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   Chapter One
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Sir Charles Spencer was a happy man, a man truly content with his life. Approaching fifty, he could look back on decades of success in both his personal and professional lives. About to become the senior partner in one of London’s most respected firms of solicitors, newly married and infatuated with a very beautiful and very young wife, and in excellent health and finances, Sir Charles had much to be content with. 
 
   It hadn’t always been that way. In his youth even his friends had deemed him self-involved and shallow, with little interest beyond the immediate fulfilment of his wants and desires. And seldom were those wants and desires fully met, for he had been quite a spoiled young man, always ready to feel resentment at being denied or delayed or made to work for any slightest part of whatever whim was foremost in his mind at any given moment.
 
   There had been cheap women aplenty then, though never quite tall enough, or quite busty enough, or quite pretty enough, or with enough spirit or eagerness or deference, awe and reverence for his esteemed self. There had been century old wines which had not quite matched the anticipation of his palate, dinners created by the finest chefs in Europe which had been, to his mind, undercooked or uninspired, fast cars which were not fast enough, and drugs which never quite delivered the experience he had hoped for.
 
   Charles Spencer had been, in his youth, an arrogant, conceited young man who was almost impossible to please. But his youth was thirty years gone (or perhaps fifteen, depending on whose opinion one sought), and now Sir Charles was a man much respected by both his peers and society at large; or at least, that portion of society which mattered.
 
   Sir Charles was, after all, still quite an arrogant and conceited man. He had long forgotten the excesses, errors and misjudgements of his youth and was quick to judge and pronounce on similar misbehaviour of the youth of today; or indeed, of anyone of any age. Now with some grey beginning to appear in his dark brown hair Sir Charles looked about him at society and found it greatly wanting, lacking the notions of respect, honour, dignity and morality he believed proper.
 
   Having enjoyed considerable success in the art of manipulating the law he was now rumoured to be the Conservative Party’s choice as next Minister of Justice should he agree to run for election in a safe party riding. He had made no commitments, however, and was still toying with the somewhat distasteful notion of having to make speeches before the common types in order to solicit their votes.
 
   He understood this was a pro forma sort of gesture, that the constituency chosen for him would be all-but impossible to lose. But the thought of having to engage in a public demonstration, an appeal to voters, struck him as excessively degrading, the sort of thing the coarse lower classes engaged in. 
 
   Sir Charles had little respect for politicians, so little, in fact, that he was quite certain he could easily outperform his colleagues in a future cabinet, and inevitably become Prime Minister. The cream always rises to the top, as it were, and the current occupant of the title struck him as a rather uninspiring and dull-witted fellow. Doubtless his own capabilities would soon strike others as so much superior that they would demand he lead them and the nation.
 
   And there were so many interesting things once could do as Prime Minister, so many changes which would not only immortalize him in history, but help Britain achieve the greatness which was her due, and return her to the position of respect she had once enjoyed throughout the world.
 
   So as Charles pulled back his heavy oak and leather chair and sat at his enormous, gleaming teak desk that day he had a number of things on his mind, but was, by and large, quite content with his life, and had every reason to be so.
 
   The chair was an antique Edwardian. It had no wheels, as modern executive chairs did, but Charles felt it lent him an air of dignity and authority modern chairs lacked. And being a young seeming man at a firm laden with white haired solicitors he did his best to achieve the greatest measure of dignity, to ensure his appearance, and that of his office was as solemn and measured and genteel as could be. His office was panelled in mahogany, polished so it shone, and filled with large, heavy antiques.
 
   It was an office which spoke of wealth and confidence, of power and authority. And this was the image Sir Charles wanted others to hold of him whenever they came into his presence.
 
   There was a knock at his office door and he looked up from the mail he had been about to peruse.
 
   "Come, he called.
 
   The door opened and his secretary, the ancient Mrs. Morgan stood in the doorway. I have interviewed the girls sent over as my possible replacements, Sir Charles, and narrowed it to five. You had asked, the other day, to examine those give and choose the girl yourself. 
 
   "I haven’t lost my memory,” he said crossly.
 
   He knew very well what he had asked her. It had only been the other day, after all. Sir Charles could not abide people who wasted his time by stating the obvious. Mrs. Morgan, however, merited a degree of civility and tolerance, if only for her age. She had been with the firm for forty-seven years.
 
   "Will you be free to do so tomorrow morning?" 
 
   "You know my schedule, Mrs. Morgan,” he said.
 
   "Then I will set up the interviews for nine, nine fifteen, and nine thirty." 
 
   "Very well." 
 
   He did not look up, but instead browsed through his mail. He felt it important to keep the hired help in their place, not to let them become too familiar. It was true Mrs. Morgan had been his assigned secretary for six years now, but that truth did not change the nature of the world, or the proper way one behaved to ones inferiors.
 
   Mrs. Morgan closed the door and Sir Charles looked up, then out through one of the immense windows which filled the east side of the office. It was a sunny day, and the curtains were drawn, giving him a view of Kensington Gardens. The firm occupied the top of a century old three story building on Nackle Street. It was not a large firm, for it was as particular about its clientele as its clientele was about their solicitors, and so it could get by in a small, elegant building rather than move itself to one of those steel and concrete monstrosities in the City.
 
   He pondered Mrs. Morgan’s replacement with a measure of relief and irritation. He had long wanted the woman gone. She displayed neither the proper degree of respect for a man of his position nor the bearing and appearance a servant that was to say, an employee of his should put forth. She was small and wizened and dressed badly. She had terrible posture, often stooped and shuffling, and her voice was thin and brittle.
 
   Sir Charles had wanted to get rid of her for quite some time, but had been unable to come up with a convincing excuse for the dismissal. He could have preferred to have simply dismissed her out of hand, without offering up any excuse. What need he of an excuse for such a thing, after all? Unfortunately, the law thought otherwise. Dismissing a long time employee without due cause could well bring a damaging suit.
 
   Damaging in terms of money, but more importantly, in terms of reputation. For Sir Charles well knew that the reasons he wanted to replace the old crone would be seen by the media and the great unwashed as callous and cruel. And while he cared little for their opinion of him he did not wish to hold a reputation as a man of controversy. His clients loathed controversy, and would not be well-disposed to employing ill-famed people.
 
   Now at last she was leaving on her own, perhaps finding employment with him as unpleasant as he had hoped (though her tolerance had been remarkable). And Sir Charles could finally employ a capable, competent woman who would, like his office, give notice of the authority and dignity of his person.
 
   She would have to be tall, and, of course, beautiful. She had have to have excellent taste in clothing, be quite stylish, and yet, subdued and dignified. She must project a certain level of authority and confidence to visitors and others she dealt with, while being fully aware of her place. Sir Charles remembered the respect with which the servants at his family home had spoken to his father when he was a boy. He felt he fully deserved the same kind of deference.
 
   His eyes strayed to the pictures on his desk and he smiled. The first was of Su Li his wife of five months. Su Li was a beautiful young woman almost exactly half his age. 
 
   Her family were Chinese, from Hong Kong, which had been off-putting, at first, until he came to realize that Asian women were still taught to respect and obey their husbands. She had been taking courses, some sort of liberal arts thing, at Cambridge. He had met her at a party at Lord Sommersby’s estate, and found her to be a charming and respectful young woman with the right combination of attractiveness and unassuming nature. 
 
   She wasn’t as tall as he would have preferred, nor as buxom, but she managed to turn heads when they arrived somewhere, and men at his club were quite jealous of him. More to the point and much to his surprise he had found himself growing extremely fond of the girl.
 
   Not a particular admirer of the female of the species (except insofar as his bodily needs were fulfilled) Sir Charles had not really considered that the woman he selected for his wife would serve much purpose beyond making him look good, service his physical needs, and look after the house - through the servants, of course. Yet he had become quite taken with her since their marriage and rather enjoyed having her around.
 
   Of course, Su Li knew her place, did not argue, and was always quite interested in whatever Sir Charles had to say. All of which helped to stroke his immense ego. 
 
   At first he worried this affection for her might be a weakness, but he had since reconciled himself to it. A man could become fond of a favourite dog, after all, so why not a woman? Oh, dogs were more faithful and obedient, and often more useful, he thought, but women had their high points, as well.
 
   He thought of his ex-wife Nicole and shuddered. That marriage had been a disaster from the beginning. He’d been thinking with the wrong head, marrying the Frenchwoman because she was big, blonde and beautiful. She was a wild woman in bed. Unfortunately, she was wild the rest of the time, as well; rude to his colleagues and argumentative with him. Oh, the fights they’d had! The woman could shriek like a banshee, and when she was mad, which was often, she’d throw whatever came to hand, be it a priceless antique vase or a bottle of champagne. 
 
   Thank God he’d managed to rid himself of her. Life was so much more peaceful now. Not that a certain part of him (and he knew which part) didn’t miss her. She added a certain zest and spice to life. Certainly there had never been a dull moment around her, and her bedroom antics had left him breathless - literally.
 
   Bloody French, he thought sourly.
 
   No, life was much calmer now, especially since he no longer had to endure the endless territorial war between Nicole and Miranda. Miranda was, or at least had been, and he supposed, technically still was his ward. She was the daughter of his friend Malcolm, who had been his partner in crime through much of his youth. Yet he was a more responsible partner, a more reliable partner. 
 
   Many times Malcolm had prevented disaster from falling on him do to his own irresponsible actions. He had used his connections, his money, and a persuasive personality to prevent Charles from being charged in a variety of countries for everything from drug offenses to destruction of public property and sexual assault, to keep him from being beaten up by people less than impressed with his notion of humor and arrogance, and on one occasion had carried him out of a burning hotel room after he’d drunkenly set his mattress on fire in search of warmth - then fallen asleep in a chair in the next room.
 
   If it weren’t for Malcolm he might not have survived his youth, and his reputation certainly would not have survived. The half dozen or so criminal convictions alone would have prevented him from being called to the Bar, and his life would have been much changed from the one he now led. 
 
   When Malcolm had taken up the great personal challenge of searching out a lost Incan tomb in Peru two years previous (silly bloody stupid idea, Sir Charles thought), putting up his sixteen year old daughter had been the least Sir Charles could do. He owned an immense house, after all, and the girl was reasonably responsible, requiring little supervision. 
 
   Unfortunately, while bookish and studious, she was also strong-willed, with a somewhat caustic tongue when people said or did things with which she disagreed. In that way she and Nicole were two of a kind. Predictably, they hadn’t seen it that way. They were polar opposites in every other way, and if one said light the other was certain to demand dark. Nicole had been irritated at the very idea of the girl coming to stay with them, and it had been hate at first sight for both.
 
   The slender teenager and the broad-shouldered, buxom French woman had fought a war of mutual loathing for the entire remaining year of his marriage; with him caught squarely in the middle. 
 
   Finally, he’d been able to get rid of Nicole. And without her getting a dime of his money either. That had been a clever bit of legal manipulation and blackmail, and he was still most proud of it. Seeing the end in sight, he d slipped a prenuptial agreement she had never signed in with an ownership agreement for a Jaguar he had bought her for her birthday. 
 
   So delighted was she with the car, and eager to make it her own, she had signed the papers without reading them. A friend of Sir Charles had then been kind enough to notarize the agreement and back date it three years. Another friend, this one with Scotland Yard, had arranged to find a kilogram of cocaine (actually baking powder) in that same Jaguar a few short weeks later. Sir Charles had then interceded to have the charges stayed. They could, of course, be renewed at any time. Or at least, so Nicole believed.
 
   Nicole had been so spitting mad about the false prenuptial agreement she d almost been willing to challenge it, even after he d assured her that no English court would take the word of a French tart over that of two English gentlemen. He’d had to have her physically evicted from his house, and even then she d broken all the lower windows with stones before storming off.
 
   Hideous bloody woman.
 
   Sir Charles finished with his mail and let his foot stray to the call button beneath his desk. He tapped it casually, then waited, examining the face of his gold watch, seeing the second hand sweep through a full thirty seconds before there was a knock at the door.
 
   "Come," he ordered.
 
   "You wanted something, Sir Charles?" 
 
   "Coffee, Black," he said in a frosty voice.
 
   Mrs. Morgan nodded and closed the door, and Sir Charles glowered after her. Thank heavens the woman was leaving! She grew slower and more impertinent each day.
 
   Sir Charles would not use the intercom on the phone. It struck him as undignified. He therefore used the ancient floor buzzer to summon Mrs. Morgan when he chose to, which he vastly preferred. Mrs. Morgan seemed unable to grasp the fact that her time was his to do with as he chose, and had complained on a regular basis about the need to come to the door in answer to his summons.
 
   Perhaps he would have the entire front room redone once she was gone. The secretary of an important man had to be seen in impressive surroundings, after all. And while Morgan wasn't worth the effort the new girl would be.
 
   She returned with his coffee, wordlessly depositing it on his desk. Her very silence was a remonstrance, however, and he glowered at her as she left. Bloody woman!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Two
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Sir Charles walked straight-backed down the corridor to the front door. His driver, Nick Pierce quickly pulled open the building’s door, and Sir Charles strode through it and out onto the pavement. Pierce hurried after and passed him, reaching the Bentley in time to pull the rear door open and hold that for Sir Charles as well. 
 
   Again, Sir Charles entered without so much as a nod of acknowledgement. It irritated him that people expected him to show some form of gratitude or thanks to servants who, after all, were merely doing the work they were paid for. Was one expected to thank ones secretary every time she typed a letter or answered the phone? No. So why on Earth ought one to be expected to thank employees for opening doors or fetching meals and such? 
 
   Bloody liberals, he thought, glowering out the side window as Pierce climbed into the front and drove away from the curb. The class system was the root of Britain s power and the bloody socialist types were ruining it in their quest for equality. As if the scruff of the East End could ever be the equals of the middle class, much less the learned, genteel, well raised men and women of the upper class.
 
   The Bentley moved serenely through traffic, headed to his large house in Kensington. Sir Charles looked out the window, unseeing, brooding on the need to appeal to the common types if he were to run for political office. He was unable to reconcile his basic distaste for the rabble of Britain with his desire for fame and power. 
 
   Other men had, of course, he told himself. The ranks of Britain's government had been ably staffed by gentlemen of a similar mentality for quite some centuries, and if they could get away with putting on a few minor shows of interest in the welfare of the rabble then surely he could, as well.
 
   The car rolled to a slow halt and Pierce sprang out to open the rear door. Kathleen the maid was already at the door, having watched for the car. She looked at him unsmiling as Sir Charles approached. 
 
   "Good Afternoon, Sir Charles," she said.
 
   "Kathleen," he acknowledged.
 
   She shut the door behind him and moved forward into the drawing room, where his drink awaited him. 
 
   "Mrs. Spencer is at a meeting of the Ladies Charity Committee, and Miss Miranda is in the library with her friend," Kathleen said.
 
   "What friend?" Sir Charles grumbled, sipping testingly at the martini.
 
   "A Miss Claudia," Kathleen said.
 
   Sir Charles grimaced again. Half the friends Miranda brought home from the LSE were wild-eyed communists, and the rest were lazy aristocratic brats who should have been drowned at birth. He'd never heard of a Claudia, but he hoped he would not be graced with her presence that evening.
 
   "Will there be anything else, Sir Charles?" she asked respectfully.
 
   He shook his head brusquely and she bobbed her head and moved off. She was a dull girl, he thought, with big cow eyes, but the Irish made excellent servants, most of them. They knew their place.
 
   He sat down in an enormous leather chair and took up the evening paper, hoping, despite the hour, that Miranda would see the girl off rather than inviting her for dinner. He supposed he could have asked Kathleen, but he thought that beneath him. It shouldn't matter to him if the wretched girl stayed to dinner. He would ignore her regardless.
 
   He checked his watch. He had already approved the dinner menu for the week, and the time for it to be served was precisely Five Thirty each evening. He arrived at precisely Five fifteen each evening. 
 
   The front door opened and then closed, and a moment later Su Li entered the room. Her smile brought an automatic response from him as she crossed the room and then took his hands as she stood on her toes to kiss him.
 
   "Good afternoon, Charles," she said, her accent barely discernible.
 
   "Hello, my dear. LCC doing wonderful things I trust."
 
   "If you consider outrageous gossip to be a wonderful thing," she retorted, drawing back slightly.
 
   She was short and slim, but had a softly curved body, with small, high breasts and a perfectly flat stomach. Her bottom was lovely, and her face was small, round and girlish, framed by shoulder length silken black hair. She wore a light summer dress which revealed the curves beneath but in a way which did nothing to accentuate them or invite unwanted attentions. Charles wholeheartedly approved.
 
   "Dinner should be served any moment," he said, frowning to examine his watch.
 
   "I hope I'm not late."
 
   "Not at all: perfectly on time."
 
   "I'll just go and wash up first," she said, smiling again before leaving the room.
 
   He nodded just as slightly, then rose as she did, watching her until she disappeared out the door before sitting once again.
 
   He truly loved Su Li, for she was everything he thought a good woman should be. She was intelligent, well-read, beautiful, and yet very obedient to her husband's will and desires. She never got above herself, and considered satisfying his needs to be her primary duty as a wife and a woman. 
 
   The Asians, Charles thought, truly were more civilized than westerners in terms of male and female relations. And the ones from Hong Kong, having been exposed to British mannerisms for so long, were, of course, the most civilized of Asians. He'd made the right decision, regardless of what some of his bigoted friends might think.
 
   Charles looked up in irritation at the sound of high-pitched, girlish laughter as Miranda strolled into the room accompanied by one of her friends. 
 
   As usual, Miranda was dressed well, but in a businesslike fashion, wearing, in this instance, a white linen blazer and trousers and a black silk blouse. Her light blonde hair was cut in a longish pageboy style so that the it curled in beneath her jaw. She wore a pair of round, silver glasses which Charles considered an affectation. Laser surgery could have easily corrected her slight nearsightedness, but she refused to consider it. Most probably, he thought, she wanted the glasses in order to appear more serious, more of an intellectual.
 
   Not that she didn't have a point, he admitted to himself. It was difficult for women to be taken seriously in the world of business and government, especially short pretty ones like Miranda. Most organizations believed girls like Miranda were of little use beyond window-dressing, certain to be quickly married and then occupied with duties as mothers and housewives.
 
   With good reason, of course. They were right. As Sir Charles well knew women were, by and large, unsatisfactory employees in many respects. They took sick more often than men, were unwilling to put in the long, hard hours required to succeed, and were as like as not to take off long periods of time while they bore their litters of brats. 
 
   For this reason and others Sir Charles wouldn't even consider hiring a female solicitor for the firm. The very idea was absurd. And so he knew full well what Miranda was facing in her pursuit of a career in the field of economics. He had advised her against it several times, suggesting more appropriate arts courses instead. But the girl was determined, and so very earnest in what she believed.
 
   Bloody women, he thought in long-suffering weariness. 
 
   And then he saw her companion, and blinked in surprise, inhaling sharply.
 
   She was a tall, lithe young woman with long, glowing, auburn hair. She had an oval face with deep penetrating green eyes, a strong, squarish chin, and high, aristocratic cheekbones.
 
   She wore a pair of loose, low-slung parachute pants with a drawstring waist and a blue button-down blouse which was pulled up and tied together just below high, prominent breasts. The expanse of bare flesh was attention grabbing, as was the diamond ring set into her navel.
 
   And while Miranda walked in a hurried little trot, this girl's hips rolled slowly and languidly as her long legs moved in a smooth, unhurried stroll. 
 
   Sir Charles' cast a guilty eye to the doorway from which Su Li would reappear at any moment, then licked his lips and composed himself as Miranda led the girl up to him.
 
   "Uncle Charles, this is Claudia Rathingham, from my Macroeconomics class. We're doing a project together."
 
   "How do you do, ah, Miss Rathingham," Sir Charles said with commendable grace.
 
   "How do you do, Sir Charles," the girl replied, her voice a low, furry contralto which set him to blinking again.
 
   "Claudia is going to eat with us," Miranda said. "I hope that's all right."
 
   "Have you spoken with Susan?"
 
   "Not yet."
 
   "Then you'd best do so, don't you think?" he asked dryly.
 
   "Oh Susan always makes too much anyway," Miranda said dismissively.
 
   Which was true enough, but her dismissal of his suggestion irritated Sir Charles, and the reminder that, despite all his lectures Susan continued to waste good food only served to reinforce that irritation. Nevertheless, it would not do to reprove the girl before a guest. Sir Charles settled for a brief frown in her direction.
 
   "Nevertheless," Sir Charles said firmly, "It's only common courtesy to let her know there will be someone else for dinner as soon as possible."
 
   "Yes, Uncle Charles," she said in a tolerant voice. 
 
   She gave her friend a look and the two giggled slightly before walking past Charles and towards the kitchen in the rear of the house. Charles glowered at nothing in particular, thinking again of how ill-mannered and unfeminine modern British women were, even the relatively well-bred girls like Miranda.
 
   "Was that Miranda I heard?"
 
   Charles smiled and rose to his feet as Su Li re-entered the room.
 
   "Yes, my dear. She's brought a young, er friend home to do some schoolwork with."
 
   "How nice. Although she could have informed us earlier."
 
   "I agree," Charles said approvingly.
 
   "Well, Miranda seldom seems to think of things beyond economic formulas and charts," Su Li said.
 
   Pity the poor bugger who marries her, Sir Charles thought sourly.
 
   Su Li sat, and Charles took his own seat once again.
 
   "Have you decided about accepting that party nomination?" she asked.
 
   "I'm still talking to some gentlemen about the details," Charles said. "I should know soon."
 
   Charles was not about to enter politics to be a powerless back bencher. There would be iron-clad promises in writing before he would commit himself to anything - and that included persuading his colleagues to donate money for the party's use. Those promises would include a the Chancellorship, and the placing in safe ridings of several people he approved of, who would later be appointed junior cabinet ministers. Charles intended to enter politics with a power base already in place, the sooner to take a run at the Prime Ministers chair.
 
   * * *
 
   Dinner went smoothly, but Sir Charles was disconcerted to find the girl, Claudia, looking at him with a smug, knowing expression whenever he cast his eyes her way. She had a confident, flirty look to her that profoundly irritated him because she seemed to be presuming he was attracted to her.
 
   It irritated him even more because despite himself, he was. This was purely on an instinctive basis, he told himself. After all, she was a lovely female with an attractive body which she wasn't at all shy about displaying. 
 
   Now that he was seated across the table from her he could see just how tight and thin her blouse was, and that she quite obviously had no brassiere beneath. The way the fabric hugged her large, high breasts was like a magnet to his eyes, as were the well-defined dimples in the centre of each breast where her nipples pushed out against the thin material. 
 
   And it seemed each time his eyes flicked to those barely concealed, tightly clad breasts she quickly became aware, and her own eyes would turn an amusing, knowing look his way, forcing him to snap his eyes back or pretend to look at the picture over her shoulder, or out the window to her left.
 
   The girl's attitude was profoundly annoying. And Sir Charles was grateful when dinner was finally ended and he could retreat to his library.
 
   He spent much of the evening on the phone, discussing plans for his future political career with party insiders and friends. Su Li, like the good wife she was, left him alone, interrupting him only once, late in the evening, to inform him that Miranda had invited Claudia to spend the night.
 
   Charles sighed in resignation, but quickly turned his attention back to business. It was quite late, in fact, before he finally hung up, pulled himself up from behind the Elizabethan walnut desk, leaned forward to turn off the light, and turned in for the night. Su Li had already gone to bed, of course. She was an early riser - like Sir Charles himself. 
 
   Susan, of course, and Kathleen, had both long since gone home. So Charles was surprised to see a light in the kitchen. He hesitated with his foot on the bottom stair, then, grimacing, turned to walk up the long hall to the kitchen. Bloody women, he thought. They all seemed to think money grew on trees.
 
   He heard a grinding sound ahead and frowned in surprise. He passed through the doorway and turned to see on his left a long food preparation counter. The girl, Claudia was standing behind it, or rather, leaning over it reading a magazine. She looked up incuriously as Sir Charles appeared.
 
   "Ah it's ah, you," he said, self-conscious for some reason.
 
   "Sorry," she said, straightening. "Did I wake you?"
 
   "No, of course not. I was in the library," he said, peering at the juicer grinding away on the counter beside her magazine.
 
   "Just making a drink," she said with a lazy smile.
 
   "A ah, a drink? What kind of drink?" he asked dubiously.
 
   In truth, he didn't care. He was feeling suddenly uneasy in her presence, and grasped at the excuse to make conversation.
 
   The girl was now wearing a short, form-fitting pink tank top, again, quite obviously without a bra. The material strained against her ample breasts, thrusting outward baring a considerable degree of cleavage which Sir Charles did his best to ignore.
 
   She smiled, and then strolled casually out from behind the counter. Sir Charles's eyes widened as he saw that aside from the short tank top she wore only a pair of panties. The panties were very low on her hips, barely covering her pubic mound, with two slim strings angling sharply upward and over her rounded hips.
 
   "It's called the Multiple Orgasm," she said with brazen confidence.
 
   Sir Charles cleared his throat nervously, and tore his eyes off the incredible length of smooth, perfectly contoured bare leg the girl revealed.
 
   "Disgusting name for a... a drink," he said.
 
   "It's made of Vodka, Amaretto, Tia Maria, and Half and Half mixed with crushed ice," she said, reaching a slim hand out to stop the juicer. "Miranda's never had one." She looked up coyly from beneath her lashes. "A multiple orgasm, that is. Of course... I've had many."
 
   Sir Charles felt his groin begin to throb, and knew he was beginning to grow hard. He turned away from the girl, moving around behind the counter himself as she turned to smile smugly.
 
   "Young lady," he said, drawing himself up. "I find your behaviour and your... dress... to be... most inappropriate."
 
   "I usually sleep in the nude," she said with a shrug. "But I thought it'd be best to be mannerly in someone else's home."
 
   She turned aside to pour the drink into a pair of tall glasses and Sir Charles could clearly see the creamy white flesh of her breast through the open arm hole. He felt a tightening in his loins and jerked his eyes away as she turned to smile at him.
 
   “Tell me, Sir Charles, do you find it warm in here?” she asked, opening the freezer.
 
   “Not especially,” he said sternly.
 
   “I’m feeling quite... hot myself,” she said, turning back.
 
   She had removed an ice cube from the freezer, and now leaned back against the closed door, sighing softly as she let the cube slide slowly along the nape of her neck and down along the top of her cleavage. Sir Charles’ eyes were drawn to the cube, as she slowly caressed the top of her cleavage, and he saw her flesh glisten wetly as a small drop of water slowly trickled down into her top.
 
   She tilted her head slowly back and sighed low in her throat, and Charles' eyes were drawn instantly back to her straining bosom. The thin top seemed ready to burst, and the outline of her erect nipples was patently obvious as she arched her back. He felt his cock twitch and begin to rise within his trousers.
 
   She lowered her head, and her eyes settled coyly on Sir Charles. "Well, I guess I'll go up and give Miranda a Multiple Orgasm," she said.
 
   "Young lady," Sir Charles growled, drawing himself up once again.
 
   She raised an innocent eyebrow and moved around the counter towards him. Sir Charles had to fight the urge to back away, and felt astonished at losing his control in such a fashion before a girl young enough to be... well, to be his daughter, presuming he had not decided against having children (miserable bratty little things).
 
   "Yes, Sir Charles?" she asked coyly.
 
   "Does your father know how you behave around strange men?" he demanded.
 
   She smiled and her hands rose to settle on his shoulders. 
 
   Startled, Charles did not react at once.
 
   "Daddy's no longer with us I'm afraid," she said sadly. 
 
   "Oh er..."
 
   "I do so long for the influence of a stern, older gentleman in my life."
 
   She leaned forward and kissed him on the lips, and so confounded was Sir Charles that he merely stood there, unmoving, as the kiss grew in strength and passion, as her tongue flitted along his lower lip and then slipped through into his mouth to dance and slide along his own frozen tongue.
 
   Then she was backing away, smirking, and Charles felt a flush rise up his neck and blood rush to his face.
 
   "By the way, Sir Charles," she said in a helpful voice, "You have a very large erection."
 
   She picked up the drink and turned, and any reply Charles might have managed died as he saw the panties she wore were actually a thong, and his eyes plunged to her perfect round buttocks as she strolled away from him.
 
   Bloody hell, he thought dazedly.
 
   His erection was pressing up firmly against the side of the counter, and despite the anger he felt for the impertinence and arrogance of what he thought of as the sluttish little trollop, his insides were thrumming with desire for her. He had deliberately chosen Su Li because of her soft, submissive nature, and in day to day life that was precisely what he wanted from a woman. But there was something about this tall girl and her insolent attitude that bespoke a wildfire sexual capacity which thrilled some other part of him.
 
   Bloody Nicole had been like that, he thought, full of fire and sexual debauchery. The woman had been a wanton slut. Yet while Charles highly disapproved of that in theory he could not deny the memories, and the exquisite excitement he had felt at the time.
 
   And that got him thinking. This Claudia was obviously one of those women, the kind an intelligent man used for sport and then cast aside. She would certainly not be a good influence on young Miranda. It was difficult to conceive of the bookish young economist-to-be turning into some kind of promiscuous tramp but even so Charles thought he would have to do what he could to discourage her spending any further time with this... this woman.
 
   Woman. She was no more than nineteen or twenty years old, he thought. That hardly rated the word. Probably a flighty little twit delighted at her own newfound attractiveness to men. He turned off the lights and went up the stairs, pausing at the top to look with disapproval down towards Miranda's bedroom. What, he wondered, were they doing in there now? Drinking that obscenely named drink, he supposed.
 
   Unbidden, the image came to his mind of Claudia laying along the bed, those long bare legs stretched out. His mental eye followed that expanse of flesh up along her naked hip and over her trim belly, up to the bottom of her chest, where her tank top lay snug. He imagined those legs parting and his cock pulsed once again. It was girls like Claudia mothers warned their sons about, he thought.
 
   Of course, Sir Charles was hardly a boy. He had no illusions about what girls like Claudia were for. He smiled smugly to himself, then remembered the taste of her tongue in his mouth and swallowed. He stood still for a long minute, then wandered down the hall towards Miranda's room. A girl like that could get up to anything, he thought to himself, and Miranda was far too innocent to protect herself. It would do well for him to make sure nothing untoward was happening.
 
   Not that he could open the door, of course. He had no intention of having the girl smirking knowingly at him. 
 
   As it happened, the house was quite old, and no one had ever seen a reason to update the well-made and solid doors and brass fittings within. Thus Miranda's door, like the others, was fitted with a large keyhole below the old knob. Standing in the darkened hall Sir Charles gazed at the bright light which came through the keyhole, and then, somewhat ashamed of himself, bent low to put his eye to it.
 
   Miranda's big double bed was directly across from the door, and he could observe the two of them sitting on the edge of the bed. Their voices drifted beneath the door, and Sir Charles watched as the brunette instructed a doubtful Miranda on the benefits of drink.
 
   "Really, Miranda, it's well and good to be successful in life, but if you don't have any fun and sport what's the point?"
 
   "Well I..."
 
   "You really do need to lighten up a little and experience more."
 
   "But I..."
 
   "And this is fun, and quite harmless. It's also got a marvellous taste. Go ahead. No, wait, you have to fake an orgasm first."
 
   "Pardon me!?" Miranda asked in astonishment.
 
   Claudia giggled. "In the bars, whenever a girl has a Multiple Orgasm, she's supposed to fake an orgasm before drinking."
 
   "That's silly!" Miranda said, her voice sounding embarrassed.
 
   "Of course it's silly, Miranda. That's the point."
 
   With that Claudia turned to her own drink and then her head seemed to loosen, to roll on her neck. It fell backward and she moaned low in her throat, the moan becoming more passionate, with soft, rhythmic exhalations of breath accompanying it. 
 
   "Ohhhhh! Ooohh! Uhhmmm! Unnmmmm!" she moaned.
 
   Charles felt his manhood twitching, and his hands trembled lightly at his sides. He watched the girl's back arch and shuddered.
 
   Miranda, of course, was looking on aghast, or at least, her eyes were wide and amazed. When the brunette straightened and giggled Miranda too giggled, if self-consciously.
 
   "I could never do something like that," she said, somewhat awed.
 
   "Oh come on. It's only fun. I dare you."
 
   Frowning in embarrassment, Miranda cleared her throat, then tried to roll her head back the way Claudia had. She moaned and groaned, but the sound was quite hesitant and self conscious. She halted after a moment with an embarrassed snort.
 
   "This is silly. I can't do this!"
 
   "Of course you can," Claudia said. "Go like this."
 
   And she began to pretend to climax again. She encouraged Miranda to join her, and soon Charles was watching the two young women moaning and groaning and gasping out in passionate release, their heads rolling and backs arching. By this time he was on his knees, peering into the keyhole, feeling like a pathetic pervert, but his heart was pounding, his erection was throbbing, and he was unable to tear his eye free.
 
   As they consumed their drinks things went from bad to worse. Miranda lost most of her embarrassment, and Claudia was able to get her to dance seductively to the music playing over the stereo. She was even able to persuade her to doff her pyjamas and to dance in her own bikini panties and bra, while Sir Charles seethed about the terrible influence and affect the girl was having on his ward.
 
   And yet, Sir Charles could not stop peering in, could not help feast his eyes on the two lovely young bodies, yes, even Miranda's, for the girl was considerably more attractive looking than he had thought in her matching pink half-bra and string bikini panties. And her breasts, while not so substantial as Claudia's, were surprisingly large for her slim frame. Guilt assailed him as he watched, as his erection pressed out against his trousers, and as he wished, despite himself, for still more flesh to be exposed.
 
   When Claudia reached down and peeled her tight tank top up and over her head, tossing it behind her, he gasped audibly, his erection threatening to explode. The girl had large, heavy round breasts, but they seemed to barely jiggle or sag at all as she rolled her hips in lewd rhythm. And he found himself urging Miranda to imitate her. 
 
   Miranda seemed taken aback, at first, but was soon giggling again, and while she resisted Claudia's efforts for a few minutes soon her bra was gone, and like the brunette she was rolling and swaying like an exotic dancer, her smaller breasts centred by long, erect pink nipples.
 
   Charles found himself staring at them, and abruptly tore his eyes away, face reddening in the darkness as guilt rushed into him. It was weak and disgusting to be aroused by sight of the brunette, but at least she was... a woman of the world, despite her age. To be staring at Miranda with lust in his heart was unforgivable. She was an innocent young girl, and his ward.
 
   The two danced further to the right, just out of sight of the keyhole, and Sir Charles cursed venomously in his mind, pressing his eye closer. Then Miranda danced back, turning and turning in the middle of the room, arms high over her head hips rolling and body undulating in time to the music. More guilt assailed Sir Charles as he thought of how Malcolm would feel betrayed by him staring so lewdly at his innocent young daughter. He should be breaking this up not staring like a pervert at this innocent, free spirited young woman and wanting... wanting...
 
   Sir Charles could not admit even to himself what his passion was telling him just then. For in all respects since the day he had met Miranda he had treated her decently, in a principled, and wholly honourable fashion. In fact, never before had he had a sexual thought about the young girl.
 
   Yet now, staring at her twirling about in the middle of the room, hips rolling and undulating, Charles felt a lust and desire for this girl, and imagined himself atop her, teaching her of the wonders and pleasure of sexual intercourse. He tried to tear his gaze away, beads of sweat standing out on his forehead, yet his eye kept returning to the sight of her there in the keyhole, her lithe body moving and swaying.
 
   "Having fun?"
 
   His heart skipped a beat and he fell back from the door, staring aghast at the topless brunette as she leaned against the wall smirking at him.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Three
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Too late, he remembered that Miranda's room had an attached toilet, and that toilet also served the empty guest bedroom on its other side. It had never occurred to him that Claudia would pass through the toilet out into the other room and appear in the hallway.
 
   Face scarlet, he scrambled to his feet, but was unable to speak, his normally clever mind unable to imagine any kind of excuse to explain away his behaviour.
 
   From behind the door the music pounded, as the two stood a few feet apart in the darkened hall. Then with a smirk, the girl turned and headed back for the other bedroom. Charles, stricken, hurried after her.
 
   "Wait!" he cried in a hoarse whisper.
 
   She halted at the doorway and turned lazily, raising an eyebrow. Even in his desperation Charles' eyes drifted to her magnificent bare breasts, and he was temporarily lost to clear thinking.
 
   "I ah, I would ah, ah, like to apologize for the way this appears but ahm, I was ah..."
 
   "Peeping at your little ward as she pranced around nearly naked?"
 
   "I was... I was worried about your influence on her and ah..."
 
   "And peeping at her. I bet she'll be most impressed by your concern."
 
   "Please!" he gasped, taking a half step forward as she turned into the room.
 
   "Don't you think I should tell her?" Claudia asked with a smirk. "Don't you think I should warn her her uncle has the hots for her? That he lusts after her pretty little body? That he peeps at her through the keyhole and grinds his erection against the door?"
 
   “I-I'm not really her uncle,” he gulped.
 
   She gave him a look of contempt, and he blushed even more hotly.
 
   Charles' mouth opened and closed but no words emerged. He strained desperately for some excuse, for some explanation, but in truth, he could not deny his behavior had been shameful and disgusting. Peeping at a young girl through her bedroom keyhole was a crass and despicable thing to do. Malcolm would have beaten him senseless, and deservedly so.
 
   "Would you like me to keep quiet?" she asked.
 
   All Sir Charles could do was nod anxiously.
 
   "Come inside at once," she ordered.
 
   To his surprise, Sir Charles did so, and she closed the door behind him.
 
   Only the bedside lamp was lit in the room, but the light was considerably greater than that in the hall, and Sir Charles swallowed nervously as the light reflected off her gleaming expanse of smooth, soft white skin. 
 
   "Since you like seeing us naked it's only right we see you naked, or at least I do," she said, leaning back against the wall. "Strip."
 
   "I-I beg your pardon?!"
 
   "You heard me. Strip, or I go and tell Miranda you've been out in the hall with a big hard-on watching her prance around in her panties."
 
   "Bu-but... but..."
 
   "Now," she growled, eyes narrowing. 
 
   Helplessly, Sir Charles looked towards the open toilet door, and the sound of music coming through, then at the beautiful, statuesque brunette standing before him. Face red, he removed his jacket and placed it on the bed, then undid his tie. Claudia smiled, and let her hands glide slowly up her belly to cup her breasts.
 
   "You like my breasts?" she purred.
 
   Charles stared, entranced.
 
   "Strip!"
 
   He jerked and obeyed, removing his shoes, and then hesitantly unbuttoning his shirt and shrugging it off. He was a well-built man, but felt distinctly inferior to this gloriously erotic child as her eyes moved over his broad shoulders and trim torso.
 
   "Let's see how good that hard-on is," she sneered. "Off with the trousers."
 
   Face still quite red, Sir Charles undid his belt and let his trousers drop. He tried to maintain some shred of dignity as he pulled them off and folded them before placing them on the bed, but his erection was painfully visible, thrusting out the front of his boxer shorts. And now, unable to resist her demand, he skimmed the boxers down and off, and stood there nude, his erection hard and long and thick, pointed menacingly at the young slut.
 
   He felt a sense of weakly gratified pride when her eyes widened and she whistled appreciatively. "Well, well, you've got some nice gear there, Sir Charles."
 
   She pushed herself off the wall and strolled forward, then reached down and folded her long fingers around his shaft. Sir Charles gasped but stood still as she ran her hand slowly up and down its length.
 
   "Very nice indeed," she said. "You and I might have some enjoyable times together with this little monster."
 
   But then she released him and turned back to the toilet.
 
   "Young Miranda awaits. I can't delay any longer or she'll come looking. You wait here, naked, and perhaps we'll find something to do with this."
 
   She turned off the bedside lamp, then strolled back into the toilet. Leaving the door open, she snapped off the light and opened the door into Miranda's room, leaving it open as she went through. Charles watched her, quivering with sexual tension, then, helplessly, feeling a terrible shame, crept forward the edge of the doorway and peered through.
 
   Miranda had sat back on the bed, still topless, and Charles watched the brunette sashay across the room to join her. Miranda stood uncertainly, and Claudia abruptly laughed and threw her arms around the smaller girl. Miranda squirmed in evident embarrassment as the other girl's big breasts pillowed out against her own smaller ones, but Sir Charles felt another hot little thrill of excitement at the sight, and just as quickly another dagger of guilt.
 
   Claudia drew back and Charles could see Miranda's bright red face as the girl backed up herself.
 
   "Now you look like you're having more fun," Claudia said. "Remember, work is not the reason for life, it's just a way to pay the bills."
 
   "Oh I disagree," Miranda said. "I truly enjoy..."
 
   Claudia silenced her with a kiss, and Miranda backed up abruptly, face even more red. Claudia giggled.
 
   "You shouldn't... do that," Miranda said nervously.
 
   "Why? Turning you on?" Claudia teased.
 
   "Don't be silly! It's just.. just..."
 
   "You need to learn to be less uncomfortable with your own body," Claudia said. "And with your sexuality. How long do you intend to remain a virgin anyway?"
 
   "Until I... that's none of your business," Miranda said defensively.
 
   "You've got a lovely body. You should use it. One day, young Miranda, you'll be a plump, Forty year old economist and what'll you look back on? A youth spent in libraries? You need to have fun, to travel, to go to wild nightclubs and have torrid affairs."
 
   Miranda seemed to wilt under this, and again turned defensive. "It isn't as if I don't... I mean, it's not like I haven't felt... uhm..."
 
   Claudia seized the slighter girl's head and yanked her forward, crushing her lips with her own. Miranda's hands shot up and then trembled in mid-air, as if they did not dare alight on the lush young woman's bare flesh. Her body twisted and jerked, but Claudia kept her head firmly in hand, her lips moving lewdly against Miranda's own mouth.
 
   Sir Charles gaped, feeling a hot surge of lust rising within him. The slut! Filthy slut! She was practically assaulting poor Miranda! He should… should…
 
   Claudia drew back and Miranda staggered back with a gasp, her eyes wide. Claudia grinned at her, then let out a wild banshee howl and charged her. Miranda squealed and fell back onto the bed, as the girl jumped atop her, laughing.
 
   "Claudia! G-get off me!"
 
   Instead the larger girl pinned Miranda's arms down above her head, then, half laying atop her, began to rain kisses on her cheek, mouth and throat.
 
   "C-Claudia!" Miranda gasped.
 
   Claudia bent and licked downwards along one breast, circling the erect nipple, then closed her mouth over the straining pink button and moaned to herself as she began to suck.
 
   Miranda writhed and twisted beneath her, squeaking and gasping and demanding she stop, and Sir Charles, as he peered in through the open doorway, felt his cock straining and twitching as he urged Claudia on. 
 
   Tremendous shame caught at him, as well, for as a decent Christian man and Miranda's guardian he ought to be rushing in to throw the filthy slut off the poor girl, to protect her against such unnatural lust. And yet he only watched, and his cock bulged as he saw the girl's hand slide down Miranda's straining body and slip into the front of her panties.
 
   "Claudia! Oh! Stop it! Stop! Don't... Don't!"
 
   Miranda moaned and squirmed, but could not resist the athletic brunette, and as Sir Charles looked on her moans softened and changed tone Soon her hips began to move unmistakeably, her slim legs shifting apart as Claudia's fingers stroked against her sex.
 
   Claudia drew back with a smirk, watching the young blonde's groin as it rose rhythmically against where her fingers had been.
 
   "Like it, hmm?" she asked in a purr.
 
   Miranda, gasping for breath, stared up wide-eyed.
 
   Claudia laughed, then reached out for a dressing gown draped over the bottom of the bed. She snatched the silk tie from it and wrapped it around Miranda's wrists.
 
   "Wh-what are you doing?" Miranda panted.
 
   "Tying you up. I wouldn't want you to hurt yourself when you come."
 
   "Please I... you mustn't..."
 
   Claudia yanked the tie closed, then rolled off the other girl, pulling on the tie. 
 
   "Claudia, untie me at once!" Miranda begged.
 
   Claudia ignored her, pulling hard on the tie, forcing the girl's hands up towards the centre of the headboard. She tied the belt around the headboard, then smirked and positioned Miranda down the centre of the bed before reaching down and yanking the little blonde's panties down.
 
   Miranda gasped and squirmed and protested, but could not, of course, do anything to resist. Claudia found a pair of nylon stockings and tied them to the helpless girl's ankles, then spread her legs wide apart and bound them to the lower corners of the bed. A silk scarf followed, bound over Miranda's eyes, and Claudia sat back to admire her handiwork.
 
   'Now I can do anything I want to you," she purred.
 
   "L-Let me go," Miranda gasped, her voice ragged and shaking.
 
   "You don't really mean that," Claudia said.
 
   "I-I do!"
 
   Claudia bent over the girl, kissing her passionately, draping her own nearly nude body over Miranda, rolling her hips and letting her hands move slowly over the virginal young blonde. Even as her mouth left Miranda's, sliding down along her neck, Miranda's pleas had been reduced to gasps and moans.
 
   Soon Claudia was suckling and chewing at Miranda's engorged nipples, and then she was moving still lower, her tongue circling slowly around the blonde girl's belly button before going lower still.
 
   She looked up suddenly, eyes afire, and met Sir Charles' own eyes. She raised a finger and tweaked it at him. Startled, Charles shook his head, and her eyes narrowed. She motioned more imperiously, a glare on her face, and Charles hesitantly came forward into the light, then through the toilet door and into Miranda's bedroom.
 
   Still Claudia motioned him closer, forcing him to approach the bed where his ward lay bound and naked, and then to stand there and watch as Claudia returned to the squirming girl's body.
 
   Charles watched as her tongue eased down against the teenager's rolling pelvis, and began to slide through her thin thatch of pubic hair. He tried to look away, but succeeded only briefly before his tormented desire forced his eyes back.
 
   "You mustn't! You can't! Oh please!" Miranda moaned.
 
   Claudia's tongue slid along the girl's slit, and her thumbs pressed in lightly, easing the girl's pubic lips aside to reveal her glistening wet pink flesh. Her tongue plunged in, and Miranda cried out, her hips bucking upwards. "Oh God! Oh God!" she whimpered.
 
   "That's it, my sweet, it's so much more fun being a slut," Claudia purred.
 
   Her index finger pushed into the girl's sex, squirming deeper and deeper as her tongue rasped across Miranda's clitoris, and the young girl began to roll and twist in her bonds, moaning and crying out as the intensity of the pleasure rose within her. Her back arched violently and her body stiffened and trembled. Her hips thrust up convulsively against Claudia's tongue and fingers, and then she went limp with a long exhalation of breath.
 
   "Did the little slut come?" Claudia purred. "Isn't that sweet."
 
   Miranda only groaned in reply.
 
   Claudia rolled off the prone girl and reached up to give Sir Charles' erection a squeeze. He gasped, then his eyes bulged as she leaned in and took him into her mouth. She moaned softly as she bobbed her lips up and down on his staff, her tongue licking avidly along the underside of the head.
 
   It was too much for Charles, and he exploded, reaching out to grasp her head, jamming his cock forward as he spurted again and again. Claudia twisted his hands away, grasping his wrists in a surprisingly strong grip, but did not spit out his seed. Instead she held it in her mouth, and as he softened, pulled back.
 
   She smiled at Sir Charles, then turned back over Miranda, laying along her body. Her eyes flashed at Sir Charles for a moment, then she put a hand in Miranda's hair, tugging softly.
 
   "Oww," the girl moaned. 
 
   As Miranda's mouth opened Claudia bent over her and crushed her lips down, and Sir Charles felt a shock of anguish and shock as he realized she was transferring his own semen to Miranda's mouth. He actually reached a hand towards her, taking a half step closer. But what could he do? He stopped, watching as the kiss went on and on, with Claudia's hand stroking and squeezing the slighter girl's breast.
 
   "What - ? Oh! Let me gooo," Miranda moaned in a weary voice.
 
   "Oh darling, we're just getting started."
 
   Claudia grinned at the blindfolded girl, then rolled off the bed and took Sir Charles' wrist, leading him to the foot of the bed. She indicated he should climb in and he shook his head frantically. She glared and then slapped his buttock. The sharp, sudden pain almost made him cry out, but he clamped his lips closed.
 
   "Do as I tell you or I'm going to whip off her blindfold," she whispered into his ear.
 
   Sir Charles had little choice but to crawl into the bed and kneel there fearfully between his young ward's splayed legs. Claudia leaned over and pressed her lips to his ear. "Lick her," she ordered.
 
   Again Sir Charles shook his head, his face filled with mute appeal, desperately trying to convey to the brunette how wrong such a thing would be.
 
   But Claudia was having none of it, and moved to stand next to Claudia's head, reaching down for the blindfold. Terrified, Sir Charles leaned in and licked hesitantly along her moist pussy.
 
   "Claudiaaaaa," Miranda protested.
 
   I'm going to rot in hell, Sir Charles thought despairingly. But his fingers rose gently and he began to lick up and down his ward's sex. He was no expert at cunnilingus, however, and tried only to imitate what he had just seen Claudia do.
 
   He was doing it, he thought, only because this perverted little trollop was forcing him. And yet he felt a flood of excitement through his loins as he tasted Miranda's sweet nectar, as his tongue rolled and caressed her bulging little clitoris and slipped inside her tight, virginal hole. And as Miranda began to moan and squirm and roll her hips up against him his cock hardened once again, and he licked strongly at her sex, fingers probing within her silken opening as he imagined himself plunging his cock deep into her helpless young body.
 
   Malcolm's face kept appearing before him, glowering, glaring, scowling at his betrayal. Yet the guilt could not overcome the lust and passion filling Charles' body, and he felt a sense of hunger for this helpless girl, a sense of casting off restraints and manners as his lips closed around her clitoris and sucked rhythmically.
 
   Slut, he thought excitedly. She's a filthy little trollop, just like Claudia. I should have fucked her as soon as she came of age. 
 
   He let his hands slide up her body and squeeze her breasts, then raised his head. Miranda's nipples were pinkish and small, with almost no areola. But they were quite erect with her arousal, thrusting up firmly a good half inch. Charles stared at them for a long moment, transfixed by the notion that these were Miranda's nipples. It was Miranda there beneath him, young, innocent, earnest Miranda who had been entrusted to his care.
 
   Like a starving man his open mouth dropped around the centre of one breast and his teeth bit into the soft flesh, crushing it together, drawing the nipple up into his mouth, and attacking it with his tongue. Miranda gasped and moaned, and Charles almost giggled. Don't know it's me, do you little slut, he thought. Wouldn't you be surprised!
 
   He chewed and sucked and licked with unrestrained passion, catching the little button between his teeth and biting down hard, again almost giggling as Miranda cried out. 
 
   Then a hand gripped his hair and Claudia drew him back and down, pushing his face between Miranda's quivering thighs. Charles did not argue, plunging his tongue inward once more before rasping it furiously across the girl's clitoris. He felt a rising exultation, a sense of towering freedom surrounding him, and then a sense of victory and conquest as the girl began to buck and twist and writhe through her second orgasm of the night.
 
   As Miranda went limp once again Claudia poked him and he turned to see her holding a can of shaving cream and a razor. He blinked at her in surprise, and she handed them to him, then stripped off her thong to reveal her shaven mons. He reached out for it only to have his wrist slapped back. Claudia pointed to Miranda's pubic mound and glared an order.
 
   Fighting off the arousal which caused his hands to shake, Charles obeyed, spraying his ward's groin and proceeding to shave her.
 
   "Wh... what are you doing?" Miranda moaned.
 
   "I'm shaving your pussy," Claudia said. "All that hair gets in the way of my licking. And after it's gone I'm going to fuck you, my little virgin."
 
   Charles shaved carefully, but quickly and anxiously. This is insane, he thought in amazement. What am I doing here? I have to get out of here! Su Li! What would Su Li think!?
 
   But he could not leave. He could not quench the savage, carnal excitement which gripped him, could not control the desire to possess the helpless young girl before him. 
 
   As he completed his shaving Claudia tossed him a towel and he wiped away the shaving cream, then at her implacable motion, he bent forward and once again began to tongue his helpless ward's sex.
 
   Claudia knelt carefully next to him, and then took his hand. She was surprisingly strong, and folded his fingers into a fist, then pulled out his index finger, and directed his hand down to Miranda's sex. Swallowing anxiously, heart thumping, Sir Charles allowed her to guide his hand as she traced his finger up and down the line of his ward's bare little sex. Then she slowly pushed it into the girl, and he felt the tightness and warmth and wetness of Miranda's sex as his finger slipped deeper and then still deeper. 
 
   Claudia pumped his finger slowly in and out, then drew it out and brought it to her mouth, licking it as she smirked at him from beneath her long lashes. She pulled a second finger out, holding them together, then repositioned her hand to grip his and guided it back to Miranda. Now two fingers pushed in and out of the gasping girl, then three, as Claudia licked her clitoris and used his fingers to fuck the girl.
 
   When Miranda began to moan and writhe Claudia released his arm and motioned him back. Charles looked up, panting, to see the nude brunette now had a sexual toy strapped to her groin. It was a long dildo, and her intention was quite clear. 
 
   Disappointed, yet excited, Charles backed off the bed, and Claudia took his place, placing the rounded nose of the rubber cock against his ward's sex and rubbing it up and down.
 
   "It's time for me to fuck your virginity away," the smirking girl said with deliberate crudeness.
 
   "Wh.. what are... what are you dooooing?" Miranda moaned, straining at her bonds, the muscles moving beneath her pale flesh.
 
   Claudia pressed the dildo forward, forcing the tight young virgin mons apart, sliding the head of the rubber penis into Miranda's pussy.
 
   "Wh... what is iiiit?" Miranda moaned. "It's too big!"
 
   "It's my cock, little slut," Claudia purred.
 
   She let her body slide forward over Miranda's, bottom held high, and slowly began to pump downwards thrusting the dildo in deeper with each stroke. Miranda moaned and gasped and her the muscles beneath her flesh shifted as she twisted and pulled on her bonds.
 
   "Noooo," she moaned.
 
   Claudia crushed her lips down and then thrust down with her hips. The dildo drove deep into the young girl's sex and Miranda stiffened and jerked violently. 
 
   Sir Charles saw Claudia's buttocks stiffen as her abdomen lay flat against Miranda's, and the knowledge that the entire long length of the sex toy was now buried inside his young ward's trembling body made his erection jerk and twitch hungrily. More guilt assailed him, but he paid it no heed, shifting around to get a better view of the joining of their bodies.
 
   Claudia pulled her lips back and gave him a feral look, then her buttocks began to roll in a circular motion as she twisted the thick dildo around within Miranda's pussy. Soon her bottom was rising and falling as they resumed their long, lewd kiss, and Charles could only watch as the dildo was driven into Miranda's slim, young body again and again.
 
   Soon both girls were panting and gasping excitedly, their bodies rolling and grinding together, beads of sweat standing out on their chests and foreheads as their passion grew. Charles felt in exquisite torture, unable to take any part in the lewd tableau, unable to pull away, unable to bear the excitement, or the shame which assailed him.
 
   Miranda came again, her head jerking back and twisting violently from side to side. Claudia followed, her hips thrusting furiously as her own arousal burned through her mind. Then both girls lay limp panting for breath.
 
   Claudia unfastened the straps around her waist, leaving the dildo buried in Miranda's body, and rolled slowly off her.
 
   "I think you should stay like that all night," she said. "Nasty little slut."
 
   She got up and stretched like a cat, smirking at Sir Charles, then arrogantly cocked her finger towards him as she strolled into the toilet. Charles scurried after, closing the door behind, then crossing the toilet and following her into the other room. Again he closed the door, glad to put some distance between himself and Miranda, lest he make a noise to reveal himself.
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   "And did you enjoy that, you sick, perverted old man?" Claudia sneered.
 
   Face flushing, Sir Charles halted in place.
 
   "I could see you were eager to stick that big cock of yours into your poor little virgin ward's pussy," Claudia said. "What do they call that under the law, Sir Charles? Hmm?"
 
   Shamed, Sir Charles flushed, eyes downcast.
 
   "That's what you wanted to do, wasn't it? You wanted to use your ward. Didn't you!?"
 
   Again he nodded, desperately ashamed.
 
   She reached down and gripped his erection, pumping her fist gently up and down its length, squeezing and caressing him as she spoke.
 
   "And if we're not to report you to the authorities how are we to respond to your disgusting and dishonourable perversion?"
 
   Charles raised his eyes in surprise, then dropped them again, unable to meet the young girl's own flinty jade eyes.
 
   "Instead of acting like a respectable middle-aged man you've turned into a dirty little boy," she sneered. "Peeping through keyholes and fondling your very own ward! For shame!"
 
   His erection wilted slightly in her hand as she reminded him of his guilt, but she squeezed again, sliding her thumb up beneath the head to stroke against it, and he hardened almost at once. Guiltily, he watched as his cock stiffened and pushed out against the palm of her hand.
 
   “Here's what I think, Sir Charles,” she said airily. “I think that your lust for poor, gentle Miranda must be exorcised. You must fuck her, Sir Charles, and fuck her good and hard,” she said.
 
   Sir Charles swallowed convulsively.
 
   “Unfortunately, inexperienced as she is, it's difficult to believe Miranda would not detect the difference between your ugly, wrinkly body atop her and my soft, silken flesh. She might even be able to feel your hairy testicles slapping against her lovely buttocks. So we must ensure that she is further confused by events.”
 
   She held out her hand and Sir Charles saw there was a pill in it.
 
   “I don't understand,” he gulped.
 
   “It's a drug, Sir Charles, quite safe. It's rather akin to ecstasy, a rather aptly named club drug. It will make her feel happy, will make her want to cooperate with anyone, to befriend and please anyone, and will make her feel sensation more powerfully. It's an excellent sex drug. But it will also fuzz the mind somewhat. I want you to administer this drug to your lovely young ward. Then, and only then, can you use her.”
 
   “I-I will do no such thing!” he gulped.
 
   She squeezed her fingers around his shaft and he gasped helplessly.
 
   “Oh yes, you will,” she said. “I insist. You will fuck your virginal little ward this very night, after drugging her and making her helpless.”
 
   “But... but how...”
 
   “Put it in your mouth and kiss her, push it into her mouth.”
 
   “But I - .”
 
   “Do it!” Her voice snapped.
 
   She pressed the drug into his hand and closed it, then jerked him forward as she returned to Miranda's bedroom. 
 
   The sight of his lovely, naked ward spreadeagled before him made his cock throb and pulse, and Sir Charles found his chest tightening as Claudia led him to the bed and forced him to bend forward over it.
 
   “Kiss me, my lovely slut,” she whispered as she bent over next to him.
 
   “Claudia!” the girl moaned.
 
   “Kiss me and I'll fuck you again, my sweet,” Claudia purred.
 
   Charles awkwardly put the pill on his tongue, then kissed the girl. At the same time, Claudia seized one of her nipples and twisted sharply. Miranda let out a little cry, and then another as Claudia giggled and twisted it back. During that time, Sir Charles let the pill push into the young blonde's mouth.
 
   A moment later Claudia poured wine into her mouth, and Miranda swallowed convulsively.
 
   “My lovely little whore,” Claudia whispered.
 
   She slid atop the girl, and Sir Charles stood back anxiously, watching as the brunette languorously rubbed her nude body against Miranda, kissing her lightly along the neck, along the cheek, their breasts pillowing together.
 
   She slid to the side then, and her right hand eased down the blonde's body, caressing her breasts, then rubbing lightly against the hairless little slit. Sir Charles watched a single long, slim finger enter the girl, then a second, as Claudia's lips traced the line of Miranda's throat.
 
   “Are you my slut, Miranda?” she whispered. “Tell me you're my slut. Tell me.”
 
   “Ohhh! Oh please! Oh God!” Miranda gasped, body arching and writhing as Claudia began to stroke a finger across her clitoris.
 
   “Say it. Say it, little slut,” Claudia cooed.
 
   She bent and sucked on one of Miranda's nipples, then closed her teeth and nipped at it.
 
   “Oh! Oww! Claudia!” she gasped.
 
   “Say it, little slut.”
 
   She bit again, harder, and again Miranda yelped in pain.
 
   “I'm y-your slut!” Miranda moaned.
 
   “You're my bitch, Miranda. Say it.”
 
   “I'm y-your bitch!” Miranda gasped, three fingers twisting and pumping inside her now.
 
   “You want me to fuck you? Beg for it! Beg me to fuck you, slut,” Claudia taunted.
 
   “Please fuck me, Claudia!” Miranda moaned.
 
   “Not just yet, little slut.”
 
   Her tongue traced around and around the blonde girl's nipples, now and then nipping and chewing on them, then she slid down to kneel between her legs, her own bottom raised high in the air, legs apart. Sir Charles bit his own tongue to keep from moaning at the sight of that gorgeous tanned ass, at the fantastic legs and lovely tight, shaven pussy peering out. 
 
   It was all he could do not to move into place and thrust deep into the whore's body, but he knew without a second thought that Claudia would not allow it, and would grow angry. He could not have her angry at him, not here, not now.
 
   Miranda's voice was becoming more slurred, and yet her body was writhing and twisting against the bonds with ever more desperate motions.
 
   “Please fuck me, Claudia!” she moaned.
 
   Claudia moved back, and gestured Sir Charles forward.
 
   He wanted to refuse, to firmly shake his hand, but his cock had control of him and she seemed to have control of it. He moved forward, heart pounding, blood racing as he beheld his beautiful young ward in all her sexual glory, skin sheeted in perspiration, flushed with heat, gasping, nipples erect, pussy slick and open for him.
 
   Sir Charles had to have her, and eagerly rubbed his trembling cock along the furrow of his ward's opening, then slowly sank himself into her virginal body. He knew another shattering wave of guilt at what he was doing, but cast it aside as Miranda moaned with pleasure and he thrust himself deep into her belly.
 
   They both groaned helplessly, and then Sir Charles, trying to hold his upper body off the girl, began to thrust violently, ramming into her like an animal. At first she moaned and gasped in some pain, but soon her gasps were of another sort entirely. Sir Charles felt a sense of antipathy towards her even as he fucked her, even as he used her. It was all her fault, after all, for bringing the slut home, and for succumbing to Claudia's lewd lesbian advances. 
 
   She deserved to be used like a whore! She deserved to have a real cock in her sluttish lesbian belly! 
 
   He drove himself into her again and again as she writhed and twisted beneath him, but was too aroused to last long, and then, just as he knew a moment of shocked awareness – what if she became pregnant – he spewed what felt like wave after wave of semen into Miranda's slippery hot pussy and felt it sucked down by the clenching and sucking of her spasming vaginal muscles.
 
   He barely restrained himself from collapsing atop the girl, and turned his head wearily to see Claudia standing back, holding – a video camera in her hand. She smiled and turned away, hurrying into the other room as Sir Charles stared after her helplessly. Then, gasping, he eased himself out of Miranda and slipped off the bed, hurrying after her.
 
   He closed the bathroom door, then hurried into the other room, again closing the door, determined to confront the brunette, but Claudia was merely standing, smirking, with no sign of the video camera.
 
   “Why... give me that camera at once!” he demanded.
 
   “No,” she said impudently.
 
   “Young lady I - .”
 
   “You wouldn't destroy evidence of a crime, would you, Sir Charles?” she purred.
 
   He stared at her helplessly.
 
   “After all, that video shows you raping your own drugged and bound ward. I'm sure that it would be quite wrong to destroy it.”
 
   “I-I insist you give me that tape! Where is it!?”
 
   She laughed lightly and he grabbed her wrist angrily.
 
   She twisted about, purposefully bending across the antique desk, thrusting her bottom up at him.
 
   “Ohh! Are you going to hurt me, Sir Charles?” she gasping mockingly. “Are you going to spank me for being a bad girl!?”
 
   Sir Charles gulped at the sight, at the sudden intensity of the longing he felt as she all-but invited him to spank her. He brought his hand back and slapped it sharply, stingingly across that lushly fleshed bottom. “Where is it!?” he demanded in a strangled voice.
 
   “Ohh! Please don't hurt me, Sir Charles!” she whined.
 
   He struck her bottom again. “Give it to me!”
 
   “No!” she said with a sneer.
 
   He slapped her bottom again, and then again and again, each time his hand exploding with stinging heat he knew must be redoubled in her tender buttocks. Yet she only laughed at him, and he felt his anger growing, his determination to force her to submit to his will. Filthy slut! Filthy arrogant bitch!
 
   He shifted a hand to her soft, beautiful hair, gripping it thickly, using it to hold her in position, bent across the edge of the desk. Then he seized a wooden ruler from the top of the desk and slashed it down across her proud buttocks.
 
   She gasped aloud, hissing in pain, and he snarled with satisfaction, striking her again and again and again, turning her lovely bottom red as she squirmed and moaned and twisted in his grasp.
 
   The beating was having a feverish result on him and his cock, despite his recent explosive orgasms was throbbing erect once again. It had been some time since he'd gotten hard so fast repeatedly, but then it had been quite some time since he'd had this kind of exotic, erotic experience. His cock bobbed and shook as he brought the ruler down across her buttocks, and then he thrust it between her perfect thighs, slapping at them, forcing them apart.
 
   “Please!” she whimpered.
 
   God, he had to!
 
   He sank himself deep into her moist pussy and the both of them groaned as he filled her to the brim. There was little finesse, as his hunger and his anger forced him to ram himself against her in the age old pattern of the dominate male mounting the conquered female. His cock thrust through the soft, moist folds of her pussy again and again as he clenched his jaws and used the girl wildly and thoroughly.
 
   Because he'd already come – and more than once – he was able to continue rutting against her long after he would normally have exploded within her. But finally, as he tore at her hair and kneaded her full, firm breasts, he groaned and spat wad after wad deep into her hot, sucking belly, emptying himself as he held his belly pressed against her wounded red buttocks.
 
   “N-Now where is it?” he panted.
 
   She groaned. “I'll tell you.”
 
   He eased his grip on her hair and she slowly straightened, smiling. She went to the window and pulled the camera out from behind the closed curtain. “Do you know how to use it?” she asked.
 
   “Of course I know how - .”
 
   Giggling, she handed it to him, then sprinted to the door. He stared at her as she went through into the bathroom, then yanked open the other door.
 
   He could not seem to stop himself from following, slowly... almost shuffling, examining the camera as he did. When he got to the other doorway he saw that the brunette was in bed with Miranda again, only... she was straddling the girl's upper chest, knees wide, her pussy jammed against Miranda's mouth!
He moved helplessly forward, gripped by the eroticism of the sight, and then brought the camera up, recording it, staring at it, as she jammed her pussy down into Miranda's mouth, and the blonde girl licked and sucked dazedly. He felt another wave of guilt, which redoubled as he saw the soft white fluid oozing down out of Claudia's pussy and into his ward's mouth – and knew it to be his own semen.
 
   And it was only after a minute that he realized that Claudia had taken off Miranda's blindfold. He felt a sharp sense of horror, but realized Miranda had noticed nothing. Her eyes were glassy, and insomuch as they were focused on anything, they stared at the pussy jammed down against her mouth.
 
   Claudia's body ground itself down erotically, her hips wriggling, her back arching, her head rolling, hair sweeping up and back and across her shoulders and back.
 
   “Lick me, slave!” she gasped. “Lick your mistress! Nasty little whooooore!”
 
   Claudia rode her face for long minutes before coming again, groaning and gasping and moaning contentedly, then looking up at Sir Charles and smirking knowingly.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Four
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   "Good morning, Uncle Charles."
 
   Charles stood anxious and uncertain as Miranda strolled into the room, holding his breath as he waited for the vicious accusation. But the girl only pulled out a chair and sat down, and after a wary moment Sir Charles sat back in his seat.
 
   Miranda was dressed in a blue blazer, white blouse and a long divided skirt. She seemed perfectly normal as she pushed the small round glasses back further on her nose and pulled the Times over to examine the front page.
 
   "Ah, uhm, is your er, guest coming down to breakfast?" he asked.
 
   She shook her head a moment, then rolled her eyes. "She says getting up early is against her religion. She has no classes this morning so she'll sleep in another hour or two."
 
   Charles looked past her at the empty doorway leading to the stairs with a tremendous sense of relief, and tried to compose himself. Every time the girl turned her eyes to him he dropped his, shamed and guilty. Yet whenever she turned her eyes away he stared at her, seeing her again as she was the previous evening, nude and bound, writhing in pleasure as he licked at her sex and sucked on her nipples.
 
   She doesn't know, he told himself firmly. If she knew, if she even suspected, she'd be acting much differently.
 
   And why isn't she acting differently anyway, he thought, frowning. The filthy little slut has just had her first real sexual experience, a lesbian experience at that! Why is she acting so... so normal? Has she no shame at all!?
 
   He watched her open the paper and glowered at her. How do you feel with your shaved pussy, he thought to himself. How do you feel inside, having just been poked with that slut's dildo? And my cock! Oh, you don't know about my cock, but it's been deep in your whore belly, Miranda!
 
   But that brought back his own sense of shame. One of the reasons he had risen so early himself, before Susan had even arrived to set breakfast, was that he had been desperate to escape before the girl could come down again.
 
   What was she, nineteen or twenty, and she'd treated him like... like...
 
   "Ah, how old is that girl anyway?" he asked.
 
   She raised her eyes again, and Charles remembered her with the blindfold across them.
 
   "Nineteen," she said. "Why?"
 
   "I ah, just wondered. She acts... older," he said feebly.
 
   "She's very confident," Miranda said. "She knows what she wants and takes it." She hesitated, and Charles wondered if she were thinking about the previous night. 
 
   "Are you sure she's the kind of ah girl you want to be associating with?" he asked. "I mean, a girl like her would certainly not impress any of the firms in The City."
 
   "Claudia can be quite businesslike when she wants," Miranda said. "She just likes dressing... down."
 
   "She dresses like a slut!" Charles blurted angrily.
 
   Miranda rolled her eyes and Charles glared at her. You're a slut yourself, he thought spitefully, a dirty little lesbian slut!
 
   "Uncle Charles, just because a girl doesn't wear a bra that doesn't make her a slut."
 
   "That's not the point," he said. "People will see you in her company and get the idea you're the same kind of girl."
 
   "And what kind of girl is that?" she demanded.
 
   Charles hesitated. She doesn't know, he told himself. She can't possibly even guess.
 
   "She looks... promiscuous," he said. "She looks like a girl who would be on a stage removing her clothes, or working in a bordello somewhere."
 
   The filthy slut!
 
   "You're being absurd," she said, turning her eyes back to the paper.
 
   "I found her in the kitchen late yesterday evening making an alcoholic drink," he said accusingly.
 
   "Oh?" Miranda acted non-challant, not even raising her eyes from the newspaper, and he glowered at her.
 
   "She was practically naked!"
 
   Miranda sighed and raised her eyes. "I'm sure she didn't know you'd be about," she said.
 
   "That's not the point. What kind of a girl wears those... those panties without any backsides? What point is there to such things except to be seen by men? No doubt many, many men!"
 
   "They're called thongs. They're quite the fashion among the fashionable these days."
 
   "Only a slut would wear that kind of undergarment!" Sir Charles snarled.
 
   "Uncle Charles fourteen year old girls are wearing thongs these days."
 
   "That doesn't surprise me! The morals of this society are collapsing around our ears!"
 
   "You're being silly," she said.
 
   "Am I? In my day a girl wearing such an undergarment would be... would bent across a chair and have her bottom caned."
 
   He finished the words lamely and cleared his throat, looking again at the door to make sure the brunette did not appear.
 
   "She's an adult, Uncle Charles, and can wear what she wants. So, for that matter, can I."
 
   He glowered at her. "You will not wear anything like that, not while you're living in this house!"
 
   "And what are you going to do? Inspect my panty drawers every night?" she taunted. "Perhaps you'd like me to lift my skirt every morning before going out to inspect the virtuous nature of my underpants?" 
 
   She snorted in disdain and turned back to her newspaper.
 
   Charles imagined bending her over the table as he'd been bent over, and bringing his belt down on her naked bottom. It was a lovely little round bottom, he remembered, and for a moment the urge to strap it was almost overwhelming. Almost, he convinced himself he could do it and get away with it. But no, he thought. Not now. A few years ago, yes, but she's too old. 
 
   "If you cannot dress like a lady at least attempt to act and speak like one," he said coldly.
 
   She sighed and raised her eyes. "I apologize, Uncle Charles, for speaking like that, but really, this discussion is pointless. Neither of us have any effect on the current fashions and styles. And neither of us is going to affect how Claudia or the rest of the girls at school, or fourteen year old girls dress or behave."
 
   "But that doesn't mean you have to associate with such people."
 
   "Uncle Charles, three fourths of the girls at school have thongs, maybe four fifths. I don't know. I haven't done a formal study. But they're quite commonplace, I assure you. I can hardly refuse to work with women because of their undergarments."
 
   This was so entirely reasonable that Sir Charles found himself lost for a counter, and so instead snorted in disdain, rose, and headed for the door.
 
   "You're leaving early this morning," she said.
 
   "I have an uhm, early and important case," he replied.
 
   Charles drove the Bentley himself this morning, moving angrily through traffic, glaring around him at the smaller, older, more common vehicles which surrounded him. He felt a righteous sense of indignation at the way English society had become so degraded and depraved at the hands of these common born scum. Sluts like Claudia Rathingham arose from a warped society, and it was high time someone with a stronger moral outlook took a measure of control over that society before they too became infected.
 
   At work he vented his anger at a number of young and powerless junior attorneys and law clerks, even going so far as to lose his temper and fire one young woman over a misplaced comma. Reducing her to tears had made him feel considerably better, and he had confined himself to his office to finish some work on an important contract prior to conducting interviews for his new secretary.
 
   Charles put that off as long as possible. He hardly felt in the mood to interview simpering women. Then again, he thought, perhaps he could enjoy himself somewhat. Women were at their best when they wanted something badly. He would see how much he could make the candidates grovel and then dash their hopes.
 
   Of course all of the candidates were young women, and quite attractive. That made the prospect of crushing them even more exciting. 
 
   The first was a brunette, and Charles felt a red haze pass before his eyes as the lovely, bright eyed young thing sat across from him. He took a deep breath and restrained himself, then put on a show of good humour before beginning to question her.
 
   He toyed with her for a time, greatly exaggerating the salary and benefits the position paid, and making approving sounds over her early answers to his questions. Then he began to ask legal questions, posing more difficult questions as he went along, until the girl was visibly sweating and worrying at her answers. He grew impatient, barking at her, and finally ridiculing her inability to satisfy questions which, in all truth, could have given senior partners in his own firm pause.
 
   The girl did not quite break down, but was white faced when he finally ordered her out of the office. He smiled at the closed door, then chortled lightly to himself.
 
   The next candidate was much less satisfying. She was a Black girl, for one; not at all like Claudia Rathingham, and she grew irritated and then impertinent at his difficult questions, telling him they were pointless and completely beyond the scope of the position. Charles did not like to be corrected at the best of times, and certainly would not put up with it that morning, and ordered her out of his office, as well.
 
   The next girl was a young blonde named Catherine, who had long golden hair. She wore a short skirt which gave him an excellent view of her legs - and reminded him of Claudia Rathingham. Charles discerned quite early on that the girl was quite desperate for the position. Charles again exaggerated the wages and benefits, and was amused to see her eagerness grow even stronger.
 
   He was able to determine that she was a single mother, with a small child at home. 
 
   Slut, he thought at that information.
 
   He led her into the belief the position was practically hers before complimenting her on her dress, hair, face, and then legs. She appeared to grow progressively less comfortable with such compliments but always smiled and thanked him nervously. When he turned his attention to her breasts her eyes flitted nervously back and forth and her face became red, but under Charles careful prodding she was persuaded to open her blouse and pull down her bra to show them to him.
 
   Having shamed and humiliated her, and drawn from her the admission that she would indeed sleep with him at his request, Charles told her the position was hers. Then, as if having forgotten, reminded her that the position required a good deal of unpaid overtime, especially on weekends. As he'd expected, this was something beyond the ability of a single mother to provide, and he regretfully allowed the teary-eyed girl to leave, confident she would be too ashamed to tell anyone else about her experience.
 
   Feeling cocky and in high humour now, Charles had the next candidate sent in. He pretended to be busy at his desk, working on a contract as the girl was shown in, and did not even look up for a long minute. When he did his eyes widened in shock.
 
   "What are you doing here?" he demanded.
 
   Claudia Rathingham smiled back at him. "Applying for the position, of course."
 
   "But... but you go to the LSE!"
 
   "Only part time. Didn't Miranda tell you? I'm afraid I'm not well-off like her. I must work for my living."
 
   Charles stared at her. The girl had let her hair loose, and it flowed over the black shoulders of a tight velvet mini dress which made no secret of the lush body within. Charles' eyes were drawn irresistibly to those long, beautiful legs, and he felt his cock beginning to pulse and twitch with life.
 
   "You... surely don't have any experience," he said with a nervous gulp.
 
   "I have all sorts of... experience," the girl said, smiling coyly.
 
   She rose and lifted her chair, carrying it around to the side of the desk, placing it just next to Charles' own chair before sitting down once again. "There," she said with a smile. "Now we can chat in more comfort."
 
   "I... I don't think... that is, I don't recall seeing your name on the application list."
 
   "I used my mother's maiden name, Cerenzia."
 
   "I-Italian?"
 
   "Spanish. Brazilian, to be more specific."
 
   "I ah..." He cleared his throat nervously. "I don't think at your age you could possibly have the degree of knowledge and abilities..."
 
   She took his hand in her own and suddenly, before he could, react drew it in between her legs, sliding it along her inner thigh. He held his breath, his heart pounding, as she eased it higher, up beneath the skirt, and against her bare groin.
 
   She wore no thongs that morning, he noted dazedly. She wore nothing at all beneath the short skirt.
 
   "You spoke of depths?" she whispered, rubbing his hand against her warm sex. "Would you like to feel just how much depth I have, Sir Charles?"
 
   She sat back in her chair and let her legs drift slowly apart as Charles stared, then her fingers slowly eased up the hem of her short skirt until her bare sex was visible against his fingers.
 
   "Go ahead, Sir Charles. You know you want to," she whispered. "Taste it. See if it tastes like Miranda."
 
   He gasped at the words, but could not draw his eyes from the perfect line of her neatly displayed sex. Then suddenly he was on his knees before her chair, his hands clutching her buttocks as his mouth devoured her.
 
   She laughed in delight, and closed her thighs around his head as he licked frantically at her sex, his fingers kneading the exquisitely soft flesh of her buttocks as he half lifted her out of the chair. She slumped lower in the chair, draping her thighs across the arms, gripping his hair to force his face in harder against her now moist pussy.
 
   Charles' tongue stabbed desperately into her, lapping and licking in animalistic desperation as she cooed and moaned and rolled her hips there beneath him. His entire body seemed gripped by a fever of passion and need, his cock aching and throbbing within his trousers as his tongue whipped furiously across her clitoris.
 
   How he had wanted her to submit! He would show her now! He would make her climax! Make her scream in pleasure! He would prove his strength and masculine power to her and then pound himself into her until she was a sodden mass of exhausted flesh.
 
   And soon the girl was moaning in pleasure, her knees drawn back as she pulled his face in against her. His fingers could feel the spasming and twitching of her muscles inside her sex as they pumped in and out, and his lips were untiring as they squeezed, caressed and massaged her swollen clitoris.
 
   She came, jamming his face against her pussy and arching her back. Her spiked heels pressed down painfully against his back as she rolled and bucked her hips again and again, and Charles was momentarily helpless, locked against her in an unbreakable - and painful grip.
 
   Then she relaxed with a powerful exhalation of breath, and released him. Sir Charles sat back on his heels, gulping in air himself, swaying in place as he tried to gain his bearings. Then he stood, hands fumbling at his trousers, yanking them down and allowing his bulging purplish red erection to spring forth.
 
   Now he would really show her, he thought.
 
   As he stepped forward, however, she closed her legs and sat up, tugging the skirt back into place. He stared at her in dismay. Surely, he thought, she could not refuse - .
 
   "Not so fast, Sir Charles," she said.
 
   She stood and pushed hard against his chair, forcing him to back and fall into his own chair.
 
   "Do you think I want you jamming that filthy thing into my tender little pussy again?" she demanded arrogantly.
 
   "But... but - ."
 
   He was frantic to have her, to bury his manhood inside that beautiful young body. The idea she would refuse him was filling him with agitation and anger.
 
   Her lips curled into a smile, and she bent, grasped his trousers, and yanked them up and off, along with his shorts. She kicked them under the nearby settee, then to his surprise, went to the door and opened it. "Mrs. Morgan?" she asked sweetly.
 
   Shocked, Sir Charles quickly pulled his chair into his desk as Mrs. Morgan appeared.
 
   "Sir Charles has decided to hire me," she told the surprised woman, "And would like you to prepare the papers for his signature."
 
   Mrs. Morgan turned to Sir Charles, who froze for a long moment in helpless torment, then nodded his head jerkily. "Yes," he said in a strangled voice. "Exactly. Precisely. Do so at once."
 
   "But the other candidate -"
 
   "Do as I say!" he roared.
 
   She shrugged and turned away, and Claudia closed the door behind her, smiling as she strolled back to the desk.
 
   "Thank you so much, Sir Charles," she said. "We're going to have such fun working together."
 
   She leaned over his chair and let her hand slide down between his bare thighs. Her fingers closed around his throbbing erection, and she began to pump her hand slowly and gently up and down.
 
   "Such a nice, big, lovely cock," she said into his ear. "It's going to feel so nice up inside my - arse."
 
   Her tongue slid into his ear and he moaned, feeling his body turn to mush, slumping down into his chair.
 
   “Y-Your...”
 
   She straightened at a knock and the door opened to admit Mrs. Morgan, holding papers for Sir Charles' signature. He signed without looking and, puzzled, the woman shook her head and withdrew.
 
   "Thank you so much, Charles," Claudia said, stroking his head.
 
   She straightened, reached down for the hem of her dress, then peeled it up and off in a single, smooth movement. Nude but for her very high heels, she reached into her purse and took out a carefully coiled length of soft black rope and tossed it to him.
 
   He caught it, blinking in confusion. Then stared as she bent over, her wrists crossed before him.
 
   “Tie my wrists together,” she ordered.
 
   Gasping, he did so, laying loop after loop around her crossed wrists until they were tightly bound together. Yet there was a considerable length of rope remaining.
 
   She slowly raised her crossed wrists until they were high above her, then her face took on a helpless, sensual look as she slowly arched her back.
 
   “Are you going to tie me up, Charles?” she cooed.
 
   Charles let out an explosive curse and sprang from behind his desk. He stared up and about frantically, then jerked on the rope, leading her beneath a heavy, wrought iron antique lighting fixture. He tossed the free end up across one of the arms and then back down, then ran it around one of the posts in the corner and tied it off with Claudia standing upright, legs apart, bottom elevated by her high heels, arms high above her – helpless.
 
   She looked over her shoulders at him. 
 
   “Would you like to take me up the bottom, Sir Charles?” she asked coyly.
 
   “You slut!”
 
   She laughed softly. “Says the man who fucked his ward.”
 
   He flushed angrily. “I-I deny that ever happened,” he gulped.
 
   She smirked. “I suggest you look in my purse then.”
 
   He frowned and went to it. Inside was an object he could not possibly overlook. It was a whip. It consisted of an eight inch long, leather covered handle with long thin leather laces wrapped around it. He took it out in surprise and excitement, then looked up to see her smirking at him.
 
   “Examine the DVD,” she said.
 
   Frowning, he looked back into the purse and saw the round, silver DVD sitting at the bottom.
 
   “What is this?”
 
   “Surely a man of your means can examine it himself,” she purred.
 
   Feeling a growing sense of tension and worry, he took it to his desk and fed it to his computer. He gasped at the video which came on, for it was the one she had taken the previous night, the one he had deleted, showing him raping Miranda!
 
   “How - !?”
 
   “My little secret,” she taunted.
 
   He stalked over to her, hardly aware of the flog in his hand.
 
   “Are there other copies?” he demanded.
 
   “Oh yes!” she said delightedly.
 
   “Where!?”
 
   “I refuse to tell you,” she said arrogantly.
 
   He glared at her, his face reddening. He was fed up with her, and more than fed up. The way she had treated him, the arrogant bent to everything she said, the way he had allowed himself to be manipulated by the filthy little slut all combined to enrage him.
 
   And she was helpless before him.
 
   “You will tell me,” he growled, reaching out and gripping her thick dark hair.
 
   “Or what, little man?” she taunted.
 
   He jerked back harshly on her hair, forcing her head up and back, and was rewarded by a gasp of pain from the lovely young woman. More than rewarded, in fact, for her full breasts were already beautiful, but now, with her back so cruelly arched it was impossible for him not to note the erotic beauty as they thrust up and out so tautly, the nipples hard and fat and – calling to him.
 
   “You will tell me, you slut!”
 
   “Your not man enough to force it out of me, you pathetic little pansy,” she taunted.
 
   Cursing, he released her hair, and with hardly a thought, drew his arm back and swung it violently forward, slashing the thin laces of the flog across her breasts.
 
   She gasped, head thrown back again, and Charles snarled with pleasure at the pain in her eyes. He backed up – to give himself more room, and his arm whipped forward again, once more sending the laces slicing into the full softness of the girl's breasts, leaving thin red lines behind to mark their impact.
 
   “Where is it, whore?” he growled.
 
   She drew in a shaky breath, and her eyes were hot, but she smiled at him and said “Fuck you.”
 
   He drew his arm back and she turned her body around. No matter, he got his shoulder into the blow and sent the flog cutting into her beautiful back. Again he felt a hot surge of satisfaction as her body jerked in pain and she gasped helplessly. He swung again, and then again, and again. Every time the flog cut across the girl's back he felt a vicious sense of satisfaction at the punishment he was meting out, at the pain she was experiencing.
 
   Yet there was more to it, for she was an exquisitely beautiful girl, and entirely naked and helpless before him. He could not be the man he was and not experience a growing sense of sexual heat as the girl's body jerked and flinched and twisted under the flog, as she moaned and gasped and her lush, incredible body writhed erotically.
 
   “Whore,” he sneered, slashing the flog downward across her buttocks. 
 
   She was all red lines, many of them crossing and criss-crossing each other, but he turned her around and swung across her breasts. She let out a cry of pain finally, and twisted away. He cursed her, but smirked as he realized the thongs were long enough to reach around from behind her.
 
   He swung again, and the thin laces slashed across her ribs and then up under her arms to snap at her right breast. She cried out again, her body twisting, and he laughed as he swung again, and then again, sending the flogs around her left then her right, then her left again.
 
   Her movements were becoming less energetic now, and her body was flushed red and pink from thighs to neck. He reached out and gripped her hair, yanking her head up and back once more, turning her firmly.
 
   Then he stepped back and slashed the flog across her twin breasts with a vicious blow that made her cry out and had her body jerking and twisting in helpless pain.
 
   He surged forward, shifting his grip on the leather handled whip. He thrust it up underhand, jamming it against her anal opening, gripping her hair with his free hand to wrench her head up and back. Her cry of pain redoubled as he forced the first few inches of the whip up into her anal opening.
 
   “You wanted it up the ass, bitch?” he snarled.
 
   He twisted the whip handle and rammed it higher, then still higher, until it was all-but buried inside her, the leather laces hanging down to her ankles.
 
   He turned her around and slapped her face, rocking her head back, then cursed savagely, pulling his cock out of his trousers, pushing his body against her. His hand clutched her buttock, forcing her leg apart, and he pushed his trembling purple-headed cock up into her surprisingly moist pussy.
 
   “You fucking whore!” he panted breathlessly.
 
   She moaned, eyes slitted, but her mouth pulled into a satisfied smile as he gripped both buttocks to force her legs apart, and then fucked her right there, grunting and thrusting up, rocking and shaking her body with the force of his animal hunger until he finally spilled himself inside her.
 
   He eased his claw-like grip from her buttocks, and his softening cock slipped from within her as he stumbled back. She groaned weakly, and then her eyes opened a bit and she smirked at him.
 
   “That all you have, pansy boy?”
 
   He shook his head helplessly, standing there with his flaccid cock hanging out of his zipper and this... bitch of a girl smirking at him. He had whipped her so that her entire body was pink and red, shoved the whip handle up her ass and then all-but attacked her, and she stood there, bound and in pain and smirked at him as though she had won a victory.
 
   "Bad man," she panted. "Bad, wicked man, fucking a poor, innocent child like me. You better hope nobody finds out."
 
   He stared at her in frustration.
 
   "I'm going to do terrible things to your pretty little ward," she said with a soft, smirking smile. "I'm going to humiliate her, and terrify her, and brutalize her. I'm going to give her to men, to many, many men. And you're going to help me."
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Five
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Nyles Sandhurts-Buckingham sat very gingerly indeed in his chair, trying to appear invisible as his grandfather droned on about some arcane point of law. He was nervous, which was quite unusual for him. He had little, after all, to be nervous about.
 
   A wealthy, well-liked, handsome young man, he was his grandfather's favourite grandson, the only one who had taken up the profession of law. As such he was the only man in the board room below the age of forty; the only one below thirty, in truth. He was virtually guaranteed to inherit the firm one day, and everyone there knew it and deferred to him wherever possible. 
 
   And if he had barely scraped through law school, and then only by the judicious application of "persuasion" by his father and grandfather, and if his knowledge of law was, perhaps, not quite on a par with that of some (or any) of the other solicitors gathered about the long marble table, well, there were always those who could give him advice, or solve difficult problems for him, or do work he was either unprepared or disinclined to take care of himself.
 
   Nyles came to work late and left early, and the last thing he wanted to do on any given day was attend one of his grandfather's exquisitely boring board meetings. Unfortunately, he'd been distracted as he had been about to slip out by the shocking sight of a young woman of his acquaintance.
 
   He knew her only as Claudia, and the memory of his night with her three months previous had seldom left his thoughts for long. To see her right there standing before him had caused all the blood to leave his face. To realize she was there at the office had almost given him heart failure. He had not thought she knew who he was, much less where he worked, yet there she was.
 
   Her smile, when she had seen him had been as coy and as erotic as he remembered, and when she had slowly cocked her finger towards him he had helplessly shuffled across the hall towards her, heart pounding madly as his head turned from side to side to see who might be near.
 
   "Dear, sweat little... Jeffrey, wasn't it?" she asked sweetly.
 
   "Ah, uhm, I uh, I might ah, that is, you er, misheard, I think," he stuttered.
 
   She smiled that cool smile again, then let her fingers slide beneath the lapels of his suit.
 
   "We must talk, dear Nyles," she purred.
 
   "O-of course!"
 
   He had led her back to his office, of course, where, to his horror, they had watched a video. It had been a video tape of that night, and it had not shown him in a particularly good light.
 
   "My God!" he whispered, voice trembling.
 
   "Oh don't worry, Nyles," she said, smiling smugly as she looked across at him. "It's only a souvenir. I thought you might like it, that's all. It's not like anyone else has to ever see it. "
 
   "What do you want?" he asked dazedly.
 
   "Want? Me? Only to enjoy life, Nyles, only to have fun, only to feel pleasure and excitement, as you do."
 
   "What do you want?" he demanded, his voice shaking. 
 
   His grandfather would overlook much, but not this. 
 
   “I can use your assistance in something I'm doing, dear Nyles. Don't worry. I'm quite certain you'll enjoy it.”
 
   * * *
 
   He went to the reception desk instead and casually enquired as to what the girls there might know of the tall, beautiful brunette who had been in earlier. He was not expecting much, and was surprised at what he got. It seemed the girl was among several who had applied to replace Sir Charles Spencer's departing secretary. 
 
   At first he was incredulous and terrified. The idea of that stiff necked old prude hiring on a secretary like Claudia struck him as incredible, but the fear of having her about underfoot with the knowledge she possessed was something to set his knees quaking.
 
   And yet, it was just like Sir Charles to want a sleek, beautiful secretary, for like Nyles himself, Sir Charles was intent on impressing those who approached him. And a girl like Claudia could not help impress anyone who came within sight of her.
 
   Was it possible... could there be anything going on between them? The idea was absurd on its surface, yet he found it difficult to believe any man could long resist the sexual aura the girl exuded, not even a man like Sir Charles. No, of course not. Sir Charles was above this, if anyone was. 
 
   He glanced at the clock, and went back to his office, where he restlessly paced to and fro. He considered all manner of mad possibilities, including finding someone in the criminal element who could do away with the miserable tart. None seemed practical, however, nor did the odds of success appear high.
 
   Nyles would simply have to play along with whatever the bitch wanted until he could find a way to safely distance himself from her.
 
   * * *
 
   The address she had given him was a small, rather ugly little brown brick house just south of the Thames. It had an overgrown, weed filled lawn in front, and two narrow, barred windows on the main floor. It struck him as distinctly unappealing, and he had to force himself to make his way up the walk to the door and knock.
 
   The door was opened, and Claudia stood before him clad in a form fitting, and quite transparent catsuit of purple lace. His eyes and mouth both opened wide, and he stared at her helplessly as she regarded him. Already taller than he, her height was accentuated by the high stiletto heels, and she seemed almost like a goddess as he looked up at her.
 
   She was as stunning as he recalled, and he took a step backwards, heart pounding.
 
   "Uhm, er, hello," Nyles said with unaccountable nervousness.
 
   Claudia looked him up and down unsmiling. "Come inside," she said curtly.
 
   Swallowing, and trying to put on a brave front, he stepped through the door and looked about at the small, cramped flat.
 
   "Ah er, lovely place," he said. 
 
   "Are you wearing the little outfit you put on this morning?"
 
   He blushed slightly then nodded his hair.
 
   "Yes or no?" She glowered.
 
   "Er, yes."
 
   "Yes, Claudia," she said.
 
   He hesitated a moment. "Yes, Claudia."
 
   "Follow me."
 
   He did so gladly, his eyes glued to the perfection of her posterior as she walked up a narrow wooden staircase, then turned down a claustrophobic hallway and immediately into a tiny bedroom. There she turned next to a small bed and confronted him.
 
   "Strip," she ordered peremptorily.
 
   He swallowed again, then, affecting a confident and daring look, quickly shrugged out of his clothing. He blushed a little, however, to stand before her clad in the odd leather straps, especially as his organ was now beginning to swell, and the leather surrounding the base of the shaft was squeezing in more and more tightly, causing him his erection to tilt rather strongly upwards.
 
   "And have you been wearing it all day?" she asked with a purr.
 
   "Ah, yes, he said, slightly breathless."
 
   "Yes, Claudia," she said. "No. Make that, yes, miss Claudia."
 
   "Yes, Miss Claudia," he replied obediently, his voice cracking slightly.
 
   "Well, you can keep it on for a bit. In fact, I have a few things to add to your ensemble."
 
   She opened a rather ugly little dresser, the fudge coloured wood chipped and peeling, and withdrew a heavy vest of leather and chain, handing it to him.
 
   "Put that on," she ordered.
 
   Nyles gave it a distrustful look, and his nose wrinkled as he wondered who, before he, had worn the thing. The leather was worn and scraped in places, and the metal of the chain was worn and dull. Still, he drew it on, and, blushing slightly, tried to pull together the straps and leather chains. They did not quite seem to meet - until Claudia punched him lightly in the stomach and ordered him to exhale. Then she yanked the straps across his chest and buckled them tightly.
 
   The chains dug into his ribs and the straps into his shoulders, but that did not appear to be a consideration for her, and he decided it would be unmanly to raise such discomfort.
 
   "Now this," she ordered.
 
   The item she drew forth was a pair of black leather chaps, which, of course, had no crotch. They covered his legs and thighs, but left his buttocks and groin bare. Nyles rather liked the effect, however, as he looked into the little square mirror above the dresser. A studded leather collar and studded leather gauntlets followed. The gauntlets cinched in tightly about his wrists with thick straps and buckles, and had small metal eyelets on the backs, which would allow them to be used as restraints.
 
   A pair of ill-fitting boots followed, and then an odd black hood. The hood completely covered his head, save for an unzipped opening over his mouth, two small holes over his nostrils. There were two dark plastic covers where his eyes were, which permitted him to see - as well as one could see indoors while wearing dark glasses - but made him appear eyeless to those seeing him.
 
   Nyles felt his erection twitch at the image of himself in the mirror. He looked rather, well, menacing, in a distinctly sexual sort of way, and he flexed his muscles as he bared his teeth at the mirror - until Claudia pulled the zip closed.
 
   "Downstairs, and don't speak again until I permit you to do so," she said curtly.
 
   He followed her down the narrow staircase, round the corner of the little hall, and then through a doorway which led down an even more narrow staircase into the basement. This staircase was so steep it might almost have been termed a ladder, and he clung carefully to the rail as he followed her down.
 
   The basement was ancient, the walls of dirty grey head-sized stones mortared together. Small bare bulbs hung from the rafters just overhead, lit by means of short chains dangling from their fixtures. The basement was quite poorly lit and filled with dark shadows. They passed an old furnace, which fairly glowed with heat, then rounded a corner and turned away from an oil tank, and then a water heater. 
 
   Further into the basement the shadows grew, and he looked about nervously, fearful someone would see him in such a state. Still, it gave him a measure of comfort that his face was entirely covered, and that he would be anonymous to anyone catching sight of him.
 
   They came into a more open area. She smiled seductively at him, and his loins quivered with anticipation as she drew his arms above his head. There she fastened them, to a heavy ring set into the bare wooden beam. Then she stepped back.
 
   "I'm going to bring in a girl now, Nyles," she said. "She knows you so you'd best keep your mouth closed."
 
   Nyles was filled with alarm, and tried to protest, but she slapped his face hard, and even within the hood he saw stars.
 
   "I shall refer to you as slave boy. I know it's a cliché, but I can't very well use your name in case she recognizes you, now can I? Remember, if you speak, she ll recognize you, and you'll be quite, quite ruined."
 
   With that she turned away, disappearing into the shadows, and leaving Nyles gaping after her and pulling anxiously at the ring overhead, trying to somehow yank his hands free of the gloves. He twisted and grunted, throwing his weight this way and that, his erection slowly wilting as the fear of discovery and shame began to overcome his previous arousal.
 
   He heard voices at the far end of the basement, and redoubled his efforts, but to no avail. The voices grew louder, and he froze in place, heart pounding.
 
   "...don't like it down here, Claudia. It's dirty and hot," a female voice complained.
 
   "Shut up," he heard Claudia respond. "Do what you're told, slut."
 
   The voice, he thought, he knew that voice. It was - .
 
   Claudia came around the water heater, pulling a girl behind her. The girl was naked save for a collar around her throat. Her wrists were drawn up and back behind her head, evidently fastened to the back of the collar. Barefoot, she seemed quite short, compared to Claudia, and thinner of chest, waist, and hip. His breath left him and he froze in shock as he recognized Miranda Badeen, Sir Charles young ward. 
 
   He had seen her numerous times at the office, either visiting Sir Charles, or attending social occasions involving her father or his grandfather. He had always thought her rather mousy and beneath him, what with her dull clothes and prudish attitude. Yet there she was, nude, with a body considerably more attractive than he would have thought likely, and bound as helplessly as he.
 
   Or rather, almost as helpless. The moment she saw him she let out a squeal of shock, her face flamed, and she tried desperately to twist away from Claudia and escape back into the shadows. Claudia, of course, held her easily by the back of the neck, and forced her forward, ignoring the girl s frantic appeals to be released.
 
   "Let me go! Claudia! No! You can't Claudia don't!" she gasped. "No!"
 
   And yet Claudia ignored her, holding her easily as the girl s bare feet clawed at the stone floor, and forcing her forward in front of where Nyles stood helplessly then pressing her against him so that her soft breasts pushed into his chest. Her red face turned away in humiliation, and she continued to squirm desperately
 
   "Look what I have for you, Miranda, a lovely naked man."
 
   "Claudia! Let me go!" the girl begged.
 
   "Don't be silly, my little slut. You know you need a cock inside you. See what a lovely big cock he has?"
 
   With that she unclipped the girl s bound wrists from the back of the collar and lifted them up above her. Miranda tried to twist free but the larger girl pushed her own body forward to squeeze her against Nyles even as she physically lifted the girl off her feet by her bound wrists and hung her from the same ring which restrained Nyles. As she released her and stepped back, the girl hung from her wrists, her naked flesh pressing heavily against Nyles.
 
   Inside the hood, Nyles' own face was beet red as the girl s soft body was pressed firmly against his own. His heart was pounding madly, and waves of fear for his reputation, and embarrassment swept over him. Slowly, however, the girl's own state of frantic helplessness combined with the realization she had no idea who he was, began to calm him. The girl was trying desperately to pull herself back, to hold her nude body away from his own, and her anxiety began to have a reassuring affect.
 
   She had no idea who he was. 
 
   Nyles thought of the sight of himself, recalled that she could not even see his eyes, and grinned behind the hood. She was a pretty little thing, much better than he had thought - though, of course, not really up to his standard. Yet her behaviour, that of a trapped animal, began to excite him even more than the sight of her naked body. He leaned forward, and she tried to twist even further back.
 
   He giggled softly, quietly. The girl's toes were off the floor, and only by pressing her feet against his lower legs could she keep her upper body back. He pulled his legs aside now and she squeaked as her body pushed firmly against him, her breasts pillowing against his chest..
 
   "Stop it!" she cried.
 
   Claudia moved to his side and unzipped the mouth of the hood. For a moment Nyles quaked in fear, but when she merely stood back he knew she was giving him the opportunity to more thoroughly enjoy the girl s discomfort. He leaned his head forward and licked a long, insolent trail up Miranda s left cheek.
 
   "Stop it!" she cried again, twisting aside.
 
   The girl tried to kick at him, but Claudia seized her ankle, then drew it past him. Reaching out, she took Miranda s other foot, and in moments both were chained together behind Nyles legs, leaving her no chance to escape the warm touch of his flesh. Her head kept twisting from side to side as he giggled and licked and kissed at her, and her body writhed against him, giving him a delightful sense of tactile pleasure as her softness rolled and ground against his body.
 
   The more time passed without any sense that she recognized him, or that Claudia would reveal his identity, the more confident he grew. His erection, meanwhile, grew in tandem, and her movements were doing nothing to restrain its swelling and hardening.
 
   Claudia stood beside them, smiling as she beheld her work, then leaned in to whisper to both of them.
 
   "Ride her, slave boy. Ride her hard."
 
   Nyles felt struck by the words. The words brought a shock to him, not due to any moral outrage over the thought of forcing himself on an attractive woman, but over the danger to him of doing so. 
 
   This was, after all, Sir Charles ward. The damage to his reputation would be enormous were he to be associated with such a crime. Worse still, Sir Charles might even have enough influence with the authorities to see to it that he did not escape some measure of justice at the hands of the law - a quite appalling concept which momentarily robbed him of his excitement.
 
   Then Claudia’s hand slid in between their bodies, her fingers kneading and massaging his manhood as her lips brushed across the nape of his neck.
 
   "Use the little slut, slave boy," she whispered. "You know you want to. You know you need to. Feel how soft she is. See how cheap and sluttish she is. She needs to feel you inside her pussy, Slave boy. You need to feel her hot, tight pussy wrapped around you."
 
   As she whispered, her other hand moved up between them to squeeze the girl's breast and pinch the nipple. Then she gripped Miranda's hair and yanked her head far back before licking a trail up her exposed throat and onto her mouth.
 
   Nyles' cock hardened once again, and as he stood helpless and breathless, she placed the head of his stiff cock against the girl s small, neat little bare hole, and he felt the head pushing into her, slipping into the warmth of her body. The girl writhed with fresh energy, trying to twist her head, to pull her mouth free of Claudia, making muffled moans and protests which were ignored.
 
   Gripped by uncertainty and indecision, aroused beyond control Nyles sank deeper, moaning as he felt himself driving higher into the girl s belly, as the warmth of her sex surrounded his cock and gripped it in a delicious embrace.
 
   The girl shuddered, and Nyles thrust his pelvis forward, eyes wide with excitement as he felt himself jamming up higher inside her slim young body.
 
   How do you like that, you little snot, he thought delightedly.
 
   Claudia stepped back, watching calmly as Miranda twisted and moaned helplessly and Nyles thrust and jerked against her, his teeth bared in a rictus of excitement. She slid her hand up Nyles' back and then reached above him to unfasten his gauntlets from the ring overhead.
 
   Surprised, he halted momentarily, watching in doubt and confusion as she then unfastened the girl's legs.
 
   "Do with her as you choose, slave boy," she said.
 
   He turned back to the girl, now hanging there by her wrists alone, and felt his cock twitching excitedly. She moaned as he jammed his hand between her legs and cupped her sex, and he let out a brief laugh.
 
   Then he was against her, his gauntleted hands moving roughly over her body as she squirmed and moaned. His teeth bit into the nape her neck and his hands dug into her soft round buttocks as he spread her legs apart. He thrust himself back inside her, and now jerked on her buttocks to meet each thrust as he abandoned whatever inhibitions he had once possessed.
 
   He was far too intent on his sport to notice Claudia drawing back, to notice her going to the corner and pulling aside a narrow curtain to expose a large man standing there, clad all in leather. The man cringed back, but there was nowhere to hide, and the woman led him forward into the light.
 
   Nyles was on the edge of climax, jerking violently at the girl's buttocks as he rammed himself into her, and noticed nothing until he came, groaning and biting savagely at her throat and shoulder as he drove himself into her body.
 
   Then, panting, he turned his head and saw the man standing next to Claudia. His blood froze for a long moment and he staggered back, his softening cock slipping free of the girl. The man was clad in a gleaming leather bodysuit which covered him from neck to toes. Like Nyles he wore a full hood which hid everything. 
 
   Claudia's hand was caressing the man's groin, and abruptly unsnapped a small flap which dropped to reveal his bare groin. His erection sprang forth, and despite himself Nyles was impressed. The man was quite large.
 
   Claudia snapped her fingers at him and Nyles turned his attention her way.
 
   "Let's get her down, slave boy, and put her on all fours, like the little bitch dog deserves."
 
   The girl hung panting, whimpering as her eyes turned from one to another of them, and she made little effort to resist as Claudia and Nyles pulled her down from the hook and positioned her on all fours.
 
   Nyles swallowed nervously, watching the stranger as Claudia turned to him.
 
   "Fuck her," Claudia said coldly. "The little slut needs a big cock up inside her."
 
   Nyles watched the man hesitate, then move forward and lower himself to his hands and knees. Claudia stepped back, but Nyles remained in place at the girl's head, a fist buried in her hair, a hand on her right bicep, holding her in place on all fours.
 
   He watched as the stranger moved in behind the girl, then began to run his bare hands over her flanks and bottom. The man's fingers were fairly trembling with lust, and Nyles saw his cock twitch and rise even higher as he reached down for himself.
 
   He held his breath, watching with some excitement of his own, as the man positioned his erection at the girl's entrance, and then thrust forward.
 
   Miranda jerked and cried out, trying to pull free, but Nyles tightened his grip on her hair, giving it a rather vicious little twist as he forced her head down, and consequently, feeling his own cock beginning to once more grow erect.
 
   "Oh God! Ohhh! Oh pleeeease" she whimpered.
 
   Her words were nothing but a goad to the man, who slapped her bottom with a sound like a gunshot, then redoubled his efforts, forcing every last inch up into the struggling, moaning girl's pussy. 
 
   "Fuck her! Use her!" Claudia ordered
 
   And the stranger did, thrusting hard and fast, his lower hips jerking furiously in and out as his hands raced over the kneeling young woman's body, kneading, pinching and squeezing her flesh. Nyles could feel the girl's body jerking forward to each violent impact of the big man's hips, and had to hold tightly to keep her in place as he silently urged the man on to greater speed.
 
   Suddenly he had a flash of insight. Taking in the man's size and shape, knowing whose ward Miranda was, and who Claudia had been meeting, he came to the incredulous conclusion it was none other than the moralistic Sir Charles Spencer there rodding violently away at the girl.
 
   His own ward, he thought, with reverent awe and delight. Such knowledge to possess! Such things he could do with it! Of course there was no proof... yet, but he would get it, and then he would have a hold over Sir Charles which would help his own career immeasurably.
 
   He looked down at the girl with new excitement, knowing it was Sir Charles himself behind her, raping his own ward. How corrupt and depraved! 
 
   He was sure Sir Charles had no idea who he was, else he would not be there. There was ample reason for him to know who was rooting away behind Miranda, but no clue to guide Sir Charles as to his own identity.
 
   Erect again, and filled with excitement and certainty, he moved around on his knees so that he was directly in front of the gasping, moaning young woman, then roughly jerked up on her hair.
 
   He took a glance to see if Sir Charles would respond to this violence done his ward, but the blank faced man continued to thrust frantically forward without hesitation. Reassured, Nyles directed his erection into the girl's mouth, twisting her hair one again to cause he to cry out, then blocking her cry by lunging forward.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Six
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Sir Charles was apprehensive as he got out of the cab, but told himself he had little choice. He had to speak with the girl away from the office, where they could discuss things rationally, and he could make her understand that such things as had happened that day were an aberration and could not be permitted to be repeated.
 
   Now, some hours away from the influence of her incredible body and seductive appeal, he felt far more confidence in his ability to control things, and reminded himself once again that she was nothing more than a girl, a teenager, for heavens sakes, and however sluttish and shameless her behaviour, she could be controlled by the firm hand of an experienced, intelligent older man.
 
   Then she opened the door, and his strength seemed to melt away in the face of her beauty and brazen sexual attraction. She was naked, or perhaps, worse than naked. She wore a kind of stocking from ankle to neck, a see through purple lace thing which gave him an instant erection.
 
   "Come inside, Sir Charles," she said, her voice seeming a purr.
 
   He shuffled forward slowly, breathing already growing ragged, and she closed the door behind him.
 
   "Did you have a nice drive?" she asked.
 
   "I er, that is I didn't..."
 
   "Never mind. Come into the front room."
 
   She took his tie and pulled him behind her as she walked towards the front room, and it was all he could do not to stagger as he followed after. She turned, smiled, and pushed him so that he fell into a large chair, then straddled his body, bringing her lace covered breasts up close to his face as she ground her sex against his erection.
 
   "Do you want me, Sir Charles?' she whispered, nibbling at his earlobe.
 
   "I-I-I... do," he gasped.
 
   "What about little Miranda, do you want her? Do you want to bend her over and fuck her?"
 
   Charles shuddered and squirmed beneath the girl’s eyes.
 
   "Please I... I can't... I mean, we can't... this isn't... isn't... proper."
 
   She chuckled throatily, then eased back. "Come upstairs, Sir Charles. I have something for you to wear."
 
   She slid off him and then, taking his tie, pulled him to his feet, and after him. He pulled feebly at her wrist, trying to remove her grip, but she ignored him, pulling him up a narrow flight of stairs and into a small, spartanly furnished bedroom. There, laying on the bed, was a suit not unlike her own, save that where hers was lace, this was of gleaming black leather.
 
   "Put that on," she ordered.
 
   "I... I can't do that,' he said, panting.
 
   "Pleeeease," she whispered, squeezing him through his trousers. "Then we can talk."
 
   "Y-yes," he said, "Very well."
 
   He stripped quickly, and gasped as she squeezed his erection.
 
   "So pretty," she said, easing to her knees before him.
 
   He stared, dumbstruck, as she took him into her mouth, watching as her full lips slid up the length of his cock, slid higher, and still higher, and he felt the head of his erection passing into her throat. He let out a mindless animal like moan as her she devoured him, as the last inch of his erection slid into her mouth and her hands squeezed his buttocks to pull her face in hard against his groin.
 
   He shuddered, his eyes closing, and arched his back as his head fell back. He swayed in place, feeling the exultant luxury of her throat around his cock.
 
   Then she eased back, and pulled free. He stared dazedly, and she rose smoothly to her feet, smiling at him as she helped him remove his clothing and helped him don the leather suit.
 
   It had leather booties attached, and a kind of leather codpiece over his groin which pushed up tight against his erection, forcing it back against his belly.
 
   "Very nice," she said.
 
   It had a hood, which he momentarily resisted. The hood had appeared to have no eyepieces from the outside, but once it was on his head he could see through darkened plastic strips which covered the eyeholes.
 
   He could not summon the willpower to resist as she buckled the hood in place.
 
   "Now come with me, Mister Slave," she said, taunting him.
 
   His cock jerked and throbbed, and he obeyed, following her down the stairs, then down another, even stepper one into a dank, overheated basement where he began to sweat. She led him to a far corner, and placed him there, before closing a slim curtain over the space and leaving him.
 
   He waited obediently, heart pounding, and then saw to his horror, that she had brought another man there. The man had an erection, and was dressed in leather and chains, also wearing a hood. Sir Charles watched anxiously as he was placed directly beneath a bare bulb, hands cuffed above him, and then watched again as Claudia left.
 
   What was the girl up to, he wondered in an agony of uncertainty. He could not afford to be seen here, to be found out in such odd... circumstances. He wondered who the man in the hood was, where Claudia had found him, and what his presence meant. He was quiet, afraid of being found out, and did his best not to move despite the itchiness he was now feeling inside the hot leather suit.
 
   He heard voices, and froze, then watched, glad of his hood and his hiding place as Claudia dragged Miranda into the room. Miranda did not see him, but saw the other man, and cried out in alarm and shame. She tried to twist away, but Claudia held her, and forced her over before the strange chained man, then hung her by her wrists against him.
 
   Sir Charles felt an agony of uncertainty as he watched. On the one hand he was furious and indignant that another man would dare to touch his little Miranda. He was her protector, after all, her guardian, and he was responsible for making sure no harm befell the girl.
 
   Oh it was one thing when her own friend was using her, only partially against her will, but to have a strange man do it, a man who looked to be full grown, was something else again. He watched the man’s gloved fingers dig deep furrows in the soft pale flesh of Miranda’s buttocks, and watched him thrust his erection up into the girl’s shaven sex. He listened to Miranda’s cries of pain and shame, her gasps and moans as the man brutally squeezed her breasts and twisted her hair, and felt a desperate need to go to her aid.
 
   And on the other hand his cock was straining even the tight leather snaps holding down the leather flap as he watched Miranda's naked body writhe there on the chain, and watched the other man begin to take advantage of her.
 
   He watched, feeling sick as Miranda was ridden like a cheap whore, filled with guilt and shame, tormented by his own lewd desires to participate. And then, as Claudia came to him, his fear rose, and he quaked helplessly as she drew back the curtain, smiling at him.
 
   “Time to join in,” she whispered, undoing his wrists.
 
   But he could not!
 
   And yet he could not resist, shuffling obediently forward as she pulled him closer and closer, heart pounding as he drew within range of his ward. He could see the beads of sweat on Miranda’s face, and in the cleft between her breasts, could see her face twisted in pain as the man lunged up into her again and again, and she swung in and out on the chain binding her wrists.
 
   And then the man halted, gasping, moaning, and Sir Charles knew he had come, had spewed his seed into Miranda’s body. He felt a rage and barely stopped himself from striking the man.
 
   Claudia moved forward, and the man turned and saw him for the first time. He appeared to draw back in alarm, yet at the crook of her finger and her harsh voice he came tremulously forward and helped to lift Miranda’s limp body off the hook and set her down on her knees.
 
   God she was beautiful, and his cock twitched to see her there helpless and weary. And as Claudia and the hooded man drew her forward onto all fours he saw her buttocks raised and parted, and saw the perfect, neat little sex between her thighs.
 
   He strained desperately to resist Claudia’s order, yet could not, and all but threw himself on the girl, thrusting home with a desperate, savage exultation which only rose as Miranda cried out in pain.
 
   Slut, he thought feverishly, filthy little slut. You’re getting what you deserve, what you need.
 
   His hands mauled her breasts as he threw his hips forward, and her slight young body was hammered by the intensity of his violent attack. Claudia and the hooded man held her in place, and Sir Charles spared her nothing of his lust as he exulted in the tight wet feel of her sex around his pistoning organ.
 
   She was his, he thought, his to do with as he chose, his slut, his whore, his sexual toy. He jammed himself into her mercilessly, punishing her for her sluttishness, for seducing him with her lewd lesbian behaviour and slatternly friends. It was all her fault he had come to this, and all her fault he had been seduced into such depravity!
 
   The other man moved before her and Charles saw he was erect once again. He watched as the man roughly jerked Miranda’s head up by the hair, then pushed his erection against her mouth. The two stared at each other across the length of the slight young girl’s body, stared without seeing, eyes invisible, yet they felt a moment of joining, as both then turned their rough attentions upon her once again.
 
   There was no restraint and no gentleness, and no need or reason for either. They felt freed of such constraints, of inhibitions and the commands of society. They silently competed in their cruelty, slapping and pinching, squeezing and jerking as they used Miranda to prove their manhood and virility to each other.
 
   His climax rose over him and he felt a towering moment of glory as he came, as he exploded within the squirming, whimpering young girl before him and the ecstasy possessed him body and soul.
 
   And then he sank breathless atop her, his hands pushing down on her back, almost forcing her to the floor, before sinking back onto his heels.
 
   * * *
 
   Charles made excuses to Su Li that evening, claiming he had worked late, and also that Miranda was staying “at her friend’s” flat. He did not, of course, tell her that the last time he had seen young Miranda the girl was hanging upside down from her bound ankles, her ivory skin a mass of reddened welts and lines from the flogging Claudia had given her - the flogging Claudia had insisted he take part in, along with the nameless, faceless hooded man.
 
   The feel of the flog in his hand had been even more exciting than when he had used it on Claudia herself, for he had been aware of Claudia's acceptance, of her daring him to do his worst when she was bound. But Miranda – Miranda seemed entirely unwilling, and somehow that made it even more exotically exciting. The sensation as the flog had struck the girl’s back had been like a jolt of lightning. He had never felt more aroused, more alive.
 
   And yet with that incredible heady excitement had come an even greater degree of guilt, shame and remorse, so that he had felt almost near tears even as his erection had threatened to explode.
 
   And then, after whipping the girl so that he was in a near feverish state of arousal, Claudia had then ordered him to dress and leave without satisfaction. He had been unable to even protest for fear Miranda would realize who had used and beaten her. And her warning that the hooded man would soon be going up the stairs as well had forced him to dress quickly and depart, lest his face be seen, and perhaps recognized.
 
   And so he had used Su Li in a far more violent manner than he ever had before, thrusting frantically into her body as she had gasped and moaned below him, taking out his sexual frustration and some small measure of his anger on the submissive young Asian woman in a way which only added to his guilt afterwards.
 
   Su Li had not complained, but Su Li never complained. Complaining was not in her nature. She looked at him very oddly the next morning however, and, embarrassed, he left early for work.
 
   He arrived at his office to find the entire front office torn asunder. All the furniture and carpeting had been removed, and workmen were in the process of overlaying mirrored tiles along one wall and installing a crystal chandelier from the roof.
 
   “What the devil is going on here?” he demanded of one.
 
   “Dunno, Gov, ask the lady,” he said, his thumb pointed towards the closed door to his inner office.
 
   Charles glared at him then marched through the mess and into his office to find Claudia already there, looking at carpeting with a skinny little man in a yellow suit who, he was quite sure, was a poofster.
 
   Not that he paid much attention to the man at all, for Claudia was dressed in an tight short dress which was apparently made of gleaming, almost reflective black leather. It barely covered her bottom - and that only when she stood straight, and displayed an awesome amount of leg.
 
   At sight of her his genitals began to tremble, yet his fear rose to overcome arousal as he hurried across the floor to her.
 
   “Miss… Miss Rathingham, may I please speak to you for a moment?”
 
   She smiled lazily. “Of course, Sir Charles.”
 
   “Alone,” he said curtly.
 
   “Peter, do wait for me outside,” she said, patting the poofster’s back.
 
   “Of course,” he said, sashaying towards the door and exiting.
 
   “Claudia..”
 
   “Miss Claudia if you please, or Miss Rathingham,” she said sternly.
 
   He held his breath for a long moment before exhaling. 
 
   “Miss Rathingham,” he said. “That dress is simply… it’s simply not acceptable for the office!”
 
   “You don’t like to see my legs?” she asked with a pouty look.
 
   “It is simply not a businesslike dress,” he said desperately. “People will talk!”
 
   “And what will they say?” she asked with a smirk. “Will they think I’m a slut, Sir Charles, and wonder why you employ me?”
 
   “Yes!”
 
   “You don’t want people to know you’re fucking me?” she asked innocently.
 
   “Please Claudi… Miss Rathingham,” he begged.
 
   She smiled and folded her arms across her ample chest, then sat back against the table. The movement eased the dress that much further up her thighs, far enough to see that she wore nothing beneath. He stared, bug-eyed, for a long moment, feeling a violent lurch of excitement within his chest and belly, and a state of breathless arousal flooding his groin.
 
   Then he shook himself free with a tremendous effort of will and tore his eyes upwards to rest on the lovely contours of her face.
 
   “Miss Rathingham,” he said. “It’s important for a secretary to present the proper image of her employer.”
 
   “You didn’t complain about my short skirt yesterday.”
 
   “That was… a quite different dress, and wasn’t nearly as short as this one.”
 
   “Leather doesn’t present the right image?” she asked innocently.
 
   “No!”
 
   “But most of your furniture is leather.”
 
   She smirked and he struggled to control his rising temper.
 
   “You know very well that has nothing to do with your type of dress,” he said.
 
   “Oh very well,” she said with a sigh.
 
   She reached behind her and unzipped the dress, then, as Sir Charles gaped in shock, peeled it quickly down her body and stepped out of it.
 
   “Are you mad!? The door isn’t even locked!” he gasped, clearly hearing the conversation of the workmen in the outer office.
 
   He dashed to the door and locked it before turning breathlessly back to her.
 
   “Now you want me to wear the leather dress?”
 
   “Please, Miss Rathingham!” 
 
   She strolled slowly over to stand before him, then let her hand cup his groin, which jerked and throbbed excitedly.
 
   “Oh, Sir Charles,” she said poutily. “You’re clearly overstressed. Let me relieve some of that stress.”
 
   He was already hard by the time she had his zipper down, and was unable to resist as she bent, straight-legged, and took him into her mouth.
 
   He fell back against the door, gasping, staring at the windows across the room as he felt his cock sliding down into the depths of her throat, his legs going rubbery as a roaring in his skull overrode the conversations of the men on the other side of the door.
 
   His trembling hands reached down and gripped her head, fingers caressing her hair, and his head rolled against the door as she began to suck and bob her head back and forth. He felt a cloud of sexual euphoria surround him, and his features became slack, his eyes half closing as his groin began to thrust at her mouth.
 
   She pulled back suddenly, twisted free of him, and wandered back to the table as he stared after her in confusion. She half bent across the table, then straightened and picked up a leather folder and pen before sauntering back to him.
 
   “Sign this before I forget, will you, Sir Charles?” she asked earnestly.
 
   “Wh-what?!”
 
   “It’s for the redecorating,” she said, opening the leather folder and showing him contracts and statements.
 
   “This is for the new tiles,” she said, pointing as she handed him the pen, “and this is for the new desk, and this one is the chandelier.”
 
   He scribbled his signature on the papers, desperate to do away with them, and she smiled and closed the folder, then bent and set it on the floor before kneeling beside it. His erection had hardly diminished, and she pressed her pursed lips against it, then let them slide up its length until they were once again pressed tightly around the base.
 
   Sir Charles groaned in ecstasy, reeling back against the door again, gripping her head as her hands began to massage his testicles. In seconds he exploded, and the girl pulled her lips slowly back down along his softening cock, daintily licked her lips, then picked up the folder and walked gracefully away.
 
   Charles sank down the door to sit awkwardly and exhaustedly on the floor beside it, wondering what on Earth had happened to his strength and will power.
 
   “God help me,” he moaned.
 
   * * *
 
   Charles examined himself in the large, gilt-edged mirror in the study.
 
   Charles had no idea what to do about the girl. On the one hand she was completely beyond his control, a calculating little slattern who would ruin him if she weren’t stopped. On the other hand.. on the other hand he had never felt such incredible sexual arousal, and his constant excitement was such that he was beginning to feel like he was twenty years old again.
 
   Except that at twenty he had been carefree, and now, thanks to Claudia, he was becoming a nervous wreck.
 
   Reassured about his appearance, he drew his shoulders back, and followed the butler through the foyer, down the hall and into Lord Denning’s enormous study.
 
   “Ah, Charles” Denning said, rising and coming from behind his desk.
 
   “Lord John” Charles said warmly.
 
   Along with Lord Denning, two other gentlemen of means awaited him. Both rose from their chairs as he entered, and after clasping arms with Denning, Charles turned what he believed to be a regal eye upon the pair and nodded politely.
 
   “Charles, you know Evan Colister, the caucus Whip, and this is Myron Bingham, the party’s deputy president.”
 
   “How do you do, gentlemen,” Charles said.
 
   “Good to see you again, Sir Charles,” Colister said.
 
   “Sir Charles,” Bingham said dourly.
 
   “Do sit down, Charles,” Denham said. “Can I offer you anything?”
 
   “Spot of tea wouldn’t go bad,” Charles replied, sitting carefully.
 
   Denham nodded to the manservant waiting discreetly at the door, and the man bobbed his head and moved quickly away.
 
   “As you know, Charles,” Denham began, lighting a cigar, “The party has come in for a good deal of criticism of late over er, errors in judgement made by some of its key ministers.”
 
   “Minor things, really,” Colister said, “But you know how the press likes to exaggerate. Still, there has been an impression created in certain quarters that we’ve grown old and stale, and that power has corrupted a number of our key ministers.”
 
   “We intend to offset this by bringing in some fresh blood, “Bingham said, “Men of impeccable credentials renowned for their impeccable sense of personal morality and ethics.”
 
   Charles tried to hide a nervous smile at the words, and shifted uncomfortably in his chair. If only they knew - .
 
   “And, of course, you were just about the first man we thought of,” Denning said with a tolerant smile.
 
   “Well, I don’t mind telling you that the idea of entering politics has some appeal,” Sir Charles said, “but only from the perspective of being able to reform the antiquated, and in many cases irrelevant aspects of the judicial system.
 
   “Of course, Denning said.
 
   “And perhaps, modify existing legislative guidance in areas of moral concern,” Sir Charles added.
 
   “That might not go down very well with some people,” Bingham said.
 
   ”Yes, but those are the people that never vote for us anyway,” Denning replied. “I think an attempt to reinforce morality, even were it to fail, could not help but diminish the perception in some quarters that this government lacks ethical concerns.”
 
   “What are we speaking of here?” Denning asked. “Poofs and prostitutes, or teenagers having sex?”
 
   “We’re speaking of the lack of moral standards throughout British society,” Sir Charles said stiffly. “We’re speaking of young women acting like whores and young men with no self-respect or manners.”
 
   “You can’t legislate manners, old boy,” Denning said.
 
   “Perhaps not, but you can prohibit certain activities which society deems unacceptable. You can severely punish young louts who get drunk and accost innocent passersby, or thugs who beat each other about the head at football matches. I think it’s simply disgraceful that ordinary families fear to attend football matches due to hooligans and thugs who regard sporting events as nothing more than an opportunity to commit acts of violence! Don’t tell me I can’t legislate against that.”
 
   “Well, of course, Sir Charles, but really, the problem is the courts don’t really take such things seriously. After all, there are already severe punishments on the books for the various forms of assault.”
 
   “Then bring in mandatory minimal sentencing provisions,” Sir Charles replied.
 
   “What about the poofs?” Bingham asked.
 
   Sir Charles’ lip curled in distaste. “I am, of course, not a scientist, and cannot speak as to whether these “people” were born in the way they were. My own opinion is that they were not, but learned it during an impressionable youth, most likely at the hands of some pervert who ought to have been locked safely away so as to not infect further generations. To that end we should raise the age of consent and severely punish any adult who so much as touches anyone beneath it.”
 
   “To what?” Colister asked.
 
   “Were I to have my way,” Sir Charles said stiffly, “I’d simply ban sexual behaviour, outside of wedlock. I recognize this would not be practical at the moment, but there are certainly perverted sexual practices which are carried out regularly and which the authorities should be compelled to eliminate!”
 
   “The media say people act the way they act because it comes naturally,’ Colister said.
 
   “All too often it’s because they’ve been persuaded by someone with no sense of common decency. Not to mention restraint.”
 
   Sir Charles flushed slightly as he uttered the words, then glowered fiercely, as if any of them would dare question his sincerity.
 
   That filthy slut, he thought angrily.
 
   “What I’d like to do is send them all away,” he said. “Dump them on an island somewhere in the Pacific, the way we used to when we owned Australia. Filthy perverts, constantly enticing otherwise decent men and women into acts of perversion and debauchery. You mark my words, gentlemen, if something isn’t done about this depravity we’ll see it spreading farther and wider, until it’s the decent people who are seen as strange and perverse!”
 
   The door opened and one of the servants stood there.
 
   “Telephone for Sir Charles,” he said.
 
   “You can take it over there, Charles,” Lord John said, pointing at a table across the room.
 
   Charles stood, bowing slightly. “Thank you, Lord John.”
 
   He marched across to the phone, back straight, and picked it up, punching the button which was blinking.
 
   “Yes. This is Sir Charles,” he said firmly.
 
   “Sir Charles?”
 
   His pulse leapt as he recognized her voice, but he successfully kept his voice straight.
 
   ‘Yes?” he asked.
 
   “How does your cock feel? Is it hot and tight?”
 
   ”I’m rather busy at the moment,” he said.
 
   “I want you to hear something.”
 
   There was a pause, and then he heard the crack of leather against flesh, and Miranda’s agonized cry. Another crack, and another cry, and another.
 
   “Please, mistress! Please don’t!” he heard Miranda sob.
 
   “Crawl, you whore!” he hear Claudia sneer.
 
   The whip cracked again and Miranda let out a pained sob.
 
   “On your belly. That’s it crawl to me whore! Now lick my boots. Lick them, whore, and then I’ll use my dildo to fuck your round little backside!”
 
   The phone clicked, but Charles did not realize it for a long moment. His mind was occupied with the vision of what was going on in Claudia’s basement that very moment, and he realized from the tightness and throbbing in his groin.
 
   He set the phone down, fumbling with the receiver, mind lost to the thought of Miranda naked, crawling on her belly and licking Claudia’s boots. He let out a shuddering breath, then braced himself and tried to walk normally back to the desk.
 
   “What Bingham was suggesting, Sir Charles,” Colister said as he dazedly sat down, “was that we raise the age of consent.”
 
   He beamed at Charles, who looked back at him blankly.
 
   “We can run a campaign on that,” Colister said, “How older men seduce innocent, naive young girls, get them pregnant and then leave them to fend for themselves. Half the welfare mothers in the country got pregnant when they were teenagers, usually off an older man.”
 
   “Ah, well, that uh, that’s certainly true,” Charles said.
 
   “It’s an easy campaign to sell,” Denholm said. “Simple messages are best. Keep the perverts away from the young schoolgirls, eh?”
 
   “Of course,” Sir Charles said, sweating.
 
   “You’re just the man to front for us on that, Sir Charles,” Colister said.
 
   “Indeed.” Denholm nodded. “You’ve got that Badeen girl with you, haven’t you? Your ward?”
 
   Charles nodded shakily.
 
   “A fine young lady, exactly the way we want our young ladies to turn out, studious, disciplined. We can use her as an example of how young British girls can turn out if they’re raised properly and kept away from the wrong elements.”
 
   Sir Charles flinched.
 
   “So you agree?” Bingham said.
 
   “I ah, of course…”
 
   “Excellent!” Lord Denholm stood up, smiling, and the other two rose an instant later. Charles stood up shakily and let his hand be taken by the others, trying not to think about Miranda's beautiful young breasts and soft pale skin.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Seven
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Sir Charles tapped ineffectually at the door, his head turning anxiously from side to side as he drew the collar of his jacket up about him. Who knew who might see him here and recognize him?
 
   There was no answer, and he looked towards the barred basement windows, wondering if Claudia were downstairs “training” Miranda. Again his cock throbbed painfully within the confines of the cords Claudia had tied around it.
 
   He moved to one of the windows and bent to tap, but as he did so the door opened, and Claudia stood there, looking down at him.
 
   “What are you doing? she demanded.
 
   Charles straightened and turned back to the door. “I ah, was looking for you,” he said.
 
   “Obviously. Get inside.”
 
   He obediently climbed the stairs and passed through the door, and she closed it behind him.
 
   “And how did your meeting go?” she asked.
 
   “Ah… very well,” he said nervously.
 
   “So? Going to be running for Parliament?”
 
   “Well ah, as it happens, I believe that is the uh, the intention.”
 
   “Honestly, just say yes or no. Get out of those clothes.”
 
   “Where is… Miranda?”
 
   “She’s sleeping at the moment. Miranda was a bad girl and had a trying day.”
 
   “You haven’t… hurt her, have you?” he asked anxiously.
 
   “Why? Did you want to hurt her instead?” she asked with a sneer. “Did you want to beat her and use her, Sir Charles?” she demanded, raising her voice.
 
   “Please! Not so loudly!” he begged.
 
   “Miss Rathingham!” she snapped.
 
   “Miss Rathingham,” he said apologetically.
 
   “Would you like to see your dear little ward? She’s upstairs in bed, resting.”
 
   “I ah…”
 
   “She can’t see you,” Claudia said with a smirk.
 
   “Well ah, I ah, would like to uhm, check on her.”
 
   Claudia snorted and motioned him to follow her up the narrow stairs. They turned into a second bedroom and Sir Charles stopped dead.
 
   There was a large four poster brass bed occupying most of the room. The horizontal bar which joined the two lower posts was as thick around as the posts, which was to say, thicker than his arm. Miranda - or at least, a young girl he assumed was Miranda - lay, or rather sat, or at least, was positioned on that post, legs spread at a perfect ninety degree angle straight out to either side and tightly strapped flat along its length at ankle, knee and thigh. 
 
   Her body was criss-crossed with whip marks from throat to thigh, with the marks being especially dense across her pert young breasts and her groin and lower abdomen. Her arms were raised up and apart, bound tightly to the separate posts, and she wore a hood over her head which was unlike the one he had worn only in that there were no eyeholes of any kind. 
 
   Her head hung forward, her chin on her chest, and she made no movement but to tremble lightly as they approached.
 
   Closer, Charles could see that her pubic lips were widely separated, straining to envelope a thick metal brass bar, apparently thrusting up from the centre of the bed’s horizontal bar. Two brass weights hung from her nipples, which, he saw with shock, had been pierced, and another hung from her clitoris, which had also been pierced. There was a pair of stereo headphones strapped over her hood, and he could make out the sound of voices coming from them.
 
   Claudia smiled and pulled back one of the earphones, and the words became more audible.
 
   “...whore,” he heard. “You are a slut. You are a vile, disgusting little trollop. You must obey your mistress. Your only purpose in life is to give pleasure to your mistress. Your body is hers to do with as she chooses. You are a slave. You must obey. You…”
 
   She let the earphone snap back into place and smiled again at Sir Charles.
 
   “Isn’t she a lovely little slut?” she purred.
 
   Her hand reached out and fingers almost delicately stroked alongside the girl’s swollen clitoris. Miranda’s hooded head came slowly up, shuddered, then fell backwards. Her body seemed to sway on the post, back arching, and as her fingers continued to stroke her groin seemed to jerk feebly.
 
   “A full foot inside her,” she said. “Solid brass as thick as her wrist.”
 
   She removed her fingers, then casually slapped the hooded face so that the girl’s body jerked back against the bonds holding it.
 
   “We’ll have her trained in no time,” she said. “Turned into a perfect slave, who knows she's worthless except as fuck toy. Now come with me.”
 
   Sir Charles thought about what Denholm had said, and felt an anguished guilt as Claudia led him remorselessly from the bedroom. He turned his eyes to see Miranda’s head hanging forward once again, upper body all but hanging from her wrists.
 
   “Now I want you to do something for me,” Claudia purred.
 
   For a moment Charles felt a sense of moral strength take hold. He would shove the slut aside, rescue Miranda from her depraved clutches, and go home. But then fear overcame him. Would the little whore tell Miranda? Of course she would. And what else might she do?”
 
   Her fingers gently stroked Miranda's clitoris and the girl's body flinched.
 
   “Poor young Miranda is feeling some pain. I wish you to give her pleasure. On your knees, before her, and teach her what your tongue can do besides pumping out dreary, boring, moralistic speeches.
 
   He inhaled sharply, staring at Miranda, then as if in a daze, sank to his knees before her. He stared at the thick, hard post impaling her and felt a wild, dark sense of excitement at how obscenely deep it had been driven, and how the girl must ache inside.
 
   Slut!
 
   He leaned forward and his tongue slid up and down across her swollen clitoris.
 
   He felt some small assuagement of his guilt now as he strove to give the whip-marked girl pleasure. His tongue stroked back and forth, circled, then stroked from side to side. His moist lips moved in and he kissed her straining clitoris, blew a soft stream of air across it, then kissed again and sucked gently.
 
   His tongue pushed out once again, lapping more excitedly now as he sensed the girl responding. His fingers stroked the taut pubic lips, moving along the outline of the brass bar, and he marvelled at how thick it was. His tongue moved along her inner lips at the top of the bar, and then back up onto her clitoris.
 
   H er lower body appeared to be grinding weakly against the bar now, grinding itself against his tongue as Miranda’s excitement mounted. Did she have any idea who was giving her pleasure, he wondered, or did she even care? Did she assume it was Claudia? What would she do if she found out it was he?
 
   He would make her climax, he decided. Giving the girl pleasure would certainly not be a hateful thing, and it wasn’t as though he himself were deriving any pleasure.
 
   Abruptly, Claudia yanked back hard on his jacket collar and Sir Charles fell back onto his backside. He stared up as Claudia placed a metal box the size of a cell phone against the girl’s trembling groin and pressed a button. There was a blue sparkle of electricity and he hard a shriek of agony come through the gag filling Miranda’s mouth. The girl’s upper body arched violently backwards, then seemed to leap forward only to be restrained by her bonds.
 
   Claudia giggled almost like a small girl as she fingered the device. “It’s a stun gun. They say that just a touch is painful. And that a one second jolt leaves you feeling dazed and weak.”
 
   She gave him a mischievous grin, then turned the device back against Miranda. She let the device slide slowly up and down the girl’s body, the two metal prongs digging into her soft breasts, then sliding along the side of her throat.
 
   She pushed the device back against Miranda’s sex, pressing the two prongs in so her clitoris was between them, and pressed the button. Again there was a crackle of electricity, and another howl of agony as Miranda’s body was flung up and back. 
 
   Claudia laughed in delight, almost jumping up and down as she clapped her hands. “Isn’t it a riot!?” she asked, face a mask of excitement.
 
   Charles stared at her, appalled.
 
   “The longer you hold it against them the worse it is,” she said. “Two hundred thousand volts. Imagine that!? The booklet says a five second jolt leaves them feeling like they fell off a two story building... after they wake up.”
 
   She turned back to Miranda and then gave him a teasing look.
 
   “Should I?” she asked.
 
   She let the prongs slide slowly down until they were pressed against the cold metal bar thrust up inside Miranda’s now sweat-coated, panting, trembling body.
 
   “Now if I remember my science,” she said. “Metal transmits electricity all along its length.”
 
   She pressed the button and Miranda seemed to go mad, thrashing and jerking against the bonds, head whipping back and forth, shrieking and howling insanely. Claudia looked at her, fascinated, holding her thumb down on the button, watching the girl’s body writhe and convulse. She pulled it back reluctantly and the girl’s naked body went completely limp, her chin on her chest.
 
   “Isn’t technology fascinating?” she asked, beaming.
 
   She set down the device then unbuckled the hood, peeling it slowly up and off. Charles cringed, fearing discovery, but Miranda’s eyes were closed as the hood came lose, her hair a tangled, sweaty mass, her skin pale and sweaty. Claudia pulled a thick penis gag out of her mouth and then let her head drop onto her chest again.
 
   Claudia grinned at him.
 
   “She looks so sweet and innocent when she’s asleep? Doesn’t she?” 
 
   Charles stared at her in wonderment. 
 
   “Just like a little angel,” she sighed. “You’d hardly know what a dirty little slut she was.”
 
   She began to unbuckle the straps holding Miranda’s legs splayed out along the bar, and after a moment turned to frown at him. “Help me with the little slut,” she ordered.
 
   Charles got up slowly and hesitantly began to unbuckle the straps along Miranda’s other leg. Then at Claudia’s instructions he moved behind the girl, seized her under the arms (gripping her breasts to do so) and lifted her up as Claudia unclipped her wrists. He had to lift the slight young girl higher and higher as more and more of the thick bar slid out of her pussy, and he marvelled at how she could possibly have taken it so deep within her.
 
   Finally he was able to stagger back on the bed and fall to his knees with her in front of him. He dragged her forward so that she lay in the centre of the bed, and then moved back. Claudia spread Miranda’s arms and legs wide and chained her shackles to the corner posts, then looked up at him.
 
   “Want to fuck her again?” she asked.
 
   He shook his head anxiously, guilt and shame filling him.
 
   “You’re... quite sure?’ she asked, moving over to squeeze his groin.
 
   “Please Clau... Miss Claudia,” he gulped. “It... it isn’t... right for...”
 
   He was growing erect, and as she pressed her barely contained breasts against him and began to lick along the nape of his neck he swelled within her hand.
 
   “You know you want to,” she whispered into his ear. “Look at her, all helpless. Such a pretty little girl. You know she needs you to fuck her.”
 
   He shuddered and shook his head, and she squeezed him rhythmically, pulling him towards the bed.
 
   “Do it,” she ordered. “Fuck her!”
 
   Helplessly, he climbed onto the bed, and stared down at the unconscious teenager before him. He had used Miranda before, but then there had been some sense of distance produced by her hood. Now her young, innocent face lay before him, and there was no chance of concealing from himself what he was doing.
 
   “Fuck her,” Claudia whispered, urging him on, pushing him forward. “Fuck her. Fuck little Miranda. Fuck your little ward. Dirty little whore. You know she deserves it. You know she needs it. Give it to her, Charles. She won't know.”
 
   He trembled and shook as Claudia urged him on. She was behind him now, her soft breasts pressed against his back, her long arms around his body, hands at his groin. She guided him forward, rubbing the tip of his long, thick organ along the girl’s slick sex. Her pink insides were still quite visible due to the thickness of the bar which had held her open for so long.
 
   Claudia pushed him forward, and he sank into her, moaning in denial even as he felt Miranda’s pussy slide up to envelope his throbbing cock.
 
   A push from Claudia and he lay atop her, almost buried within her. Miranda’s face was inches from his own, and he gave a convulsive thrust which drove the last of his cock into her body.
 
   “Fuck her, Charles. Fuck her hard,” Claudia urged.
 
   Charles groaned and buried his face in Miranda’s moist hair. His bottom rose, then sank, then rose and sank again as he began to thrust. His passion rose as a blank wave of misery filled him. Yet there was a dark, ugly excitement, as well, and his hips worked harder and faster as he pumped.
 
   “Dirty little slut. She was born for this,” Claudia cooed. “Give her a good raping, Charles. Teach her what for.”
 
   Charles was panting and gasping for breath, his hips thrusting as desperately as he could. He stared at Miranda’s face, then gripped her hair and jammed his mouth against hers, kissing her frenziedly. He heard Claudia’s sneering laughter but ignored it, his tongue shooting into Miranda’s mouth as he used her unconscious body.
 
   He felt the tide of heat rise and swell, and then cried out as he came, jamming himself into her to the hilt and letting his excitement drain into her body.
 
   “I hope you’re proud of yourself,” Claudia said as he went limp. “Raping a poor, helpless teenage girl like that. And her your ward too! How bloody awful! What kind of a man are you?”
 
   “Bitch,” Charles whispered dazedly.
 
   She laughed in delight. “I am, and more than that,” he said, smiling cruelly
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Eight
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Charles found himself looking again and again at the small clock on his desk, alternatively thrilled and anxious as the minutes ticked away. Every time Claudia walked into the room or he heard her voice he thought of her beautiful, arrogant face, and exquisite body, the softness of her silky hair, the texture of her pale, ivory flesh and the scent of her perfume. And memories cascaded through his mind of the strange, exhilarating and sinful behaviour he had both witnessed and taken part in because of the girl.
 
   The girl. It still filled him with amazement every time he recalled that she was still just a girl, so young, so wild, so sexually uninhibited and forceful. He had never met anyone quite like her. She was like a wild, rapacious beast.
 
   And yet she was still but a girl. And she had managed, in a short space of time, to wrap him around her little finger like a woman many years older than she. It was as if she knew everything about him, down to his most deeply buried desires and fantasies, and knew how to exploit each and every one.
 
   And what did she have planned for that night? What would she do to him… or cause him to do? What about Miranda? Would he abuse Miranda again? Would she?
 
   He sat back in his chair, nervously dry-washing his hands, and glanced again towards the door where the sounds of workmen sifted through the heavy wood. The girl was a devil, he thought, for only that would explain her immense self-possession and arrogant certainty. 
 
   He should fire her, yet he dared not. How could he get rid of her before she brought disaster down upon him? Sooner or later, if this continued on, they would be discovered, and what would happen to his reputation then? What would happen to his political career, and the things he wanted to do for Britain?
 
   Perhaps he could have her arrested, somehow, and sent far away, where no one could understand her or care what she had to say. Did they still have white slavery these days? Surely any Arab prince would pay a good penny for a woman like that. Although, of course, he’d have to whip her into shape.
 
   That caused him to think about Miranda, and how she had looked as she had hung there being whipped, how it had felt to hold the flog in his hand and swing it, to feel the impact against her flesh and see her lovely young body writhe and twist under the pain. It was the most erotic thing he’d ever seen, and every time the scene replayed itself through his memories he felt himself becoming hard.
 
   The clock ticked down, and the noise in the outer office finally ended. He kept waiting for the sound of another hammer, the harsh, gutter voice of one of the workers to rise once again, but there was nothing. His eyes flicked at the clock, and he saw it tick past four. Many of the staff would be leaving now, but not enough, not nearly enough for safety. He returned to his work, trying unsuccessfully to focus his attention on a pending contract.
 
   And then it was five. Most of the staff would be leaving now, but a few of the solicitors and legal secretaries would remain, doing overtime. It was still too dangerous, he thought nervously, much too dangerous. Five minutes ticked away, and five more, and then ten more followed, and still he waited, glancing at the clock and at the door. When the intercom buzzed it shocked him and his pen jerked along the paper.
 
   It buzzed again, and he licked his lips and pressed the call button. “Yes?”
 
   “Remove your clothes, Sir Charles.”
 
   He felt a thrill of excitement and fear.
 
   “Someone might hear you,” he protested anxiously.
 
   “Then do as I say so I don’t need to repeat myself.”
 
   “But there are still people here,” he protested.
 
   “If I have to repeat myself I’ll speak louder,” she said warningly.
 
   “But I…”
 
   “Remove your clothing, Sir Charles,” she said in a much louder voice.
 
   “For God’s sake, Claudia!”
 
   “Must I repeat myself?”
 
   “No! No! I’ll do it!!”
 
   He hurriedly pulled at his tie and shrugged off his jacket, his heart pounding as she continued to speak.
 
   “When you're ready, pull your chair into the centre of the room before the door.”
 
   This is insane, quite insane, Sir Charles thought to himself as he rushed to strip. He was in his office, where anyone might drop by, where other attorneys were hard at work, as he should be, doing their duty to court and client. 
 
   He stepped out of his shoes and removed his socks, feeling the cool touch of the air conditioner against his bare legs.
 
   “Are you naked yet?’ she demanded. “I should tell you that I’m naked at the moment, and the door is unlocked. Anyone might walk in on me. Until you tell me you’re done I’m not going to lock the door.”
 
   “All right. I'm naked!” he gasped into the intercom, hurriedly rolling the chair into the centre of the room and sitting down.
 
   He heard voices in the outer office, then the door rattled. Unable to breath, he stared in horror as the door opened.
 
   Claudia entered, and his relief was immense, at first, and then Miranda came in after her. The young blonde girl stared at him in surprise, but not the kind of shock which would have gripped her a week earlier. Charles twisted about so he presented his backside to the two, and he looked over his shoulder, his eyes beseeching Claudia to take the girl away.
 
   "Hello, dear Charles," Claudia said. "Been waiting long?"
 
   Miranda was not naked. She was dressed much as Claudia was, which was to say her skirt was barely long enough to forestall legal action and her top tight and form fitting enough to give evidence neither girl wore anything beneath. 
 
   Claudia wore her usual arrogant expression, while Miranda's eyes behind her glasses, seemed startled and anxious. She moved robotically after Claudia, and Charles looked flushed red whenever the girl's eyes lit on his naked body.
 
   "Ah, M-M-Miranda," he said, "Ah ah, I've ah, been worried about you," he said with extreme awkwardness.
 
   "As you can see, dear little Miranda, Sir Charles is a very kinky fellow. I bet you never imagined the old prude was quite this odd in his sexual perversions."
 
   Charles flushed again, as Miranda lowered her eyes.
 
   "I brought her here to see you, Sir Charles, because I've discovered this child's true nature."
 
   Miranda's eyes dropped to the floor.
 
   "Ah, oh?" Charles squirmed in humiliation.
 
   "I entered her bedroom last night only to find her having sexual intercourse with three different men at the same time," she said sternly.
 
   Charles felt his cock begin to twitch, and fought manfully to stifle the excitement her words roused in him.
 
   "Ah, oh?" he gulped. 
 
   Claudia smirked, then reached down and forced his trembling hands away from his cock, wrapping her fingers around it instead. Despite his anxiety, he throbbed and hardened further.
 
   "Doesn't he have a lovely cock, Miranda?"
 
   Miranda raised her eyes, face red. "Yes, Mistress," she whispered.
 
   "Do you know what Miranda was doing last night, Charles?"
 
   Charles could not bring himself to speak.
 
   "She was having sex with an entire room filled with men." Claudia turned to his ward and smiled. "What was there? Ten, twelve of them?" she asked.
 
   Miranda lowered her eyes to the floor again.
 
   "And they were an impatient lot, weren't they, Miranda? Taking you two and three at a time. My how excited you looked with a cock up your puss, another up the bum, and a third in the mouth."
 
   Claudia ran a hand in between Charles' thighs and squeezed his cock. "Of course, even then it took her a while to get through them all. Since they all had her two or three times each. By the end she was sprawled out across the floor with semen all over her face and hair and body."
 
   Charles' cock began to throb and grow between his legs, and he thought he saw Miranda's pale face darken and turn a darker shade of red, though she continued to stare at the floor.
 
   He gasped as Claudia's fingers massaged his testicles, and his cock bounced and jerked upright in her hand.
 
   "Look at this, Miranda," Claudia said. "See how hard your uncle is? I think my telling him about how all those men raping you has given him a tremendous erection."
 
   Charles blanched, shame filling him, and looked away.
 
   Claudia gripped Miranda's hair with her other hand, forcing the girl's head up and back, then forcing her down onto her knees before him.
 
   "It's waiting for you, slut," Claudia said. "A big hard cock. And what do you do with a big hard cock?"
 
   "Service it," Miranda said as if in a daze.
 
   "Why?"
 
   "Because I'm a slut and my only purpose in life is to be a sexual toy."
 
   "And what do you want to do with Sir Charles' lovely big cock?"
 
   "I want to suck it," Miranda said, the words sounding odd in her soft, toneless voice. "I want to suck it and swallow his come and then have him fuck me."
 
   Claudia sighed and shrugged helplessly. "You see, Charles, she's a filthy slut, so what can I do?"
 
   She pushed the girl and Miranda seized Charles thighs, then stared at his erection for a long moment before opening her mouth and taking the head inside.
 
   Charles moaned, looking beseechingly at Claudia, but the woman only smiled.
 
   He groaned again as Claudia stood back, smiling, arms folded across her chest, watching.
 
   Miranda worked mechanically at his cock, lips bobbing up and down as she sucked. Then her head pushed forward especially far, taking him down her throat. She seemed to tremble and shake slightly as she tilted her head back, and her eyes were closed as she pressed her face in against his abdomen.
 
   Charles' hands were claws on the arms of his chair, and he gasped in helplessly pleasure, thrusting into Miranda's face now, panting for breath as the excitement filled him. Her tongue quivered against the underside of his cock all the way down her throat, and her throat itself spasmed and squeezed like a warm, soft fist.
 
   "She's reached her true calling," Claudia said. "She's a perfect little sexual slave, wanting nothing more than to please her master or mistress."
 
   She reached for the girl's hair and pulled her head up and back so her back arched. Miranda made no attempt to resist, her hands remaining at her side as she was slowly drawn back, the cock flowing out through her pursed lips until with a last pop, and a choked cough, it came free.
 
   "Isn't that true, slut?"
 
   "Y-Yes, mistress," she gasped. "I love cock, mistress," Miranda panted.
 
   "Good slut. Back to work."
 
   Miranda slipped her lips around Charles' cock once again and Claudia moved in beside her, kissing him deeply, her tongue twisting about within his oral cavity.
 
   Charles couldn't keep his hands off her any longer. They dropped onto his lovely ward's head, his fingers digging into her soft hair as he forced her down further, groaning as he buried his shaft in her slim, warm throat. It felt incredible! He jerked back on her hair, then thrust down once more, grinding his pelvis up out of the chair, grunting as he used her throat, as he fucked Miranda's throat.
 
   Madness, he thought dazedly. Madness is upon me.
 
   He came, his pelvis thrusting wildly, his chest heaving like a bellows. The pleasure burned through his mind, shutting out all else, roaring like a hurricane until he thought it would madden him. Before him, Miranda went still again, her swannish neck taking the hard thrusting as she tilted her head and trembled.
 
   Charles thrust harder, gasping, a fever upon him, his testicles slapping against her chin, his abdomen crushing her nose back against her face. He felt himself exploding within her, immense throbbing blasts of pleasure flowing through his groin and out his cock.
 
   Then it seeped away, the pleasure easing, his body's movements slowing until he was weak-kneed and breathless. Miranda's mouth remained locked about his cock, and to his astonishment Charles remained hard. 
 
   Claudia smiled and turned her eyes downward to where Miranda worked.
 
   "On all fours, slut, and spread your legs."
 
   Miranda turned and knelt on hands and knees, and Claudia lifted the girl's skirt up and back to reveal her bare buttocks and the small, neat, tight slit beneath.
 
   "Doesn't that look inviting, Charles?" she cooed. "Don't you long to ram your cock into this little girl's pussy?"
 
   She nudged the girl with her foot and Miranda began to roll her bottom invitingly.
 
   "Please fuck me," the girl whispered, her voice soft. "Please fuck me, master. I'm a filthy fuck toy and I need to be used hard."
 
   "Take her," Claudia ordered. "Take her now!"
 
   "Fuck me," Miranda breathed. "Fuck me, master. Fuck me hard."
 
   Charles was gasping for breath, but despite himself he could not keep his eyes off Miranda's pussy, so bare and beautiful and inviting there as the girl knelt before him. He could not restrain himself, and crawled forward, reaching out a trembling hand to touch the girl's soft, warm flesh.
 
   His trembling hands fitted the head of his cock against her sex and he thrust in hard and fast, groaning in tandem with Miranda as he buried the length of himself inside her. Almost at once he began to thrust feverishly against her, the passion like a fever gripping him.
 
   Claudia smirked and looked on as he ravished the girl desperately, but Charles ignored her, his heat driving him to a frenzy as he used his ward mercilessly. yet even through his pounding, feverish arousal he could feel the hot slipperiness of Miranda's sex as it squeezed and spasmed around him, could hear her gasps and moans of pleasure as he rode her.
 
   It was a frantic and short-lived rutting, and as he spent himself he fell back, guilt flooding him once again.
 
   "I'll take young Miranda back to my house," Claudia said. "Perhaps I can instill discipline in the worthless little slut before she turns into nothing more than a drug taking street whore."
 
   Charles could not speak. He sat back on his heels, gripping his aching legs and moaning as Claudia pulled the girl to her feet. The skirt slid down again, and after one backward look, Miranda obediently followed the woman to the door.
 
   "I'd get dressed if I were you, Charles," Claudia said. "There's no telling who might come in and see you like this."
 
   The door closed behind them, and Charles continued to sit naked on his floor, dazed and confused. Finally he pulled himself to his weary feet and dressed himself, then fell into his chair and stared sightlessly at his desk for long, long minutes.
 
   What was he to do? What? The strength and will power he had once prided himself on, seemed to evaporate in her presence, and he began a panting, whimpering sexual beast eager to do her bidding, even to the point of raping his poor ward.
 
   He pondered it for some time. It was late and he should have gone home, but he felt defeated, and didn't want to think about what had happened, about what he was to do about Miranda now that she knew – she knew – what he was – how weak he was – how perverted.
 
   He turned for solace to his work, hoping to lose himself in it, pouring over a legal precedent and some contract details.
 
   He sighed and turned to his computer, then went to the records for client trusts and entered a new sum in the account of one of the old pensioners his firm looked after. He frowned at the figure, consulted his records, and frowned again, tapping at the buttons. There was money missing here, several thousand pounds worth.
 
   He glared about the room indignantly. For this was one of the old war veterans the firm had always cared for, and the thought that someone had the temerity to steal money from the pension fund of a war veteran under HIS care outraged him.
 
   He investigated further, shocked after a moment, to discover his own apparent authorization for the removal of funds. The order had come from his account, which only he had a password for, and furthermore, the form which was required to be filled out and kept in the firm's records section bore his signature.
 
   Miss Claudia.
 
   He felt his heart sink and his belly turn to acid. It had to have been her. He had signed any number of things for her the past few days. But he had no idea how she had gotten his password.
 
   He quickly went to his own bank account and transferred funds to cover the missing money. And no sooner had he finished when the door opened and Claudia strolled in.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Nine
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   She was alone now, and he wondered if she'd left Miranda tied up somewhere, or had been given to men to use for their pleasure.
 
   "Hello, Sir Charles," she said in a brassy voice. "Been working hard."
 
   "Claudia," he said anxiously.
 
   "See my new necklace?" she said, smiling and displaying a diamond necklace.
 
   "It...it's lovely," he said in a choked voice. "How ah, how did you ah, afford it?"
 
   "Oh, picked up a few pounds here and there," she said carelessly.
 
   "You've taken money from the pension trusts," he said accusingly.
 
   She smiled and sat on the edge of his desk, and Charles eyes were helplessly drawn to her bare thighs.
 
   "So what if I have," she said negligently. "They're old people. They don't need all that money. They'll probably die soon anyway."
 
   "But you simply can't do that!" he exclaimed. "It will be noticed! There are audits and..."
 
   "Oh poo," she said, pouting.
 
   "Please, Claudia," he said. "You'll bring in the police!"
 
   "I like pretty things," she said. "I deserve pretty things."
 
   "O-of course you do," he said. "But let me buy them for you!"
 
   "You'd do that... for me... Charles?" she asked prettily.
 
   Jesus but she was beautiful. Even when he knew she was putting on a show.
 
   "Of course!"
 
   "Why don't you call your bank then and tell them I'm permitted to take out funds."
 
   He sat back in his chair. "Uhm, I couldn't do that," he said.
 
   "Why not?" she demanded in a dangerous voice.
 
   "Ah, well, it wouldn't be seemly. I mean, there'd be talk and - ."
 
   "Then give me a cash card and the code number."
 
   "But I can buy you anything you want," he said.
 
   "I like to buy my own things," she replied, sulking.
 
   "But... but I ah, I'm not even sure I have one of those ah, cards. I mean..."
 
   "If you don't then I'll make money by selling Miranda's services on street corners. I wager I can make a good few thousand pounds that way."
 
   He stared at her in shock, for she seemed quite serious. The idea of Miranda being forced to prostitute herself contained more than a slight measure of excitement, yet with it came the appalling notion of her being seen by someone he knew, or worse, being arrested.
 
   "Don't do that!"
 
   "Are you trying to tell me what to do with my slave?" she demanded in irritation.
 
   "No of course not, Claudia!" he said soothingly.
 
   “Then I'm putting Miranda up for sale. I'm sure there will be plenty of men willing to buy her outright, perhaps some Arab Sheik or maybe some African dictator.”
 
   “I... but... you can't...”
 
   "Get me that card, then, and do it quickly, for I am not a patient woman."
 
   She turned and marched out of the office, leaving Charles on his knees. He stood up and nervously patted his damp forehead with his handkerchief, wondering what on Earth he was to do about the woman.
 
   For the moment, of course, there was simply nothing he could do. He called his bank and arranged for such a card and for it to be messengered over, then he returned to his computer and checked through more accounts, finding more instances of missing money and replacing it with his own funds. That took him most of the afternoon, and by days end he still wasn't sure he had plugged all the holes in the dike, so to speak. 
 
   Somehow, he was going to have to stand up to Claudia. 
 
   Somehow.
 
   It was after five before Claudia returned, and she had with her a small packet.
 
   "Got this off a friend," she said, holding it up and winking.
 
   "Ah, what is it?" he asked worriedly.
 
   "It's that drug. You know the one you've heard about on tellie.
 
   "What are you going to do with it?" he asked with a sense of foreboding.
 
   "Me?' she asked mockingly. "Not me, Charles, but you."
 
   She tossed it onto his desk. "You put one pill into a drink, stir it around, and she'll never notice it's there."
 
   "Miranda?" he asked in confusion.
 
   "Silly boy. Not her, your pretty little wife. I want to have some fun with her."
 
   He stared at her, appalled."
 
   "You can't!" he blurted.
 
   "Of course I can. She has a lovely body. I want to see it naked. I want to feel her tongue on my pussy. I want to feel her breasts against mine. I'm going to ravish her until she howls, Charles, and then..." 
 
   She stepped forward and ran a finger along his chin. "Then I'm going to tie her up and do to her as I've done to Miranda. In fact, the pair of them will make a lovely little group. I'm sure they'll grow even fonder of each other than they already are."
 
   "Absolutely not!" he cried.
 
   "You'll do as you're told, Charles," she said, voice cold and face hard.
 
   "I won't!" he said, voice quavering.
 
   "Won't you?' she asked with a deadly smile. "What do you think your sweet little wife would do if she found out you've been raping your pretty little ward? Hmmm?"
 
   Charles stared at her helplessly.
 
   "Want to see a movie?" she asked playfully.
 
   She left the room briefly, and returned with a DVD she placed into his machine. He stood rooted to the floor, the blood draining from his face as he watched himself in the bedroom with Miranda, watched himself licking at her, watched as Claudia tortured her, watched as he then climbed atop her and ravished her unconscious body.
 
   "What do you think your pretty little, obedient wife will think of that?"
 
   "Please," he whispered. 
 
   He dropped to his knees and clasped her leg. "Please, Claudia. Please don't make me do this! Please!"
 
   She backhanded him and he fell sprawling.
 
   "Do as you're told," she snapped. "And don't even try to pretend you won't have an enormous erection when you see me with her."
 
   And he would, he knew, feeling sick. He would. Already he was feeling a trembling in his loins at the thought of Su Li with Claudia. The image of their naked bodies writhing together had him semi-erect despite his horror at the betrayal and risk.
 
   She gripped his hair and drew him back to his knees, then patted his head comfortingly. "Don't worry, Charles. You'll see. She'll like it. She'll come and come and come, just like pretty Miranda does. She'll be oh so much happier."
 
   "Y-you have to be careful," he whispered. "If she finds out - . "
 
   "Don't worry, Charles. She won't suspect a thing."
 
   * * *
 
   Charles returned home in a daze, and the very sight of his bright, loving wife gave him pain. Yet despite that he felt a black sense of heat at the idea of the two women together. Su Li had always been an... acceptable bed partner. That was to say she was meek and docile, never protested, and did not behave in either a forward or sluttish fashion. She appeared to greatly enjoy his attentions, but he could not say if she had ever orgasmed, for it was not something he had ever paid much attention to hitherto.
 
   "Hard day?" she asked.
 
   "N-no, not ah, not too bad," he said, turning away, finding it difficult to face her.
 
   "Care for a drink?"
 
   He froze, heart pounding. "Uh, yes, ah, make one for yourself. "No, wait. I-I'll do it."
 
   "No bother, Charles."
 
   "No, no. I'll do it!" 
 
   He rushed ahead of her and she stopped in surprise as he moved to the bar.
 
   "I haven't seen Miranda in several days. I'm beginning to get worried about her," she said.
 
   "I ah, I spoke to her today."
 
   "Oh, that's good. She's well?"
 
   "Yes, quite well. She's staying at that girl's place as they work on their er, project together."
 
   "Well, that's good then. That just leaves more time for us to be alone," she said, smiling.
 
   Charles smiled weakly, and dropped the pill into her drink.
 
   She won't know, he told himself. She won't be hurt. And I have no choice, none.
 
   "So you've decided to run for certain then?" she asked, accepting the drink.
 
   He nodded mutely, watching, transfixed, as the glass came to her lips and she swallowed.
 
   "Yes, I spoke with Lord John the other day and the party will file the papers in time for the upcoming election."
 
   "There's to be one for certain?"
 
   "Yes, the party has some difficult times ahead when the economy slows and they thought it best to get the election over with now before the effects become obvious, higher unemployment and such."
 
   "I shall be quite proud of you when you're elected," she said, smiling and holding his hand.
 
   She sipped again from her drink and he smiled sickly.
 
   "Perhaps you'll be Prime Minister one day."
 
   "I expect. I'm certainly a better man than the current one," he said, feeling far less confidence of that than he had once had."
 
   "You're a good man," she said, sipping again.
 
   His eyes moved down her body, barely masked by the simple summer dress, and he felt his loins stir again at the thought of what lay ahead. Her eyes blinked rapidly and he took her hand, pulling her from her chair and into his lap. She giggled and kissed him, and his hand rose to squeeze her breast.
 
   "Miranda won't be home again tonight?" she asked.
 
   "No," he replied, nuzzling under her ear.
 
   She sighed and they kissed, and his hand slid down between her legs and then up under her skirt, stroking and caressing her bare thigh until he reached her groin. Unlike Claudia, of course, she was decently covered, but his fingers stroked up and down against her there and she sighed and squirmed against him as their tongues moved back and forth.
 
   He paused, giving her the glass again, and she obediently drank, giggling as he ordered her to finish it. He took it from her hand and set it down and they kissed once again, his fingers stroking against her sex as she moaned and ground herself against him.
 
   "What a lovely sight of matrimonial bliss."
 
   He gasped and jerked his head away at the voice, looking up to see Claudia standing smirking before them. He turned quickly to Su Li, but she seemed oblivious to Claudia's presence, smiling dazedly at him as she sat across his lap.
 
   "Let's help wifey to her feet now," Claudia said, taking Su Li's arm.
 
   Su Li looked up at that, blinking her eyes in confusion.
 
   "Remember me?" Claudia said.
 
   "I know you," Su Li said in a dazed, child-like voice.
 
   "Not half so well as you're going to," Claudia said.
 
   She pulled the smaller woman against her, her arms going around her, hands cupping her bottom, then kissed her. Su Li's eyes betrayed a confusion, but no fear or alarm. Her head sagged back, however, and Claudia turned her, pushing her against Charles, who had stood.
 
   "Hold her," she said.
 
   Charles took his wife in his arms as Claudia unzipped her dress, then tugged it down her body. In moments Su Li was naked, and Claudia had him place her back in the chair and drape her legs across the arms.
 
   "Warm her up for me, Charles," she ordered, removing her dress.
 
   Feeling the now familiar confusion of guilt, shame and arousal, Charles dropped to his knees before his wife and began to lap at her sex. Su Li moaned and shifted in the seat, half conscious, moaning and murmuring as his tongue caressed her clitoris and his fingers sank into her moistening sex.
 
   "Ohhh!" she moaned, her bottom rolling.
 
   "Enough. Take her upstairs."
 
   Charles rose and scooped Su Li in his arms, then carried her upstairs. He giggled, kicking her legs and kissing him, and his guilt rose.
 
   He set her on their bed, then stood back meekly as Claudia, now nude, climbed into the bed with her. "Hello, my little Chinese slut," she said to Su Li.
 
   The Asian woman looked up dreamily, and Claudia kissed her as her soft flesh settled atop hers. Their breasts rolled together and their tongues began to move and twine. Su Li's legs shifted apart, and began to twitch and jerk on the bed. 
 
   Claudia rose on her knees, then spread the woman's legs far apart and sank in again, pressing her sex against Su Li's own as she began an expert grinding motion. Soon the Asian woman was panting and moaning and grinding back, her hands on Claudia's shoulders as their tongues duelled.
 
   Charles was heartsick, yet his erection burned and throbbed, threatening to explode as he watched his wife with the beautiful brunette, watched and listened to her passion, and saw their bodies grinding and writhing together in lewd pleasure.
 
   It was obvious when Su Li came, and he wondered, as she jerked and shook, as her mouth opened in soundless ecstasy, if she had ever come before with him, for he did not believe he had ever seen her respond so expressively.
 
   Claudia's lips slid up, and her eyes turned to regard Charles with a smug and victorious expression. Then she turned back to the moaning Asian woman and slid her body slowly upwards, her legs spreading wider. She rose to her knees, straddling the smaller Asian woman's head, and reached between her legs to grip Su Li's hair.
 
   "Now you learn to please me, little slut," she said.
 
   She tugged on Su Li's hair until the woman moaned in pain, then pulled her head upwards so her mouth was against her sex.
 
   "Lick. Lick, slut. Lick, there. There. Dirty bitch. Lick."
 
   Charles stood by in an agony of uncertainty, excitement and guilt, watching his wife moan and whimper in confusion and pain as Claudia slapped at her face and tugged at her hair and forced her to perform oral sex on her. It was obvious the Asian girl knew little about what was required of her, yet Claudia was an unforgiving taskmistress.
 
   Yet the sight of her riding Su Li's face, the beautiful, perfection of her body as she ground her sex down, the view of her large, firm breasts as she rolled and ground her hips, kept his cock rock-hard, and his arousal deep and irresistible.
 
   Claudia sighed in satisfaction and drew back, dismounting Su Li's face. The Asian woman groaned, her arms dropping back, her chest rising and falling as she stared at the ceiling.
 
   "Your little Chinese wife has a lot to learn, Charles, but she's got the makings of a fine little slut in her."
 
   Claudia smirked, then turned once again, gripped Su Li and rolled her onto her belly, then pulled her wrists roughly back behind her and pinned them at the small of her back.
 
   "Bring something to tie her up with."
 
   Charles hesitated, then hurriedly ran to Su Li's dresser and took out a silk stocking. Claudia motioned for him to tie Su Li's wrists, and he obeyed, feeling small and miserable even as his cock throbbed with hunger.
 
   With the woman's arms tied Claudia forced her to her feet by the expedient of yanking on her thick black hair. The pain burned through Su Li's drugged confusion and she cried out, scrambling awkwardly to her feet.
 
   Claudia pushed her back against one of the dressers, then pulled on her hair. The dresser rose to Su Li's shoulders, and Claudia yanked cruelly on her hair to force her head up and over the top so that the Asian woman's back arched and she cried out in pain and confusion, legs jerking and feet dancing awkwardly.
 
   "Take off your belt, Charles," she ordered.
 
   Blinking uncertainly, Charles obeyed.
 
   "Now double it in your hand."
 
   Stomach churning, Charles obeyed once again, and felt his guts turn to lead as Claudia ran a hand over the squirming woman's belly and chest, stroking her tautly exposed breasts.
 
   "Whip her breasts."
 
   "I can't do that!"
 
   "Do it, slug. Do it now!"
 
   "But Claud..."
 
   “Do it!”
 
   “Claudia," he whined, "please, it will hurt her and..."
 
   "It didn't bother you to hurt Miranda. Shall I show your pretty wife the video of that? Hmm, shall I show Miranda? Do it, or I will, and I shall be considerably less gentle."
 
   Charles moaned helplessly, yet with her head pinned back Su Li could not actually see him, or so he told himself, and her breasts looked deliciously inviting with her back arched as it was and... and... and that black part of him which had been so enthralled at his flogging of Miranda urged him on with cruel hunger.
 
   "Do it, slave," Claudia snarled. "Do it now."
 
   He brought the belt down lightly across Su Li's breast and the woman yelped and moaned and twisted helplessly.
 
   "Harder, slug!"
 
   The feel of the belt striking her soft, meaty breast had made his cock burn with an overpowering need, and Charles flung his arm forward once again, this time striking her other breast. 
 
   Su Li squealed in pain, legs jerking and twisting, head still pinned to the top of the dresser.
 
   Claudia laughed, and motioned for him to continue, and Charles swung the belt overhand, watching Su Li's right breast as the leather struck and set it jerking and shaking. Su Li screamed again, and began moaning in Chinese as the belt lashed out once again. Her taut body jerked and shuddered, and she began to sob as the belt bit into her tender breasts again, and then again.
 
   Both breasts were beet red as the belt continued to swing down against them, but no redder than Charles' erection as it jerked between his legs, threatening to tear a hole in his trousers.
 
   "Enough," Claudia ordered.
 
   She turned the woman around and kneed her legs apart.
 
   "Ever done her up the backside? I bet you wanted to. Now's your chance, Charles. Bugger the slut.'
 
   Charles threw down the belt, and frantically clawed at his trousers, showing them down as he shuffled awkwardly forward. He jammed his erection in under Su Li's buttocks, then gripped it tightly and pushed the head against her anal opening.
 
   The woman was sobbing and whimpering, but Charles had no mind for anything but satisfying his own lusts as he thrust up and in, gasping and moaning at the intensity of his own excitement as he felt Su Li's sphincter giving way before his desperate efforts.
 
   He felt her anal walls pushing aside before his stiff cock, felt himself thrusting deeper and deeper into the soft tightness of her body. He moaned, then whimpered, even as Su Li whimpered, nearly intoxicated with the pleasure as he forced himself in ever deeper, every higher.
 
   His hands slid around his wife and almost unconsciously gripped her beaten breasts, squeezing and mashing them between his fingers as she cried and moaned and twisted against him.
 
   And then he came, quickly, powerfully, his legs shaking and chest pounding as he thrust his pelvis forward and buried the last inch of his screaming lance inside his wife's anus. He grunted like an animal, clutching her tightly as he thrust mindlessly, slack jawed and dazed by the power of the pleasure and arousal gripping him.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Ten
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   It was worse than Charles had thought. Claudia had not only been taking money from the trusts she had been billing the firm for jewellery and furs. There were items he had never heard of signed off under his name, such as a "consultation" firm which had billed the firm nearly fifty thousand pounds.
 
   And there was his signature.
 
   It had been two days since Claudia had taken Su Li away and she neither answered his phone calls, came to the door when he visited, nor showed up at work. He hadn't slept at all and was beginning to appear more and more haggard to his colleagues, who frowned at him in confusion and asked about his health.
 
   Who could he talk to? No one. What could he do? He couldn't imagine.
 
   There was a knock at his door, and he jerked his eyes up quickly, but it was merely a messenger.
 
   "Package, marked urgent" he said carelessly.
 
   He dropped it onto his desk and Charles nodded and started to turn away, then he noted the handwriting on the small packet and grabbed at it. The messenger left, and Charles tore at the small box, finding a note and a DVD.
 
   "I will be at the Blue Cat on Dalhousie Street tonight at Nine. Be there, and we shall discuss your darling wife and ward."
 
   He stared at the note, then placed the tape into his player and ran across the room to lock the door. He ran back, and pressed play, inhaling sharply as he recognized what came on the screen.
 
   It was Su Li, hanging by her wrists, naked. Miranda hung in the same fashion, both from the same bar, arms spread wide, breasts pushed together, face to face. Their pale bodies were criss-crossed with whip marks, and as he watched Claudia swung a long quirt down across Su Li's backside, and his wife cried out in pain, jerking against Miranda.
 
   The camera angle changed, and moved down, then up to see that the two bound women were joined by a thick U-shaped bar at their groins. It was a double-headed dildo, he realized after a moment, shoved fully up into both of them, and each time one moved, of course, the dildo would shift about in the other.
 
   He felt himself hardening, and swallowed manfully.
 
   The quirt came down against Miranda next, then Claudia gripped each of them by the hair, forcing their heads back. She kissed first one, then the other, then forced them to kiss each other.
 
   Then there was a man there, a hooded man like the one he had seen before, and Charles stifled his anger as the man moved behind his Su Li, and forced himself up her rectum, thrusting good and hard as the slight young Asian woman gasped and moaned and, under Claudia's demanding hand, continued to kiss Miranda.
 
   Charles felt an angry jealousy of the man buggering his little Su Li, yet that did not prevent his cock from growing firm and hard, from throbbing and twitching between his legs as he watched the man's cock thrusting up again and again, as he watched his wife's body jerking and writhing, her tongue and Miranda's slithering together.
 
   He was, he though, a pitiful excuse for a man, with no control over his lusts. Yet it was this vile woman who had exploited that lust, and he glared murderously at her as she twisted the hair of his wife and his ward, and smirked up at him as the two helpless women continued to kiss.
 
   "Bitch," he muttered. "Bitches!"
 
   And yet, what could he do? What could he do about her thieving? About her abuse of his loved ones? The video in his machine would ruin him, even though he was not present when it was taken, and Claudia had much worse, he recalled. He shuddered at the thought of them falling into the hands of the media. He would become a national joke, ridiculed wherever he went.
 
   Yet he had to do something. Somehow.
 
   * * *
 
   Charles drew his trench-coat collar up around him as much as possible as he moved towards the door. It had been decades since he'd been in a strip club, and even longer since he'd been in one as seedy as this one appeared.
 
   If someone saw him here - .
 
   But he had no choice. Claudia had ordered him here, and he desperately needed to speak with her. 
 
   He pushed through the door, bracing himself against the pounding music which immediately set his ears ringing. He started forward in the near-darkness, only to be stopped by the hand of an enormous black man, who snapped his fingers at him and pointed at a sign which demanded five pounds.
 
   Charles fished one out of his wallet and the man nodded him forward. 
 
   The hall was narrow and quite dark. The paint on the walls looked black, and the floor was of plain tile. At the end were a kaleidoscope of lights and a howl of sound, and he emerged, blinking, into a dingy bar, one with flickering candles on tables, and little other light aside from the bar and the stage.
 
   The stage was small and square, set in the centre of the room. A girl twisted and gyrated on it, more or less in time to the pounding of the music. She wore a thong and nothing more, and enormous, obviously false breasts swung about with dangerous speed as she moved.
 
   Charles shuffled forward, trying to accustom himself to the dim lighting and find Claudia. It was just like her to embarrass him in this way, he thought helplessly. It had only been that day his candidacy had been announced officially. In only a few more he was to make a speech which would be attended by the media, and his wife and ward were expected to be in attendance.
 
   He spotted her, at last, sitting at a table near the far wall. Yet she wasn't alone. At first he thought the blonde woman was Miranda, but almost immediately realized his mistake, for she was almost as tall as Claudia and her hair was longer than Miranda's.
 
   He made his way through the room noting the strippers at several tables grinding themselves in men's laps, and hoped no one present would recognize him.
 
   "Charles, dearest, so delighted you could make it," Claudia said, smiling coyly.
 
   Charles hardly heard her, brought up short by the other woman's smile. 
 
   It was Nicole.
 
   "Yes, do sit down, Charles. We have so much to talk about," she said, her accent barely discernible through the pounding music.
 
   Charles sank into a chair, mouth gaping, hardly able to believe his eyes.
 
   Nicole's blonde hair was done in loose ringlets which spilled down across her shoulders. She wore tight trousers and a tight top with a deeply plunging neckline which revealed an ample share of her large breasts. Her lipstick was dark, and her eyes darker still as they locked onto him.
 
   "It's been too long, Charles," she said.
 
   "Nicole," he whispered.
 
   "Yes, darling husband."
 
   He looked around nervously but her voice drew his eyes back.
 
   "I hear you've been straying from the path of marital fidelity."
 
   "I ah..." He looked imploringly at Claudia, who gave him a piteous look.
 
   "I don't understand," he said.
 
   "You never were nearly as bright as you thought," Nicole sneered.
 
   She put her arm across Claudia's shoulders, and the girl snuggled in against her. The two turned to each other and kissed deeply as Charles looked on aghast.
 
   "Claudia is... how you English say... my special friend," Nicole said.
 
   Understanding crashed down about him, and Charles stared at the women, speechless. Oddly, he felt a betrayal, as if Claudia had turned her back on the relationship he had thought they had. Even realizing it was all a put up job by Nicole he felt a terrible attraction to Claudia, and gave her a beseeching look.
 
   "Did you really think I was going to let you do that to me," Nicole said, eyes turning cold and hard. "Did you think you could simply cast me aside in favour of some Chinese slut and I would walk away meekly?"
 
   "Wh-What do you want?" he asked bleakly.
 
   "Why, vengeance, of course." She smiled.
 
   "But - ."
 
   "And money. The money you owe me, the money I would have gotten had you not framed me, had you not gotten me to sign those papers without my knowledge. You have little idea the papers you yourself have signed the last few days without knowing," she said, smirking.
 
   "I didn't, that is - ."
 
   "Shhh, watch the show for now. We speak later."
 
   She turned and nodded at the stage, and Charles turned almost automatically, noting the girl spinning and writhing on the stage. At first she was just another half naked body under the blinking, multi-coloured lights, but then he realized it was Miranda.
 
   He stared numbly, trying to puzzle through all that had transpired, to understand what was happening and what he was to do. He watched as the girl danced and pranced, swinging her hips, rolling her pelvis, parting with articles of clothing until she was nude upon the stage.
 
   Her "dance" became more lewd, as she knelt, crawling about, showing her bottom to the audience, rolling on the floor, raising her legs high and spreading them wide as she ran her hands up and down her slim young body.
 
   "She's quite good, isn't she?" Nicole said. "But then the young are always so athletic." She smiled thinly. "But of course, you've discovered that about her already, haven't you? I've seen the video."
 
   The dance over, Miranda put on a kind of robe, and came down into the audience, and straight over to their table.
 
   "Table dance, sir?" she asked.
 
   "Of course, dear," Nicole said.
 
   Charles was beyond speech, and tried to look away as Miranda began to sway before him. Yet there was nowhere to go, and he dared not make a scene by doing anything to attract attention to them. Other girls were doing similar performances in the darkened room, and only a few eyes were turned their way.
 
   She stripped, and straddled him, then began to grind herself against him, her hands sliding through his hair and over his shoulders. She let her stiff-nippled breasts glide up and down his chest, and over his face, then reached down to squeeze his groin.
 
   "Take her in the back, Charles," Nicole said, "She performs more "personal" dances in the little rooms there, though you have to pay a good deal more for them."
 
   "I-I have to leave," Charles panted. "I have to leave."
 
   "Stay where you are," Nicole ordered. "We have to talk money first."
 
   Miranda continued to grind herself sensuously against Charles' body, her small hand squeezing his cock, which was rapidly growing thick and hard. He looked anxiously about, but the darkness hid much of what they did, and Miranda's hand was between their bodies.
 
   Only the women across the table could see, and his face heated as they watched and smirked.
 
   "She's such a sweet young thing, isn't she?" Nicole said. "Much more biddable than when I lived with you. The whip works wonders on impudent young girls."
 
   She leaned forward, smirking again. "But you've already discovered that, haven't you, Sir Charles?"
 
   "I - ."
 
   Sir Charles voice trailed off as Miranda's breasts pressed in firmly against his face, rubbing up and down. This was a good deal closer than clients and girls were supposed to get, he thought, but the operator of the seedy establishment, presuming they could see what transpired, seemed in no way interested in protesting.
 
   "Miranda," Claudia said, her voice raised to carry above the pounding music.
 
   "Yes, mistress?" she replied.
 
   "Fuck him."
 
   Charles cringed, and again tried to push the girl off, but she was firmly in place, and he was terrified of causing a scene.
 
   "Nicole, no! What do you want?" he asked desperately.
 
   "I want to see you fuck this filthy little slut," Nicole said. "I know you always wanted to. That's why you brought her into our house to begin with."
 
   "I-I didn't!"
 
   Miranda's body slid upwards, then down, and he could feel her hand, still gripping his erection, guiding him into her naked sex. He tried again to twist aside, but could not, and he felt himself entering her, then sliding deep into her body as her buttocks sank down once again onto his lap.
 
   His head twisted from side to side, but it appeared no one was watching. Miranda continued to roll her buttocks and grind herself against him just as the other lap dancers were doing around the room, and it seemed bizarre to Charles that no one knew what was happening.
 
   "Dirty little slut," Nicole said. "I knew this was what she was destined for."
 
   Miranda's pussy, moist and hot, squeezed in around Charles' cock each down she pulled up, then relaxed as she sank down once again. He stared up at the girl's face, amazed, despite the circumstances, that the studious young economics major could be so utterly brazen as to have sex with him right out in the open in the midst of a room full of strangers. It occurred to him that there were wonderful things to be learned about how to train and discipline women.
 
   Then the danger of his plight overwhelmed him again and he was filled with a sense of fear and anxiety.
 
   "You're making the dear man uncomfortable. Come here, girl," Nicole ordered.
 
   Miranda obediently rose up and dismounted from his staff, which remained standing upright, glistening in the light, until he frantically jammed himself back into his trousers and zipped them up.
 
   By then Miranda was straddling Nicole, rolling her hips and bottom as the French woman leered up at her.
 
   "Remember all those fights you and I had?" she asked sweetly. "But now you're such a good little girl, aren't you?"
 
   Charles saw her hand slide in between Miranda's thighs, hidden by the table, and Miranda suddenly went stiff, gasping, her lips trembling as pain filled her.
 
   "What a soft little clitty," Nicole whispered. "Such a small but sensitive part of the body."
 
   Miranda whimpered, gripping the woman's shoulders and trembling, and Nicole turned to smile at Charles.
 
   "She's such a dear. Maybe I'll take her with me when I go, so we can get to know each other again."
 
   "What do you want?" Charles asked hoarsely.
 
   "Five million pounds."
 
   "I haven't got that kind of money!"
 
   "Of course you have. Sell your investments, and put the money into your bank account."
 
   She looked fondly across at Claudia. "Claudia will take it from there."
 
   "But... how will I explain - ."
 
   "How will you explain your ward working as a stripper? How will you explain the videos of you and her together? How will you explain your dear little Chinese wife working as a prostitute. Oh not yet," she said as he jerked in alarm, "But soon. She's almost ready."
 
   "No! I'll pay you!"
 
   Nicole smiled. "Don't tell me you're actually fond of the little dear? And here I thought it was this sweet little blonde who had stolen your heart."
 
   Charles could see Miranda still trembling and moaning. He could also see Nicole had three long fingers buried inside the girl now, while her thumbnail was jammed in against her clitoris.
 
   "I want them back," Charles said anxiously.
 
   "These two? Not a chance. Claudia has been enjoying them too much, and I haven't yet gotten to know them."
 
   "Please, Nicole," he begged.
 
   She smiled again. "Perhaps. We'll see. You gather my money. When you have it come to Claudia's house, and perhaps we'll reunite you with your, er, family."
 
   She turned back to Miranda. "In the meantime, young Miranda and I are going to spend the evening together, renewing old acquaintances."
 
   She turned her face back to Charles, eyes flashing. "And of course, I really must get to know your new wife better. We have so much to talk about... once she's capable of speaking again."
 
   "What does that mean!?"
 
   "Just get me the money, Charles. And do it quickly."
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Eleven
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Nyles' jaw ached frightfully, but he knew better than to complain. He continued to lick at the woman's sex in the manner he had been taught as she sighed and rolled her head and moaned in pleasure.
 
   Nyles had no idea who she was, other than that she was French. Claudia called her "Mistress", and this gave him some clue into his own sense of value. For if he so much beneath Claudia, then how much further he must be beneath this older blonde Frenchwoman.
 
   She was a beauty, a statuesque, powerfully built woman, but without the refined beauty Claudia showed with such effortless ease. And with far less mercy.
 
   The woman had shown him little interest beyond making use of his tongue, and only then when the other two women were no longer capable of pleasing her. But she had shown sadistic attention to Sir Charles' wife and ward.
 
   The Chinese woman had been hung by her wrists and whipped to the edge of unconsciousness, brought back with smelling salts, and then been hung by her hair until she could no longer scream. She was now on her knees, ankles bound with rough rope to her thighs, elbows pinned together with the same rope, impaled on a thick metal bar protruding from the floor. Her hair was drawn up in a long thick black tail and bound to cord above her to keep her balanced. If she was conscious she gave little evidence of it.
 
   The blonde girl, Miranda, was stretched against the wall and subjected to varying level of electrical voltage until her screams became hoarse and she was insensible. She stood there still, hanging mostly by her wrists.
 
   Yet she had used Nyles only to sodomize the women, to help degrade and humiliate them. And now to please herself. Perhaps it was merely that she preferred to torment women, but Nyles was taking no chances, doing his level best to shown an eagerness to please the wild, cruel woman lest she subject him to similar torments.
 
   "Have you worn out our pets?"
 
   Nyles did not look up at the voice as Claudia entered the basement.
 
   "Only for now," the woman replied, sighing as Nyles' tongue twirled around her clitoris.
 
   "Think he'll bring the money?"
 
   "Of course he will. He's weak. He's always been weak at heart, a bullying, blustering egotist, but soft inside."
 
   "All men are like that."
 
   "Most, like this one. Aren't you, pretty boy?"
 
   The woman twisted Nyles' hair and he moaned and raised his head slightly. "Yes, mistress! I am, mistress!"
 
   The woman smiled and settled his lips over her pussy again, and he resumed his work. She was soon bucking up against him, and he felt a tremendous sense of relief as she came, giving a final burst of tonguing to her clitoris before she shoved him back onto his heels and squeezed her pussy.
 
   "I need this one for a bit, if we're going to set things up properly."
 
   "Of course, dearest. Do with him as you wish," the woman said.
 
   There was a laptop computer on a low table, and he saw it was dialled into his grandfather's firm. Specifically, it was dialled into Sir Charles' account.
 
   "Now, dear Nyles, what we're going to do is make some use of that alleged legal knowledge in your pretty little head," Claudia said, crouching beside him. 
 
   "Yes, Claudia!" he promised.
 
   "You're going to look at a few of the contracts Charles has been working on. You're going to find a way to insert a little known passage or two in each so that these contracts will leave his clients open to anything nasty anyone cares to do for them."
 
   "I... don't understand, Mistress. Forgive me, mistress," he whined.
 
   "This is a contract between Sir William Barnard and the Mayfield Company."
 
   "Yes, Claudia," he said, anxiously viewing the screen.
 
   "Sir William is going to sell his estate to them in exchange for a sum of money. But he's going to be permitted to stay there... ancestral estate and that sort of thing, until he dies. The Mayfield Company will be able to run tours through there, but they're quite limited as to when or how many, or as regards almost anything else they want to do as long as Sir William is alive. I want you to insert a few clauses in there which allow them to do anything they want."
 
   "Yes, mistress," he said, confused.
 
   "This one is between Lord Kirkham and a Jonathan Price. They're entering a partnership, and Sir Charles has done his best to ensure Lord Kirkham has as few responsibilities as possible. You'll change that so that Kirkham is responsible for all debts, personally responsible."
 
   "Are you getting the idea?"
 
   "Yes."
 
   "Then get to it."
 
   "Uhm, won't Sir Charles notice?" 
 
   Claudia merely laughed. "Sir Charles will sign anything I put under his nose. His eyes are too busy staring at my breasts to worry about proofreading documents he's already read a dozen times."
 
   "And if you do a good job," the other woman called from her chair, "we'll yet you have these sluts again to do with as you want."
 
   "Yes, Mistress!" he exclaimed. "Thank you, Mistress."
 
   The phone rang. The two women looked at each other, then Claudia crossed the room and plucked the receiver out of its cradle. "Yes?"
 
   She paused a long moment, then shook her head. "You're becoming tiresome, Charles," she said. "I'm not at all interested in your problems."
 
   She paused again, then covered the mouthpiece and turned to the other woman.
 
   "He wants his two sluts back. He says he needs them for when he gives a speech to the media tomorrow. Else people will talk."
 
   "Indeed?" The woman smirked as she eyed to two semi-conscious young women. "Well, why not? Let him imagine he has some small control over his life - or theirs, for now. It will make his end that much more satisfying."
 
   "Very well, Charles," Claudia said. "We'll loan you our playthings for now, although I'll come along to keep an eye on things, make sure the two sluts don't backslide, as it were, and start thinking they're human beings again."
 
   The other woman chuckled softly, and Nyles shivered and turned his eyes back to the computer, then slowly raised his hands and tapped at the keyboard. Raising his hands tightened the chain around his throat and cock, but it was necessary, and, oddly, gave him a strange sense of pleasure.
 
   * * *
 
   Charles had sent the servants away, given them a few days off. Now he was desperately happy he had.
 
   Nicole showed up at his door with Su Li and Miranda in tow - literally.
 
   The heads of both women were completely covered in shapeless leather hoods. They wore thick, studded leather collars which bore silver plaques in front which read "Slave" in large letters. Their arms were strapped behind their backs at elbows and wrists, and they wore a latticework of leather straps which criss-crossed their naked torsos, leaving circling their breasts and thrusting them up and out, and digging into their naked crotch. They wore thigh high black leather boots with high stiletto heels. Whip marks adorned their bodies, and their nipples were pierced by small rings.
 
   Nicole held a pair of leashes, each of which split near the end so as to clip to both nipples of each slave. The two women shuffled along behind her as she moved, backs arched as their nipples were pulled up and out.
 
   Charles knew again the dual assault of sexual excitement and shame as he beheld the two trembling bodies standing before him.
 
   "Here they are, Charles. Would you like to whip them first, or use their naked bodies?" Nicole asked with a purr.
 
   "I would... I would like to untie them," he said hesitantly.
 
   "You don't really."
 
   "Nicole, they must be able to go to the speech tomorrow," he said, his voice begging.
 
   "So?"
 
   "Please, Nicole!"
 
   She sighed and rolled her eyes. "Very well, you can untie them and give them a decent bath. I suppose you can turn them into some semblance of surface respectability by tomorrow, as long as they don't have to do anything but stand around and look pretty."
 
   She handed him the leashes, and he took them gingerly. "Do with them as you please," she said. "I'm going to go and have a shower."
 
   She flounced past and paused at the foot of the stairs.
 
   "So good to be home again," she said, smiling.
 
   She disappeared up the stairs, leaving him alone with his wife and ward. Charles stared at the two faceless entities, and knew once again the longing to use them, to thrust himself into their beautiful, helpless bodies. Yet this time the guilt overcame his animal instincts, and he instead worked to undo the straps and buckles which bound them so tightly.
 
   The worst part of that, for him, was removing their hoods, and once he had done that he found himself unable to look either in the face, focusing his attention instead on undoing more of the buckles and straps. Neither spoke to him, nor he to them, at least until he was finished and could find no further manner of busying himself.
 
   "Ah uh, I'm ah, sorry," he said, not looking at their eyes. "I'm terribly, frightfully sorry the two of you have become ah, bound up in... ah, involved in this terrible, terrible business. I can only hope you'll forgive me once I manage to get rid of that awful woman."
 
   "Yes, Master," Miranda said.
 
   That drew his eyes up, but her eyes remained focused on the wall behind him, her body stiff, rigid, her face calm and emotionless.
 
   Charles licked his lips and turned to gaze at his wife, and saw something quite different there, a bitter accusation and resentment which caused him to drop his eyes once again.
 
   "You ah, you can both have ah, baths now," he said, still not looking at them, "and, er, get dressed."
 
   "Yes, Master," Su Li said dully.
 
   He cringed, but she did not speak further, but walked past him. A moment later Miranda did the same, and both disappeared upstairs. Charles sighed heavily and shook his head, wondering for the thousandth time how he had gotten himself into such a state.
 
   "I need a drink," he muttered.
 
   He crossed the room to the bar and poured himself a stiff drink, then finished it in one long swallow. He poured again, and was half finished it when Nicole entered the room. He froze, turning to her with a suddenly pounding heart.
 
   She was naked but wearing a towel. Her hair was damp and tangled, and she smiled coyly.
 
   "Drinking without me, Charles?"
 
   "I ah, I'm sorry," he said, his voice faint.
 
   "Pour me a drink."
 
   "Of course," he whispered.
 
   "It's been a long time since we drank together," she said, wandering across the floor.
 
   "Yes."
 
   Her hand squeezed his bottom and he flinched.
 
   "Remember the last time?" she asked.
 
   "I ah..."
 
   "It wasn't so bad, was it?"
 
   "No."
 
   "And then you had to dump me - for that little Chinese slut."
 
   "It had nothing to do with her," he said anxiously.
 
   "No, I suppose not. You were simply too weak and arrogant to tolerate a real woman. You needed a supine doormat who would never disagree with you."
 
   Her hand gripped his crotch and he jerked violently, spilling his liquor.
 
   "If you had more balls, Charles," she said coolly, "You'd have tried to master me instead of using your dirty little legal games to run away and hide."
 
   "I-I'm sorry," he said in a choked voice.
 
   "Not as sorry as you will be."
 
   She released him and he sagged, holding the bar to keep on his feet.
 
   "Where are the two sluts?"
 
   "U-Upstairs, having a bath."
 
   She chuckled and took the drink from his hand.
 
   "Do you actually think they'll ever forgive you, Charles?"
 
   "I don't know," he said, dropping his eyes.
 
   She turned, leaning against the bar, sipping her drink. The towel strained against her ample chest.
 
   "Do you miss me, little man?"
 
   "I ah, did at times."
 
   "Would you like to know what they've been up to?"
 
   "Not particularly," he said, hanging his head.
 
   "You made a big mistake when you treated me so badly," she said.
 
   "Yes, Nicole," he said miserably.
 
   "You should have known I would have done my best to get back at you. It was a very stupid thing to do, Charles."
 
   "Go upstairs and tell the sluts I want them down here, dressed modestly, of course."
 
   Surprisingly, he found the two women in the same bath. Two sets of eyes turned their glassy gaze on him as he knocked and hesitantly entered. "Ah, I'm sorry," he said, face burning, "but ah, Nicole wants you downstairs. And uhm, she wants you to be dressed.... dressed modestly, she said."
 
   Neither spoke, and after a moment Charles withdrew, feeling small and worm-like.
 
   He returned downstairs. Charles decided it was her intention to further humiliate him that night, only to do so before his wife and ward. He shrank from the thought, but told himself it was nothing less than he deserved.
 
   He sat quietly as Nicole sipped from her drink, only moving to fetch her a new one, and then resuming his position. 
 
   Miranda and Su Li entered the room, then, both warily looking at Nicole. Su Li wore one of her usual summer dresses, while Miranda wore a knee-length tartan skirt, blouse and sweater. Neither would look at Charles as he knelt.
 
   "Ah, ladies, so glad you could join us," Nicole said, motioning them to sit on the settee across from her. "Charles was just regaling me with the his great sexual deeds, how he'd ravished both of you senseless."
 
   "Charles, as we all know, is a wretched liar," Nicole said. "In fact, he's a wretched excuse for a man at all. Aren't you. Charles?"
 
   "Uhm, yes," he said helplessly.
 
   "Why, the videos I've got of the three of you would ruin you across the country. Such a scandal hasn't been seen in decades, perhaps ever!"
 
   She clicked on the remote, and their eyes turned helplessly to the television set. Charles moaned and dropped his eyes as he saw it showing a video clearly taken at the strip club the other day, a video of Miranda stripping. 
 
   "I'm sure this would be popular among the LSE crowd," Nicole said in amusement.
 
   Charles braced himself as the video changed, and showed Miranda grinding herself against him.
 
   "And those people who think you're going to bring morality back into English life, especially for our disrespectful and immoral youth, are going to be frightfully disappointed when your methods of dealing with youthful sexual energy are revealed, Charles."
 
   Miranda was riding up and down on his cock, very visibly so on the screen, and Charles jerked his eyes away again.
 
   "And of course, there's so much more," Nicole continued. "I'm sure your parents will be delighted to learn of your new career path, Su Li."
 
   She smirked viciously at the Asian woman as the scene changed to a quite roadside, where Su Li was walking slowly up and down, wearing a tiny skirt and tank top. A car pulled over and the driver spoke with her, then the video showed the car pulling into a car park, and Su Li following. As the video looked on she climbed into the car and began to give the man oral sex, her head bobbing up and down. Money was exchanged, and she returned to the street as Nicole chuckled.
 
   More scenes followed, including one with Su Li and several Black men, and Su Li and Miranda in lewd lesbian lovemaking. Charles felt his shame rising along with his erection at the sight, and he strove manfully to resist his own foul lust.
 
   "In short, in case any of you get any ideas," Nicole said. "If you don't do as you're told you are all ruined, together or individually. And you know I'll make sure every friend and relative you have is exposed to these images."
 
   "I'll get you the money," Charles croaked. "It's just taking some time."
 
   "Of course you will, Charles," she said, smiling. "I have faith in you."
 
   She pulled her feet back and sighed. "Now do remove your clothing."
 
   Charles turned his head anxiously and she smirked. "Now," she ordered.
 
   His belly churned, but he had little choice as he rose. He tried to look away from Miranda and Su Li, feeling an unnatural embarrassment at revealing himself before them despite the fact they had both already seen him naked.
 
   He stripped quickly, wanting it over with, and then stood before Nicole, face red as she slouched comfortably in the chair.
 
   "On your knees," she ordered.
 
   He dropped to his knees before her, and then, as she spread her legs and lifted the towel, felt a new surge of excitement and shame as her soft, clean sex was revealed.
 
   "Come here, Charles, and make me happy," she ordered.
 
   Despite himself he felt his cock twitching once again, and yet shame filled him as he was forced to crawl before her and perform oral sex under the eyes of his wife and ward.
 
   He crawled between her legs, and began to tongue her sex, only to have his face slapped.
 
   "I'm sure Claudia taught you better than that," she said. "If not I certainly will."
 
   She threw the towel away, completely exposing her body, running her hands slowly up and down over her soft flesh.
 
   "Now start slowly, darling man. I'm not a sluttish little teenager. I need to get into the mood."
 
   Charles began to tongue her inner thigh, and then, at Nicole's instruction, slowly worked his way down her leg, his tongue circling and coasting along her delicate flesh all the way down to her ankle.
 
   Nicole held her foot up, smiling smugly, looking across at Su Li and Miranda. "The toe, Charles. Let me feel your lips around it," she sighed.
 
   Shamed, and yet still aroused, Charles obeyed, taking her toe into his mouth and slowly massaging it with his tongue as she sighed and rolled her head.
 
   He worked his way back up her leg and then down the other, then back up again, his jaw aching before he had even reached her sex. Only then did Nicole allow him to begin circling and caressing the other edges of her mons.
 
   "Miranda," she called. "Be a dear and come here."
 
   Charles halted, then continued at her glare. 
 
   Miranda rose slowly and moved across the floor.
 
   "Strip, you little whore. Let's see your body.”
 
   Miranda swept off the dress and then, as Nicole gestured, removed her bra and panties.
 
   Yes, there's a dear. See, you are capable of following instructions nowadays. Claudia's done you a world of good. I might even move back in with the two of you now that you've become so much more reasonable."
 
   She smiled across at Su Li. "The Chinese girl can perhaps stay, as a servant."
 
   Charles probed deep within her pussy, his tongue flickering along the walls inside her sex, and she stroked her fingers through his hair.
 
   "Now see to it your dear, sweet Uncle Charles. He has such a hard erection there. Lay down between his legs and take him into your little whore throat.”
 
   Miranda obeyed at once, laying down and sliding between Charles' legs, gripping his buttocks and drawing his cock down between her lips.
 
   Charles groaned, thrusting into his ward's throat as he licked hungrily at Nicole's pussy. He had no compunction about thrusting deeper and harder as his excitement took hold. He revelled in the sensation of burying his trembling prick in the girl's throat, and in the lush taste of Nicole's beautiful pussy.
 
   "We'll have you properly trained in no time, Charles," Nicole sighed, laying her head back along the to of the chair.
 
   Charles continued to moan and thrust and lick, as Nicole began to roll her hips and slowly work her pussy up against his mouth. Her breathing became harder, and she groaned in pleasure, her hands sliding down to his ears to pull him in harder. But then, suddenly, she thrust him back.
 
   “Miranda, dear. I think you can show your uncle how it's really done. Come here, dear, and lick auntie's pussy.
 
   Miranda sat up and twisted around with sudden vigour, as if afraid of not showing sufficient interest in obeying Nicole's wishes. Her tongue thrust out, pink and long, lapping at the older woman's sex, and Charles, looking on, remembered all the snarling arguments between them and felt a flush of ironic desire to see the girl so conquered.
 
   Nicole smirked at him, slumped back, legs spread. “Fuck her, Charles. But take her up the ass.”
 
   Charles knew another stab of built, but it did nothing to stop him from running his shaking fingers across Miranda's lovely bottom, and then pressing the knob of his purplish cock against her wrinkled little anal opening.
 
   He thrust in, and the girl gasped in pain. But Nicole had her fist embedded in Miranda's thick soft hair and jerked the girl forward, preventing her from doing anything. Charles eased up at first, but then realized – he really didn't need to – not at all. He didn't have to care a whit for Miranda's feelings, for what she wanted. He could take her any way he wanted and as hard as he felt like it, just as if... as if she were a sex slave.
 
   He drove himself deeper into his ward's bottom, gasping in pleasure. His hands slid around her, his fingers like claws as they seized her firm young breasts and dug in eagerly, mauling and squeezing them while his hips worked his cock deeper into her ass.
 
   “Do you like that, little slut?” Nicole cooed. “Such a nice, hard cock your uncle has for you.”
 
   She looked past him to Su Li and smirked. “But we're leaving out your darling little Chinese wife. Strip girl, at once, and then get on your knees behind Charles. I think your tongue can be put to good use there.
 
   Without complaint, Su Li stripped and knelt behind her husband.
 
   “I'm sure he'd enjoy you tongue against his ass, girl,” Nicole purred.
 
   The suggestion was enough. Su Li bent, and Charles felt her fingers against his bottom, then her mouth pressed against his anus. The sensation of her tongue pushing into him was exquisite! He groaned and rolled his hips slowly as he rammed  himself into his ward's bottom, exulting in the hot, raw sensation of erotic pleasure as his wife's tongue swirled and twisted and lapped around his own anal opening.
 
   Nicole groaned as well, and arched her back, her thighs squeezing in painfully hard around Miranda's head, her hands jamming the girl's face down into her sex so that she couldn't breath. Her body twisted and writhed under an immense orgasm, and she bucked up repeatedly, taking the blonde head with her.
 
   Then she sighed and went limp, relaxing her grip on the girl and slowly letting her thighs spread open. She looked languorously across at him and smiled to see his eager excitement.
 
   She twisted Miranda's hair up and back and the blonde gasped in pain.
 
   “Do you love it, slut?” she purred.
 
   “Y-yes, mistress!” Miranda gasped.
 
   “Say it, slut.”
 
   “I love it, mistress.”
 
   “You love being sodomized, don't you.”
 
   “Yes, mistress. I love being sodomized,” Miranda gasped, her body shaking to the hammering thrust of Charles' hips against her buttocks, and the sensation of a thick cock pounding up and down inside her rectum.
 
   "Such an obedient little girl now," Nicole said. "When I think of all the snotty things she used to say to me despite my kindness to her I can almost weep."
 
   Charles could hold back no longer, and groaned as he rammed his cock deep into Miranda's bottom and spent himself, every beat of his heart pouring another wave of semen into the girl's belly until he finally knelt, panting for breath, slumped over her and trying to focus his mind again on what was going on.
 
   “Ahh, such a lovely family scene,” Nicole purred. “Good thing the papers don't have pictures of this. Or worse, videos. But we'll make sure they don't get any, right, dear?”
 
   “Of course, Nicole,” came a voice from across the room.
 
   Charles turned his head and saw Nicole there, smirking, holding a video camera.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Twelve
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Sir Charles examined himself in the mirror and frowned slightly, studying his expression. He wanted to give the air of a confident, dignified man, a man doing his duty, who cared about the rabble enough to want to help them. At the same time, of course, it wouldn’t do to appear eager. He tilted his chin up slightly so as to appear just slightly aloof. 
 
   “Are we all ready for your speech?”
 
   He turned and his eyes widened as he saw Claudia enter the room arm in arm with Nicole.
 
   Their hair was pulled back severely from their foreheads and bound behind them. Both wore thigh-high stiletto heeled boots, short black leather shorts, tight leather halters which revealed almost half their considerable breasts, and studded black collars. They had shoulder high black kid gloves, and deeply rouged faces.
 
   "Don't you think it'll impress the Party to see you have such open-minded supporters?" Claudia asked mockingly.
 
   "Nicole," he said helplessly staring at her breasts thrusting out against her top.
 
   "Charles," she said with a smirk.
 
   "So, Charles," Nicole said. "Do we get to go on stage with you?"
 
   "Nicole," he said anxiously. "You know that if you two appear dressed like that there will be... talk."
 
   "Talk? What is talk? Are you afraid your perfect reputation will be damaged?" she asked mockingly.
 
   "Please, Nicole," he whispered.
 
   "We're not going together. We're going in company with your dear little ward and your sweet wife. And I brought similar outfits for them."
 
   Charles eyes widened and he jerked his head up.
 
   "Although theirs aren't quite so conservative," Nicole said thoughtfully, "And somewhat more revealing."
 
   At that moment the far door opened and Miranda and Su Li entered. They halted at sight of the other two women, frozen in place.
 
   "Ah, it's our little sweet little sluts now. Come here, sluts," Nicole said jovially.
 
   The two women moved forward slowly. Both were clad in quite respectable summer dresses for the speech.
 
   "Now, Charles, do you have my money?"
 
   "Not yet, Nicole."
 
   "Then this speech is going to be quite a media sensation," she said in a frosty voice.
 
   "I'll have it in a few days!" he promised. 
 
   "Well, perhaps we could be patient. It's not as though we weren't enjoying the wait. But I rather enjoy this little outfit. If you want me to wear something else you'll have to ask nicely."
 
   She stared at him and Charles looked back bleakly.
 
   "Please... Miss Nicole," he said in a low voice.
 
   "Louder, Charles!"
 
   "Please, Miss Nicole," he begged, "Please don't make a scene at the speech."
 
   "Very well," she sighed. "I'll let Claudia dress in something more... fitting, the occasion. I shant attend, myself, bored as I am with everything you have to say."
 
   "Thank you, Miss Nicole," he said in relief.
 
   "But I want someone to play with while I'm waiting." 
 
   She looked at Su Li and Miranda and smiled.
 
   "You can take one of them with you. The other will come back home with me where she'll be beaten. Which one will you take?"
 
   Charles gaped at her in shock, then at the two women.
 
   "Surely you can't..."
 
   "I won't give you a second chance. Either you pick one now or I'll take both and you can go arm in arm with Claudia - dressed as she is. Now choose. At once!"
 
   Charles recoiled from making such a choice, and his mind panicked as he imagined the looks on the faces of his supporters if he showed up with neither wife nor ward, and in company with...
 
   "I... I must have my wife with me," he said desperately.
 
   "So then, you want me to take young Miranda home and beat her. Is that it?"
 
   "No, of course not!"
 
   "Then you want to go with Claudia?" she asked, glaring.
 
   "Please, Miss Nicole," he begged.
 
   "Stop grovelling, worm. And tell me right now which one you want me to beat?"
 
   "I-I-I..."
 
   "Which one?!"
 
   "M-Miranda," he whispered.
 
   "Louder, Worm!"
 
   "Miranda," he said, unable to look at his ward.
 
   "You want me to take Miranda home and beat her?"
 
   "Yes," he said, head bowed.
 
   "Say it! Beg me to do it," she said with enormously smug satisfaction.
 
   "Please take Miranda home and beat her," he said mechanically.
 
   "And fuck her, of course."
 
   "Yes, Miss Nicole. Please fuck her."
 
   "Very well. Since you ask. I'll be sure to beat her thoroughly, until she loses her voice from screaming. I want you to be confident I'll do a fine job on the girl, while you're up on stage talking about the need to raise our youth properly."
 
   She exchanged a long kiss with Claudia, then motioned for Miranda to come to her. The girl did so smoothly, her face blank, but pale, and the big blonde smiled.
 
   "You and me, sweet Miranda," she said.
 
   She reached out and gripped the girl's hair, twisted it viciously, so that Miranda cried out in pain, then forced the girl to her knees, jamming her face into the floor.
 
   "I've got so many interesting ways to make a bright little college girl scream that you've yet to see," she purred.
 
   She moved towards the door, hand firmly gripping Miranda's hair, forcing the girl to crawl after her, whimpering and moaning.
 
   “Well? Shall we go?” Claudia said. “It's a long drive, after all.”
 
   They trooped out back and got into the car, and the blank faced driver hurried around front and started off.
 
   No one said anything and Nicole smiled. “Well, no doubt then you’ll want to do something to amuse me.”
 
   She slouched back into the seat as the Rolls started forward, looking cat-like at the other occupants of the rear compartment. Su Li stared out the window and Charles fidgeted anxiously. Claudia smiled and let the tension last for long minutes as the car drove down London’s streets, saying nothing.
 
   “Su Li,” she said suddenly, her voice whip sharp.
 
   The Asian woman started and her head jerked up, wide eyes staring at Claudia.
 
   “Y-Yes, Mistress,” she whispered.
 
   “Raise your skirt. I want to see your pussy.”
 
   Flushing, Su Li complied, slowly drawing the long blue skirt of her dress up along her legs, over her knees, then up her pale ivory thighs until her bare slit was revealed.
 
   “Slump down more and spread your legs wide. Raise your feet and put them on the edge of the seat. There’s a good little slut.”
 
   Again Su Li complied, and Claudia smirked at Charles, who was trying to pretend he saw nothing.
 
   "Such a filthy little slut you’ve married Charles,” Claudia said. “A born whore. I can't imagine why you thought she would make a better wife than Nicole.
 
   Charles licked his lips, then drew a handkerchief from his breast pocket and dabbed at the perspiration beginning to appear on his forehead. “Miss Claudia - .” he began.
 
   “Charles, dear, I believe this girl’s pussy needs attending to,” Claudia said in a pleasant voice.
 
   Charles looked at her a moment, then looked worriedly out the window at nearby traffic, then gave in and slid off the seat, turned and placed his face between Su Li’s thighs. She drew in a deep breath, then eased forward and began to lick as Claudia looked on.
 
   He licked up and down along the sides of Su Li's sex
 
   “So, Charles,” Claudia said. “Tell me about your speech. What are you going to talk about? Morality again? Going to warn the plebes how they’re going to Hell if they don’[t go to church more and stop engaging in sinful fornication?”
 
   Charles raised his head and cleared his throat.
 
   “I ah, the speech was written by the party,” he said hesitantly.
 
   “Oh the Party. Glory to the party,” she said mockingly. 
 
   She leaned in close to him, her lips brushing his cheek. “They do realize that the man making all these platitudes about morality is a depraved pervert who regularly fucks his poor little ward, don’t they?”
 
   Charles looked away uncomfortably and her eyes widened in mock surprise.
 
   “They don’t!? Why Charles! How horribly embarrassing it will be if anyone finds out!”
 
   She sat back In her seat, smiling. “You’ll have to introduce me to the Prime Minister when you get elected,” she said. “I have so much to tell him about how he can best improve the morality and discipline of Britain’s young. Keep licking, worm. Keep licking.”
 
   Charles returned his attention to Su Li's pussy, his tongue sliding up and down between her pubic lips now as his fingers spread her open. He wondered vaguely how Miranda was doing, and imagined her stretched out naked, being beaten by his cruel ex-wife. Unfortunately, this had the effect of setting his groin to buzzing and throbbing, and he cursed his own weakness even as he licked more energetically against Su Li's pussy.
 
   "You want her, don't you, Charles?"
 
   He jerked weakly.
 
   "Yes, Miss Claudia," he panted.
 
   "Drop your trousers then and fuck her. Right here and now."
 
   Charles fumbled at his trousers, feeling a strange sense of dislocation. He rose off his knees, staring at Su Li, who was looking back with a slightly glassy eyed expression.
 
   "Lift her ankles up and press them against the seat next to her head," Claudia instructed.
 
   And he did, as Su Li gasped and moaned. He rose up, half standing now in the big Rolls, and leaning straight-armed against Su Li to jam her shoes back against the seat back, raising her bottom.
 
   They were on the highway now, and anyone who passed would be able to see him in action, yet his heat was too great to ignore.
 
   "Fuck the little whore," Claudia sneered.
 
   And he did, plunging himself deep into his wife's sex, groaning in pleasure as he buried himself in her tightness and began to thrust.
 
   "Suck a performance," Claudia said, applauding mockingly. "If only the good citizens could see you in action now. Oh wait, there they are. See how they approve?"
 
   A Ford was passing, and two college age men inside were looking on gleefully, yelling, waving and hooting. Charles turned his face away, blushing.
 
   "Keep at it, boy. Give it to her," Claudia said, chortling.
 
   Charles continued to thrust, the weight of his body jamming Su Li down into the soft seat, both of them panting and grunting as the Rolls continued to drive smoothly along, the drive ignoring what was going on in the back seat with professional blankness.
 
   "Enough. Halt."
 
   "That's good enough for now. Perhaps we'll let you have more later. Now do up your trousers.'
 
   Charles slumped down miserably, knowing that begging would be useless, and resignedly did up his trousers over his rock-hard erection.
 
   "Su Li, come here, you dirty little girl."
 
   And so he had to sit back and watch as his wife pleasured Claudia, trying not to watch as Su Li's tongue lapped at the young woman's clitoris, trying to pretend he did not hear as Claudia moaned and gasped in delight.
 
   They arrived at their destination, and only then did Claudia permit Su Li to get off her knees and arrange her dress and hair, pulling her own skirt down. Charles still had a tremendous erection, and tried desperately to think of unpleasant thoughts before he was required to step out of the Rolls.
 
   * * *
 
   “Come here, Nyles dear.”
 
   "Yes, Nicole!" Nyles exclaimed.
 
   He was still clad all in leather, from head to toe. Only his eyes, nose and mouth, and, of course, his groin, were bare. A thick, harder dildo made of black latex, protruded from the jaw of his mask.
 
   “We have here, Nyles, a very naughty young girl,” Nicole said.
 
   Miranda stood next to her, face pale, but composed.
 
   “She needs to be beaten. In fact, Nyles, her uncle has begged me to have her beaten and abused. That must mean she's very naughty indeed. I want you to see about this task for me, Nyles.”
 
   She sat down comfortably and made a motion with his finger. “Strip, girl.”
 
   Miranda obediently removed her clothes and with some hesitation at first, Nyles placed her into position, attached the leather restraints to her ankles and wrists, and fitted the chains to the rings, spreadeagling her there on the floor, her toes barely touching the stone.
 
   “Dildos first, big ones,” Nicole said languorously.
 
   Nyles fetched a pair of enormously thick black dildos, along with a small jar of lubricant. He slowly worked them up into the tautly spreadeagled girl's pussy, then her anus, his own cock throbbing excitedly as the girl moaned and gasped and whimpered from the pain. He got a large ball-gag but Nicole shook her head.
 
   “No gag. I want to hear her scream,” 
 
   She poured herself some wine and crossed her legs.
 
   “Start with the flog.”
 
   Nyles picked up the flog and began on the girl's back. He did not hold back, knowing first that Nicole would not wish him to, and second... because he didn't have to.
 
   He laid the long thin laces across the young blonde's back again and again, a part of him pretending it was Nicole bound there as he turned her pale flesh pink, then red. He slashed the flog lower, across her bottom, where the base of the black dildo protruded, then across her thighs. He moved around in front of the girl, who was gasping and moaning, her body twisting helplessly.
 
   The flog lashed her breasts repeatedly, then her belly, and Nyles paid special attention to her pussy, which had swallowed every inch of the dildo, though the base nestled just within, holding her sex lips wide.
 
   “Enough. Now the Cat.”
 
   The Cat O' nine tails was similar to the flog, but where it differed was that the leather laces were thicker, and had knots tied in the end to make them far more painful.
 
   Now Miranda's gasps and moans became cries of pain, her body writhing, jerking, twisting as the knots snapped and bit at her tender flesh.
 
   The riding crop came next, directed specifically at her breasts, especially her nipples, then her clitoris and inner thighs, and finally her buttocks. The screaming began with the crop, and Nicole's smile deepened.
 
   Finally came the true whip, and Nicole herself wielded it. Long and supple, the single tailed whip snapped across the young girl's back with astonishing force, and her screams became those of agony as she howled and shrieked again and again. The single tailed whip left long welts across the surface of her flesh, a counter point to the thin bright lines the earlier whips had left. Again and again Nicole snapped the whip down across her back, her breasts, and most especially, between her legs, aiming the tip at the girl's open sex until her clitoris was swollen and numbed.
 
   Or almost.
 
   "Let's see if we've succeeded in stretching your tongue a little bit," the woman said.
 
   He knelt eagerly before the girl, whose eyes were slitted and who's glistening body was more red than white after repeated application of flog, crop, and whip. Her pubic lips were red and swollen from their recent beating, and the girl's mouth gaped slackly.
 
   Nyles thrust his fingers into the girl's sex, gripping the base of the dildo and slowly tugging it free. He guided the dildo attached to his hood into her and drove it slowly up into her pussy.
 
   "That's my boy," the woman said encouragingly.
 
   He slid the plastic device deeper. It was quite long, and he had to bury it within her before he could reach her clitoris. He lapped gently up and down along her sex, wincing with the sting of contact. His own tongue, after all, was sore and aching from repeated use.
 
   Yet he found, to his surprise, that it did indeed push out some distance further than it had used to. Then too, he had been using it rather more of late than he ever had before, giving it more strength and dexterity.
 
   And so his tongue danced lightly along the girl's swollen sex, every so gently circling her bulging little clitoris as she moaned and whimpered in a semi-conscious stupor. He pulled the dildo back and thrust his tongue into her pink valley, licking and lapping.
 
   Her head rolled weakly back, then fell back upside down as she groaned. Encouraged, he pulled his tongue free, sending it slithering up along her clitoris to lap back and forth. The girl's clitoris must be aching even worse than his tongue, he thought, for the Frenchwoman had targeted it directly. And indeed, his lapping caused her to gasp and shake and quiver.
 
   "Sweet little Miranda, such a dainty young lady," Nicole said. 
 
   She gripped the base of the other dildo and pulled it back, then rammed it hard.
 
   Miranda's eyes bulged and she cried out, her voice a strangled sob.
 
   Nyles continued licking, and Nicole pulled the dildo back again, ramming it up, pumping it savagely into the girl's rectum as Nyles continued to work eagerly before her.
 
   Nicole smirked and walked away, then returned with a strap on. It was softer and slimmer, and curved upwards. She pulled the fat dildo out of Miranda's bottom and slid her hands around the girl to cup her breasts as she slowly worked the new one up inside her. Her hips worked slowly now, almost gently, but she used every inch of the long dildo as she bit and sucked on the nape of Miranda's neck and her fingers softly kneaded her breasts.
 
   “Whore,” she whispered as she nibbled on her ear. “Slut,” she sighed as she bit lightly at her shoulder. 
 
   Miranda's body writhed slowly in response, and the hiss which came from her mouth sounded like pleasure rather than pain. 
 
   Or perhaps Nyles was only allowing his own heat to colour his senses. 
 
   Nyles continued to lick, and the girl's movements grew more energetic, her breathing coming in ragged gasps and pants as he lapped and sucked at her sex. Then there was an unmistakable gasp of pure pleasure, followed by a long parade of short, sharp grunts of pleasure as she came.
 
   “Slave,” Nicole purred.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Thirteen
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Charles clenched his teeth as the applause rose up around him. There was a laptop computer open atop the lectern, with the words of his speech set there, scrolling at a precisely calculated pace to keep up with his voice. Yet, suddenly, there was something else on the device's monitor. There was a video shot, a live video shot of Miranda hanging by her wrists. 
 
   His eyes widened as he saw the hooded man whipping his ward, and his cock throbbed alarmingly as he clung tightly to the podium. He suddenly had a tremendous erection, which was pushing against the back of the lectern, and was finding it more difficult to concentrate on his speech.
 
   "Britain's youth must... must be shown the true.. path of morality," he said, sweating somewhat. "Only through hard work and... discipline... can the next generation bring Britain to the fulfilment of its place in the world."
 
   "Discipline," he said again, looking out over the audience. "Discipline," he repeated. "We are far too... soft on our youth in this day and age. We don't challenge them, don't require enough of them. We don't demand the proper degree of respect of them.
 
   On the little video screen, the hooded man moved away, and he saw Nicole move forward. In her hands was a whip, but not like the thin multi-tailed ones he had seen, and even used himself. This was a long, menacing looking thing, and he felt a shock inside him. Surely she wouldn't use a horrid thing like that on poor Miranda! It would tear the flesh off her young back!
 
   "Britain's youth are scofflaws, lazy, shiftless and aimless. They are not challenged at school, and once home drift into idle pursuits such as video games, television, and disgusting music.
 
   He felt a twinge in his belly and his cock jerked as the whip slashed across his ward's back and her body thrashed violently in response. He could almost hear her scream of agony.
 
   "Look at the way the media treats young women. In television, movies, on those filthy music videos, they're taught that their importance and recognition is gained through flaunting their physical attributes."
 
   The image shifted and he groaned softly as the thick whip cut into his ward's soft breasts, and then into her pussy itself!
 
   "We must bring about a change in attitude among our young, so that they come to recognize that discipline and challenge are of great... satisfaction... than idle games and entertainment."
 
   The audience applauded and his hand reached down for his groin, then halted. There were people on the stage who would see.
 
   He returned his hand to the lectern, trying to control himself as he saw Miranda being whipped, revelled in the sight of her body as Nicole sent the long, deadly whip slashing up between her legs again and again her.
 
   Little slut is getting exactly what she deserves, he thought.
 
   "We will bring a new morality back to Britain!" he exclaimed, to more applause.
 
   He was so hard now it ached, and his arousal had its own momentum. He tried, from time to time to imagine distasteful things, to attempt to keep his mind on his speech and his eyes off Miranda in hopes his excitement would wane, but he failed. The screen was directly above the scrolling text and he could not ignore it. 
 
   "We've tried liberalism in our schools and in our society, and it's produced a generation of lazy, shiftless young," he said. "While hard work, discipline, and the cane... oh yes, who can forget the cane... produced stern, disciplined, hard working adults. I think it's time to revisit the entire concept of how we raise our young."
 
   He imagined a row pretty young girls like Miranda bent over in a row, being caned on their pretty bottoms by lewd schoolmasters, and school mistresses, and his cock throbbed harder still. 
 
   Filthy little sluts.
 
   His eyes moved aside and he saw Claudia smirk.
 
   Bitch. God, she was beautiful.
 
   The speech finished, he bowed to his audience, quickly reaching down to adjust himself, lifting his erection up and pressing it back, pinning the head just beneath the elastic waistband of his shorts so it lay along his belly.
 
   He accepted the congratulations of the Party members, but his mind was on Su Li and Claudia, and his eyes searched desperately about for them. Finally he spotted them on the balcony of Lord John's estate, and excused himself, hurrying into the house.
 
   He pounded up the stairs and through the gilt lined rooms until he found the balcony.
 
   "Such a nice speech, Sir Charles," Claudia said mockingly.
 
   "Claudia," he panted, "Please, please can I have her? Just for a minute!? Please?! Please!?"
 
   "Do you have a... need?" she asked.
 
   She looked out over the crowd below, several of whom cheered to see Sir Charles. "Come and see your slavish admirers," she ordered, motioning Su Li back.
 
   Charles came forward reluctantly, and she motioned Su Li back, then when the Asian woman was out of sight of the crowd, smiled and ordered her to kneel, then crawl forward once again. And so it was in full view of several hundred people that Charles, mercifully hidden beneath the waist, was fellated by his wife and erupted - at Claudia's orders, into her face.
 
   Then, the happy couple walked about meeting the party people, none of whom could have been aware that the slight sheen on Su Li's face came from Sir Charles' semen.
 
   Claudia paced him, acting all the while like the obedient secretary, smiling and nodding at Party members as they approached, and standing obediently silent as they spoke. 
 
   Then, as he was speaking to one of the party's main financial backers he looked past the man's shoulder to see Su Li and Claudia kissing wetly. Claudia's hand was between Su Li's legs, rubbing up and down against her groin.
 
   He froze, his voice halting, and then he hurriedly tore his eyes free, lest the man turn and see what had caught his attention.
 
   Behind the man's back Claudia's hand slipped into Su Li's top and he could see her knuckles moving against the thin fabric as she squeezed his wife's breast. She saw him looking and gave him a smug look, then waggled her eyebrows at him.
 
   She pulled Su Li around in front of her, then unbuttoned the front of her blouse and showed off her bare breasts.
 
   Charles put his arm over the man's shoulder and led him away, wiping his brow yet again. A moment later he stumbled as he felt a shock in his gut.
 
   "I say, are you all right, Sir Charles?"
 
   "Ye-yes, fine. Sorry, Mr. Quill, must have er, caught my foot," he said weakly.
 
   "Good help would have made sure the ground was more even," the man said with a frown. "Can't get good help any more. None of the working class takes pride in what they do any more. They're all getting above themselves."
 
   "I-I couldn't agree more," Sir Charles said weakly.
 
   He managed to pull away from the man a minute later, by which time Su Li's dress had been properly closed, and Claudia was again acting like a virtuous secretary. 
 
   "Aren't you about done with these old fossils?" she demanded. "I'm getting bored. And if I get very much more bored I'm going to require entertainment from someone."
 
   Her eyes narrowed as she looked at him.
 
   "I-I'll make my apologies to the host," he said nervously.
 
   They got into the Rolls, which pulled away from the house.
 
   * * *
 
   "Well, little Miranda," Nicole purred, her accent barely discernible. "Have we been bored all alone down here?"
 
   She looked at Nyles tapping away at the keyboard and sniffed. "With only a dog for company."
 
   "No... mistress," Miranda panted weakly.
 
   "No? I would have thought you were suffering from my lack of attention."
 
   She lowered Miranda's arms and gripped her hair, pulling her upright. The younger woman staggered and stumbled dizzily as the blood rushed from her head, and Nicole smiled. "I do hope you're not all worn out. We're going to a show, you see. In fact, you're going to be part of it."
 
   She looked across at Nyles and her lips turned upwards slightly. "So are you, Dog."
 
   "Mistress?" he asked uncertainly.
 
   "Don't worry, Dog. It will be a very exciting show. I'm sure you'll like it."
 
   "Yes, Mistress."
 
   "But there's work to do first. The show will be your reward."
 
   She sat the blonde girl down, then pulled her hair back tightly from her forehead, pinning it at the back of her head. Nyles watched in fascination as the Frenchwoman produced a case of what he took to be ordinary makeup, and began to do up Miranda's face.
 
   It soon became obvious, however, that this was no ordinary makeup. It was face paint, and Miranda's pale ivory skin was soon a flat white from ear to ear and chin to hairline. This was merely an undercoating, however. Straight lines were drawn along her cheeks from her upper lip, and then streaks of black were applied along the sides of her face.
 
   Nyles had no idea what the woman was up to. It seemed she was painting Miranda's pretty face to look like some monstrous entity. And then the paint went lower, over her shoulders and down her arms, back and chest. She was being made to appear furred, like an animal.
 
   And then Nyles recognized the pattern with some appreciation for the Frenchwoman's effort. She was turning Miranda into a cat-like creature. And yes, there beside the case were two sharply pointed ears the girl would no-doubt wear upon her head. Nyles watched with growing appreciation for the woman's ability, and rather looked forward to having such a thing done on himself.
 
   Miranda accepted what was done her mutely, with no idea what patterns were being drawn or why. Even when Nicole forced her head back and deftly placed a pair of thin green contact lenses into her eyes she did little but blink - if rapidly.
 
   The Frenchwoman was quite an artist, Nyles saw, as she finally finished. Miranda stood, her body a pale orange, the neat slit of her sex almost invisible beneath furry stripes until she bent over, at Nicole's order, and a rounded golf-ball like device was forced into her rectum. A furry tail was attached, which fluffed out as it protruded back through her nearly closed rectal opening and hung down below to her knees.
 
   The ears finished the job, and Nicole stood back to admire her handiwork.
 
   "What do you think, dog?" she asked.
 
   "Lovely, Mistress!" Nyles said enthusiastically. "It's beautiful! You're so talented, Mistress!"
 
   "Aren't I just."
 
   * * *
 
   Charles stared at her in amazement, for he did not, at first recognize her. Her face was painted heavily, looking like a feral cat, and odd leather gloves covered her hands.
 
   “My God!” he whispered as Nicole proudly walked the girl into the house at the end of a leash. 
 
   Miranda did look quite cat-like, her eyes a bright green, her fake ears looking quite real as they thrust up from amid a thick and carefully combed sweep of blonde hair. There was fake whiskers on her lip and a pair of weights dangling from her nipples – and another, he saw, below her sex, likely attached to her clitoris.
 
   He recalled, suddenly, what Nicole had done for a living before he had met her. She was a makeup artist for a theatre company. Now he stared in astonishment at his ward, crawling about, collared, a tail dangling from her bottom, an enormously thick dildo protruding a few inches from her pussy.
 
   The girl crawled, then sat back on command, slid forward, prostrating herself on the floor, rolled over and spread her legs, draw her feet back behind her and pushed her lower torso up in the air, then twisted around again to kneel, all on command, all instantly.
 
   “I've had enough of this slut now, Charles. So either you have my money now or I'm selling her, and I fancy I get quite a good price from someone. Do you think otherwise?”
 
   Charles could hardly tear his eyes off his ward.
 
   "Yes," he said softly, “I have your money.”
 
   "Yes, Miss Nicole," she growled.
 
   "Yes, Miss Nicole," he said, irritated, glaring slightly.
 
   "You've placed it in your bank account?"
 
   "I've freed it up to be spent, yes."
 
   Nicole smiled at Claudia, then motioned her to the computer.
 
   "So happy to see you've come around. And so sad at your new impoverishment."
 
   She looked at Su Li and Miranda.
 
   "Still, you've a method of making money now. Miranda is quite an accomplished stripper, and er, performer, and Su Li, though not terribly experienced yet, seems quite adept at prostitution. Of course, you're going to need that money... for lawyers."
 
   She smiled and Sir Charles felt his insides turn to jelly.
 
   "You see, Sir Charles, even at this moment your friends at the Firm are discovering how you've muffed the contracts you wrote, and how exposed their clients will be. Terrible lawsuits that will bring," she tsked. "Such an incompetent fool you are."
 
   "But I..."
 
   "But of course, it's small wonder you were distracted, what with your gambling and drug-taking. Oh yes, you've been spending a good deal of money at both, but it hasn't been your money. You've been robbing the trust accounts of widows and veterans and orphans. You horrible man."
 
   She cackled in delight.
 
   "And of course, the true depths of your moral depravity have yet to be exposed." 
 
   She smiled at Su Li and Miranda.
 
   "That so lacking in funds were you, you forced your poor wife to work as a prostitute, and your innocent ward to become a stripper."
 
   "But - ."
 
   "But I promised not to? Such a foolish little man you are, Charles. How could I resist after what you did to me?"
 
   "Nicole, I can't get in," Claudia complained.
 
   "What?" She turned and glared.
 
   "The account password has changed."
 
   Nicole turned and glared daggers at Charles. "What are you playing at, fool? I can ruin you any time I want."
 
   Charles sighed and let a small smile slide across his face. “Oh I rather think not. You're not the most credible of witnesses, after all, and the police are looking for you.”
 
   "How dare you... the police?!" Nicole stared at her in shock. "Are you mad? The tapes I have... "
 
   "You don't have any tapes, Nicole, you silly cow. A million pounds is far less than five, but it buys first rate talent. I hired some... gentlemen to visit your residence, to syphon your computers, to search anywhere a DVD could be hidden. And yes, they even got the ones in your safety deposit box.”
 
   "You... you couldn't have!"
 
   "Oh but you trained Nyles so well. He's such an obedient, cringing little lap dog now. Especially if a woman tells him to – and one of the people who went to your home was a woman, a lovely young thing, in fact. He was eager to tell her everything he'd done, and to help reverse all the legal changes he'd made."
 
   Nicole's jaw dropped.
 
   "So there is no money missing from trusts, Nicole, and no mistakes to cause lawsuits, and no tapes to delight the tabloids. All there is is a sad little man held prisoner in your basement, who the police are now freeing. My people have worked with him to get his story straight, you see. He's... quite suggestible. Anyway, he won't mention me or Miranda or Su Li at all. Besides, all that cocaine the police are finding will speak for itself, as will your previous record in that regard."
 
   Nicole gaped at him in shock and disbelief.
 
   She was almost trembling with rage, and Sir Charles gazed at her curiously. He felt a strange sense of weightlessness, as if all the troubles of the world had suddenly been lifted off his shoulders.
 
   "You filthy, evil little bastard!" she raged.
 
   "Yes, well," he said, coughing, "I think we're all guilty on that score. That is... " He halted, and looked helplessly at Su Li. "That is, you two and I, in any event. So I don't think your accusations have much merit. But, it's not like you'll get a chance to make any accusations, now is it?"
 
   Nicole and Claudia stared at him in sudden anxiety. Four very large men in suits appeared as if by magic behind them, moving swiftly and gracefully, they separated, and moved up behind the two women. With barely a chance to let out a strangled cry of shock they found themselves cuffed and kneeling, with ball gags in their mouths. It took little longer to strip them both, and then hog tie them.
 
   “You did give me a good idea, though, Nicole dear,” Charles said. “Selling people. Imagine, in this day and age. And yet, I've come to realize it does happen. And these gentlemen actually know something about that, er, market.”
 
   He looked at them with a smile, then looked back at the gagged women.
 
   “You, my dear ex wife, have found an eager buyer in a Saudi princeling. He's always after blondes, and you'll fit wonderfully in his harem. Of course, he's quite old, but I have no doubt he has any number of friends who can help entertain you.”
 
   Nicole's eyes bulged.
 
   “As for you, Claudia. You are simply a young girl led astray by an evil woman. And as you've both been at some pains to demonstrate how easily young girls can have their behaviour remedied, well, you're scheduled for a three month long course at a special school in North Africa. At the end of this, I'm assured, you'll be quite well... disciplined, and make an excellent servant.”
 
   He shifted his view to Nicole. “Nicole did keep suggesting how nice it would be for me to have more servants, after all, and I find I quite agree.”
 
   The men picked up the two squalling women and carried them out of the room. 
 
   Charles sighed and sat back, eyeing Miranda. “Beautiful,” he whispered.
 
   He motioned towards her and the girl crawled to him. He squatted low, running his fingers through her hair and across her lovely soft skin, then down between her legs. Her clitoris ached from the little alligator clip biting into it, a weight hanging from it. 
 
   He pulled the clip free and she gasped.
 
   “My poor little kitten,” he purred. “Don't you worry. The mean women are gone. You shall be treated much better henceforth.”
 
   His finger caressed her breasts, and felt the alligator clips on her nipples, but left them in place. He motioned Su Li forward, and his wife obediently sat and spread her legs. He then guided Miranda forward, and the girl began to lick quite expertly. Su Li soon began to moan and groan helplessly while Charles gently caressed Miranda's swollen clitoris.
 
   He would treat Su Li quite gently from now on, but Miranda was another story. Miranda made a delightful toy, and Charles was far from ready to give her up. He examined the makeup with admiration. It would not be difficult, he thought, to find someone to make it permanent. And then he would have his little slave animal to lay contentedly on the floor next to him for many years to come.
 
   His gentle manipulation of her clitoris began to finally pay dividends, and he eased the fat dildo out of her pussy. He was easily able to slide four fingers inside her, stroking and caressing the inside of her sex as he rubbed his cock along her clitoris. Then, as her opening shrank, he sank his cock into her to the hilt and began a long, gentle ride.
 
   Su Li groaned in pleasure, and a moment later so did Miranda. Charles sighed happily, and thought of how wonderful life was now, and how much less stress he was going to feel now that all the women in his life knew their place.
 
    
 
    
 
   End
 
    
 
   * * * * *
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