her wriggle and gasp. With time to spare, she was able to slide off the bunk and squelch her way - almost reluctantly - towards the wash basin. She sighed to herself. She knew it was absolutely dreadful, but she had to admit that she'd never felt so wonderfully fulfilled and satisfied. So deliciously used, and completely content. All those men, all day and all night, one after another, pumping her full of their lovely thick juices . . .




As Pauline walked towards the waiting police car, WPC Gilmore flew down the police station steps. ‘Pauline!’ she gasped. ‘I thought I'd missed you.’

‘Oh, hello.’

The policewoman thrust a scrap of paper into her hand. ‘This is my phone number!’ she panted.

‘I'm off duty every Wednesday night. Will you give me a ring? I'd love to see you again.’

Pauline stared into her face. ‘I might do,’ she replied after a while.

The WPC was gone and Pauline reached for the back door handle. ‘Front seat, miss,’ the uniformed driver called through the open window.

Ten minutes later Pauline lifted her head from his lap and peered out of the car, his scalding hot organ in her hands. ‘This doesn't look like the quickest way home,’ she protested mildly.

‘It isn't. We're on our way to Bow Street Magistrates Court.’

‘But it's the middle of the night?’

‘The court is open twenty-four hours a day over the weekend.’

‘I thought I was only being cautioned.’

‘You are. But the stipendiary magistrate was so interested to hear about your case that he felt he should also ratify matters himself.’

Pauline sat up in the car seat. ‘I don't suppose one more will make all that much difference,’ she sighed heavily, at the same time slipping her knickers off over her feet. ‘There've been so many already . . .’

‘Don't forget me!’ muttered the police driver, nodding down at the long, bulging penis that was pointing rigidly up from his wide open flies. ‘You're supposed to be using your mouth . . .’

Quickly she went down on his groin once again, her bare bottom now peeping out cheekily from below the hem of her mini-skirt. ‘I am,’ she mumbled indistinctly, but it sounded more like 'Har-harm.’




‘So you've already been cautioned,’ asked the stipendiary, sitting behind the desk in his private office.

‘Yes, sir,’ said Pauline, standing on the far side of the desk, the salty taste of the driver still appetisingly fresh in her mouth.

‘And corporally punished, as well?’

‘Yes, sir,’ she replied with a blush.

‘Show me the extent of the punishment.’

‘Pardon . . ?’

‘You heard me, Mrs Peach, I'm sure.’

Pauline turned her back on the magistrate and slowly lifted her skirt. The redness had faded slightly, but it was clear that she'd been soundly spanked on her bottom and upper thighs.

‘That seems to be in order,’ he murmured, standing up and reaching for his zip. ‘I think I can probably go along with that. Just bend forward and place your hands on your knees . . .’




‘I thought you weren't supposed to park on the hard shoulder of a motorway?’ gasped Pauline, as she bounced up and down on the passenger seat.

‘It's okay if you're a police car,’ panted the driver, kneeling on the floor between her outstretched legs and pumping her pussy for all he was worth. ‘And if the blue light's flashing.’

'This is appalling!’ she groaned. ‘Not only am I going to get back to my husband with a bright red bottom, but also with my knickers full of your come!’

‘There's a police station on the way,’ puffed the driver. ‘You could clean up in there if you like.’

‘No thanks,’ she replied at once. I don't think I want to go near another one of those tonight . . .’






PART II




FIVE FINAL INSTALMENTS
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Monday, Monday




It was Monday morning at the office. George Franks lounged comfortably back in his chair, pale blue smoke curling up from the cigarette he held in his right hand. ‘I hear very good reports of you from Susan,’ he murmured, flicking ash into a nearby receptacle.

Pauline blushed and looked away. ‘You mean . . .?’

‘Yes. Susan from the Unicorn Massage Parlour. It seems her husband somehow managed to get all the charges dropped against her and the other girls.’

‘Oh,’ gulped Pauline, staring down at her feet in embarrassment.

‘Although she tells me that you managed to work your ticket to freedom all on your own?’

‘Sort of . . .’

‘Did you know that there was a major break-in at the jewellery shop right opposite the police station? In the early hours of Sunday morning? Whilst you were still inside?’

‘No.’

‘Well, there was. And apparently none of the police officers heard the alarm or noticed anything amiss. I wonder why?’

‘Er, well . . .’

‘I'm told they've all been suspended, pending a disciplinary enquiry.’

‘Oh dear!’

‘I wonder how they'll be able to explain their movements at the crucial time?’

‘I really don't know.’

‘Surely they can't all have been shagging you, all at the same time?’

‘Of course not . . .’

‘On the other hand, judging from what I know about you, maybe they could?’

‘What a rotten thing to say!’

‘I suppose you're here to ask for the return of the photographs?’

‘You promised me, George. And the negatives as well.’

‘I know I did. And I shall keep to my word.’

‘Oh, thank heavens for that!’

‘Eventually.’

‘Pardon?’

‘Eventually I shall keep to my promise and hand them all over to you.’

‘But that's not what you said at all! You said you just wanted one last favour. That's what you said on the phone. And that's what I most certainly provided.’

‘Oh, I'm not asking for any more favours, Mrs Peach. Not

at all.’

‘What, then?’

‘I'm not asking you for anything. I'm simply telling you that eventually you'll get the photos. By Friday of this week, on my calculations.’

‘Why Friday?’

He smiled grimly. ‘Because there are four sets of photos and one set of negatives, making five in all. The same number of days we have in a working week.’

‘So you'll get one set every morning this week.’

‘I thought you said you weren't asking me for anything?’

‘I'm not. I'm simply telling you how you'll get them from me. One set of thirty-six at a time . . . In the same manner that you got away with a caution last Saturday night. In the same manner that you earned it at the hands of that sexy little lady PC.’

Pauline gasped in dismay. ‘You mean . . ?’

‘I mean that I'm not asking for any further favours - I'm going to punish you instead.’

‘George!’

‘I'm going to punish you every morning this week. I'm going to burn that fat little arse of yours every day for a week! I'm going to burn it alive! I'm going to burn it so thoroughly that you'll have to stand up all day to type! I'm going to burn it so fiercely that you'll be able to flash fry a steak on each cheek!’

‘But you said . . .’

‘I said I'd be asking no more favours. And I'm not. I'm simply advising you of what I'm going to do to you every single morning this week.’

‘But it's so unfair! So grossly unfair!’

‘Unfair or not, it's what I'm going to do. Assuming you still want the photographs? And the negatives as well?’

‘Of course I do,’ she snapped.

George held up a long wooden clothes brush, which was shaped like a miniature cricket bat. Pauline gazed at it in fear and trepidation. ‘There are thirty-six prints or negatives in each set,’ he said slowly and deliberately. ‘I intend to plant this charming little plaything across you thirty-six times every morning - with all the power I can muster. Thirty-six times, as hard as I can.’

‘Oh, crumbs!’

‘Thirty-six times, starting right now. Thirty-six times on each cheek! Thirty-six times on each randy, ruttish little cheek!’

Two minutes later Pauline was blushing furiously as she lay across him. As she lay there, folded snugly over his lap, her short black skirt round her waist and her little white knickers strung tightly across her uppermost thighs. George stared balefully down at the bare, honey-smooth cheeks that pouted up at him so provocatively. This ruttish little bottom was so infuriatingly pretty. It was so perfectly sculpted and formed that it absolutely screamed out to be put to the torch. Those saucy, pearly-pink orbs were so immaculately shaped and flawless that they positively pleaded to be abused with all his might. How he longed to mistreat them! How he longed to roast them alive! How he craved to watch them discolour whilst she yelped and yelled with pain! Each hard, heartless blow from the clothes brush would produce such a wondrous result. Within only a few seconds the sheer and utter perfection of this randy little rear end would be a thing of the past. Within seconds these big, shiny-smooth buttocks would be bouncing and blushing fiercely with pain. And how they'd continue to bounce and blush thereafter! Time and again he'd punish them with one loud, fleshy crack after another. One loud, fleshy crack of wood across the very plumpest part of each impudently upturned cheek. What music that would be to his ears! That, and the screams of pain. And how he'd be able to feast his eyes on those angrily reddening globes that were currently gleaming up at him with such impertinent pride!

And now it was time to begin. Now it was time to punish this fat little bottom until it was raw. Now it was time to make her wish she'd never spent the past four weeks swishing these big, bouncy buttocks back and forth so tantalisingly before his eyes. These big, bouncy, bare buttocks that would - very soon - be burning with a ferocity she'd never be able to endure.

Pauline groaned to herself. How horribly embarrassing! How horribly embarrassing and humiliating! Her totally bare bottom peeping right up at him, literally right under his nose! But at least he'd had the foresight to lock his office door before draping her over his knee and peeling back her apparel.

She supposed she should have expected something like this. George Franks was such a rotten sod that she should have known he wouldn't simply hand her the photos without any further demands on her person.

It would have been bad enough if he'd only been intending to use his hand. But that wicked-looking clothes brush would punish her poor, bare little cheeks even more than Mr Davis-Davies' ruler had punished them last week. It was so hard and totally unyielding. It would burn her every bit as much as that awful George Franks had promised. It would absolutely roast her poor little unprotected rear end . . . But, in all honesty she supposed she thoroughly deserved it. She'd been so dreadfully unfaithful to Michael, right from the very word go. When she thought about the utterly appalling events of her wedding night - and Michael's awful cousins, the three terrible Brothers Trelawny - it made her blush to the very soles of her feet.

Yes, she could scarcely deny that she richly deserved all that she was now undoubtedly about to receive. Every painful, tear-jerking slap. She hadn't been entirely responsible for all that had happened to her over the last few days. But when she remembered her wedding night . . . and that awful Slim Trelawny! Not to mention his two younger brothers Tim and Jim . . .

Less than fifteen minutes later Pauline stood in the corner of George Frank's office, facing the wall, tears splashing down onto her smart silk blouse, and one hand cupped gingerly round each pouting, dark crimson cheek. The first of her five punishments had been administered with a force and determination that had made her howl at the top of her voice from start to finish. George lit another cigarette as he studied the hugely satisfying sight of her weeping away in the corner of his room, bare-bottomed and in obvious distress - like some naughty schoolgirl. Weeping profusely, and tenderly nursing her soundly spanked cheeks as if she feared they'd burst into flames. The long, hard clothes brush had dealt with her in a way he'd found utterly enthralling. It had splattered those saucy, plump, bouncing cheeks in the most delightful manner imaginable. And how it had made her yip and yelp! How it had made her wriggle and writhe and screech with pain!

Against her better judgement, Pauline darted a glance back over her shoulder, through a tangle of long blonde hair. ‘Keep facing the wall, Mrs Peach,’ he said bleakly. ‘I'll tell you when you can rearrange your clothing and leave.’

Pauline groaned to herself once again. She was in agony.

Her poor posterior was simply burning away. It was quite incapable of being soothed by the gentle ministrations of her hands. But at least one set of photographs was now reposing safely in her handbag on top of his desk. Only four more to go!

And there was another thing, too. She was definitely feeling a little less guilty about the unholy events of her wedding night and the first day of her honeymoon. She was definitely feeling a little bit better about the truly disgraceful way she'd behaved.

She'd tried telling herself - as the clothes brush had cracked down across her bottom so excruciatingly - that the beating from George ought to help to ease her conscience a tad. That it ought to help to expunge some of the guilt. And it did seem to have worked! She could now recall the appalling way in which she'd spent her wedding night without quite the same sort of sharp, stabbing remorse. Perhaps, if she thought about it a little further, right now, she'd start to feel even better? It was surely worth a try . . .

Let's see. Where should she start? Yes, that was right. Her meteoric fall from grace had all begun in earnest at the evening reception . . .




Pauline was standing at the edge of the dance floor, still in her full bridal outfit, including her veil and white elbow-length gloves. She took a sip of champagne and smiled as she surveyed the scene in the room. At last she was starting to feel good! At last she'd forgotten about Mark Walker, and now she was starting to feel fine. And the reception was proving to be a gigantic success. The hotel had certainly done her proud. The music from the disco was excellent, and so was the light show. The only slight blot on the landscape was the way she'd been hounded by those cousins of Michael's. Those eagle-eyed brothers who'd been staring at her throughout the church service. The two older ones had been ever so forward with her, particularly on the dance floor. But she'd forget all about them for the time being. At least they were leaving her alone at the moment . . .

Ouch! Her bottom still felt as if it was on fire! She'd be black and blue after the way they'd 'danced' with her. What a night to have to slide into bed with your rear end all covered in bruises! Still, Michael would understand. He was ever so good like that. And they were his own cousins, after all. Grief, what a terrible cheek those Trelawny brothers possessed! What a thing for Tim to have suggested to her! On her wedding night! Right in the middle of the dance floor! And as for the ringleader, Slim, what an awesome penis she'd felt pressed against her tummy during that slow number . . !

Yes, at last she was really feeling fantastic, despite the unwelcome attentions of those Cornish cousins, Slim and Tim.

And soon it would be time to slip into bed with her very own, very dear husband. Then the nuptial celebrations could really begin. She'd got one or two little surprises in store for Michael.

When he saw what she was wearing under her wedding dress, he'd definitely go berserk. Oh dear! She just hoped and prayed the two older Trelawny brothers hadn't left too much of their mark on her! Hopefully the fingerprints would have faded before it was time for bed. At least she could now sit down without having to hold her breath. That was certainly a start.

Perhaps, after all, it had been a mistake to wear G-string knickers? For the reception, anyway. They'd offered no protection at all against those wandering hands. In fact, the near-naked effect that they produced through the thin fabric of her snug-fitting bridal gown had positively encouraged the brothers to take even greater liberties with her. Mind you, there'd been no way of knowing in advance what incredibly cheeky young devils those two would prove to be . . .

Oh, lovely! Michael was heading towards her from the other side of the room. How she loved him! She'd never felt the same about anyone else, and she was sure she never would. He made her laugh and sing and feel . . . just wonderful. Maybe she hadn't been the world's most perfect fiancee. But all that was history now. Michael was all she'd ever wanted - and she'd make him the best wife a man had ever had.

‘Hello, sugarplum!’ cried Michael, folding his arms round her and then taking a proudly proprietorial hold on the cheekiest part of her person.

‘Hi, Mikey,’ she whispered sexily, wrapping both arms round

his neck and then inching forward until no part of her front

was not firmly in contact with the equivalent part of her

husband. ‘I was just thinking about you,’ she said. She leant

forward and slid a hot, hard little tongue deep into his mouth. ‘I love you, Mikey,’ she thought to herself, feeling herself melt

all the way into his body. ‘I always have . . . and I always, always

will . . .’




‘That shouldn't be allowed!’ moaned Slim Trelawny, gazing unhappily at the corner of the ballroom where the bride and groom were locked in passionate embrace. ‘It ought to be illegal!’

‘They are married,’ his brother Tim pointed out reasonably. ‘We've just been to the wedding. Surely you remember?’

‘That's precisely what I was meaning!’ snapped Slim. ‘Girls like this simply shouldn't be allowed to marry. It deprives the rest of the world. The government should forbid it. This type of woman should be kept back from wedlock and made freely available on prescription to anyone in need.’

‘That sounds like a good idea to me.’

‘The divorce rate would be halved at a stroke. State-licensed adultery simply wouldn't be grounds for divorce. And, of course, the other sort wouldn't be necessary.’

‘Brilliant, Slim! Quite brilliant!’

Slim stared thoughtfully across the room at Pauline. ‘I think that drastic measures might be called for tonight,’ he said slowly. ‘Perhaps the time has come at last to experiment with friend Peter's expensive little packet of party tricks?’

‘No, Slim! Surely not? Surely you can't . . ?’




*   *   *

'Oh, yes!’ gasped Pauline, finally breaking contact with Michael after at least five minutes of total intimacy. ‘You're going to make a lovely husband.’

‘It is as nothing,’ he declared loftily, carefully rearranging his trouser front, 'compared to that which is to come . . . Hamlet, Prince of Denmark, act II, scene III, line VII.’

‘Don't try to dazzle me with your literary knowledge, Mr Peach! I know jolly well what's to come. And it has absolutely nothing to do with Hamlet, Prince of Denmark. Or anyone else but you . . . I'm very glad to say.’




‘Quick!’ ordered Slim. ‘Cousin Michael has put her down at last. Get over there, Tim.’

‘What for?’

‘What for? What the hell sort of question is that? What have I just spent the last half hour talking to you about? Are you educationally subnormal or something? Can't I rely on you for anything? Do I have to explain everything to you at least twenty times?’

‘I'm going, Slim. I'm going. Don't panic. I'm on my way right now.’




As Michael returned to the bar to drink with his cousins, Pauline glanced over her shoulder and gulped. Oh, panic! It was Jim Trelawny heading straight towards her. Jim Trelawny, the youngest of Michael's three cousins from Cornwall. She'd hardly spoken to him all night. Just a quick peck on the cheek at the door to the reception. Would he prove to be as much of a handful as Slim and Tim?

‘Hello, Pauline,’ Jim whispered nervously. ‘Would you mind if I asked you to dance?’

‘Of course I wouldn't mind,’ she replied, slightly surprised - and relieved - at his very polite approach. ‘I'd love to dance.’

‘Oh, thank you. I wasn't sure whether I really ought to ask . . .’

Well, she thought to herself, it was beginning to look as if Jim wouldn't be nearly as forward as his brothers. That would make a nice change. They'd been gripping, groping and mauling her back and forth across the dance floor for the best part of the last three hours. Or the worst part, she supposed she really ought to say . . .

But Jim was only a baby in comparison. He was no more than seventeen at the very most. And he was much quieter and more polite than his brothers. Actually, he was quite cute, in a boyish sort of a way. But she must be careful to treat him like an adult. She didn't want to risk hurting his feelings.

‘How old are you, Jim?’ she asked as he led her towards the floor. ‘Nineteen, twenty, twenty-one?’

‘No. Not quite seventeen.’

‘Goodness! I'd never have thought it,’ she said with a smile, crossing her fingers behind her back as she spoke. ‘You're ever so tall for your age.’

‘And you're really lovely, Pauline!’ he sighed, gazing into her eyes as the slow smoochy music welcomed them onto the dance floor. ‘I think you're the loveliest girl I've ever seen in my life . . .’

‘Oh! How kind!’

‘Is it all right if I do this?’ he asked tentatively, sliding first one hand and then the other down past her waist and onto her slowly gyrating rear end.

‘Er, well, you shouldn't really, you know.’

‘But everyone else does it when they dance with you. I've seen them. Particularly Slim and Tim.’

‘Yes, well . . .’

‘I've been watching them closely.’

‘I see . . .’

‘They've been doing it all the time.’

‘I know . . .’

‘So why do you say I shouldn't?’

‘Well, er, what I meant to say was that you, urn, that you shouldn't actually ask . . .’

‘You mean it's all right to do it, but not to ask permission

first?’

‘Er, well . . . yes . . . I suppose that's just about it . . .’

Jim used both hands to knead the firm, bouncy cheeks of her bottom, the absence of conventional knickers enabling him to savour the smoothness and warmth, almost as if she was nude. ‘You're making me incredibly hard!’ he croaked into her ear, thrusting his crotch into her midriff so that she could tell he was speaking the truth.


‘Jim Trelawny! What a thing to say! At your age, too! You're nearly as bad as your brothers!’

‘I love you, Pauline. I wish you'd married me!’




For the next ten minutes Pauline swayed to the music, enjoying the way she was lubricating so nicely at the gentle pressure of Jim's hand across her bottom and his groin against her own. Then the DJ took a break, cutting the music and switching on the overhead lights. Pauline kissed the youngest Trelawny brother briefly but sweetly on the lips, and then turned towards the tabled area of the ballroom where her identical twin sister, Pennie, was sitting. She'd better be more careful with Baby Jim in the future, she warned herself wisely. He was rather sweet, but perhaps he wasn't quite as shy and innocent as she'd originally believed . . .

‘Cradle-snatching again?’ giggled Pennie, as Pauline sat down beside her.

‘Eh?’

‘That young lad you were dancing with. Isn't he a bit young to have glued to your groin?’

‘I didn't glue him to me!’ Pauline said indignantly.

‘You didn't unglue him, either,’ Pennie giggled again.

‘Did we see you dancing rather intimately with the lovely young bride?’ demanded Tim Trelawny, as his younger brother returned to the bar.

‘That's right,’ sighed Jim, his thoughts more than a million miles away. ‘She's wonderful! Really wonderful . . !’

‘And with your hands all over her body?’

‘Yes, why not?’

‘It was absolutely disgusting!’ said Tim, with a perfectly straight face.

‘A positive disgrace!’

‘But you and Slim were doing the same.’

‘The boy's out of control,’ snapped Tim. ‘He's far too young

for that sort of thing. You should send him up to bed this minute,

Slim.’

‘Hey! You can't do that!’

‘I suppose I should,’ Slim replied thoughtfully. ‘But, on the other hand, I may well need him later. For the very cunning plan that's beginning to formulate at the back of my mind. I'll tell you more about it later, Tim. When it's fully taken shape. In the meantime, go and find Cousin Michael. Buy him another drink. And Jim, for Christ's sake stay sober! If you foul this thing up, you'll never live to see seventeen!’

‘What an incredible body!’ groaned Slim Trelawny, leaning on the bar some forty minutes later and gaping lecherously at Pauline as she bent across a table to chat to two elderly relatives.

‘That wedding dress shows it off to perfection,’ breathed Tim, his eyes riveted to exactly the same spot. ‘It clings to her in all the right places.’

‘I've fallen in love with her,’ Baby Jim whispered to himself. ‘I wish I could do the same to her as I did to Polly Penryth . . !’




‘Hello there, Michael!’ cried Clive Calver, his life-long friend and rugby club team-mate. ‘You're an exceptionally lucky man!’

‘If I had a pint for everyone who's told me that today . . .’

‘You'd be as drunk as a skunk by now.’

‘Actually, I'm not doing so badly,’ grinned Michael. ‘I'd better ease up for a while.’

‘Pauline should have listened to me. I told her a thousand times she was far too good for you.’

‘So did a million others.’

‘We can't all be wrong about it, can we?’ said Clive.

‘I guess not. God knows why she decided to marry me.’

‘Well no-one else does, that's for sure.’

‘Thanks, pal!’

‘Don't mention it, mate. Have another drink instead.’

Pauline caught the eye of Jim Trelawny, and smiled. He was ever so sweet, she sighed wistfully to herself. He was much, much nicer than his two older brothers. They were terribly wild and abandoned. But Baby Jim was really quite gentle. And she could tell how much he fancied her. Ever since they'd finished dancing he'd spent all the time staring across the room at her. Perhaps she'd ask him to dance with her again? After all, it couldn't do any harm. He was just a growing lad and could develop an inferiority complex if she treated him badly. Not that she ever treated anyone badly. Not intentionally, anyway. She could never bring herself to hurt people's feelings. In a way, she supposed, that had been responsible for quite a lot of her troubles. Her past troubles, she meant to say. Everything was going to change now. She was married to an absolute angel of a husband. There was no way she was going to cheat on him again. No, not ever, ever again . . .




‘Go and collect Cousin Michael,’ Slim hissed at his brother Tim.

‘Surely not again?’

‘Yes. Go and get him again.’

‘It will never work . . .’

‘Do as I say, pip-squeak! Do as I say - and stop moaning.’

‘Suppose he doesn't want to come over here?’

‘Of course he does. He's family, isn't he?’

‘Yes . . .’

‘So go and get him. And buy him a good stiff drink. He's not doing anything at the moment. Just standing there against the wall, glaring murderously at that bloke at the bar. The one who's supposed to have shagged the bride senseless in a beach hut. Lucky bugger!’

‘All rights Slim. If you insist.’

‘I certainly do. You've still got the necessaries, haven't you?’

‘Of course I have,’ Tim replied wearily, patting the breast pocket of his jacket. ‘Who do you take me for? Jim?’

‘Just make sure you keep them safe. You remember how much trouble friend Peter had getting them for me?’

‘Yes, Slim. I remember.’

‘They cost over fifty quid.’

‘I know, I know . . .’

‘And tell Brother Jim to come and talk to me again. There's a lot of very careful explaining that has to be done - if progress is going to be made.’




The three Brothers Trelawny stood at the hotel bar, one glass in front of each of them. There was a fourth glass on the bar, immediately to the left of Tim's. It belonged to Michael, but he'd left it momentarily unattended. The glass was standing there, three-quarters full of whisky, as Tim glanced sideways at Slim. The latter looked quickly around the ballroom, then nodded to his younger brother.

Baby Jim closed his eyes and tried to concentrate all his thoughts on the spectacular contours of Pauline's gorgeous boobs and bottom. Boobs and bottom so clearly discernible through the tightly stretched material of her wedding dress. Boobs and bottom he'd spent most of the evening admiring and desiring. In common with all of the other male guests present, as well as some of the females.

‘All done,’ said Tim, returning the small packet to his pocket. ‘I hope you know what you're doing, Slim?’

‘Of course. Here comes Cousin Michael. Drink up and hand him his glass.’

‘Not for the moment,’ laughed Michael, as Tim offered him the drink. ‘I've promised to chat to a couple of wrinkly relatives. And to get Pauline a suitcase from the car. I'll be back in a bit. Keep the drink for me.’

‘Oh, we will,’ Slim Trelawny muttered under his breath. ‘Oh yes, we most certainly will.’




The disco had finished and Pauline was standing in front of the full-length mirror in the honeymoon suite, critically inspecting her appearance. She had bathed and then applied liberal quantities of her most expensive body oil, before slipping back into a fresh, lacy white G-string, stockings and garters, and then replacing her wedding dress as well as her elbow-length gloves and veil. She must forget all about Mark Walker, she reminded herself sternly. She must pretend that it had simply never happened. She must concentrate on Michael. On her own absolute angel of a husband.

She was fully dressed once again, so she was now ready for him to start to unwrap her, item by lacy little item. She was ready for the conjugal celebrations to begin in earnest. Or rather, in Pauline, she supposed she ought to say. Crumbs, that was really rather witty . . !

Her only concern was whether Michael would approve of her choice of garters, instead of suspenders. He was always so keen on suspenders and suspender belt, she remembered with affection. And white ones were always his favourite. But she'd spotted these really lovely garters in Chadd's last week, and had just felt impelled to buy them. They were snowy white and incredibly lacy and frothy, and she just loved them to pieces. They set off her long, silk-stockinged legs to perfection. At least, that was her view. But would Michael agree? Or would he have preferred her in suspenders . . ?

No, she was sure she'd made the right decision. Having studied herself in the mirror earlier, she was sure the choice was right. The laciness of the garters nicely emphasised the fact that she'd shaved her pubic hair for the sake of looking really good in her G-string. And she knew for certain that Michael would give one hundred and twenty-five percent approval to the G-string, and all that came with it.

She wished Michael would hurry up. She was really ready and willing. And she was quite certain that he'd be more than able.

Heavens, she'd completely forgotten about her shoes! Since she'd been going out with Michael she always wore three-inch high heels, even with trousers. In her heels, she was exactly six feet tall. Still a good three inches shorter than Michael, but tall enough to kiss and cuddle and whatever in total comfort. Ah, there they were at the side of the bed, where she'd kicked them off half an hour earlier . . .

Goodness, she was feeling impatient for Michael! She was really looking forward to the thoroughly good sorting-out she knew he'd provide. Her one worry was that he might be taking too much booze on board. When she'd come upstairs, he'd been at the bar with those awful Cornish cousins of his, still knocking back whisky and beer. But never mind. Michael was used to all that sort of thing; he had as good a head for alcohol as anyone at the rugby club. And he was quite sensible about it, too. So there was no risk that he'd overdo it. She was sure that he could hold his liquor just as well as those brothers Trelawny. And probably a great deal better. He'd arrive any minute now, full of carnal desires and absolutely bursting with love, or whatever. And that thought was making her nipples absolutely rock hard . . .

Suddenly there came a knock at the door. Michael at last, she told herself excitedly. Not long now until she'd be forced to let him peel off her wedding regalia, item by item, and then grant him his wicked way . . .

‘Daa-DUMM!’ cried Pauline, throwing open the bedroom door and flinging out her arms in an extravagant gesture of welcome.

‘Hello, my pretty,’ Slim Trelawny said smoothly. ‘I'm afraid we've brought you some rather bad news.’
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Ruby Tuesday




Tuesday morning arrived all too quickly for Pauline. After what had seemed no time at all, she was back in George Franks' office, standing in front of his desk, waiting for the second instalment of her punishment to commence. Another packet of photographs lay on the work surface before her, ready to be slipped into her handbag. ‘Take them, then, Mrs Peach,’ George ordered sharply, standing up as he spoke and turning towards the tall wooden chair by the window. The tall wooden chair on which he'd sat the morning before, tall wooden clothes brush in hand, and tall blonde secretary tucked tidily over his knee.

Red-faced and studiously avoiding his eyes, she settled herself across his lap, the light from the window playing enticingly on the spectacular swell of buttocks so clearly discernible through the tight-fitting seat of her smart, navy blue mini-skirt. Buttocks so perfectly shaped and formed that, lightly clad though they still were, they sucked his breath clean away. Big, bouncy buttocks, he thought to himself with intense satisfaction, that would soon be naked and trembling before him, just as they'd been yesterday.

George eased up the hem of her skirt, gazing in admiration at the contrast in colour between tiny, snow-white cotton knickers and dimpled round cheeks. Plump, juicy-ripe cheeks that were still swollen and sore from his previous exertions. The dark red hue had faded to a sullen pink, but there was no doubting that the fine, firm flesh was still tender and painful. Almost reluctantly, he slid the tautly stretched panties a couple of inches or so down towards her knees, fully exposing both twin mounds of delight to his eager view. ‘Very nice!’ he breathed, almost to himself. ‘Very, very nice indeed.’

Pauline knew that, once again, she was hot and sopping wet at the junction of her legs. Just like yesterday. Despite the pain and torment that lay ahead, she was as wet and wide open as could be. Or was it because of the pain, she wondered. Yes, she supposed to some extent it was. The pain, coupled with the feeling of complete femininity. The feeling of helpless submissiveness that always accompanied this sort of treatment. Particularly when, as now, she was folded neatly over the man's knee. There was something so utterly submissive about that. It was, she supposed, one of the ultimate acts of female surrender. You just had to lie there, snuggled warmly against his hard, male lap - red-faced and very bare-bottomed - and wait for him to hurt you as much as he liked . . .

Slowly and deliberately, George Franks raised his right hand high and took aim. Pauline screwed up her face in anguished anticipation. She must concentrate, she gasped to herself. She must continue to remind herself just how richly she'd earned this punishment. She must continue to recall the shocking events of her nuptial night - just as she'd done yesterday, when she'd been standing in the corner, cradling her scalding-hot bottom in both hands. That way, this second spanking in twenty-four hours might expel some more of the terrible guilt she'd been feeling for the past four and a bit weeks. It had certainly worked that way yesterday. The cruel application of the clothes brush across the soft, bouncy cheeks of her bottom had left her with her conscience quite a bit easier than it had been before.

So, then. Where had she got up to in her recollections? Oh, yes. That was right. She'd been waiting impatiently for Michael, and had just thrown open the door of the honeymoon suite to welcome him in . . .




*   *   *

'Hello, my pretty,’ Slim Trelawny said smoothly. ‘I'm afraid we've brought you some rather bad news.’

Pauline gasped in horror. Oh grief! What on earth was wrong? Michael was outside the door all right. But in a totally horizontal position. And carried by those dreadful Cornish cousins of his. Tim and Jim were each holding an arm whilst Slim was struggling to support both feet. She hoped he was only joking. But she had to admit that Michael did look to be genuinely out for the count . . .

‘Whatever's happened?’ she gasped, suddenly turning white.

‘Cousin Michael's just conked out,’ Slim replied coolly.

‘Poor devil just keeled over,’ Tim confirmed with a nod.

‘Fell flat on his face,’ said Slim. ‘Couldn't hold his liquor. Too much whisky.’

‘Much too much,’ agreed Tim.

‘We're very sorry, my pretty,’ said Slim. ‘We'd no idea that he had a weak head.’

‘But he hasn't!’ exclaimed Pauline, beginning to feel extremely worried. ‘Very much the opposite, in fact . . . Oh God! He isn't dead?’

‘No, no, no,’ soothed Slim. ‘Of course he isn't. He's just dead drunk. That's all.’

‘Just drunk and very incapable,’ added Tim.

‘Apart from that he's as fit as a fiddle,’ Slim reassured her.

‘Are you sure?’

‘Of course. Just listen. He's breathing quite normally See?’

‘He does seem to be all right.’

‘He is. He's fine. Just drunk.’

‘Let me feel his pulse.’

‘See what I mean?’ asked Slim, after thirty seconds or so. ‘He's just grossly bottled. Knocked out. Kaput.’

‘Well, that's a relief!’ she breathed. ‘His pulse is perfectly okay.’

‘He's just horribly elephant's trunk,’ smiled Tim.

‘Pardon . . ?’

‘Horribly drunk,’ explained Slim.

‘Oh, I see.’

‘And also rather heavy,’ Slim pointed out reasonably. ‘We had a terrible job getting him upstairs. Shall we come in and put him down on the bed?’

‘Oh yes, of course. I'm sorry. I know he's awfully heavy. Do come in and put him down. I'm sorry to keep you standing out here at the door. I was just so worried . . .’

‘That's quite all right, my pretty,’ Slim replied with a dazzling smile. ‘You're upset, that's all,’ he added, helping to heave Michael's senseless bulk onto the edge of the jumbo-sized bridal bed.

‘God, that's a relief!’ gasped Tim. ‘He must weigh at least a ton!’

Pauline stared at her unconscious husband with concern. He was completely dead to the world. Completely out of his head. Yet his pulse and breathing were quite normal. And his complexion was fine, as well. But he just lay, eyes shut, sleeping peacefully, for all the world like a great big overgrown baby. It was all very peculiar. Very peculiar indeed. And also extremely worrying . . .

‘I think I ought to call a doctor. I've never seen him this way before. He's got ever such a good head for alcohol. Usually . . .’

‘Oh, there's no need to do that,’ Slim said breezily. ‘He'll be fine in a few hours.’

‘No, no. He's perfectly all right,'Tim urgently assured her. ‘Just a little bit boozed. Just tired and emotional, as the early spin-doctors once put it. That's all.’

‘I'm not so sure . . .’

‘Yes, yes. I've seen the symptoms a million times before.’

‘So have I, my pretty,’ urged Slim. ‘One moment you're fine and dandy. The next you've suddenly been taken seriously drunk.’

‘I don't think the doctor would be too pleased,’ Tim pointed out reasonably. ‘Being called out at this time of the night, just because Michael's sleeping it off.’

‘Oh dear . . !’

‘Don't worry so much, my lovely,’ purred Slim. ‘He'll wake up in a couple of hours or so feeling just great. And just itching to get on with the main business of the evening, as well. You'll see.’

‘Do you really think so?’

‘Yes, of course.’

‘I do hope you're right.’

‘Of course I am. I'm always right, aren't I, Tim?’

‘Always, Slim,’ Tim confirmed at once.

‘Supposing it isn't the whisky?’

‘It is. I can assure you. We've seen it plenty of times before.’

‘Thousands,’ Tim said with a nod.

‘In two hours' time there'll be no holding him,’ said Slim. ‘He'll be like a raging bull. A veritable tiger. You won't know what's hit you.’

‘Oh, I do hope so . . . That he'll be fit and well again, I mean. We have to fly to Majorca tomorrow.’

‘He'll be as fit as a flea, won't he, Tim?’

‘Absolutely, Slim. Without a shadow of doubt.’

‘I must say he doesn't look too pale or anything. Has he been sick?’

‘Oh, no. Nothing like that,’ Slim said reassuringly. ‘He just swallowed one glassful too many and then slid gracefully to the floor for a short rest. A little recuperation.’

‘So you really don't think that I should call a doctor?’

‘No need at all. Absolutely none,’ said Slim.

‘You'll just get an earful of abuse from your friendly neighbourhood GP,’ agreed Tim.

‘Perhaps you're right . . .’

‘That's all settled, then. No more talk of doctors or suchlike.’

Pauline sat on the edge of the bed and stared at Michael, trying to clear her head. He certainly looked okay. In fact, he didn't even appear to be drunk at all. Just peacefully asleep . . .

She glanced at the three young men standing in the middle of the bedroom. It seemed she'd been quite wrong about Michael's cousins, she told herself with a sigh. It seemed she'd completely misjudged them. They'd certainly done their best to look after him. They'd struggled up four flights of stairs with him. And he was no lightweight, that was for sure. And they'd been very kind and considerate to her. They'd been a bit high-spirited at the reception, she reflected. But that was probably all it had been. Just high spirits. like Michael, they'd probably had a little too much to drink. And talking of Michael, she was really quite disappointed in him. He was certainly old enough to have known better. Fancy drinking himself into such a state! Tonight of all nights! It was rather silly of him, to say the least. She'd got no objection at all to him going out and enjoying himself whenever he liked. She wasn't the possessive sort at all. Not in the least. She liked him to have fun. But he might have had the sense to have held back a little tonight. On his wedding night. She was really keyed up and ready for him, too. It was terribly disappointing. They ought to be in bed together right now. Instead of which, she'd have to spend most of her wedding night more or less on her own. She ought to be really cross with him, but she just wasn't that sort of person.

She'd never allowed herself to get nasty with him in the past, not even when he'd thoroughly deserved it. And she had no intention of changing her attitude towards him just because they were married . . .

‘Well, thank you very much for looking after him,’ she said, smiling warmly at the three brothers. ‘I don't know how I would have managed without your help.’

‘That's all right, my pretty. I'm glad we could be of service.’

‘I'll just let him sleep it off,’ she continued, opening the door for them to leave. ‘I'll have to read a magazine or something until he wakes up.’

‘Just a minute!’ cried Slim. ‘We can't go yet, you know.’

‘Oh? Why not?’

‘Because it wouldn't be right. Would it boys?’

‘Of course it wouldn't be right,'Tim agreed urgently. ‘We'd be failing Cousin Michael if we did that. We'd be letting him down terribly.’

‘Eh?’ she asked, feeling perplexed at that last statement. ‘In what way, exactly?’

Carefully Slim and Tim explained how Michael had made them give him their word of honour. Their promise that they wouldn't leave her alone on her wedding night. They explained that, just before he'd collapsed, he'd told them he thought he was about to pass out. Because of all the booze. He'd made them swear that they wouldn't allow her to be alone. That they'd stay with her and keep her company until he was fit and well again. And naturally they'd agreed. What else could they do? Their duty to family was all-important to them, they told her. So they'd pledged their word of honour to their kith and kin, and there was no way they could possibly break it. That would be totally alien to their nature. Family was family, after all. They'd promised Michael that they'd keep her entertained until he came round, and that was what they intended to do.

‘Unless, of course, you'd actually prefer us to leave?’ Slim asked considerately.

‘Oh no! I didn't mean that at all. I didn't mean to seem rude. Of course I'd like you to stay.’

‘Then here we are. And here we stay. Until Cousin Michael is himself once again.’

Well, how nice of them to feel so obligated, Pauline said to herself. How refreshing to find three young men to whom family commitments were really important. It was very unusual these days. Most of the young men she knew couldn't care less about family ties. They had one thought, and one thought only in mind. And they pursued it vigorously, without any regard for others. She'd completely misjudged these three brothers earlier in the evening . . . she'd been entirely wrong about them. They were three decent, upstanding young lads who were sufficiently old-fashioned to put family obligations in front of such things as womanising and having a good time. She'd been very uncharitable in her thoughts. These were three fine young men. Fine, upright, upstanding, and honourable in the extreme . . .

‘I'm afraid I don't have anything to offer you boys,’ she said thoughtfully.

‘I wouldn't say that,’ replied Slim, but only to himself.

‘That doesn't matter,’ Tim pointed out quickly.

‘Shall I phone downstairs to room service for some beer and sandwiches?’

‘No need to do that, my pretty . . . Jim! Bring in the goodies. Bring in the essentials, there's a good lad.’

Jim dived out to the landing and returned almost immediately with two enormous thermos flasks. ‘Here they are,’ he announced.

‘Good lad,’ enthused Slim. ‘Put them down on the table. That's right. Do you have any glasses, my pretty?’

‘Yes, I think so. Yes, here they are. Four of them.’

‘How lucky!’

‘What's in the flasks?’ asked Pauline.

‘Orange juice, with just a smidgin of vodka.’

‘Oh, lovely! That's my favourite drink. I hope it isn't too strong, though. I've had quite a lot of champagne already. I don't want to end up like Michael,’ she giggled, feeling herself starting to perk up.

‘Oh no, it's not strong at all. There's hardly any vodka in it. It's nearly all orange juice, actually . . . In fact, I'm not even sure that we remembered to add the vodka. Do you remember, Tim?’

‘I think I put two tots into each flask,’ Tim recalled helpfully.

‘That was all.’

‘Oh, that's all right,’ smiled Pauline. ‘That's nothing for such a big flask. That's not going to make me feel bad.’

‘Quite so,’ agreed Slim, handing her the largest glass, actually a half-pint mug, full to the brim. ‘We'll make do with the small glasses. We're not that bothered about orange juice. You carry on and enjoy yourself, my lovely.’

‘Are you sure?’

‘Yes, perfectly sure,’ replied Slim. ‘Cheers!’

‘Cheers!’ echoed Tim and Jim together.

‘Well, cheers!’ responded Pauline, taking a goodly gulp.‘OOOPH!!!’ she spluttered immediately, spilling some of the contents onto the carpet. ‘Are you sure it's not very strong? I can't taste the orange at all.’

‘How strange!’ gasped Slim. ‘It's nearly all orange juice, I

assure you. Freshly squeezed orange, in fact. Perhaps that's

why it tastes different? Or perhaps it's because it's so well

chilled?’

‘Try another mouthful,’ suggested Tim. ‘Another good big swig.’

Pauline took another long draft. And then several more after that. She mustn't appear ungrateful, she warned herself. She mustn't seem rude by spurning their hospitality, after they'd gone to so much trouble for her sake. But the orange juice did taste quite strange. It didn't really have much of a flavour at all. Perhaps it really was because it was so well iced? But whenever she took a swallow it seemed to suck her breath away. Like jumping into a really cold swimming pool when you were too hot. Actually, it was really rather pleasant, once you'd had quite a bit . . .

‘I'm sorry,’ muttered Pauline, shaking her head. ‘I'm afraid I didn't quite catch what you said.’

‘I said, what shall we do now?’ repeated Slim.

‘Oh, I see . . .Well, I could put the telly on. There might be some snooker or football for you to watch.’

‘I don't think we could class watching television as entertaining you,’ tutted Slim.

‘We promised Cousin Michael to keep you occupied,’ continued Tim. ‘We'd never be able to look him in the eye if we failed in our duty. We'd simply hate ourselves in the morning if we did that. We gave him our word that we'd keep you entertained.’

‘And our word is our bond,’ agreed Slim. ‘Duty is duty. Particularly duty to family.’

'What shall we do, then?’ asked Pauline, looking round the room and finding it slightly difficult to focus on some of the objects.

‘We can all top up our glasses for a start. And then we'll think of something.’

‘Oh, no more for me, please . . . Oh, dear!’ Her mug had been filled already.

‘Now then,’ cried Slim, clapping his hands together. ‘Let's have some ideas for amusing this lovely young lady on her wedding night. Tim. What do you say? Give us a bright idea.’

‘Cards,’ Tim replied at once. ‘I think we ought to play cards.’

‘Now that's a good idea,’ Pauline said enthusiastically. ‘I do like playing cards, actually. We always played cards with Mum and Dad on a Sunday afternoon. When Pennie and I were smaller. Old Maid, Happy Families, Snap, Spoof. All those sorts of games. They were ever so much fun.’

‘How nice,’ Slim replied pleasantly. ‘You were quite a close family, then?’

‘Oh, yes. Very close indeed. In fact, we still are. We still spend lots of time together. And Pennie and I are really good friends. Really close. We tell each other absolutely everything.’

‘Well, we're your family now,'Tim pointed out with a friendly smile. ‘Let's drink to that. Cheers!’

‘Oh! Cheers!’

‘Yes, we're just one big happy family now that you're married to Cousin Michael.’

‘How nice! I hadn't really thought about that. Why don't we play Happy Families, in that case?’ Pauline suggested helpfully.

‘I don't think Jim knows that one, do you, Jim?’ Jim remembered the part he'd been given earlier in the evening. ‘No, not really. I'm not very well up with cards. I need something that's not too complicated. Something easy, but interesting . . .’

‘But what?’ pondered Slim, scratching his head thoughtfully. ‘I don't think Jim knows too many card games at all.’

‘Hardly any,’ agreed Jim. ‘Perhaps you can suggest a few, Pauline. Just to see if there's one I know.’

‘Snap?’ she suggested. ‘That's really simple.’

‘I don't really like that one,’ said Jim. ‘I always seem to lose . . .’

‘What about a gambling game?’ she asked. ‘There's brag, pontoon - or how about blackjack?’

Jim shook his head sheepishly. ‘I'm afraid I've never played any of those.’

‘Your Turn, Can-You-Go, Old Maid?’

‘I'm sorry,’ said Jim.

‘Bridge, Rummy, Seven-Card Whist?’

‘You're joking,’ Jim said sadly. ‘They're far too complex for me.’

‘Poker?’

‘Well . . . not exactly . . .’

‘All right, Jim,’ she said kindly. ‘I'll have to give up. Why don't you suggest a game that you do know, and we'll play that?’

‘We will?’

‘Yes, of course.’

‘Word of honour?’ Hope to die? All that sort of thing?’

‘Yes,’ she laughed. ‘Word of honour, and all that sort of thing.’

‘Anything I choose? Anything at all? You promise? You absolutely promise?’

‘Yes, anything at all. I absolutely promise.’

‘Strip poker!’ Jim whooped triumphantly. ‘I know all about strip poker.
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Wednesday's Woe




Crack! The first searing slap of Wednesday morning landed noisily across her pouting right cheek. ‘Yowwwwww!’ she howled up at the ceiling, jerking back her head as tears shot out of both eyes. Oh, God! That hurts! That really hurts!’

George stared in delight as the petulant pinkness changed almost instantly to a most gratifying shade of red. Crack! The redness was further enhanced. Crack! It was enhanced even more. Savouring the weeping and wailing and gnashing of teeth, as well as the delightful colour changes, George struck three more times at the same wildly bouncing cheek. Then it was time to turn his attentions to its nervously expectant twin. Six of the best on the left, before six more on the right. Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Then the other cheek. And then back to its brightly blushing twin. Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! On and on, without relent, punishing each tantalisingly plump, rapidly reddening peak of perfection for all he was worth. Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Splattering each fleshy mound in turn. Reddening each bouncing buttock and making her howl in distress and discomfort. Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

As the first flash of white-hot pain burned down deep into her prettily upturned right cheek, Pauline closed her eyes as tightly as she could and began to concentrate on the events that had taken place in the Royal Hotel only five Saturday evenings earlier . . .




For the next fifteen minutes the great strip poker debate raged unabated. The thrust of the arguments for and against can be summed up as follows. Pauline's case was that, 'It just isn't right.’ This was a simple, straightforward viewpoint that she repeated over and over again, until even she was starting to feel slightly fed up with hearing it. The brothers' counter attack was three-pronged and rather more subtle. In the first place, they pointed out that they were all family together and that what they were proposing was no more than a bit of a harmless giggle to fill in time. Secondly, they explained gently but persuasively, that she was honour bound to play, having given Jim her solemn word. They reminded her tactfully that all three of them were men of their word who would put honour and duty to family prior to anything else. Lastly, the brothers emphasised that if she kept her promise to Jim to play strip poker, she'd be helping them to keep their promise to Cousin Michael to keep her entertained. If she broke her promise, then she'd be forcing them to break theirs. A concept that was totally alien to them, they reminded her several times.

‘What possible harm could come to you?’ urged Tim. ‘When your own husband is present in the very same room?’

‘Oh, well, er, he's not exactly with us,’ she stammered unhappily, deciding she needed another fairly good draught of her orange juice.

‘Of course he is,’ replied Tim, giving her a reassuring pat on the shoulder. ‘Look, isn't that him over there?’

‘Yes, but . . .’

‘Well, that's settled!’ Slim cried with relief. ‘We'll play strip poker. Purely amongst family. That way no-one will be in danger of breaking their word and acting dishonourably. Now then, my pretty, where are the cards?’

‘. . . I'm not sure that I've got any cards, after all . . .’

‘Don't worry, Pauline,’ said Tim. ‘I've got a pack right here in my pocket. I always carry them just in case Slim and I ever want to play bridge.’

‘. . . I'm sure there's a late-night movie on the telly . . .’

‘Bring that table over here, Jim,’ ordered Slim. ‘And those three chairs as well. That's right. Put the table there in the middle and stand the chairs round the sides.’

‘. . .I think it's probably a western . . .’

‘It's a pity there are only three chairs. But never mind. The young lovely will just have to sit on my knee. Pour us some more orange juice, Jim. Our glasses are empty. And see if you've got any cigars left, would you? . . . Now then, let's all sit down and play.’

‘Listen, boys,’ she gulped nervously. ‘I really don't think this is a very good idea. I mean, suppose Michael wakes up right in the middle? I don't think he'd be very pleased . . .’

‘There's no prospect of that,’ Slim said emphatically. ‘No chance of that at all. He's right out for the count. Noting could wake him now. Not even a bomb.’

‘But you can't be sure . . .’

‘Look here, my pretty,’ Slim sighed patiently as he rose to his feet. ‘Let me show you. Let me prove it to you once and for all.’

‘But how . . .?’

‘Now watch carefully,’ ordered Slim, suddenly pouring the contents of a bedside water jug over Michael's face, whilst at the same time prodding him vigorously in the ribs with a wooden coat hanger.

‘Don't do that!’ yelped Pauline. ‘You'll hurt him. Or drown him.’

‘Do you see what I mean?’ demanded Slim. ‘He didn't move a muscle. There wasn't a single twitch in him. He's out cold. As drunk as a lord. A proverbial newt!’

‘Deal the cards,’ Tim said firmly. ‘Three cards each. A traditional whist hand. Cut for trumps. The deal circulates clockwise and the person to the left of the dealer leads the first card. Anyone without a trick at the end of the hand has to take something off.’

'Have you ever played before?’ asked Slim.

Pauline looked up from where she was engrossed in taking her husband's pulse. ‘Oh, yes. Lots of times . . . Oh -dear!’ she stammered. ‘I mean, no, never . . . Well . . . just once or twice, perhaps . . . with other girls. I mean, only when there have been other girls present as well. Never just on my own . . .’

‘Over here,’ Slim chortled happily, reaching out for her waist. ‘Come and sit down on my lap. Come and make yourself comfortable, then we'll begin.’

Gingerly she lowered the superbly filled seat of her white satin bridal gown onto his lap, as near to his knees as she could, the absence of conventional knickers becoming even more obvious as she did so. ‘That's not very comfortable for you,’ said Slim, considerately pulling her back onto his lap so that she was sitting right on his groin. ‘There, that must be much better. And you needn't worry about hurting me,’ he assured her, gently patting each lightly clad cheek in turn. ‘You're very nicely cushioned indeed.’

Pauline groaned inwardly. She was committed to doing it now. There was simply no means of escape. At least she'd got lots of items to forfeit before the game would start to get critical. She still had her elbow-length gloves and her veil. That was three items. And her shoes, stockings and garters were six more. But then, after those . . . !

‘It is just strip poker?’ she asked hesitantly. ‘Not anything else? I mean when the game's finished you are going to leave . . . and, er . . . not expect anything else?’

‘Such as what?’

‘Well . . . such as me, I suppose . . .’

‘Good heavens!’ gasped Slim, clearly horrified. ‘What a terrible suggestion! What a truly awful thought! Who on earth do you take us for? We are family, after all. We're just keeping our promise to Michael. Just doing our duty to him.’

‘Oh dear . . . I'm sorry. I didn't mean any offence. I was just a little worried that . . .’

‘Well, you know . . .’

‘Perish the thought, my pretty! It never once entered our heads.’




About ten minutes later Pauline was even less happy. She hadn't started very well at all, she groaned to herself. She'd played two hands and lost both, forfeiting her shoes and her veil. And even at this early stage of the game she was in very imminent danger, thanks to the rules that the Trelawny brothers claimed were commonplace in Cornwall.

And there was another problem, too. She'd tried her best to sit completely still on Slim's lap, but it had proved virtually impossible. Every time one of them reached out to the table, she was vividly reminded of the fact that he'd risen massively to the occasion the second he'd pulled her onto his lap. Massively and very warmly. She could feel his hard, burning-hot dick jammed into her bottom almost as if they'd already shed their clothes. It was ever so embarrassing, but she must continue to pretend she hadn't noticed. Mind you, that really wasn't very believable. He was making no effort himself to hide the ugly truth. Much the opposite in fact. Good grief, he felt absolutely enormous! Surely no-one could possibly be that big . .?

Now, as Slim was dealing the third hand, Pauline was suddenly struck with an unpleasant thought. The stark truth occurred to her that under these wretched Cornish rules that the brothers insisted on playing by, she could very soon be very bare indeed. For one thing, gloves and stockings were together classed as only two forfeits, not four. And even worse, since the boys claimed that the choice of forfeit was theirs, not hers, her wedding dress could very well be the next item to go. And that was a truly worrying thought . . . !

Pauline picked up her third hand and sighed with relief. Spades were trumps, and she'd been dealt the ace. Well, she was assured of at least one trick this time, she told herself thankfully. And Slim had been obliged to move his hands from underneath her bottom in order to collect his cards. Mind you, that had left her sitting on something even more disturbing. She'd just have to continue to pretend that it didn't exist. Even though the wretched thing clearly had a life of its own. It was wriggling and squirming like mad against the plumpest part of her bottom. Oh dear! How on earth had she let herself become involved in all this?

‘King of spades!’ cried Slim, slapping his last card down on the table.

‘Ace of spades!’ Pauline chortled with glee.

‘You lose, Slim,’ laughed Tim. ‘Shall we let him choose?’ he asked Pauline.

‘If you like.’

‘I think I'll remove my underpants,’ Slim announced happily.

‘Oh!’ she gasped, suddenly rather alarmed. ‘But what about your shoes and socks? And your trousers?’

‘Yes, those too.’

‘But you're only supposed to take off one thing at a time!’ she yelped indignantly.

‘Not under Cornish rules, my pretty. It's my prerogative to waive that rule in my own favour, should I choose to do so.’

‘But that's not the game at all!’ she objected. ‘I'm sure it's against the rules.’

‘No, he's quite within his rights,’ confirmed Tim.

‘Well, that sort of thing could ruin the game,’ she complained, reluctantly getting to her feet so that Slim could undress. ‘The whole idea is to wait till you lose . . .’

Slim started to peel off, as she sat back on the chair. She knew she shouldn't be watching him, but it was almost impossible for her to drag her eyes away. What hairy legs! And ever so muscular, too. They were very similar to Michael's, actually. Perhaps Slim went in for rugby training as well? Thin legs just didn't look right on a man . . . And those bright red briefs were nice. Or scarlet, she supposed she ought to say. Perhaps she should buy Michael a pair? Perhaps she could . . .

‘There!’ cried Slim, his truly gigantic erection springing powerfully into view, less than eighteen inches in front of her face. ‘That's much more comfortable.’

‘Do you think I could have a little more vodka and orange?’ she murmured weakly.

Pauline lowered herself back onto Slim's lap. ‘Slim' was a very inappropriate nickname, she thought to herself. Particularly in respect of that giant part of his person he'd just exposed so gleefully. She simply hadn't believed the size of it when it had burst forth into the room. Prior to that she'd been able to feel it was a whopper from the way it had been jammed against her rear end. But seeing it in all its sheer naked brutality had still come as quite a shock. He was even bigger down there than Mark Walker had proved to be earlier in the day! And now it was scalding her bottom in a manner she could scarcely believe. And worse - try as she might to stop it, the sight and the feel of that monstrous weapon was making her moist between the tops of her legs. Far too moist for comfort. Already she must be wetting her wedding dress . . .




Well, she should have known it would happen; Pauline sighed to herself, less than five minutes later. What else could she have expected? Two more hands had been played and both Tim and Jim had followed Slim's very poor example. With blatant disregard for the rules of the game, she felt sure. There was just no way you were supposed to strip from the waist down as soon as you lost your first hand. It spoilt the whole point of the game. She was seriously starting to wonder whether there was any such thing as these Cornish rules they kept quoting. She didn't like to think they were cheating but it did seem as if they were making up the rules as they went along. At least she'd been quite right about one thing. The Trelawny brothers were definitely three very upright and upstanding young men. There was no doubt about that. There was no suggestion of diminished responsibility or stature. Not in the least. And, as brothers, they were as similar out of their knickers as they were when fully dressed. She'd never seen such a display of rampant male aggression. It was like having a yachting marina here in her room. Tall, naked masts rocking stiffly this way and that, no matter where she looked. And it was just impossible to avoid the grossly uncouth nature of the scenery, however hard she tried. After all, she couldn't just stare up at the ceiling forever. For one thing, it was impossible to play her cards that way. She'd just have to ignore the proud exhibition and concentrate on winning as many hands as possible. She knew she was only postponing the evil moment. But even that was better than facing it immediately.

In the past, whenever she'd played strip poker, there'd always been an equal number of boys and girls. This feeling of loneliness and vulnerability was a totally new experience . . . Oh dear! She really must try to avert her gaze. Jim might be the baby of the party in the context of age, but that was certainly all. Mind you, he was ever so sweet, despite the length and breadth of his vital statistics. Actually, if the truth were known, she felt quite motherly towards him. But how he felt towards her was obviously somewhat different. There was no mistaking that fact. His beautifully proportioned tool was thrusting rigidly up from his groin, to end many inches past his navel. Just like Sum's and Tim's. But somehow it seemed much nicer and less menacing . . .

Jim caught her eye and smiled shyly. She smiled back, trying desperately not to allow her eyes to drop to the huge, purplish knob that pointed urgently up at the ceiling. ‘Would you like to sit on my knee for a bit?’ he asked hesitantly.

Pauline opened her mouth to agree, but Slim spoke first. ‘No she wouldn't!’ he snapped, putting a hand on her shoulder just in case she tried to stand up. At the same time she felt his own burning hot member pressing even more firmly into her buttocks, as if it was issuing her with a reminder that Slim was firmly in charge.




So far so good, Pauline said to herself triumphantly. Her luck had held whilst those around her had suffered. Not that those around her seemed at all concerned. Tim was down to his wrist watch, Jim to his gold medallion, and Slim had only a signet ring to keep him company. But they didn't appear to care . . . But, of course, it was inevitable that she'd lose again soon. She'd just drawn the five and six of hearts, as well as the jack of diamonds. Unfortunately clubs were trumps. Still, the jack might well win a trick if she held onto it . . .

Rats! She'd been forced to throw away the five and six of hearts in order to retain the jack. Now the highest card laid on the table was merely the four of hearts. If only she'd kept the five and thrown away the jack! But it was too late now. She'd lost for the fourth time that night - and it was quite possible that the boys would now be after her wedding dress!

‘Dress, please, my lovely!’ confirmed Slim. ‘We like the gloves and the stockings far too much to let you lose them yet. They've very pretty. They add a certain something to the proceedings. In fact, we might well ask you to keep them on.’

‘Well, thanks very much,’ Pauline said with more than a hint of irony. ‘Not that they'll do me much good.’

‘But they'll be very good for us,’ Tim growled with feeling. ‘They'll add just that extra touch.’

Pauline groaned to herself in despair. So the boys were going to strip her all the way down to her stockings and gloves! She was going to lose her dress, bra and G-string, but retain those garments that hid nothing important from view. She supposed she should have known that was how it would be . . . ‘Come on!’ urged Slim. ‘You're not shy, are you?’

‘Oh, well, I suppose I am actually.’

‘That's daft. You've still got plenty of cover under your dress, haven't you?’

Pauline thought about her tiny half-cup bra and pathetically useless G-string. ‘Well, not very much. Not very much at all . . .’

She found herself staring at Baby Jim. Again. Staring at the hottest part of his person. The old vertical smile, as Michael sometimes called it. Although, in Baby Jim's case, she reflected, it was more like a huge floor-to-ceiling grin. Mind you, it was ever such a pretty shape. Very long, but beautifully balanced. Ramrod straight and nicely rounded at the top. She always appreciated that in a man. It always looked so much nicer. But she shouldn't really be staring in that particular direction. People might get entirely the wrong idea . . .

‘Come on,’ said Slim. ‘We're all getting impatient. It's only a game, after all. And you are with family. We've all seen this sort of thing before. Apart from Jim, of course.’

‘I have once!’ said Jim.

‘Come on, my lovely! Get a move on! You're holding everything up.’

‘But suppose Michael suddenly wakes up? I don't think he'd really understand . . .’

Slim sighed and picked up the wooden coat hanger. ‘Do you want me to show you once more?’ he asked threateningly. ‘Do you want me to show you how peacefully he's asleep?’

‘No, no! Don't do that!. . . All right, I give up! I'll take it off. I can see that he's fast asleep. Just don't prod him with that coat hanger again. You'll make him terribly sore.’

‘That's much better. Much more the ticket. Here, let me give you a hand by starting off this zip. Then you can stand over there beside Jim, where we can all have a nice clear view.’ Pauline stood up and moved to the spot Slim had indicated. She knew that she was blushing as red as a beetroot. Probably even brighter than the colour of Slim's knickers, now hanging haphazardly from the bedside lamp.

Too embarrassed to look any of them in the eye, she started to fumble the zip down from the nape of her neck. Neither did she like to allow her gaze to settle on anyone's mid section for more than a moment or so. Consequently she decided it was best just to stare at her feet. Oh Lordy! Whatever had induced her to agree to take part in this game . . ?

‘Hold it a sec!’ cried Tim, hurriedly jumping off his chairs. And grabbing her shoes. ‘Here, put these high heels back on before you go any further. They'll add nicely to the tableau, once you're down to your undies.’

‘And the veil as well,’ said Slim, plonking it back on her head. That will also enhance the visual effect.’

Carefully Pauline adjusted the veil, telling herself that she might just as well have stripped off her dress in the first place, now that she was back where she'd started. However, she supposed she'd gained some time to get used to the idea of baring all that she owned. Baring it and laying it before the voracious eyes of these three grossly over-erect young men . . . At last the zip was run all the way down to the base of her spine. Her hands dithered at her sides as she paused and sought the courage to proceed. ‘Take a deep breath and just do it,’ she said to herself, trembling slightly. ‘Just slip out of the dress and return to your seat on Slim's lap.’

But still she dillied and dallied, and turned an even deeper shade of red. She couldn't help visualising how skimpily clad she'd be. She couldn't help visualising what a sight she'd make in her lacy white underwear - almost completely bare-bottomed and with as much boob showing as hidden. Not to mention the obvious plumpness of her pussy in that tiny, tight little G-string. And the moistness as well. She could tell that the crotch was already soaked through and overflowing. Indeed, she could feel her juices trickling slowly down the inside of each thigh towards the frothy white garters that held up her stockings . . .

But it wasn't really her fault, she said to herself. The fact that her vaginal juices had been stimulated and released. Not her fault at all. She couldn't help the way she was made. But, on the other hand, it was going to be rather embarrassing when the boys saw it. It would excite them even further. Not that there could be any space capacity for growth left in those stretched and swollen organs they were sporting so proudly.

Organs at which, despite herself, she was gazing once more.

But that was the whole thing about strip poker, of course. You just couldn't help yourself gawping and gazing at those parts of the body that were usually out of sight. lt was just human nature to goggle and gape. Even if it wasn't very ladylike . . .

‘Hurry up, my lovely!’ Slim called once again. ‘Don't just stand their daydreaming. Your audience is getting restless.

‘Don't rush her,’ Jim said in her defence. ‘It isn't very fair.’

How kind of him! Baby Jim, she meant. She was sure he understood how shy and nervous she felt. What a nice lad he was, to be sure. And with such a boyish smile, too. Quite sexy, really - if you weren't a respectably married young lady, of course. She just wished his two older brothers were a little big more like him. Just a little less determined and wilful . . .

Well, she supposed she'd better get on with it. Otherwise Slim would start complaining again. After all, she'd got nothing to be ashamed about. She knew that her body was in really good shape. ‘So then', she sighed to herself. ‘Here goes. Now or never. Think of England and all that sort of thing . . .’

Slowly she eased one arm after another out of the dress, holding it under her chin as she did to. She took a deep breath and prayed for some courage. Closing her eyes, she inched the top half of the bridal gown down over the white satin and lace of her bra, as far as her navel. There she stopped and breathed deeply once again.

Slim gasped. ‘Hell fire! I've never seen a garment so fully committed! The pressure in there must be intense!’

‘Orgasmic!’ Tim agreed slowly.

‘You're so lovely!’ croaked Baby Jim, gaping at the long golden ringlets that twisted and twined over her shoulders and all the way down past her bra.

All three brothers stared in fascination at the very clear outline of nipples fully erect, and at the acres of creamy-smooth cleavage so openly in view. They could tell that even without the small, front-loading bra there'd be not a millimetre of droop. They could tell that even without that frilly little garment, her fabulous breasts would remain just as pert and proud as ever.

‘Let's see all the rest you've got to offer,’ gloated Slim. ‘We're simply dying of anticipation.’ He glanced down at his penis, which wobbled and strained as if blindly searching for Pauline. ‘As you can tell,’ he added unnecessarily.

With her eyes tightly closed, Pauline started to ease the wedding dress down over the plumpness of her hips, very slowly, holding her breath and blushing wildly as she did so. Just for a moment it snagged across the swell of her buttocks and she had to wriggle it free, causing her boobs to joggle delightfully in time with the movement of her hips. Then she was holding the dress just above the start of her shaven pubic area. Summoning the strength to let it fall, she counted slowly to five . . . and then forced herself to let go.




As the white satin dress glided gracefully down to the floor, three sharp intakes of breath were followed by a stunned silence of disbelief. Eyes bulged in wonder whilst they goggled greedily at the minuscule, snowy-white undergarments stretched tightly over the most private parts of her gorgeous body.

At last Slim regained his voice. ‘Sheer perfection!’ he groaned. ‘There's nothing more I can say . . .’

As demurely as possible, Pauline stepped out of the fallen gown and bent from the waist to retrieve it from the carpet. ‘I'm sure I must be dreaming,’ Baby Jim gulped to himself, watching intently as she laid the dress carefully on the table.

Pauline was certainly a sight to defy belief. Her body was totally immaculate from head to toe. Nothing could have been done to improve it one iota. It was perfection in the extreme. A classically beautiful face was wreathed with long, curly tresses of the finest gold. These tumbled around her, almost as far as her waist. Her breasts were breathtakingly superb. They jutted and lifted to precisely the perfect degree. And the nipples poked hard at her bra as if they were intent on boring through it. Her cleavage was such that it would have provoked an erection from a plastic garden gnome. Her waist was gracefully slim and exactly complemented the majestic sweep of breasts and hips. Below, the plump shaven pussy in the G-string knickers strove and strained to be free. All three men could see that the lips were forcing themselves open and outwards in an effort to be as far apart from each other as they could possibly be. Consequently, her love juices were seeping through the saturated material and trickling down both legs. The fragrant perfume of a highly aroused young woman was clearly discernible, even to the relatively innocent Jim. Her white, silk-stockinged legs, decorated by the frothy garters, seemed to stretch down for miles, the muscles toned to perfection as a result of the three-inch stiletto heels.

And there she stood, blushing furiously behind her veil, but at the same time leaking the honey-sweet elixir of her loins for everyone to see and savour, for everyone to contemplate with gleeful excitement.

‘Turn your back to us,’ Slim breathed at length. We'd like a full panoramic view.

The men gaped open-mouthed as she complied with Slim's request. There, just inches in front of their faces, stood the sexiest, most perfectly shaped bare bottom that anyone could ever have wished to see. There it stood, proud in its nakedness, shimmering as it reflected the overhead light in the very centre of each pouting oval cheek. There it stood, a posterior so perfectly sculpted and formed that it sucked their breath away. There it stood, whilst the three young men goggled in delight at the glistening twin orbs, highlighted by the G-string knickers and snowy-white garters just an inch below.

‘Oh my God!’ moaned Tim, clasping both hands around the tip of his pulsating penis, fearing he might splatter the ceiling.

‘So smooth, and so sweetly dimpled!’ breathed Slim, staring lasciviously at those spectacular bare cheeks. They seem to be smiling at me.’

Spellbound, Jim reached out and ran the palm of his hand, very lightly, over her slippery-smooth left cheek. ‘You're the most beautiful girl that's ever lived, Pauline. I'll love you as long as I live . . .’

'Thank you,’ she whispered over her shoulder, blushing again.

Slim's hand joined Jim's, followed by Tim's. Now all three of them were feeling and fondling those splendid bare cheeks.

‘I hope Cousin Michael appreciates exactly what he has here.’ murmured Slim.

‘You needn't worry about that!’ she replied.

‘Does he ever leave it alone?’

‘Not very often,’ she said truthfully. ‘I'm very glad to say.’

‘Do you ever wear just a G-string for him? When you're alone together, I mean? So he can spend the evening feasting his eyes on your bum?’

‘It has been known to happen,’ she giggled, despite her embarrassment.

Slim squeezed firmly at the plumpest part of her rounded right cheek. ‘You're so silky you slide right out of my fingers,’ he said appreciatively.

She turned her head back towards them, ‘This isn't really part of the game, you know. You're only supposed to look.’

‘Okay, my pretty,’ Slim said reluctantly, his eyes still glued to the curves of her perfect bottom. ‘Come back and take your seat.’

That was just as well, she thought to herself. All this stroking and petting was making her feel quite wicked. And even wetter than ever. Why was it that she always loved having her rear end manhandled? Particularly by someone who shouldn't? And how many brides had had their bare buttocks explored like this by their husband's male relatives on their wedding night . . . ?

Slim reached forward with both hands and guided her backwards towards his waiting lap. At the very last second, just as creamy bare cheeks were about to settle on hard hairy thighs, he grabbed the elasticised side of her G-string and, in one movement, whipped it all the way down her knees.

‘Hey!’ she squealed in alarm, sitting heavily down on his lap as she did so. ‘You're not supposed to do that!’

‘That card game is over, my lovely. Now we're into something that's even more fun.’

Whilst she was grappling to retrieve the tiny scrap of knicker nonsense that Slim had so unceremoniously displaced, Tim was on his feet and had unsnapped the front of her bra before she was even aware of the threat. In an effort to save her bra, she let go of the G-string, enabling Slim to yank it down over her feet. ‘Give that back!’ she gasped, trying to recover it from Slim. As she did so, Tim showed considerable expertise in slipping off her bra and tossing it on the table. Now she was stripped of all but her non-essentials. Firm bare breasts and shaven pink pussy were now openly on display. Long, pointed nipples stood out rigidly to attention, whilst wet, wide open pussy became wetter and wider than ever. There was nothing she could do to prevent her body reacting in that way.

Slim wrapped both arms around her waist and pulled her back towards his groin. She slid so far over his thighs that the thick, round root of his colossal column of flesh was almost buried in the cleft between her buttocks, whilst the head butted stiffly against her spine. She struggled but was totally unable to break free. She knew what to expect next, she warned herself sadly. She knew how Slim would proceed. He'd simply lift her bottom into the air and then lower her, slowly but surely, down onto the tip of his waiting appendage. She and Michael had done it that way so many times before . . .

But Slim was in no great hurry. Pauline groaned inwardly as he pushed his hand up between silky bare thighs and cupped it right round her groin. Despite herself, her lower lips were curled all the way back in a wide open smile of welcome, and she was succulently juicy and warm within. She closed her eyes and waited for his fingers to penetrate. After that, she knew she'd have no further will to resist.

Slim's fingers dipped slowly into boiling-hot syrup. Instinctively, she parted her legs to accommodate him even further. ‘You promised me!’ she whispered ruefully, as the fingers slithered as far inside as they'd go.

He was amazed at the blistering heat she was generating. He'd never known anyone as hot as she was in there. Nor as wet. ‘Promised you what?’ he asked quietly.

She sighed deeply as she felt his fingers start to move inside her, causing her juices to gush and her nipples to swell even further. ‘You promised me it was only strip poker . . .’

‘You seem to be enjoying it, though.’

‘You promised you'd leave me alone . . .’

‘We lied to you, my lovely. We're always doing that sort of thing. You shouldn't have believed a word we said. No-one does back home.’

Time stared across at her crotch, watching Slim's dripping-wet fingers working slowly in and out. ‘Yes, we're inveterate liars,’ he said cheerfully. ‘You'll just have to put this down to experience, I'm afraid.’

Pauline felt her insides starting to spasm gently against the trespassing fingers. She gasped and closed her eyes, trying to prevent the mini-climax escalating further.

‘I'm sorry,’ Baby Jim mumbled very softy, his eyes also riveted to the delightful sight of bare, wet pussy being delicately but thoroughly probed.

She looked into his face and could see that he was genuinely concerned. Despite the distraction of Slim's fingers, she managed a weak little smile. Then she shut her eyes once again and started to moan. She was falling headlong into the abyss. The dark, delicious abyss she knew only too well. Now there was nothing she could do to prevent Slim dealing with her however he chose. And the fact that she was being fingered in full view of his two younger brothers only served to heighten the excitement. She found that somehow she liked the idea of Tim and Jim watching intently as Slim's glistening fingers glided smoothly back and forth. Without thinking, she parted her thighs a little more.

She'd open her eyes and smile at Jim again in a minute, she decided. She wanted to be able to look right into his eyes at the same time she was feeling Slim working away at the junction of her legs. She wanted Jim to see her reactions. She wanted him to see exactly how she was being aroused, in addition to him watching Slim inside her . . .

Carefully Slim withdrew his hand from the glorious wet warmth and looked up at Tim. ‘Your turn, Brother Tim,’ he murmured, appreciatively licking his fingers. ‘There's plenty to go round.’

Tim needed no further bidding. He knelt on the floor to her right and eagerly reached out with his hand. She sighed as he pushed two fingers right into her, much more roughly than Slim had done. ‘Jesus, she's on fire!’ he gasped in surprise. ‘She's as hot as Hell itself!’

‘I know what you mean,’ agreed Slim.

‘Ahhhh!’ Pauline moaned softly, wriggling her hips in appreciation as Tim started to dip and delve, whilst Slim began to massage her bare boobs. She spread her legs even wider and then looked over at Jim. He felt her eyes on him and lifted his gaze from her groin. He smiled shyly, noting how flushed and bright-eyed her face was. She was now too hot and bothered to be able to respond in kind, but he thought he could detect a hint of an acknowledgment behind her wide-eyed stare. Jim realised that slowly but surely his brothers were starting to bring her to orgasm. And he also realised that she was enjoying him gazing into her eyes as they did so.




Pauline came with a sudden rush, sobbing and groaning loudly as she wriggled and squirmed on Slim's lap, her climax hammering right through her. Tim's fingers stayed deep inside, prompting and provoking her to even greater heights of delight. And Jim continued to gape in fascination, unable to believe his eyes.

‘Take your time, my pretty,’ Slim said soothingly. ‘Come as much as you want. Then, when you're completely finished, I'll give you something you'll enjoy even more! Something to really make you holler and howl!’




The telephone started to shrill just as Slim began to lower her down onto the point of no return. Suddenly the spell was broken and Pauline was able to bound free from his lap, galvanised into action by the phone. Saved by the bell, she cried to herself with relief. Snatched back from the jaws of a fate worse than death! In the very nick of time! ‘I'll get it!’ she yelled, diving for the receiver which was on a rather low shelf on the far side of the table. Phew! That had been a rather close call! Rather too close, in fact. The huge, hot tip of his grossly overgrown weapon had just started to nose its way inside . . .

‘Hello,’ she shouted down the line, resting her elbows on the table top, her very bare bottom pointing provocatively up at the men, set off to perfection by the lacy white garters just an inch below. ‘This is Pauline Parsons. I mean Peach.’

‘Hello dear,’ said her mother. ‘I hope this isn't the wrong time to call.’

Crikey! What on earth did her mum want? What an odd time to call! ‘What is it, Mum? Is there anything wrong? Is everything okay?’

‘We're all right. At least, Dad is now he's been sick. But Uncle Fred phoned us to say that he saw Michael being carried upstairs. I didn't know what to do. I didn't like to phone you, but in the end I just couldn't help myself.’

‘Oh, I see. That's why you're ringing?’

‘Yes. I was so worried for you, dear. After what Uncle Fred told me. I hope you don't mind me calling . . . ?’

‘No, that's quite all right, Mum. Michael's fine, actually. He says to say hello. He says . . . Oh! Oh! OOW . . . !’

Oh no! Three pairs of diabolically skilful hands had just started a simultaneous assault on her person. Her desperately unprotected person. They were all over her boobs, as well as her over-exposed bottom and groin. They were working away like mad, and turning her insides to jelly. She must try to wriggle free of the intruding fingers and thumbs. But it was just a little bit difficult, bent right forward over this table, talking to her dear old Mum . . .

‘What was that you said, dear? I didn't quite catch it.’

‘I s-s-said . . . I s-s-said . . .’

‘Sorry, dear. I can't make out what you're saying. Is there anything wrong?’

‘I said . . . I s-s-said M-M-M-Michael's . . .’

‘This seems a very bad line, dear.’

‘Yes, Mum. I think that's the problem . . . Perhaps I should ring you back . . .’

‘No, that's all right. I can hear you quite clearly now. You were telling me about Michael?’

‘He . . . He'll . . . He's . . . He . . . H-H-He . . .’

Oh dear! She simply couldn't carry on this conversation. Those hands were all over her, all at the same time. They were taking the most fiendish liberties with the most intimate parts of her person. The most private intimate parts . . . And now at least half a dozen long hard fingers were probing and poking inside her. Probing her in the two places they'd absolutely no right to probe. Already she was starting to melt . . .

‘Whatever's going on?’ squawked her mother, sounding alarmed. ‘What's going on, Pauline? I can tell there's something wrong.’

Pauline opened her mouth to deny it . . . and then closed it again almost at once. This was it, she sighed wearily to herself. This was it! This was the end! Slim's end, she'd bet money on that fact . . .

Still standing behind her as she bent over the table, he'd taken a vice-like grip round her waist and was now rubbing the scalding-hot tip of his penis back and forth between the very tops of her thighs. He was brushing it over the lips of her vagina, and then poking it roughly but rhythmically at her clit. Her swollen, over-extended clit. Oh, help her somebody, please! She was in very imminent danger! He was on the brink of making her come all over again . . . !

Back and forth rubbed Slim, sensing the effect it was having, feeling her own sexual organ responding warmly and wetly against his. ‘G-g-good-bye, Mum,’ she gulped. ‘Everything's j-j-j-just f-f-f-fine . . .’

With a groan she dropped the telephone receiver as if it was red hot and succumbed to the onrushing climax. Slim waited patiently, happy to bide his time.

When the shaking and shuddering began to abate, Slim adjusted his stance and pressed upwards with his groin until he felt himself slide two or three inches inside. As she gasped at the heat and girth of the invading presence, Slim pushed her head right down until her forehead was on the surface of the table, several inches below the level of her buttocks. Then he paused to savour the moment, to maximise his enjoyment whilst both of them waited there in anticipation of that which he was about to bestow.

At last she felt him starting to move. She closed her eyes in despair as he began to force-feed himself to her. Oh, grief. This was terrible! This was truly deplorable! Another huge cock was being pushed all the way into her! The second in the few short hours since she'd married her beloved Michael! But what on earth could she do? She was far too weak, both in mind and body, to prevent this devilish invasion of her innermost person. Slowly but ever so surely he was filling her right up to the brim . . .

Deeper and still deeper he went, inch after inch, on and on, penetrating her to a seemingly impossible degree. How much more did he have left at his disposal? She was already extremely replete. Bent over at this angle, surely she'd never be able to take much more of him in . . ?

But there was still plenty of penis to come. Relentlessly and remorselessly he pressed on, packing her to capacity and beyond, bringing tears to her eyes as he stared down at the cheeks of her beautiful bottom and forced his way home in between. She opened her mouth to groan, but found she had to struggle for breath instead.

And still there was more of him waiting outside her. More brawn still to arrive. She couldn't believe it was happening. She simply couldn't believe that she was able to accept such quantities. But still the brawn kept on coming, and still she was able to accept.

She didn't dare to wriggle or move against him. She just kept her eyes tightly closed and held her breath, whilst he poked harder and harder and harder against the neck of her womb.

But at last he was fully immersed. Home, though certainly not dry. At last there was no more brawn left outside. Stock still and straight-legged she stood there, her breath rasping, her head and elbows resting on the writing desk, her smooth round bottom pouting up at him as it pressed warmly into his stomach and groin. ‘Cinderella!’ Slim breathed happily. ‘At last I've found you! It fits!’

But only just, she gulped to herself with a wince. And a really, really tight fit it was, too! Even tighter than Mark Walker had been. So tight that there was no longer any need for him to continue his hold round her waist. He was so deeply and rigidly embedded that she couldn't possibly have straightened up or moved without his co-operation. She was so thoroughly and massively skewered that she was amazed she had enough room left inside to draw breath. So mightily hooked from behind that she could now feel herself fainting away. Fainting away into oblivion. Her strength was just ebbing from her. She was impaled and imprisoned upon him, and too weak even to lift her head . . !

Pauline began to moan slowly and softly, her eyes shut and her forearms and the side of her face resting on the table as if it were a pillow on which she was asleep. She could hear Tim saying something to her. She opened her mouth to reply, but was simply unable to formulate the words. ‘Ohhhhhhhhh!’ she groaned gently, instead.

‘I think you might have scored there,’ Tim said thoughtfully to Slim. ‘I think she's rather impressed.’

Slim plugged himself even further inside her by pushing hard against the springiness of her buttocks. ‘I must admit that I do seem to have made a pretty good connection. I hope the young lovely will feel able to agree with me there?’

‘Armhhhhhh!’ she slowly replied.

Wasn't she a pretty picture, Tim thought to himself. Head down, bum up, and so deeply and extensively dicked that she was in a separate world of her own . . .

‘Right,’ muttered Slim, wrapping both arms around her from behind and pulling her up from the table. Pauline straightened with a sigh of relief. She was still stuffed with his prodigious person, but it was a little easier to bear now that she was in an upright stance. Whilst she stood on tip-toes in order to accommodate him, Slim turned them towards the bed.

Pauline groaned to herself in dismay. She'd been so weak and foolish, and now she was getting her comeuppance. Or Slim's, she supposed she really ought to say . . .

‘Now then, Mrs Peach!’ he growled, still solidly coupled to her as he took a step forward. ‘For the girl with the world's most spectacular body, the world's most terrible turking!’
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Non-consummation Of Marriage




George Franks glared down at the angry pink discolouration that so delightfully decorated the upturned bare bottom he'd just unveiled to the light of that Thursday morning. Slowly he ran the palm of his hand across her reddened cheeks, relishing the discomfort he could tell she felt. Back and forth he ran it, savouring the texture of the creamy-smooth flesh against the rougher skin of his palm. ‘How do you manage to hide all this from your good husband?’ he asked, genuinely intrigued to know.

‘With great difficulty,’ she muttered bitterly, carefully studying the pattern on the carpet just below the tip of her nose.

George lifted the clothes brush above his head. ‘Just one more set of prints to go,’ he murmured. ‘And then the negatives tomorrow.’

‘Owwww! Owwww! Owwww!’ she shrieked in agonized outrage, the evil implement of torture having bitten home once again - even more painfully than before . . .




The scene in the honeymoon suite was as follows: Michael was still sleeping peacefully on the far side of the jumbo-sized bed, dead to the world, fully clothed and under the influence of a noxious substance diabolically administered by his three cousins from Cornwall, the terrible Brothers Trelawny. But the game of strip poker into which Pauline had been so cunningly tricked was over, and she was spread face down along the other side of the bed, at full stretch in every sense. Part of her bridal regalia was still in place, albeit not very much. She was left with her white silk stockings, garters and gloves, and the veil covering her face. Whilst Tim and Baby Jim Trelawny gaped in awe, their elder brother, Slim, was mounted securely on her back, his legs astride hers, fucking her slowly but very deliberately. He forced his stomach and groin deep into the satin-smooth cheeks of her upturned bottom, in order to penetrate her to the full. Then he eased back and lifted his groin, staring at the perfectly formed buttocks as his penis temporarily exited. After a pause, he would sink back inside her again, very slowly, half an inch at a time, making her wait as long as he could, making her wait for the final push home. He enjoyed the way she wriggled and gasped in anticipation of receiving all that he owned. And then, when he was all the way home, he savoured the feel of bouncy bare bottom jammed hard and fast against his stomach and groin, and of the tight little channel he was skewering as far as it would stretch. Then he would start another retreat, just as slowly as before, feeling her insides tugging at him as he went, sensing their reluctance to yield up any part of him.

‘At this rate we'll be here all night,’ Tim complained mildly to Jim, wondering whether he'd ever have his turn.

‘There are worse ways of passing the time,’ muttered Slim, withdrawing his tip into the relative cool of the air and, once again, glancing down to admire the contours of her exquisitely shaped buttocks as they lay there, momentarily abandoned, awaiting further use. Then he bore down gradually, settling back inside her, watching his oversized organ disappear slowly between the pearly pink cheeks. Ohhhh!’ she moaned again, as he stretched her much further than she'd comfortably go.

Baby Jim wrapped both hands round his own unattended erection, and sighed deeply. He realised that he'd have to wait even longer than Tim.

Pauline groaned at the way she was being extended. She still hadn't got used to Slim's dimensions, despite the time he'd already spent inside her. She supposed it had something to do with the way he was vacating her completely and then waiting, before starting all over again. Every time he returned, she was surprised by his size. Surprised and highly delighted. She had to admit that fact. There was no way she could control how she felt. Oh dear! What a disgrace! What a positive and utter disgrace! Here she was on her wedding night, stripped by the cards of all but her unessential apparel, and lying beside her beloved but completely comatose husband. Lying beside him and wallowing in the pleasure of being comprehensively bummed by his awful cousin, Slim. ‘Bummed' in the sense of the position in which he was dicking her. Not the place in which he was so deeply ensconced - she was very glad to say!

She'd only been done once that way before. In her bottom, that is. It had felt ever so strange, she remembered. A bit uncomfortable, but not entirely unpleasant. In fact, not unpleasant at all. Just different, really. But, then again, that awful Tim Reynolds hadn't been nearly as big as Slim. Not small, mind you. She hadn't meant to insult him. About medium, she supposed she ought to say. Certainly he'd been large enough for her to have been surprised at how easily he'd done it to her. With the help of a little lubrication . . .

Pauline quickly forgot about her unusual experience with Tim Reynolds as another wave of orgasm swept over her, making her gasp for breath. Tim picked up her wedding bouquet, which had somehow fallen to the floor. Then he walked over to the bed and placed it in her outstretched hand. Carefully he adjusted her head-dress and veil and straightened her elbow-length gloves. Then he stepped back to take in the scene. ‘It's a pity the photographer's gone home,’ he murmured thoughtfully, as she wriggled her hips against the incoming Slim. ‘This is one snap the blushing young bride would love to have in her album.’

‘Cousin Michael as well,’ grunted Slim. ‘He could see for himself just how conscientiously we've stuck to our promise to keep her entertained.’

After a while Slim changed tactics. Having withdrawn and then waited, he suddenly shafted her as hard as he could -right up to the root in less than the twinkling of an eye. Caught unaware, she jerked back her head and howled up at the ceiling in shocked surprise.

‘Do that again,’ Tim suggested from the side of the bed. Slim did, producing exactly the same result. ‘That's much more like it!’ said Tim. He was hoping that a little increased activity would help to speed his brother on his way. ‘Doesn't she sound nice!’ he enthused, as Pauline lifted her head and shrieked yet again.

Slim had to agree. Despite himself, his excitement was mounting. Despite himself, the pauses between each stroke were getting shorter and shorter. Eventually there were no pauses at all. Now he was dishing out one long, continuous pounding, skating in and out of her with electrifying force and speed. She opened her mouth and groaned with delight at the way she was being so brutally expanded and bruised.

Tim stayed on his feet by the bed. Not long now, he thought to himself, as Slim swept into overdrive.

But he'd misjudged the strength and granite determination of Ms brother. The assault and battery continued, without any relent or respite. Ten, fifteen, twenty minutes slipped by, to the sound of rapid machine-gun fire as groin smacked hard against buttocks at a truly incredible pace, accompanied by the slurping of penis in pussy and the howls of a rather over-sexed young woman in the throes of ecstasy.

‘The bugger will wear her away.’ Tim grumbled quietly to Jim. ‘There'll be nothing left for us.’

Jim looked nervously across the bed at Michael. ‘Suppose all this noise wakes him up?’

‘There's no need to worry about that,’ Tim replied confidently. ‘Those little pills of friend Peter's are absolutely lethal.’

‘Not literally, I hope.’

‘Cousin Michael will be out like a light till morning. We'll be long gone by the time he wakes up, leaving him none the wiser as to where we've all been dipping our wicks.’

Baby Jim swallowed and said nothing. It had been a dirty trick to play, he thought to himself. He felt sorry for his cousin. Not so sorry that it would prevent him having his go with the bride - but sorry, nevertheless.

Jim peered closely at Pauline, at the ecstatic look on her face, quite clearly discernible despite the wedding veil. He stared at her upturned bottom, at the way it bounced so fetchingly under the barrage from above, and at the way Slim's long damp member vanished between the shiny-smooth oval cheeks, only to re-appear a split second later, and then vanish again. The huge, glistening organ seemed to be gaining colour with every thrust. Its fat, bulbous head seemed to be swelling with every plunge.

Jim told himself that when his time came he'd make love to her, as opposed to simply having sex. After all, thought Jim, he'd been desperately in love with her from the very first moment he'd seen her. From the moment that afternoon when he'd first glimpsed her walking down the aisle, a vision in virgin white . . .

Slim withdrew and paused for breath. Just momentarily. He glanced down and was fascinated to see that her buttocks were now a much brighter shade of pink. Almost a red, in fact. Undoubtedly due to the ferocity of the treatment they'd been receiving. They contrasted delightfully with the frothy, snowy-white garters just an inch below. Unfortunately for him the sight of this hot, nicely spanked bottom was very much his undoing. He was struck with the sudden realisation that he couldn't hold back any longer. There was nothing he could do to avoid it. Matters had come to a head much earlier than he'd have wished.

Slim reacted swiftly, not wishing to waste a drop of the very special wedding gift he'd been storing up for the lucky bride.

Fortunately, she was so open and ready for him that full reentry was effected just in the nick of time. As he sank back into willing wet warmth, he closed his eyes and, with a groan of despair, started to spurt.

Pauline felt the first burst of boiling-hot seed and her climax started all over again. With each fresh squirt her vagina tightened greedily around him, as if it was trying to milk every last drop. She lifted her bottom and jammed it forcefully into his groin, determined that he should implant her as deeply as possible. So, as a result, he was embedded in her to his absolute maximum. No matter how much they wriggled and pushed against each other, there was simply no more cock to go in. Which was probably just as well, she thought to herself, bearing in mind how tightly he was fitted within. And she'd already observed that his two younger brothers were also in the same league! There was no doubting the fact that her resources were about to be stretched to the very fullest of their full capacity . . .

And still he continued to gush. One long fierce spurt after another, with intervals of about a second between. ‘Yes!’ she squealed, as she felt each hot fresh salvo jetting straight into her womb.

But at last Slim was spent, and with a sigh of regret he rolled off her beautiful bottom, giving it a farewell pat as he went. It had provided magnificent service. The most comfortable ride he could every have wished for. In a flash his place was taken by Tim - almost before Slim's deflating tip had finally vacated her. Tim was on her back and inside her as Slim struggled to regain his feet. So fast that she wondered whether it was Tim, or whether Slim had suddenly discovered some hidden reserves. Then Tim bit the back of her neck, and she twisted and saw it was him. ‘Ride her, cowboy!’ he growled dirtily, instantly following his own advice.

‘Oh, crumbs!’ she gasped, as he started to prod her with all his might. He was showing none of the subtleties initially displayed by Slim, just carrying on from where the latter had so recently left off. Just ramming himself in and out of her already over-poked person as if his only ambition was to mingle his sperm with Slim's. Which, in truth, was precisely his concern. He'd waited so long that he wanted to shoot right away. As quickly as he was able. There'd be another chance later, he told himself, as his semen started to stir. In the meantime, he'd settle for the fastest possible release of his excruciatingly pent-up frustrations . . .

Tim closed his eyes and concentrated on the sloshing sound he was creating inside her - far noisier than the earlier sound of Slim, because now she was so much wetter. All that Tim desired was to double the volume of fluid she'd already received.

Pauline groaned as another heavy cargo of her favourite substance was suddenly discharged. Stream after stream of it jettisoned into her at a really blistering pace. So violently that she almost imagined she might be swept off the bed, out of the room, and all the way down the stairs. What an embarrassment that would be, she giggled to herself as Tim continued to gush. What an embarrassment, washed up in the hotel foyer in that way . . !




As the result of some rather hesitant encouragement, Pauline rolled over onto her back and blinked. ‘Baby Jim!’ she smiled with pleasure and relief, as he kissed her on the cheek.

Very tenderly he ran a finger down the side of her face. ‘You're really beautiful!’ he breathed. ‘You're the most beautiful girl in the world!’

‘Thank you, Jim. It isn't true, but it's very kind of you to say it.’

‘. . . I'm sorry,’ he whispered unsurely. It wasn't my idea . . .’

‘Do you want your turn or not?’ Slim snapped from an armchair across the room. ‘If so, you'd better get on with it.’

‘Personally I think he's far too young,’ drawled Tim. ‘Why don't we cancel his go?’

Pauline wasted no time. She reached out and guided Jim down towards her, concerned that Tim might actually implement his threat. As he started to climb on top of her, somewhat tentatively, she kissed him on the lips. The first kiss of the evening. She'd been pawed and poked and pounded, but this was the very first kiss. She felt him begin to relax. She felt their bodies starting to melt into each other, very quickly indeed. She felt the instant rapport that seemed to exist between them.

‘I love you,’ he murmured into her ear. So quietly that she almost didn't hear it.

She felt a warm glow inside her. But this time it had nothing to do with any phallus or other physical object. It was just a warm glow of pleasure at being treated nicely for once. And, she had to admit it, at having someone on top of her whom she really fancied quite a bit. How lovely to be shown some gentleness and consideration, she sighed to herself, as Jim kissed her tenderly with his tongue. What a refreshing change! And how nice to be able to feel something that was a little like love and affection, as opposed to raw, naked lust. She could tell that he was a trifle inexperienced, but that was also a welcome change.

Pauline reached down and cupped her hand round his burning erection. She really wanted him inside her. That was the difference between having Jim and having his brothers. This time she really wanted him before he'd started, as opposed to when he was already crammed tightly inside and making her come . . .

She used her hand to steer him in the right direction. ‘Ready, steady, go!’ she giggled in a whisper . . . and he was happy to comply. She closed her eyes as he glided slowly and smoothly up to the top of her vagina. She could feel his iron-hard weapon acting as a plunger and expelling much of Tim's recently sewn seed. But Baby Jim would soon restock her, she sighed happily to herself.

‘That's lovely!’ she breathed, wrapping both arms round his neck and drawing his mouth to hers. For a full five minutes they lay there, powerfully coupled but unmoving, taking turns kissing each other, and feeling the current flowing between them. Softly and sweetly she began to climax, savouring the taste of the kiss and the bulky presence of his penis as it rested inside her, still but very strong. At length she withdrew from the succulence of his mouth and smiled warmly into his face. ‘Let's love each other some more,’ she said softly, easing her groin upwards as he slid his hands underneath the cheeks of her bottom and began to nibble at her magnificently upthrust breasts.




Now it was over an hour later. Now all three brothers had ejaculated inside her. Ejaculated hotly and profusely. And Slim had shot into her a second time. Now Tim was taking his second helping of the night. The two others sat and watched patiently as matters progressed. This time it was a far less frenzied affair. Tim was lying on his back and Pauline was stretched out on top of him, her toes almost touching his, due to her height. Slim and Jim stared in appreciation at the slow, even rise and fall of her bountiful buttocks. They gazed in fascination as she impaled herself on Tim, time after leisurely time.

She was absolutely awash with their seed, both inside and out. The cheeks of her bottom were completely coated. They glistened and gleamed as it ran down them in rivulets. Working slowly up and down on Tim, she could feel it dribbling down the cleft between her buttocks and tickling her as it oozed over the hole of her bottom. Her frilly lace garters were soaked through and could no longer absorb any more, with the result that it was trickling down the back of each thigh. Fond as she was of the stuff, she realised she was in a bit of a state.

But it wasn't her fault, she said to herself, as she eased down and stretched herself on Tim. It wasn't her fault she was in such an unholy mess. It wouldn't have been half as bad if they'd left her in one position. If they'd left her to lie on either her front or her back. But when she had to keep turning and twisting and clambering on top . . .

Crumbs, it was a long way to ride! The whole length of Tim's stalk, she meant. She supposed it must be very good exercise, judging by how tiring it was. But it wouldn't be quite such hard work, she reflected, if only he hadn't insisted that she should lift her bottom right up until she'd cleared the end. It would be much more comfortable to go only half way up. But not so much fun, she supposed she had to admit . . . Goodness, she was really smothered! Every part of her was dripping. There was even a large blob on the end of her nose. How the devil had it managed to get there . . . ?

Pauline concentrated on Tim and ground down against the slippery shaft that was piercing her so profoundly, jamming her clitoris against it as she went. He was so solidly erect that she couldn't move him by even a fraction. As she pressed down, gasping with pleasure, she happened to glance over at Michael, and felt another sharp pang of guilt. However could she have been so silly, she quizzed herself yet again. However had she let herself be lured into that awful game of strip poker? And then, when it had finished, how had she allowed the urgent demands of her wretchedly wanton pussy to rule her actions, instead of those from her head? She should know by now that no good ever came of listening to messages that emanated from below the suspender belt. How on earth had she managed to get herself into this truly deplorable situation? On her wedding night, of all times! Before she'd even consummated her marriage! Oh, crikey! Now the super-stiffness of Tim's penis was starting to make her erupt all over again. Whatever would the three of them think of her? Had she no shame? Had she no way of controlling herself?

Ten minutes later Slim stirred restlessly. He watched her slowly enveloping Tim once again. For about the five hundredth time, he reckoned. The buttocks paused at the peak of their ascent, exposing the whole of Tim's tackle to view. And impressive tackle it was, too. Then, after a wait of several seconds, she began to bear down on him, very slowly, Tim's pole of flesh disappearing little by little until it was fully immersed. The process was then repeated over and over again, slowly and very laboriously to the obvious enjoyment of the couple on the bed. The whole business needed livening up, Slim said to himself after a while. Otherwise the boredom factor was liable to set in. After all, the lovely young bride had had it far too easy up to now. He felt sure she'd wish to commemorate tonight with something rather more special . . .

Slim's gaze settled on an expensive-looking jar of body lotion on the nearby dressing table. An idea occurred to him. He accepted it at once, and reached for the jar.

Some sixty seconds later, Slim sauntered over to the bed and waited until Pauline had pushed all the way down against Tim. Then, by way of restraint, he placed one hand firmly across the middle of her sticky bare bottom.

‘Oh!’ she exclaimed in surprise, knowing full well that both of Tim's hands were gainfully employed elsewhere.

‘Hold it right there,’ demanded Slim, lustfully gazing down at her perfectly shaped bottom. It was so prettily plump and inviting that he felt a real physical pain shoot right through his groin.

‘Hey!’ muttered Tim, as his elder brother started to climb onto her back, wedging her between the two of them. ‘What's going on?’

‘Patience, Brother Tim. All will be revealed very soon.’

‘Oh!’ she gasped again, as Slim's weight pressed her down onto Tim, forcing him even further inside her tight little opening.

‘Just lie still, both of you,’ Slim said firmly. ‘It won't take me long. ‘I'm not too heavy, am I, Tim?’

‘No. It's okay, I suppose . . .’

Pauline could feel Slim's penis pressed hard against the cheekiest part of her bottom, as erect as ever and burning her with its heat. He arched his back and adjust his position, taking time and trouble to get it just right. She gulped. Oh dear! Whatever did he have in mind? Whatever was in store for her now? She'd better lie still. She'd better do as he'd said and lie still. And wait to see what transpired. Surely he wasn't intending to do what she'd originally thought? What she'd originally feared when he'd begun to clamber onto her back? The thing that awful Tim Reynolds had once done to her when she'd been on elbows and knees on the bathroom floor?

But, unfortunately for Pauline, that was exactly what Slim intended. He'd decided the post-nuptial party would really go with a bang should the blushing young bride find herself being had from front and rear, at one and the very same time, whilst stretched out on the bed beside her brand-new husband. What better way for her to celebrate her wedding night? It must be every girl's dream, Slim chortled happily to himself, as he made careful preparations. Preparations to boldly go where only one man had gone before. Preparations to boldly split an infinitive that had been split only once before.

Now there was no mistaking the course of action he'd planned. Now Pauline realised his intent, and groaned with despair. Oh mother and father! He was far to big to do that! He was almost twice the size of that awful Tim Reynolds. There was no way she'd be able to let him in there! No way in the world . . . !

But Pauline was wrong yet again. Suddenly she squealed. She squealed in surprise, not pain. She squealed in surprise because all at once she'd realised that Slim was partially inside her bottom. With hardly any effort on his part, with hardly any hurt on hers. His hot, over-swollen tip had slid inside her bottom with ease, causing marginal discomfort, but nothing more. And now it slid again, a couple of inches further at least. And still there was none of the torture she'd dreaded. It must be because she was so relaxed, she thought to herself. Her body and her muscles must be so relaxed after all this sex that he was able to do it to her with ease. Almost as easily as Tim Reynolds. How amazing! How really and truly amazing! Whoever would have thought it possible? Well, she sighed to herself, as he slid forward again, at least there was none of the agony she'd first feared. Not so far, anyway. That was really quite a relief.

As Slim encroached even deeper, Pauline lay stock still, not daring to move, hardly even daring to breathe. The heat from his invading penis contrasted starkly with the chill of the body lotion with which he'd lubricated her, making his member appear to be on fire. ‘Argh!’ she croaked, as he pushed forward again. She guessed that by now he must be over halfway into her bottom, but she had no real means of telling for sure. She wondered whether he'd leave it at that. Whether he'd settle for what he'd got.

Up to now she'd been so preoccupied with the prospect of being hurt that her mind had failed to register the unique sensations that her body was experiencing. But all that was about to change. Tim decided to lend a hand. Or whatever. He thrust up with his groin, suddenly and with considerable force. ‘ARGHH!!’ shrieked Pauline, losing her breath completely as she felt Slim being forced almost all the way home. Oh, crumbs!’ she tried, but failed, to gasp. There was simply no air left in her body. Like a fish out of water, her mouth flapped uselessly open and shut as she struggled to fill her lungs. Oh, grief!’ she thought to herself instead. ‘That hugely over-grown thingy stuck right up my poor little bott . . !’

Now she was sandwiched between the two brothers in every conceivable sense. Sandwiched internally and externally. Sandwiched just about as extensively as it was possible for her to be. Particularly inside. She was simply plugged full of them. Stuffed so full of them that they seemed to occupy every part of her being, not just the two little channels into which they were actually crammed. They seemed to be present in every organ and every living tissue, both in her body and her brain. She was bursting wide open with them. They were anywhere and everywhere, filling her to an impossible extent. She could even feel them in her fingertips and toes. There was no part of her person that was free of their invasive influence. She was amazed that she could still hear and breathe, because they were there in her ears, nose and throat. And behind her eyeballs, as well. She felt like an over-stuffed sausage, she thought to herself. A grossly over-stuffed sausage. She was stuffed with a higher proportion of pork than one of Harrods's best. She was nothing but an over-filled penis pie . . !

Slim moved forward just a fraction, causing her to orgasm from head to foot, every muscle in her body seeming to spasm. Now she could remember the sensation. Now she could remember how it had felt when Tim Reynolds had been in there. How she'd been able to feel him so much better than in the usual place. Feel him so closely and clearly. Now, lying here beside Michael, she could feel every contour of Slim. Every ridge, wrinkle and vein of his dick. She could feel his pulse beat, as well. She could even have told him his heart rate, if she'd had the composure and inclination to take it.

It was so weird, she said to herself. So unlike anything else that had ever been done to her. Apart from that time with Tim Reynolds. And this was quite a bit different to that. Slim was so much larger, for one thing. And for another, this time both her pussy and bottom were packed! It made her earlier experience with Tim seem almost pallid by comparison . . . Oh, crumbs! The pain and the pleasure in her bottom was making her come in a most extraordinary way.

Slim and Tim were jammed so closely together inside her that she wondered, vaguely, whether they could actually identify each other. She thought it quite possible they could. She strove to control her climax, and partially succeeded. Her breathing became more regular. Then she thought about Slim and how exactly she could feel him, and that was enough. Just the thought itself was enough to start her off again. To start another of the strangest climaxes she'd ever known in her life. One that was entirely oriented towards her bottom. She shivered and gasped and wondered whether she was perfectly normal. Did all girls react in this way . . ?

‘Start moving,’ Slim urged into her ear.

‘Pardon?’ she asked in a croak.

‘Start moving,’ he repeated. ‘Start wriggling your bum.’

‘. . . I don't think I can . . .’

‘It's easy. Just wriggle it up and down. Unless you want me to do the work?’

Pauline tried to oblige, nervously pushing up with her hips, just half an inch or so. She squawked loudly as Slim was plugged even more securely into her, whilst Tim slid a fraction the opposite way. Quickly she pushed down, feeling the process reversed, and sighing with relief.

‘Don't stop,’ ordered Slim. ‘Keep doing it just like that. It doesn't hurt, does it?’

‘. . .Yes, but I can stand it. It just feels . . . very odd . . .’

‘Well, try it again. And keep on trying.’

With some trepidation she wriggled up against Slim and then down against Tim, and immediately her orgasm intensified. The pain was very minimal in relation to the exquisite erotic sensations. In relation to the thrill of having two huge male organs moving simultaneously inside her, one pressing into her bottom as the other one eased away, then, as soon as she lowered her hips, one of them filling her again as the other back-tracked an inch. She took a deep breath and decided to do as she'd been told. It didn't really hurt her, and the exhilaration was just too fantastic for words. So she started to wriggle like a snake, fairly slowly to start with. Up and down, just an inch or so either way, pushing her buttocks up into Slim and then her groin down against Tim. Up and down, up and down, up and down. In went Slim and back slid Tim. In went Tim, back slid Slim. Up, in-out. Down, out-in. As one slithered forward the other slid back. As one pushed in the other slipped part of the way out. Up and down, in and out, out and in. Up and down, in and out, out and in. Slim in her bottom, Tim in her quim. Slim in her bottom, Tim in her quim. Her bottom, her quim, her bottom, her quim. First Slim, now Tim. First Slim, now Tim. Her bottom, her quim. Slim in her bottom, Tim in her quim. Slim in her bottom, Tim in her quim. All the way into her bottom, then all the way into her quim. Part of the way out of her bottom, then part of the way out of her quim. All the way into her bottom and part of the way out of her quim. Push up to fill her bottom, press down to fill her quim.

Now she was wriggling as fast as she could, an inch or two up, an inch or two down. Now her orgasm was entirely constant. It was there all the time. It didn't come in waves. It existed throughout her body, and it continued to exist and exist.

Faster and faster she wriggled. Slim slid forward and Tim slid back. Tim slid forward and Slim slid back. Slim in her bottom, Tim in her quim. Every wiggle she made caused them to move twice. Whatever, she did, she got it back twice. One thrust from her and two from them.

It was the most incredible sensation she'd ever known. She was doubly plugged in every sense of the expression. Whatever she did, whatever single movement she made, it resulted in two equal and opposite movements inside her. Double value every time. Up, in-out. Down, out-in. All the way into her pussy, part of the way out of her bum. All the way into her bottom, part of the way out of her quim. And on and on and on, until she felt she'd like to keep doing it for a week. Up and down she writhed in a frenzy, thrusting as hard as she could, moving their pricks as far and as fast as she could, skating them violently backwards and forwards inside her. Now she was unable to get too much. In fact, she was unable to get quite enough. Slim all the way into her bottom, then Tim all the way into her quim.

Eventually she had to slow down in order to catch her breath. She was physically exhausted and needed to rest before returning, flat out, to the fray. Her hips continued to rock up and down, but at a fraction of the previous pace. She turned her head with a groan, and started to gulp vast quantities of air into her lungs. It felt good and she soon began to revive. With her eyes tightly closed, she pushed slowly and gently against each of the brothers in turn, sighing contentedly as her breathing started to return to normal.

She opened her eyes and, through her wedding veil, suddenly noticed Baby Jim sitting disconsolately on a chair by the blank TV set, staring at her. She'd almost forgotten about him. He looked so lonely, she thought. She beckoned, and he was on his feet and beside her in a flash. ‘Sit down here,’ she whispered, patting the edge of the bed beside her face, still wriggling her bottom slowly up and down. ‘I didn't mean to ignore you, Jim,’ she added with an apologetic smile. ‘Come over here a bit closer . . .’

‘Thank you,’ he gulped, as she parted her veil and guided his eager erection into her mouth.

Now she was housing all three of the Brothers Trelawny. All three of them were now accommodated snugly within. Despite her other responsibilities, she was able to attend sweetly to Jim, and to appreciate having him inside her. With Tim and Slim it was just sex. The most impossible, inconceivable, unbelievable sex she'd ever had in her life. But still only sex, nevertheless. With Jim she felt something different. It was more like making love to a regular boyfriend or husband. There was some sort of bond between them. Something that transcended the merely physical. For her it completed the picture. It filled the last gap in the jigsaw. Below the waist Slim and Tim were providing her with everything she could possibly expect - and a great deal more besides. But now Baby Jim was adding that very welcome touch of something a little more soulful. Something a little like love. It would be wonderful, she said to herself. It would be really wonderful if only she could wave a magic wand whenever she chose and find herself using her mouth on Michael, yet at the same time have him inside her pussy and bottom as well. How lovely that would be! A genuine three in one . . .

Pauline concentrated on matters in hand. Or rather, in mouth, pussy and bum. Quickly she found a rhythm. Synchronisation with all three of them was very soon attained. As she pushed up with her hips, she sucked Jim into her mouth. As she thrust down on Tim, she started to disgorge him. Bottom and mouth were full and her pussy was partially vacant. Then the reverse was the case. Then the reverse of that. Slim and Jim slipped in, and Tim glided part way back. Then Tim plugged pussy to the full, and Slim and Jim retreated. Now mouth and bottom were full. Then it was the turn of her quim. Then mouth and bottom again. Then the turn of her quim. Two slid in as one slid halfway out. One returned as two of them drew back.

Again and again and again. Mouth and bum, then pussy. Pussy, then mouth and bum. Faster and faster, now that she'd mastered the technique of being triply-trunked. Slim and Jim filled bottom and mouth, as Tim was pulled back with a slurp. Then Tim was up to the hilt in her, and the others were partially out. Up, in-in-out. Down, out-out-in. Up, in-in-out. Down, out-out-in. Suck as she pushed up, disgorge as she pushed down. And all the time she kept spasming. One long, non-stop orgasm, constant and regular, reaching and touching every part of her. She was throbbing and pulsating all over - one vast, collective paroxysm of sexual pleasure pounding mercilessly through every cell in her body. And she knew the reason why. She knew why it was so incredibly intense. She couldn't pretend otherwise. It was the fantastic sensation she gained through spiking her bottom on Slim. She had to be honest with herself. It was Slim stretching her anal passage and forcing her to experience something so sensual that she could scarcely believe it was happening. Her bottom was so sensitive. So really, incredibly sensitive. She could feel him so well in here. So really incredibly well . . .

Slowly but surely it all started to come together. Pauline felt all three of them start to stiffen and stir. Stiffen and stir and jerk. She decided to decrease the pace, to let them have the chance to feel a part of what she herself was feeling. To let them participate in her own orgasm, if they could. She thought it would accelerate things with them - the coming of the tribe. At only a fraction of the previous speed, she pushed Slim into her bottom and sucked Jim into her throat. Then she waited, before bearing slowly down on Tim. Slowly up, and slowly down. Very, very slowly. The opposite to the way in which a man would try to hasten his own climax. No rush or frenzy, just slowly and easily up and down, feeling quite sure that it was the best way of bringing them off.

Now she was moving even more slowly and deliberately, giving them the opportunity to feel and understand the thrill that was coursing through her. The thrill of having three large penises working away inside her. Working away simultaneously but independently. Poking and prodding and plugging one opening after another, and stimulating her way beyond the point she'd ever imagined she'd be able to reach.

Now Pauline was paying particular attention to Baby Jim. Very special and particular attention. Not that there was anything babyish about what she had in her mouth - a thick, stiff shaft that she was pampering with all her love and expertise. Still wriggling up and down between the two older brothers, she peeled back Jim's foreskin with her fingers, exposing the whole knob of his penis to her. Carefully she ran the tip of her tongue round the ridge. Several time around the ridge. Then, using short quick strokes, she licked upwards towards the gaping, quivering eye. It seemed to expand as she reached it and kissed it lovingly, widening as if her was about to vent. She raised her head and opened her mouth. Oh, my God!’ groaned Jim, his eyes bulging as he watched her swallowing him, one inch after another, all the way down to the root. The sight of his bloated weapon slowly disappearing into her lovely mouth was almost too much for him to bear. ‘Oh Christ, Pauline!’ he gasped. ‘I never dreamt that anything could be like this . . !’

Telepathy ran through all of them like electricity through a copper circuit. All of them were sharing her climax, and all of them sensed that the men were not far from reaching their own. Slim was the first to succumb, although only by a second or two. Pauline felt him start to spurt in her bottom - it was like liquid fire squirting into her bum. As she'd expected, she could enjoy it so much better than usual. She could feel and enjoy every globule that he spurted. She imagined that she could even identify each individual sperm as it wriggled and jiggled and celebrated the fact that it was free. She squealed with pleasure as his seed burnt its way up and down her anal passage. Very soon it poured out into the open, due to the lack of space within.

By now the flood gates had been flung wide open. No sooner had Slim started to erupt than Jim and Tim followed his lead, spouting like steam-filled geysers long overdue for release. Now all three of them were hosing themselves into her, pumping themselves into her three main orifices, whilst she swallowed and wormed and squirmed. Time stood still and the outflow seemed to last an eternity. She marvelled at the quantity all three were able to void. And she was determined to enjoy every squirt. She was equally determined that Jim shouldn't miss out. She was determined to gulp all of him down. It wouldn't be fair, she said to herself. It wouldn't be fair to allow any of him to spill onto the bed. He was just as entitled as the others to empty himself inside her. More entitled, in fact, because he'd been so much kinder and nicer and more gentle. A real Sugar-Sugar to fuck and now suck . . .

Slim glanced across at the catatonic bridegroom, still in his morning suit, his top hat on the chair beside the bed. Then he glanced down at the wriggling squiggling bride, still demurely dressed in her veil, but totally naked in the rather more important area that lay between frilly white garters and elbow-length gloves. ‘Tim was quite right,’ he thought to himself, as the tripartite transfusion of sperm soared to a crescendo. ‘It is a pity about the photographer . . .’

Tim was the first to recover. ‘Oh, Mother!’ Pauline gasped with pleasure, as he began to force himself into the tight little passage that Slim had so recently vacated.

‘It's just as well there are three of us,’ Slim said thoughtfully, standing beside the bed. ‘I think there's still a great deal of fucking left in her yet.’

‘But there won't be by the time we're through,’ growled Tim, starting to beat against her buttocks as hard as he could.

‘Are you going to have a go in there?’ Slim asked Jim, nodding down to where Tim was racing in and out.

‘If she wants me to,’ Jim replied slowly.

Pauline twisted her head and managed to smile at him, even though her face was contorted with anguish. ‘Yes, please!’ she was only just able to whisper.
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Maidenhead Revisited




It was Friday morning at last. The negatives were safely in her handbag and would soon follow the path of the four sets of prints, whose troublesome existence had ended in the office incinerator on each of the previous four mornings. All she had to do was to endure one final session across George Franks' knee, she told herself hopefully, as he peeled her minuscule white knickers down to the tops of her thighs, exposing sorely bruised buttocks to view. Then she'd be free. Free from his clutches, as well as the ritual burning of her poor posterior. And there was one other positive benefit, too. Already her conscience was troubling her far less than before. At last she had been able to come to terms with the horrors of her wedding night. Now, whilst she lay here and paid the full price for the negatives, she'd concentrate her thoughts on the ghastly mishaps of the first night of her honeymoon, in the hope that she'd also start to feel better about that. It had all begun to go wrong the moment they'd arrived at the airport . . .




Gatwick Airport was in turmoil. French air traffic control had been exercising the work-to-rule that has now become traditional at peak holiday times. Seasonal blackmail of the very worst kind. But, of course, the French are like that. Completely self-centred and contrary.

Interminable flight delays had ensured that the whole of the south passenger terminal was jam-packed with frustrated holidaymakers. Bodies were strewn across the floor of the building, some sleeping, some trying to sleep, and the rest drinking themselves to sleep. Endless queues of luggage-laden trolleys were lined up in zig-zag formation before closed check-in desks. The departure lounge itself was bursting at the seams, and at passport control customs officers were turning back irate travellers, telling them firmly that they could only pass through when their flight was called. The bars and cafes were doing a roaring trade. Glasses, cups, saucers and plates littered every corner, as well as every table top. Ashtrays had long since given up the unequal struggle to contain. The shops had sold out of soft drinks, crisps and biscuits. And newspapers had gone hours before. Everywhere chaos reigned supreme. And everywhere, everyone hated the bloody Frogs.

‘If only we'd sided with the Kaiser!’ moaned Michael. ‘None of this would be happening. The airports would be running like clockwork and the trains and ferries too. There'd be no European Union, no VAT, no collapsing Russia, no European Court of Human Rights, and Paris would be part of Greater London. It's a crying shame that back in 1914 no-one ever foresaw the impossibility of maintaining flight schedules at Gatwick Airport in July 1998.’

Pauline and Michael continued to wander back and forth across the seething terminal building. Unwittingly, Pauline added to the confusion that threatened to swamp them. Unknickered and braless, her exquisitely filled white denims and red T-shirt were a constant source of distraction to the would-be travellers with their baggage. Or at least, to the male element thereof. As she wiggled and bounced her way through the crowds, heavily loaded trolleys collided noisily with each other, ran over the feet of small children, and flattened little old ladies who were quietly minding their own business and causing no nuisance to anyone. Occasional scuffles broke out in their wake. Angry parents nursed wailing infants, devoted daughters attended to elderly parents, and furious sons-in-laws argued with alleged offenders.

Mr Julian Root was the worst of the casualties. He sustained a broken ankle. With his head fully turned round to look behind him, he took one step too many. His trolley careered unceremoniously down a flight of steps leading from the shops and bars on the first floor to the check-in desks on the ground floor. Only a split-second later Mr Root himself followed suit, still holding the bar of the trolley. His fourteen-day holiday was suddenly and severely curtailed. The holiday population of the Algarve was about to be reduced by approximately one millionth.

‘What was that commotion, Mikey?’ asked Pauline, peering anxiously over her shoulder.

‘Some drunk, I think. Fell down the stairs. Silly beggar!’

‘I hope he's okay?’

‘Oh, he's bound to be. These guys are like rubber dolls when they've soaked up enough booze.’

‘He seems to be making an awful din down there.’

‘I expect he's upset because he smashed his bottle on the way down.’

Pauline and Michael decided to try to get through passport control, even though the check-in desk had warned them it would be difficult. ‘I'm afraid I can't let you through,’ said the customs officer, handing the boarding cards back to Michael. ‘You'll have to stay where you are until your flight's called. The departure lounge is full already.’

Michael opened his mouth to argue, but Pauline sidled up to the officer. ‘Oh dear!’ she sighed, gazing deep into his eyes. ‘That's really ever such a shame.’

‘Why's that, miss?’

‘I did so much want to buy some perfume,’ she pouted, joggling her boobs and cocking her head to one side. ‘Are you sure you can't make a teeny-weeny exception?’

‘Well, perhaps I could,’ he replied slowly, glancing over his shoulder to see if he was being observed.

‘How sweet!’

'Brilliant, sugarpuss!’ murmured Michael, as they hurried forward to reclaim their hand luggage from the X-ray machine. ‘Absolutely brilliant!’

Pauline handed her passport to the officer at the gate. ‘I'm afraid the photograph isn't very good,’ she explained with some concern. ‘I was in a bit of a rush and it was taken in one of those booths.’

‘No, it doesn't really do you justice,’ he replied kindly, unable to prevent his eyes dropping to the front of her low-cut T-shirt. ‘Actually, the photograph is taken from the shoulders up,’ Michael pointed out helpfully.

Once in the departure lounge, they headed for the bar. ‘If it's a duty-free bar,’ asked Pauline, 'why are all the prices twice as high as in the pubs?’

‘Because these people are all thieves and vagabonds,’ he explained. ‘And also because it's the only bar here. They've got a captive audience.’ Michael ordered a large Pernod and water, and a vodka and tonic for Pauline. Whilst the barman's attention was diverted by the way in which those superb boobs in the red T-shirt were crushed so delightfully against the lucky bugger with his arm round her waist, he proceeded to miss Michael's glass and pour a whole bottle of mineral water slowly down the sleeve of his jacket, seemingly without noticing his mistake, or hearing the adverse comments of thirsty customers who'd been waiting twenty minutes for service.

‘Ice and lemon in the vodka?’ enquired the barman, addressing his remarks to the image of her cleavage displayed so clearly in the mirror behind the optics.

‘Yes, please.’

‘There you are, madam,’ declared the barman, eyes still glued to her front as he carefully deposited three ice cubes and a slice of lemon in the overflowing ashtray beside her glass.

‘You've poured the vodka and tonic into the glass instead of the ashtray,’ complained Michael, collecting his change from the bowl of peanuts on the counter.

‘We were first!’ pointed out an elderly couple, as Pauline and Michael took their drinks to the far side of the lounge. ‘And so were several others. You should have served all of us first.’

‘Piss off!’ muttered the barman, eyes glued to the gracefully undulating seat of the retreating white jeans.

Michael was fortunate enough to find the only vacant seat in the departure lounge, and sat down. As Pauline gracefully lowered her bottom onto his lap, Mr Robin Harrolds, author of countless autopornographies, was suddenly inspired. Now he knew how to finish that difficult chapter three. He would transform the scene into a case of rape. ‘You've driven me insane!’ wrote Mr Harrolds in his head. ‘I can't abide another second of my life unless I've possessed you.’

‘You're mad!’ the heroine gasped, her bottom lip trembling in fear.

‘I shall have to take you like this. You don't love me enough for there to be any other way.’

He wrenched the red T-shirt up to her neck and buried his face in the firm, round breasts so cruelly exposed to view.

‘George!’ she whispered tearfully. ‘It isn't my fault. It could all have been so different . . .’

‘I must have you!’ he snarled, dragging the white jeans roughly down to her feet.

‘A man must have what a man must have,’ she sighed to herself, closing her eyes in anguish as she felt him forcing the steaming, raw red meat of his manhood deeper and deeper into her body. The pain of her grief was almost intolerable. All her life she'd been such a strict vegetarian.




‘For Christ's sake, take a look at that!’ cried Captain J.J.H. Bird to his co-pilot, Larry Burnley.

‘What is it?’ asked the co-pilot with a twinge of panic. The Captain had given him the controls to taxi the Tristar to the runway. And he didn't want another cock-up like last week's.

‘That girl in the red T-shirt and white jeans climbing on board the Omega 737.’

'Sweet Charity!’ whistled the co-pilot. ‘I see what you mean!’

‘Just look at the tits on it!’ the Captain gloated coarsely. ‘They could do you a power of good in the dark.’

‘I'm more of a bottomist myself.’

‘Well, you couldn't do better than that one. See how those cheeks wiggle from side to side as she walks!’

‘You can't beat a pair of tight denim jeans to . . .’

‘For fuck's sake!’ squawked the voice of ground traffic control, temporarily forgetting standard radio procedure. ‘Turn starboard you stupid bugger! Turn starboard immediately!’

‘What the . . . ?’ gasped the co-pilot.

‘Tango, Delta, Peter Twenty!’ shrieked the voice of ground traffic control, this time remembering to use the call sign. ‘Turn starboard, turn starboard!’

‘Fuck! That's us!’ cried the co-pilot, wrestling desperately with the controls.

‘You stupid prat!’ screamed Captain Bird. ‘You fucking nearly taxied straight into the tail of that DC 10!’

‘It wasn't my fault,’ gulped Larry Burnley. ‘You were the one who started talking about that girl . . .’

‘Try telling that one to the Board of Enquiry, you berk!’

‘At least we missed it.’

‘By about the thickness of a gnat's foreskin! That's all.’

‘I'd better speak to ground traffic control,’ the co-pilot said shakily.

‘Tell them they must have given you the wrong instructions in the first place.’

‘They'll never swallow that.’

‘Say it anyway. It's worth an argument. I'll back you up.’

For the next ten minutes, whilst the unwitting cause of the near-disaster was settling herself into her seat, the ether was blue with the unbridled recriminations of ground traffic control and the desperate counter-accusations of the cockpit crew of the Tristar.

‘I think we could call that a draw,’ commented Captain Bird, as the jet finally swung round to face the length of the runway.

‘Couldn't you take over now?’ croaked the co-pilot. ‘I'm not feeling too well.’

‘You do look rather pale, I must say.’

‘I think I'm going to throw up.’

‘You mustn't let these little mishaps upset you,’ advised the captain, having fully regained his composure.

‘But, Christ! With all this fuel onboard we'd have gone up like a bomb!’

‘But we didn't. That's the main thing. And we've bamboozled control so much that they'll never dare to report it.’

‘Jesus! I only hope you're right.’




There are two toilets at the tail end of a Boeing 737, one on each side of the aisle. Whilst extremely small and uncomfortable, they are nevertheless a favourite venue for those wishing to gain membership of the much-acclaimed Mile High Club. Or rather the Six Mile Club, as it should be called these days. As the jet approached its maximum altitude of thirty-two thousand feet, and whilst the cabin crew were occupied in selling duty-free goods at the front of the plane, a tall blonde girl in a red T-shirt and an even taller young man in blue jeans slipped furtively into the nearest of the two conveniences.

‘Crumbs!’ gasped Pauline, wriggling her tight-fitting white jeans down to her knees. ‘There's not a lot of room, Mikey.’

‘It's big enough,’ replied Michael, carefully opening his trouser fronts and then releasing himself into the open with a joyous leap and a bound.

Pauline sank to her knees in front of him. ‘I can see that,’ she giggled wickedly. ‘But now there are three of us in here.’

‘Not for long,’ he growled, as she swallowed him, slowly, all the way down to the root.

For a good sixty seconds or so she gave him head, sweetly and smoothly, savouring the taste. Michael cupped his hands round the top of her head and closed his eyes with pleasure. ‘That's fantastic, Sugarpuss!’ he breathed appreciatively.

She stood up, her husband's dick nestling hotly in both hands. ‘Now there are three of us again,’ she whispered. ‘Temporarily.’

Standing on tiptoes, she tried to introduce the tall third party into the intimacy of her company. ‘I really need to take these jeans right off. They're so tight!’

‘It'll take you about an hour to put them back on again,’ Michael pointed out wisely.

‘I know. But I can't open my legs wide enough with them on. I should have worn a skirt.’

‘There isn't enough room for a backskuttle over the basin.’ mused Michael. ‘And even if I sit on the loo, the basin will get in the way. You'd never be able to sit down on my lap. How did you manage it with Mark?’

She blushed. ‘It was a jumbo. The toilet was quite a bit bigger.’

‘I know!’ he said brightly. ‘I'll sit on the edge of the basin.’

‘Is it strong enough?’ she asked doubtfully.

‘It seems to be.’

‘For heaven's sake, don't break it!’

‘It's okay. It's as solid as a rock. Now . . . I'll sit back a bit . . . and you get up on your toes again and lean right forward against me . . . That's right . . . Now I'll just bend my knees a bit and you lower yourself down nice and gently . . .Yes, just like that. Good girl! You've done it!’

‘Ooow!’ she moaned, as she felt herself sinking slowly down all around his rigidly upthrust member. ‘Ooow, that's nice!’

Michael stared at the reflection of her gorgeous bottom in the wall mirror directly behind her. ‘Yes it is,’ he agreed, as she started to move up and down. ‘You're so hard!’ she gasped, forcing him powerfully against the neck of her womb. ‘You're starting to make me come!’

‘Come as much as you like,’ he murmured lovingly, admiring the mirror image of his right hand exploring her bountiful cheeks. Her bottom was absolutely immaculate, he said to himself, for about the one millionth time. So creamy-smooth, so bouncy, yet so pert and firm . . .

‘Ooow, Mikey!’ she groaned, wildly wiggling her hips. ‘Ooow, Mikey! You're making me come so hard it hurts!’

Frantically, she thrust back and forth, driving him all the way in and then all the way out. ‘Oh, Mikey, I love you to pieces! Oh, this is just so good!’

As Pauline poled herself with all her might, neither of them were aware that one smoothly rounded cheek had pressed firmly against a small, red button set in the wall beside the mirror. ‘What's that ringing noise? murmured Michael, without any real concern.

‘Nothing!’ panted Pauline. ‘Oh, Mikey! I could spend the rest of my life fucking myself on you like this . . .’

Bang! Crash! Thud! The lightweight toilet door flew open as the young airline steward - who'd spent the previous thirty minutes ogling Pauline - burst the lock and heaved on the outside handle.

‘ARRRGHHH!’ screamed Pauline, staring over her shoulder in horror at the rather personable figure of the airline official framed in the doorway . . . and at the shocked faces of five passengers standing in the aisle behind.

‘Bloody hell!’ whistled the steward, goggling in disbelief at the big, bare bottom that was turned three-quarters towards him.

Pauline desperately tried to free herself from her husband, but couldn't. ‘I'm stuck!’ she wailed unhappily, standing on tip toes but still unable to disengage.

‘So am I,’ confirmed Michael, his buttocks pressing firmly down on the hand basin.

‘Shall we call the fire brigade?’ asked one of the male passengers, craning his neck for a better view.

‘Perhaps there's a plumber on board?’ suggested the man at his side, his eyes also glued to the scene within.

‘Perhaps if she could stand on a beer crate?’ murmured the passenger directly behind the steward.

‘We are married!’ gasped Pauline, still stuck hard and fast. I've got the marriage certificate in my handbag down there . . .’

'Perhaps you could just close he door?’ Michael suggested to the steward. ‘We'll be out in a couple of minutes.’

‘Oh, Michael!’ cried Pauline, as the steward complied with his request. ‘How embarrassing!’

‘Come on, Sugarplum!’ he whispered encouragingly. Let's finish the job off.’ Using both hands he began to massage her blushing backside with enthusiasm. ‘It won't take me very long.’

Pauline began to gyrate her buttocks slowly and sexily. ‘How am I going to face those people when we're done?’

‘Worry about it later,’ he breathed, pushing up with his groin in order to stretch her as far as he could.




At last flight KG428 from London Gatwick began its final descent into Palma International Airport. As the plane banked to the left, the passengers were treated to a panoramic view of the holiday island set in the bright blue waters of the Mediterranean Sea. It was a patchwork of browns, yellows and pale greens that slid slowly out of sight as the 737 straightened and lost height. The greenery represented the natural pine forests that still cover a large part of the island. There was a delicate bump as the jet established contact with Spanish soil, followed by the roar of the engines as they were switched into reverse thrust. The stewardess turned on the background music, as if to celebrate yet another successful landing without loss of life. As Pauline stepped out of the plane, the heat from the concrete hit her full in the face. It was almost a physical blow - as if something solid had struck her. There seemed to be no oxygen, just wave after wave of oppressive warmth. Like standing too close to a hot oven as you open the door. Majorca in July.

‘Oh, Mikey! Just feel that lovely heat!’

‘Find me a cold beer and an even colder swimming pool. In that order.’

‘I hope you enjoyed your flight?’ asked the young steward who'd interrupted their coitus ninety minutes or so earlier.

Pauline blushed and squeezed the tops of her thighs together, feeling the dampness of Michael's seed at the junction of her legs. ‘Very much so,’ Michael replied cheerfully. ‘Most stimulating and invigorating. The toilets are rather small, however.’

‘Michael!’ she gasped, reddening even more.

‘Have a nice holiday,’ said the steward, his head cocked at one side as he admired the lateral swing of delightfully bouncy buttocks inside tightly stretched white jeans. Buttocks that had been bare before his gaze such a short while earlier.

Inside the white terminal building the air was cooler. Michael hoisted the two large suitcases from the carousel whilst Pauline pushed ahead in search of the courier. As she disappeared into the crowds, Michael glanced at the young lady who was struggling with her suitcase directly in front of him, noting with interest the exceptionally fine pair of legs that protruded from one of the tiniest and most delightfully filled pair of shorts he'd ever encountered. He'd noticed the same dark-haired girl a couple of times on the plane. He'd caught her eye a couple of times and she'd looked back at him with evident interest. He craned his neck in an effort to read the label on her suitcase. Perhaps, by chance, they'd be staying at the same hotel? Now, what did that label say? He could almost read it. Hotel del something-or-other. No, he couldn't read it. But at least he could see that she was staying at the same resort. Ye gods! Those tiny white shorts scarcely covered half of the cheekiest part of her pert little bum . . . !

‘And what exactly do you think you're staring at?’ giggled Pauline, having located the courier and also the whereabouts of their coach.




Just as Michael had predicted, coach number twenty-four was standing in the full glare of the sun, its windows tightly shut and its curtains wide open. Their suitcases were loaded and they clambered into the sauna that was the interior of the coach. Everyone looked as if they were melting. Like wax dummies sitting in front of a roaring log fire. Why didn't someone open the windows, Pauline groaned to herself. Mind you, Spanish window fittings usually refused to budge a fraction of an inch, even on the very newest of coaches. Did they really mean to design them that way? ‘It's ever so full, Mikey. But I think there's some room on the back seat.’

‘So there is,’ agreed Michael, pleased to see that the back seat was occupied only by the young lady in the minuscule white shorts and her rather over-attentive husband. ‘There's plenty of space here,’ said the owner of the shorts, hurriedly moving her hand luggage so that Pauline and Michael could sit down. She looked Michael steadily in the eye. ‘We're staying at Cala Dorada. How about you?’ Michael confirmed that they were going to the same resort.

During the thirty-mile coach journey, the two couples found they had much in common. They laughed and joked about their previous foreign holidays, discovering that they shared a number of similar experiences. Michael was amused to note how the other man's gaze kept returning to the front of Pauline's T-shirt, particularly when the coach bumped along an unmade stretch of road. He was also very aware of the girl's bare thigh pressed warmly, and firmly, against his own. The other couple were Jackie and David, and had stayed at the resort before. As Michael and Pauline were alighting outside their own hotel, they arranged to meet later that evening at a place called the Banana Bar. ‘See you later,’ murmured Jackie, looking Michael in the eye with a directness he understood very well. ‘About nine o'clock,’ David called after them, staring intently at the gracefully retreating seat of Pauline's jeans.




The twin hotels, Las Playas and Los Palmeros, stand majestically side by side atop the rocky headland that overlooks the golden bay of Cala Dorada. Situated on Majorca's quiet east coast, this lively but tastefully developed resort offers an ideal choice to those looking for a holiday that combines tranquillity with a wide range of available amenities. At the twin hotels, clear blue swimming pools shimmer enticingly in the sun, whilst the terrace bars serve iced drinks throughout the heat of the day.

So say the holiday brochures. And reasonably accurately, too. A European wonderland within reach of anyone not actually on the breadline. And a million light-years removed from the concrete-and-neon strip of coastline that runs southwest from Palma to Magaluf. The Costa Grotta. The twelve kilometres of chicken, chips and peas that give Spanish holidays such an undeservedly unfashionable image.

Despite the lateness of the hour, the sun was still fiercely hot as the perspiring, luggage-laden passengers wound their weary way from coach to hotel foyer. ‘Hotel Las Playas', panted Michael, heaving the suitcases up the black marble steps that led to the entrance.

‘It's well past six o'clock, Mikey. And the sun is still hotter than it ever gets in England.’

The twin hotels were certainly an impressive sight. Tall and white, they stared imperiously down the rocky cliffs that led to the large, sandy beach and the green/blue waters beyond. Rather like two giant sentries charged with the vitally important duty of protecting sun seekers on the beach from any harm that might possibly befall them. The hotels were identical four-star twins, standing about thirty yards apart from each other and peering sightlessly out to sea.

In the air-conditioned coolness of the foyer, the new arrivals waited patiently in line before the reception desk. White-shirted clerks laboriously checked each booking, carefully collecting passports, and eventually dispensing room keys with a polite ‘Gracias, Señor.’

‘Room 204,’ murmured Michael. ‘Not too far to walk.’

‘There is lift, Señor,’ the receptionist pointed out helpfully.

‘Is typical Spanish lift?’ enquired Michael, with a perfectly straight face.

‘Pardon, Señor?’ was the puzzled response.

‘Is beautiful to look at, but functionally useless? like the light fittings, showers, door locks, and anything else remotely mechanical?’

‘Señor?’

‘Michael! I'm sure everything will work absolutely perfectly.’

‘Is not likely, Señora,’ sighed the receptionist, shrugging apologetically.




One hour later Jackie lay on the hotel bed beside David, naked, the warm wet trickle of fluid at the join of her legs a reminder of their recent lovemaking. ‘But you do fancy her, don't you, Davey?’ asked Jackie, as her husband rolled to the side of the bed and reached for his cigarettes.

‘Of course I do. But that isn't the point at all. You'll have no trouble getting your way with that big bugger, Michael. And I'll end up just as frustrated as usual.’

‘I don't think so, Davey. Not this time. This will be different, you'll see.’

David groaned to himself. Four failures out of four, on his part. And four good, solid fucks on hers. These secret wife-swapping deals just didn't work out for him. Jackie never had any problem getting herself accommodated, but he always ended up rejected and frustrated. Genuine wife-swapping would probably be all right. Or at least, it would be reasonably acceptable, since Jackie insisted she needed to have other men. But these secret deals were just too unreliable. ‘Couldn't we just have a nice quiet holiday?’ he said at last.

‘I'm sorry, Davey. I know you'd like that. But you know how I'm made. Much as I love you, I have to get it elsewhere. There's nothing I can do about that.’

‘Why can't we go in for wife-swapping in the proper sense of the word? Then I wouldn't always be getting myself screwed up, while you're getting yourself just plain screwed.’

‘You know it doesn't work like that in the real world. It's only in books and magazines that husband A happily peels off to the bedroom with wife B, whilst husband B disappears to another room with wife A. That never actually happens for real. It's just human nature. Husband A is quite delighted to have a bit on the side himself, but he'd hate to imagine that his wife knew exactly what he was up to. And he'd hate it even more to think that she was doing exactly the same thing herself.’

‘Couldn't we try it that way just the once?’

‘No, Davey. It simply wouldn't work. But I think you'll be all right with Pauline. In fact, I'm sure of it. I'm sure she fancies you. She was very friendly towards you, wasn't she?’

‘I think she's just a friendly sort of girl. I don't think it meant anything at all.’

‘Just trust me, Davey. I know what I'm saying. This time we'll both manage to swap. And once you've made it with Pauline, you'll have loads of confidence for the future. This time you'll be fine, don't worry. This time you'll make it, I know.’

‘How do you know?’

She reached out and ran her hand lightly across his flat bare stomach, taking hold of that particular part of his person which she was encouraging him to use on Pauline. ‘Because I just do,’ she replied.

‘That's not good enough, Jackie . . .’

‘Listen, Davey,’ she whispered affectionately squeezing the

tip of his rapidly swelling penis. ‘This time I know you'll be

OK.’

‘But you can't say that . . .’

‘Just trust me. I think I have a plan. So listen carefully to me.’




Poor David, thought Jackie, as she sensed him watching her wriggle herself into a tiny pair of pink knickers. She could understand how he felt. It hadn't been his fault that he'd met with such a lack of success. He'd tried very hard, but the girls had been very obstinate. It was all very unfortunate. And he was such a sweetheart, too. He knew how she felt about sex. How she needed regular diversification. He'd always been so understanding about that. And in return she'd promised that she'd never go behind his back again. It was such a shame that he'd been disappointed four times out of four. He deserved his fun as well. To be truthful, he deserved it far more than she did. After all, he'd be quite happy for them to have a normal relationship. In fact, she knew he'd prefer it that way. But she couldn't change how she was. No-one could alter their own personality. If she tried to change, she'd simply end up two-timing him and lying about it. At least this way it was all out in the open.

Well, there was one consolation for him. If he did fail with Pauline, she'd do the same for him as she'd done last month with Bob. She'd have David with her while Michael was porking her, just as she'd done with Bob. David had liked that. He'd risen to the occasion in a very big way indeed. In every sense of the word. Watching Bob making love to her had really turned him on. He'd behaved like a man possessed, and screwed her as hard as he could. And the same had been the case with Bob. The moment one had finished with her, there'd been a mad scramble by the other to replace him. As if all lives had depended on keeping her stuffed full of cock during every available second.

Yes, if the worst came to the worst and he couldn't get his leg over Pauline, she'd arrange a nice little threesome so that Michael and David could take it in turns to shag her, just as Bob and David had done. Turn and turn about, they'd had her. And then turn and turn about again - and again . . .




The girls were both dressed in white mini-skirts that were barely long enough to cover the crotch of their knickers, and light sleeveless tops that clung to every curve. The four of them had dined alfresco at a restaurant on the cliff that overlooked the horseshoe bay of Cala Dorada. Gin and tonics before the meal had been followed by three bottles of red wine with the food, and numerous coffees and brandies thereafter. A three-man group had started to play soft, smoochy music, and within minutes the small dance floor in the centre of the open courtyard was full of couples. ‘Let's dance,’ Jackie said to Michael, holding out her hand and leading him away from the table.

‘I'll order some more drinks while you're dancing,’ offered David, switching chairs so that he was sitting beside Pauline.

‘This is a lovely place, David. It was very clever of you to recommend it. I love eating out in the fresh air. And dancing, as well.’

‘You've got lovely dancing legs,’ he murmured, running the palm of his hand lightly across her bare upper thighs. ‘This is what I like about mini-skirts. I can sit here and stroke your legs without it being improper. But if you were wearing a knee-length skirt, I'd have to put my hand right up it in order to do the same thing. And that would certainly look bad. But as your skirt hardly covers your knickers, there's not a problem.’

‘I hadn't really thought about it like that,’ she giggled, enjoying the warmth of his palm. Suddenly it slid right up between the tops of her thighs. ‘David!’ she giggled again, only just managing to catch his wrist before he reached his ultimate destination.

‘What's the matter?’ he asked innocently. ‘I haven't got my hand up your skirt, have I, Pauline?’

‘Well, very nearly. I shouldn't think there's very much in it at all.’ She tightened her hold on his wrist.

‘I think there's quite a way to go as yet.’

‘I can assure you there isn't David. Suppose one of the waiters comes over?’

‘Then I expect he'll be rather a jealous man.’

‘I think perhaps you ought to move your hand,’ she suggested gently.

‘Okay,’ he sighed. ‘If you insist.’

‘David! Stop that! I meant you to move it downwards, not

up!’

‘Well, you didn't say so, Pauline.’

‘I'd have thought that was obvious.’

‘Not to me. Not in the least.’

'Well, do you mind moving it now? Downwards, I mean,’ she added hastily.

‘I'd much rather leave it where it is for the moment. If you don't object too strongly?’

‘Well, would you please keep it still, then? It's rather distracting when you wriggle your fingers like that.’

‘I'll do my best.’

‘Thank you,’ she murmured, trying to push down on his wrist without him noticing.

Oh dear! His hand was right where it shouldn't be! It was no use kidding herself. His hand was definitely pressing against the most private part of her person. It was extremely lucky that they were sitting behind the table with their backs to the courtyard wall. At least his hand was out of sight of anyone standing on the far side of the table.

‘Let's go and explore the beach, Pauline. There's a path leading down to it just there. Shall we go and explore it together whilst the others are dancing?’

‘. . . I don't think that's a very good idea, David,’ she said quietly, knowing full well that inside her knickers she was wide open and watering at the pressure of his hand.

‘I can't help it if I fancy you like mad. You're the most gorgeous girl I've ever seen. If you won't come down to explore the beach, how about letting go of my hand so that I can finish exploring you? That would be a fair compromise, wouldn't it?’

Pauline gulped. She knew that he could feel exactly how wet he'd made her. ‘Er, well . . . only for a little while, then . . .’




For several minutes Pauline sat at the table, red-faced and breathing heavily because of the slow but steady push and pull of his fingers inside her. She looked up and caught his eye, and coloured even more. Oh, crumbs! How embarrassing! She should never have had all that booze. If she'd been sober, she'd never have agreed to David's 'fair compromise'. Perhaps Michael would soon come back to the table and oblige David to get out of her knickers? There was a limit to how long she could sit here beside him whilst he made an extremely thorough job of 'exploring' her under cover of the tablecloth. Sooner or later she'd become too weak to reject his repeated offers of a walk along the beach. In fact, probably sooner rather than later. How silly she'd been to allow his fingers into the soft yielding privacy of her person! She'd been concerned not to hurt his feelings. But she should have known the effect that the fingering would have on her. She should have known that much from the way she'd responded to his hand when it had been on the far side of her knickers. Oh grief! Now those deeply delving fingers were starting to make her insides spasm . . !

Pauline sat back in the chair and closed her eyes, allowing herself to savour the pleasure of the mini-climax he'd induced so cleverly. Slowly she began to wriggle her hips against his intruding fingers, causing the climax to double in strength. ‘Oh!’ she gasped in surprise, screwing up her face at the sudden intensity of the spasms.

Oh dear! Now she was even wetter than ever. She could feel her juices gushing out of her. Whatever would David think . . ?

David stared down at her groin. Her skirt was only slightly displaced, but it was so short that he was able to watch his hand working away inside the front of her knickers. Knickers so tiny that when he pulled back he could even see the lower half of his fingers, coated with her juices right up to the knuckles. ‘Ohhh!’ she gasped again, wriggling her bottom harder than ever each time he pushed inside.

Reluctantly, he lifted his gaze and checked the dance floor, pleased to see that Jackie and Michael were still locked in each other's arms on the far side. ‘About that walk?’ he breathed seductively. ‘Are you sure you don't want to come?’

‘I am already, David . . .’

‘I know. I can feel it. Come down to the beach!’ he urged, fingering her a little more stiffly. ‘Come down to the beach and I'll make you come even more! Please, Pauline! You're so gorgeous I'm absolutely desperate to have you.’

She opened her eyes and stared at him, still very flushed in the face as he continued to slide slickly back and forth inside her. ‘We'll have to be quick.’ she whispered at last.

He withdrew his dripping wet fingers from the heat of her overwrought vagina. ‘Great! Let's get going then!’

Surreptitiously, she adjusted the soaked-through crotch of her knickers and then rose to her feet. ‘I'm so weak!’ she sighed heavily, smoothing down her skirt with her hands as she turned to leave.

David stared in delight at the heart-stopping swell of her buttocks under the short, tight skirt. ‘Oh yes!’ he groaned to himself, basking in the warmth of the knowledge that very soon they'd be bared for him. He'd have her from behind, he decided. He just couldn't resist the thought of burying his groin deep into the springiness of that fabulous rear end. Suddenly some sixth sense made him glance fearfully to his right. ‘Oh, Jesus Christ!’ he wailed in despair. ‘Sod it backwards and sideways! The other two are coming back to the table! What fucking diabolical luck!’

‘Hello, Mikey,’ Pauline murmured meekly, quickly sitting down and tugging nervously at the hem of her skirt. ‘I hope you had a nice time . . ?’

David groaned inwardly. Jackie had just winked at him in a very knowing manner. Which was meant to indicate that she'd made good progress with Michael. If only he hadn't been so greedy about keeping his finger s so long in Pauline's incredibly hot little honeypot . . !




The men decided to return to the Banana Bar for more beer whilst the girls went for a midnight swim on the beach. Jackie had said that the lack of swimming costumes was not a problem, as the beach was so secluded. ‘I'm feeling a bit knackered,’ David said to her, as he and Michael got up to leave. ‘I might well turn in before you get back.’

‘See you back at the hotel,’ Michael said to Pauline.

‘Don't have too much to drink!’ she laughed in reply.

It had been a very close thing, Pauline said to herself, as the girls made their way down the well-lit path that led to the beach. If Michael hadn't returned at that very moment, she and David would, by now, have been rutting away on the sand. Thank heavens she'd been spared the pangs of guilt that would have followed! Thank heavens that, more by luck than judgment, she'd managed to keep her virtue intact! It had been a very close shave, but now she was even more determined than ever to keep herself only unto her absolute angel of a husband. All day she'd been wracked with guilt about what had happened on her wedding night. She didn't want to suffer that again.

Forty minutes later Pauline and Jackie stood naked on the beach at Cala Dorada, waiting for the warm sea breeze to dry the few remaining droplets of water that still clung to their shapely limbs. ‘That was really lovely!’ enthused Pauline, standing at the edge of the water and enjoying the sensation of the soft breeze caressing her body.

‘The moon's coming up,’ said Jackie, staring at the cliffs behind them. ‘Let's go and sit in that cluster of rocks, just in case there's anyone else around. I've dried off completely now.’

They lay on their sides, facing each other, their clothes in a pile on the sand. ‘Alcohol always makes me feel ultra-randy,’ giggled Jackie. ‘Davey will be in for a hard time tonight!’

‘So will Michael,’ Pauline sighed happily.

‘I bet you don't need booze to feel sexy, am I right?’ asked Jackie. ‘I bet you feel sexy almost all the time. I bet you only have to look at a banana, or a cucumber, or whatever, to start daydreaming about sex and Michael and so on. Except that it's not always Michael, is it?’

Pauline looked at her but didn't reply. ‘I think that you and I are much alike, Pauline,’ Jackie continued. ‘In that sort of way, at least. I think you probably enjoy sex every bit as much as I do. Have you ever been unfaithful to Michael?’

‘I've tried to say faithful. But sometimes I've let my resolve slip. I do love him, you know . . .’

‘Yes, I can tell that, Pauline. And I can see that he loves you. But you can't beat a little bit on the side can you? However much you love someone? You can't beat being screwed really hard by somebody who shouldn't be doing it. I love the feeling of being absolutely stuffed full of the wrong man's cock.’

‘Jackie!’

‘I bet you can remember the name of the guy who had the biggest prick that's ever been inside you. I know I can. It was a night I'll remember for the rest of my life. Well, until I meet someone else who's hung even better. Mind you, anyone who's bigger than Steve would need a wheelbarrow to transport himself in!’ She held out her hands for Pauline to see. ‘He was as long as this, and every bit as thick as this.’

‘Jackie!’ she giggled. ‘You're starting to make me feel quite naughty . . !’

‘There's nothing wrong with that. Just lie back for a while and think hard about the biggest dick that's ever stretched your insides. I know you'll enjoy it.’

The rock cluster in which they were securely hidden from view was bathed in bright moonlight. Pauline rolled over onto her back on the warm, dry sand and stared up at he night sky. At the thought of how she'd accommodated Slim Trelawny's colossal penis less than twenty-four hours beforehand, she felt the lips of her vagina open like a flower in the sun. She shut her eyes and allowed herself to concentrate on the exquisite sensation. Jackie stared down at her companion, admiring the proudly upthrust breasts and the graceful sweep of her lower torso leading down to her smoothly shaven pubic mound. The plump, pink pussy lips peeped out at her from the very base of Pauline's groin. She reached out and placed a fingertip, very lightly, right on the G-spot. ‘Are you thinking about it?’ she asked softly.

‘Yes,’ whispered Pauline, the touch of the other girl's finger causing her love juices to gush - for the second time that evening. Slowly she parted her thighs and allowed Jackie to. stroke the soft, wet lips that resided so nicely between. ‘Do you remember the pain?’ asked Jackie. ‘Do you remember how good that felt?’

Pauline sighed and confirmed that she did. Jackie bent forward and kissed her between the tops of her legs. ‘Poor little pussy!’ she cooed, relishing the deliciously delicate taste of freshly oiled quim.

Pauline groaned and opened her legs even wider. ‘Poor little overstretched pussy!’ whispered Jackie, starting to lick very gently. ‘Poor little, sore little cunt!’

Very delicately she began to nibble, making Pauline wriggle her hips luxuriously at the delightful tenderness of the other girl's touch. Jackie's mouth was now dripping with hot, sweet juices. ‘Poor little overpoked pussy!’ she purred, before sliding her tongue deep inside.

Pauline began to climax slowly and sweetly. The sort of soft, gentle orgasm she could never have had with a man. The very opposite to the way that Slim's mammoth member had made her spasm. Jackie opened her lips and drank mouthful after mouthful of the honey-sweet elixir that poured from the other girl's loins.

At last Jackie sat up, licking her lips appreciatively. The girls stared at each other, their eyes bright with passion. ‘Your cunt tastes beautiful!’ Jackie breathed hotly, lowering her head towards Pauline's. ‘Let me share it with you.’ She kissed her with her tongue. A long, lingering kiss that Pauline returned with feeling.

They lay on their sides, face to face, mouth and breasts pressed together as each finger-fucked the other until both of them climaxed together. Then they did it again, Pauline holding back until Jackie was ready to come. Afterwards they lay still, breathing heavily, fingers caressing each other's sorely extended nipples. ‘I love doing it with a girl,’ Jackie murmured. ‘But after a while it makes me feel really horny. It makes me want to fuck so badly I could die. Do you know what I mean?’

‘Yes,’ Pauline replied at once, whilst Jackie ran a hand down over silky smooth stomach and pubes, and expertly located her clitoris. ‘Ohh!’ she gasped as Jackie began to tease it between finger and thumb.

‘And this makes it worse, doesn't it? This makes you long for steaming-hot cock inside you.’

‘Ohhh!’ groaned Pauline, wriggling her bottom in the sand with frustration.

‘Just think how nice it would be to be fucked by a man!’ urged Jackie, squeezing and massaging the plump little clit she held in her fingers. ‘Just imagine that long, smooth dick pushing its way right up to the top of your cunt! Pumping in and out of you as hard as it can. And then flooding you with scalding hot spunk. Burning your womb with lovely thick come.’

‘Oh, Jackie! Stop it! You're driving me mad . . .’

But Jackie kept her hold on the clit. ‘You'd love some prick right now, wouldn't you, Pauline? You'd love to feel it inside you. Any prick would do, wouldn't it? Provided it was long and hard? And buried in you right up to the hilt?’

‘Yes!’ moaned Pauline, writhing her head and her hips from side to side as Jackie's fingers continued to squeeze and frustrate.

‘You can't think about anything else, can you? Just a big, thick cock, so hot that you think it will melt your insides.’

Jackie was right, Pauline groaned to herself in agony. She could think of nothing except a giant pole of penis stretching her poor, throbbing pussy as far as it would go. She needed it inside her. She desperately needed it inside her right now . . .

Skilfully Jackie began to use her other hand on Pauline's urgently erect nipples, causing pangs of desire to shoot back and forth between clitoris and breasts. ‘Can you do without it much longer? Can you do without that cock?’

Pauline groaned in real, physical pain. Oh my God, Jackie! You're killing me with frustration . . !’

‘Do you want me to find it for you?’

‘Pardon . . ?’

‘Some cock. Do you want me to find you some cock?’

‘But how . . ?’

‘Never mind that. Do you or don't you want some right now?’

‘Yes,’ gulped Pauline, unable to deny the truth. It couldn't do any harm to admit how she felt. After all, there was no prospect of Jackie being able to deliver the goods . . .

Still using both hands so cleverly, Jackie turned towards the nearest outcrop of rocks. ‘Davey!’ she called loudly. ‘Davey, I think you're needed over here!’

As she continued massaging Pauline's bulging, over-erect

nipples and clit, her naked and equally erect husband

clambered eagerly into view. ‘Do you want to know something,

Davey boy?’ she giggled, whilst Pauline stared up at his rampant

groin. ‘Do you know, I've a feeling you've struck it lucky at

last!’




He slotted into the wide-eyed, wide-legged Pauline as if he'd been machine-tooled for the part. They fucked each other as hard as they could, both of them desperate to climax. Both of them at fever point. Pauline through Jackie's clever ministrations, and David through having watched the girls perform. Jackie sat beside them, thoroughly enjoying the show. She'd often fantasised about it, but this was the first time she'd actually watched David with another girl. She took a firm two-handed grip on his boney male buttocks, and thrilled at the way it made her feel part of the proceedings. Less than two minutes after he'd started, Pauline felt him shooting white-hot fluid deep inside her. But he didn't wilt or wither. He didn't slacken in size by even a fraction of an inch. He just continued to rut as before.

After a while he turned her over onto her front. ‘What a beautiful little bottom!’ he breathed, brushing the dry sand off her prettily upturned buttocks, before mounting them and continuing the fuck - as rigid and rampant as ever, despite the recent expulsion of seed. Jackie slid forward in the sand until Pauline's face was resting on her lap. ‘Would you like to eat some pussy?’ she asked eagerly.

‘Oh, yes please!’ gasped Pauline, burying her mouth greedily inside Jackie, whilst David continued to hammer into her from above and behind. Jackie felt herself swooning with pleasure, and Pauline soon felt a further flood of semen streaming into her. And, once again, he remained just as hard and long.

David was in seventh heaven, savouring the silky-smooth texture of Pauline's beautiful bottom as he ground his groin into her bouncing cheeks. On and on he laboured, relishing the incredible heat she harboured within. Relishing the tightness of the sweet little passage in which he was buried, as well as the bouncy, satin-smooth flesh into which he was jamming his stomach and groin. On and on he worked, gritting his teeth as he continued to pump her for all he was worth. He looked up at Jackie. She was now bent backward almost double, the back of her head touching the sand whilst she knelt with her legs wide apart, thus enabling Pauline' mouth to delve to its absolute maximum. The sight spurred him on to greater things. He could feel his erection stretching even further, so that it throbbed and ached with urgent desire. Pauline began pushing her hips up against him, feeling him delve deeper with every thrust. At last the three-way lovemaking reached a crescendo and, suddenly, all of them climaxed violently together, gasping and groaning at the ecstasy of their release.




Pauline stood in the sand, wriggling herself back into her tiny knickers under the watchful gaze of the other couple. Oh dear! She'd never been seduced by a girl before. Well, not for the benefit of that girl's own husband, at least . . .

What a truly appalling state of affairs! What an abysmal start to her marriage! She'd committed adultery more than a dozen times - all within the first day and a half of married life! How on earth had she allowed it to happen? How could she have been so weak, when she loved her precious Michael so much? When she knew for sure and certain that he was all she could ever want?

Well, it would never happen again. She'd make absolutely sure of that fact. From now on she'd make absolutely sure that she stayed well and truly inside her knickers. She'd not give in to temptation again. She'd be far more careful in future. Her marriage had got off to rather a wobbly start, but it didn't have to continue that way. And she'd make jolly certain it didn't. What was done was done, and couldn't be undone, but she'd make sure it wasn't done again . . .

Oh crumbs! Her knickers were soaked through with David's hot, sticky juices before she'd even zipped up her skirt! And now she could feel him spilling freely down the inside of each leg. She'd have to find a ladies toilet before she rejoined Michael at the hotel . . .






Epilogue Part I




Afterburn




For the fifth morning in a row Pauline stood sobbing in the corner of George Franks' office, her back to the rest of the room and her hands gently pampering the red-hot cheeks of her pouting bare bottom. Each day the pain had been worse than before, due to the cumulative effect of the spankings. Despite the ice packs she'd applied every night to her stricken posterior, every morning she'd been redder and sorer than the morning before. She groaned to herself in distress. Thank heavens today was the last day of her torment! She really didn't think she'd be able to bear any more. Each cruel crack of hard wooden clothes brush across her had been agony, making her shriek and squeal and writhe her hips in despair. And each searing crack had been worse than the previous one. She could feel the heat against her fingers and palms. She was ablaze as she'd never been in her life. And there was virtually no comfort to be gained from rubbing her sorely abused cheeks. It hardly seemed to help at all. They were just so hot and sore!

What a sight she must make, standing here in such obvious discomfort, her plump little bottom absolutely aglow! She could just feel George's eyes all over her naked nether regions, admiring his handiwork. How much longer would she have to stand here like this, in disgrace? It was almost as humiliating as being draped over his lap. Although not as painful, she had to admit. Surely it would soon be time to ease her little cotton knickers up from the tops of her thighs - holding her breath as she did so - and then retrieve her button-up miniskirt from the floor by the window?

Oh dear! She just knew he was gawping with delight at her poor, oh-so-sore posterior as she rubbed her hands slowly back and forth in an effort to alleviate some of the pain. If only she'd had the sense to have worn a longer blouse, as opposed to this crisp white one that ended tightly and neatly round the slimmest part of her waist - thereby exposing every inch of her blushing bare buttocks. Mind you, George was such a rotten so-and-so that he'd almost certainly have made her remove anything that obstructed his view of the cheekiest part of her person. The cheekiest part of her person that had, once again, for the fifth day in a row, been folded snugly over his knee . . . and then burnt alive. Burnt so ferociously that she wasn't at all sure she'd be able to tolerate even the tiny pair of knickers currently stretched round her thighs, less than an inch below scalding hot cheeks that pulsed with pain . . . She supposed she'd better stop rubbing and drop her hands to her sides. She didn't want him to get angry like he did yesterday, when he'd complained that she was covering herself deliberately . . .

Yes, as she'd already told herself, what a sight she must make! Standing here in front of him, respectably clad in a smart silk blouse as far as her waist - then nothing between there and her high heels, apart from a big, brightly burning bare bottom, highlighted by little white knickers strung tautly round her legs just below!

Thank goodness she'd had the foresight to bring that huge, down-filled cushion to the office last Tuesday! At least she was just about able to sit in front of her word processor for ten minutes or so, before being obliged to stand up and massage her throbbing rear end. Without the luxury of that lovely soft cushion, it would have been quite impossible to work. And Tracie Trix had promised she'd use that cold cream on her again today. Just as she'd done for the past two days. What a relief that had been! Tracie and the cold cream, she. meant.

Tracie's long, slim, gentle fingers carefully applying the deliciously cool ointment to every square centimetre of her severely afflicted cheeks. Tracie's long, loving fingers petting and soothing, and then, very slowly and tenderly, probing both her lower openings and making her spasm so sweetly. That soft, oh-so-gentle lovemaking had made her earlier ordeal seem almost worthwhile. And when Tracie had knelt on the carpet in front of her and started to use her mouth . . !

How difficult it had been, hiding her predicament from Michael! She'd had to make sure that she was in bed before him - and up after he'd got out. Or alternatively, that she backed out of the bedroom, taking care to avoid giving him any mirror reflection of her ravaged rear end. And she'd had to make love on her back, except in the middle of the night when it was too dark for him to have noticed that anything was amiss . . . Crumbs! She'd almost burst a blood vessel trying not to squeal, whenever he'd gripped or playfully slapped her bottom through tightly stretched blue denim jeans.

Well, at least it was all over now. She had got the prints and the negatives and destroyed them, and she'd undergone the last of her ordeals. The last of her five ordeals by fire. She was free from George Franks' evil influence at long last. Never again would he be able to blackmail her into sharing her favours around. And, as a definite bonus, she was much more at peace with herself. The ghastly mishaps of her wedding night and honeymoon no longer haunted her so badly. The agonising beatings that her poor bottom had suffered over the past five days had helped to relieve her guilty conscience more than a little. All she had to do now was to make absolutely sure and certain she stayed safely inside her knickers when Michael wasn't around. And with the demise of George Franks' hold over her, that shouldn't be too difficult. After all, she loved and cherished Michael as she'd never done anyone else. So, from now on, she should have no trouble keeping herself only unto him. George Franks may have more than gained his revenge, but now she was free from his wicked blackmail she'd be more than able to ensure that she kept her tight little knickers well and truly in place . . .

Oh! Oh! Ouch! Her poor little, sore little, raw little bum!






Epilogue Part II




A Farmyard Accident




It was Saturday morning at last. Pauline and Michael were in bed, making love, as they did every morning of the week. Pauline was lying on her back with Michael on top, his groin wedged tightly into hers. He lay stock still whilst she writhed her hips underneath him, working his penis with all her might as he climaxed fiercely inside her. The long, hot ejaculation had already renewed Pauline's climax, making her gasp and squeal with pleasure. ‘That's so lovely!’ she groaned, wriggling her buttocks even harder. Her vagina sucked at him greedily, intent on gorging every drop. ‘You're the very best husband in the world!’

Now she was lying still under Michael, enjoying the feel of his half-hard member inside her, and the warm, steady trickle of his seed down the top of each thigh. How she loved making love to him! It was so much more than just sex. And how nice that she'd now be able to keep herself only unto him! What a pleasant change that would make!

Thank heavens that awful George Franks had now given her all the obscene photographs, as well as the negatives. She'd destroyed them at once, of course. But there was still a small doubt at the back of her mind. A small niggle. Suppose George had kept a set of prints? Suppose he'd made a fifth set, and kept them? There was no way of knowing, of course . . .

Maybe he was just biding his time before making her step out of her tiny under-unmentionables again? There was no real way of knowing for sure. All she could do was wait and see. Perhaps that was part of his revenge? Making her wait and worry? Perhaps this was another element of his cruelty. Well . . . there was absolutely nothing she could do about it. She'd just have to try to put the thought right out of her mind. She'd just have to . . .

Oh! How lovely! Michael was at it again! Whilst she'd been busy thinking her thoughts, his long smooth dick had grown to full size again and was now servicing her sweetly once more. What a clever husband she had! What an absolute angel . . . !




Thirty minutes later Pauline was showered and fetchingly clothed in a short green mini-dress that contrasted splendidly with the long golden locks that curled three-quarters of the way down to her waist. Michael was still lounging amongst the shambles of the matrimonial sheets, having enjoyed watching her wriggle sexily into skimpy black underwear - her back turned carefully away from him. He glanced down at his groin. ‘Something is starting to stretch underneath the sheets,’ he announced cheerfully.

‘Oh Michael!’ she groaned in mock dismay. ‘You've only just finished! And I've only just had a shower and got dressed . . .’

‘That doesn't stop it stretching, Sugarplum. It doesn't stop it stretching like mad.’

‘I thought we were going out into the country for a nice pub lunch, for a treat.’

‘That still doesn't help, I'm afraid.’

She lowered her bottom gracefully onto the bed beside him drawing back the sheets as she did so. ‘I see what you mean,’ she said slowly, wrapping both hands round the newly enlivened part of her husband that was pointing stiffly up at his chin. Then she cupped one hand lovingly under his testicles and used the other to stroke him from tip to root. ‘How about a compromise?’ she breathed, leaning forward and lowering her face down towards his groin. ‘That way I get to keep my clothes on and won't need another shower.’

Michael stretched back luxuriously and watched her perform. He never tired of seeing his erection, glistening with saliva, slide slowly in and out of her beautiful mouth.

In less than three minutes Pauline was finished. Michael arched his back and groaned as he sent stream after stream down her throat. ‘Do you want another one, Mikey?’ she asked, licking her lips appreciatively, and still cradling him in both hands. ‘It won't take me a second to revive him, if you do.’

They sat outside the pub, bathed in the late August sunshine. Unfortunately they had only a few hours together. Later that afternoon Michael was due to catch a coach to Sheffield for a rugby club night away with the boys. Not that Pauline objected, even though she knew enough about men to understand that sort of trip entirely. Only too well, she sighed to herself. After all, in the past she'd been on the receiving end of incoming rugby club tourists. In several more ways than one. She just hoped Michael would be one of those who drank too much too fast and fell asleep early. Instead of one of those who boozed slowly and steadily and ended up in bed with one or more girls. But there was absolutely nothing she could do about it. She had no intention of trying to stop him going. That would have made him a laughing stock at the club, and might have threatened the relationship they shared so exceptionally well. She'd rather he slept with some girl two hundred miles or so to the north than put their marriage at risk. On the other hand, she'd much, much prefer that he slept peacefully all on his own . . .

‘Do you want me to stay behind?’ he asked suddenly. ‘I don't mind if you do.’

‘No, of course not. I don't want to spoil your fun, Mikey. I want you to go and enjoy yourself.’ She looked at the menu in front of her. ‘I don't think I'm hungry enough to eat,’ she sighed. ‘I've already feasted on you.’

‘That was only a liquid lunch.’

Michael put his empty beer glass down beside his even emptier plate. ‘Let's go for a drive. We've got two hours or more before I have to leave. Let's drive down to the woods we used to visit when we wanted to park.’

‘We don't have to park any more. We've got a great big jumbo-sized bed of our own. In our very own house, as well.’

‘Let's drive there anyway. Just for old times' sake.’

‘Old times are only five weeks ago, Mikey.’

‘Well, let's do it anyway. No one goes down that lane, even in broad daylight. It doesn't lead anywhere. And it's a sea of mud even in the middle of a heatwave. We'll just pop down there in the car and park for twenty minutes.’

‘It sounds like fun,’ she giggled. ‘It'll stop us becoming a boring old married couple.’




Michael turned the car off the road. ‘Well, here's Riders Lane,’ he said breezily. ‘Looking as muddy and deserted as ever. The number of times that I've had you bare-arsed down here!’

‘Don't be crude!’ she scolded, playfully sticking out her tongue. ‘You wouldn't like me to say the same thing to you. You'd tell me it sounded cheap.’

‘It's a man's world,’ he growled, steering with his right hand and using the other to push her dress up past her crotch. Not that it had very far to travel. When she was standing up straight it only just covered the cheeks of her pouting backside.

‘We'll follow the old routine,’ she said, lifting her bottom off the passenger seat and wriggling her knickers down to her knees. ‘The one we worked out to make maximum use of the time we had together. I'll get us ready while you drive to our favourite spot.’

So saying, she hoisted the dress round her waist and kicked the tiny black knickers off over her feet. Then she turned her attention to Michael. Thirty seconds later his trousers and pants were round his knees, and his long plum coloured organ was waggling stiffly from side to side with the gentle rocking motion of the car over the rutted track. He cut the engine and she knelt on the passenger seat, leaning right over to his side of the car, and then took him into her mouth for the third time that morning. As she started to suck, he ran his left hand lightly across her upturned buttocks. ‘This is the life!’ he sighed, relishing the quality of the very minimal contact between them: just the smoothness of her bottom under his hand and the wet warmth of her mouth all around his aching erection. ‘Such lovely high-class arse!’

‘Don't be crude!’ she tried to retort, but it came out as 'Ho-

He-Hoo'.

Michael clambered over to the passenger side of the car, and settled himself on the floor between her legs. As Pauline closed her eyes with the pleasure of the first gentle push of husbandly penis, neither of them felt the rear wheels starting to settle into the mud. And as Michael was sinking slowly but surely all the way into his wife, neither of them was aware that at the same pace the wheels were sinking all the way into the lane.

Pauline moaned happily as the long, steady strokes prompted her to orgasm. Michael was exactly the right size, she told herself for the millionth time. Long and thick enough to fit her really snugly, but not so huge as to cause undue discomfort. That was what you needed in a permanent partner, a nice snug fit without the stretching and straining that goes with a real whopper of a weapon. A whopper like Mr Samwise's, for instance. Mr Samwise from the massage parlour. No, she wouldn't want Michael to be hung like that. It would simply be too, too much. That sort of thing was fun very occasionally, but she didn't want to spend the rest of her life being split apart at the seams. And how could she ever use her mouth on a man who was built like that? All she'd be able to do would be to suck away at the tip. And that would be terribly disappointing. She simply loved swallowing the steaming hot flesh of a man. Taking him nearly all the way down her throat. It was so satisfying to do that. She liked to go down on Michael at least twice a day. It made her incredibly sexy, and her pussy so hot and wet . . .

Oh, how lovely! Michael was making her spasm yet again! Really strongly, too. She could tell how this one was going to be. Really powerful and violent, she was totally delighted to say . . .




‘I wish I had a tissue!’ sighed Pauline, some twenty minutes later. ‘I felt sure I had one in my handbag. These wretched little knickers are soaked right through already. You've really swamped me out. I thought you'd used most of it up this morning.’

‘It doesn't quite work that way,’ he laughed, starting the engine and engaging first gear. ‘There's a shop in the village on the way back. We can get some there, and save your dress at least.’

‘Don't worry,’ she sighed with resignation, gently squeezing her thighs together. ‘I'm afraid it will be too late.’

Michael dabbed the throttle and let in the clutch. The engine stalled at once. ‘Damn!’ he muttered, repeating the process -with exactly the same result. ‘What the hell is wrong?’ he asked, trying once again. And once again the engine stalled. And once again after that.

‘Bugger it!’ he shouted from where he stood beside the car. ‘The bloody wheels are buried right up to the axle. I must have parked on a particularly muddy spot.’

Pauline climbed out of the car to see for herself. ‘Whatever are we going to do? You've got to catch the coach to Sheffield. And we're right in the middle of nowhere. How much longer have you got?’

Michael glanced at his watch. ‘Just over an hour. It's a good six miles back to the village. Even if I jog, I'll never be able to get a taxi and get back in time. Sod it sideways and backwards!’

Just at that moment they heard a noise from the other side of the hedge. They raced up the bank and peered over the top.

‘Saved!’ gasped Michael, as they watched a tractor approaching a nearby barn from the far side of the field. ‘We can get him to pull us out of this quagmire. It'll take that thing about a second and a half to pluck us free.’

‘I'll go, Mikey. I'll flutter my eyes and wiggle my boobs at the farmer. And tell him I'm all alone and helpless. You stay out of sight behind that hedge.’




The farmer, a large ruddy-faced man of the sod, jumped down from the tractor and walked into the barn. It was time for a break, he decided. He'd spend half an hour or so on his hobby of breeding pedigree rabbits. He walked behind the mound of crates and packing cases to the area where his large rabbit hutches were stored. An area that was not visible from the main part of the barn because of the pile of crates. He'd make one final attempt at mating his two very rare specimens. His two Cornish Blues. The doe had been particularly obstinate up to now. Like a typical woman in fact. She'd repelled every advance from the buck, jamming her rear end into one corner of the hutch and threatening to bite off his nose if he came any closer. Even though she was now fully mature and therefore, by instinct, wanting a brood of her own. The two of them had cost a small fortune, he reflected. But at the time he'd reassured himself with the fact that their offspring would yield him far more. Now, four weeks later, he was beginning to rue his decision. He'd never before encountered a doe rabbit that simply refused to submit to masculine demands. But this one certainly did. Perhaps it would be different today? Perhaps she'd turn her backside round for the buck today . . ?

Carefully he lifted the female from her hutch and carried her across to the buck. He opened the wire door and placed her in the middle of the sawdust-strewn floor. The buck leapt forward excitedly, but she retired even more quickly, back end first, into the nearest corner, jamming herself there as hard and as fast as she could.

‘Oh my God!’ the farmer cried aloud in frustration. ‘I can't believe you can do this to me! I know you want to start a bloody family! How the hell can you do it if you refuse to be a wife?’ The doe took not the slightest notice of his plea, steadfastly refusing to budge. He'd talk to her some more, he decided. Charlie at the pub had assured him that it would help. But you had to be forceful with her, Charlie had said. You had to let her know exactly where she stood. You had to tell her straight and true what she must do in order to procreate.

Pauline walked through the wide-open door of the barn, and blinked at the contrast between the interior and the bright sunlight outside. Slowly her eyes adjusted to the dimmer light and she peered around. Not a soul was in sight. She opened her mouth to speak . . .

‘I know exactly what you want!’ the heavily-built farmer

bawled at his pedigree doe. ‘And if you're going to get it, you're

going to have to fuck! Do you hear me? You're going to have to

FUCK!’

Pauline snapped her mouth shut and froze completely to the spot, not even able to breathe.

‘If you're going to get what you want, you've got to fuck! I now what you're after. I know what you need. Do you think I'm stupid or something?’

Pauline closed her eyes and tried to think. Surely this wasn't for real? Surely she'd fallen asleep in the car and this was some sort of bad dream?

‘You're going to fuck, do you hear? Until you're blue in the face! That's the only way you're ever going to get what I know you need.’

Slowly Pauline turned her head from one side to the other, dreading what she might see. But there was no-one in sight. Not a soul. Just piles of wooden boxes to her left and right. Yet she was sure that the voice was only a few feet or so away. Someone was looking at her from behind the boxes, she thought to herself. That was the only explanation. The wretched tractor driver had somehow recognised her plight and was only prepared to help if she laid down and opened her legs . . .

‘Get yourself ready!’ the farmer yelled at his prohibitively expensive bunny. ‘Get yourself ready, unless you're prepared to forego what you want!’

‘. . . Pardon . . ?’ Pauline gulped nervously, but not loud enough for him to hear.

‘Get ready for fucking, right now. Get ready, or you'll never get what you need!’

‘Oh, crumbs!’ she whispered to herself.

Pauline studied her watch. There was less than an hour to go. Otherwise Michael would miss the coach. And all his pals at the club would think he'd been 'wifed' out of the boys-only trip. They'd take the mickey out of him for years to come. Surely she couldn't let that happen . . ?

‘Okay!’ the farmer growled fiercely to his rabbit. ‘This is your last chance. Prepare yourself for a really good fucking, or I'm going back to the field. I'll count to ten, and then I'm off . . . One, two, three, four, five . . .

Pauline reacted with speed and alacrity, unzipping and stepping out of her dress in the twinkling of an eye. The rabbit turned to one side and seemed slightly better disposed towards the buck. ‘That's better!’ cried the farmer. ‘But there's a long way to go as yet.’

Pauline stood there in her high heels and tiny black undies, unsure as to whether the count was still underway. The rabbit stood stock still as well, refusing to give any more ground. ‘Come on!’ the farmer said with all the persuasion he could muster. ‘That's much better, but what about the rest?’

With a sigh of resignation, Pauline unclipped the catch at the front of her bra and let the frothy little garment dangle towards the floor. Big, firm breasts surged outwards and upwards, tipped with diamond-hard nipples as erect as anyone could have wished. ‘More!’ bellowed the farmer, so she removed the bra in a panic and dropped it onto the floor beside her dress. Surely she could retain her minuscule knickers, she asked herself in despair. Surely she'd stripped off more than enough to keep him satisfied? For the moment, at least? After all, the knickers were so small that over ninety-five percent of her bottom was totally exposed. And they were almost transparent, as well. Surely he'd have the common decency to allow her to retain that very small crumb of comfort . . . ?

She shivered at the relative coolness inside the barn. Where was he, she asked herself once again. Why didn't he show himself? Why was he ordering her to strip, yet remaining out of sight? What did he have to hide?

The rabbit wriggled sideways and rammed her hindquarters back into the corner of the hutch. ‘You bitch!’ screamed the near-frantic farmer. ‘I told you to bare your arse! Not keep it under cover. Right, that's it! That's the end of your last chance!’

Pauline squealed in alarm, frantically diving down and whipping the little black knickers off over one foot after the other. She straightened up and dropped them on top of the bra. ‘Is that all right?’ she whispered, still too gently for him to hear.

She stood there in silence, wearing nothing but her high-heeled shoes, waiting nervously for something to happen.




Michael stared hard at his wristwatch and then craned his neck to look at the barn, some fifty yards away to his left. It was taking quite a while, he thought to himself. Surely there'd be some positive action soon? Even from this distance he was sure he could hear someone's voice. He decided to light another cigarette and stay patient. He knew he could rely on Pauline to do what had to be done.




Fortunately - for him - the farmer had been a more than useful poker player in the army, back in his youth. ‘Hello,’ he said carefully, espying the tall, naked girl who stood stiffly to attention in the glare of the sunlight that fell through the open door. ‘And what exactly is it that we have here?’

Very, very timidly she turned her head towards him'. . . H-H-hello,’ she stammered by way of reply, feeling his eyes running back and forth over her body just as surely as if they'd been his hands.

Having feasted his eyes on every curve, swell, and hollow, the farmer dropped his gaze to the floor, noting the pile of hurriedly discarded clothes to her right. This was one of the great unsolved mysteries of the world, he said to himself. Rather like discovering the Marie Celeste, but in reverse. ‘And where have you come from, me dear?’ he asked at length.

‘. . . Oh, well, the town, actually . . . Just for a spot of lunch at the village pub . . .’

‘I see,’ he murmured thoughtfully, once again staring hard at her shaven pink pubic mound and out-thrust breasts. ‘The village inn, you say?’

‘. . . Er, yes, that's right. It's very nice . . .’

He moved round behind her back and gazed intently at the spectacular swell of her pouting bare bottom - combined with the highly pleasing discolouration of repeatedly spanked cheeks. ‘Yes, isn't it?’ he breathed hoarsely. ‘Very, very nice indeed.’ She stared straight in front and said nothing. She was only too well aware of what he meant. ‘Lunch you had, was it?’ he murmured, still standing behind her back. ‘And then you came down here?’

‘Well, yes . . . I sort of lost my way. I took the wrong turning and ended up at the end of this lane . . .’

‘Wrong turning, was it?’ he asked slowly, admiring the way in which the sunshine made her mouth-wateringly plump bare buttocks shimmer and shine with reflected light. ‘And then I suppose you got stuck in the mud?’

‘Yes,’ she agreed with a gulp.

‘So you'll be after my tractor?’ he sighed, suddenly perceiving some of the light. ‘That's what you'll be wanting?’ As he finished speaking, he ran the palm of his hand very lightly across the plumpest part of her hips. She was warm and honey-smooth to his touch.

‘. . .Yes, please. If you don't mind . . .’

‘I don't mind in the least. It'll have you out of there in no time at all. As easy as wink, if you please. It won't take me half a mo to tow you out.’

‘I don't have very much time . . .’

‘Well, then,’ he chortled happily, patting her blushing rear end rather firmly and pointing to the back of the barn. 'In that case we'd better get started, young miss. If you don't have too much time. You'd better get your little bare self over to that pile of straw, had you not? If you don't have very much time.’

She sighed and took a reluctant step forward. ‘Don't worry, young lady, my tractor won't take very long at all to set you free.’ Then he chuckled again, rather more sinisterly this time. ‘Mind you, I can't exactly speak for this rather contrary creature down here that's somehow slipped his leash.’

She twisted her head and stared back at him over her

shoulder. At his uncouthly exposed groin region and at the

monster that reared up from there. She swallowed hard, trying

not to panic too much too soon. He was Mr Samwise all over

again. Mr Samwise reincarnated. Mr Samwise in filthy

Wellington boots and dirt-stained dungarees that were now

round his knees. But still Mr Samwise and his mega-gigantic

weapon, nevertheless . . .




As Michael threw his cigarette into the mud and lit another, still gazing at the barn and deep in thought, Pauline stretched out on her back on the straw as demurely as circumstance would allow. ‘No, not like that. That sweet little bum is just too nice to have hidden away in the straw.’

She blushed and turned over onto her front. ‘Like this, you mean?’

The farmer cocked his head thoughtfully to one side. ‘On knees and elbows, I think.’

Her mind was filled with the image of that grossly oversized organ as she waited nervously, head down and bottom high, like a supplicant before a sultan. But at least she was partly prepared for him, she thought to herself. It was only a few minutes ago that Michael had stretched her and then lubricated her so well. That ought to be some sort of help . . .

The farmer settled heavily on her back, his knees straddling hers, his penis scalding hot as it pressed against the cheekiest part of her bottom. He cupped his hands round her breasts. They were full and weighty and he could feel the long pointed nipples boring into his palms as he squeezed. ‘Over a month it is now,’ he murmured, adjusting his position and then pushing powerfully forward with his groin. She opened her mouth to shriek, but found that she had to fight for breath instead. With one forceful push that giant rod of flesh had slithered right up to the hilt inside her. Right up to the root in less time than it takes to tell. ‘You're beautifully oiled!’ he breathed, making her blush when she thought of the reason why she was so sopping wet.

Slowly and steadily he began to shaft her, pulling himself almost all the way out and then slithering powerfully back with one long push. She gasped at the way he was extending her in every direction. Then a warm glow of orgasm began to build. Very quickly it overcame her, leaving her shivering and shuddering with the pleasure of his burning hot member crammed so tightly into every available millimetre of space. Now that she was getting used to his dimensions, she began wriggling her hips from side to side against each incoming stroke. The farmer stared down at the sweetly dimpled cheeks of her gorgeous bare bottom. He gazed in approval as his long, wet stalk worked industriously back and forth between them. It was the most satisfying sight he'd ever seen in his life. Gradually he picked up the pace. Slap! Slap! Slap! went groin against soft, bouncy buttocks as he probed the very depths of her being, as he gripped her tightly round the waist and smacked hard into the highly coloured cheeks of her upturned rear end. Suddenly she felt him start to squirt, hotly and profusely, with a power she could scarcely believe. Instantly her own climax was revived. She closed her eyes and groaned loudly as the pangs of orgasm raced through her. Despite the powerful ejaculation, the farmer thrust harder and harder into the tightness of her already overflowing channel, stoking up her climax even further and making her squeal with delight.

A. few seconds later she realised that he was still fully erect and on board and working away as before, even though he'd only just gushed forth. He was as rigid and rampant as ever as he continued to plough in and out.

Pauline could feel his fluid pouring down the inside of each thigh, mixed and mingled with her own juices. And the more he pumped her, the more he expelled. The farmer listened, with much gratification, to the slurping sound he was making inside her, now more evident than before, because she was even wetter.

Suddenly they heard footsteps approaching. ‘There's someone coming!’ she squealed in alarm, fearing that it must be Michael.

‘Indeed there has been, and is,’ he responded enigmatically. ‘That will be my farm boy, Jack. He's only seventeen, but he's a good'un. Jack!’ he bawled at the top of his voice. ‘Jack! Come over here a minute. Come over here and say hello to this nice young miss who might well be prepared to show you the ways of the wicked world. Once I've finished, of course.’

Whilst the farmer continued to thrust lustily, Pauline lifted her head and looked up at the newcomer. ‘Hello,’ she mumbled unhappily, blushing as red as a beetroot. Well, she sighed to herself, he didn't really seem in any urgent need of being taught the ways of the world - judging by the knowing gleam in his eye and the huge bulge in the front of his trousers. ‘I really don't think I've got time,’ she puffed, as the farmer started to pole her even harder. ‘I really am in a hurry . . .’

‘Well, then,’ the farmer said slowly and thoughtfully. ‘In that case, here's what I recommend.’

Thirty seconds later the lad, minus his trousers and briefs, was sitting on the straw and Pauline, still resting on elbows and knees, was cradling his handsome erection in the palms of her hands. ‘Oh my God!’ he croaked, as she closed her lips around him and pushed steadily down with her mouth until he was lost from sight. Skilfully she proceeded to fellate him, her head rising and falling in time with the thrusts from behind. The boy goggled down at his groin in disbelief. He seemed to be stretching more and more as her head moved up and down.

Pauline sucked hungrily at the long, smooth organ. It was strange, she reflected. It was strange how different men always tasted quite different. This young lad was very appetising indeed . . .

She moaned and closed her eyes at a series of particularly violent strokes from the farmer. Why was he being so aggressive with her? Was he being goaded on by the spectacle of her swallowing yard after yard of this lovely fresh young cock? Whatever the reason, she was also feeling randier by the moment. She supposed it was due to the fact that she was using her mouth on this well-endowed, very young lad. That always made her feel exceptionally sexy . . .

Now the farmer was servicing her as fast as he could. For the second time that day he felt his loins start to stir. He concentrated his attention on the texture of the silky smooth buttocks into which he was slapping his groin, and on the heat of the sweet little passage he was stretching as far as it would go. With these two delightful matters uppermost in his mind, he gasped, then moaned, then groaned, and then burst forth in a further flood of seed. No sooner had he started than Jack did the same, squirting hotly into her mouth and making her wriggle and writhe at the pleasure of being implanted by two men at the same time.

As Michael ground yet another cigarette into the grass, the farmer got to his feet and tugged his dungarees up to his waist. He glanced down at Pauline, still on elbows and knees, and still sucking the slowly shrinking end she held in her hands. ‘I'll go and rescue your car, then, young miss. But you needn't be bored while I'm gone. I'm sure young Jack here will be able to entertain you. I'm sure he'd like to take over from where I left off. Wouldn't you, Jack my lad?’

‘Yes, Mr Brandybuck,’ he replied at once, his sad sticky tip suddenly starting to re-stiffen at the thought.

Pauline lowered herself slowly onto the passenger seat. ‘Can we stop at that shop after all, Mikey?’ she asked, trying to adjust her knickers. ‘Just very quickly. Just for a packet of Kleenex.’

‘But you said not to bother, didn't you? I thought your dress was already a lost cause.’

‘It is,’ she replied with a sigh. ‘But now I'm worried about these nice smart seat covers, instead . . .’

She groaned to herself. Oh, crumbs! Who needed that awful George Franks to blackmail her out of her knickers? She seemed very capable of shedding them all on her own . . !
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